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CONSUEL

CHAPTER I

“Ys, yes, young ladies; toss your heads as much as you please;
the wisest and best among you is——Dut I shall not say it;
for she is the only one of my class who has a particle of mo-
desty, and 1 should fear, were I to namo her, that she should
forthwith lo.;le that ancommon virtue which I could wish to see
in you — !

*In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sanecti,”

sang Costanza, with ad air of effrontery. -

“ Amer" exclaimed all tho other irls, in chorus.

“ Naughty man!” said Clorinda, pouting out her pretty lips,
and tap; ing with the handle of her fan the wrinkled and bony
fingers which the singing-master had left stretched on the
ke'J‘r:} of tho silent instrument.

on, oun({g ladies—go on,” said the old tprofessm', with
the 1§gne and submissive air of ons who for forty years had
had tsufler for six hours daily the uirs and contradictions

of successive generations of female Pupila. It is not the less
true,” added he, putting his spectaclos into their case, and his
snuff-box into his pocket, without raising his eyes towards the
angry and mocking grou}s, “that this v-ise, this docile, this
studivus, this attentive, this good child, 1s not you, Signora
Clorinda; nor you, Signora Costanza; nor you either, Signora
Zulietta; neither is it Rosina; and still 1ess Michola —"

“In that case, it is I!”

“No; it is I?”

“ By no means: it is I

[{A] i! I !"

‘' Pig I1” gcrenmed out ull at once, with their clear and
thrilling voices, some fifty fair .r dark-haired girls, darting
like a tlock of seabirds on some poor shell-fish left stranded by
the waves,

The sheil-fish, that is to say, the maestro—and I maintain
that no osher metaphor could so well express his an move-
monts, his fihny cyes, his red-streaked cheeks, and more espe-
cially the innumerable stiff, white, and pointed curls of his
professiopal wig—the macstro, 1 say, forced back three times
upon hie seat, after having risen to go awu{, but calm and
indiffcut as the shell-fish itself, rocked and hardened by the
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storms, had long to be entreated to«leclarc which of his pupils
deserved the praises of which he was usually so sparing, but
of which he now showed himself so prodigal. _.t last, yield-
ing as if with rogret to the entreatios which his sarcasms had
provoked, he took the roll with which he was in the habit of
marking the time, and made use of it to separate and range
in two lines his unruly flock. Then, advancing with a serious
air between the double row of these light-headed creatures, he
proceec od towards the organ-loft, and stopped beforc & young
person ‘who was scated, bent down, on one of the steps. She,
with her elbows on her knees, and her fingers in her ears, in
order not to be distracted by the noise, and twistod into a sort
of coil like a squirrel sinking to slecp, conned over her lesson
in a low voice, so as to disturb no ome, He, solemn and
<trinmphant, with leg advanced and ontstretched arm, seemed
like tge shepherd Paris awarding the apple, not to the most
beautiful, but to the wisest.

“ Consuelo! the Spaniard!” exclaimed all the young choris-
ters, struck at first with the utmost surprise, but almost im-
mediately joining in a gencral burst of laughter, such as Ifomer
attributes to the gods of Olympus, and which caused a blush
of anger aad indignation on the majestic countenance of the
professor. )

Little Consuelo, with her closed ears, had heard nothing of
this dialogue. Her oycs were bent on vacancy, ana, busied
with her task, she remanined some mmoments unconseious of the
uproar. Then, pereoiving herself tho ohjeet of general atten-
tion, she dropped her hands on her knees, allowed her 1 0k to
fall on the floor, and, petrified with astonishment not ur nixed
with fear, rose at length and looked arouund, in order to see
what ridicalous person or thing afforded matter for such noisy

aiety.
£ onsuelo,” said the maestro, taking her hand without fur-
ther exg]anation, ‘¢éomo, my good child, and sing me the
¢ Salve Regina’ of Pergolese, which thou hast learnced but a
fortnight, and which Clorinda has been studying for more
than a year.”

Consuelo, without replying, and without evincing either
anger, shameo, or cmbarrassment, followed the singing-master
to tho organ, where, sitting down, he struck with an air of
triumph the key-note for his young pupil. Then Consucl-,
with unaffected simplicity and case, raised hor clear and thril-
ling voice, and filled the fofty*roof with the sweetest and purest
notes with which it had ever echoed. She sang tho ¢ Salve
Regina’ without a single error-—without venturine one note
which was not perfectly just, full, sustained, or interrupted at
the proper place; and, following with unvarying preéision the
instructions which the learned master had given her, fulfilling
with her clear perceptions his precise and correct intentions,
she mplished, with the inexperience and indiffernce of a
ehﬂ&at which science, practice, and cnthusiasm has” not
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perhaps done for the most perfect singer. In a word, she sang
to admiration.

“It is wely, my child,” said the good old master, always
cilau-{l of his praise. “You have studied with attention that
which you bave faithfully performed. Next time you ghall
re?en.t the cantata of Scarlatti which I have taught you,”

¢ Si, Signor Profesor;” replied Consuelo—* pow may I go?”

“ Yes, my child, Younlg adics, the lesson is over.”

«Consuelo placed in her little baskot her music and her cray-
ons, as well as her black fan—the insogata.ble col.ipanion
alike of Spaniard and Venetian—which she ncver used, al-
though she never went wthout it.” Then, disappearing behind
the fretwork of the organ, sho flew as lightly as a bird down
the mysterious stairs which led to the body of the cathedral,
knelt 29{1‘ a moment in crossing the nave, and, when just on the,
point &f leaving the church, found beside the font a handsome

oung mau ‘who, smiling, presentod the holy water to her. She
k some of it, looking at him all the time with the self-pos-
session of a littlo girl who knows and feels that she is not yet
a woman, and mingling her thanks and her devotional gesture
in so agreeablc a fashion that the signor could not help laugh-
ing outright. Consudlo bogan to laugh likewise; but, all at
once, asaf she had recollected tha®somo one wad wn.itit:{g for
her, sho cleared the porch and the steps in a bound, and was
off in wtwinkling.

In the mean timoe, the professor again replaced his spectaclos

in his huge waistcoat pocket, and thus addressed his silout

scholars :—

« b{mme upon you, my fair pupils!” said he. * This little

irl, tho youngest of you gll—the lat8st comer in the class—is
the ouly one of you capable of excceuting a solo. lven in the
choruse., no matter what errors are made on every side of her,
I always find her firm and stcady as a note of the harpsichord.
It is becauso she has zeoal, paticnce, and—what you will never
have, no, not one of you—a conscience!”

“ Ah! now the murder is out,” cried Costanza, as soon as
the professor had left the church. “Ile only repeated it some
thirty-nine times durinﬁ the lesson, and now, vqriéz believe,
he would fall ill if he did not get sa.yixég it tho fortieth.”

““ A great wonder, indced, that this Consuglo should get on!”
xclaimed Zulietta: “she is so poor that she must work to
carn something whereby to earn her bread” . .

“They tell me her nother was a_gipsy,” said Michelina,
“and that the little one sang about the streets and highways
before she came here. Ta be sure, she has not a bad voice;
but then she has not a particle of intelligenoe, poor child! She
learns rherely by rote; she follows to the letter the profesdor's
instructions—and her lungs do the rest.” .

“If she had the best lungs in the world, and the best brains
into the bargain,” snid the handsomo Clorinda, “I would, not
give my face in exchange for hers,”

I o W
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“I do not know that you would loso so much,” replicd Cos-
tanza, who had not a very exalted opinion of Clorinda’s beauty.

“She is not handsome either,” said another; #she is as yel-
low as a paschal candle. Hor groat eyes say just nothing at all,
and then she is always so ill dressed! She is decidedly ugly.”

“Poos grl! she is much to be ¥itied—no money—no beauty!”

Thus finished the praises of Consuclo. ey comforted
themselves by their contemptuous pity for having been forced
to admire her singing,

CHAPTER II

THE scene just related took place in Venico about a hundred
Kears ago, iIn the church of the Mendicanti, where the cele-
rated maestro Porpora had just reheapsed the grand vespers
which he was to direct on the following Assumption-day. The
young choristers whom ho had so smartly scolded were pupils of
the state schools, in which they were instructed at the expense
of government and afterwards reccived a dowry preparatory
to ma.rrir:ge or the cloister, as Jean Jacques Ig'oussen.u, who
admired their magnificent voicos at the same period and in the
same church, has obscrved. He mentioris the circumstance in
the charming episode in tuov eighth book of his Confessions. I
shall not herc transcribe those two admirable pages, lest tho
friendly readcr, whose example under similar circumstances
I should certainly imitate, might be unable to resume my
own, Hoping, then, that the aforosaid Confessions are not at
hand, I continue my narrative, M
All these young ladies:were not equally poor. Not /ith-
standing the strictness ot the administration, it is certain that
somo gaincd admission, to whom it was a matter of speculation
rather than necessity to receive an arvtistic education at the
expense of the republic. TFor this reason it was that some per-
mitted themselves to forget she sacred laws of equality, thanks
to which they had been cnabled to take their seats clandes-
tinely along with their poorer sisters, All, therefore, did not
fulfil the intentions of the austcre republic respecting their
future lot. From time to time therc were numpers who,
having received their gratuitous education, renounced their
dowry to seek a more brilliant fortune elsewh&e, The admi-
nistration, sceing that this was inovitable, had sometimes.
admittod to the course of instruction the children of poor
artists, whose wandering existéace did not permit them a long
stay in Venicc. Among this number was the little Consuclo,
born in Spain, and arriving from honce in$aly by the route
of St. Petersburg, Constantinople, Mexico, Archangel, or any
othet still more direct, after the cccentric fashion of the
Bohemians,
Nevaertheless, she hardly merited this appellation; for she
was aefther Ilindoo nor gipsy, and still less of any of the
trifes of Jsracl. She was of good Spanish blood—doubtl”ss
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with a tinge of the Moresco; and thouih somewhat swarthy,
she had a tranquillity of manner which was quite forcign to
any of the wandering races. I do not wish to say anything ill
.of the latter. NI had invented the character of Consuelo, I
. do not pretend that I would have traced her parentage from
" Israel, or cven farther; but sho was altogether, as everything
about her organization betraycd, of the fumily of Iskmael. To
be sure I never saw her, not being a century old, but I was
tol® so and I cannot contradict it. She had none of the
feverish petulance, alternated by fits of apathetic languor,
which distinguishes the zingarellas neither had she the insi-
nuating curiosity nor the frontless audacity of Hcbrew mendi-
cancy. She was calm as tho water of the lagunes, and at the
same time active as tho light gondolas that skimmed along
their surface. .
As she was growing rapidly and as her mother was very
oor, her clothes were alwa,ys a year too short, which gave to her
ong legs of fourteen years’ growth, accustomed to show them-
selves In publie, a sort of savage grace which one was pleased
and at the samo time sorry to see. . Whether her foot was largo.
or not, it was impossible to say, her shoes were go bad. On
the other hand, her figure, confined iy, narrow stays*ripped at
every sean® was clastic and tlexible as a palm-tree, but without:
form, fulness, or attraction. She, poor girl! thought nothing
about it, Sccustomed as she was to hear herself called a gipsy
and a wanderer by the fair daughters of the Adriatic. Her
face was round, sallow, and insignificant, and would have
struck flobody, if her short thick hair fastened behind her
cars, a1kl at the same time hor serious ayd indifferent demean-
our, had not given her a singularity of aspect which was but
little aitractive. Faecs which do not glouse at first, by degrecs
lose still more the power of pleasing. 'The beings to whom they
belong;, inditferent to others, become so to themsclves, and as-
sume a negligenco of aspect which repels more and more, On
the contrary, beauty observes, admires, and decks itsclf as it
were in an imaginary mirror which is always hefore its eyes.
Ugliness forgets itself and is passed by. szertheless, there
arc two sorts of ugliness: one wlliel}: suffers, and protests
against the general disapprobation by habitual rage and envy
—this is the true,‘the only ugliness. The other, ingenuous,
=eaw:less, which goes quietly on its way, neither inviting nor
shunning comparisons, and which wins the heart while it
shocks the sonse—such was the ugliness of Consuclo. Those
who wore sufficiently gencrous to intcrest themselves about her,
at first regrefted that she was npt ret'tnﬁ; and then, correctin
themselves, and patting her head with a familiarity whic
, beauty does not permit, added—“After all, you are a good
creature;” and Consuclo was perfectly satisfied, althongh she
know very well that that meant, * You are nothing more.”
In the mean time, the young and handsome signor who had
offered her the holy water at the fout, stayed behind till he
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had seen all the scholars disappear. He looked at them with
attention, and when Clotinda, the handsomest, passed near
him, he held out his moistened fingers that he might have the
pleasure of touching hers. The young girl blghed with pride,
and passed on, casting as she did so onc of those glances of .
gshame*mixed with boldness, which are expressive neither of
self-respect nor modesty.

As soon as they had disappeared in the interior of the con-
vent, the gallant patrician returned to the nave, and addressed
the precoptor who was doscending more slowly the steps of
the tribune. .

“ Corpo di Bacco! dear maostro,” said he, “will you tell me
which of your pupils sang the ‘Salve Regina °”

“And why do you wish to know, Count Zustiniani?” said
the F'ofessor. accompanying him out of the church.

“To compliment you on your pupil,” replied the patrician.
“You know how long I have attended vespers, and cven tho
exercises; for you are aware what a dilettante 1 am in sacred
music. Well, this is the first time that 1 have heard Pergo-
lese sung in so perfect a manner, and as to the voice, it is the
most beautifal that I have ever listengd to.

“I believe it well,” replied the professor, inhaling a large
pinch of snuft with dignrty and satisfaction, 2

“Tell me then the name of this celestial creaturc who has
thrown me into such an cestasy. In spite of your severity and
your continual fault-finding, you have ereatcd the best school
in all Ttaly. Your choruses are excellent, and your solos very
good; but your music is so severe, so grand, that youyy girls
can hardly be expectogd to express its beauties.”

“ They do not express them,” said the professor mournfully,
“because they do not feel them. Good voices, God bo thanked,
we do not want; but as for a good musical organization, alas,
it is hardly to be met with!”

“You possess at feast one admirably endowed. 1ller organ
is magnificent, her gentiment perfect, her skill remarkable—
name her, thon.”

“Is it not so?’ said the professor, evading the question;
““did it not delight you?”

“ It took my heart by storm—it even drew tears from mo—
and that by mcans so simple, combinations so little sought
after, that at first I could hardly understand it. Then I #e-
membered what you had 80 often told me touching your divine
art, my dear master, and 6t the first time I understood how
much you were in the right.” X ’

“And what did I say to you?” said thie maestro, with an eir
of triumph,

“You told me,” replied the count, “that simpficity is the
essonce of the great, the true, the beautiful in art.”

“T also told you that there was often reason to observe and
d,pgllud what was clever, and brilliant, and well combined.”

Doubtless; but betwecn those secondary qualitios and the
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true manifestations of genius, there was an_abyss, you said.
Very well, doar maestro: your cantatrice is alone on one side,
while all the rest are on the other.”

“It is not less true than well expressed,” observed the pro-

. fossor, rubbing his hands.

“Her name?” replied the count.

“What name?” rejoined the malicious professar.

“Oh, per Dio Santo! that of the siren whom I have just
beén hearing.”

“What do you want with hor name, Signor Count?” re-
plied Porpora, in a tono of severity.

“ Why should you wish to make a secret of it, maestro #”

“1 will tell you why, if yon will let me know what object you
have in finding out.”

. “Isit not a natural and irresistible feoling to wish to see
and to know the objeets of our admiration?”

“ Al! that is not your only motive. My dear Count, pardon
me for thus contradicting you. You aro a skilful amateur
and a profound counoisfear in music, as everybody knows; but
you are, over and above all, proprietor of the theatre of San
Namuel. ]t is your glopy and your interest alike, to encourage
the loftiest talent and ‘the fincst voiges of Italy. sYou know
that our ifstruction is good, and that with us alone those studies
arc pursued which form great musicians, You havo already
carried 8 Corilla from me, as she will one day be carried oft
from you by an engagemcnt in some othor theatre; so you
are come to spy about, to see if you can't got a hold of some
other .’éorilln.—if, indeed, we have formed one. That is the
truth, $ignor Count, you must admit.”,

“ And were it even so, dear maestro,” replied the count, smil-
ing. “ what would it signify to you?—where is the harm?”

‘It is a great deal of harmn, Signor Count. Is it nothing to
corrupt, to destroy these poor ereatures?”’

“Ha! my most austere professor, how Jong have you been
t'ie guardian angel of their tender virtues?”

“I know very well, Signor Count, I have nothing to do with
them, except as m%lm-ds their talent, which you disfigure and
disgraco in your theatres by giving them nferior music to
sing. s ‘it not heart-rending—is it not shameful—to see
Corilla, who was just beginning to understand our serious art,

* =trescend from the sacred to the profanc—fromt prayer to badin-

o—from the altar to the boards—from the sublime to the

absurd—fromn Allegri and Palestsfina to Albinoni and the bar-
bor Apollini 2” . .

“ So yougrefuse, in your sevgrity, to name a _girl respecting
whom 1 ¢an have no intention, seeing that 1 do not knm{r
whether sho has the necessary qualifications for the theatre?

“I absolutely refuse.”

* And do you suppose I shall not find it ont?”

“Alas! you will do o if you arc bent upon it, but T shall
do my utmost to prevent you from taking her from us.”
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“Very well, macstro, you are half conquered, for I have
goen_her—I have divined your mysterious divinity.”

“ So, 80,” replied the master, with a reserved and distrust-
ful air; “are you sure of that?”

“ My eyes and my heart have alike revealed her to me, and,
that you may be convinced, I shall deseribe her to you. She
is tall—taller, I think, than any of your pupils—fair as the
snow on Friuli, and rosy as the dawn of a summer morn; Qho
has flaxen hair, azure cyes, an cxquisitely rounded formn, with
a ruby on her finger which burned my hand as I touched it,
like sparks from a magic fire.” .

“Bravo!” exelaimed Porpora, with a cunning air; “in that
cage I have nothing to conceal. The name of your beauty is

. Clorinda. Go and pay gour court to her; gain her over with
gold, with dinmonds, and gay attire, You will casily conclude
an engagement with her, She will help you to replace Corilla;
for the public of {our theatre always prefer fino shounlders to
sweot sounds, flashing cyes to a lofty intclleet.”

“ Am I then mistaken, my dear macestro?” said the count,
a little confused; “and is Clorinda but a common-place
beauty ?” .

“ But suppose my sirex my divinity, my angcl, 24 you are
pleased to call her,” resmined the maestro, maliciously, ““was
anything but a beauty?” .

“If she be deformed, T beseech you not to naune her, for my
illusion would be too eruelly dissipated.  If she were only ugly,
1 could still adore her; but 1 should not engage her dor the
theatre, because talent without beauty is a misfortune, aFstrug-
gle, a perpetual torment for a woman, Whatare you lboking
at, maestro, and why do you paust?”’

“Why? becauso we arc at the water-steps, and 1 sce no
gondola. DBut you, Count, what do you look at?”

“I was looking tg sce if that young fellow on the steps
there, beside that plain little girl, was not my protegé, Auzo-
leto, the handsomest and most intelligent of allp our little ple-
beians. Look at him, dear maestro. Do you uot, like me, feel
interested in him? That boy has the sweetest tenor in Venice,
and he is pnssionntol{ fond of musie, for which he has an in-
credible aptitude. I havelong wished Lo speak to you about it,
and to ask you to give him lessons. I look upon him as the,
future support of my theatre, and hope in a fow years to be ré-
paid for all my trouble. Hgla, Zoto! come hither, my child,
that I may present you to the illustrious master Porpora.”

Anzoleto drow his naked legs out of the water, where they

hunF carclessly while he amusedehimself stringing tiose pretty

shells which in Venice arc poetically termed jfioriodi mare.

His only garments were a pair of welKW'orn pantaloous and a

fino shirt, through the rents of which one could sec his white
shoulders, modelled like those of a youthful Bacchus, ITe
hall all the grace and beanty of a young Fawn, chiselled
in the palmiest days of Grecian art; and his features dis-



CONSUELO. 13

layed that singular union, not unfrequent in the creations of
&mcia.n statuary, of carcless irony with dreamy melancholy.
His fine fair hair, somewhat bronzed by the sun, clustered in
* Antindus-like curls about his alabaster neck; his features were
regular and beautifully formed; but there was something bold
and forward in the expression of his jet-black eyes which dis-
pleased tho maoestro. The bo romptlly rose when he heard
the voice of Zustiniani, pitch is shells into the lap of the
litfle girl Leside him, who without raising her eyes went on
with her occupation of stringing them along with golden beads,
and coming forward kissed the Count’s hand, after the fashion
of the country.

“Upon my word, a handsome fellow!” said the professor,
giving him a tap on the check; “but he scems occupiod with
amusements rather childish for his timo of life: he is fully
cighteen yoars old, is he not#”

“Nincteen shortly, Sior Profesor,” roplied Anzoleto in
the Venctian dialect; “ but if I amuse myself with shells it
is to help little Consuelo here to make hor necklaces.”

“ Consuclo,” said the master, advancing towards his pupil
with the eount and Asuzoleto, “I did not imagine that you
carcd for grnaments.” » b

“Oh, it'is not for myself, Signor,” rcplied Consuclo, rising
cautiougly to prevent the shells falling from her lup; “ I make
them for sale in order to procure rice and Indian corn.”

“She is poor and supports her mother,” said P’orpora.
“ Listcp, Consuclo: should you find yourselves in any difficulty,
bo surd to come and sec me; but I absolutely forbid you to beg,
remeniber.” .

- “Oh, you nced not forbid her, Sior Profesor,” replied An-
zoleto with animation; “she will never do so; and besides 1
would prevent her.”

“ But you have nothing,” said the couut.

¢ Nothing but your liberality, Ecccllenza; but we share to-
gother, theﬁittle one and myself.”

. She is a relative then?”

“ No; she is a stranger—it is Consuelo.”

“ Consuclo! what a singular namo!” said the count. .

“ A beautiful name, Kecellenza,” resumed Anzoleto; *it
means Consolation.” ,
™4 ()h, indced? She is your friend then, it dppears?”’

“ She is my betrothed, Signor.’y :

“So soon? Such children! to think of marriage already!”

“We shall marry on the day that you sign my engagement
at San Sauel, Eccellenza.” . .

“ Tn} that case you will have to wait a long time, my litido

9,”

“(h, we shall wait,” replied Consueclo, with the cheerful
gaicty of innocence. . ,

The count and the mnaestro amused themsclves for somo
time longer with the frank remarks and repartecs of tho young
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cougle; then having arranged that Anzoleto should give the
professor an opportunity of hearing his voice in'the morning,
they separated, leaving him to his serious occupations.

“"What do you think of that little girl?” said the professor .
to Zustiniani.

“I saw her but an instant, and I find her sufficiently ugly
to justify the maxim, that in the oyes of a youth of eightecn
every woman is handsome.” . .

“Very good,” rejoined the professor; “ now permit me to in-
form you that your diving songstress, your siren, your mys-
terions beauty, was no other than Consuelo.”

“What! that sooty creature?—that dark and meagre grass-
hog&er? Impossible, maestro!”

o other, Signor Count. Would ghe not make a fascinat-
ing prima donna?”

The count stopped, looked back, and claspinz his hands
while he surveyed Consunelo at a distance, exclaimed in mock
despair, “ Just Heaven! how canst thou so err as to pour the
fire of genius into heads so poorly formed?”

“&o you give up your culpable intentions ?” said the professor,

* Most cgrtainly.” ¢

“You promise me?’ stded Porpora.

“ Oh, 1 swoar it,” replied the count,

CHATTER T

BoORN in sunny Italy, brought up by chance like a Spa-bird
sporting on its shoreg, poor, an orphan, a castawaly, and
novertheloss hup(i)y in the presentsand coufiding in the future,
foundling as he doubtless was—Amnzoleto, the handsome youth
of nincteen who spent his days with little Counsuelo in perfect
freedom on the footways of Venice, was not as might bo sup-
sed in his first love,  Too early initiated, ho would perhaps
1ave been completely corrupted and worn out, had he dwelt in
our sombre climate, or had Naturo endowed him with a feebler
organization. But early developed and destined to a long and
poworful earcer, his heart was pure and his senses were re-
strained by his will. He had met tho little Spaniard by
chance, singing hymns before the Madonette; and for the
pleasure of exercising his voice he had joined her for hours 6=~
gethor beneath the stars. Then they met upon tho sands of
the Lido to gather shell-fish,‘which he ate, and which sho con-
verted into chaplots and othor ornaments. And then again
they had met in the churches, yhere shé prayed with all her
heart, and where he gazed with all his eyes at the fine ladios.
In all these interviews Consuclo had appeared to him so good,
so0 sweet, so obliging, and so gay, that she had become his in-
separable friend and companion—he knew not very well how
orewhy, Anzoleto had known the joys of love. He felt
friendship for Consuclo; and as he belonged to a country and
a people where passion reigns over every other feeling, he knew
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no other name for this attachment than that of love, Con-
suolo admitted this mode of speaking after she had addressed
JAnzoleto as follows:—“ If you are my lover, it is then with

.tho intention of marrying me?” To which he replied—* Cer-
tainly, if you wish it we shall marry each other.” From
that moment it was a settled affair, Possibly Anzoleto was
amusing himself, but to Consuelo it was matter of firm con-
viejion. Evon already his young heart expericnced those con-
tradictory and comphcutcdy emotions which agitato and dis-
composo the existenco of those wha love too early.

Given up to violent impulses, greedy of pleasure, loving only
what promoted his happiness, hating and avoiding everything
which opposed his gratifications, at heart au artist—that is to
say, feeling and revelling in life with frightful intensity—he
soon found that his tranksient attachments imposed on him the
sufferings and dangers of a passion which he did not really
fecl; and he experienced the want of swect companionship
and of a chasto and tranquil outlet to his feelings. Then,
without understanding the charm which drew him to Consuelo
—having little experience of the beautiful—hardly knowing
whether she was handsdme or ugly—joining for her sake in
amuscments beneath his age—he led*with her in pnﬂlic, on tho
marble floors and on the waters of Venice, a life as ha.psy, as
pure, as wetired, and almost as poetic, as that of Paul and Vir-
ginia in the recesses of the forest. Although they enjoyed
unrestrained liberty—no watchful, tender parents to form them
to virtup—no devoted attendant to scck them and bring them
back ty/ the bosom of their homes—not even a dog to warn
them of danger—they never oxperienced’harm.  They skimmed
over the waters of the lagunes in all times and scasons in
thoeir open hoat, without oars or pilot; they wandered over the
marshes without guide, without watch, and heedless of the
rising waters; they sang beforo the vine-ct,vered chapels at the
corners of the streets without thinking ot the hour, and some-
times with no other couch than the white tiles, still warm with
the summer rays. They paused beforc the theatre of Punchi-
nello, and followed with riveted attention the fantastic drama
of the beautiful Corisanda, queen of the puppet show, without
thinking of their breakfast or the little probability there was of
wpper. They enjoyed the excesscs of the val, ho with his
coat turned inside out, she with » bunch of old ribbons placed
coquottishly over her car. They dined smgtuously—some-
times on the balustrades of -a bridge or the stops of a
palace—on shell-fish, fennel stalks, and pieces of citron. In
short, theyded a free and joyots life, without incurring more
risk, or fecling more emotion, than might have becn ex-

ienced by two young people of the same age and sex.
ays, years, assed away. Anzoleto formed other connexions,
while éonsue o nevor imagined that he could love any one hut
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he saw hor undergo this transformation without fecling any
impatience, or desiring to change this intimacy, free as it was
at once from scruple, mystery, or remorsc.

It was already four yoars since D’rofossor P’orpora and
Zustiniani had mutually introduced their little musicians, and *
during this period the count had never once thought of
the young chorister. The professor had likewise forgotten
the handsomo Anzolcto, inasmuch as he had found him en-
dowed with none of the qualities desirablo in a pupil—to
wit, a scrious, paticut disposition, absolute submission to his
teacher, and complete absefice of all musical studios before the
Poriod of his instruction. “Do not talk to me,” said he,

*about a pupil whoso mind is anything clse than a tabula rasa,
or virgin wax, on which I am toinake the first impression. I
caunot afford to give up a year to-unteach what has been
learned before. 1t you want me to write, give me a clear sur-
faco, and that too of a good quality, 1f it be too hard I can
make no im,prossion on it, if too soft, I shall destroy it at the
first stroke.” In short, although he acknowledged the extra-
ordinary talents of tho young Anzoloto, he told the count with
some temper aud ironical humilmr, atethe end of his first los-
son, that ©iis method waes not adapted to a pupilgso far ad-
vanced, and that a master could only embarrass and retard
the natural progress and invincible development of sasuperior
an organization.

The count sent his protegé to Professor Mellifiore, who with
roulades and cadences, modulations and trills, so degeloped
his brilliant qualities, that at twenty-three he was cox.idered
ca,})a.blc, in the opinion of all those who heard him in the
saloons of the court, of coming odt at San Samuel in the first
parts. Ono evening the dilettanti, nobility, and artists of re-
pute then in Venice, were roquested to be present at a final
and decisive trial.  For the first timne in his life Anzoleto doffed
his plobeian attire, put on a black coat, & satin vest, and with
curled and powdered hair and buckles in his shoes, glided over
with a composed air to the harpsichord, where amid the glaro
of a hundred wa.x-li%hts and under the gaze of two or three
hundred persons, he boldly distended his chest, and made the
utmost display of powers that were to introduce him into a
career where not one d'udge alone, but a whole public, held the..
palm in one hand and downfall in the other. :

‘We need not ask whether Anzoleto was secretly agitated.
Nevertheless, he scarccly allowed his emotion to be apparent;
and hardly had his piercing oycs divined by a stealthy glance
tho secrot approbation which women rarcly refuserto grant to
se handsome a Kouth—hu.rdly had the amateurs, sucpriscd at
the compass of his voice and his facility of expression, uttered
a fow faint murmurs ot applause—when joy and hope flooded
his_whole being., Tor the first time Anzoleto, hitherto ill-
inétructed and undervalucd, felt that he was no common man;
and transported by the necessity and the consciousness of suc-
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coss, he sang with au originality, an cnergy, and skill, that
were altogether remarkable. lis tasto to be sure was not
always pure, nor his exccution faultless; but he was always
able to extricate himself by his boldness, his intelligence, and
enthusiasm. He failed in cflects which the composer had in-
tended, but he realized others which no one ever thought of—
neither the author who composed, the profussor who inter-
preted, nor the virtuoso who rehearsed them. His originalit
tools the world by storm. For one innovation his awkward-
ness was pardoned, and for an original sentiment they ex-
cused ten rebellions against method. So true it is that in
point of art the least spark of genius—the smallest flight in
the dircction of new conquests—exercises a greater faseination
than all the resources and lights of science within known limits.

Nobody, perhaps, was able to cxplain these matters, and
nobody escaped the common enthusiasm. Corilla began by a
grand aria, well sung and loudly applauded; yet the success of
the young débutant was so mueh greater than her own, that
she could not help fecling an emotion of anger. But when
Anzoleto, loaded with caresses and praises, returned to the
harpsichord where she was seated, he said, with a mixture of
humility and boldness, * And you, queen of song ang queen of
beauty! ha®c you not one encouraging®ook for the poor unfor-
tunate who fears and yet adores you?” The prima donna,
surprised®at so much assurance, looked more closely at the
handsome countenance which till then she had hardly deigned
to notice—for what vain and triumphant woman cares to cast,
a glanc® on the child of obscurity and poverty? She looked,
and wa# struck with his beauty. ~The fiye of his glances pene-
trated her soul; and, vanquished, fascinated in her turn, she
directed towards him a long and earnest gaze, which served to
scal his celebrity. In this memorable meeting Anzoleto had
led the public, and disarmed his most redoubtable adversary;
for the beautiful songstress was not only ‘queen of the stage,
but at the head of the mauagement, and of the cabinet of
Count Zustiniani,

CHAYTER IV.

In the midst of the general and somewhat exaggerated ap-
plause which tlie voice and manner of the debutant had drawn
«Onth, a single auditor, seated on the extreme edge of his chair,
his legs close together and his hauds motionless on his knees,
after tho fashion of the Fgyptian®gods, remained dumb as a
sphinx and mysterious as a hieroglyphic. It was the able

rofessor a* celebrated compgser Porpora. Whilst his gal-

ant colleagfic Professor Mellifiore, ascribing to himself all the
honour of Anzolcto’s success, plumed himself before the women
and saluted the men, as if to thank them even for their looks,
the master of sacred song, with eyes bent on the ground, silent
and scvere, seemed lost in thought. When the company, wlto
were engaged to a ball at the palace of the Doge, had slowly dg-
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parted, and the most enthusiastic dilettanti, with some ladies,
alone remained, Zustiniani approached the severe maestro,

“You are too hard upon us poor moderns, my dear professor,”
said he; “but your silence does not impose upon me. You
would exclude this new and charming stylo which delichts us
all. But your heart is open in spite of you, and your ears have
drunk in the seductivo poison.”

“Come, Sior Profesor,” said the charming Corilla, re-
suming with her old master the infantine manners of the
scuola, *“ you musi. grant me a tavounr.”

“ Away, unhappy girl?”” gaid the master, partly smiling and

artly displeased at the caresses of his inconstant pupil: *“ there
is no farther communion between us, I know you no more,
Take your sweet smiles and perfidious warblings elsewhere.”

“There, now; he is comiug round,” said (‘orilla, taking with
one hand the arm of the débntant, without letting go her hold
of the white and ample eravat of the professor. “ Come hither,
Z.oto, and bow the knee before the mogt learned maestro in all
Ttaly. Submit thyself, my child, and disarm his rigour. One
word fromn him, if thou couldst obtain it, would be more to thee
than all the trainpets of renown.,”

“You hive been severn towards me, Signor Profyssor,” said
Anzoleto, bending before him with mock humility; *neverthe-
less, my only wish for four years has been to indngg you to
reverse your erucl judgment; and if 1 have not succeeded to-
night, I fear 1 shall never have the courage to appear before
the public, loaded with your anathema.” o

“ Child!” said the professor, rising hastily and speaking with
an carnestness which {mparted sowmcething noble to his unim-

ressive figure, *‘leave false anll honied words to women,

ever descend to the language of flattery, even to your supe-
riors—much less to those whose suffrage you disdain, Itis but
an hour ago since, poor, uuknown, timid, in this little corner,
all your prospeets hung upon a hair—on a uote from your
throat—a moment’s failure of your resources, or the caprice of
your audiento. Chanee, and the offort of an instant, have made
yourich, celebrated, insolent. Y ourecareerisopenbefore you, and
vou have only to go on, so long as your streugth sustains you.
Listen, then: for the first, and perhaps for the last time, you
are about to hear the truth.  You are in a fals¢ dircetion; yon
sing badly, and love bad musie, You know nothing, and have
studied nothing thoroughly, All you have is the facility which
exorcise imparts. You assume a passion which you do not
foel ; you warble and shake like those pretty coquettish dam-
sels whom one pardons for simpering where they know not how
to sing. You know not how to comnbine your phrases; you
pronounce badly; you have a vulgar aceent, a false and com-
mon style. Do not be discouraged, however, with all these
dgfects. You have wherewithal to combat them, You have
qualities which neither labour nor instruction can impart. You
have that which neither bad advice nor bad cxample can take
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away. You have the sacred fire—you have genius! Alas! it
is a fire which will shine upon nothing grand, a genius that
will remain for ever barren; for I have seen it in your eyes, as
T have felt it in your breast. You have not the worship of
art; you have not faith in the great masters, nor respect for
their grand conceptions; you love glory, and glory for yourself
alone.” You might—you could—but, no! it is too late! Your
dastiny will be as the flash of a metcor—like that of—"

And the professor, thrusting his hat over his brows, turned
his back, and without saluting any one, left the apartment,
absorbed in mentally completing his enigmatic sentence.

Every one tried to laugh at the sententious professor; but his
words left & paintul impression, and a melancholy feeling of
doubt, which lasted for some mnoments. Anzoleto was the first
who apparently ceased to think of them, though they had oc-
casioned him an intense feeling of joy, pride, anger, and omu-
lation, which was destined to influence all his after life. He
appeared exclusively engaged in pleasing Corilla, and he knew
s0 well how to flatter her, that she was very much taken with
him at this first meeting. Count Znstiniani was not jealous,
and perhaps had his réasons for takipe no notice o them, He
was interested in the famne and success of his theatre moro than
in anything clse in the world; not that he ecared about money,
but beeguse he was a real fanatic in all that related to what
are termed the fine crts. This, in my opinion, is a phrase
which is generally employed in a very vulgar sense, and being
altogether Ltalian, is consequently enthusiastic and without
much&liscernment. The culture of agt, a modern exprossion,
which the world did not make use of a hundred years ago, has
a meaning altogether different from a taste for the fine arts.
The count was a man of taste in the common acceptation of
the word—an amateur, and nothing more; but the gratification
of this taste was the great business of his life. He loved to be
busy about the publie, and to have the public busy about him
—to frequent the society ot artists—to rule the fashion—to have
his theatre, his luxury, his amiability, and his magnificence,
made the subjeet of conversation. He had, in short, the ruling
passion of tho great noblemen of his country—namely, osten-
tation. To possess and direct a theatrc was the best means of
*s¢eupying and amusing the whole city. le would have been
happy if Lilo could have seated the whole republic at his table.
When strangers asked Professor “Porpora who was the Count
Zustiniani, he was aceustomed to reply—* He is one who loves
to give entertainments, and who serves up music at his theatre
as he woull pheasants on his table.” .

It was one in the morning before tho company separated.
“Anzoleto,” said Corilla, when alone with him in the embrasure
of the balcony, “ where do you live?” At this unexpected in-

uiry, Anzoleto grew pale and red almost at the same momént;
?orhow could he confess to the rich and fascinatm%lbeauty before
him, that he had in & manner neither house nor homef Even



20 CONSUELO.

this response would have been easier than to mention the
miserable den where he was in the habit of taking refuge,
when neither inclination nor necessity obliged him to pass the
uight in the open air. .

*Well, what is there so cxtraordinary in my question?”
said Corilla, laughing.

“I am asking mysclf,” replied Auzoleto, with much pre-
sence of mind, “ what royal or fairy palace wero fitting Lome
f.r the happy mortal who is honoured by a glance from
Corilla.”

“What docs all this flattéry mean?” said she, darting on
him one of the most bewitching glances contained in the store-
house of her charms.

“That I have not that honour,” replied tho young inan;
“but that, if I had, I should be content only to float between
earth and sky, like the stars.”

“ Or like the cuccali,” said the songstress, bursting iuto a fit
of laughter. It is well known that gulls (cuccals ) are pro-
verbially simple, and to speak of their awkwardness in the
lunguage of Venice, is equivalent to saying, in ours, ‘ As
st'.l‘pid as 3 goose.’ .

“ Ridicule mc—despis¢- me,” replied Anzoleto; ‘¢I would
rather you should do so than not think of me at all.’

“ Well, then,” said she, “ since you mnust reply in metaphors,
I shall take you with me in iy gondola; and if I take you
away from your abode, instead of taking you to it, it will be
your own fault.” \

* If that be your motive for inquiry, my answer is bri¢f and
explicit: my home is onthe steps of your pulace.”

* Go, then, and await me on the stairs below,” said Corilla,
lowering her voice; “for Zustiniani may blame the indulgenee
with which I have listened to your nonsense.”

In the first impulse?of his vanity Anzoleto disappeared, and
darting towards the landing-place of the palace, to the prow
of Corilla’s gondola, counted the moments by the beating of
his fevered pulse. But before sho appearcd on the steps of tho
palace, many thoughts had passed through the anxious and
ambitious brain of the débutant. * Corilla,” said he to him-
self, “is all powerful; but if by pleasing her I wero to displease
the count, or if, in virtue of my too cusy triumph, I were. to

her power, and disgust him altogether with so incon-
stant a beauty—" .

In the midst of these perplexing thoughts, Anzoleto mea-
sured with a glance the stair, which He might yet remount,
and was planning how to effcBt his escape, whem torches
gleamed from under ‘the portico, and the beautifuk Corilla,
wmsped in an ermine cloak, appcared upon the upper steps
amid & group of cavalicrs anxious to support her roundpe(i
elbow in the hollow of their hand, and in this manner to assist
her to dessend, as is the custom in Venice.

“ Well,” paid the gondolier of the prima donna to the unde-
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eided Anzoleto,  what are you doing therc? Make haste into
the gondola if you have permission; if not, procced on your
way, for my lord count is with the signora.”

Anzoleto threw himself into the bottom of the gondola, with-
out knowing what he did. He was stupified, “Buf scarcel
did he find himself there, when he fancied the amazement an
indignation which the count would feel, should he enter into
the gondola with Corilla, and find there his insolent protege.
His cruel anxiety was protracted for several minutes, &he sig-
nora had sto(l)ped about half-way down the staircase; she was
laughing and talking with those about her, and, in discussing
a musical phrase, she repeated it in several different ways.
Her clear and thrilling voice died away amid the palaces and
cupolas of thecanal, as the crow of the cock before the dawn,
is lost in the silence of the open country.

Anzoleto, unable to contain himself, resolved to escape by
the opening of the gondola which was farthest from the stair,
He had alrcady thruet aside the glass in its panel of black
velvet, and had passed one leg through the opening, when the
second rower of the prima donna, who was stationed at the
stern, leaniug over the edge of the little cabin gaid in a low
voice, “@'hey are singing—that is a®much as to say, ¢ You may
wait without being afraid.”

“I did not know the usnal custom,” thought Anzoleto, who
still tarried, not without some mixture of consternation.
Corilla amused herself by bringing the count as far as the
side ®f the gondola, and kept him standing there, while she
repetated the “ felicissima notte” until she had left the shore.
She then came and placed, herself befide her now admirer, with
as much ease and self-possession as if his life and her own for-
tune had not been at stake.

“ Look at Corilla,” said Zustiniani to the Count Barberigo.
“ ‘V(fl{’ I would wager my head that shc is not alone in yonder
gondola.”

“ And why do you think 80?’ replicd Barberigo.

* Because she asked me a thousand times to accompany her
to her palace.”.

“Is that your jealonsy?”

“ Oh, I have been long free from that weakness. I should
be right glad if our prima donna would take a fancy to some
one who would prevent her from leaving Vonice, as she some-
times threatens. I could constle myself for her desertion of
me, but I could neither replace her voice nor her talents, nor
the ardour with which she inspires the public at San Samuel.”

“T unflerstand; but who,'then, is the happy favourite of, this
mad princess?”

The count and his friend enumerated all whom Corilla ap-
renrcd to encourago during the evening. Anzolcto was abso-

utely tho only one whom they failed to think of. .
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CHAPTER V,

A VIOLENT struggle arose in the breast of the happy lover, who,
agitated and palpitating, was borne on the waters through the
tranquil night, with the most celebrated beauty of Venice.
Anzoleto was transported by his ardour, which gratified vanity
rondered still more powerful.  On the other hand, the fear of
displeasing, of being scornfully dismissed and_impeached, re-
strained his impetuosity. I’rudent and cunning, like a true
Venctian as he was, he had not aspired to the theatre for more
than six years, without being well informed as to the fautastic
and impcerious women who governed all its intrignes.  Ho was
well assured that his reign would be of short duration, and if
he did not withdraw from this dangerous honour, it was be-
causo hie was taken in a measure by surprise.  He had merely
wished to gain tolerance by his courtesy; and, Lichold! his
outh, his beauty, and budding glory, had inspired love!
* Now,” said Anzoleto, with the rapid perception which heads
of his wonderful organization cnjoy, “there is nothing but to
make myself feared, if to morrow 1 would not be ridiculous,
But how shall a poor devil like myself accomplish this with a
haughty beauty ?ikc Corilla?” Ho was soou decided, e
began a system of distrust, jealousy, and bitterness, ot which
the passionate coquetry astonished the prima downa. Their
conversation may be resumed as follows:—
Anzoleto—"“1 know that you do not love me—that yoi will
nover love me; therefors am 1 sad and constrained beside

Corilla—* And suppose I were to lovo you ?”

Anzoleto—"1 should be wretched, because that were to fall
from heaven into the abyss, and lose you perchance an hour
after I had gained you, at the prico of all my future happiness,”

Corilla—" And what makes you think me so inconstant?”

Anzoleto—* First, the want of desert on my part; second,
the ill that is said of you.”

Corilla—" And who dares to asperse me?”

Anzoleto—* Everybody, becauso everybody adores you.”

Corilla—* Then, if 1 were mad enough to like you, and to,
tell you so, would you repel me?”

Anzoleto—" I know not if Ishould have the power to fly;
but if I had, I know that I should never behold you again.”

* Very well,” said Corilla, “ 1 have a faney to'try the experi-
ment—Anzoleto, I love you.” b R

“4q do not believe it,” replied he. “If I stay, it is because I
think you are only mocking me. That is a pame at which you
shall not frighten’mo, and still less shall you pique me.”

“ §ou wish to try an encounter of wit, 1 think.”

' “No, indeed; I'am not in she least to be dreaded, since [
give you the means of overcoming me; it is to freeze me with
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terror, and drive me from your presence, in telling me scriously
what you have just now uttered in jest,”

. “ You are a knowing fellow, and I sce that one must be care-
ful what one says to you. You are onc of those who not only
wish to breathe the fragrance of the rose, but would pluck and
preserve it. I could not have supposed you so bold ainld so de-
cided at your age.”

“ And do you despise me therefore 2

“ On the contrary, 1 am the more pleased with you. Good
night, Anzoleto; we shall sec each other again,”

She held out her white hand, thich he kissed passionately.
“I have got off famously,” said he, as he cscape«!l) by the pas-
sages leading from the canaletto.

cspairing of gaining aceess to his nest at so late an hour,
he thought he would+lic down at the first porch, to gain the
heavenly repose which infaney and poverty alone know; but,
for the first time in his life, he could not find a slab sufficiently
smooth for his purpoese, The pavement of Veniee is the clean-
est and whitest in the world; still, the light dust scattered over
it hardly suited a dark dress ot clegant material and latest
fashion.  And then tl:e propriety of the thing! The boatmen
who woyld have carefully stepped ower the young®plebeian, in
the morning would have insulted him, and perhaps soiled his
paruasigic hivery during his repose.  What would they havo
thought of one reposing in the open air in silk stockings, fine
linen, and lace ruffles?  Anzoleto regretted his good woollen eap,
wornsind old no doubt, but thick, and well ealculated to resist
the ynhealthy morning fogs of Venice. Tt was now towards
the latter end of February; and, although the days at this
period were warm and brifliant, the nights at Venice were still
very ¢old. Then he thought he would gain admission into one
of the gondolas fastened to the bank, but they were all sccured
under lock and key. At last he foundwne of which the door
vielded; but in getting in, he stumbled over the legs of the bar-
carole, who had retired for the night. * Per diavole!” said o
rough voice from the bottom of the cabin, “ who are you,. and
what do you want?”

“Is it you, Zanctto?” replicd Anzoleto, recognising the man,
who wasgenerally very civil to him; “let me_stretech myself
Jeside you, and drean a while within your cabin.”

“ And who are you?” said Zanetto,

“ Anzoleto: do you not know gne?”

“ Per diavolp, no! You have garments which Anzoleto
never wore, unless ho stole them. Be off! Wero you the
Doge ingerson, I would uet open my bark to a man who
struttcd' about in fine clothes when he had not a cornep to
rest in.’ .

“8o0, 50,” thought Anzoleto; “the protection and favour of
Count Zustinjani have exposed me to greafer dungers and an-
noyances than they have procured me advantages. It is time
that my fortune should correspond with my success, and I long
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to have a few soquins to enable me to support the station which
I have assumed.”

Sufficiently out of sorts, he sauntered through the deserted
streets, not daring to pause a moment, lest the perspiration
should be checked which anger and fatigue had caused to flow
freely forth. “ It is well if I do notgrow hoarse,” said he to
himself’; “to-morrow the count will show me off to some foolish
Aristarchus, who, if I have the least little feather in the throat
in eonsequence of this night's want of rest, will say that I have
no voice; and the Signor Count, who knows better, will repeat,
¢ If you had but heard him last night!" ¢ He is not equal, then,’
the other will observe; ¢ or perhaps he is not in good health;’
¢ Or perhaps,’ as a third will aver, ¢ he was tired last night.
The trath is, he is very young to sing seyeral days insuccession.
TIad you not better wait till he is riper and moro robust?” And
the count will say, ‘ Diavolo! if he grow hoarse after a couple
of songs, ho will not answer me.” Then, to make sure that 1
am strong and well, they will make me exercise every day till
I'am out of breath, and break my voice to prove that I have
lungs. To the devil with their protection, I say! Ah! if I
wero only fize of these great folk, and in favour with the publie,
and courted by the theatres, I could sing in their salbons, and
treat with them as equal powers.

Thus plotting, Anzoleto reached one of those littls spots
termed corti in Venice. Courts indeed they were not, but an
assemblage of houses opening on a common space, correspond-
ing with what, in Paris, is called cité. DBut there is nbthinﬁ
in the disposition of thege pretended courts like the elegartt an
systematic arrangements of our modern squares. They are ob-
scure spots, sowmetimes impassable, at other times allowing
Eassage; but little frequented, and dwelt in by persons of slen-

er fortune—labourers, workmen, or washerwomen, who stretch
their linen across the }nad, somewhat to the annoyance of the
passengers, who put up with it in return for permission to tﬁo
across. Woe to the poor artist who is obliged to open the
windows of his apartment in thesc sccluded recesses, where
rustic life, with its noisy, unclean habits, reappears in the heart
of Venice, not two steps from large canals ard sumptuous edi-
fices! Woe to him if silence be necessary to his occupation!
for, from morn till night, there is an interminable uproary
with children, fowls, and dogs screaming and playing within
the narrow space, the chatter $f women in the porches, and the
songs of workmen, which do not leave himwa moment of repose.
Happy, too, if improvisatori do nqt bawl their sonnets till they
haye gathered a coin from evory window; or Brigheila do not
fix her station in the court, rcady to begin her dialogue afresh
with the avocato, “ Il tedesco, e il diavolo,” until she has ex-
hausted in vain her eloquence before the dirty children—happy
:Kooutors, who do not scruple to listen and to look on, although

ey have not a fa.rthinﬁ in their possession.
ut at night, when all is silent, and when the quiet moon
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lights up the scene, this assemblage of houses of every ‘Yeriod,

. united to each other without symmetry or pretension, divided
by deep shadows full ‘of mystery in their recesses, and of a-
wild spontaneous beauty, presents an infinitcly picturesque
assembl?[g}:a. Everything is beautiful under, the light of the
moon. e least architectural effect assumes force and cha-
racter, and the meanest balcony, with its clustering vine,
©minds ({ou of Spain and of romantic adventures with the
cloak and sword. The clear atmosphere in which the distant
cupolas rising above the dark mass are bathed, sheds on the
minutest details of the picture a vague yet harmonious colour-
ing, which invites one to reveries without cnd.

It was in the Corte Minelli, near the church of San Fantin,
that Anzoleto found himself when the clocks of the different
churches tolled the hour of two. A sceret instinet had led his
devious steps to the dwelling of one of whom he had not
thought since the setting of the sun. Ha.rdlr had ho entered
the court, when ho heard a sweet voice call him by the last
syllables of his name; and raising his head he saw for an instant
a faint profile shadow itself on ono of the most miserable
abodes of the place. A moment sfterwards a &oor opened,
and Corfuclo, In a muslin petticoat and wrapped in an old
black silk mnantle which had scrved as adornment for her
mothe}, extended one hand to him, while at the same time
she placed her finger on her lip to enforco silence. They
crept up the ruined stair, and seated at length on the terrace,
they Began one of those long whispering conversations, inter-
ruptéd by kisses, which one hears by nights along the level
roofs, like the converse of wandering spirits wafted through the
mist, amidst the strange chimneys hooded | with red turbans
of all the houses of Venice.

“How, my poor friend!” said Anzolato; “have you waited
for me until now?”

“Did you not say you would give me an account of the
cvening, and tell me if you sang well—if you afforded pleasure
—if they applanded you—if they signed Konr engagement?”

& And you, my best Consuclo,” said Anzoleto, struck with
remorse on seeing the confidence and swectnoss of this poor
girl, “tell me if my long absence has made you impatient—if

*you are not tired—if you do not feel chill on this cold terrace

+ —if you have already supped—if,you are not angry with me for
coming so late—if you arc uncasy—if you found fault with
me.

“No sugh thing,” she replicd, throwing her arms about his
neck. “IT I have been impaticnt, it was not with you; if I felt
wearied—if T was cold—I am no longer so, since you are here.
Whother I have supped or not I do not know ; whether I have
found fault with you?—why should I find fault with yout—if I
have been disguicted?—why should I have been so ?—if Thave
been angry with you?—never!” i

“You arc an angel!” snid Anzoleto, returning her caress,
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“Ah, my only consolation! how cold and perfidious are all
other hearts’’

“ Alas! what has happened?—what have they done to the
sun of my soul?” exclaimed Consuclo, mixing with the swect
‘Venetian dialcct.the passionate expressions of her native tongue.

Anzoleto toldeher all that had happened—even his moon-
light sail with Corilla, and 1nore especially the encouragement
which she had held out to him; only he smoothed matters ovpr
somewhat, saying nothing that could vex Consuclo, since 1
point of fact he had been faithful—and he told almost all. But
there is always soine minute particle of truth on which judicial
inr{;xiry has never thrown ligﬁt——which no client has revealed
to his advocate—which no sentence has ever aimed at except
by chance—Dbecause in these few sceret facts or intentions 18
the entire cause, the motive, the aim—the object in a word—of
theso great suits, always so badly pleaded ahd always so badly
judged, whatever may be tho ardour of the speakers or the
coolness of the magistrate.

To return to Anzoleto. It is not necessary to say what pec-
cadilloes he omitted, what emotions in public he translated in
his own faghion, what sceret palpitations in the gondola he
forgot to mention. Ido 1iot think he even spoke of the gon-
dola at all, and as to his flatteries to the cantatrice, why they
wero adroit mystifications by means of which he eseaj ed her

erilous advances without making her angry. Wherefore,
ing unwilling, and I may add unable, to mention all the
temptations which he had surmounted by his prudenee and
caution, why, dear lady rcader, should the young rogue
awaken jealousy in the Hosom of Consuclo? Ilappily for the
little Spaniard she knew nothing of jealousy. This dark and
bitter feeling only afHlicts souls that have greatly suffered, and
hitherto Consuelo had been happy in her affection as she was
Food. The only thing that made a profound impression upon
er was the severe yet flattering denunciation of P’rofessor Por-
pora on the adored head of Anzoleto. She made him repeat
all the expressions which the macstro had used, and when he
had done so, pondered on them long and earncstly.”

“ My little Consuelo,” said Anzoleto without remarking Ker
abstraction, * it is horribly cold here. Are you not afraid of
getting cold? Think, my dear, that our Prospects depend,-
much more upon your voice than upon mine.”

“ I never get cold,” said she; “ but you are so lightly dressed
with your fine clothes, Ilere now, put on, this mautle,”

“ What would you have me do with this fine bit of torn taf-
feta? I w’c’)uld rather take shélter for half an hear in your

partm .

“Tis well,” said Consuelo, “but then we must not speak;
the neighbours would hear us and we should be to blame.
They are not ill-disposed; they sec us together without tor-
menting me about it, becausc they know very well you do not
come here at night. You would do better to slecp at home.”
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“ Tmpossible! Thoy will only open at daylight and there
a.reds!;,il three hours to watch. See, my teeth chatter with the

“Well,” said Consuelo gotting up, “I shall let you into my
room and return to the terrace, so that if anybody should ob-
serve it, it will be secn there is nothing wrong.”

She brought him into a dilapidated apartment, where
upder flowers and frescocs on the wall appearced a second pic-
ture, almost jin a worse condition than the first. A large
square bed with a mattress of seawecd, and a spotted muslin
coverlet, perfectly clecan but patched with fragments of every
imaginable colour; a straw chair, a little table, an antique
guitar, a filagreo cross—the only wealth }:er mother had left—
a spinet, a great heap of worm-eaten inusie, which Professor
Porpora was kindgenotigh to lend—such was the furniture of
the young artist, Mughter of a poor Ioliemiun, the pupil of a
celebrated master, and the beloved of a handsome adventurer,
As there was but one chair, and a. the table was covered with
music, there was no seat for Anzoleto but the bed, on which
he placed himself without hesitation. ITardly was he seated,
when, overwhelmed with fatigue, his head fell uponthe woollen
cushion which served as a pillow; out almost immediately
starting up again by a violent cffort, he exclaimed—

* Ané you, my poor girl! are you going to take no rest? Ah!
I am a wreteh—T shall go and lie in the streets,”

“No,” said Consuelo, gently thrusting him back—* you are
ill and:T am not. My mother died a good (‘atholic; she is
uow ir heaven, and sces us at this very hour. She knows you
have kept the promise you made to her, never to abandon me.
She knows that our affection has been pure since her death as
before. She sees at this moment that 1 neither do nor think
what is wrong—that her soul may repose in the Lord!” And
here Consuclo made the sign of the cross. Anzoleto already
slunbered. “I am going to tell my beads,” continued Con-
suelo, moving away, ““ tha: you may not take the fever.”

*“ Angel that you are!” faintly murmured Anzoleto, and he
did not even perceive that he was alone. Sho had gone in
fact to the torrace. In a short timne she returned to assure
herself that he was not ill, and, ﬁndin¥ _that he slept tran-
qailly, she gazed long and carnestly at his beautiful face, as
it lay lighted by the moon. .

Then, determined to resist drowsiness herself, and finding
that the emotions of the evening had cdused her to neglect her
work, she lighted the lamp, and, seated before the little table,
she noted & composition which Master Porpora had requireqd
of her for the following day. =

CHAPTER VI. ' ,

1
Tae Count Zustiniani, notwithstanding his philosophical com-
posure, was not so indifferent to the insolent caprices of Corilla
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as he Yretended. Good-natured, weak, frivolous, Zustiniani
was only a rake in appearance and by his social position. He
could not help feeling at the bottom of his heart the ungrateful
return which this insoleut and foolish girl had made to his gﬁ-
nerusit}; and though at that period it was considered the
worst possiblo taste, as well at Venice as at Paris, to seem
jealous, his Italian pride revolted at the absurd and miserablo
position in which Corilla had placed him. So, the same after-
noon that had seen Anzoleto shine at the Palazzo Zustiniani,
the count, after having laughed with Barberigo over the tricks
of Corilla, his saloons being emptied and the wax-lights extin-
ruished, took down his cloak and sword, and, in order to ease
is mind, set off for the palazzo inhabited by the poor singer.

He found that she was alone, but still ill at case. 1le began
to converse in a low voice with the barcargp who was mooring
the gondola of the primma donna under the arch reserved for
that purpose, and, by virtue of a few sequins, ho easily con-
vinced himself that he was not mistaken, and that Corilla had
not been alone in tho gondola; but who it was that had ac-
companied her he could not ascertain—the gondolier knew
not. Ile had met Anzgleto a hundred times in the passages
of the theatre, or near the Palazzo Zustiniani, bu& failed to
recognise him when powdered and in his dark attive.

Tiris inscrutable mystery completed the count’s antioyance.
He consoled himself with ridiculing his rival, the only ven-
geanco which Food breeding permitted, and not less cruel in a
iln.y and frivolous age than murder at more serious beriods.

e could not sleep; angl at tho hour when Porpora began his
instructions, ho sct out for the Seuola /i Mendicanti, and the
hall where the young pupils were wont to assemble.

The position of the count with regard to the learned pro-
fessor was for somq years past much changed. Zustiniani
was no longer the musical antagonist of Porpora, but in some
sort his associate and leader. He had advanced considerable
sums to the establishment over which the learned maestro pre-
sided, and out of gratitude the directors had invested him
with the supreme control. The two associates then were as
good friends as could be expected from the intolerance of the
maestro with regard to the music in vogue—an intolerance,
however, which was considerably softened by the assistanee
and resources lavished by the count in behalf of the propaga-
tion of scrious music. Besides, the latter had brought out at
San Samuel an opera which the muestre had written.

“My dear master,” said Zustiniani, drawing Porpora asido,
€ you must not only give me one of your pupils for'the theatre,
but say which of them is best calculated to replaco Corilla.
That artist is wearied, her voice has decayed, her caprices ruin

the Public will be disgusted. Truly we must obtain a
8l rice.” 1’ardom, dear reader, for this was said in Italian,
and $he count made no mistake,

“I have not got what you require,” replied Porpora, drily.
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“ What! my dear maestro,” exclaimed the count, “ you are
not going to fall back into your dark moods? Is it after all
the sacrifices and all the devotion which I have manifested
towards you, that you are going to deny me a slight favour
when I ask your assistance and advice in my own behalf?”

“I would not bo justified in granting it,” replied the profes-
sor, “and what I have just said is the truth, told you by a
friend, and with the desire to oblige you. 1 have not in'my
scfiool a single person capable of replacing Corilla. I do not
estimatoe her higher than she deserves; yet in declaring that
the talent of this girl has no real Worth in my cyes, I am forced
to acknowledge that she possesses an experience, a skill, a fa-
cility, and a sympathy with the public, which can ouly be
acquired by years of practice, and which could not be attained
by other debutantes for*a long time,”

“That is true,” shid the count; *“but we made Corilla, we
saw her begin, we procured the approbation of the public;
hor beauty gained her ghree-fourths of her success, and you
havo individuals equally agreeable in yourschool. You cannot
deny that, master. Come, admit that (‘lorinda is the most
beautiful creature in the universe,” .

“Yes, lypt saucy, mincing, insuppottable. The public per-
haps may find her grimaces charming—but she sings false,
she hagy neither soul nor intelligence. It is ‘true that the
public has only cars; but then she has neither memory nor
address, and she could only save herself from condemna-
tion br the happy charlatanism that succceds with so many
others,’

Thus saying, tho professor cast an iivoluntary glance upon
Anzoleto, who, under favour of the count, and on pretence of
listening to the class, had kept a little apart, attending to the
conversation.

“It matters not,” said Zustiniani, who hecded littlo the
master's rancour; “‘I shall not give up my project. It is long
since I have heard Clorinda. Let her come with five or six
others, the prettiest that can be found. Come, Anzoleto,”
said he, smiling, “ yon are well enough attired to assume the
grave air of a lﬁ':;ung professor. Go tothe garden and speak
to the most striking of these young beauties, and tell them that
the professor and I expect them here.”

* Anzoleto obeyed, but whether through malice or address, he
brought the ugliest, so that Jean dacques might have said for
once lwi’th truth, “Sofia was one-eycd, and Cattina was a
cripple.’

This quide was taked! in good part; and after the
had laughedz?l?ot?:gr sleeves, they dismissed them, in order t!
send those of their companions whom the professor named.
A charming group soon made their appearance, with Clorinda °
at their head. *

“ What magnificent hairi” exclaimed the count, as tho Iatter
passed him with her superb tresses,
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“ There is much more on than in that head,” said the
professor, without deigning to lower his voice,

After an hour’s trial the count could stand it no longer, but
with courteous expressions to the young ladies, retired full of
consternation, after saying in the professor’s ear, “ We must
not think of these cockatoos!”

“Would your Excellency permit me to say a word respect-
ing the subject which occupics you,” said Anzoleto in a low
voice to the count as they deseended the steps.

“ Speak,” suid tho count; :do you know this marvel whom
we seek 2’

“ Yes, Eccellenza.”

““In what sea will you fish up this precious pearl?”

“At the bottom of the class, where the jealous Porpora
placed her on the day when you passed your female battalion
n review.”

“ What! is there a diamond in the school whose splendour
has never reached my eyes? 1f Maste. Porpora has played mo
such a trick !

“ Illustrious, the diamond of which I speak is not strictly
part of thewchool; she i3 only a poor girl who sings in the
choruses when they require her services, and to v.hom the
})rofessor gives lessons partly through charity, but still more
Tom love of his art.” -

“In that case her abilities must be extraordinary, for the
professor is not easily satisfied, and is no way prodigal of
his time and labour. Could 1 have heard her perchance with-
out knowing it?” . -

“ Your Excellency heard her long ago when sho was but a
child. Now she is a r{ounﬂ: woman—able, studious, wise as the
professor himself, and capable of extinguishing Corilla on the
first occasion that she sings a singlo air besido her in the
theatre.”

“Does she never sing in public? Did sho not sing some-
times at vespers?”

“ Formerly, your Excellency, the professor took pleasure in
hea.ring her sing in the church; but since then the scolari,
through jealousy and revenge, have threatened to chase her
from the tribune if she. reappears there by their side.”

“She is a girl of bad comr:ct then?”

“ Oh Heavens! she is a virgin, pure as the newly fallen snow!
But she is poor and of meah extraction—like myself, Lccel-
lenza, whom you yet deign to elevate by your goodness—and
these wicked harpies have threatened to complain to you of
bringing into their class a pupil who did not belon§ to it.”

“ Where can I hear this wonder 2” ,

“Let your Highness order the professor to 'make her sing
before you, and you can then judge of her voice and the amount
of*hge talont.”

“Your confidence inclines me to helieve you. You say I
heard her long since?—I cannot remember when,”
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“ In the church of the Mendicanti, on a general rohcarsal
of the ¢ Salve Regina’ of Pergolese.”
“ Oh, I remember now,” exclaimed the count; “voice, accent,
and intellizence equally admirable!”
“ Sh,e was then but fourtecn, my Lord—no better.than a
“child.”
“ Yss—but now I think of it, I remember she was not hand-
sope.

ulN ot handsome, Eccellenza!” exclaimed Anzoleto, quite as-
tounded. .

* She was called—let me sec—was it not a Spanish name?—
something out of tho way?”’

“ It was Consuelo, my T.ord.”

“ Yes, that is the name; you were to marry her then, a step
which made the professdt: and myself laugh a little. Consuelo
—yes, it is the s:une; the favourite of the professor, an intel-
ligent girl, but very ugly.”

“ Very ugly?” repeatad Anzoleto, as if stupified.

“Yes, my child. Do you still admire her?”

“ She is my friend, 1llustrissimo.”

“Friend! that is to say sister or sx.vecthoarb—which of the
two? o

“ Sister, my master.”

“In that case I can give you an answer without paining you;
your idea is dovoid of common sense, To replace Corilla it
would require an angel of beauty, and your Consuelo, if I
remember rightly, was not only ugly, but frightful !”

The gount was accosted at this monent by one of his friends,
and left Anzoleto, who was gtruck duind with amazement, and
who repeated with a sigh, “ She is frightful 2”

CIIAPTER VIL

IT may appear rather astonishing, dear reader, and yet it is
very certain, that Anzoleto never had formed an opinion of
the beauty or the ugliness of Consuelo. Consuelo was a hoing
s0 solitary, so unknown in Venice, that no one had thought of
seeking whether, beneath this veil of isolation and obseurity,
intelligence and goodncss had ended by showing themselves
under an agreeablo or insignificant form. Iorpera, who had
no senses but for his art, had only seen in her the artist. Her
‘neighbours of the Corte Minelli ebserved, without attaching
any bla-vie toit, her innocent love for Anzoleto. At Venice they
are not particular on this scoro. They predicted indeed very
often, that ¢she would be unMappy with this youth withoug
business or calling; and they counsclled her rather to seek to
ostablish herselt with some honest workman. But she replied
to them that, as she herself was without friends or support,
Anzoloto suited her perfectly, and as for six years no day
had passed without their seeing them to&ether, never seeking
any copcealment and never quarrelling, they had ended by ac-
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customing themselves to their free and apparently indissoluble
union, and no neighbour had ever paid court to the amica of An-
zoleto, Whether was this owing to her supposed engagement or
to her extremo poverty?—or was it, perhaps, that her person
had no attractions for them? This last supposition is the
most probable.

Every one knows, however, that from fourteen to fifteen,
girls are gencrally thin, out of sorts, without harmony either
as to proportions or movements. Towards fiftcen, to usea
common expression, they undergo a sort of fusion, after which
they become, if not pretty, at-least agreoable. It haseven been
remarked that it is not desirablo that a young girl should grow
good-looking too early.

Consuelo, like others, had gained all the benefits of adoles-
cence; shc was no longer called ugly, fimply because she had
ceased to be so. As sho was neither Dauphine nor Infanta,
however, there were no crowds of courtiers to proclaim that
her royal highness grew day by day more beautiful; and no one
was sufficiently solicitous to tcll Anzoleto that he should have
10 occasion to blush for his bride.

Since Anzoleto had heard her termed uﬁly at an agewhen the
word had feither sense wor meaning, he had forgotton to think
about it; his vanity had taken another direction. 'The theatre
and renown were all his care, and he had no time to think of con-

uests. His curiosity was appeased—he had no more fo learn,

t twenty-two he was in a measure blasé; yet his aficetion
for Consuelo was tranquil as at eighteen, despite a few, chasto
kisses, taken as they were given, without shame.

Let us not be astoniched at this calmness Jand propriety on
the part of a youth in other respects not over particular. QOur
young people had ccased to live as deseribed at the beginning
of this history. Consuelo, now nearly sixtcen, continued her
somewhat wandering life, leaving the conservatory to eat her
rice and repeat her lesson on the steps of the Piazotta with
Anzoleto. When her mother, worn out by fatigue, ccased to
sing for charity in the coffce-houses in the evening, the poor
creature sought refuge in one of the most miserable garrets of
the Corte Minelli, to die upon a pallet. Then the good Con-
suelo, quitting her no more, entirely changed her manmer of
1i xclusive of the hours when the professor deigned to

ive hijs lessons, she laboured sometimes at her needle, some-
times at counter-point, but always at the bedside of her imperi- .
ous and desgairing mother, who had cruellyill-treated her in her
infancy, and who now presented the friffhtful spectacle of a
last struggle without courago and without virtue. The filial

iety and devotion of Consuelo never flagged fbr a single
instant. The pleasures of youth and of her free and wan-
dering lifo—even love itself—all were sacrificed without a mo-
mgnt'’s hesitation or regret. Anzoleto made bitter complaints,
but finding reproaches uscless, resolved to forget her and to
amuse himself; but; this he found impossible, He had none of
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the industry of Consuelo; he learned quickly but imperfoctly
the inferior lessons which his teacher, to gain the salary pro-
mised by Zustiniani, gave him equally quickly and equally
ill. This was all very well for Anzoleto, in whom prodigal
nature made up for Jost time and tho efiects of inferior in-
struction, hut there were hours of leisure during which the
friendly and cheerful society of Consuelo were found sadly
wanting. He tried to addict himself to the habits of his class;
he frequented public-houses, and wasted with young scape-
graces the trifling bountics he engoyed through the favour of
Count Zustiniani, This sort of, ife pleased him for somo
weeks; but he soon found that his hczsth and his voice were
becoming sonsibly impaired-—that the jar-niente was not ex-
cess, and that cxcess was not his element. I’reserved from
bad passions through g higher species of self-love, he retired
to solitude and study; but they only presented a frightful
mixture of gloom and difticulty. He saw that Consuclo was
1o less necossary to his talents than to his happiness. She
was studious and persevering—living in an atmosphere of
music as a bird in the air or a fish in the wave—loviug to
overcome difliculties without inquiring into their nature an
more than a child—but impelled to combat the olistacles an
penetraté®the mysteries of art, by an’instinet invisible as that
which causes the germ to penetrate the soil and seck the air,
Consud®o enjoyed one of those rure and happy temperaments
for which labour is an enjoyment, a sort of repose, a necossary
conditipn, and to Which inaction would be an cftort, a waste,
in short u disease—if inaction indeed to such natures were
possilfe. But they know nothing of the kind; in apparent
1dleness they still labour, bud it is not so much reverie as medita-
tion. In secing them act, ouc would supposc that they were
creating, wheveas they but give expression to what has been
already created. You will tell me, geptle reader, that you
have never known such rare temperaments; to which I shall
reply, dearly beloved rcader, that I have met with but one. If
80, am 1 older than you? Why can 1 not tell you that I
have analysed in my own poor brain the divine mystery of
this intcllectual activity? But alas! friendly reader, it is
ncither you nor I who shall study this in oursolves.

(Consuclo worked on, amusing herself the whil_o.. She per-
sisted for hours toguether, either by free and capricious flights
of song or by study on the book, to vanquish difficultics which
would have repulled Auzoleto if*left to himself; and without
any idea of emulation or premeditatcd design, she forced him
to follow her, to second her, to comprchend and to replg_ to
her—sometimes, as it were, in the midst of almost chil
bursts of laughter—sometimes borne away by the poetic and
creative {antasia, which pervades the popular temperament of
Italy and Spain. During the many years in which he was in-
fluenced by the genius of (fonsuclo—drinking at a source which
he did not comprohend—copying her without kuowing it—
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Anzoleto, held besides in chains by his indolence, had become
a strange compound of knowledge and ignorance, of inspira-
tion and frivolity, of power and weakness, of boldness and
awkwardness, such as had plunged Porpora at the last re-
hearsal into a perfeet labyrinth of meditation and conjecture.
The maestro did not know the secret of the riches which he had
borrowed from Consuelo; for having once severely seolded the
little one for her intimacy with this great idler, he had never

ain seen them together.  Consuelo, bent upon maintaiuifig
the good-will of her master, took care whenever she saw him
at a distance, if in company with Anzoleto, to hide herself
with agile bounds behind a column, or to disappear in the re-
cesses of some gondola,

These precautions were still continued, when, Consuclo
having become a nurse, Anzoleto, unable to support her ab-
sence, and fecling life, hope, inspiration, and even existence
failing him, returncd to share her sedeutary life, and to bear
with her tho sourness and angry whimns of the dying woman.
Some months before the close of her life, the uuhappy erca-
ture, broken down by her suflerings, and vanquished by the filial

iety of hor daughter, felt her soul opened to milder emotions,
ghe habituated hersell #m the attentions of Anzoletq who, al-
though little accustomed to acts of friendship and self-denisl,
displayed a zcalous kindness and good-will towards the feeble
sufferer. Anzoleto had an even temper and gentle demeanour.
His perseverance towards her and Consuclo at length won
her heart, and in her last momeuts she made them | omise
never to abandon cach other. Anzoleto promised, aud even
felt in this solenn act asdepth of freling to which he had been
hitherto a stranger.  The dying wéman made the engagement
easier to him by saying :—* Let her be your friend, your sister,
or your wife, only leave her not; she knows none, has listened
to ucne, but you,”

Consuelo, now an_orphan, continued to ply her needle and
study music, as well to procure means for the ‘present as to
prepare for her union with Auzoleto. During two years he
continued to visit her in her garret, without expericneing any
passion for her, or being able to foel it for others, so much did
the charm of being with her seem preferable to all other things.

Without fully appreciating the lofty facultics of his compa-
nion, he could see that her attainments aund capabilities were
superior to thoge of any of the siugers at San Samuel, or even
to those of Corilla herself. To his habitual affoction were now
added the hope, and almost the convietion, that a community
of interests would render their future existence atvnee bril-
li#nt and profitable. Consuelo thought little of the future;
foresight was not among her good qualitics. She wounld have
cultivated masic without any other end in view than that of

ng her vocation; and the community of interest which
the practice of that art was to realise between her and her
friend, had no other meaning to her than that of an assncia~
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tion of happiness and affection. It was therefore without ap-
prising her of it, that he conceived the hope of realizing their
dreams; andlearning that Zustiniani had decided on replacing
Corilla, Anzoleto, sagaciously diviningthe wishes of his patron,
had made the proposal which has already been mentioned.

But Consuelo’s ugliness—this strange, unexpected, and in-
vincible drawback, it the count indeced were not deceived—had
stguck terror and consternation to his soul. So he retracced
his steps to the Corte Minelli, stopping every instant to recal to
his wind in a new point of view the likeness of his friend,
?nld to repoat again and again, “ Not pretty 2—ugly ?—fright-

ul

CHAPTER VIIL

“WHy do you stare at me so?” said Consuclo, seeing him

enter her apartment, and fix a_steady gaze upon her, without

gt?\n’ng a word, “ One would think you had never scen me
efore,”

“ 1t is true, Consuclo,” he replied; © 1 have never seen you.”

“Are you crazy?” continued she; 'l know nos what you
mean,” @

“ Ah, Jeavens! T fear T am,” exclaimed Anzoleto.  “T have
a dark®hideous spot in my brain, which prevents me from
seeing you.”

“Iloly Virgin! you are ill, my fricnd:”

“ Nojy dear girl ; calm yourself, and lot us endeavour to sce
clearly. Tell me, Consuelo, do you think me handsome 2”

“ Surely I do, since T lovesyou,”

“But if you did not love me, what would you think of me
then?’ -

“ How can [ know?” >

“But when you lock at other men, do you know whether
they are handsome or ugly?”

“Yes; but I find you tamlsorm-r than the handsomest.”

“Ts it beeause I am so or because you love me§”

“ Both one and the other, I think. Lverybody calls you
ha]:!d,somv, and you know that you are so. Dut why do you
ask? r

“I wish to know if you would love me were I ftightful ¢’

*“1 should not be aware of it pephaps.” .

‘1‘ Dg you believe, then, that it 18 possible to love one who is
ugly ?

“Why not, since you love me?”

“Are ydi ugly, then, Cousuclo? Tell me truly—are you
indeed ugly ?”

“ They have always told me so—do you not see it?”

“No; in truth, I sce no such thing.” . A "

“ In that case, I am handsome enough, and'am well satisfic

“ Hold there, Consuelo. W hen you look at me so sweetly, so
lovingly, so naturally, I think you prettier far than Corilla:
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but I want to know if it be an illusion of my imagination or
reality. I know the expression of your countenance; I know
that it is good, and that it pleases me. When I am angry, it
calms me; when sorrowful, it cheers me; when 1 am cast
down, it revives me, But your features, Consuelo, I cannot
tell if they are ugly or not.”

“ But I ask you once more, what does it concern you?”

“ T must know; tell re, therefore, if it bo possible for a hand-
some man to love an ugly woman.”

“You loved my poor mother, who was no better than a
spoctre, and I loved her so dearly!”,

“ And did you think her ungly ¢’

“No; did you?”

“] thought nothing about it. But, to love with passion,
Consuelo—for, in truth, 1 love you passionatcly, do I not? 1
cannot live without you—cannot quit you. Is not that love,
Consuelo?”
~ “Could it be anything elsc?” -

“ (Sould it be friendship?”

“ Yes, it might, indee& be friendship—"

Here theanuch surpriged Consuelo paused and looked atton-
tively at Anzoleto, while he, falling into a melanchol, reverie,
asked himself for the first time whether it was love or friend-
ship which he felt for Consuclo; or whether the moderation and
groepriety of his demeanour were the result of respect or indif-

nee. For the first time lic looked at the ﬂiyoung girl with
the eyes of a youth ; analysed, not without difficulty, hér face,
her form, her eyes—all the details in fine of which he had had
hitherto but a confused ideal in his mind. For the first time
Consuelo was embarrassed by the demeanour of her friend.
She blushed, her heart beat with violence, and she turned aside
her head, unable to gupport Anzoleto’s gaze. At last, as he
proserved a silence which sho did not care to break, a feeling
of anguish took possession of her heart, tears rolled down her
cheeks, and she hid her face in her hands,

““ Oh, I see it plainly,” said she; “ you have come to tell me
that you will no longer have me for your friend.”

“No, no; I did not say that—I did not say that!” exclaimed
Anzoleto, terrified by the tears which he caused her to shed
for the first time; and, restored to all his brotherly fecling, he
folded Consuelo in his arms. But as she turned her head
aside, he kissed, in place of*her calm, cogl cheok, u glowing
shoulder, ill-concealed by a handkerchief of black lace.

“I know not well what ails mg,” exclaimed Consuelo, tear-
ing herself from his arms; “1 think I amill; I fecl asif I
were going to die.”

“You must not die,” said Anzoleto, following and supporting
her in his arms; “ you are fair, Consuelo—yes, you are fair!

Ih truth, she was then very fair. Anzolcto never inquired
how, but he could not help repeating it, for his heart felt it
warmly. -



CONSUELO. 37

“ But,” said Consuelo, pale and agitated, “ why do you insist
8o0.on finding me prett{to-da.y 2

“ Would you not wish to be so, dear Consuclo?”

“Yes, for you!”

* And for others too?”

“ Tt concorns me not.” P

“ But if it influenced our futuré prospects?”’ Here Anzoleto,
sgeing the uncasiness which ho caused his betrothed, told her
candidly all that had occurred between the count and himself.
And when he came to repeat tho ox})ressions, anything but
flattering, which Zustiniani had "employed when speaking of
her, the good Consuelo, now perfect dy tranquil, could not re-
strain a violent burst of laughter, drying at the same timo
her tear-stained cyes. .

“Well?” said Anzoltto, turprised at this total abscnee of
vanity, “do you take it so coolly? Ah! Consuelo, I can sec
that you arc a little coquette.  You know very well that you
are not ugly.” .

“ Listen,” said she, smiling ; “ since you are so serious about
trifles, I find I must satisfy you a little. I never was a co-
quette, and not being handsome, do not wish to gecm ridicu-
lous, Bet as to being ugly, T am no%onger so.,”

“Indeed! Who has told you?”

“Fingt it was my mother, who was never uneasy about my
ugliness. T heard her often say that she was far less passable
than I inher infancy, and yet when she was twenty she was the
handsdmest girl in DBurgos. You know that when the people
looked at her in the cafés whereshesang, they said, ‘this woman
must have been once beautiful.’ Seé, my good friend, beauty
is fleeting ; when its possessor is sunk in goverty it lasts for a
moment and then is no more. I might become handsome—
who knows?—if 1 was not to be too much exhausted, if I got
sound rest, and did not suffer too much from hunger.”

‘ Consuelo, we will never part. T shall soon berich. You
will then want for nothing, and can be pretty at your case.”

“Heaven grant it; but God’s will be done!” .

“ But all this is nothing to the purpose; we must see if the
count will find you handsome cnough for the theatre.”

“That hard-hoarted count! Let us trust that he will not be
too exacting.” .

“First and foremost then, youn are not ugly?” .

“No; Iamn not ugly. T heard the glass-blower over the

- way there say not long ago to his wife—‘ Do you know that
little Consuclo is not so much amiss. She has a fine figure,
and whengshe laughs she fills one's heart with joy ; but when
she sings, oh, how beautiful she is? ”

“ And what did the glass-blower's wife say?”

“ Bhe said—¢ What is it to you? Mind your business. What
has a married man to do with young girls '’ ’

“ Did she appear angry?”

“ Qh, very angry.”
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“It is & good sign. She knew that her husband was not far
wrong, cll, what more?”

“Why, the Countess Moucenigo, who gives out work and
has always been kind to me, said last weck to Dr. Ancillo,
who was there when 1 ealled—¢ Only look, doctor, how this
Zitella has grown, how fair she is and how well made!*”

“ And what did the doctor say?”

“¢Very trae, madam,’ said he; ‘per Bacco! Ishould not hayo
known her : she is one of those constitutions that become hand-
some when they gaiu a littlo fat. She will bo a fine girl, you
will see that."” '

“ And what more?”’

“Then the superior of Santa Chiara, for whomn I work em-
broidery for the altars, said to one of the sisters—* Doces not
Oonsuelo resemble Santa Cecilia? Tlvery time that 1 pray
before her image I cannot help thinking of this little one, and
then I pray for her that she may never fall into sin and that
she may never sing but for the chureh ™

“ And what said the sister?”

“The sister roplicd—* It iy true, mother—it is quite true.’
As for mygelf, I hastened to the church and looked at their
Cecilia, which is paint® Dy a great master, aud is gery, very
beautiful.”

“ And like you?”

“ A little.”

*“ And you never told me that?”

“ I never thought of it.”

“ Dear Consuclo, you are beautiful then?” v

“1 do not think so; bfit I amn noj so ugly as they say. One
thing is certain—they no longer call me ugly. Perhaps they
think it would give me pain to hear it.”

“ Let me see, little Consuclo; look at me,  First, you have
the most beautiful eyds in the world.”

“But my mouth is large,” said Consuclo, langhing, and
taking up a broken bit of lovking-glass, which served her as
o pysche.

‘ It is not very small indeed, but then what glorious tecth!”
said Anzoleto; “ they are as white as pearls, and when you
smile you show them all.”

“In that case you must say something that will make mo
laugh, when we are with the count.”

“’You have magnificont hat'r, Consuclo.”

*“Oh yes; would you like to sco it?” and she lonsed the pins
which fastened it, and her dark shining locks fell in flowing
masses to the floor. ¢ .

* Your chest is broad, your waist small, your shoulders—ah,
they aro beautiful, Consuclo !’

y feet,” said Consuelo, turning the conversation, “are
noteso bad;” and shoe held up a little Andalusian foot, a beauty
almost unknown in Venice,

* Your hand is beautitul, also,” said Anzoleto, kissing fpr the



CONSUBLO. 39

first time that hand which he had hitherto clasped only in com-
passion.  “ Lot mo see your arms,”

“But you have scen them a hundred times,” said she,
removing her long gloves.

“No; [ have never seen them,” said Anzoleto, whose admi-
ration overy moment increased, and he again relapsed into
silence, gazing with beaming cyes on the young girl, in whom
cigh moment he discovered new boauties.

All at once Consuclo, cmbarrassed by this display, endea-
voured to regain her former quict enjoyment, and began to
paco up and down the apartment, gesticulating and singin,
{rom time to time in a somewhat exaggerated fashion, sever:
passagos from tho lyric drama, just as if she were a performer
on the stage.

* Magnificent!” exelaimed Anzoloto, ravished with surprise
at finding her capable of a display which she had not hitherto
manifested,

“It is anything but magnificeut,” said Consuelo, reseating
herself; “and I hope you only spoke in jest.”

“ It would be magnificent on the hoards at any rate. Iassure
you there would not be a gesturo too much. Cgrilla would
burst witd joalousy, for it is just th® way she gets on when
they applaud her to the skices.”

“Mywlear Auzoleto, I do not wish that Corilla should grow
jealous about any snch nousense; if the public were to applaud
me merely because I know how to ape her, I would never ap-
pear béfore them.”

“ Ysou would do better then ?”

“T hope so, or I should ngver attenpt it.”

“Very well; how would you manage?”

“1 ¢annol say.”

113 Tr ’.!,

“ No; for all this is but a dream; and until they have de-
eided whether I am ugly or not, we had better not plan an
more fine projects. Perhaps we are a little mad just now, an
after all, as the count has said, Consuelo may be frighttul.”,

This last supposition causod Anzoleto to take his leave,

CHAPTER IX. !

At this period of his life, though almost unkgown to bio-
graphers, Porpora, one of the Iest Italian composers of the
cighteenth century, the pupil of Scarlatti, tho masgter of Hassc,
Trarinelli, Cafaricllo, Mingotti, Salimbini, Hubert (surnamed
the Porperine), of Gabriclh, of Monteni—in a word, the
founder of the most celebrated sehool of his time—languishbd
in obscurity at Venice, in a condition bordering on poverty an

despair. Novertheless, he had formerly been dircetor of the
couservatory of the Aspedaletto in the samo city, and 4his
period of his life had been even brilliant. He bad there
writtgn and performed his best operas, his most beantiful can-
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tatas, and his fincst church musie. Tnvited to Vienna in
1728, he had there after some cffort gained the favour of the
Emperor Charles V1. Patronised at the court of Saxony,
where he gave lessons to the clectoral princess, Porpora
from that repaired to J.ondon, where ho rivalled for nine or
ten years the glor&of Handel, the master of masters, whose
star at that period had begun to pale. The genius of the lat-
ter however obtained the supremacy, and Porpora, wounded
in pride and purse, had returned to Venice to resume the direc-
tion of another conservatory. Ile still composed operas, but
found it difficult to get them represented. His last, although
written in Venice, was brought out in London, where it had no
success. His genius had incurred these serious assanlts, against
which fortune and glory might perhaps havesustained him; but
the neglect and ingratitude of Hasse, Farinelli, and Cafariello,
brokoeﬁis heart, soured his character, and poisoned his old age.
He is known to have died miserable and neglected in his
eightieth year at Naples.

At the geriod when Count Zustiniani, foresceing and almost
desiring the defection of Corilla, sought to replace her, Por-
pora was subject to violent fits of ill humour, not always with-
out foundation; for if they preferred and sang at Winice the
music of Jomolli, of Lotti, of Carissimi, of Gaspirini, and other
excellent masters, they also adopted without discrimina\ion the
Pmductions of Cocchi, of Buini, of Salvator Apollini, and other
ocal composers, whose common and casy style served to, flatter
mediocrity. The O’Eera.s of Hasse could not please a master
justly dissatisfied. The worthy but unfortunate Porpora‘chere-
fore, closing his heart and ears alike to modern productions,
sought to crush them undor the glory and authority of the an-
cients. He judged too severcly of the graceful compositions of
Gualuppi, and oven the priginal fantasias of Chiozzetto, a favour-
ite composer at Venice. 1nshort, he would only speak of Mar-
tini, Durante, Monte Verde, and Palestrina; 1 do not know if
oven Marcello and Leo found favour in his eyes. It was there-
fore with reserve and dissatisfaction that he received the first
overtures of Zustiniani concerning his poor pupil ,whose good
fortune and glory he nevertheless desired to promote; for he
had too much experience not to be aware of her abilities and
her deserts. Buﬁm shook his head at the idea of the profa-
nation of a gonius so pure, and so liberally nurturcd on the
sacred manna of the old masters, and replied—* Take her if it
must be so—this spotless soul, this stainless intellect—cast her
to the dogs, hand her over to the brutes, for such seems the
destiny of genius at the period in which wo live.”

This dissatisfaction, at onco grave and ludicrous, gave the
count a lofty idea of the merit of the pupil from the high value
which the severe master attached to it.

“%o, so, my dear maestro,” he exclaimed: “is that indeed

our opinion? is this Consuclo a creature so cxtraordinary, so
ivine?” ’
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» ¢ You shall hear her,” said Porpora, with an air of resigna-
tion, while he murmured, “ It is her destiny.”

The count succeeded in raising the spirits of the master from
their state of depression, and led him to expect a serious re-
form in the choice of operas. Ile promised to exclude inferior
productions so soon as he should succeed in getting rid of Co-
rilla, to whose c?ﬁcos he attributed their admission and suc-
ccse. Ho even dexterously gave him to understand that he
would be very reserved as to Hasse; and declared that if Por-

_ pora would write an opera for Congpelo, the pupil would confer
# double glory on her master in expressing his thoughts in a
style which suited them, as well as realize a lyric triumph for
San Samuel and for the count.

Porpora, fairly vanquighed, began to thaw, and now secretl
lon, for the coming out of his pupil, as much as he h
hitherto dreaded it from the fear that she should be the means
of adding fresh lustre to the productions of his rivals. But
as tho count expressed® some anxiety touching Consuelo’s
appearance, he refused to permit him to hear her in private
and without preparation.

“I do not wish you to suppose,” snid he, in rgply to the
count’s q®@stions and entroaties, “thft she is a beauty, A
poorly dressed and timid girl, in presence of a nobleman and a
judge—aMchild of the people, who has never been the objeet of
the slightest attention—cannot dispense with some preparatory
toilet.  And besides Consuelo is one whose expression geniusg
ennobles in an extraordinary degree. She must be scen and
heard #t the same time. Loave it al} to me: if you are not
satisfied you may leave her alone, and 1 shall find out means
of making her a good nan, who will be the glory of the school
and the instructress of future pupils.” Such in fact was the
destiny which Porpora had planned for Cgnsuelo.

When he saw his pupil again, he told her that she was to be
heard and an opinion given of her by the count ; but as she
was uneasy on the score of her looks, he gave her to under-
stand that she would not be secn—in short, that she would
sing behind the organ-screen, the count beinﬁ merely present
at the service in the church, Ho advised her, however, to dress
with some attention to appearance, as she would ﬁave to be
presented, and though the noble master was poor hd gave her
money for the purpose. Consuelo, frightened and; agitated,
busied for the first time in her life With attention to hér person,
hastened to see after her toilet and her voice. 8hé tried the
last, and found it so fresh, so byilliant, and so full, that Anzo-
leto to whoh she sung, more than once repeated with ecstasy
“ Alas! why should they require more than that she knows
how to sing?” '
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CHAPTER X.'

ON the cve of tho important day, Anzoloto found Consuelo’s
door closed and locked, and after having waited for a quarter
of an hour on the stairs, he finally obtained permission to see
his friend in her festal attire, the effect of which sho wished to
try before him., She had on a haudsome flowered muslin
dress, a lace handkerchicf, and powder. She was so much
altored, that Anzoleto was for some moments uncertain whether
sho had gained or lost by the change. The hesitation which
l?omuelo road in his eyes was as tho stroke of a dagger to her
eart.

“Ah!” said she, “I seo very well that T do not please you,
How can I hope to please a stranger, when he who loves me
sees nothing agroeable in my appearance?”’

“Wait a little,” replied Anzolete “I like your elegant
figure in those long stays, and the distinguished air which this
luce gives you. e large folds of ‘your petticoat suit you to
admuration, but 1 regret your long black hair. Iowever, it is
tho fashiofl, and to-mortow you must bo a lady.” .

“And why must I be a lady? For my part I hate this
powder, which fades one, and makes even the most §:eautiful

w old before her time. I have an artificial airounder all
furbelows: in short, I am not satisfied with myself, and
1 see you are not so ecither. Oh! by-the-bye, T wils at re-
hearsal this morning, and saw Clorinda, who also wag trying
on anew dress. She was so ggy, so fearless, so handsome
(oh! she must be happy—you need not look twice at her to be
sare of her beauty), that I foel afraid of appearing besido her
before the count.”

“ :Io?’n"mu.y be easy; the count has secn her, and has heard

er

“ And did she sing badly?”

‘ A8 she always does.”

“Ah, my friend, these rivalries spoil tho disposition. A
little while ago, if Clorinda, who is a good giri notwithstand-
ing her vanity, had been spoken of unfavourably by a judge,
I should have been sorry for her from the hottom of my {ma.rl.;
I should have shared her grief and humiliation; and now I
find myselt rejoicing at it) 'To strive, to envy, to scek to in-
jure each other, and all that for a man whdm we do not love,
whom we do mot oven know! I feol very low-spirited, my
dear love, and il seems to me s if I were as muck frightened
By the idea of succeeding as Ly that of failing, It scemns as
if our happiness was coming to a close, and that to-morrow
aﬂ_qpthe trial, whatever may be the result, I shall return to
this..poor apartment a dificrent person from what I have
hitharto lived in it.”

Two large tears rolled down Consuclo’s cheeks, P
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“What! are you guing to cry now 2” gaid Anzoleto. “Do
you think of what you are doing? You will dim your eyes
and swoll your eyelids, Your eyes, Consuelo! do not spoil your
cyes, which are the most beautiful feature in your face.”

“ Or rather the least ugly,” said she, wiping away her tears.
“ Come, when we give ourselves up to the world we have no
longer any right to weep.”

Jer friend tried to console her, but she was oxceedingly
dejected all the rest of the day; and in the evening, as soon
as she was alone, she carefu brushed out the powder,
combed and smoothed her cbon hair, tried on a little dress of
black silk, still fresh and well prescrved, which she usually
woro on Sundays, and recovered some portion of her confidence
on once more recognising herself in her mirror, Theon she
prayed fervently and thohight of her mother, until, meclted to
tears, sho cried herself to sleep. When Anzoleto came to seck
her the next day in order to conduct her to the church, ho
found her seated Lefore her spinet, dressed as for a holyday,
aud practising her trial piece. “ What!’ cried he, “ your
hair not dressced! not yet ready! It is almost the hour. What
are you thinking of, Consuelo?” .

“ My frignd,” answered sho resolutcly, “my hair 1s dressed,
I am ready, I am tranquil. I wish to go as T'am. Those fine
robes dowiot suit me. You like my black hair better than if it
were coveged with powder. This waist docs not impede my
breathing. 1o not cndeavour to change my resolution: I have
made u[fmy mind. I have prayed to God to direct me, and
my mosher to watch over my conduct. God has directod
me to be modest and simple. \My moth®r has visited me in my
dreams, and she said what she has always said to me; “Try
to sing well—Providence will do tho rest.” I saw her take my
fine dress, my laces and my ribbons, and arrange them in tho
wardrobe; and theu she put iny black frolk and my mantilla
of muslin on the chair at the side of wy bed. As soon as T
awoke L put past my costume as she hm{ done in the dream,
and 1 put on the black frock and mantilla which you see.
{uol more courage since I have renounced the iden @f pleasing
by means which I do not know how to use. Now, hear my
voice; everythiug depends on that, you know.” She sounded
u note. . )

“ Just heavens! we are lost,” cricd Anzoleto; “ ygur voice is
husky and your eyes aro red, Yowx have been woeﬁnt: yester-
day evening, Consuclo; herc's a fino business! I tell you we
are lost; you are foolish to dress yourself in mourning on a
holyday—ig brings bad luck and makes you ngly. Now quick!
quick! put on vour beautiful dress, while I go and buy yol
some rouge. You are as pale as a spectre.”

This gave rise to o lively discussion between them. Anzo-
Jeto was alittlerude,  The poor girl's mind was again agitated,
and her toars flowed afresh.  Anzoleto was irritated still more,
and inghe midst of thoir debate the hour struck—the fatal hour,



44 CONSUELO.

(a quarter before two), just time enough to run to the church
and reach it out of breath. Auzoleto cursod and swore, Con-
suelo, pale and trembling as the star of the morning which
mirrors itself in the bosom of tho lagunes, looked for the last
time into her little broken mirror; then tarning, she throw
herself impetuously into Anzolcto’s arms. “ Oh, my friend,”
cried she, “do not scold me—do not_cnrse me. On the con-
trary, press mo to your heart, and drive from my cheek this
deathliko paleness. ~ May your kiss be as the fire from tho
altar upon the lips of Isaigh, and may God not punish us for
having doubted his assistance.”

Then she hastily threw her mantilla over her head, took the
music in her hand, and draggine her dispirited lover after her,
ran towards the church of the Mendicanti, where the crowd had
already assembled to hear the magnificent music of Porpora.
Anzoleto, more doad than alive, proceeded to join the count,
who had appointed to meet him in his gallery: and Consnelo
mounted to the organ loft, where- the choir was already
arranged, and the professor seated before his desk. Con-
suelo did not know that the zallery of the count was so situ-
ated as to command a full view of the organ loft, that he al-
ready had his eyes fixetl upon her, and did not lose+~ne of her
movements.

But he could not as yet distinguish her featuresy for she
knelt on arriving, hid her face iu hor hands, and began to
E;a.y with fervent devotion. “My God,” said she, in the

pths of her heart, * thou knowest that T do not ask thee
to raise me above my rivals in order to abase thom.: Thou
knowest that I do not wish to giye myself to the world and to

ofane arts, in order to abundon thy love, and to lose myself
1n the paths of vice. Thou knowest that pride does not swell
my soul, and that it is in order to Jive with bim whom my
mothor permitted me to love, never to separate mysolt from
him, to ensure his onjoyment and happiness, that I ask thee
to sustain me, and to ennoble my voice and my thoughts
when I shall sing thy praiso!”

‘When the first sounds of the orchestra called Consuelo to her
Kla.ce, she rose slowly, her mantilla fell from her shoulders, and

er face was at lengith visible to the impatient and restless
tators in the_nei%l \bouring tribune. But what marvellous
changoe is here in this young girl, just now so pale, so cast
down, so overwhelmed by ‘faticue and fear! The ether of
heaven seemed to bedew her lofty forehead, while a gentle
languor was diffused over the noble and graceful outlines of
her figure. Her tranquil countenance exprossed mone of
ose petty passions which seek, and as it werc exact, ap-
planse. There was something about her, solomu, mysterious,
and elevated—at once lovely and affocting,

# Courage, my daughter!” said the professor in a low voice.
“You are about to sing the music of a great master, and he
is here to listen to you.”
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_wr "Who?—Marcello?” said Consuelo, secing the professor lay
the Hymns of Marcello open on the desk.

“Yes—Mareello,” replied he, “Sing as usual—nothing
more and nothing less—and all will be well.”

Marcello, then in the last year of his life, had in fact come
once again to revisit Venice his birth-place, where he had
ﬁa.ined renown as composer, as writer, and as magistrate. He

ad,becn full of courtesy towards Po‘li[;ora., who had requested
him to be present in his school, intending to surprise him with
the performance of Consuelo, who knew his magnificent .1
cieli ymmensi narrano” by heart. * Nothing could be better
adapted to the religious glow that now animated the heart of
this noble girl. So soon as the first words of this lofty and bril-
liant production shone before her cyes, she felt as if wafted into
another sphere.  Forgetting Count Zustiniani—forgetting the
sglteful glances of her rivals—-—foxﬁetting cven Anzoleto—she
thought only of Gtod and of Marcello, who seemed to interpret
those wondrous regions whoso glory she was about to cele-
br:utg.' ‘What subject so beautiful'—what conception so ele-
vated!—

[y

1 cieli inumensi narrano
Del grandi 1ddio 1a glorie;
1 firmamento lucldo

All' universo annunzia
Quanto sieno mirabili
Della sua destra le opere.

ld

A divifie glow overspread her foatures, aud the sacred fire ot
genius darted from hor large black cyes, as the vaulted roof
rang with that unoqualled vojce, and with those lofty accents
which could on]{cprocecd from an clevated, intellect, joined to a
good heart. Aftor he had listened for a few instants, a torrent
of delicious tears streamed from Marcello’s eyes. The count,
unable to restrain his emotion, exclaiméd—* By the Holy
Rood, this woman is beautiful! She is Sants Cecilia, Santa
"Teresa, Santa, Consuelo! She is poetry, she is musie, she is
faith perscnified!”  As for Anzoleto, who had risen, and whose
trembling knees barely sufficed to sustain him with the aid of his
hands, which clung convulsively to the grating of the:tribune,
he foll back upon his seat ready to swoon, intoxicated {vith
pride and joy. . 3

It requu-oX‘ all the respoct due to the locality, to prgvent the
numerous dilettanti in the crowd from bursting into applanse as
if they had been in the theatre. The count would nok wait till
the close of the service to express his enthusiasm torPorpora
and Consuelp. She was obliged to repair to the tribune of
the count to receive the thanks and gratitude of Marcello. She*

-found him so much agitated as to be hardly able to speak.

“ My daughter,” said he, with a broken voice, *receive tho
blessing of a dying man. You have caused mo to forget for
on instant the mortal sufferings of many years, A miracle
seems sxerted in my behalf, and the unrelenting, frightful ma-
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lady appears to have fled for ever at the sound of your voice.
If t{Le angels above sing like you, I shall long to quit the world
in order to enjoy that happiness which you have made known
to me. DBlessings then be on you, oh my child, and may your
earthly happiness correaeond with your deserts! I have heard
Faustina, manina, Cuzzoni, and the rest; but they are
not to be named along with you. It is reserved for you to
let the world hear what it has never yet heard, and to make it
feel what no man has ever yet felt.”

Consuelo, overwhelmed Ly this magnificent culogium, bowed
her head, and almost bending to the ground, kissed, without
being able to utter a word, the livid fingers of the dying man;

rising she cast a look upon Anzoleto which secmed to
say—*" Ungrateful one, you knew not, what I was!”

CITAPTER XI.

DurinG the remainder of the service, Consuelodisplayed energy
and resources which completely removed any hesitation Count
Zustiniani might have felt respecting her. She led, she ani-
mated, she sustained the choir, displaying at cach instant pro-
digious powers, and the varied qualitics of bher ¥ice rather
than the strength of her lungs.  For those who know how to
sing do not become tived, and Cousuclo sang with? as little
offort and labour as others might have in merclyMreathing,
She was heard above all the rest, not because she™ercamed
like those performers without soul and without breath, but be-
cause of the unimagingble sweetness and purity of Lér tones,
Besides, she felt that sﬁe was understood in every minute par-
ticular. She alone, amidst the vulgar crowd, the shrill voices
and imperfect trills of those around her, was a musician and a
master. She filled, therefore instinetively and without osten-
tation, her powerful part, and as long as the service lasted she
took the prominent place which she felt was necessary.  After
all was over, the choristers imputed it to her as a grievanee
gmd a crime; and those very persons who, failing and sink-
ing, had as it were implored Ecr assistance with their looks,
claimed. for thomselves all the culogiums which were given to
the school of Porpora at large. At these culogiums tﬁc mas-
ter smiled and said nothing; but he looked at Consuclo, and
Anzoleto understood very well what his look meant.

After the business of the¢ day was over, the choristers par-
took of a select collation which the count had caused to be
served up in one of the parlourgof the conveni. Two immense

bles in the form of a half-moon were separated by the grat-
Ing, in the centre of which, over an immensc paté, there was an
opening to pass the dishes, which the count Eimself racefully
handed round to the principal nuus and pupils. The latter,
dressed as Beguincs, came by dozens alternately to occupy the
vacant places in the interior of the cloisters.” Tho supeérior,
seated next the grating, was thus at the right hand,of the
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count as rqgarded the outward hall; the seat on his left was
* vacant, reello, Porpora, the curato of the parish, and the
officiating pricsts, some dilletanti patricians, and the lay ad-
ministrators of the school, together with the handsome Anzo-
leto with his black coat and sword, had a place at the secular
table. The young singers, though usually animated enough
on such oceasions, what with the pleasure of feasting, of con-
verging with gentlemen, the desire of pleasing, or at least ot
heing observed—were on that day thoughtful and constrained.
The project of the count had somehow transpired—for what
< secret can be kept in a convent without oozing out?—and each of'
theso young girls scerctly flattered herself that she should be
presented by Porpora in order to succeed Corilla. The pro-
fessor was even malicious enough to encourage their illusions,
whether to indure them tb perform better before Marcello, or
to revenge himself for the previous annoyance during their
course of instruction. Certain it is that Clorinda, who was one
of the out-pupils of the corservatory, was there in full attire,
waiting to ta.ﬂe her place beside the count; but when she saw
the despised Consuelo, with her black dress and tranquil mien,
the ugly ereature whom she affected to despise, henceforth es-
teemed a wusician and the only beauty of the school, she
became absolutely frightful with anger—uglier than Consuelo
bad ever &een—ugly as Venus hersell’ would become were she
actuated by, a base and degrading motive. Anzoleto, exulting
in his vicg?y, looked attentively at her, scated himself beside
her, and Thaded her with absurd compliments which she had
not sense Lo understand, but which nevertheless consoled her.
She imagined she would revenge hersell on her rival by at-
tracting ier betrothed, and spared no pains to intoxicate him
with her charms. She was no mateh however for her com-
panion, aud Anzoleto was ncute cnough to load her with
Jsidicule,
_In the mean time Count Zustiniani, upon conversing with
Clonsuelo, was amazed to find her endowed with as much tact,
good sense, and couversativnal powers, as he had found in her
talent and ability at church. Absolutely devoid of céquetry,
there was a clLeerful frankness and confiding good ature in
her manner which inspired a sympathy equally rapid and it-
resistible. W hen the repast was at an end, he invitell hor to
take the air in his gondola with his friends. Marogllo was
cxcused on account of his failing lrealth; but orpofa, Bar-
berigo, and other patricians wero present, and Anzoletowas also
of the party. Consuelo, who felt, not quite at home agnong so
many men, cptreated the count to invite Clorinda; dind Zus-
tiniani, who did not suspect the badinage of Anzoleto with this
poor girl, was not sorry to see him attracted by her. The
noble count, thanks to the sprightliness of his cﬁn.mcmr, his
fine figure, his wealth, his theatre, and also the easy manners'
of the country and of the time, had a strong spice of conceit
in his character. Fired by ‘the wino of Greece and by his
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musical enthusiasm, and impatient to revenge himself on the
perfidious Clorilla, he thought there was nothing n¥re natural .
than to pay his court to Consuelo. Seating himself therefore
beside her in the gondola, and so arranging that the young
people should oceupy tho other extromity, he began to direct

dances of a very significant character on his new flame. The
simple and upright Consuelo took no notice. Her candour
and good principle revolted at the idea that the protoctor of
her friend could harbour ill designs; indeed, her habiiual
modosty, in no way aficeted by the splendid trinmph of the day,
would have made it impossible for her to believe it. She per-
sisted therefore in respecting the illustrious signor, who adopted
her along with Anzoleto, and continued to amuse herself with
the party of pleasure, in which she could sce no harm.

So much calmness and good faitlr surprised the count, who
remained uncertain whether it was the joyous sulimigsion of
an uoresisting hcart or the unsuspiciousness ot perfect inno-
cence. At oighteen years of age, however, now as well asa
hundred years ago, especially with & friend such as Anzoleto,
a girl could not be perfectly ignorant. Tvery probability was
in favour of the count; nevertheless, cach tiine that he scized
the hand of his protegée, or attempted to steal his arm round
her waist, he experienced an indofinable fear, and®h feoling of
uncertainty—almost of respect—which restrained him, he
could not tell how. -

Barberigo found Consuclo sufficiently attractive, and he
would in his turn gladly have maintained his pretentions, had
he not been restrained by motives of delicacy towards the
count. “Ionour to wll,” said he to himself, as he saw the
eyes of Zustiniani swimming in®an atmosphere of voluptuous
delight; “my turn will come next,” Meanwhile the young

arberigo, not much accustomed to look at the stars when on
exoursions with ladies, inquired by what right Anzolcto should
appropriate the fair Clorinda; and approaching, he endeavoured
to e him undorstand that bis place was rather to take the
oar than to flirt with ladies. Anzoleto, notwithstanding his
acuteness, was not well bred enough {0 understand at first
what he meant; besides, his ]}ride was fully on a par with the
insolence of the patricians. IHe detested them cordinlly, and
his japparent deference towards them mercly served to dis-
guiso his inward contempt. Barberigo, sceing that he took
a pleasure in opposing them, bethought himself of a cruel re-
venge. “By Jove!” said he to Clorinda, “your friend Con-
suclo is getting on at a furious rate; I wonder where she will
stop. Not contonted with setting the town crazy with her

- voice, she is turning the head of the poor count.t He will fall
madly in love, and Corilla’s affair will be soon settled.”

# Oh, there is nothing to fear,” exclaimed Clorinda, mock-
ingly; “ Consuelo’s affections arc the 'lproperty of Anzoleto
here, to whom in fact she is engaged. They have been burn-

ing for each other, I don’t know how many years.”



-

. CONSUELO. 49
, “L do not know how many years may be swept away in the
twinklin% of an cye,” said Barberigo, “espccially when the
eyos of Zustiniani take it upon them to cast the mortal dart.
"Do not fvou think so, beautiful Clorinda?”

Anzoleto could bear it no longer. A thousand serpents al-
ready found admission into his bosom. Hitherto such a sus.
picion had never entered into his mind. He was transported
with joy at witnessing his friend’s triumph, and it was as much
to giVe expression to his transports as to amusc his vanity,
that he occupied himself in rallying the unfortunate vietim of
sthe day. After some cross puﬁoses with Barberigo, he feigned

a sudden interest in & musical discussion which Porpora was
keeping up with some of the company in the centre of the
bark, and thus leaving a situation which he had now no
longer any wish to retaing he glided along unobserved almost
to the prow. Ho saw at tho first glance that Zustiniani did
not relish his attempt to interrupt his téte-2-tdte with his be-
trothed, for he replied coolly, and even with displeasure. At
last, atter several 1dle questions badly received, he was advised
to go and listen to the instructions which the great I’orpora
was Fiving on counterpoint.

“ The grogt Porpora is not my masteny” said Anzoleto, con-
cealing the rage which devoured him. “He is Consuelo’s
master; apd if it would only please your Highness,” said he, in
o low tc::écl. bending towards the count in an iusinuating

X

manner, “ghat my poor Consuelo should receive no other les-
sons thamrfthose of hér old teacher.”

“ Dear and well-beloved Zoto,” replied the count caressingly,
but at the same time with profound malice, “I have a wo!
for your car;” and leaning tdwards him he added—" Your
betrothed has doubtless rcceived lessons from you that must
render her invulnerable; but if I had any pretension to offer

,her others, I should at Jeast havo the right of doing sp during
one evening,” ,
. Anzoleto felt o chill run through his frame from head to
oot.

“Will your gracious Highness deign to explain yourself?”
said he, in a choking voice. v,

“1t is soon done, my good friend,” replied the count in a
clear tono—" gondola_for gondola.” i

Anzoleto was terrified whon he found that the t had
discovered his téte-2-téte with Corilla. The foolish auda-
cious girl had boasted to Zustiniani in a violent quarrel that
they been together. The guilty youth vainly pretended
astonishment. “You had better go and listen_ to, Porpora
about the principle of the Neapolitan schools,” said the count;
“you will come back and tell me about it, for it is a subject
‘that interests me much.”, . : .

“I perccive, your Execllency,” replied Anzoleto, frantic
with rage and ready to dash himself into the sea.

“What!”, said the innocent Consuelo, astonished at his
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hesitation, * will you not go? Permit me, Signor Count; you

shall see that 1 am willing to serve you.” And before the”

copnt could interpose, she bounded lightly over the seat which
]s:}glamtad her from her old master, and sat down closc beside

The count, Jserceiving that matters were not far enough ad-
vanced, found it nccessary to dissemble. “ Anzoleto,” said
he, amiling, and pulling the ear of his protegé a little too hard,
“my revenge is at an end. It has not proceeded nearly so
far as your deserts; neither do I make the slightest compari-
son between the pleasure of conversing in the prescnce of a
dozen persons with your betrothed, and the téte-a-téte which
you have enjoyed in a well-closed gondola with mine.”

“ Bignor Count!” exelaimed Anzoleto, violently agitated, “1
protest on my honour——" ‘

“Where is your honour?’ resumed the count; “is it in
your left ear?” And he menaced the unfortunate organ with
an lilnﬂict.ion similar to that with which ho had just visited the
right.

“Do you suppose your protegé has so little sense,” said
Anzoleto, recovering his presence of mind, “as to be guilty of
such foll$?” . &

 Guilty or not,” rejoined the count, drily, * it is all the same
tome.” And he scated himself beside Consuelo. ¢«

CHAPTER XIIL

TrE musical dissertation was continued until they reached tho
palace of Zustiniani, Where they arrived towards midnight, to
rtake of coffee and sherbet. From the technicalitics of art
hey had passed on to style, musical ideas, ancient and modern
forms; from that to artists and their different modes of feeling
and expressing thémselves. Porpora sgoke with admiration
of his master Scarlatti, the first who had imparted & pathctic
character to religious compositions; but there he stopped, and
would not admit that sacred music should trespass upon pro-
tane, in tolerating ornaments, trills, arid roulades.

“ Does your Highness,” said Anzolcto, “ find fault with these
and other difficult additions, which have nevertheless consti-
tuted the glory and success of your illustrious pupil Farinelli?”

“I only dlsap})rova of them in the church,” replied the
maestro; “I would have them in thoir proper place, which is
the theatre. I wish thom of a pure, sober, genuine taste, and
appropriate in their modulations, not only“to the subject of
which thoy troat, but to the pdrson and situation ghat are re-
eprosented, and the passion which is cxpressed. The nymphs
and shepherds may warble like nnﬁbirds: their cudencgs ma
be like the flowing fountain; but Modea or Dido can only soz
and roar like a wounded lioness. The coquette, indeed, may
loud her silly cavatina with capricious and elaborate orna-
ment, Con.lL exoels in this description of music; but ojice she



CONSUELO. 51

‘attempts to exgrosu the deeper emotions, the passions of the
human heart, she becomes inferior even to h f. Invain she
struggles, in vain she swells her voice and bosom—a note mis-
placed, an absurd roulade, parodies in an instant the sublimity
which she had hoped to reach. You have all heard Faustina
Bordoni, now Madame Ilasse: in situations appropriate to her
brilliant qualities, she had no equal; but when Cuzzoni came,
with her pure, deep feoling, to sing of pain, of prayer, or ten-
derness, the toars which she drew forth banished in an instant
from your heart the recollection of Faustina. The solution of
this is to bo found in the fact that therc is a showy and super-
ficial cleverness, very different from lofty and ereative genius.
There is also that which amuses, which moves us, which
astonishes, and which gompletely carrios us away. I know
very well that sudden and startling effects are now in fashion;
but if I taught them to my pupils as useful exercises, I almost
repent of it when I see the majority so abuse them—so sacrifice
what is necessary to what is superfluous—the lasting emotion
of the audicnce fo cries of surprise and the darts of a foverish
and transitory pleasure.

No one attempted to combat conclusions so etegnally true
with regam to all the arts, and whicl*will be always applied
to their variecd manifestations by lofty minds. Nevertheless,
the couflt, who was curious to know how Consuclo would sing
ordinary gausie, pretended to combat a little the severe notions
of Porpglfa; but sceing that the modest girl, instead of refating
his hercsics, ever turned her eyes to her old master as if to
solicit fis victorious replies, he detergnined to attack herself,
and asked her “if sho sang upon the stage with as much ability
and purity as at churgh?”

“I1 do not think,” she_replicd, with unfeigned humility,
“that T should there experience the same jnspirations or acquit
myself nearly so well,”

‘This modest and sensible reply satisfies me,” said the
count; “and I fel assured that if you will condescend to study
those brilliant difficulties of which we every day become more
greedy, you will sufficiently inspire an ardent, eurious, and
somewhat spoiled public.” . <

“Study!” roplied Porpora, with a meaning smile.

t “Study!” cried Anzoloto, with superb disdain, :

“Yes, without doubt,” replied Consuelo, withi her accus-
tomed sweetness. “ Though 1 hade sometimes labdured in this
direction, I do not think I should be able to rival the illustrious
performers who have appeareq in our time.” }

“You do not spcak sincerely,” exclaimed Afzoleto, wit.h
animation, “Xeccelonza, she does not speak the truth.—
Ask her to try the most claborate and difficult airs in the re-
pertory of tho theatre, and you will sec what she can do.”

“1f'T did not think she were tired,” said the count, whose
eyes sparkled with impatience and curiosity, Consuelo turned
hers qrtlessly to Porpora, as if to await his command.
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“Why, as to that,” said he, ¢ such a trifle could not tire her;
and as we are here a relect few, we can listen to her talent in
every description of music. Come, Signor Count, choose an
air, and accompany it yourself on tho harpsichord.”

“ The emotion which the sound of her voice would oceasion
me,” replied Zustiniani, “would causc me to play falscly.
‘Why not accompany her yourself, macstro?”

“I should wish to see hor sing;” cuntinued DPorpora; “ %r
between us be it said I have never scen her sing, I wish to
know how she demeans herself, and what sho does with her
mouth and with her eyes, Come, my child, arise; it is for me
as well as for you that this trial is to be made.”

“ Let me accompany her, then,” said Anzoleto, soating him-
self at the instrument.

I'“ You will frighten me, O my master!” said Consuelo to
orpora.

“Fools alone are timid,” replied the master. “Whoever is
inspired with tho love of art need fear, nothing. If you trem-
ble, it is becanse you are vain; if you lose your resourees, it is
because they are false; and if so, I shall bo onoe of the first to
say— Consuelo is good for nought.’”

‘And witltout troubling himself as to what effect thgse tender
encouragements might produce, the professor donned his spee-
tacles, placed himself before his pupil, and began to beat the
time on the harpsichord to give the true movement of the
ritornella. They chose a brilliant, strange, mul\fljiﬁcnlt
air from an opera bufin of Galuppi,—The DiavoleNa,—in
order to test her in a species of art the most opposite o that
in which she had succecfied in the morning, e young girl
enjoyed a facility 8o prodigious as to be able, almost without
study and as if in sport, to overcome, with her pliable and pow-
erful voice, all the difficulties of execution then known. I’orpora
had recommended atd made her repeat such exercises from
time to time, in order to sce that she did not neglect them; but hie
was quite unaware of the ability of his wonderful pupil in this
respect. As if to revenge herselt for the bluntness which he had
displayed, Consuelo was roguish enough to add to the Te Diu-
volessa a multitude of turns and ornaments until then ¢steemed
impracticable, but which she improvised with a8 much uncon-
cern and calmness as if she had studied them with care.

These embellishments were so skilful in their modulations,
of a character so energetic,(wild, and startling, and mingled
in the midst of their most impetuous gaiety with accents so
mournful, that a shudder of terror replaced the cnthu-
siasm of the andicnce, and Porpsra, rising suddenly‘ cried out
with a loud voice—* You are the devil in person!”

Consuelo finished her air with a ¢rescendo di forza which
oxcited shouts of admiratign, while she reseated herself upon
her chair with a burst of laughter.

“ Wicked girl!” said 1’orpora to her, “you have played me
a trick which deserves hanging. You have mocked me. You
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have hidden from me half your studies and your powers, It
is long since I could teach you anything, and you have
received my lessons from hypocrisy; gerha.ps to stea{from me
tho secrets of composition and of teaching, in order to su

mt‘al intc’vomhing, and make me pass afterwards for an old
pedant.’

“Dear master,” replied Consuclo, “I have done no more
thsun imitate your roguery towards the Emperor Charles. Have
you not often told me that adventurc?—how his imperial
majesty did not like trills, and had forbidden you to introduce
a solitary ono into your oratorio; and how, having scrupu-
lously respected his commands cven to the end of tho work,
you gave him a tasteful divertimento in tho final fugue, com-
moncing it by four asconding trills, repeated ad infinitum
afterwards in” the streffo by all the parts? You have this
cvenin% been pleading against the abuse of embellishments,
and yet you ordered me to use them. I have made use of too
many, in order to prove to you that I likewise can be extrava-
gant, a fault of which I am quite willing to pload guilty.”

“I tell you that you aro Bcelzebub in person,” returned
Porpora. “ Now sing us something human, and sing as you
undersh}'l(l it, for I sce plainly that Pean no longer be your
master.” *

“YoR will always be my respected and well-beloved master,”
cried sheg throwing herself upon his neck and pressing him to
her heapki; “itis to you that T owe my bread and my instrue-
tion for ten years. Oh, my master! they say that you have
forme® only ingrates: may God deprive me on the instant of
my love and my voice, if I,carry in®my heart the poison of
prido and ingratitude!”

Porpora turned pale, stammered some words, and imprinted
a paternal kiss upon the brow of his pupil; but he left there
a tear, and Consuelo, who did not daro tb wipe it off, felt that
cold and bitter toar of neglected old ago and unhappy genius
slowly dry upon her forehcad. She felt deeply affedtod with &
sort of religious terror, which throw a shade ovor all her gaiety,
and extinguished all her fancy for the rest of the evening, An
hour afterwards, when they had lavished upon her al the usual
phrases of admiration, sarprise, and rapture, without being
able to draw her from her melancholy, they asked for a sge-
cimen of her dramatic talent. She sang a grand air of Jo-
melli, from the opera of Didone Adandonata. Neverhad she folt
in so great a degree the necessity of breathing forth her sad-
ness; she was sublime in pathos, in simplicity, in ndeur,
and her %res and expresesidn wore even more boesutiful than
they had been at the church. Her complexion was flushed
with a feverish glow; her oyes shot forth lurid lightnings;
she was no longer a saint, she was evgn moro—sho was a woman
consumed by love, The count, his friend Barberigo, Anzoleto,
and I bolieve even the old Po&ora. hin:ielf, wore almost out of
their genses, Clorinda was suffocated With despair. Consuslo,
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to whom the count announced that on the morrow hor engage-
ment should be drawn up and signed, begged of him to pro-
mise her a sccond favour, and to engage his word to her after
the manner of the ancicnt chovaliors, without knowing to what

erred. Ho did so, aud the company scpgrated, over-
powered by that delicious omotion which is caused by great
events and swayed at pleasure by great geniuses,

CHAPTER XIIL

WHILE Consuelo was achieving all these triumphs, Anzoleto
had lived so completely in her as to forget himsclf; neverthe-
less, when the count in dismissing him mentioned the engage-
ment of his betrothed, without saying a word of his own, he
called to mind the coolness with which he had been treated
during the ovening, and tho dread of being ruined without
remedy poisoned all his joy. The idea darted across his
mind to leave Consnelo on the steps, eanini on Porpora’s arm,
and to return to cast himsolf at the feet of his benefactor; but
as at this moment he hated him, we must say in his {»ruiso
that he withstood the temptation to humiliate himself. When
he had takon leave ofuPorpora, and prepared to gecompany
Consuelo along the canal, the gondoliers of the count informed
him that by the commands of their master the gondoly waited
to conduct the signora homo. A cold perspiration hurst upon
his forehoad. “ The signora,” said he, rudoly, “is f.gustomed
to use her own limbs; she is much obliged to the coun. for his
attentions.” a
“ By what right do y6u refusc for her?” said the count, who
was close behind him. Anzoleto turned and saw him, not with
uncovered hoad as a man who dismissed his guests, but with
his cloak thrown ovor his shoulders, his hat in one hand, and
his sword in the otuer, as one who seeks advontures. An-
zoleto was so enraged, that a thought of stabbing him with
the long narrow knife which & Venetian always carried about
congealed on his person, flashed across his mind. “I hope,
madam,” said tho count, in a firm voice, “that you will not offer
me the affront of refusing iy gondola to take you home, and
cause mo the voxa-tion of mot permitting me to assist you to
enter it.”
Consuelo, always confiding, and suspecting ncthing of what
Eanod around her, accepted the offer, thanked him, and placing
er pretty rounded elbow in the hand of the count, she sprang
without ceremony into the gondola. Then a dumb but encr-
tic dialogue took place betweon the count and Anzoleto.
The count, with one foot on the bank and one o the bark,
measured Anzoleto with his eye, who, standing on the last
stop of the stairs“leading from the water's odge to the palace,
measured him with a fi air in return, his hand in his breast
and grasping the handle of his knife. A single step, and the
sount was lost, What was most characteristic of the Venotian
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disposition in this rapid and silent scene, was, that the two rivals
watched cach other without either hastening the catastrophe,
The count was determined to torture his rival by apparent
irresolution, and ho did so at*leisure, although he saw and
wom;;relmnded the gesture of Anzoleto, On his side Anzo-
leto had strength to wait, without betraying himself, until it
would pleasc the count to finish his malicious pleasantry or
gige up his life. This pantomime lasted two minutes, which
seomed to Anzoleto an age and which the count supported
with stoical disdain. The count then made a Profound bow
to Consuclo, and turning towards his protegé, ** I permit you
also,” said he, “to cnter my gondola; in future you will know
how a gallant man condnets himself;”” and he stepped back
to allow Anzoleto to pass into the boat. Then he gave orders
to the gondolier to row to the Corte Minelli, while he re-
mained standing on the bank, motionless as a statue. It al-
most seemed as if he awaited somo new attempt at murder on
the part of his humiliateq rival.

“ How does the count know your abode?’ was the first word
which Anzoleto addressed to his betrothed, when they wore
out of sight of the palace of Zustiniani.

“ Becauge 1 told him,” replied Consuelo,

“ And why did you tell him?”

“ Beosuse he asked me.”

“You dp not guess then why he wished to know?”

“ Prolyibly to convey me homo,”

“Do ybu think so? I‘;o you think he will not come to seo you ?”

“ Come to scemo? what madness! And in such a wretched
abode! That would be an excess of pdliteness which I should
never wish.” )

“ You do well not to wish it, Consuelo; for cxcess of shame
might cnsue from this excess of honour.”

“Shame! and why shame to me? Inegood faith T do not
understand you to-night, dear Anzoleto; and I think it rather
odd that you should speak of things I do not comprehend, in-
stoad of cxpressing your joy at our incredible and unexpeoted
success.”

“ Unexpeeted indced,” returned Anzoleto, bitterly,

“It scemed to me that at vespers, and while they applauded
me this evening, you were even more intoxicated than I was.
You looked at me with such passionate eyes tha§ my hap-
pinoss was doubled in_secing it reflocted from you. But
now you aro gloomy and out of sorts, just as when we wanted
brczu? and our prospects were uncertain.”

“And now you wish that ¥ should rcjoice in the future?
Possibly if is no longer uucertain, but assuredly it presents
nothing cheering for me.” .

“ What more would we have? It js hardly a week since you
appeared before the count and were received with enthusiasm.
My success was infinitely eclipsed by yours—you kuow it

woll.”
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“I hope not; besides, if it were so, there can be no jealousy
between us.”

These ingennous words, uttered with the utmost truth and
tenderness, calmed the heart of Anzoleto. “ Ah, you are right,”
said ho, clasping his betrothed in his arms; “we cannot Le
jealous of cacl other, we cannot deceive each other:” but as

e uttercd these words he rocalled with remorse his adventure
with Corilla, and it occurred to him that the count, in oyder
to punish hiin, might reveal his conduct to Consuelo whencver
he had reason to suppose that she in the least cncouraged hiin,
He fell into a gloomy reverie, and Consuclo also became pen-
sive.

“ Why,” said she, after & moment’s silonce, “did you sa
that we could not deceive each other? It is a great truth
surely, but why did you just then think of it?”

“ Hush! let us not say another word in this gondola,” said
Anzoleto; “they will hear what we say and tell it to the
count. This velvet covering is very thin, and these palace
gondolas havo recesses four times as deep and as large as
those for hire. Pcrmit me to accompany you home,” said he,
&lgen“ghey had been put ashore at the entrance of the Corte

inelli. « -

“You know that it is contrary to our agreement and custom,”
replied she. .

‘ Oh, do not refuse me,” said Anzoleto, “clse you will plunge
mo into fury and despair.” ¢

Frightened by his tone and his words, Consucio dared
no longer refusc; and when she had lighted her laynp and
drawn the curtains, sesing him gloomy and lost in thought,
she threw her arms around himl. “Iow unhappy and dis-
quieted you secin this evoning!” said she; “ what is the matter
with you$”

“Do you not know, Consuclo? do you ot guess?”

“No, on my soul!”

“ Swoar that you do not guess it. Swear it by the soul of
your mother—by your hopes of heaven!”

“ Oh, I swear it!”

“ And by our love?”

“ {eour love.”

“ 1 beliove you, Consuclo, for it would be the first time you
cver uttered an untruth!”

“ And now will you explajn yoursclf?”

“I shall explain nothing. Terhaps I may have to explain
myself soon; and when that moment comes, and when you
have too well comprehended me, woe to us both, the day on
which you know what I now suffer!” ¢

“Q Heaven! what new misfortune threatens us? What
curse assails us, as wore-enter this poor chamber, where hitherto
wo had no sccrets from each other? Somcthing too surely told
mo when I left it this morning that I should return with death
in my soul. What have I done that I should not enjoy a day
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that promised so well? TIave I not prayed God sincerely and
ardently? Have I not thrust aside each proud thought? vo
I nat suffered from Clorinda’s humiliation? Have 1 not ob-
tained from the count a promise that he should on;iage her as
seconda donna with us?  What have I done, must ain ask,
to incur the sufferings of which you speak—which I already
feol since you feel them 2 -

« And did you indeod procure an engagement for Clorinda?”

¢ T am resolved upon it, and the count is a man of his word,
This poor girl has always drecamed of the theatre, and has no
other means of subsistence.”

‘ And do you think that the count will part with Rosalba,
who knows something, for Clorinda who knows nothing ?”?

“ Rosalba will follow her sister Cerilla's fortunes; and as to
Clorinda we shall give*her lessons, and teach her to turn her
voice, which is not amiss, to the best account. The public, be-
sides, will be indulgent to a pretty girl. Were she only to obtain
a third place, it would ,be always something—a beginning—a
source of subsistence.”

“You are a saint, Consuclo; you do not see that this dolt,
in accepting your intervention, although she should be happy
in obtaiying a third, or even a fourtheplace, will 1fever pardon
you for being first.”

“ Wahat signifies her ingratitude? I know alrcady what in-
gratitude and the ungeateful are.”

“ Y™ gaid Anzoleto, bursting into a laugh, as he em-
bracea’ her with all his old brotherly warmth,

“Oh,” rol(‘)licd she, enchanted at having diverted him from his
cares, ¢ I should always haye before’'my eges the image of m?\'
noble master Porpora.  Many bitter words ho uttered whic
ho thought me incapable of “comprehending; but they sank
deep into my hcart, and shall never leavoit. Heis a man
who has suffered greatly, and is devoufed by sorrow. I'rem
his griof and his deep indignation, as well as what has escaped
from him before me, I have learned that artists, my dear An-
zoleto, are more wicked and da.:x}:erous than T could supposo—
that the public is fickle, forgetful, crucl, and unjust—that a
great carcer is but a heavy cross, and that glory i§ a crown of
thorns, Yes, I know all that, and I have thought 4nd reflected
upon it so often, that I think I should neither be astonished
nor cast down were I to cxperience it myself, Therefore it is
that you have not been able to intoxicate me by the triumph of
to-day—thorefore it is your dark thoughts have not'discouraged
me. I do not yet comprehend them very well; but I know
that with you, and provided¥ou love me, I shall strive not to
hate and despise mankind ‘like my poor unhappy master,
that noble yet simple old man. . .

In listening to his betrothed, Anzoleto recovered his screnit
and his courage. She excreised great influcnce over him, an
each day he discovéred in hor a firmnoss and rectitude which
supplied overything that was wanting in himsell. The terrors
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with which jealousy had inspired himn, wore foriotten at the
end of a quarter of an hour's convorsation; and when she ques-
tioned him again, he was so much ashamed of having suspect-
ed a being so pure and so calm, that He ascribed his agitation
to other causes. “1 am only afraid,” said he, * that the count
will find you so superior, that he shall judge me unworthy to
o with you before the public. He seemed this evening to
have forgotten my very existence. He did not even perceiye
that in accompanying you I played well. In fine, when he
told you of your engagement, he did not say a word of mine.
How is it that you did not remark that?”

It never cntered my head that I should be engaged without
you. Does he not know that nothing would persuade mo to it?
—that we are betrothed ?-sthat we love each other? Haveyou
not told him all this?” .

I have told him so, but perhaps he thinks that I wish to
boast, Uonsuelo.”

“ In that casc I shall boast myself of my love, Anzoleto; I
shall tell him so that he cannot doubt it. But you aro de-
ceived, my friend; the count has not thought it necessary to
spoak of your engagement, because it was a settled thing sinco
the day tha. you sung s¢ well at his house.” N

“But not yet ratificd, and your engagement he has told
you will be signed to-morrow.’ ¢

“Do you think I shall sign the first? Oh, no! you have
done well to put me on my guard. My name shall bi, written
below yours.” v

“ You swear it?” .

“Oh, fie! Do you ask oaths for what you know so well?
Truly you do not love me this evening, or you would not make
me suffer by secming to imagine that 1 did not love you.”

At this thought Consuclo’s cyes filled with tears, and she
sat down with a pouting air, which rendered her charming.
“I am a fool—an ass!” thought Anzoleto. “How could I for
ene instant suppose that the count could triumph over a soul
80 purc—an affection so full and entirc? He is not so inex-

crienced as not to J)crcoivc at a glance that Consuclo is not
or him, and ho would not have been so generous as to offer me
a place in his gondola, had he not known that he would bave
played the part of a fool there. No, no; my lot is well as-
sured—my position unassailable. Let Consuelo pslease him or
not, let him love, pay court te her—all that can only advanece
miy fortunes, for she will soon learn to obtain what she wishes
without incurring any danger. Consuclo will §6on be better
informed on this kead than mysclf. She is prudent, she is
emergetic. The pretensions of the dear count will*only turn
to my profit and glory.”

And thus abjuring all his doubts, he cast himself at the fect
of his betrothed, and gave vent to that passionate enthusiasm
which he now experienced for the first #ime, and which his
Jjealousy had served for some hours to restrain,
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“0O my beauty—my saint—my queen!” ho cried “excuse
me for having thought of myself in place of prostrating myself
before, you, as I should have done, on finding myself again
with you in this chamber. Ileft it this morning in anger with

ou, Yes, yes; 1 should have re-cntered it upon my knees.
ow could you love and smilc upon a brute like me? Strike
me with your fan, Consuelo; place your pregz foot upon my
k. You are greater than I am by a hun d, and I am

ur slave for over from this day.”

“I do not deserve these fine spoeches,” said she, abandoning
herself to his transports; “ and I excuse your doubts because
T comprehend them. Tt was the foar of being separated from
me—of secing our lot divided—which caused you all this un-
happiness. Youn have failed in your faith in God, which is
much worse than having accused me. But I shall pray for
you, and say—* Lord, forgive as 1 forgive him,””

While thus innocently and simply cxpressing hor love, and
mingling with it that Spanish feeling of devotion so full of
human affection and ingenuous candour, Consuelo was beau-
tiful. Anzoleto gazed on her with rapture.

“ Oh, thou mistress of my soul!” he cxclaimed, in a suf-
focated vgice, “ be mine for evermore!s ’

“When you will—to-morrow,” said Consuelo, with a
heavery smile.

“To-morrow? and why to-morrow 2”

* Yoty"ﬁro right; it is now past midnight—wo may be mar-
ried to-ay. When the sun rises let us seck tho priest. Wo
have wo triends, and the ccremony need not be long. T havo
the muslin dress which I haye never yet worn. ‘When 1 mado
it, dear Anzoleto, I said to myself—* Perhaps I may not have
money to purchase my wedding dross, and it my friend should
soon decide on marrying mo, I would bo obliged to wear
one that [ have had on already.’ Thatsthey say, is unlucky.
S0, when my mother appeared to me in a dream, to take it
from me and lay it past, she knew what she did, poor soul!
Therefore, by to-morrow’s sun we shall swear at San Samuel
fidelity for ever. 1)id you wish to satisfy yourself first, wicked
one, that I was not ugly #”

“() Consuelo! cxclaimed Anzoleto, with anguish, ¢ you are
a child. We could not marry thus, from one dayio another,
without its boing known. The count and 1’orpora, whose
tection is so necccssary to us, wquld be justly irritated if we
took this step without counsulting or even inforfning them.
Your old mastor does not like me too well, and the count, as I
know, does not care much formarried singers. 'We cannot go
to San Sauel, where everybody knows us, and where the firt
old woman we met would make the palace acquainted with it
in half an hour. 'We must keep our union secret,”

« No, Anzoleto,” said Consuelo, “ I cannot consont to so rash
—=so0-ill-advised a step. I did not think of the objections you
have urged to a public marriage; but if they aro well fo s
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they apply with equal force to a private and clundestine one. It
was not I who spoke first of it, Anzoleto, although I thought
more than once that we wero old enough to be married; yot it
seemed right to leavo the decision to your prudence, and, if I
must say it, to your wishes; for I saw very well that you were in
no hurry to make me your wife, nor had I any desire to remind
you. You have often told me that before settling oursolves,
we must think of our future family, and secure the ncedfl
resourcos. My mother said the same, and it is only right.
Thus, all things considered, it would be too soon. First, our
engagement must be signed—is not that so#—then we must be
certain of the good-will of the public. 'We can speak of all this
after we make our debut. But why do you grow pale, Anzoleto?
Why do you wring your hands? () Hoavens! arc we not
happy? Does it necd an oath to instre our mutnal love and
reliance ?”’

“ 0 Consuclo! how calm you ard’—how pure!—how cold!”
exclaimed Anzoleto, with a sort of despair.

“ Cold!” exclaimed the young Spaniard, stupified, and crim-
son with indignation. “ God, who reads my heart, knows
whether I love you!”

“Very Well,” retort¢d Anzoleto, angrily; *thros. yourself
into his bosom, for mine is no safe refuge; and I shall fly lust
I become impiouns.” ‘

Thus saying he rushed towards the door, believing that Con-
suelo, who had hitherto never been able to separato Yeom him
in any quarrcl however trifling, would hasten to prevent him;
and in fact she made an impetuous movement as if t& spring
after him, then stopped, saw him go out, ran likowise to the
door, and put her hand on the la.t.cﬁT in order to call him back.
But summoning up all her resolution by a superhuman cffort,
she fastened the bolt behind him, and then, overcome by tho
violent struggle she’had undergone, she swooned away upon
the floor, where she remained motionless till daybreak.

CIIAPTER XV.

1 must confess that I am completely enchanted with her,”
said the Count Zustiniani to his friend Barberigo, as they con-
versed together on the baleony of his palace about two o'clock
the same night. ‘

¢ That is ag much as to say that I must not be so,” replicd
the young and brilliant Barberigo, «“ and I yield the point, for
your rights take precedenco of thine. Nevertheless. 1f Corilla
should mesh you afresh in hier nets, you will have the goodness
to let me know, that I may try and win her car.”

* Do not think of it, if you [ove me. Corilla has never been
other than a plaything. "I sec by your countenance that you
are but morking me.”

“No, but 1 think that the amuscinent is somewhat serious

N



CONBUELO. 1|

which causes us to commit such follies and incur such ex-
mse.’

« 1 admit that I pursue my pleasures with go much ardour
that I spare no expensc to prolong them; but in this case it is
more than fancy—it is passion which I fcel. I never saw a
creature 8o stru.n‘gely beautiful as this Consuelo: she is like a
lamp that pales from time to time, but which at the moment
wlen it is apparcntly about to expire, sheds so bright a light
that the very stars are eclipsed.”

* Ah!” said Barberigo, sighing, “ that little black dress and
white collar, that slender and half devout toilet, that pale, calm,
face at first so little striking, that frank address and asto-
_nishing absence of coquetry—all hecome transformed, and, as
it were, frow divine when inspired by her own lofty genius of
song. Ilappy Zustinianf, who Irold in your hands the destinies
of this dawning star!”

“Wounld I were secure of tho happiness which you envy!
But I am discouraged when I find none of those passions with
which 1 am acquainted, apd which are so casy to bring into
play. Imagine, friend, that this girl remains an cnigma to me
even after a whole day’s study of her. It would almost seem
from her tganquillity and my awkwardmess, that I aln alrendy
so0 far gone that I cannot see clearly.”

“'T'rudy you are captivated, since you a.lroad{ growblind. I,
whom hope does not confuse, can tell you in three words what
you do npiunderstand.  Consuelo is ihe flower of innocence;
she loves the little Anzoleto, and will love him yet for some
time; but if you affront this attachment of childhood, you will
only give it fresh strength, Aﬁipea.r to consider it of no impor-
tance, and the comparison which she will not fail to make
between you and hin will not fail to cool her proference.”

“ But the rascal is as handsome as Apollo; he has a magni-
ficent voice, and must suceced. Corillu ig'already erazy about
him; he is not one to be despised by a girl who has eyes.”

“But he is poor, and \Xou are rich—he is unknown, and you
aro powerful. The necdful thing is to find out whether they
arc merely betrothed, or whether a more intimato connexion
binds them. In the latter case Consuelo’s eyes will be soon
opened; in the former there will be a struggle and uncertainty
which will but prolong her anguish.” & .

1 must then desire what [ horribly fear, and which mad-
dcns? me with rage when I think,of it, What & you sup-
pose?” ¥

«1 think they are merely betrothed.” ’

 But it is impossible. 1Ic is a bold and ardent. youth, and
then the mdnners of those people!” -

* Consuelo is in all respeets o prodigy. You Huvo had ex-
perience to little purpose, dear Zustiniani, if you do not see in
all the movements, all the looks, all the words of this girl, that
she is pure as the ocean gem.”

“You trausport me with joy.”

¢
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“« Take care—it is folly, prejudice. If you love Consuelo, she
must be married to-morrow, so that in eight days her naster
may make her feel the weight of her chain, the torments of
jealousy, the ennui of a troublesome, unjust, and faithless
guardian; for tho handsome Anzoleto will be all that. I could
not observe him yestcrday between Consuelo and Clorinda
without being able to prophes{ her wrongs and misfortunes.
Follow my advice, and you will thank me. The bond of mes-
riage is casy to unloose between people of that condition, and
you know that with women love is an ardent faney which only
increases with obstacles.”

“You drive mo to despair,” replied the count; “ nevertheless,
I feel that 701.1 are x’iﬁht."

Unhappily for the designs of Count Zustiniani, this dialoguc

a listener upon whom they did not reckon, and who did
not lose one syllable of it. After quitting Consuclo, Anzoleto,
stang with jealousy, had come to prowl about the palace of his

tector, in order to assure himseclf that the count did not
intend one of those forcible abductions then so much in vogue,
and for which the patricians had almost entire iinpunity. He
could heag no more, for the moon, which just then rose over
the roofs of the palace, began to cast his shadow orPthe pave-
ment, and the two young lords, perceiving that a man was
under the bLaleony, withdrew and closed the window. ¢

Anzoleto disappeared in order to ponder at hisedeisure on
what he had just heard; it was quite enough to dimect him
what course to take in order to profit by the virtuous counsels
of Bn.rberigo to his fricpd. He slept searcely two holrs, and
immediately when he awoke, ran to the Cortc Minelli. The
door was still locked, but through the chinks he could sce
Consuelo, dressed, stretched on the bed and sleeping, pale and
motionless us death,, The coolness of the morning had ronsed
her from her swoon, and she threw hersclf on the bed without
having strength to undress.  lle stood for some moments
looking at her with remorseful disquietude, but at last be-
coming uneasy at this hcuvy slecp, so contrary to the active
habits of his betrothed, he gently enlarged an opening through
which he could pass his knifc and slide back the holt. This
occasioned some noise; but Consuclo, overcome with fatigue,
was not awakened. He then entered, knelt down beside her
couch, and remained thus until she awoke. On finding him
there Consuelo uttered a ery of joy, but instantly taking awa
her arms which she had thrown round his neck, she drew bae
with an expression of alarm.

“You dread me pow, and iustead of embracing, fly me,”
$aid he with anef. “Oh, I am cx'uell{‘ punished for my fanlt;

on me, Consuclo, and see if you have cver canse to mis-
trust your friend again. I have watched you sleeping for a
whole hour; pardon me, sister—it is tho first and last time you
shall have to blame or repulse your brother; I shall never more
offend you by my hastiness and ill-temper, Leave me, hanish
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e, if 1 fail in my oath. Are you satisfied, dear and pood
Consuclo?”

€onsuelo only replied by pressing the fair head of the
Venetian to her heart and bathing it with tears. This out.
burst comforted her; and soon after falling back upon her
pillow, “1 confess,” said she, “that I am overcomo; 1 hardly
slept all night, we parted so unhappily.”

Sleep, Consuelo; sleep, dear -angel,” roplied Anzoleto.

0 you remember the nigi'nt that you allowed me to on
your couch, while you worked and prayed at your little table?

t is now my turn to watch and protect you. Sleep, my child:
1 shall turn over your music and read it to myseltp whast you
ropose an hour or two; no one will disturb us before tho
evening. Sleep, then, and prove by this confidence that you
pardon and trust me.” °

Consuclo replied by a heavenly smile.  He kissed her fore-
head and placed himself at the table, whilo she enjoyed a
refreshing sleop, mingled with sweet dreams.

Anzoleto had lived calinly and innocently too long with this
young Firl, to render it difficult after one day's agitation to
regain his usual demeanour.  This brotherly feeling was, as it
were, the cedinary condition of his soul® besides, wifat he had
heard the preceding night under tho balcony of Zustiniani, was
well cal®ulated to strengthen his faltering purpose. * Thanks,
my brave sentlemen,” said he to himself; *“ you have given me
a lesson which the rascal will turn to account just as much as
one of your own class. I shall abstain from jealousy, infidelity,
or any weakness which ma{igive you an advantage over me.
lilustrious and profound Bgrberigo! "your prophecies bring
counsel; it is good to be of your school.

Thus refleeting, Anzoleto, overcome by a sleepless night,
dozed in his turn, his head supported on his hand and his
clbows on the table; but his sleep was not %ound, and the day-
light had begun to decline as he rose to sce if Consuelo still
slumbered.  The rays of the setting sun strcaming through
tho window, cast a glorious purple tinge on the old bed and its
beautifu) occupant.  1ler white mantilla she had made into a
curtain, which was secured to a filagree crucifix nailed to the
wall above her head. Her veil fell gracefully over her well-
proportioned and admirable fizure; and, bathed #n this rose-
coloured light as a flower which closes its leaves together at the
approneh of evening, her long tresses falling upon her white
shoulders, her hands crossed on her bosom as a saint on her
marble tomb, she looked so chaste and heavenly that Anzolgto
mentally exclaimed, “Ab, Cdunt Zustiniani, ‘.hat. ou could
see her this momeunt, and behold the prudent and jealouss
guardian of a treasure you vainly covet, beside her?”

At this moment a faint noise was heard outside, and Anzo-
leto, whose facultics were kept on the stretch, thought h’e
recognizeds the splashing of water at the foot of Gonouem
ruined_ dwelling, although gondolas rarely, app:
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Corte Minelli, He mounted on a chair, and was by this
means able to see through a sort of loop-hole near the ceiling,
which looked towards the canal. He distinctly saw Count
Z.ustiniani leave his bark, and question the half-naked children
who gln.yed on the beach. lle was uncertain whether he
should awaken his betrothed or close the door; but, during the
ten minutes which the count occupied in finding out the garret
of Coneuelo, he had time to regain the utmost sclf-possessjpn
and to leave the door ajar, so that any one might enter without
noise or hindrance; then rescating himself, he took a pen and
pretended to write music, e appeared perfectly calm and
tranquil, although his heart beat vivlently.

Tho count slipped in, rejoicing in the idoa of surprising his
Erotegée, whose obvious destitution he conceived would favour

is corrupt intentions, 1lc¢ bLroughtr Consuelo’s engagement
ready signed along with him, aud he thought with such a
passport his reception could not be very discouraging ; but at
the first sight of the strange szmctum-{lm which this sweet girl
slopt her angelic sleep under the watchful eye of her contented
lover, Count Zustiniani lost his presence of mind, entangled
his cloak which he had thrown with a conqueriug air over his
shoulders,-and stog;ped‘botween the bed and the table, uiterly
uncertain whom ho should address. Anzoleto was revenged
for the scene at the entrance of the gondola. 12
“My lord,” he exclaimed, rising as if surprised by an un-
visit, “shall I awaken my botrothed 22

*No,” replied the count, already at his ease, and aflteting o
turn his back that he might contemplate (Consuelo; “ ¥ am so
hn.g)v to see her thus, I"forbid you to awaken her.”

cg, you may look at her,” thought Anzoleto; “it is all 1
wished for.”

Consuelo did not awaken, and the count, speaking in a Jow
tone and assuming u gracious and tranquil aspeet, expressed
his_admiration without restraint, “You were right, Zoto,”
raid he with an easy air; “ Consuclo is the first singer in Italy,
and I was wrong {o doubt that shc was the most beautiful
woman in the world,”

“Your highness thought her frightful, however,” said Anzo-
leto, ma]icious(liy. .

“You have doubtless complained to her of all my folly; but,
I reserve to myself tho pleasure of obtaining pardon by so
honourable and complete un apology that you shall not again
be able to injure me in reealling my errors.”

“Injure you, Signor Count!—how could 1 do & even had 1
the wish ¢ ¢
. Consuelo md%ed. *“Let us not awaken her too suddenly,”
said the count, “and clear this table that I may place on it
and read, her engagement. Hold!” said he when Anzoleto had
obeyed him; “cast your eyes over this paper while we wait for
bers to open.” .

“An engagement beforo trial!—it is magnificont, my noble
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patron. And she i3 to appear at once, before Corilla’s engage-
ment has expired ?”

“TFhat is nothing; there is some trilling debt of a thousand
sequins or so due her, which we shall pay off.”

‘ But what if Corilla should cabal?”’

“We will confine her under the leads.”

“*Tore lleaven! nothing stops your highness.”

“Xes, Zoto,” replied the count coldly; *“thus it is: what we .
desire we do, towards one and all.”

“ And the conditions are the same as for Corilla—the samo
condijtions for n débutante without name or reputation as for
an illustrious performer adored by the publie!”

“ The new singer shall have even more; and if the conditions
granted her predecessor do not satisfy her, she has only to say a
word and they shall be tloubled. "liverything depends upon
hersclf,” continued he, raising his voice a little as he percoived
that Consuelo was awake: “her fate is in her own hands.”

Consuelo bad heard all this partially, through her sleep.
When sho had rubbed her eyes and assured herself that she was
not drearning, she slid down into the space between the bed and
the wall, without considering the strangeness of her position,
and after agranging her haw, came forward with imgenuous
confidence to join in the conversation.

“Signsr Count,” said she, “you are only too good; but I am
not so presumptuous as to avail myself of your offer. I will-not
sign this engagement until 1 have made a trial of my powers
before the public. 1t would not be delicate on my part. I
wmight net please—I might incur a fiasco und be hissed. Evon
should 1 be hoarse or unprepared, or even ugly that day, your
word would be still pledged—you would be too proud to take
it back and 1 to avail myself of it.”

“Ugly on that day, Consuclo!—you ugly!” said’ the count,
lovking at her with burning glances; “ come now,” he added,
taking her by the hand and leading her to the mirror, “look
at yoursclf there. 1f you are adorable in this costume, what
would you be, covered with dismonds and radiait with tri-
umph? -
he count’s impertinence made \nzoleto gnash his tecth ;
but the calm inditference with which Consuelo melyed his
compliments restrained his impatience. *Siy'% said she,

ushing back the {ragment of louking-glass which:he held in

Eis hand, “do not break my mirroy; it is the only one I ever

had, and it has never deceived me. Upgly or protty, I refuse
your liberality; and I may tell you frankly that I shall not
appear unless my betrothed be similarly engaged. " T will have

no other théatre nor any other public except his: we cannot be ,
scparate, being eangaged to each other.” .

This abrupt declaration took the count a little unawares,
but he soon regained his equanimity. .

“You are right, Consuelo,” replied he; “1 ncver intended
to uptr&te you: Zoto shall appear with yourself,” At the same

B
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time I cannot coneeal from you that his taleuts, although
remarkable, are much inferior to yours.”

“I do not beliove it, my lord,” said (Cousuelo, blushing as if
she had reccived a personal insult.

“I hear that he is your pupil, much more than that of the
maestro I gave him. Do not deny it, beautitul Consuelo.  On
learning your intimacy, Porpora ‘exclaimed, ‘I am no longer
nstoniaged at certain (ualities ho possesses, which 1 was ungble
to reconcile with his defests.””

“Thauks to the Signor Professor,” said Auzoleto with a
forced smile,

“He will change his mnind,” said Consuclo gaily—" besides,
the public will contradict this dear good master.”

“The good dear master is the best judge of music in the
world,” replied the count. * Anzoléto will do well to profit by
your lessons; but we cannot arrange the torms of his agreo-
ment before we have ascertained the sentiments of the public.
Let him make his appearance, angl we shall settle with him
according to justice and our own favourable feeling towards
him, on which he has cvery reason to rely.”

“ Then lot us both make our appearance,” replied Consuclo;
“but nosignature—ro agreement bofore trial; on that 1 am
determined.”

“You are not satisfied with my termns, Consuclo; -ery well,
theh you shall dictate them yourself; here is the pen—add—
take away-—my signaturc is helow.”

Consuclo seized the pen; Anzoleto turncd pale, and the
count, who observed him, chewed with pleasure the end of the
rufile which he twisted®in his fingers. Consuclo crased the con-
tract and wrote upon the portion romaining above the signa-
ture of the count—

“ Anzoleto and Cousuelo severally agree to such conditions
a8 it shall ploase Gount Zustiniani to impose after their first
appearance, which shall take Plzmn during the cusuing month
at the theatre of San Samuel.”

She signed rapidly, and passed the pen to her lover,

“ Sign without looking,” said she. ** You can do no loss to
prove your imtitude, and your confidence in yonr benefactor.”

Anzoleto had glanced over it in a twinkling : he signed—it
was but the work of a momont. The count.rend over his
nh‘?\(x)lder. o 4 o ¢

OConsuelo,” said he, “you are a strange girl—in truth an
admirable creature. You will both dine wit.gf\ xpgp," he contiuued,
toaring the contract and offering his hand to Consuelo, whe
accepted it, but at the same thne requested him to wait with

» Anzoleto in his gondola while she should arrangethor toilet.

“Decidedly,” said she to herself when aloue, “ I shall be able
to buy a new marriage robe.” She then arranged her muslin
dress, settled her hair, and flew down the stairs singing with
a voice full of freshness and vigour. The count, with excess
of courtesy, had waited for her-with Anzoleto at the foot of the
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stair, She believed him furtiier off, and almost foll into his
arms, but suddenly disengaging herself, she took his hand and
- carried it to her lips, after the fashion of the country, with the
respect of an inferior who does not wish to infringe upon the dis-
tinctions of rank ; then turning, she clasped her betrothed, and
hounded with joyous steps towards the gondola, without await-
ing the ceremonious escort of her somewhat mortificd protector,

CHAPTER XVIL

Tht count seeing that Consuelo was insensible to the stimulus
of gain, tried to flatter her vanity by offering her jewels and
ornaments; Lut these she refused.  Zustiniani at first imagined
that she was aware of hig secret intentions; but he soon saw
that it was but a species of rustic pride, and that she would
roceive no recompense until she conceived sho had earned it by
working for the prospority of his theatre. o obliged her
however to aceept a white satin dress, observing that she could
not appear with propriety in her maslin robe in his saloon, and
adding that he would consider it a favour if she would aban-
don the attire of the people.  She submitted her fine figure to
the fashionsble milliners, who turned it%o good account, and
did not spare the material.  Thus transformed in two days
into a wotnan of the world, and induced to aceept a necklace of
fine pearls which the count presented to her as payment for the
evenmng when she sang before him and his {riends, she was
beaatiful, if not aceording to her own peculiar style of beauty,
at least a% she shoukd bo to be admivad, by the vulgar. This
result however was not perfectly attained. ~ At the first glanco
Consuclo neither strack nor dazzled anybody; she was always
pale, and her modest., stadicus habits took from her look that
trilliant glance which we witness in the eygs of women whose
only objeet is to shine.  The basis of her character, as well as
the distinguishin peculiarity of her countenance, was a reflect-
ive seriousness.  (One might sce her eat, and talk, and weary
herself with the trivial coneerns of daily life, withot even sup-
posing that she was pretty; bnt ouce the smile of #njoyment,
so casily allied to screnity of soul, came to light up hpr features,
liow charming she became! And when she was farther ani-
mated—when she interested hersclf seriously in thezbusiness of
the pieco—when she displayed tenderness, cxaltatibn of mind,
the manifestation of her inward life and hidden power—she
shone resplendent with all the fire of genius and lo¥e, she was
another being, the audience were urried away—passion-
stricken as iy were—annihilated"at ploasuro—withiout her be-
ing able to explain the mystery of her tEower. '
What the count experienced for her therefore astonished and
annoyed her strangely. There were in this man of the world
artistic chords whic| never yet been struck, and which she
causced to thrill with unknown emotions; but this revelation
rould not penetrate the patrician’s soul sufficiontly to enable
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him to discern the impotence and poverty of the meaus by
which he attempted to lead away a woman so different from
those he had hitﬁ:erto endeavoured to corrupt.

He took patience and determined to try the cffects of emula-
tion. He conducted her to his box in the theatre that she
might witness Corilla's success, and that ambition might be
awakened in her; but the result was quite different from what
might have been anticipated. Consuelo left the theatre, ald,
silent, fatigued, and in no way excited by the noise and ap-
plause. Corilla was deticient in solid talent, nolle scutiment,
and well-founded power; and (ousuclo felt quite computent to
form an opinion of this forced, {actitious, talent, already vitiated
at its source by selfishness and excess. She applauded nneon-
sciously, uttered words of formal approval, and disdained to

ut on a mask of enthusiasm for one whoin she could ncither
ear nor admire, Tho count for . moment thought her under
the influence of secrct jealousy of the talents, or at least of
the person, of the prima donna, “This is nothing,” said he,
“to the triumphs which you will achicve when you appear be-
fore the public as you have alrendy appeared betore me. 1
hope that you are not frightened by what, you sco.”

* No, Signor Count,” replied C'onsuclo, smilingy “ the pablic
frightens me not, for 1 never think of it. I only think of what
might be realized in the part which Corilla fills in s brilliant
& manner, but in which there are many defects which she does
not perceive,”

* What! you do not think of the public#”

“ No; I think of the piece, of the intentions of the Bomposer,
of the spirit of the part, and of,the good qualitics and defects
of the orchostra, from the former of whiech we arve to derive
advantage, while we arc to conceal the latter by o louder in-
tonation at certain parts. I listen to the choruses, which are
not always satisfabtory, and require a more strict direction; 1
examine the passages on which all one’s strength is required,
and also those of course where it muy advantageously be re-
served. You will perceive, Signor (‘ount, that 1 have many
things to think of bosides the public. who knows nothing about
all that I have mentioned, and can toach me nothing,”

This grave judgment and serious inquiry so surprised 7usti-
niani that he could not utter a single question, and asked him-
self, with some trepidation, what hold a gallant like himself
could have on a genius of ¢his stawnp.

The appearance of the two débutants wag precaded by all
the usual inflated announcements; and this was the source of
continual discussion and difiercnce of opinion between the

* Count and Porpora, Consuelo and her lover.  Tie okl naster
and his Kupll blamed the quack aunouncements and all those
thousand unworthy tricks which have driven us so far into
folly and bad faith, 1In Venice during those days the journals
had not much to say as to public affairs; they did not concorn
themselves with the composition of the andience; they were
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unaware of the deep resources of public advertisements, the
gossipof biographical announcements, and the powerful ma-

. chinery of hired applause. There was plenty of bribing and
not a fow cabals, but all this was concocted in coteries, and
brought about through the instrumentality of the public, warmly
attached to onc side or sincercly hostile fo the other. Art was
not always the moving spring; passions great and small, forei
alike to art and talent, then as now, came to do battle in tﬁ
temple ; but they were not so skilful in coneealing these sources
of discord, and in laying themn to the account of pure love for
art. At bottom, indeed. it was the same vulgar, worldly spirit,
with a surface less complicated by civilization.

Zustiniani managed these aflairs more as a nobleman than
as the conductor of a theatre, lHis ostentation was a more
powerful impulse than thesavarice of orditfary speculators, He
prepared the publie in his saloons, and warmed up his repre-
sentations beforchand,  Iis conduet it is truo was never
cowardly or mean, bnt it hore the puerile stamp of sclf-love, a
busy gallautry, and the pointed gossip of good society. Ho
therefore procceded to demolish, piece by picee, with con-
siderable art, the edifice so lately raised by his own hands to
the glory ofg('orilla. Everybody saw thet {w wantedeto set up
in its place the miracle of talent; and as the exclusive posses-
sion of this wonderful phenomenon was ascribed to him, poor
Consuclo never suspected the nature of his intentions towards
her, although all Venice knew that the count, disgusted with
the conduct of Corilla, was about to introduce in her place
another ssinger; while many added, “Grand mystification
for the public, and great projudice t® the .theatre; for his
favourite is a little street sinder, who has nothing to recom-
mend her exeept her fine voico and tolerable figure.”

lience arose fresh cabals for Corilla, who went about playing
the part of an injured rival, and who implored her extensive
cirele of adorers and their friends to do justice to the insolent
retensions of the zingarellu,  Ilenco also mew cabals in
favour of Consuclo, by a numerous party, who, although dif-
fering widely on other subjects, united in a wish to mortify
Corilla and elevate her rival in her place. y

As to the veritable dilettanti of music, they were equally
divided between the opinion of the serious mast¢rs—such as
Porpora, Marccllo, and Jomelli, who predicted withi the appear-
anee of an excellent musician, the rgturn of the goad old usages
and casts of performance—and the a.:fer of second-rate com-
poscrs, whose compositions Corilla had always prefeired, angd
who now saw themselves threatened with neglect in her person.
The orchestra, dreading to set to work on scores which had,,
been long laid aside, and which conscquently would require
study, all those retainers of the theatre, who in every thorough
reforin always foresaw an entire change of the performers,
even the very sceme-shifters, the tirewomen, and the hair-
dressers—all were in movement for or agninst the debutante
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at San Samuel. In point of fact the début was much more in
everybody’s thoughts than the new administration or the acts
of the Doge, Pioctro Grimaldi, who had just then peaceably
succeeded his predecessor Luigi T’isuni.

Consuelo was exceedingly distressed at these dolays and the
petty quarrels connected with her new career; she would have
wished to come out at once, without any other preparation than
what concerned hersclf and the study of the new picce. She
understood nothing of those endless intrigues which secimed to
her more dangerous than useful, and which she felt she could
very well dispense with, But the count, who saw more clearly
into the secrets of his profession and who wished to be envied his
im:‘.‘fx'ina.ry happiness, spared nothing to secure partisans, and
made her come cvgry day to his palace to be presented to
all the aristocracy of Venice. Consuelo’s modesty and re-
luctance ill supported his designs; but he induced her to
sin, i la.ud the victory was at once decisive—Driliant—incon-
testible. .

Anzoleto was far from sharing the repugnance of his be-
trothed for these secondary mcans. His success was by no
means so certain as hers. In the first place the count was not
8o ardent in his favow, and the tenor whom he wies to succeed
was 8 man of talent, who would not be ensily forgotten. It is
true he also sang nightly at the eount’s palace, and ¢ onsuclo
in their duets brought him out admirably: so that, urged and
sustained by the magic of a genius superior to his own, he
often attained &ma.t heights. He was on these occasions both
encouragod an nppln.utf(-d; but when the first surpride excited
by his fine voice was®over, mgre especially when (‘onsuclo
had revealed herself, his duficiency was appareut and fright-
ened evon himself. This was the timne to work with renewed
vigour; but in vain Consuclo exhorted him and appointed him
to meet her cach morning in the Corte Minelli—where she per-
sisted in remaining spite of the remonstrances of the Count,
who wished to establish her more suitably—Anzoleto had so
much to do—so many visits, engagements, and intricues on
hand—such distracting anxicties to occupy his nind-—that
neither timo nor courage was left for study.

In the midst of these perplexities, seeing that the greatest
opposition would be given by Corilla, and also that the count
no longer gave himself any trouble about her, Anzoleto re-
golved to visit her himself én order to deprecate her hostility.
As may. easily be conceived, she had preterdad to take the
matter very _]lﬁhtly. and treated the neglect and contempt of
Zustiniani with philosophical finconcern. She mentioned and
boasted everywhore that she had received brilliant offers from
the Italian opera at Paris, and calculating on the roverse
which she thought awaited her rival, laughed outright at the
illusions of tho count and his party. Anzoleto thought that
with prudence aud Ly employing” a little deccit, he might
disarm this formiduble enemy; und having perfumed and
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adorned himself, he waited on ler at one in the afternoon—an
h?u_r when the siesta renders visits unusual and the palaces

. silent,

CHAPTER XVII

AxzoLiro found Corilla alone in a charming boudoir, reclin-
ing on a couch in a becoming undress; but the alteration in
her features by daylight, led hiin to suspect that her security
with regard to Consuelo was not so great as her faithfal par-
tisans asscrted.  Nevertheloss she reccived him with an easy
air, and tapping him playfully on the cheek, while she made a
sign to her servant to withdraw, exclaimed—* Ah, wicked one,
is it you?—are you come with your tales, or would you make
me belisve yon are no dealer in flourishes, nor the most in-
triguing of all the postuldnts for faine?  You were somewhat
conceited, my hzmd‘;gme friend, it you supposed that I should
he disheartened by your sudden flight after so mgany tender
declarations; and still mapre conceited was it to suppose that
you were wanted, for in four-and-twenty hours I had forgotten
that such a persou existed. -

“ Four-aud twenty hours'—that is a long time,” replied
Anzoleto, Rissing the plump and roumded arm of Cori
“Ah! if I believed that, I should be proud indeed ; but I know
thgl({; if T was so far deccived as to belicve you when you
sa' _77

“ What I said, I advise you to forget also. Had you called
you would have found my door shut against you. What
assurande to come to-day!”

“ 18 it not good taste to leaye those %ho are in favour, and
to lay one’s heart and devotion at the feet of her who—"

“ Well, finish—to her who is in disgrace. It is most gener-
ous and hamaue on your part, most illustrious friend!”  And
Corilla fell back upon the satin pillow with a burst of shrill
and forced laughter,

Althongh the disgraced prima_donna was no longer in her
early frcslmess-u.lt‘ﬂough the mid-day sun was not mnch in hor
favour, and although vexation had somewhat taken from the
effect of her full-formned features—Anzoleto, who had never
Deen on terms of intimacy with a woman so brilliant and so
renowned, felt himself moved in regions of the soul to which
Consuelo had never descended, and whence he hag voluntarily
banished her pureimage.  He thenefore palliated the railleelz of
Corilla by a profession of love which he had only intended to
feign, but which he now actually began to experience. I eay
love for wapt of a better word, ¥or it wore to profane the name
to apply it to the attraction awakened by such women as,
Corilla. When she saw the young tenor really moved, she
grew milder, and addressed him after a more amiable fashion.

“I confess,” said she, “ you selected me for a whole evening,
but 1 did not altogether estcem you. I know you are.ambi-
tious, gnd consequently falso, and ready for every treason, I
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dare not trust to you. You pretended to be jealous on a eer-
tain night in my goudola, aud took b‘elgon you the airs of a
despot. That might have disenchanted ine with the insipid
allantries of our patricians, but you deceived me, ungrate-
ul one! you were engaged to another, and are going to
marry—whom?—oh, 1 know very well—ny rival, my enemy,
the d)(':buta.ntc, the new protegée of Zustiniani. Shame upon
us two—upon us three—upon us all!” added she, growing ani-
mated in spite of herself, and withdrawing her hand from
Anzoleto.

“Cruel creature!” he exclaimed, trving to regain her fair
fingers, ** you ought to understand what passed in my heart
when 1 first saw you, and not busy yoursclf with what occupied
me before that terrible moment. Ks to what happened since,
can you not gucss it, and is thero any necessity to recur
to the subject?”

“I am not to be put ofl with half words and reservations:
do you love the zingarella, and are you about to marry her?”

“And if I loved her, how does it happen I did not marry
her before?”

“Perhaps the count wonld have opposed it. Fvery one
knows what he wants now. They cven say that he has
ground for impatieneo, and the little one still more so.”

The colour mounted to Anzoleto’s face when he heard lan-
guage of this sort applied to the heing whom he venerated
abovo all others.

“ Ah, you are angry at my supposition.” said ('orilla; “it is
well—thatis what1 wished to find out.  You love hera  When
will the marriage take place?”

“For the love of Heaven, maflam, lot us speak of nobodv
exeept ourselves.”

© Agreed,” replied Corilla. 8o, my former lover and your
fature spouse—", ) .

Anzoleto was enraged; he rose to go away, but what was he
to do? Should he enrage still more the woman whom he had
come to pacify? lle remained underided, dreadiudly humiliated,
and unhappy at the part he had imiposed on himself.

Corilla eagerly desired to win his aflectious, not hecause she
loved him, but because she wished to be reveuged on Consuclo,
whom she had abused without beiug certain that her insinua-
tions were well founded,

*“Yon see,” suid she, arregting him on the threshold with a
peretrating look, *“that I have reason to doubt yau; for at this
moment you are deceiving some one—either her or myself,”

“ Neither one nor the otherd replied he, endeavouring to
justify himself in his own e‘yes. “l am not her ldver, and 1
‘mever was so. L am not in leve with her, for 1 ain not jealous
of the count.”

“Oh!indecd? You are jealous, even to the point of denying
it, and you come here to cure yoursclf or distract your atten-
tion from a subject 8o unpleasunt. Many thanks!”
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“1 am not jealous, I repeat; and to prove that it is 110t mor-
tification which makes me speak, 1 tell you that the count is
. no more her lover than I am; that she is virtuous, child as she
is, apq that the only onc guilty towards you is Count Zusti-
niani.'

“So, s0; then T may hiss the zingarella without aflictin
vou. You shall be in my box on the night of her debut, an
you shall hiss her. Your obedicnee shall be the prico of my

wvour—take mo at my word, or I draw back.”

“ Alas! madam, you wish to prevent me appearing myself,
for you know T am to do so at the same time as Consuelo. If
you hiss her, T shall fall & victim to your wrath, because I shall
sing with her.  Aud what have 1 done, wreteh that T am, to
displeasc you? Alas! T had a dclicious but fatal dream. I
thought for a whole cventng that yon took an intercst in me,
and that T should grow great under your protection. Now I
am the object of your hatred and anger—I, who have so loved
and respected you as to fly you! Very well, madam; satiate
your enmity. verthrow me—ruin me—close my career, So
that you can here tell mie, in seeret, that T am not hateful to
you, 1 shall aceept the public marks of your anger.” ®

“ Serpeng)” cxclaimed Corilla, “wheare have yof imbibed
the poison which your tongue and your cyces distil?  Much
would Teive to know, to comprehend you, for you are the most
amiable of lovers and the most dangerous of cnemies.”

1 your enemy! how could I be so, even were I not subdued
by vour charm=? llave you encmies then, divine Ciorilla?
Can you have them in Venice, where you arc known and
where you rule over no divided empire?* A love quarrel throws
the count into despair; he would remove you, since thereby he
would cease to sutler,  Tle meets a little ereature in his path
who appears to display resources, and who onl{' asks to be
heard. 1s this a erime on the part of a jor child, who only
hears your namo with terror, and who never utters it herself
without respect?  And you ascribe to this little one insolent
preteusions which she does not entertain,  The efforts of the
count to recommend her to his friends, the kindress of these
friends, who exaggerate her descrts, the bitterness of yours, who
spread calumuies which serve but to annoy and vex you, whilst
tKey should but calm your soul in }l)ictm'mp: to you your glory
unassailable and your rival all treinbling—these aye the preju-
dices which I discover in you, and st which T am sé confounded
that T hardly know how to assail thein.” .

“You know but too well, with that flattering tongue of
yours,” said Corilla, looking @ him with tenderness mixed
with distrugt; I hear the honied words which reason bids me
disclaim. 1 wager that this Consuelo is divinely beautiful,
whatever may have bern said to the contrary, and that she
has merits, though opPosed to mine, since the severe Porpora
has proclaimed them.’ .

“ You know Porpora: you know all hiserotchety ideas. An
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enemy of all originality in others, and of every innovation in
the art of song, he declares a little Supil. who listens to his
dotage, submissive to his pedantry, and who runs over the scale
decently, to bo preferable to all the wonders which the public
adores. How long have you tormented yourself about this
crazy old fool ¢”

“She afraid? I was told, on the contrary, that she was
gifted with rare impudence.”

“Alas, poor girl! they ¢owish to ruin her then. You shall
hear her, ndble Corilla; you will be moved by « generous pity,
and you will encourage instead of hissing her as you said just
uow in jest.”

“Either you deccive me, or my friends have greatly de-
ceived me with regard to her.” .

“ Your friends have allowed themselves to be deecived. In
their indiscreet zeal they have been terrified at sceing a rival
raised up against you—terrified by a child!—terrified for yon!
Ah! those persous cunnot Jove you mueh, since they appreciate
you so little. Oh! if I had the happiness to be your friend, 1
shguld know hetter what you are, and f should not do you the
injustice o be affrighted by any rivalry, were it even that of a
Faustina or a Moltenl” -

“Do not believe that T have been frightened.  Tam neither
jealous nor malicious : the success ol others having fever in-
jured mine, I have never troubled myself about them. But
when I think that they endeavour to hrave me and to make
me suffor—"

Do you wish me to pring the little (‘onsuelo to yuur feet?
If she had dared, she would already have come to ask your
advice and your assistance. But she is so timid a child! and
then they had calummiated you to her. They said to her also
that you were erucl. vindictive, and that you reckoned confi-
dently on her fall.”

“ Did they say that? ThenTunderstand why you are here.”
. *No, madam, you do not understand; for I did not believe
it an instant—I never shall believe it.  Oh no, madam! you
do not understand why.”

In s ] aking thus, Anzoleto made his black cyes sparkle, and
bent his knee hefore Corilla with an expression of profound

pect and love.

** She is without talent then?”

“ Why, she hasa passabl¢ voice, and sings decently at church,
but she can kuow nothing of the theatre; aud besides, she is so
paralyzed with fear, that it is much to be dreaded she will lose
the few resources that Heaven has given her.”

* Corilla wasdestitute neither of acuteness nor ill-nature; but
. a8 h:s[;:;ls to women exeessively taken with themselves, vanity
seal r eyes and precipitated her into the clumsy trap.

Bhe thought she had nothing to apprehend as regarded
Anzoleto’s seutiments for the débutante. When he justified
himself, and swore by all the gods that he had never loved this
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young girl, save as a_brother should love, he told the truth,
and there was so much confidencoe in his manuer that Corilla's
jealousy was overcome, At length the great day approached,
and the cabal was annihilated.” Corilla, on her part, thence-
forth went on in a different dircction, fully persuaded that the
timid and inexperienced Consuelo would not succeed, and that
Anzoleto would owe her an infinite obligation for having con-
tributed nothing to hor downfull. Besides, he had the address
to embroil her with her firmest champions, pretending to be
jealous, and obliging her to dismiss thewn rather rédely.

Whilst he thus laboured in secret to blast the hopes of a

woman whom he pretended to love, the cunning Venetian
layod another game with the count and Consuelo. He
asted to them of having disarmed this most formidable
enemy by dexterous maragement, interested visits, and bold
falsehoods. The count, frivolous and somewhat of a gossip,
was extremely amused by the stories of his protege. His self-
love was flattered at the vegret which Corilla was said to ex-
pericnce on aceount of their quarrel, and he urged on this young
man, with the levity whi«gx one witnesses in affairs of love
and gallantry, to the comnission of cowardly perfidy. Con-
suelo was & stonished and distressed.  “%ou would do better,”
said she, “to cxcrcise your voice and study your part. You
think yiui have done much in propitiating the enemy, but a
single {alse note, a moveinent badly expressed, would do more
against you with the impartial public than the silence of the
envious. 1t is of this public that you shonld think, and 1 see
with pain that you are thinking nothing about it.”

“Be calm, little Consueln,” said he; * your error is to
belicve a public at onee impartial and enlightened. Those best
acquainted with the matter are hardly ever in earnest, and
those who are in earnest Rnow so littlo about it, that it only
requires boldness to dazzle and lead them away.”

CHAPTER XVIIL

I the midst of the anxioties awakened by the desfre of success
and by the ardour of Corilla, the jealousy of Anz‘gl:lato with re-
gard to the count slumbered. Happily Consuelo did not need a
more watchful or more moral protector. Secure jn innocence,
she avoided the advances of Zustiniani, and kept him at a
distance precisely by caring nothindz about it. At the end of &
fortnight this Venctian libertine acknowledged that shehad none
of those worldly passions whicly lead to corruption, though he
spared no pgins to make them spring up. Butevenin this respect
he had advanced no farther than the first day, and he feared to
ruin his hopes by pressing them too openly. Had Anzoleto
anuoyed him by kecpihg wateh, anger might have cansed him
to precipitate matters; but Anzoleto left him at perfect liberty.
Consuelo distrusted nothing, and he only tried to make him-
self agpeeable, hoping in time to become necassary to her,
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There was no sort of delicate attentious, or refined gallantries,
that he omitted. Consuelo placed them all to the account of
the liberal and elegant manners of his ¢lass, united with a love
for art and a natural gooduess of disposition. She displayed
towards him an unfeigned regard, a sacred gratitude, while
he, happy and yet dissatisficd with this purc-hearted unreserve,
be%?n to grow uneasy at the sentiment whieh he inspired until
such period as he might wish to break the ice.

While he gave himself up with fear, and yet not without sa-
tisfuction, to this new feeling—econsoling himself a little for his
want of success by the opinion which all Venice entertained of
his triumph—Clorilla experienced the same transformation in
herself. She loved with ardour, if rot with devotion; and her
irritable and imperious soul bent beneath the yoke of her young
Adonis. It was truly the queen o beauty in fove with the
beautiful hunter, and for the first time linmble and timid be-
fore the mortal of her choice. She afiected, with a sort of
delight, virtues which she did not possess. No true it is that
the extinction of sclf-idolatry in favour of another, tends to raise
and ennoble, were it but for an instant, hearts the least suseep-
tible of pure emotions.

The ensotion whichrshe experienced reacted on her talents,
and it was remarked at the theatre that she performed pa-
thetic parts more naturally and with greater sensibilisy.  Dut
as her character and the essence of her nature were thus as it
seemed inverted, as it required a sort of internal convulsion to
effect this change, her bodily strength gave way in the combat,
and each day tto_v obscrved—-some with malicious joy, others
with serious alarm—tlic fuilure of her powers. ller brilliant
exccution was impeded by shorthiess of breath and false intona-
tions. The anmoyance and terror which she experienced, weak-
ened her still further, and at the®representation which took
place previous to thee début of Consuelo, she sang so false, il
failed in so many brilliant passages, that hier friends applanded
faintly, and were soon reduced to silence and consternation hy
the murmurs of her opponeuts.

At length the great day arrived: the house was filled to suf-
focation. Corilla, attired in black, pale, agitated, mome dead
than alive, divided between the fear of secing her lover cou-
demned and her rival triuniph, was scated in the recess of her
little box in the theatre. Crowds of the aristocracy and beauty
of Venice, tier alove ticr, wmade a brilliant display.  The fops
were crowded behind the seenes, and even in the front of the
stage. The lady of the doge took her place along with the
great dignitaries of the republic, Porpora directed the orehes-

~tra in person: and Connt Zustiniani waited at Yhe door of
Consuclo’s apartment till she had concluded her toilet, while
Anzoleto, dressed as an antique warrior, with all the absurd
and lavish ornament of the age, retired behind the seenes to
swallow a draught of Cyprus wine, in order to restore his
courage,
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The opera was neither of the classic period nor yet the work
of an innovator, It was tho unknown production of a stranger.
To escape the cabals which his own name or that of any other
celebrated porson would have caused, Porpora, above all things
anxious for the success of Liis pupil, had brought forward Iperm-
nestra, the lyrical production of a young German, who had
enemies neither in Italy nor elsewhere, and who was styled
simply Christophier Gluck.

When Auzoleto appeared on the stage a murimur of admira-
tion burst forth. The tenor to whomn he succecded—an admira-
blo singer, who had had the impradence to continue -on the
boards till his voice became thin and age had changed his looks
—was little regretted by an ungrateful public; m.uig the fair sex,
who listen oftener with their eyes than with their ears, were
delighted 1o find, in place ‘of a fat elderly man, a fine youth of
twenty-four, fresh as a rose, fair as Phwbus, and formed as if
Phidias himself had been the artist—a true son of the lagunes,
Bianco, crespo, e grassotto,

11e was too much agitated to sing his first air well, but his
magnificent voice, his graceful attitudes, and some happy turns,
sufficed to propitiate the audience and satisty the ladies. The
debutant hid great resources; he was®applauded threefold,
and twice bronght back before the scenes, according to the
customn 8t Italy, and of Venice in particular.

Success gave him courage, and when he re-appearcd with
Ipermnestra, he was no longer afraid. But all the cffect of
tEis scene was for Consuolo,  They only saw, only listened to
her, They said to each other, “ Look at her—yos, it is she!”
“ Who?—the Spaniard?” “Yes—the débutante, lamante del
Hustiniand.”

Consuelo entered, self-possessed and serious. Casting her
eyes around she reccived the plaudits of the spectators with a
propriety of manner cqually devoid of humility and coquetry,
and sang a recitative with so firm a voice, with accents so lofty,
and a scli-possession so victorious, that cries of admiration from
the very first resounded from every ‘!lmrt of the theatre. “Ah!
the perfidious creaturc has decoived me,” exclaimed Corilla,
darting a terrible look towards Anzoleto, who qoyﬂd not resist
raising his eyes to hers with an ill-disguised stmlo(- She threw
herself back upon her seat, and burst into tears. ;

Consnelo proceeded a little further; while old Lidkti was heard
muttering with his cracked voice from his corner, ¥ Awmici miei,
questo & un portento.” R

She sang a bravura, and was ten times interrupted. They
shouted ** Kucore!” they recalled her to the stage seven times,
amid thunders of applause. At length the furor of Venetian
dilettantism displayed itself in ali its ridiculous and absurd ex-
cess, “ Why do they cry out thns?” said Consuelo, as she re-
tired behiud the secnes only to be brought buck immediately
by the vociferous applause of the pit. “ One would think that
they wished to stone me.”
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Ifrom that moment they paid but a secondary attention to
Anzoleto, They received him very well indeed, becanse they
were in a happy vein; but the indulgence with which they
passed over the passazes in which he failed, without imme-
¥liately uppluuding those in which he succeeded, showed him

very plainly, that however he might please the women, the
noisy majority of males held himn cheaply, and reserved their
tempestuous applause for the prima donna, Not one among
all those who had come with hostile intentions, ventyred a mur-
mur, and in truth there were not three among them who eould
withstand the irresistible inclination to applaud the wonder of
the day.

The picee had the greatest suceess, although it was not
listoned to, and nobody was occupied with the music in itself.
It was quite in the Italian stylo—graccful, touching, and gave
no indication of the author of Alcestes and Orpheus. There
wero not many striking beauties to astonish the audience.
After the first act, the German maestro was called for, with
Anzoleto, the débutante, and Clorinda, who, thanks to the
protection of Consuelo, had sung through tho second part with
a flat voice and an inferior toue, but whose beautiful arms pro-
pitiated the spectators—Ilosalba, whom she had replaced, being
very lean.

In the last act, Anzoleto, who secretly watched C'ogilla and

reeived her incroasing agitation, thought it prudeat to seek

er in her box, in order to avert any explosion. So soon as
she perceived him she threw herself upon him like o tigress,
bestowed several vigorous cuffs, the least of which waswo smart
as to draw hlood, leavitig a mark that red and white could not

immediatcly cover. The angry tenor settled matters by a

thrust on the breast, which threw the singer gaspiug into the

arms of her sister Rosalba. “ Wreteh!—traitor!”—she mur-
mured in a choking voice, “your Consnelo and you shall
perish by my hand!”

*If vou make a step, a movement, & single gesture, I will
stab you in the face of Veuice,” replied Anzolcto, pale and
with clenched teeth, while his faithtul knife, which he kuew
how to use with all the dexterity of a man of ibhe lagunes,
gleamed bofore her eyes.

“He would do as he says,” murmured the terrified Rosalba;
;‘_be ﬁxlent—lot us loave this; we are here in danger of our
ives. .

Although this tragi-comic scene had taken place after the
wanner of the Venetians, in a mysterious and rapid sotto voce,
on seeing the débutant pass quickly behind the scones to ve-

o Bnin his box, his cheek hidden in his hand, the§ suspected
some petty squabble. The hairdresser, who was called to
adjust the curls of the Grecian prince and to plastor up his
wound, related to the whole band of choristers that an amorous
cat had sunk her claw into the face of the hero, The afore-
said barber was accustomed to this kind of wounds, and was
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no gew confidant of such adventures. 'The ancedote made
the round of the stage, {wnctra.md, no one knew how, into the
body of the house, found its way into the orchestra, the Loxes,
and, with some additions, descended to the pit. They were
not yet aware of the position of Anzoleto with regard to Corilla;
but some had noticed his apparent devotion to Clorinda, and
the general report was, that the seconda donna, jealous of the
prima donna, had just blackened the eye and broken three
teoth of the handsomnest of teuors.

This was sad vews fur somne, but an exquisite bit of scandal
for tho majority. They wondered if the representation would
be put off, or whether the old tenor Stefanini should have to
appear, roll in hand, to finish the part. The curtain rose, and
everything was forgotten on seeing Consuelo appear, calin and
sublime as at the begiuniag,  Although her part was not ex-
tremely tragical, she made it so by the power of her actin
and the expression of her voice. She called forth toars, an
when the tenor re-appearved, the slight scratch only excited a
smile; but this alnsurtr incident prevented his success from being
s0 brilliant, and all the glory of the cvening was reserved for
Consuclo, who was applauded to the last with frenzy.

After the play, they went to sup at the Palace Zastiniani,
and Anzoleto forgot Corilla, whom he had shut up in her box,
and who was forced to burst it open in order to Yeewe it. In
tho tumult which always follows s0 successful a represcutation,
her retreat was not noticed; but the next day, this broken door
coineided so well with the torn face of Anzoleto, that the love
allair, hiherto so carefully concealed, was made known,

Hardly was he seated at the sumptuous banquet which the
count gave in honour of Consuelo, and while all the Venetian
dilettanti handed to the triunaphant actress sonnets and madri-
gals composed the evening betore, when a valet slipped under
his plate a little billet from Corilla, whiek: he road aside, and
which was to the following eflect:—

“If you do not come to me this instant, T shall go to seck you openly, were
you cven at tho end of the world—were you even at the feet of your Cunsnelo,
thrice accursed !

Anroleto pretended to be seized with a fit of coughinfg, and
rotived to write an answer with a pencil on a plece of rufed
paper which he had torn in the antechamber of th count from
a music-hook :— .

« Come if you will. My knife is ready, and with it my scorn and hatred.”

The despot was well aware that with such a creature fear
way the only restraint—that tl'reats were the only expedient
at tho mor.ent; but in spite of himself he was gloomy and
absent during the ropast, and as soon as it was over ho
hurried off to go to Corilla. .

He found tﬁe unhappy girl in a truly pitiable condition,
(onvulsions were followed by torrents of tears. She was seated
at the window, her hair dishevelled, her eyes swollen with
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weeping, and her dress disordered. She scnt away hor fster
and meid, and in spite of herself, a ray of joy oversproad her
features, at finding herself with him wﬂom she had feared she .
might never see again. But Anzoleto knew her too weall to
seek to comfort her. He knew that at the first appearance of
pity or repentance he would see her fury revive, aud scize upon
revenge. He resolved to keep up the appearance of intlexible
harshness; and although he was moved with e despair, he
overwhelmed her with erucl reproaches, declaring that ho was
only come to bid her an eternal farcwell. 1lle suflered her to
throw hersell at his fect, to cling by his knees even to the door,
and to implore his pardon in the angnish of gricf.  Whon he
had thus subdued and humbled her, he pretended to be some-
}:’ha.t moved, and promising to return in the morning, he left
or. *

CIIAPTER XIX.

‘WHEN Anzolcto awoke the following morning, he experiencel
a reverse of the jealousy with which Count Zustiniani had in-
spired him. A thousand opposing sentiments divided his soul.

irst, th&t other jealsusy which the genius and suesess of Con-
suelo had awakened in his bosom. This sank the deeper in his
breast in proportion as he measured the triumph o¢f his be-
trothed with what in his blighted ambition he was pleased to
call his downfall. Again, the mortification of being s.pplanted
in reality, as he was already thought to be, with her, now so
triumphant and powerful, and of whom the preceding evening
he was so ploased to bétieve himsolf the only lover. These two
feelings possessed him by turns, and he knew not to which to
give himself up, in order to extinguish the other. He had to
choose betwcen two things, either to remove Consuclo from
the count and froth Venice, and along with her to seek his
fortune elsowhere, or to abandon her to his rival, and take his
chance alone in some distant country with no drawback
to his success. In this l!:oigna,ut uncertainty, in place of en-
deavouring to recover his calmness with his true friend, he
returned to Corilla and plunged back into the storm. She
added fuel to the flame, by showing him, in even stronger
colours than he had imagined the preceding night, all the dis-
advantages of his position. ““No person,” said shie, *is a prophet
in his own country. This,s a bad place for onc who has been
seen running about in rags, and where every one may say-—
(and God knows the nobles are sufficiently given to boast of
the protection, even when it i# only imaginary, which thoy ac-
cord to artists)— I was his protector; T saw his hilden talent;
it was I who reeommended and gave him a preference.” You
have lived too much in public here, my poor Auzoleto,  Your
charming fentures struck those who knew not what was in you.
You astonished people who have seen you in their gondolas
singing the stanzas of Tasso, or doing their orrands 1o .gain the .
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toM of support. 'I'be plain Consuelo, leading « retired life,
uppears here as a strange wonder. Besides she is a Spaniard,

-and uscs not tho Venectian accent; and her agreeable, though
somewhat singular pronunciation, would please them, even
were it detestable. It is something of which their ears are not
tired. Your good looks have contributed mainly to the slight
suceess you obtained in the first act, but now people are accus-
tomed to you.”

“Do not forget to mention that the handsome seratch you
gave mc beneath the eye, and for which I ought never to par-
don you, will go far to lessen the last-mentioned trifling ad-
vantage.”

“ On the contrary, it is a decided advantage in the eyes of
women, bus frivolous in those of men. You will reign in the
saloons with the one party’; without the other you would full
at the theatre.  But how ean you expect to occupy their atten-
tion, when it is a woman who disputes it with you—a woman
who not ouly enthrals the, serious dilettanti, but who intoxi-
cates by her grace and the magic of her sex, all who are not
connoisscurs m musice.  To struggle with me, how much talent
did Stefanini, Savario—all indeed who have appeared with
me on the seage require.” o b

“In that case, dear (‘orilla, 1 should run as much risk in
appearing with you as with Consuclo. If I wero inclined to
follow you to Iranee, you have given me fair warning.”

These words which esgaped fromm Anzoleto were as a ray of
light to Corilla. She saw that she had hit the mark more
nearly than she had supposed, for the thought of leaving Venice
had alrcady dawned in the mind of her fover. The instantshe
conceived the idea of bearing hin away with her, she spared
1o pains to make him relish the project. She humbled herself
as much as she could, and even had t{le modesty to place herself
below her rival,  She admitted that she wa8 not a great singer,
nor yet sufficicutly beautiful to attract the public; and as all
this was even truer than she cared to think, and as Anzoleto
was very well aware of it, having never been deceived as to
the immense superiority of (onsuelo, she had littlo trouble in
persuading him. Their partnership and flight were almost de-
termined upon at this interview, and Anzoleto thought serivusly
of it, although he always kept & loop-hole for escape if neces-

Bary.

mgorillu, seeing his uncertainty, eurged him to continue to
appear, in hopes of better success; but quite sure that these nu-
lucky trials would disgust him altogether with Venico and with
Consaclo. *

On leavitig his fair adviser, he went to scek his only real
friend, Clonsuclo, 1le folt an unconquerable desire to seo her
again. 1t was the first time ho had begun and cnded a day
without receiving her chaste kiss upon his brow; but as, after
what had passed with Corilla, he would have blushed for his own
instability, he persuaded himself that he only went to recetve

¥
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assurance of her unfaithfulness, and to undeceive him@f ad
to his love forher. “ Doubtless,” said he, “tne count has taken
advantage of iy absence to urge his suit, and who can tell.
how far he has been success{ul?” This idea caused a cold per-
spiration to stand upon his forehead; and the thought of Con-
suelo’s perfidy so aflected him that he hastenced his steps, think-
ing to find her bathed in tears.  Then an inward voice, which
drowned every other, told him that he wronged abeing sopureand
noble, and he slackened his pace, reflecting on his own odious
conduct, his sclfish ambition, and the deceit and treachery with
which he had stored his life and conscicnee, and which must
inevitably bear their bitter fruit.

He found Consuclo in her black dress seated beside her
table, pure, screne, and tranquil, as he had over beheld her, -
She came forward to meect him with the same aflection as
ever, aud questioned him with anxiety, but without distrust or
reproach, as to the employment of his time during his absence.

*“1 have been sutferiug,” said he, with the very decp despon-
dency which his inward humiliation had occasioned.  “I hurt
my head against a decoration, and although I told you it was
nothing, it so confused me that T was obliged to leave the
Palazzo Zustiniani last night lest T should faint and have to
keep my bed all morning.”

“Oh, Heavens!” said Consuelo, kissing the wound inflicted
by her rival; “you have suffered, and still suffer,”

“ No, the rest has doune me good: do not think of it; but tell
me how you managed to get home all alone Jast night.”

“Alone? Ob, no; the count brought me in his goudola,”

“Ah, T was sure o1 it,” eried Anzoleto, in a constrained
voice. “And of course he said a great many flattering things
to you in this intervicw.”

“ What could he say that he has not already said a hundred
times? Ile would’spoil me and make wie viun were 1 not on
my guard against him. Besides, we were not alone ; my good
master accompanied me—ah! my excellent fiiend and master.”

“ What master?—what excellent friend?” said Anzoleto,
once more reassured, and already absent and thoughtful.

“ Why, Vorpora, to be sure. What are you thinking of?”

“I am thinking, dear Consuelo, of your triumph yesterday
evening: are you not thinking of it too?”

* Liess than of yours, 1 assure you.”

*Mine! ah, do not jest, dear friend; mige was so meagre
that it rather resombled a downfall.”

Consuelo grew pale with surprise. Notwithstanding her
remarkable sclf-posscssion, sh® had not the neeessary eoolness
to appreciate the different degree of applause bestowted on herself
and her lover. There is in this sort of ovation an intoxication
which tho wisest artists cannot shun, and which deceives
some s0 widely as to induce them to look upon the support of a
cabal as a public triumph, But instead of exaggerating the
delight of her audience, Consuelo, terrified by so frightful 5 .
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Nois® had hardly understood it, and could not distinguish the
reference awarded to her over Anzoleto. She artlesaly chid
-him for his unreasonable expectations; and sceing that she
could not persuade him nor conquer his sadness, she gentl
reproached him with being too desirous of glory, and with
attaching too much value to the favour of the world. “‘I havo
always told you,” said she, “that you prefer the results of art
to art itself. When we do our best—when we feel that we
have done well--it secms to me that a little more or less of
approbation can neither add to nor diminish our inward satis-
faction. Recollect what PPorpora said to me the first time I
sang at the Zustiniani palace: ¢ Whoever is penetrated with a
trac love or his art ncc‘({ fear nothing—'"

“Youn and your Porrom,” interrupted Anzoleto, with some
heat, “can very easily Batisfy yourselves with these fine
maxims. Nothing is so easy as to philosophize on the evils of
life when you know only its’ sweets. Porpora, although r
and oppressed, has an ifluggrions name. 1le has gathered so
many laurels that his old head may whiten peaceably under
their shade. You, who fiel vourself invincible, are inaccessible
to fear. At the first leap you raise yourself to.the highest
round of the ladder, and lﬂnmv those who have nd legs for
their dizziness,  That is not only uncharitable, Consuelo, but
decidedly®unjust.  Aud besides, your argument is not appli-
cable to me: you say that we should daspise the approbation
of the public when we have our own; but if 1 possess not that
inward testimony of having done well, what then? can you
not sce that T am horribly dissatisficd with mysclf? Did you
not hear that I was detostable? 1id ydu not licar that I sang
niserably?”

“No; for it was not so.  You neither ¢xceeded nor fell short
of yourself, The emotion which you experienced hardly at all
diminished your powers. Besides, it was®quickly dissipated,
and those things which you knew well you exprossed well.”

* And those which I did not know?” said Anzoleto, ﬁxing
upon her his large black eyes, rendered hollow by fatigue an
anxicty.

Sho sighed and remained for an instaut silent; then she
said, emgmcin_ him—*‘ Those which you do not know you
must learn, If you had been only willing to study between
the rehearsals, as I recommended—Dbut this is not the time to
reproach you; on the coutrary, iteis the time to repair all,
Come. It us take only two hours a day, and you will see how
soon we shall triumpR over the obstacles which opposc your
su-cess.” *

** Will it then be the work of onc day?”

“ It will be the work of some months at most.”

“And I play to-morrow! T continue to appear before an
audience which judges me by my defects much more than by
my good qualities.” )

“ But, which will quickly perceive your progress.”
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“Who knows? 1f they take an aversion to me#”

“They have proved tho contrary.”

“So tien you think they have been indulgent to me?”

“Well, yes; they have, my friend. In those places where
you were weak, they were kind; where you wero strong, they
did you justice.”

“Eut, in the mcan while, I shall have a miserable engago-
ment.”

“The count is magnificent in all his dealings, and does not
spare mouney. Besides, has he not offered me more than
enough to maintain us both in opulence?”

“ Ah! there it is! I shall live by your success!”

“T have lived long enough by your favour.”

¢ But it is not money that [ refer to. If he does engage me
at a small salary, that is of little consequence; but he will
engago me for the second and third parts.

;—feohn.s no other primo uomo* at hand. For a long time
past he has relied and depended upou you. Besides, he is all
1 your favour. You said he would be opposed to our mar-
riage. Far from that, he scoms to wish it, and often asks me
when 1 will invite him to my wcdding."

“ Ah, Jery good! véry good, indeed! Many thenks, Signor
Count.”

“ What do you mean by that?”

“Nothing. Only, Consuclo, you were very wrong not to
prevent my appearance until my faults, with which you were
so well acquainted, were corrceted by more mature study.
For, I repeat it, you knew my faults.”

“Did 1 not speak openly to you? Have T not_often warned
you? But you always told me that the public did not under-
stand; and when I saw the success you had at the count’s
palace tho first time you sang there, I thought—"

‘I‘) l'I'.‘hfl.t the people of fashion knew no more than the valgar

ublic.”
P I thought that your good qualities would be more striking
than your faults; and it has been so, it secms to me, with one
as well as with the other.”

“In fact,” thought Anzolcto, “she speaks truly, and if 1
could put off my engagement—but then 1 run the risk of seeing
a tenor take my 'pln.ce who would not give it back to me.”

“Let me see,” said he, after taking several turns up and
down the apartment; “ whut are my faults?”

“ \Yha.t have often told you: too much Boldness, and not
sufficient preparation; an cuergy morc f®erish than sustained;
dramatic effects, which are the work of the will rather than
of cmotion. You were not imbued with the feeling of your
part as awhole. You learned it by fragments.  You saw in it
only a succession of pieces more or less brilliant, and you did
not seize cither the gradation, or the development, or tho ag-

.

* First man, as pruna donna is fir st lady,
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gregate. In your. anxiety to display your fine voice and the
facility which you possess in certain respects, you exhibited the
whole extent of your powers almost on your entrance upon the
scene.  On the slightest opportunity you endeavoured after
citect, and all your cflects were alike. At the cnd of the first
act they knew you—-ar, kuew you by heart; but they did not
know that that was all, and stil{expected something prodigious
for the end. That something was not in you. Younr emotion
was expended, and your voice had no longer the same fresh-
ness.  You felt this, you forced hoth the oue and the other;
the audience felt it likewise, and to your great surprise re-
mained unmoved when you considered yourself most pathetic.
The reason was, that at that moment they did not sce the artist
inspired by passion, but the actor Jabouring for success,”

* And how do others de?” eried Anzoleto, stamping his foot.
“Tave I not heard them all—all who have been applauded at
Venice during the last ten years? 1id not old Stefanini scream
when his voice failed him? And yet they applauded him with
transport.” *

“It is true, and 1 do not understand how the pcople counld
be so deceived.  Without doubt they recollected the time when
he had morg power, and did not wish tg hurt his {gelings in
his old age.

“ Ande('orilla too, that idol whom you overthrew, did not she
strain after cffoct ¢—did she not make efforts which were pain-
ful to sce and to hear? Was she really cxcited when they ap-
planded her to the skies?”

“ It was because I considered hor method factitious, her
effoets detestable, her playing as well as her singing destitute
of taste and grandeur, that I'presented myself so calmly upon
tll:’o stage, persuaded, like you, that the public knew little
about it.”

“ Ah!” said Anzoleto, with a deep sigh, % there you put your
finger upon my wound, my poor Consuelo.”

‘ How is that, my well beloved ?”

“How is that? do you ask me? We deceived ourselves,

Jonsuclo. The public docs know. Tho heart teaches what
ignorance conceals. It is an overgrown child, who requires to
be amused and cxcited. It is contented with what is given it,
but show it something better, and then it compares and under-
stands, Corilla could charm it last week, although she sang
false and wanted breath. You gppear, and Corilla is lost,
effaced, buried. Let her reappear, and she wounld be hissed.
If I had made my debut after Lier, I should have had complete
success, as I had at the count'sethe first time I sang after her.
But besideeyou I was cclipsed. It ought to be so, and it al-
ways will be so. The public had a tastc for tinsel—it mistook

aste for precious stones—it was dazzled by it. It is shown a

inmond of the first water, and already it cannot understand
how it could have been so grosslly deceived. It can no longer
enduro false diamonds, and holds them at their truc value,
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This is my misfortune, Consuelo, that I was brought in com-
parison with you, like a Piecu of Veunetian glass beside a pearl
of the fathomless occan.”

Consuelo did not understand all the bitterness and truth
contained in these observations. She placed them to the ac-
count of her betrothed’s affection, and answered to what she
considered soft flatteries ouly by smiles and caresses, She
pretended that he would surpass her it he would only take
pains, and raised his courage by persuading hin that nothing
was easier than to sing like her. In this she was perfectly
sincere, having never been retarded by any difficulty, and not
knowing that Iabour itself is the first of obstacles for him who
has not the love of it united with perseverance.

CHAPTER XX.
Excouraatp by Consuelo’s frankness and by the faithloss
Corilla’s perfidy, to present himselt pnce more in public, Auzo-
leto began to work vigorously, so that at the second represen-
tation of Ipermnestra he sang much better. But as the success
of Consuelo was proportiona.f)'ly arcater, he was still dissatisfied,
and begaa to feel di.zouraged by this confirmatisn of his in-
feriority. Everything from this moment wore a sinister aspect.
It appeared to him that they did not listen to him—that the
spectators who were near him were making humiliating obscr-
vations upon his singing—and that bencvolent amateurs, who
encouraged him behind the scenes, did so with an air of pity.
Their eén'uises scemed to have a double meaning, of which he
applied the less favourdble to himself. Corilla, whom he went
to consult in her box between fhe acts, pretended to ask him
with a frightcned air if he were not ill.

“ Why?" said he, impatiently,

“ Because your voice is dull, and you scem overcome.,  Dear
Anzoleto, strive to regain your powers, which woere paralyzed
by fear or discouragement.”

“Did I not sing my first air well 2

“ Not half so well as on the first oceasion. My heart sank
so that I found myself on the point of fainting.”

“ But the audience applauded me, nevortheless.”

.. “Alas! what does it signify? 1 was wrong to dispel your
illusion. Continue then ; but endeavour to clear your voice.”

‘ Consuelo,” thought he, “mcant to give me good advice.
Bhe acts from instinct, and succeeds. But where could I gain
the experience which would cnable me to restrain the unruly
public? In following her comitsel I lose my own natural ad-

, vantages; and they reckon nothing on the improvement of my
style. Come, Jet mo return to my early confidence. At my
first appearance at the count’s, 1 saw that I could dazzle those
whom 1 failed to persuade. Did not old Porpora tell me that
1 had the blemishes of genius, Come, then, let me bend this
public to my dictation, and make it bow to the yoke.”
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* He exerted himself to the utmost, achieved wonders in the
second act, and was listened to with surprise. Some clapped

- their hands, others imposed silence, while the majority inquired
whether it were subliinc or detestable.

A little more boldness, and Anzoleto might perhaps have
won the day; but this reverse affected him so much that he
became confused, and broke down shamefully in the remainder
of his part.

At the third representation he had resumed his confidence,
and resolved to go on in his own way. Not heeding the advice
of Cousuelo, he hazarded the wildest caprices, the most daring
absurdities. Cries of * oh, shame!” mingled with hisses, once
or twice interrupted the silence with which these desperate at-
tempts were received. The good and generous public silenced
the hisses, and began to ipplaud; but it was easy to perceive
the kindness was for the person, the blame for the artist.
Anzolcto tore his dress on re-entering his box, and scarcely
had the representation teyminated, than he flew to Corilla, a
prey to the deepest rage, and resolved to ly with her to the
ends of the earth. .

Three days passed without his sceing Consuclo, She inspired
him neithes with hatred nor coldness, Imt merely with terror;
for in the depths of a soul picrced with remorse, he still che-
rished herimage, and suticred cruelly from not seeing her.  He
felt the superiority of a being who overwhelmed him in public
with her superiority, but who sceretly held possession of his
confidence and his good-will. 1n his agitation he betrayed to
Corilla how truly he was bound to his noble-hearted betrothed,
and what an empire she held over Ris mind. Corilla was
mortified, but knew how to corfceal it.  She pitied him, elicited
a confession, and so sooun as she had lcurncx the secret of his
Jjealousy, she struck a grand blow, by making Zustiniani aware
of their mutual affection, thinking that the count would imme-
diately acquaint Consuclo, and thus render a reconciliation
impossible. .

Surprised to find another day pass away in the solitude of
her garret, Consuelo grew uneasy; and as still another day of
mortal anguish and vain expectation drew to its close, she
wrapped herself in a thick mautle, for the famous singer was
no longer sheltered by her obscurity, and ran tothe house oc-
cupied for some weeks by Anzoleto, a more comfortable abode
than what he had before enjoyed, and one of numerous houses
which the count possessed ' the city. She did not find him,
and learned that he was seldom there,

This did not enlighten Lier®as to hisinfidelity. She knew
his wandefing and poetic habits, and thought that, not feeling,
at home in these sumptuous abodes, he had returned to his old
quarters. She was about to continue her search, when, on re-
turning to pass the door a second time, she found heraclf face
to face with Porpora.

“ Cgosuelo,” said he in a low voice, “ it is useless to hide
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from me your features. I have just heard your voice, and”
cannot be mistaken in it.  'What do you here at this hour, my
child, and whom do you seck in this house?”

« T seek my betrothed,” replied Consnelo, while she passed
her arm within that of her old master; “ and 1 do not know
why I should blush to confess it to my best friend. I see very
well that you disapprove of my attachment, but I could not
tell an untruth. 1 am unhappy; 1 have not seen Anzoleto
ui.:lcle, the day before yesterday at the theatre; he must be un-

“ He unwell!” said the professor, shrugging his shoulders.
“ Come, my poor girl, we must talk over this matter; and
since you have at last opened your heart to me, I must open
mine also. Give me your armn; we can converse as we go
along. Listen, Consuclo, and attend earncstly to what 1 say.
You cannot—you ought not—to be the wife of this young man.
I forbid you, in the name of God, who has inspired me with
the feelings of a father towards you,” .

“ Oh, my master,” replied Consuefo, mournfully, ¢ ask of me
the sacrifice of my life, but not that of my love,”

“I do mot ask it—I command it,” said Porpora, firmly.
“ The lover is aceursed—he will prove your tormegt and your
shame, if you do not forswear him for ever.”

“ Dear master,” replied she, with a sad and tendér smile,
“ you have told me so very often—I have endeavoured in vain to
ob? on. You dislike this poor youth; you do not know him,
and 1 am certain you will alter your mind.”

“ Consuelo,” said the master, more decidedly, “I have till
now, I know, made vatn and useless objections. I spoke to
z:u as an artist and as to an artist, as I only saw one in your

trothed. Now I speak to you as a man—I speak to you of
& man—and I address you as a woman, This woman's love
is wasted ; the mantis unworthy of it, and he who tells you so
knows he speaks the truth.”

“Oh, Heavens! Anzoleto—my only friend, my protector, my
brother—unworthy of my love! Ah, you do not know what
he has done for me; how he has c for me since I was left
alone in the world. I must tell you all;” and Consuelo re-
lated the history of herlife and of her love, and it was one and
the same history.

Porpora was affected, but not shaken from his purpose.

In all this,” said he, “Y sce nothing but.your innocence,
zour virtue, your fidelity. As to him, I seo very well that he
as need of your society and your instructions, to which, what-
ever {lou'may think, he owes tiw little that he knows and the
Jittle he is worth. it is not, however, the less trué, that this
pure and upright lover is no better than a castaway—that he
spends his time and money in low dissipation—and only thinks
of turning you to the best account in forwarding his career.”

“Take heed to what you say,” replied Consuelo, in suffo-

cating accents. “I have always believed in you, O my master!
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‘after God; but as to what concerns Anzoleto, I have resolved
to close my heart and my ears. Ah, suffer me to leave you,”
she added, taking her arm from the professor—*it is death to
listen to you.”

“ Let it be death then to your fatal passion, and through the
truth let me restore you to life,” he said, pressing her arm to
his generous and indignant breast. “I know that I am rough,
Consuelo—I cannot be otherwise; and therefore it is that I
have put off as long as I could the blow which I am about to
inflict. 1had hoped that you would open your eyes, in order
that you might comprehend what was going on around you.
But in place of being enlightened by experience, you precipi-
tate yourself blindly into the abyss. ~ T will not suffer you to do
so—you, the only one for whom I have cared for many years.
You must not perish—no; you must not perish.”

“But, my kind friend, T am in no danger. Do you believe
that I tell an untruth when I assure you by all that is sacred
that 1 have resfected my, mother's wishes? [ am not Anzo-
leto’s wife, but 1 am his getrothed.”

*“ And you were sccking this evening the man who may not
and cannot bo your husband.”

“Who tqld you so?”

“ Would Corilla ever permit him?”

“ Corfllal—what has he to say to Corilla?”

“We are but a few paces from this girl’s abnde, Do z:m
:ﬁek your betrothed ?—if you have courage you will find him

cre

“No, no! a thousand times no!” said Consuelo, tottering
as she went, and leaning for su{)port figainst the wall, “Let
me live, my master—do not Kill me ere I have well begun to
live. 1 told you that it was death to listen to you.”

“ You must drink of the cup,” said the inexorable old man;
“I but fulfil your destiny. llaving only fealized ingratitude,
and consequently made the objects of my tenderness and at-
tention unhappy, I must say the trath to those I love. It is
the only thing a heart long withered and rendered callous
by suffering and despair can do. I pity you, poor girl, in that

ou have not a friend more gentle and humane to sustain you
in such a crisis, But such as I am I must be; 1 must act
upon others, if not as with the sun's genial héat, with the
lightning’s blasting power. 8o then, Consuelo, let there be no
paltering betwcen us. Come to this palace. You must sur-

rise your faithless lover at the feet of the treacherous Corilla.
ff you cannot walk, I must drag you along—if you cannot
stand, I shall carry you. Ah, ®ld Porpora is yet strong, when
the fire of Divine anger burns in his heart!” e

“ Mercy, merey!” exclaimed Consuelo, pale as death. “ Suf-
fer me yet to doubt. Give me a day, were it but & .smgle day,
to believe in him—I am not prepared for this infliction.”

“No, not a day—not a single hour,” replied he inflexibly.
“ Away! I shall not be able to recall the passing hour, to lay the
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truth open to you; and the faithless one will take advantage
of the day which you ask, to place you again under the domi-
nion of falschood. Come with me—I command you—I insist

“ Well, T will go!” exclaimed Consuelo, regaining strength,

-through a violent reaction of her love. “I will go, were it only
to demonstrate your injustice and the truth of my lover; for
you deceive yourself unworthily, as you would also deceive me.
Come, then, exccutioner as you are, I shall follow, for I do not
fear you.” *

Porpora took her at her word; and seizing her with a hand
of iron, he conducted her to the mansion which he inhabited.
Having passed through the corridors and mounted the stairs,
they reached at last a terrace whence they could distinguish
over the roof of a lower building coh iletely uninhabited, the

alace of Corilla, entirely darkened with the exception of one
ighted window, which opened upon the sombre and silent
front of the deserted house. Any ene at this window might
suppose that no person could sce them ; for the balcony prevented
any one from seeing up from below. There was nothing level
with it, and above, nothing but the cornice of the house which
Porpora ifhabited; an@ which was not placed so as t command
the palace of the singor. But Corilla was ignorant that there
was at the angle a projectidpn covered with lead, a soft of re-
cess concealed by a large chimney, where the maestro with
artistic caprice came every cvening to gaze at the stars, shun
his fellows, and dream of sacred or dramatic subjects. Chance
had thus revealed to him the intimacy of Anzoleto with Corilla,
and Consuclo had onlyto look in the direction pointed out, to
discover her lover in a tender téte-a-téte with her rival, She
instantly turned away; snd Porpora, who dreading the effects
of the sight upon her, had held her with superhumnan strength,
led her to a lower sfory into his apartments, shutting the door
and window to conceal the explosion which he anticipated.

CHAPTER XXL

But there was no explosion. Consuelo remained silent, and
as it were stunned. Porpora spokc to her. She made no
reply, and signed to him not to question her. She then rose,
and going to a large pitcher of iced water whith stood on the
harpsichord, swallowed great draughts of it, took several turns
up and down the apartment, and sat down before her mnaster
without uttering a word. ¢
o The austere oid man_did not comprehend the extremity of

her sufferings,

“ \‘Yell.” said he, “did I deceive you? What do you think
of doing?”

A. painful shudder shook her motionless figure—she passed
her hand over her forchead. .
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“I can think of nothing,” said she, “till 1 understand what
has’happened to me.”

“ And what remains to be understood ¢’

“ Iverytiing! because I understand nothing. I am seeking
for the cause of my misfortune without finding anything to
explain it to me. What have I done to Anzolete that he
should cease to love me? What fault have I committed to
render me unworthy in his eyes?  You cannot tell me, for I
scarch into my own heart and can fiud there no key to the
mystery. O it is iuconceivable, My other believed in the
power of charms. s Corilla a magician?”

“My poor child,” said the maestro, “there is indeed a ma-
gician, but she is called Vanity; there is indeed a poison, which
is called Envy, Corilla can dispense it, but it was not she
who moulded the soul so*fitted for its reception. The venom
already flowed in the impure veins of Anzoleto, An extra
dose has changed him from a kuave into a traitor—faithless
as well as ungrateful.”

“ What vanity, what cuvy¢”

“The vanity of surpassing others.  The desire to excel, and
rage at being surpassed by you.”

“Is thatecredible? Can a man be jeslousof the sdvantages
of a woman? Can a lover be displeased with the success of
his belwved ¢ Alas! there are indced many things whieh 1
neither know nor understand.”

“ And will never comprehend, bat which you will experience
every hour of your existence. You will learn that a man can
be jealous of the superiority of a woman, when this man is an
ambitione artist ; and that a lover canYoathe the success of his
beloved when the theatre is thb arena of their cfforts. Itis be-
cause an actor is no longer a man, Cousnelo—he is turned into
a woman. IHe lives but through the medinm of his sickly
vanity, which alone he secks to gratify, aml for which alone he
labours, ‘The beauty of a woman he feels a grievance; her
talent extinguishes or competes with his own. A woman is
his rival, or rather he is the rival of a woman; he has all
the littleness, all the caprice, all the wants, all the ridiculous
airs of a coquette. This is the character of the greatest num-
ber of persons lLelonging to the theatre. There ure indeed
grand excoptions, but they are so rare, so admirable, that one
should bow before thom and render them homage, as to the
wiscst and best. Anzoleto is no ¢xception; he is the vainest
of the vain. In that one word you have the explanation of
his conduct.” .

“But what unintelligible révenge! What poor and insuf-
ficient medns! How can Corilla recompense him for his losses |
with the public? 1Iad he only spoken openly to me of his
suffering (alas! it nceded only a word for that),” I should have
understood him perhaps—at Jeast I would have compassionated
him, and retired to yield him the first place.” .

“It is the peculiarity of envy to hate people in proportion to
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the happiness of which it deprives them; just as it is the pe--
culiarity of selfish love to hate in the object which we love, the
pleasures which we are not the meansof procuring him. Whilst
your lover abhors the public which loads you with glory, do
vou not hate the rival who intoxicates him with her charms?”

“ My master, you have uttered a profound retlection, which
I would fain ponder on.”

“ It is truc. While Anzoleto detests you for your happiness
on tllllo stage, you hate him for his happiness in the boudoir of
Corilla,”

“Itis not so. I could not hate him; and you have made
me feel that it would be cowardly and disgraccful to hate my
rival. As to the passion with which she fills him, I shudder to
think of it—why I know not, If it be involuntary on his part,
Anzoleto is not guilty in hating my success.”

“ You are quick to interpret matters, so as to cxcuse his con-
duct and sentiments, No; Anwoleto is not innocent or estima-
ble in his suffering like you. He deccives, ho disgraces you,
whilst you endeavour to justify him.” However, I did not wish
to inspire you with hatred and resentment, but with calmness
and indiffcrence, The character of this man influcnces his
conduct. You will neser change him., Decide, and, think only
of yourself.”

: “ Of mysclf—of myself alonc? Of myself, without hope or
ove?”

* Think of music, the divine art, Consuclo; you would not
dare to say that you love it only for Anzolcto?”

“T have loved art for itsclf also; but I never separated in
my thoughts these inseparable objects—my life and that of
Anzoleto. How shall I be able w0 love anything when the half
of my existence is taken away ¢’

“ Anzoleto was nothing more to you than an idea, and this
idea imparted life. You will replace it by one greater, purer,
more clevating. Your soul, your genius, your entire being, will
no longer be at the mercy of‘ o deceitful, fragile form; you shall
contemplate the sublime ideal stripped of its earthly covering;
Yt_)u s}iafi‘,!} mount heavenward, and live in holy unison with God

himsclf.

“ Do you wish, as you once did, that I should become a nun?”

“Nojs this were to confine the exercise of your artistic faculties
to one direction, whereas you should embrace all. Whatever
you do, or wherever you are, in the theatre or in the cloister,
you may be a saint, the bride of heaven.”

“ \Vhat{ u say is full of sublimity, but shrouded in a mys-
terious garb., I’ermit me to rctire, dear master; I require time

o collect my thoughts and question my heart.”

“You have said it, ((onsuclo; you nced insight into yourself.
Hitherto iu giviag-up your heart and your prospects to one so
much your inferior, you have not known yourself. You have
mistaken your destiny, sccing that you were born without an
equal, and consequently without the possibility of an associate
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in this world. Solitude, absolute liberty, are ncedful for you.
I would not wish you husband, or lover, or family, or passions,
or‘bonds of any kind. It is thus I have conceived your exist-
ence, and would direct your career. The day on which you
give yourself away, you lose your divinity. Ah, if Mingotti
and Moltini, my illustrions ﬁupils, my powerful croations, had
believed in me, they would have lived unrivalled on the earth.
But woman is weak and curious; vanity blinds her, vain de-
sires agitate, ca.gricos hurry hor away. In what do these dis-

uietudes result?—what but in storms and weariness, in the loss,
the destrnction, or vitiation, of their genius. Would you not be
more than they, Consuelo 2—does not your ambition soar above
the poor concerns of this life?2—or wouf'd you not appease these
vain desires, and seize the glorious crown of everlasting genius?”

Porpora continucd to spbak for a long time with an cloquence
and cncrgﬁ to which I cannot do justice. Consuelo listened,
her looks bent upon the ground. When he had finished, she
said, “ My dear master, yau are profound; but I cunnot follow
you sufficiently thronghout. 1t scems to me as if you out-
rageil human nature in proseribing its most noblo passions—
as if you would extinguish the instinets which God himself
has implamed, for the purpose of clevating ®Mat wluld other-
wise be a monstrous and anti-social impulse. Were I a better
Christih, 1 should perhaps better understand you; I shall
try to becomno so, and that 1s all 1 can promise.”

She took her leave, apparently tranquil, but in reality deeply
agitated. The great though austere artist conducted her home,
always preaching but never convineing. He nevertheless was
of infinite sorvice in opening to her’ a vast field of serious
thought and inquiry, wherein A'nzoleto's particular crime served
but as a painful and solemn introduction to thoughts of cter-
nity. She passed long hours, praying, weeping, and reflecting :
then lay down to rest, with a virtuous and confiding hope in a
mereciful and compassionate God.

The next day Porpora announced to hor that there would be
a rehearsal of Ipermnestra for Stefanini, who was to take
Anzoleto's part. The latter was ill, confined to bed, and com-
plained of a loss of voice. Cousuelo’s first impulse was to fly
to him and nurse him. *“ Spare yoursclf this trouble,” said the

rofessor, “ho is perfectly well; the physician of the theatro
Kas said so, and he will be this evening with Corilla. But
Count Zustiniani, who understands very well what all that
mcans, and who consents without much reﬁret that he should
put off his appearance, has forbidden the physician to unmask
the pretence, and has requestdd the goo«f Stefanini to return
to the thedtre for some days.” L A

“ Bat, good Heavens! what does Anzoleto nean tv do? is he
about to quit the theatre?” L.

“ Yes—the theatrc of San Samuel, In a month he is off with
Corilla for France. That surprises you: He flies from the
shadoy which you cast over him, He has entrustod his fate
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to a woman whom ho dreads less, and whom ho will betray so
soon as he finds he no longer requires her.”

Consuelo turned pale, and pressed her hands convulsively on
her bursting heart. Perhaps she had flattered herself with the
idea of reclaiming Anzoleto, by reproaching him gently with
his faults, and offering to put off’ her appearance for a time.
This news was a dagger stroke to her, and she could not be-
lieve that she should no more see him whom she had so fondly
loved. “Ah,” said she, “it is but an uneasy dream; I must go
and seek him; he will explain everything. Ile cannot follow
this woman; it would be his destruction. I cannot permit him
to do so; I will keep him back; 1 will make him aware of his
true interests, if indeed he be any longer capable of compre-
hending them, Come with me, dear master; let us not forsake
him thus.” ¢

“I will abandon you,” said the angry Porpora, “and for
cver, if you commit any such folly. Entreat a wretch—dispute
with Corilla? Ah, Santa Cecllia! distrust your Boheniian
origin, extingunish fyour blind and wandering instincts, Come!
they are waiting for you at rehearsal. You will feel pleasuro
in singing with a master like Stefanini, o modest, generous,
and well-it.forn& artist.” v

He led her to the theatre,’and then for the first time she felt
an abhorronee of this artist life, chained to the wanth of the
public, and obliged to repress one's own sentiments and emo-
tions to obey those of others. This very rehearsal, the subse-
quent toilet, the performance of the evening, proved a frightful
torment. Anzoleto was still absent. Next day therc was to
be an opera buffa of Galuppi's—Arcifanfano Re de’ Matti. They
had chosen this farce Lo pleuse Stefanini, who was an excellent
comic performer. Consuelo must now make those laugh whom
she had formerly made weep. She was brilliant, charming,
pleasing to the last fegree, though plunged at the same time
in despair. Twice or thrice sobs that would force their way
found vent in a constrained gaiety, which would have appeared
frightful to those who understood it. On retiring to her box,
she fell down insensible. The public would have her return
to receive their applause. She did not appear; a dreadful up-
roar took place, benches were broken, and people tried to gain
the stage. Stefunini hastened to her box half dressed, his hair
dishevelled, and pale as a spectre. She allowed herself to be
supported back upon the stage, where she was received with a
shower of bouquets, and forced to stoop to pick up a laurel
crown. ‘“Ah, the pitiless monsters!” she murmured as she re-
tired behind the scenes. €

- My sweet one,” said the old singer who gave her his hand,
‘“you suffer gma.t{{; but these little things,” added he, picking
up a bunch of brilliant flowers, “ are a specific for all our woes:
you will bocome used to it, and the time perhaps will arrive
when you will only feel fatigue and uneasiness when they for-
get to crown,”
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“ Oh, how hollow and trifling they are!” thought poor Con-
suelo.  When she returned to her box, she fainted away,
litérally upon a bed ot flowers, which had been gathered on
the stage and thrown pell-mell upon the sofa. The tire-
woman left the box to call a physician. Count Zustiniani
remained for some instants alone by the side of his beautiful
singer, who looked pale and broken as the beautiful jasmines
which strewed her couch. Carried away by his admiration,
Zustiniani lost his reason, and yiclding to his foolish hopes, he
seized her hand and carried it to his lips, But his touch was
odious to the pure-minded Consuelo. ~ She roused herself to
repel him as if it had been the bite of a serpent. “Ah! far
from me,” said she, cxcited into a sort of delirium; “far from
me all love, all caresses, all honied words!—no love—no hus-
band—no lover—no family*for me! my dear master has said it—
liberty, the ideal, solitude, glory!” and she burst into such an
agony of tears that the count, terrified, threw himeelf upon
his knees before her and strove to calm her. But he could
say nothing healing to that wonnded soul, and his passion,
which at that moment reached its highest paroxysm, expressed
itself in spite of him. He understood but too well in her emo-
tion- the degpair of the betrayed lover. Ie ga® cxpression to
the enthusiasm of a hopeful one. Consuelo appoared to hear
him, and withdrew her hand from his with a vacant smile,
which the count took for a slight encouragement,

Sowmne men, although possessing great tact and penetration
in the world, are absurd in such conjunctures. The physician
arrived and sdministered a sedative in the style which they
called drops. Consuelo was then envelped in her mantle and
carried to her gondola. The ebunt entered with her, support-
ing her in his arms, and always talking of his love, even with a
certain eloguence which it seemed to him must earry convic-
tion. At the end of a quarter of an houw, obtaining no re-
sponse, he implored a word, a look.

“To what then shall I answer?” said Consuelo, rousing
herself as from a dream; “1 have heard nothing.”

Zustiniani, although at first discouraged, thought there
could not be a betier opportunity, and that this affheted soul
would be more accessible than after reflection and reason.
He spoke again, but there was the same silence, the same ab-
straction, only that thero was a not-to-be-misgtaken effort
though without any angry demongfration, to repél his advan-
ces. When the gondola touched the shore, he tried to detain

Jonsuclo for an instant to obtain a word of encouragement.
“ Ah, signor,” said she, coldly; “excuse my weak state. I
have heard badly, but I understand. Oh yes, I understand

rfectly. I ask this night, this one night, to reflect, to recover
ﬁ%m my distress. To-morrow, yes, to-morrow, I shall reply
without fail.”

¢ To-morrow! dear Consuelo, oh, it is an age! But I_shg.ll
submit—only allow me at Jeast to hope for your friondship,
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« Oh, yes, yes! there is hope,” replicd Consuelo, in a con-
strained voice, placing her foot upon the bank; *but do not
follow me,” saig she, as she motioned him with an imperious

ture back to the gondola; “ otherwise there will be no room

r hope.’

Slmg:e and anger restored her strength, but it was a nervous,
feverish streugth, which found vent in hysteric laughter as she
ascended the stairs.

“ You are very happy, Consuelo,” said a voice in tho dark-
ness, which alinost stunned her; “1 congratulate you ou your

et .”
Ao gh, yes,” she replicd, while she seized Anzoleto’s arm vio-
lently, und rapidly ascended with him to her chamber. 1
thank you, Anzoleto. You were right to congratulate me. I
am truly happy—oh, so happy!”

Anzoleto, who had been waiting for her, had already lighted
the lamp, and when the blnish light fell upon their agitated
features, they both started back in affright.

“We are very happy, aro we not, Anzoloto?” said she, with
a choking voice, whilo her features were distorted with a smile
that covered her checks with tears. * What think you of our
happinesss” *Maw ¢ .

«T think, Consuelo,” replied he, with a calm and bitter
smile, ¢ that we have found it troublesome; but we shall get
on better by-and-by.”

“ You seemed to me to be much at home in Corilla’s
boudoir.”

* And you, I find, very much at your ease in the gondola of
the count.” )

“The count! You knew then, .\nzoleto, that the count
wished to supplant you in my atfoctions ¢’

“ And in order not to annoy you, my dear, 1 prudently kept
in the background.”

“ Ah, yon knew it; and this is the time you have taken to
abandon me.”

“ Have 1 not dono well?—aro you not content with your lot?
The count is a generous lover, and the poor, condemued singer,
would have no business, 1 fancy, to contend with him.”

 Porpora was right; you are an infamous man. Leave m
sight! You do not deserve that [ should justify myself, It
would be a stain were I to regret you. lieave me, 1 tell you;
but first know, that you can come out at Venice and re-enter
8an Samuel with Corilla. Nover shall my other’s daughter
set foot upon the vile boards of a theatre again.”

“The danghter of your mouher the singara will play the
ireat lady in the villa of Zustiniani, on the shures of the

renta, Itwill be a fair career, and I shall be glad of it.”

*¢ O my mother!” exclaimed Consuelo, turning towards the
bed and falling,on her knees, as she buried her face in the
counterpane which liad served as a shroud for the zingara,

Anzoleto’ was terriflied and afHlicted by this energetic move.
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ment, and the convulsive sobs which burst from the breast of
Consuclo. Remorse seized on his heart, and he approached
his betrothed to raise her in his arms; but she rose of herself,
and pushing him from her with wild strength, thrust him to-
wards the door, exclaiming, as she did so, * Away—away!
from iy heart, from my memory!—tarewell for ever!”

Anzoleto had come to seek her with a low and selfish design;
nevertheless it was the best thing he could have done, %‘llle
could not bear to leave her, and he had strnck out a plan to
reconcile matters. He mocant to inform her of the danger she
ran from the designs of Zustiniani, and thus remove her from
the thoatre. In this resolution he paid full homage to the
pride and purity of Consuelo. ITe knew her incapable of tam-
pering with a doubtful position, or of accepting protection which
ought to make her blush. -llis guilty and corrnpt soul still re-
tained unshaken faith in the innocence of this young girl,
whom he was certain of finding as faithful and dcvotmf as he
had left her days before. . But how reconcile this devotion
with the preconceived design of decciving hor, and, without a
rupture with Corilla, of remaining still her betrothed, her
fricnd? Fle wished to re-enter the theatre with the latter, and
could not thipk of scparating at the very mons=iiv whe his suc-
cess depended on her.  This audacious and cowardly plan was
nevertheless formed in his mind, and he treated Consuelo as
the Ttalian women do those madonnas whose protection they
implore in the hour of repentance, and whose faces thoy veil in
their crring moments.

When he beheld her so brilliant and so gay, in her buffa
part at the thoatre, he began to fear that he had lost too much
time in maturing his design. When he saw her return in the
gondola of the count, and approach with a joyous burst of
Inughter, he teared he was too late, and vexatioh™ seized
him; but when she rose above his insults, and banished him
with scorn, respoct returned with fear, and he wandered lolzig

"on the stair and on the quay, checting her to recall him. He
even ventured to knock and implore pardon throuah the door;
but a deep silence reigned in that chamber, whose threshold he
was never to cross with Consuelo again. He retired, confused
and chagrined, determining to roturn on the morrow, and .
flattering hiwmself that he should then prove more successful.
 After all,” said he to himself, *‘ my project will meccced; she
knows the count’s love, and all that js mquisiﬁ% Wlf.done.”

Overwhelmed with fatigue, he slept: long it-the afternoon
he went to Corilla. . . .

“«Great news!” she exclaimed, running to meet him with.
outstretchedsarms; ¢ Consuclo is off.” . ;

« Off! gracious Heaven!—whither, and with whom?”

« To Vienna, where Porpora has sent her, intending to join
her there himself. She has deceived us all, the little cheat..
She was engaged for the emperor’s theatre, where orpora

. purposes thatlaie should appear in his new opera.”

. @
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“ Grone! gone without a word!” exclaimed Anzoleto, rushing
towards the door.

“Tt is of no use secking her in Venice,” said Corilla, with a
sneering smile and a look of triumph. * She set out for Pales-
trina at daybreak, and is alrcady far from this on the mainland.
Zustiniani, who thought himself beloved, but who was only
made a fool of, is furious, and confined to his couch with fever;
but he sent Porpora to me just now, to try and get me to sing
this evening; and Stcfanini, who is tired of the stage, aud
anxious to cujoy the sweets of retirement in Lis cassino, is very
desirous to sec you resume your performances.  Therefore pri-
pare for appearing to-morrow in Jpermnestra. In the mean
time, as they are waiting for me, T must yun away., If you
do not belicve me, you can take a tarn through thé city, aud
convince yourself that 1 have told you the truth.” .

“ By all the furies!” exelaimed Anzoleto, © you have gained
your point, but you have taken my life along with it.”

C‘)}'i‘ild he swooned away on the Persian carpet of the false
orilla.

.; e, CHAPTER XXI

THE person most embarrassed respecting the part he had to
play after the flight of Consnclo, was Clount Zusliniaui.
After having allowed it to be said, and led all Venice to be-
lieve, that the charming singer favoured his addresses, how
could he explain, in a manner flattering to his self love, the
fact that, at the first decluration, she had abruptly and mysteri-
ously disappeared, and thus thwarted his wishes and his hopes?
Many thought that, jealous ofthis treasure, he had hidden her
in one of his country houses, But when they heard Porpora,
with thidt bluni, openness which never deceived, sny that he
had advised his pupil to precede and wait for him in Germang,
nothing remained but to search for the motives of so strange n
resolution. The count, indeed, to put them off the track, pre-
tended to show meither vexation nor surprise: but lis disap-
pointment betrayed itself in spite of hiw, and they ceased to
attribute to him that good fortuné on which he had been so
much congratulated. 'T'he greater portion of the truth became
cloar to all the world—viz.: the infidelity of Anzolcto, the rivalry
of Corilla, and the despair of the poor Spaniard, whom they
gmed and sincerely regretted. Anzoleto’s first impulse had
een to run to Porporu; but the latter repulsed him sternly.
“Cease to question me, ambitious young-man without heart
and witheut truth,” the indignant wmaster replied; “you never
merited the affection of that noble girl, and yoe shall never
kuow from mre what has becomo of her. 1 will takoe every car:
that yowshall not find a trace of her; and if by chanco you
) d one day meet with her, L hope that your imagoe will be
i from her heart and memory as fuﬁy as I desire and
labour to accomplish it.”
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From Porpora, Anzoleto went to the Corte Minelli. Ho
found (‘onsuelo’s apartment already surrendered to a new oe-
cupant, and encumbered with the materials of his labour. e
was a worker in glass, long since installed in the house, and
who transferred his workshop to her room with much glee,

“Ah, ha! it is you, my boy?” said he to the young tenor;
“youhave come to see me in my new shop? 1 shall do very
well here, and my wife is very glad that she can lodge all the
children below, "What are you looking for? Did little Con-
suclo forget anything? Look, my child, search; it will not
aunoy me.”

“Where have they put her furniture?”’ said Anzoleto, agi-
tated and struck with despair at not finding any vestige of
Consuelo, in this place w‘uich had heen cousecrated to the
purest enjovments ot his life.

* The farniture is below in the court; she made a present of
it to mother Agatha, and she did well. The old woman is
poor, and will make a little money out of it. Oh! Consuelo
always had a good heart, *She has not left a farthing of debt
in the C'orte, and she made a sinall present to everyhody when
she went away.  She merely took her erucifix with her. But
it was very odd her going off in the middlg ofgtbwesight without
telling any #ie! Master Porpora came this morning to arrange
all her gffairs: it was like the exeention of a will. It grieved
all the neighbours, but they eonsoled themselves at last with
the thought that she is 10 doubt going to live in a fine palace
o the canalazzo, now that she is rich and a great lady. As
for me, I always said she would make a fortune with her voice,
sho worked so hard, And when will ¢he wedding be, Anzo-
leto? 1 hope that you will bay something from 1ne to make
presents to all the young girls of the quarter.”

“ Yes, yes,” replied Anzoleto wildly, He fled with death in
his soul, and saw iu the court all the gossije of the place hold-
mg an auction of Consuclo’s bed and table—that bed on which
he had seen her slecp, that table at which he had seen her
work! “Obh, [leavens! already nothing Jeft of her!” cried he
involuntarily, wringing his hands. Ile [clt almost tempted to
go and stab Corilla. .

Atter an interval of three days he reappearced on the stage
with Corilla. "They were both outragevusly hisged, aud the
curtain had to be lowered before the piece was finished,  Anzo-
lcto was furious, Corilla perfectly unconcerned. *This is
what your protection procures me,® said he, in a threatening
tone, as soon as he was alone with her. The prima donna
answered him with great cooluess—" You arc affected by trifles,
my poor chjld; it is casily scen that you know little of the
public, and have never borne the bruut of its caprices. I was
so well prepared for the reverse of this evening, that 1 did not
even take the pains to look over my part; and if I did not tell
you what was to happon, it was because I knew very well you

_ would not have courage enough to entcr upon the stage



100 CONSUELO.

with the certainty of being hissed. Now, however, you must
know what you have to expect. The next time we shall be
treated even worse. Three, four, six, cight representations
perhaps, will pass thus; but during these storms an opposition
will manifest 1tselt in our favour. Were we the most stupid
blockheads in the world, the spirit of contradiction and inde-
pendence would raise up partisans for us, who will Lecome
more and more zealous. There are so many people who think
to elevate themselves by abusing others, taat there are not
wanting those who think to do the same by protecting them.
After a dozen trials, during which the theatre will be a field of
battle between the hissers and the applauders, our opponents will
be fatigued, the refractory will look sour, and we shall enter
upon a new phase. That portion of the public which has sus-
tained us without well knowing whky, will hear us coldly; it
will be like a new debut for us, and then it will depend upon
ourselves, thank Icaven! to subdue the audience and remain
masters of them. T predict great success for you from that
moment, dear Anzoleto; the spell which has hitherto weighed
you down will be removed. You will breathe an atmosphere
of encouragement and sweot praises, which will restore your
powers. ‘wiwiuon.er the cefleet which you produeed at Zusti-
niani’s the first time you were heard there. You had not
time to complete your conquest—a more brilliant stare-ame too
soon to eclipse you; but that star has allowed itself to sink
below the horizou, and you must be prepared to ascend with
me into the empyrean.”

Everything happened as Corilla had predicted. The two
lovers had certainly to®pay dearly, during some days, for the
loss the public had sustained int the person of Consuclo. But
their constaney in braving the tempest wearied out an anger
which was too excessive to be lasting.  Zustiniani encouraged
Corilla’s cfforts. *As for Anzoleto, the count, after having
made vain attempts to draw a priwe uomo to Venice at so
advanced a season, when all the engagements were already
made with the pricipal theatres in Enrope, made up his
mind, and acecepted him for his champion in the strugple
which was going on between the public and the adininistration
of his theatre. That theatre had a reputation too brilliant to
be perilled by the loss of one performer. Nothing like this could
overcome {ixed habits. All tho boxcs were let for the season,
and the ladics held their levees there, and met as usual. The
real dilettanti kept up their dissatisfaction for a time, but
they were too few in number to be cared for. Besides, they
were at last tired of their own animosity, and one fine ¢vening,
Corilla, having sung with power, was unanimoualy recalled.
She teappuaved, leading with her Anzoleto, who had not been
[ for, and who secmed to yield to a gentle violence with a

and timid air. He reccived his share of the applauses,
and waare-engaged the next day. 1n short, before a month had
passed, Consuclo was as much forgotten as is the lightning
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which shoots athwarta summer sky. Corillaexcited enthusiasin
as formerly, and perhaps merited it more; for emulation had
given her more earnestness, and love sometimes inspired her
with more feeling and expression. As for Anzoleto, though he
had not overcoine his defects, he had succeeded in displaying his
incontestible good qualitics. They had become accustomed to
the first and admired the last, His charming person fascinated
the women, and he was much sought after for the salogns, the
more so because Corilla's jealousy increased the piquancy of
coquetting with him, Clorinda also developed her powers
upon the stage: that is to say, her heavy beauty and the easy
nonchalance of uucqualled dulness, which was not without
its attraction for a portion of the spectators.  Zustiniani, partly
to relicve his mind after his deep disappointment, covered her
with jewcls, and pushed her forward in the first parts, hoping
to make her succeed Corilla, who was positively engaged at
PParis for the coming season.

Corilla saw without vexation this competition, from which
she had nothing to fear cither preseut or future; she even took
a malicious pleasure in bringing out that cool and impudent
incapacity yhich rceoiled before nothing. eWiese=two crea-
tures lived thercefore in a good understanding and governed the
administgation imperiously. They put asido cvery serious
picee, and revenged themseclves upon Porpora by refusing
his operas, to accept and bring forward those of his most
unworthy rivals. They agreed together to injure all who
displeased them, and to proteet all who humbled themselves
before their power. During that scasoh, thavks to them, the
public applauded the compositions of the decadence, and forgot
that true and grand music had formerly flourished in Venice.

In the midst of his success and prosperity (for the count
had given him a very advantageous engagement) Anzoleto
was overwhelmed witﬁ' profound disgust, and droo under
the weight of a inclancholy happiness. It was pitiful to see
him drag himself to the re| carnas’s hanging on the arm of the

. trinmphant (‘orilla, pale, languishing, handsome as Apollo, but
ridiculously foppish in his appearance, like a man wearied of
admiration, crushed and destroyed under the laurels and
myrtles he had so easily and so largely gathered. | Even at the
performances, when upon the stage with Corilla, he yielded to
the necessity he felt of protesting geainst her by his superb
attitudo and his impertinent languor. While she devoured
him with Ler cyes, he seemed by his looks to say to the
audience—* 1)o not think that leespond to so much love? On
the contrarw, whoever will deliver me from it will do me a
great service.”’ .

The fact was that Anzoleto, spoiled and corrupted by Corilla,
turned against her the instinets of sclfishness and ingratitude
which she had excited in his heart against the whole world.

. There remained to him but one sentiment which was truo and
pure in éts nature: the imperishable love which, in spite of
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his vices, he cherished for Consuelo. He conld divert his at-
tention from it, thanks to his natural frivolity; but he could
not cure himself of it, and that love haunted him like remorse,
Yike a torture, in the midst of his most culpable excesses.
In the midst of thew all, a spectre secemed to dog his steps;
and deep-drawn sighs escaped from his breast when in the
middle of the night he passed in his zondola along the dark
buildings of the Corte Minelli. Corilla, for o long time sub-
dued by his bad treatment, and led, as all mean souls are, to
love only in proportion to the contempt and outrages she re-
ceived, began at last to be tired of this futal passion.  She had
flattered herself that she could conquer and enchain his
savaye indcpendence. She had worked for that end with a
vialent earnestness, and she had sacrificed everything to it.
‘When sheo felt and acknowledged the impossibility of ever suc-
ceeding, she began to hate him, and to scarch for distractions
and revenge. li)ne night when Anzoleto was wandering in
his gondola about Venice with Clorinda, he saw another gon-
dola rapidly glide off, whosc extinguished lantern gave notice
of some clandestinn rendezvous.  He paid little attention to
it; but CISFNYL™ wMo, in her fear of being disrovered, was
always on the look-out, said to him—* Let us go more slowly.
It is the count’s gondola; T recognise the gondolier.®

“In that case we will go more quickly,” replied Anzoleto;
“1 wish to rejoin him, and to know with_whom ho is enjoying
this fresh and baliny evening.”

“No, no; let us refurn,” cried Clorinda. “His eye is so
Ei_grc'i,ng and his ear so quick. 'We must be carcful not to annoy

im,

“ Row,ﬁ]' say!” cricd Anzoleto to his gondolier; “ I wish to
overtake that bark which you sece before us.”

Notwithstanding Clorinda’s prayers and terror, this was the
work of but an instant. The two barks grazed cach other,
and Anzoleto heard a half-stitled barst of laughter proceed
from the other gondola. “ Ha!” said he, “ this is fair play—it
is Corilla who 18 taking the air with the signor count.” So
saying, Anzoleto leu,peﬁ to the bow of his gondola, teok the
oar from the hands of the barcarole, and following the other
gondola rapidly, overtook it and grazed it a sccond fime, ex-
claiming aloud as he passed, “ Dear Clorinda, you are with-
out contradiction the mc3t beautiful and the most beloved of
all women.” .

I was just saying as much to Corilla,” immediately re-
plied;the ‘count, coming out df his cabin and approaching tho
othet bark with consummate selt-possession; “ ahd now that
onr exéursions on both sides aro finished, I propose that we .

fake an exchange of partners.” .
214 The signor count only does justice to my loyalty,” replied
Anzoleto in the same tone. “If he permit me, 1 will offer
him my arm, that he may himself escort the fair Clorinda-
jnto his gondola.”
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The count reached out his arm to rest upon Anzoleto’s; but
the tenor, inflamed by hatred, and transported with rage,
leaped with all his weight upon the count’s gondola and upset
it, crying with a savtgze voice—" Signor count, gondola for

ondola!”  Then abandoning his victims to their fate, and
eaving Clorinda speechless with terror and trembling for the
consequences of his frantic conduct, he gained the opposite
bank by swimming, took his course through the dark and tor-
tuous strects, entcred his lodging, changed his clothes in a
twinkling, gathered together all the money he had, left the
house, threw himself into the first shallop which was getting
under way for Trieste, and snapped his fingers in trinmph as
he snw, in the dawn of morning, the clock-towers and domes of
Venice sink beneath the waves,

CHAPTER XXIIL

TN the western rauge of the Carpathian mountains, which
separates Bohemia from Davaria, and which receives in these
countries the name of the Boehmer Wald, there was still stand-
ing, about g century ago, an old country setfmmense ox-
tent, called, in consequence of some forgotien tradition, the
Castle of the Giants.  Though prescuting at a distance some-
what the appearance of an ancient fortress, it was no more
than a private residencee, furnished in the taste, then somewhat
antiquated but always rich and sumptuous, of Louis XIV.
The feudal style of architeeture had also undergone various
tasteful modifications in the parts of*the edifice occupied by
the Lords of Rudolstadt, masters of this rich domain,

The family was of Bohewmian origin, but had bedome natu-
ralized in Germany on its members changing their name, and
abjuring the prineiples of the Reformatiors, at the most trying
period of the Thirty Years’ War, A noble aud yvaliant ances-
tor, of inflexible Protestant principles, had beert murdered on
the mountain in the neighbourhood of his castle by the fana-
tic soldiery. Ilis widow, who was of a Saxon family, saved

the fortune aud the life of her young children, by declaring -

lierself a Catholic, and entrusting to the Jesuits the education
of the heirs of Rudolstadt. After two geucratiogs had pikised
away, Bobemia being silent and oppresscd, the A@istrian power
permanently established, and the glory and misfortunes of the
Reformation at last apparently forgotten, the Lords of B
dolstadt peaccfully practised the Christian virties, pro
the Romish faith, and dwelt o their estates in ynokteiit:
state, like ®ood aristocrats and faithful servants of Mazh

resa. They had formerly displayed their bravery, 1§ the ser-
vice of their emperor Charles the Sixth; but if we&’ strange
that young Albert, the Jast of this illustrious and péwerful racs,
and the only son of Count Christian Rudolstadt, had never
borne arms inthe War of Sudcession, which had just te: fated;
and tfat he had reached his thirticth year without having

rda
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sought any other distinction than what he inherited from his
bir&l and fortune. This unusual course had inspired his sove-
reign with suspicion of collusion with her cnemies; but Count
Christian, having had the honour to receive the empress in his
castle, had given such reasons for the conduct of his son as
seemed to satisfy her, Nothing however had transpired of the
conversation between Maria Theresa and (‘ount Rudolstadt.
A strange mystery reigred in tho bosom of this devout and be-
neficent fumily, which for ten years a neighbour had seldom
visited; which no business, no pleasure, na political agitation,
induced to leave their domains; which Fuid largely and with-
out & murmur all the subsidies required for the war, displaying
no uneasiness in the midst of public danger and misfortune;
which in fine seemed not to live after the same fashion as the
other nobles,who vicwed them with distrust, although knowing
nothing of them but their praisewortby deeds and noble con-
duct. At a loss to what to attribute this unsocial and retired
mode of life, they accuzed the Rudvlstadts sometimes of ava-
rice, somotimes of misanthropy; but as their actions uniformly
contradicted these imputations, their maligners were at leugth
obliged fing tﬂzir reproaches to their apathy and indif-
ference. 'L'hey asseited that Count Christian i€ not wish to
expose the life of his son—the last of Lis race—in these disas-
trous wars, and that the empress had, in cxchemgc tor his =er-
vices, accepted a sum of money sufficicnt to equip a regiment
of hussars. The ladies of rank who had marriageable daugh-
ters admitted that Count Christian had done well; but when
they learned the determination that e secmed to entertain of
roviding a wife for his son in his own family, in the daughter
of the Baron Frederick his brother— when they understood
that the young Baroness Amelia had just quitted the convent
at Prague where ghe had becn cducated, to reside hencefor-
ward with her cousin in the (tastle of the Giants--these noble
dames unanimously pronounced the family of Rudolstadt to
be a den of wolves, cach of whom was more unsocial and savage
than the others. A few devoted servants and faithihl fricuds
alone knew the sccret of the family, and kept it stricily.

This noble family was assembled one evering ronnd a table
profusely loaded with game, and those substantial dishds with
which our ancestors in Slavonie states still continued to regale
themsclves at this period, notwithstanding the relinements
which the court of Louis XV, had introduccd into the aristo-
cratic customs of a great part of Kurope. Animmense hearth
on which burned huge billets of pak, diflused heat throughout the
large and gloomf' hall, Count Christian in a loud viice had just
said grace, to which the other members of the family listened
standing. Nurmerous aged and ;imvo domcstics, in the costnne
of the country—viz. large mameluke trousers, and long musta-
chi ved slowly to and fro in attendance on their honoured
m .x The chaplain of the castle was scated on the right
of tlibi oot t, the young Baroness Amelia on his left— next his



CONSUELO. 105

eart,” as he was wont to say with austere and paternal
gaVantry. The Baron Frederick, his junior brother, whom he
always called his “ gouny brother,” from his not being more
than sixty years old, was seated opposite. The Canoness Wen-
ceslawa of Rudolstadt, his eldest sister, a venerable lady of
seventy, afilicted with an enormous hump and a frightful lean-
ness, took her place at the upper end of the table; while Count
Albert, the son of Count C'hristian, the betrothed of Amelia,
and the last of the Rudolstadts, came forward, pale and melan-
chaly, to seat himself at the other end, opposite his noble aunt.

Olall these silent personages, Albert was certainly the one
least disposed and least accustomed to impart animation to the
others.  The chaplain was so duvoted Lo his masters, and so

erential towards the Lead of the family in particular, that he
never opened his mouth to speak unless encouraged to do so
by a look from Count Christian; and the latter was of so calm
and reserved a disposition, that he scldom required to seek from
others o relief from his owft thoughts.

Baron Ifrederick was of a less thoughtful character and more
active temperament, but he was by no means remarkable for
auimation, Although mild and benevaleng ?@zwwt brother,
he had less thtelligenee and loss enthusiasmi, Elis devotion was a
matter of custom and politeness.  1lis only passion was a love
for the ehase,in which he spent almost all his time, going out
vach morning awl returning cach evening, ruddy with ex-
ereise, out ol breath, and hungry. lle ate for ten, drank for
thirty, and ¢ven showed some spzu'fis of animation when relatin,
how his dog Sapphire had started the diare, how Panther b
unkeunclled the wolt, or how hig faleou Attila had taken flight;
and when the ecompany had listened o all this with inexhausti-
ble patienee, he dozed over quietly near the fire in & great black
leathern armn-chair, and enjoyed his napeuntil his daughter
came to warn him that the hour for retiring was about to strike,

‘The canoncss was the most conversable of the m-t?'. She
might even be called chatty, for she discussed with the chaplain,
two or threo times a weck, for an hour at a stretch, s
knotty peints touching the genealogy of Bohemian, Hungarian,
and Saxon funilies, the nanes muﬂriogmphics of whom, from
kings down to simple gentlemen, she had on her finger ends.

As for Count Albert, there was something popelling and
solemn in his exterior, as if cach of his gestures had been pro-

hetie, each of his senteuces oraculfr to the rest of the family.
E y a singular peenliarity inexplicable to auy one not acquainted
with the seeret of the mansion,gis soon as he opened his lips,
which did ot happen onee in twenty-four hours, the eyes of
hix friends and domesties were turned upon him; and there
was apparent ou every face a deep anxicty, a painful and at-
fectionate solicitude; always excepting that of the young Amelia,
who listened to him with a sort of ironical impatience, anc
who alone ventured to reply, with the gay or sarcastic fami-
liarity which her fancy prompted.
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This young girl, exquisitoly fair, of a blooming complexion,
lively, and well formed, was a little pearl of beauty; and when
her waiting-maid told her so, in order to console her for her
cheerless mode of life, “ Alas!” the young girl would reply, “ T
am a pearl shut up in an olyster of which this frightful Castle
of the Giants is the shell.” This will scrve to show the
reader what sort of petulant bird was shut up in so gloomy
o cage.

O;gx this cvening the solemn silence which weighed down the
family, particularly during the first coursc (for the two old
gentlemen, the canoness, and the chaplain, were possessed of
& solidity and reé;ula.rity of appetite which never failed), was
interrupted by Count Albert.

“ What frightful weather!” said he, with a profound sigh.

Every onc Jooked at him with surprise; for if the weather
had become gloomy and threatening during the hour they
had been shut up in the interior of the castle, nobody could
have perceived it, since the thick shutters were closed. Every-
thing was calm without and within, and nothing announced
an approaching tempest.

Nobodyy ce¥y ventured to contradiet plbert; and
Amelia contented horself with shrugging her shoulders,
while the clatter of knives and forks, and the remoeal of the
dishes by the servants, proceeded, after a monfeut’s interrup-
tion, as before.

“Do noiﬁyou hear the wind roaring amid the pines of thn
Bochmer Wald, and the voice of the torrent sounding in your
ears?! continued Albért in a louder voice, and with a fixed
gaze at his father. .

Count Christian was silent. The baron, in his quiet way,
replied, without removing his eyes from his venison, which he
hewed with athletic hand as if it had been a lump of granite;
“yes, we had wind and rain together at sunset, and 1 should
not be surprised were the weather to change to-morrow.”

Albert smiled in his strange manner, and everything again
became still; but five minutes had hardly elapsed when a
furious blast shook the lofty cascments, howled wildly around
the old walls, lashing the waters of the moat as with a whip,
and died away on the mountain tops with a sound so plaintive,
that every face, with the cxception of Count Albert's, who
again smiled with the same indefinable expression, grew pale,

“ At this very instant,” said he, “ the storm drives a, stranger
towards our eastle. You would do well, Rir C'ha,pluiu, to pray
for those who travel bencath the tempest amid these rude
monntains,” .

“1 hpurly pray from my very soul,” replicd the trembling
chaplain, ‘“for those who are cast on the rude paths of lifo
amid the tempest of human passions.”

“Do not reply, Mr. Chaplain,” said Amelia, without regard-
ing the looks or signs which warned her on every side not to .
continue thd conversation. “You know very well *that my
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cousin likes to torment people with his enigmas. For my
part I never think of finding them out.”

Count Albert paid no more attention to the raillerics of his
cousin than she appeared to pay to his discourse. He leaned
an elbow on his plate, which almost always remained empt;
and unused before him, and fixed his eyes on the damas)
table-cloth, as if making a calculation of the ornaments on the
pattern, though all the while absorbed in a reverie.

_CHAPTER XXIV.,

A TURIOUS tempest raged during the supper; which meal
lasted just two hours, neither more nor less, even on fast-days,
which were religiously observed but which never prevented
the count fromn indulging his customary habits, no less sacrod
to him than the usages of the Romish Church. Storms were
too frequent in these mountains, and the immense forests which
then covered their sides imparted to the echoes a character too
well known to the inhabitants of the castle, to occasion them
even a passing emotion. Nevertheless, the unusual agitation
of Count AJbert communicated itself to Yameaimefsphe fainily,
and the baron, disturbed in $he usual current of his reflections,
might h%ve evinced some dissatisfaction, had it been possible
for his imperturbable placidity to be for » moment rufled. He
contented himself with sighing deeply, when a frightful peal of
thunder, occurring with the second remove, caused the carver
to miss the choice morsel of a boar's ham which he was just
then engaged in detaching. ®

* It cannot be helped,” said*the baron, directing a compas-
siona.tinﬁ smile towards the poor carver, who was quite down-
cast with his mishap.

“Yes, uncle, you are right,” exclaimed*Count Albert in a
loud voice and rising to his feet; it cannot be helpod. The
Hussito is down; the lightning consumes it; Spring will re-
visit its foliage no more!”

“ W hat say you, my son?” asked the old coun}, in a melan-
choly tone.  “Do you speak of the huge ouk of the Schrecken-
stein?” * :

“Yes, father; I speak of the great oak to whose branches
we hung up some twenty monks the other day.” .

“He mistakes centuries for weeks just now,” said the
canoness in a low voice, while shc made the siga of the eross.
“ M{ dear child,” she continued, turning to her nephew, *if
you have really scen what has®happened, or what is about to
happen, ir*a dream, as has more than once beeu the case, this
miserable withered oak, considerinf the sad recollections asso-
ciated with the rock it shaded, will be no great loss.”

- As for me,” exclaimed Amelia, “I am deli*hted that the
storm has rid us of that gibbet, with its long, frightful skele-

* «%tonc of Terror, "—a namo not unfrequently wsed In the.c regions,
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ton arms, and its red trunk which seemed to ooze out blood. I
never passed beneath it when-the breeze of evening moved
amid its foliage, without hearing sighs us if of agony, and com-
mending my soul to God while I turned away and fled.”

“ Amelia,” replied the count, who just now appeared to hear
her words for the first time perhaps for days, ** you did well
not to remain bencath the Hussite as I did for hours, and even
entire nights. Yon would have seen and heard things which
would have chilled you with terror and never have left
your memory."’

“Pray, be silent,” cricd the young baroness, starting and
moving from the table where Albert was leaning; *I cannot
imagine what ]l)lensure you take in terrifying others every time
you open your lips.” .

“Would to Heaven, dear Amelia,” said the old baronm,
mildly, “it were indeed but an amusement which your cousin
takes in uttering such things.”

“ No, my father; | speak in all seriousness. The oak of the
Stone of Terror is overthrown, cleft in pieces. You may send
the wood-cutters to-morrow to remove it. 1 shall plant a
cypress in.its-qmlage, which I shall name, not the Hussite, but
the Penitent, and the Stone of Terror shall be called the Stone

of Mxpiation,”
“ Jiunough, enough, my son!” cxclaimed the agonized old
man. “Banish these melancholy images, and leave it to God

to ‘judge the actions of men,”

‘ They havo disappeared, father—annihilated, with the im-
plements of torture which the breath of the storm and the firo
of Heaven have scattered in the dust. In place of pendent
skeletons, fruits and flowers rock themselves amid tho zephyrs
on the new branches; and in place of the man in black who
nightly lit up the flgines beside the stake, I see a pure celestial
soul which hovers over y head and yours. The storm is
gone, the danger over; those who travelled are in shelter;
my soul is in peace, the period of expiation draws nigh, and
I am about to be born again.”

** May what you say, O well-beloved child, prove true!” said
Christian, with extreme tenderness; “and may you be freed
from the phantomns which trouble your repose! ~ Heaven graut
me 'tk’us blessing, and restoro peace, and hope, and light to my
son!

Before the old man had finished speaking, Albert leaned
forward, and appeared to fall into a tranquil slumber.

"“ What means this?” brokecin tho young baroncss; “ what
do 1 see?—Albert slo?]ping at table? Very gallant, truly!?

“ This deep and sudden sleep,” said the chaplain, surveying
the young man with intense intercst, “is a favourable crisis,
which leads me to look forward to a happy change, for a timo
at‘lia,n:. ;1 his sxtunt{;m.”l

‘Let f10 one speak to him, or attempt to rouse him,” ex-
clgimed Count Christian, P N



CONSUELO. *109

" Merciful Heaven,” prayed the canoness, with clasped
hands, “ realize this prediction, and let his thirticth year be
that of his recoverg!"

“ Amen!” added the chaplain, devoutly. * Let us raise our
hearts with thanks to the God of Merey for the food which he
has given us, and entreat him to deliver this noble youth, the
object of so much solicitude.”

They rose for gracc, and cvery one remained standing, ab-
sorbed in prayer for tho last of the Rudolstadts. As for the
old count, tears streamed down his withered cheeks. He then
gave orders to his faithful servants to convey his son to his
apartment, whon Baron Frederick, considering how he could
best display his devotion towards his nephew, observed with
childish satisfaction; “ Dear brother, a good idea has occurred
to me. If your son awakeas in the seclusion of his chamber,
while digestion is going on, bad dreamms may assail him.
Bring him to the saloon, and place him in my large arm-
chair, Itisthe best one for sleeping in iu the whole house. He
will be bettor there than in*bed, and when he awakens he will
find a good fire and friends to cheer his heart.”

“You are right, brother;” replied Christian, “let us bear
him to the saloon and place him on the lyggg ssfsl’s

“It 1s wﬂmg to sleep, lying after dinner,” continued the
baron ; *4[ believe, brother, that 1 am aware of that from ex-
perience.  Let him have my arm-chair—yes, my arm-chair is
the thing.”

Christian very well knew that were he to refuse his brother’s
offer, it would vex and annoy him: the young count was there-
fore propped up in the hunter’s leatherrschair, but he remained
quite insensible to the change, so sound was his sleep, The
baron placed himsclf on another seat, and warming his legs
before & fire worthy of the times of old, smiled with a trium-
phant air whenever the chaplain observed that Albert's repose
would assuredly have happy results. The good seul proposed
to give up his nup as well as his chair, and 1o joik the family
in watching over the youth; but after some quartes of an bour,
he was so miuch at ease that he began to snore after so lusty
a fashion as to drown tho last faint and now far distant gusts
of the storm. ' . .

The castle bell, which only rang on extraordinagy occasions,
was now heard, and old Hans, the head domeétic, entered
shortly afterwards with a lotter which he presentgd to Count
Christian without saying a word. ®Ile then reted into an
adjoining apartment to await his master's commands. Chris-
tian o] ene(? the lotter, cast his eyes on the signature, and
handed the paper to the young baroness, with a request that
she would pefuse the contents. Curious and excited, Amelia
upproache(iu;. candle, and read as follows:—

“JILLUSTRIOUS AND WELL-BEKLOVED LorDp Counr,
'« Your Excellency has conferred on me the favour of asking a service at my
, hands. ‘Thls, indeed, is to confer a greater favour than all those which I
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Imve already recelved, and of which my heart fondly cherishes the remembrance.

. Despite my anxiety to evecute your esteemed orders, I did not hope to find so
promptly and so suitably the individual that was required; Lut favourable cir-
oum baving red to an unf( extent in aiding me to fulfil the
desires of your Highness, I hasten to send a young person who realizes, at least
in part, the required conditions. I therefore send her only provisionally, that
your amiable and illustrious niece may not too impatiently await a more satis-
factary termination to my r hes and pr ding

“ The jndividual who has the honour to present this is my pupil, and in a
measure my adopted child; she will prove, as the amiable baroness has desired,
an agreeable and obliging companion, as well as a most competent musical
instructress. In other respects, she does not posscss the necessary information
for o governess. She speaks several languages, though hardly sufticiently ac-
quainted with them perbaps to teach them.  Musie she knowa thoroughly, and
she sings remurkably well.  You will be pleased with her talents, her voice, her
demeanour, and not less so with the sweetness and dignity of her character.
Your Highness may admit her into your cifcle without risk of her infringing
in any way on etlquette, or affording any evidence of low tastes. She wishes
to remaln free as regards your noble family, and therefore will accept no salary.
n short, it is neither as a duenna nor as a servant, but as companion and friend to
the amlable baroncss, that she appears: just as that lady did me the honour to
mention in the gracious posi-scripteen which she added to your Excellency's
communication.

« 8ignor .Gc"'m'..vgo Las been appolnted ambassador to Austria, awaits the
orders for his departure’, ‘but these he thinks will not arrive bettice two months.
Signora Corner, his worthy spouse and my generous pupll, would have me ac-
company them to Vienna, where she thinks I should onjoy a happicr career.
‘Without perhaps agreeing with her in this, I have acceded to her kind, offers,
desirous as I am to abandon Venice, where T have only experinced snnoyance,
deception, and reverses. I long to revisit the noble German land, where I have
seen 80 many happy days, and renew my intimacy with the venerable friends T
left there. Your Highness'holds the first place in this old, worn-out, yet not
wholly chilled hcart, since it is actuatad by eternal affection and deepest grati-
tude. To you, therefore, illustrious signor, do I commend and gonfide my
adoptive child, requesting on her bebalf hospitality, protection, and favour.
Bhe wiil repay your gogdness by her zeal and attention to the young- baroncss.
In three months I shall come for her, and offer in her place a teacher who may

a more p engagement.

* Awaiting the duy on which I 10ay once more press the hand of one of the
best of men, 1 presume to declare myself, with respect and pride, the most
humble and devoted of the fricnds and servants of your Highuess, chiarissima,
stimatissima, illustrissima,

* Nrcoras Porrony,

“* Chapel Master, Composer, and Profe of
“ Voecal Music.

“ Venice, the - of -

Amelia sprang up with joy on perusing this letter, while the
the old count, much affected, repoated—* Worthy Porpora!
respectable man' excellent fricnd!” \

“Certaifity, certainly,” exclaimed the Canones® Wenceslawa,
divided between the dread of deranging their family usages and
the desire of displaying the duties of hospitality towards a
ntrmea. * we must receive and treat her well, provided she
do nof become weary of us here,”

17—
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*y  “But, uncle, where is this precious misiress and futyre

i friend?” exclaimed the young baroness, without aftending to
«ap aunt’s roflcctions.  *““Surely she will shortly be here in per-
son. 1 await her with impatience.”

Count Christian rang, “ Hans,” said he, “ by whom was
this delivered?”

“ Iy a lady, most gracious lord and master.”

‘“Ilere alrcady!” exclaimed Amelia. * Where? —oh,
where ?”

*In her post-carriage at the drawbridge.”

* And you have left her to perish outside, instead of intro-
ducing her at ouce ?” .

“ Yes, madam; I took tho letter, but forbade the postillion
to slacken rein or take foot out of the stirrup. T also raised the
bridge behind me until T should have delivered the letter to my
master.”

¢ But it is unpardonable, absurd, to make guests wait out-
side in such weather. Would not any one think we were in a
fortress, and that we take évory one who cones for an enemy ¢
Speed away then, Hans.”

Flans remained motionless as a statue. His eyes alone ex-
pressed regret that he could not obey the yyjshessfhis young
mistress; bt a cannon-ball whizzing pas{ ixis ear would not
have deranged by a hair’s breadth the impassive attitude with
which he awaited the sovereign ordors of his old master.

“The faithful Ilans, my child,” said the baron slowly,
“ knows nothing but his duty and the word of command. Now
then, Hans, open the gutes and lower the bridge. Let overy
one light torcﬁ;s, and bid the stranger welcome.”

Hans evinced no surprise in being orderod to usher the un-
known into a house where the nearest and best friends were
only admitted after tedious precantions. The canoness pro-
ceeded to give dircctions for supper. Amelia would have sct
out for the drawbridge; but her uncle, holding himself bound
in honour to meet his guest there, offered his arm to his ni(?ce,
and the impatient baroncss was obliged to praceed majes-
tically to the castle gate, where the wandering ﬁ.igltive Con-

suclo had already ahghtod. :

CHAPTER XXYV.

DunING the three months that had %lapsed since the Baroness
Amelia had taken it into hor head to have a confpanion, less
to instruct her than to solace har weariness, she Had in fancy
pictured to kerself a hundred times the form and features of her
future friond. Aware of Porpora’s crusty humour, she feared
he would send some severe and pedantic governess, She had
therefore sceretly written to him to say (as if her desires werc
not law to her doting relatives), that she would receive no one
past twenty-five. On reading Porpora’s answer she was 8o
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transported with joy that she forthwith sketched in imagina-
tion a complete portrait of the young musician—the adopted
child of the professor, young, and a. Venetian—that is to say,
in Amelia’s eyes, made expressly for herself, and after her own
im

She was somewhat disconcerted, therefore, when, instead of
the blooming, sauey girl that her faney had drawn, she be-
held a pale, melancholy, and embarrassed young person; for,
in addition to the prefound grief with which her poor heart was
overwhelmed, and the fatigue of a long and rapid journey, a
fearful and almost fatal impression had becn nadé on Con-
suelo’s mind by the vast pine forests tossed by the tempest,
the dark night illuminated at intervals by livid flashes of
liihtning, and, above all, bg the aspect of this grim castle, to
which tho howlings of the baron’s kennel and the light of the
torches borne by the scrvants, lent a strange and ghastly effect.
What a contrast with the firmamento lucido of Marcello—the
harmonious silence of the nights at Venice—the confiding
liberty of her former lifo, passed in the bosom of love and
Jjoyous poesy! When the carriage had slowly passed over the
drawbridge, which sounded hollow under the horses’ feet, and
the porterdlus-foll giith a startling clang, it scemed to her as if
she had entered the portals of the * Inferno” of Dante: and,
seized with terror, she recommended her soul to God:-

Her countenance therefore showed symptoms of extreme
agitation when she presented herself before her hosts; and the
aspect of Count Christian, his tall, wasted figure, worn at once
b{ age and vexation, and dressed in his ancient costume, com-
pleted her dismay. She'imuginod she beheld the spectre of some
ancient nobleman of the middle ages; and lovking upon evory-
thing that surrounded her as a dream, she drew back, uttering
an exclamation of terror.

The old count, astriputing her hesitation and paleness to the
olting of the carriage and the fatigue of the journey, offered
is arm to assist her in mounting the steps, endeavouring at
the same time to utter some kind and polite expressions. But
the worthy man, on whom Nature had bestowed a cold and
reserved exterior, had become, during so long a period of abso-
lute retirement, such a str.'xngior to the usages and conven-
tional courtesies of the world, that his timidity was redoubled;
and under a grave and severc aspect he doncealed the hesi-
tation and confusion of a child. The obligation which he
considerod himsclf under o speak ltalian, a langnage which
he had forerly known tolorably well but which he had almost
forgotten, only added to hisc embarrassment; and he could
merely stamamer out a few words, which Consuelo, heard with
difficulty, and. which wbe took for the unknown and mysterious
language of the Shades. .

Amelia, who had intended to throw hersclf upon Consuelo's
neck, and at once appropriate her to herself, had nothing to
say-—such is%he reserve imparted, as if by contagion, even to

.
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;the boldest natures, when the timidity of others seoms to
‘shun their advances.

¢ Consuelo was introdnced into the great hall where they had
supped.  The count, divided between the wish to do her honour
and the fear of leiting her sce his son while buried in his
morhid sleep, paused and hesitated; and Consuelo, trembling
and feeling her knees give way under her, sank into the nearest
seat.

* Unele,” saill Amclia, sceing the embarrassment of the
eommt, “ I think it would be better to receive tho signora here.
1t is warmer than in the great saloon, and she must be frozen
by the wintry wind of our mountains. 1 am grieved to sce
her so overcome with fatigue, and I am sure that she requires

' a good supper and a sound, sleep mueh more than our cere-
monies, 1s it not true, my dear signora?” added she, gaining
courage enough to press gently with her plamp and pretty
fingers the powerless arm of Consuelo. R

Ier lively voice, and the Germaun accent with which she
pronounced her Italian, reassured Consuclo.  She raised her

cyes to the charming countenance of the young baroness, and,

looks onee exchanged, roserve and timidity wepe alik~banished,

The travellePunderstood immediately t,hu.tn?.ﬁis was her pupil,
and that this enchanting face at least was not that of a spectre.
She gratefully rececived all the attentions offered her by
Amelia, approached the fire, allowed her cloak to be taken
off, :xc«-cpte(ftho offer of supper, although she was not the least
hungry; and more and more reassured by the kindness of her
young hosless, she found at length the faculties of seeing, hear-
ing, and replying, .

Whilst the domesties served supper, the couversation natu-
rally tarned on Porpora, and Consuclo was delighted to hear
the old count speak of him as his fricod, his equal—almost as
his superior. Then they talked of Consuclo’s jeurney, the
route by which she had come, and the storm which must have
terrified her.  “ Wo are accustomed at Venice,” replied Con-
suelo, “to tempests still more sudden and perilous; for in our
‘wondolas, in passiug from one part of the city to another, we
are often threatened with shipwreck even at our ;very thres-
holds. The water which serves us instead of paved streets,
swells and foams like the waves of the sea, dashing our frail
barks with such violence against the wulls, that thg?.a.ro indan-
wor of destruction before we have tinte to land. Nevertheless,
although I have frequently witnessed such occurrences, and
am not naturally very timid, I was more terrified this evening
than I have ever been before, by the fall of a huge tree, up-
rooted by the tempest in the mountains and erashing across our
path. The horses reared upright, while the postillion in terror
exclaimed—* 1t is the Tree of Misfortune!—it is the Hussite
which has fallen!” Can you explain what that means, Signora
Baronessa?” .

Neithar the count nor Amelia attempted to reply to this

n ]
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question; they trembled while they looked at cach other,
“My son was not deceived,” said the old man! “Strange’.
strange in truth!” '

And excited by his solicitude for Albert, he left the saloon
to rejoin him, while Amelia, clasping her hands, murmurcd—
* There is magic here, and the devil in presence bodily.”

These strange remarks renwakened the superstitious feeling
which Consuclo had exporienced on entering the castle of Rudol-
stadt. The sudden paleness of Amelia, the solemn silencee of
the old servants in their red liverics—whose squarebulky figures
and whose lack-lustre eyes, which their long servitude secmed
to have deprived of all sense and expressinn, appeared each
the connterpart of his neighbour's—the immenasc hall wain- §
scotted with black oak, whose glodn a chandclier loaded with
lighted candles did not suffice to dissipate; tho eries of the
sereech-owl, which had recommenced its flight round the
custle, the storm being ovor; even the family portraits and the
huge heads of stags and boars earved in reliet on the wainscot-
ting—all awakened emotions of a gloomy cast that she was
unable to shake off. The obscrvations of the young baroness
were not very dhring, “My dear signora,” s.id she, has-
tening to assist her, *you must be prepared to meet here
things strange, inexplicable, often unpleasant, somctimes even
frightful ; true scenes of romance which no one would believe if
you related them, and on which you must pledge your honour
to be silent for ever.”

While the baronegs was thus speaking the door opened
slowly, and the Canoncss Wenceslawa, with her hump, her
angular figzure, and scvere “attirc, the effect of which was
heightened by the decorations of Lier order which she never laid
aside, entered the, apartment with an air more aflubly majes-
tic than she had éver worn since the period when the Empress
Maria Theresa, retwrning from her expedition to Hungary,
had conferred on the castle the unheard-of Lonour of taking
there a glass of hippocras and an bour’s repose. Sho ad-
vanced towards Consuclo, and after a couple of courtesies and
a harangue in German, which she had a ‘ppnrcntly learned by
heart, proceeded to kiss her forchead. The poor ‘girl, cold as
ma.rbie. reccived what she considered & death salute, and
murmured some inaudible reply.

‘When $he canoness hil returned to the saloon, for she saw
that she rather frightened the stranger than otherwise, Amelia
burst jnto laughter long and loud. .

’,f‘BW faith,” said she to her companion, “I dare swear
you th ﬁht you saw the ghost of Queen Libus$a; but calin
Yourself;fit is my aunt, the best and most tiresome of women,”, _
ardly ha¢ Consuelo recovered from this emotion when she
hoard the croaking of great Hungarian boots behind her, A
heavy measured step shook the floor, and a man with a
fuce so massive, red, and square, that thoso of the scrvants ap-*
appeared pale and aristopratic beside it, traversed the hall in

o
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profound silence, and went out by the great door which the
valets respectfully opened for him. I'resh agitation on the
part of Consuelo, fresh laughter on that of Amelia.

“This,” suaid she, “is Baron Rudolstadt, the greatest hunter,
the most unparallcled slecper, and the best of fathers, His nap
in the saloon is concluded. At nine he rises from his chair,
without on that account awaking, walks across this hall
without sceing or hearing anything, retires to rest, and wakes
with the dawn, alert. active, vicorous as if he were still young,
and bent on pursuing the chase anew with falcon, hound,
and horse.”

Hardly had she coneluded avhen tho chaplain passed. He
was stout, short, and palg s a dropsical patient. A lifo of
meditation does not suit the dnll Sclavonian temperament,
and the good man's obesity was no criterion of robust health.
ITe made a profound bow to the ladics, spoke in an under tone
to a servant, and disappeared in the track of the barom.
Forthwith old Ilans and another of thesc automatons, which
Consuelo conld not distinguish, so closely did they resemble
cach other, took their way to the saloon. Consueln, upable any
Jonger even™o appear to cat, followed tfiein with her eyes.
Iardly hyd they passed the deor, when a new apparition, more
striking than all the rest, presented itself at the threshold. It
was & youth of lofty stature and admirable proportions, but
with a eountenance of corpse-like paleness. Ho was attired in
black from head to foot, while a velvet cloak trimmed with
sable and held by tassels and clasps of gold, hung from his
shoulders. IHair of chon blackness fell in disorder over his pale
cheeks, which were furtl:cr concealed by the eurls of his glossy
beard. ITe motioned away the servants who advanced to meet
him, with an imperative gesture, before which they recoiled as
if his gaze had fascinated them. Then he turped towards
Count Christinn who followed him., :

“* I assure you, father,” said be, in a sweet voice and winning
aceents, “ that I have never felt so calm. Something great
is nccomplished in my destiny, and the peace of Heavonu has
descended on our house.” :

“May God grant it, my child!” exclaimed the éld man, ex-
tending his hand to bless him. C -

The youth bent his head reverently under thethand of his
father; then raising it with a mild®and sweet expression, he
advanced to the centre of the hall, smiled faingly, while he
slightly touched the hand which ,Amelia lield ouff tqhim, and
looked” earngstly at Consuelo for some sceonds. § k)
involuntary respect, Consuelo saluted him with ddwncast éyes:

. but ho did not return the salutation, and still continucd to gaze
on her, )

“This is the young person,” said the canopess in German,
“whomn——" 13ut the young man interrupted her with a

*gesture which scemed to say, “Do not speak to me, do not
disturb my thoughts.” Then slowly turning away, without
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testifying either surprise or interest, he deliberately retired by
reat door, va

“You must excuse him, my dear young lady,” said the °
canoness; “ he —” )

“I beg pardon, aunt, for interrupting you,” exclaimed
Amelia; “but you are speaking German, which the signora
does not understand.”

“Pardon me, dear signora,” replied Consuelo, in Italian; “1
have spoken many languages in my childhood, for 1 have tra-
velled a good dea{ I remember enough of German to under-
stand it perfectly. I darc not yet attemnpt to speak it, but if
you will be so good as to give e some lessons, I hope to regain
my knowledge of it in a tew days.”

*“T feel just in tho same position ” replied the eanoness, in ¢
German. “I comprchend all the young lady says, yot could
not speak her language. Since she understands me, I may
tell her that I hope she will pardon my nephew the rudeness
of which he has been guilty in not saluting her, when I inform
her that this young man has been seriously ill, and that after
his fainting fit he'is so weak that probazly he did not sce
her. Is ne? this gy, brother?” asked the good Weneeslawa,
trembling at the falschoods she had uttered, and secking her
pardon in the eyes of Count.Christian, .

“ My dear sister,” rephed the old man, “it is generous in you
to exeuse my son. 'I'he signora, T trust, will not be too mueh
surprised on learning certain particulars which woe shall com-
municate to her to-morrow with all the confidenee which we
ought to feel for a child of Porpora, and 1 hope I may soon
add, a friend of the family.”

It was now the hour for retiring, and the habits of the
cstaplishment were so uniform, that it the two young girls had
remained much longer at table, the servants would doubtless
have removed the chairs and extinguished the lights, just as
if they had not been there. Besides, Consuclo logged to
retiro, and the baroness conducted her to the clegant and
comfortable apartment which had been set apart for her
accommodation.

“T should like to have an howr's ehat with you,” said she, as
soon as tho canoness, who had dcne the honours of the apart-
gent, had left the room. *I Jong to make you acquainted
with matters here, so as to cnable you to put up with our ec-
centricities, But you arc bo tired that you must certainly wish,
in Prefor_ence, to repose.

“Do flmﬁ let that prevent.you, signora,” replied Consuelo;
“ I am fakigued, it is truc, but [ feel so excited that I am sure
1 shall not close my eyes during the night. Therefore talk to
mo as mueh as you please, with this stipulation only, that it.
shall be in German, It will serve as a lesson for me; for 1
perceiye that the Signor Count and the canoness as well, are
not familiar with Italian.”

“ Let us make a bargain,” said Amelia. “You sball go to
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bed to rest yourself a little, while I throw on a. dressing-gown
and dismiss my waiting-maid. I shall then return, seat myself
by your bedside, and speak German so long as we can keep
awake. s it agreed?”

“With all my heart,” replied Consuclo,

CHAPTER XXVL

* Know, then, my dear,” said Amelia, when she had settled
herself as aforesaid—* but, now that I think of it, I do not
know your name,” she idded, smiling. * It is time, however, to
banish all ceremony between us; you will call me Amelia,
while I shall call you—m"

I have a singular name, somewhat difficult to pronounce,”
replied Consuelo.  “ The excellent Porpora, when he sent me
hither, requested me to assume his name, according to the
custom which prevails amoug masters towards their %avonrite
pupils. Ishare this privilege, therefore, with the great Huber,
surnimed Porporino; but, in place of Porporina, please to call
me simply Nina.”

“Let it Y Nina, then, between oursees,” said Amelia.
“ Now, listen, for I have a long story to tell you; and if Ido
not go batk a little into the history of the past, you will never
understand what took place in this house to-day.”

] am all attention,” replied the new Porporina,

“ Of coursc, my dear Nina,” said the young baroness, “ you
know something of the history of Bohemia.”

“ Alas!” replied Consuelo, * as my Inaster must have in-
formed you, I am very deficicntin information. Iknow some-
what of the history of musie, indced; but as to that of Bohemia
or any other country, 1 know nothin%"

“In that case,” replied Amelia, “ T must*tell you enough of
it to render my story intelligible. Somc three hundred years
ago, the people among whom you now find yourself, were great,
heroic, and unconquerable. They had, indeed, strange mas-
ters, and a religion which they did not very well understand,
but which their rulers wished to impose by force, They wero
oppressed, by hordes of monks, while a cruel and abandoned
king insulted their dignity, and crushed their sympathies.
But a sceret fury and decp-scated hatred fermiented belo@;
the storm broke out; the strangers were cxpelledj religion was
reformed ; convents were pillaged and rased to the ground,
while the drunken Wenceslas was cast into prison, and deprived
of his crown. The signal of the%evolt had been the'execution
of John Huss and Jerome of Prague, two wise and courageous
Bohcemians, who wished to cxamine and throw lif{ht upon the
mysteries of Catholicisin, and whom a council cited, con-
demned, and burned, after having promised them safe conduct
and frcedom of discussion. This infamous trcason was 8o

. grating to national hopour, that a bloody war ravaged Bohe-
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mia, and a large portion of Gernany, for many years., This
exterminating war was called the war of the Hussites. Innu-
merable and dreadful crimes were committed on hoth sides.
The manncrs of the times were ficrco and cruel over the whole
earth. Darty spirit and religious fanaticism rendered them
still more dreadful; and Bohemnia was the terror of Europe. 1
shall not shock your imagination, alrcady unfavourably im-
pressed by the appearance of this savage country, by reciting
tho horrible scenes which then took place. On the one side,
it was nothing but murder, burnings, destructions; churches
rofancd, and monks and nuns mutilated, hung, and thrown
nto boiling pitch. On the other side, villages were destroyed,
whole districts desolated, treasons, falsehoods, cruclties, abound-
ed on every side. Hussites were cast by thousands into the
mines, filling abysses with their dead bodies, and strowing the
earth with their own bones and thoéc of their cnemies. "These
terrible Hussites were for a long time invineible; even yet
their name is not mentioned without terror: and yct their pa-
triotism, their intrepid ednstancy, and ineredible exploits, have
ueathed to us a secret feeling of pride and admiration,
which roung minds, such as mine, find it somewhat ditficult to
conceal.” _

“ And why con® it?” asked Consuclo, simplye

“ It is because BBohemia has fallen back, after many strug-
gles, under the yoke of slavery.  IBohemia is no moré, mny poor
Nina. Our masters were well aware that the religious liberty
of our country was also its political freedom; therefore they
have stifled both.”

“See,” replied Conguelo, “how ignorant I am! I never
heard of these things before, and 1 did not dream that men
could be so unhappy and so wicked.”

“ A hundred years after John Huss, another wise man, a
new sectarian, « poor mnouk ealled Martin Luther, sprang up
to awaken tho national spirit, and to inspire Bohemia, and all
the independent provinees of Germany, with hatred of a forcien
yoke and revolt against popedom. “The most powerfdl kings
remained catholics, not so much for love of religion, as for love
of absoluto power.  Austria united with them in order to over-
whelm us, and a new war, called the Thirty Years’ War, came
to shake.and destroy our national independence. Irom the
cgimmmencoment of this war, Bohemia was the prey of the
sWngest; Austria treated us as conquered; took from us our
faith; our liberty, our lansuage, and even onr name.  Qur fa-
thers resisted courageously, but the imperiat yoke has weighed
moresunl moye heavily upoy us.  For the Tast hundred and
twenty yoars, our nobility, ruined and decimated by exactions,
wars, and tofments, have been forced to expatriaté themselves,
or.turn rogegades by abjuring their origin, germanising their

namos (pay aitentjon to this), and renouncing the liberty of ~

rofessing their religivus opinions.  They have burned our
gooks, destfoyed our schools—in a word, inade us Austrians,
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We are bat a lprovincn of the empire, and you hear German
spoken in a Sclavonic state; that is saying enough,”

* And you now suffer and blush for this slavery? I under-
stand you, and [ already hate Austria with all my heart.”

“ Oh! speak low,” exclaimed the young baroness. * No one
can, without danger, speak thus under the black sky of Bo- .
hemia; and in this castle there is but one person, my dear
Nina, who would have the boldness or the folly to say what
you have just said : that is my cousin Albert.”.

“Is this, then, the cause of the sorrow which is imprinted on
his_countenance? I{elt an involuntary sensation of respect
on looking at him.”

** Ah, my fair lioness of Saint Mark,” said Amelia, surprised
at the generous animation which suddenly lighted up the pale
features of her companion; * you take matters too seriously. I
fear that in a few days nry puor cousin will inspire you rather
with pity than with respect.”

“The one need not prevent the other,” replied Consuolo,

*“but explain yourself, my, dear baroness.” .
.~ ¢ Listen,” said Amelia; * we are a strictly Catholic family,
faithful to church and statc. We bear a Saxon nane, and onr
ancestors, on the Saxon side, were always rigidly orthodox.
Should mygunt, the canoness, some dayssadertake to relato,
unhappily for you, the services which the counts and German
barons hve rendered to the holy cause, you will find that, ac-
cording to her, there is not the slightest stain of heresy on our
oscutcheon. Jiven when Saxony was protestant, the Rudol-
stadts preferred to abandon their Protestant electors, rather
than the communion of thoe Romish church. But my aunt
takes care never to dilate on these things in presence of Count
Albert; if it were not for thas, you should hear the most as-
tonishing things that ever human cars have listened to.”

“ You cxcito my curiosity without gratifying it. I under-
stand thus much, that I should not appeaf, befare your noble
relatives, to share your sympathy and that of Count Albert
for old Bohcmia.. You may trust to my prudence, dear
baroness: besides, I belong to a Catholic country, and the re-
spect which I entertain for my religion, as well as that which
L owe your family, would ensure my silence on every occasion.”

“ 1t will be wise; for 1 warn you once again that we are ter-
ribly rigid upon that point. As to myself, deag Nin Yama
botter compound—neither Protestant nor Catholic. T was
educated by nuns, whose prayers ang paternostes weari
The same weariness pursues me here, and my auntWen
in her own person, represents the pedantry and #supers
a whole commnunity, DBut I #m too much infbued .
sf)irit. of the age, to throw myself, through ¢ folion, into
tho not less presumptuous controversies of the*Lmtherans: as
for the Hussites, their history is so ancient that ve Do more
yelish for it than for the glory of the Greeks and Romans. The
French way of thinking is to my mind; and I do not believe
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there can be any other reason, philosophy, or civilization, than
that which is practised in charming and delightful France,
the writings of which I sometimes have a peep at in seeret,
and whose liberty, happiness, and pleasures, 1 behold from a
distance, as in a dream, through the bars of my prison.”

“You each moment swprise me more,” said Consuelo, inno-
cently, “How doesit come that just now you appeared full of
heroism, in recallin%‘ the exploits of your anciert Bohemians?
I belicved you a Bohemian, and somewhat of a heretic.”

“I am more than heretic, and more than Bohcmian,” re-

lied Amelia, laughing; “1 am the lcast thing in life incredu-
ﬁ:us altogether; I hate and denounce every kind of despotism,
spiritual or temnporal; in particular I protest against Austria,
which of all old duennas is the most wronghcaded and
devout.”

“ And is Count Albert likewisc incredulous? Is he also im-
bued with French principles? In that case, you should suit
each other wonderfully?”

“ Oh, we are the farthest in thg world from suiting each
other, and now, after all these necessary preambles, is tho
proper time to speak of him.

“ Count Clu'istiq% my uncle, was childless by his first wife.
Married again at the age of forty, he had five ghrls, who as
well as their mother all died young, stricken with ¢he same
malady—a continual pain, and a species of slow Lrain fever,
This second wife was of pure Bohemian blood, and had be-
sides great beauty and intelligence. I did not know her. You
will see her portrait in the grand saloon, where she appears
dressed in a bodice of precious stones and scarlet mautle.
Albert resembles her wonderfully. 1le is the sixth and last of
her children, the only one who has attained the age of thirty;
and this not without difficulty: for without apparently being
ill, he has cxperieneed rudo shocks and stravge symptoms of
disease of the brain, which still cause fear and dread as regards
his life. Between ourselves, 1 do not thiuk that he will long
outlive this fatal period which his mother could not escape.
Although born of a father already advanced m years, Albert
is gifted with a strong constitution, but, as he himself says, the
malady ig in his soul, and has ever been increasing. From his
carliest infancy, his mind was filled with strange and super-
stifious notions. When he was four years old, he frequently
fancied he saw his mother beside his cradle, although she was
dead, and he had secn h¥r buried. In thg night he used
to awake and converse with her, which terrified my aunt
‘Wenceslawa so- much that sko always made several women
slecp in his chamber near the child, whilst tho chjplain used
I do not kuow how much holy water, and said masses by the
dozen, to oblige the spectro to keep quiet. DBut it was of no
avail, for the chil ough he had not spoken of his appa-
ritions for a % e, declared one day in confidence to his
nurse, that he #aw his own dear mother; but he would not
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tell, because Mr, Chaplain had said wicked words in the chamn-
ber to prevent her coming back.

“He was a silent and serious child. They tried to amuse
him; they overwhelmed him with- toys and playthings, but
these only served for a long time to make hiin more sad. At
last they resolved not to oppose the taste which he displayed
for study, and in effeet this passion being satisfied, imparted
more animation to him, but ouly scrved to change his calm
and languishing melancholy into a strange excitement, mingled
with paroxyms of gricf, the causo of wiich it was impossible
to foresee or avert. Ior cxample, when he saw the poor, he
melted into tears, stripped himself of his little wealth, even
reproaching himself that he had not more to bestow. If he
saw a child beaten, or & peasant ill-used, he became so indig-
nant that he would swoon away, or fall into convulsions igr
hours together. Al this displayed a noble disposition and a
gencrous heart; but the best qualities, pushed to extremes be-
come defeetive or absurd. = Reason was not developed in young
Albert in proportion to feeling and imagination. The study
of history excited without enlightening him, When he lcarned
the erimes and injustice of men, he felt an emotion like that
of the bararian monarch, who, listeningw to the history of
Christ's passion and death, exclaimed while he brandished his
weapon,® Ah! had I been there, I should have cut the wicked
Jews into a thousand picees !’

“ Albert could not deal with men as they have been and are.
1Ie thought ITeaven unjust in not having created them all kind
and compassionato like himsclf; he did not perceive that from
an cxcess of tenderness and virtue, he Was on the point of be-
coming impious and inisanthropic. e did notunderstand what
he felt, and at eightecn was as unfit to live among men, and
hold the place which his position demanded in societ{l, as he
was at six months old, Ff any person expressed in his pre-
sence a selfish thought, such as our poor world abounds with,
and without which it could not exist, regurdless of §he rank of the
person, or the fecliugs of the fumily towards him, he displayed
immediately an invineible dislike to him, and uothing could in-
duce him to make the least advance. 1lle chase his society
from among the most humble, and those most in disfavour
with fortune and cven nature. In the plays;of his child-
hood ho only amused himself with the children of the poor,

*and especially with those whoso stjipidity or infirmities had
inspired all others with disgust or weariness, This strange
inclination, as you will soon pereeive, has not abandoned him.

* A s in the midst of these eccentricitics he displayed much in-
telligence, & good memory, and a taste for the fine arts, and his
father and his good aunt Wenceslawa, who tenderly cherished
him, had no cause to blush for hiin in socicty. They q.wrgbed
his peculiaritics to his rustic habits; and when he was inclined
to go too far, thoy took care to hide them under some pretext

_or other from those who might bo offended Ly thew, But in
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spite of his admirable qualities and happy dispositions, the count
and the canoness saw with terror this independent, and in
many respects insensille nature, reject more and more thelaws
of volite society and the amenities and usages of the world.”
“But as far as you have gone,” interrupted Consuelo, “I
see nothing of the unreasonableness of which you speak.”
“Oh,” replied Amelia, “ that is because you arc yourself, so
far as I can see, of an open and generous disposition. Dut
perhaps you are tired of my chattor, and would wish to sleep?”
*““Not at all, my Gear Baroness,” replied Consuelo. “1 cn-
treat you to continue.” -
Amelia resumed her narrative in these words,

CHAPTER XXVII

“You say, dear Nina. that hitherto you discover nothin
extravagant in the actions or manner of my poor cousin.
am about to give you better proofs of it. My uncle and aunt
are without doubt the best Christians and the most charitable
souls in the world. They liberally dispense alms to all around
them, and it would be impossible to display less pomp or pride
in the use of riches than do these worthy relatives of mine.
Well, my cousin mado the discovery that their manner of
living was altogetliv. opposed to the spirit of the (‘ospel. He
wished that, after the examplo of the early Christians, they
should sell all thoy had and become beggars, after having dis-
tributed the proceeds among the poor. If, restrained by the
respect and lovo which he bore them, he did not exactly use
words to this effect, he showed plainly what he thought. in
bitterly deploring the lgf of the poor, who are ouly born to toil
and saffer, whilst the rich live in luxury and idlencss. When
he had given away in charity all his pocket-money, it was in
his estimation but as a drop of water in the sca, and he de--
manded yet Jarger sums, which they dared not refuse him, and
which flowed throfgh his hands as water. He has given so
much, that you will no longer see a poor person in all the
country which surrounds us, and I must add that we find ow

osition nothing the better for it; inasmuch as the wants and

emands of the lower orders increase in proportion to the eon-
cessions made to themn, and our good peasants, formerly so
mild and humble, begin to give themselves airs, thanks to the
Erodiga.lit and fine speeches of their young master. If we

ad not the power of tho imperial government to rely upon,
which affords us protectior on one hand, while it oppresses us
on the other, I believe that, more especialty since the succession
of the’®mperor Charles, our estates and castles might havebeen
pillaged twenty times over by*the bands of war-famished pea-
sants which the inexhaustible benevolence of Albert, cclebrated
for thirty leagues round, has brought upon our backs.

“When Couht Christian attempted to remonstrate with

young Albert, telling him that to give all in one day was to
deprlgotu of the meaus of giving anything the unext, ¢ Why,
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my beloved father,’ he replied, ‘have we not » roof to shelter
us which will last lon‘ger than ourselves, whilst thousands of
unfortunates have only the cold and inclement sky above their
heads? llave we not each more clothes than would suffice
for one of these ragged and shivering families? Do I not see
daily upon our table more meats and good Hungarian wine
than would sutfico to refresh aund comfort these poor beggars,
exhausted with fatigue and hunger? Have we a right to re-
fuse when we have so much more than we require?  Arc we
even permitted to use what is necessary whilst others are in
want? llas the law of Christ changed?’

“ What reply could the count, the canoness, and the chaplain,
who had educated this young man in the austere principles of
religion, make to these fine words? They were accordingly
embarrassed when they found him tako matters thus literally,
and hold no terms with those existing arrangements on which,
as it appears to me, is founded the whole structure of society.

“It was another affuir us regarded political matters. In
Albert’s eyes, tho social grrangements which permitted sove-
reigns, in conformity with their pride and vainglory, to destroy
millions of men and ruin entire countrics, were nothing less
than monstrous, This intolerance in these respects might
have entailad dangerous consequences, scrthat his relatives no
longer ventured to bring him to Vienna, Prague, or any other .
city who his virtuous fanaticism might have proved fatal to
him, They were not even certain as to his religious views;
but they knew that there was quite cnough in his exalted
notions to bring a heretic to tho stake. He hated popes, in-
asmuch as these apostles of Jesns Christ leagued themselves
with kings against the peacc and majesty of the people. He
blamed the luxury, worldly $pirit, and ambition of bishops,
abbés, and churchmen generally. He repeated sermons of
Luther and John Huss to the poor chaplain, and in the mean
time passed hours together prostrate ol the chapel floor,
plunged in cestasies worthy of a saint. lle observed fasts
‘veyond the rigid preseriptions of the chureh; it'was even said
hoe wore a haircloth shirt: and it required all his father’s in-
fluence and his auut’s tenderness to induce him to renounce
austerities which were only ezleulated to turn his head.

“ \When these wise and affectionate parents saw that he was
in a fair way to dissipate his patrimony in a féw years, and
perhaps be thrown into prison as a rebel to tHe holy ehurch
and empire, they at last decided on making him travel,
hoping that, by secing men and the laws of nations, which are
nearly the same all over the civilized world, he would become
accustomed to live like them awifd with them, They therefore
confided him to the care of a tutor, a subtle Jesuit, a mar of
the world and of tact, if thero ever was one, who understood
his part at once, and pledged himsclf in his conscience to un-
dertake all that which they did not even dare to ask of him,
To speak plaiuly, it was thought desirable to corrupt and
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blunt this untamed soul, and to form it to the social yoke, by in-
fusing drop by drop the sweet and neccssary poisous of am-
bition, of vanity, of religious, political, and social indifference.
Do not knit your brows, dear Porporina. My worthy uncle is
a simple and upright man, who from his youth has taken all
these things as he has found them, and without hypocrisy and
without examination, has learned how to reconcile tolerance and
religion, the duties of a Christian and those of a noble. 1n a
world and in an age where, for millions like ourselves, one man
like Albert is found, he who keeps with the age and with the
world, is a wise mun, and he who wishes to go back two thou-
sand years into the past, is a fool, who gives offence to his
neighbours and converts nobody.

‘“ Albert travelled for eight years. 1le visited Italy, France,
England, Prussia, Poland, Russia, and cven the Turks, and
returned through Hungary, Southern Germany, and Bavaria,
He conducted himsclf most prudently during these long ex-
cursions, spending no more than thg handsome income which
his parents allowed him, writing to them numerous and affec-
tionate letters, in which he spoke mercly of what he saw,
without making any profound observations upon any subject
whatever, and witheat giving his tutor any cause fog complaint
or ingratitude. Tlaving returned herc about the beginning of
last year, after the first salutations were over, he retited, as I
was informed, to the chamber which his mother had formerly
oceupied, remained shut up there several hours, and came out
very pale to wander alone upon the mountain.

“During this time the abbé s)ioke confidentially with the

Janoness Wenceslawa and the chaplain, who had requested
him to give them full particulars respecting the physical and
moral condition of the young count. *Count Albert,’ said he,
¢ whother the effects of travel have produced a complete change
in his character, or ‘whether, from what your lordships had re-
lated to me of his childhood, 1 had formed a false idea of him,
has shown himself to me, from the first day of our connection,
just the same as you have secn him to-day—gentle, calm, for-

aring, patient, and exquisitely polite. Thisamiable conduct
has never varied for a single instant, and I should be the most
unjust of men if I advanced a singlo complaint against him.
Ngthing of what I feared as to his extravagant expenses, his
abruptness, his declamations, or his exalted asceticisin, has
happencd. ' e has not cyen once requested to manage for
himself the little fortune you confided to nie, and has never
expressed the least dissatisfaction with my guardianship. It
is truc that I always anticiphted his wishes, and that when-
ever I saw a poor man a.%pronch our carriage, I hastened to
send him away satisfied, before he had even time to extend his
hand. This method bf procecding succeeded comnpletely; and
I may observe, that as the spectacle of misery and infirmity
bas never saddened his lordship’s sight, he has not once seemed
to remember his old prepossessions on this point, I have never



CONSUELO. 125

heard him find fault with any one, blame any custom, or ex-
R‘l’ess an unfavourable opinion ws&ecting any institution.

'hat ardent devotion, the excess of which you feared, has ap-
parently given way to a regularit{ of conduct every way be-
coming a man of the world. ITe has secn tho most briHiunt
courts and the highest society of liurope, without appearing
either intoxicated or offended at anything which met his eye.
Everywhere he has been remarked for his beauty, his noble
bearing, his unobtrusive politeness, and the good taste that
distinguished his conversation, which was always well timed
and appropriate. His habits have remained as pure as those
of a well-educated young girl, and this without showing an
prudery or bad taste. Ile has seen theatres, museums, an
monuments; he has conyersed calmly and judiciously upon
the arts. In fact, [ cannot in any way understand the un-
easiness he has caused your lordships, having for my part
never seen o more reasonable man, If there be anything ex-
traordinary about him, it is his prudence, his steadiness, and the
entire abscnce of strong desires and passions, which I have
never met with in a young man so advantageously endowed
by nature, birth, and fortune,’ -

“ All this was in fact only a confirmation of the frequent
letters which the abbé had written to the family; but they had
always feared some exaggeration on his part, and were only
really casy when they found that he conld assert the moral
restoration of my cousin, without fear of being contradicted by
his conduct under the cyos of his parents. They loaded the
abbé with presents and carcesses, and ‘waited with impatience
for Albert’s return from his walk, It lasted a long time, how-
ever; and when at last he arrived at supper hour, they were
struck by his paleness and the gravity of his expression. In
the first joyful mnoments of their meeting, his featurcs had ex-
pressed o sweet and heartfelt satisfaction which were no longer
to be found in them. They were astonished, and spoke of it
anxiously in alow voice to the abbé., He looked at Albert, and
turning with surprise tothose who questioned him, ‘ I sco nothing
extraordinary in the count’s face,” said he; ‘he has the calm
and dignified expression which I have always observed during
the eight years 1 have had the honour to accompany him.’

“ Count Christian was satisfied with this ml:‘%'er. “Tle Bt
us still adorned with the roses of youth,” said he to his sister,
¢ and often, alas! the victim of a sBrt of internal fever, which
gave stren%h to his voice and brilliancy to his appearance; he
returns ombrowned by the sun qf southern countrics, somewhat
worn by fatigue perhaps, and with that gravity of manner
which becomes a full-grown man. Do you not think, my dear
sister, that it is better so?’ .

“ ] think, with all this gravity, he looks very sad,” replied
my good aunt; ‘and I have never scen a young man of twenty-
eight so phlegmatic, and with so little to say. 1le answers us
merelydn monosyllables.’
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“ ¢The count has always been very sparing of his words,’
replied the abbé.

‘ ¢ He was not so formerly,’ said the canoness, ¢ If he spent
weeks together in silence and meditation, he had also his days
of gaiety and even of cloquence.

“¢<I have never,’ returned the abbé, ¢ scen him depart from
tho reserve which your ladyship remarks at this moment.’

“ ¢« Were you better pleased when he talked too mnch, and
said things which made us tremble ? said Count Christian to
his alarmed sister, ¢ That is just the way with women.’

“+«He was at least alive then,” said she, ¢ and now he looks
like an inhabitant of the other world, who takes no part in
the aflairs of this one.’

“ ¢« That is the unvarying character of the count,’ replied the
abbé; ¢ he is reserved; he is & man who never communicates
his impressions to others, and who, if T must speak the whole
of what I think, is not much impreswed by any external objects.
Such is the case with cold, sensible, and refleetive persons.
He is so constituted; aud I should fear that in secking to excite
him, the result woyld be to unhinge a mind so inimical to all
action, and to all dingerous undertakings.’ -

“¢«Oh! I am certain such is not his true character!” cried
the canoness,

“ ¢ Madam, I am sure, will overcome the prejudices she hns
formed against so rare an advantage.’

“¢In fact, dear sister, said thc count, ‘1 think that the
abbé speaks very wiscly. Has he not by his care and attention
produced the result we so much, desired? Has he not turned
aside the misfortunes which we fearcd? Albert threatened to
be a prodigy, a hair-brained enthusiast. e returns to us
such as he should Le, to merit the esteem, the confidence, and
the consideration of his fellow-men.’

* *Dut as senscless as a must{ volume,’ said the canoness:
¢ or perhaps prejudiced against all things, and disdaining what-
ever does not agree with his seeret instinets. e does not even
scem hn.ppy to sce us, who expected him with so much im-
patience.

“ ‘ The count was very impatient to return.’ answered the
a®®é; ¢ I could plainly perccive it, although he did not manifest
it openly. He 1s so timid and rescrved!’

‘* He is not naturally reserved,” replied she quickly. ¢He
was sometimes violent, and sometimes tender to excess. lle
often vexed me; but immediately when that was the case, he
threw himself upon my bosom and I was disarmed,’

“ ¢ “"it.h me,” said the abbé, ¢ he has never had any fault to
repair.’

“ ¢ Believe me, sister, it is much better so,’ said my uncle.

* ¢ Alas,’ said the canoness, ‘then Le will always have that
expression which terrifics me and oppresses my heart!

* ¢It is the dignified and noble countenance which hecomes
a man of his rank,’ replied the abbé,

PERET. ST IN TN e
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“ It is a countenance of stono! cried tlie canoness. ‘He

” ig the very image of my mother, not as I knew her, sensible

and benevolent, but as she is painted, motionless and frozen
in her framo of oak.’

« <] repeat to your ladyship,’ said the abbé, ° that this has
been Count Albert’s habitual expression for eight years.’

““¢ Alas! then, there have been eight mortal years during
which he has not smiled on any one,” said the good aunt, the
tears lowing down her cheeks; * for during the last two hours
that I have fixed my eyes upon him, I have not seen the
slightest smile animate his closed and colourless lips!” Ah! 1
am almost tempted to rush towards him, and press him to my
heart, reproaching him with his indiffcrence, and scolding him,
as 1 used to do, to sce if he will not as of old throw himself
upon my neck with sobs.’

“¢Beware of any such imprudence, my dear sister,’ said
Count Christian, compellige her to turn away from Albert,
whom she still looked at with moistened eyes. * Do not hearken
to the weakness of your loving heart: we have proved suffi-
ciently that excessive sensibility was the bane both of the life
and strong reason of our child. By distrocting his thoughts,
by remoging him from every emotion, the abbé, conformably
to our advice and that of the physicians, has succeeded in
calming that agitated soul: do not now destroy his work, from
the caprices of childish tenderness,’

“The canoness yielded to these reasons, and tried to accus-
tom herself to Albert’s frigid exterior. but she could not sue-
ceed, and frequently said to her brother privately, ¢ You ma
say what you please, Christian, but I fear he has been stupi-
fied, by treating him not like a man, but like a siek child.

** When about to separate in the evening they embraced each
other.  Albert received his father’s blessing respectfully, and
when the eanoness pressed him to her heart, he perceived that
sho trembled, and that her voice faltered.  He began to tremble
also, and tore himself quickly from her arms, ds if a sharp
seuse of suflering had been awakened within hiimn,

*¢You sce, sister,” said the count, in a low voice,-*he has
long been accustomed to these emotions, and yoy have caused
him pain.’ At the same time, uneasy and agitated himselfphe
followed his son with his cyes, to see if, in his m#nner towards
the ablé, he could perceive any exclusive profefence to that
person.  But Albert saluted his tutor with cold goliteness.

¢ My son,’ said the count, ‘1 belicve I have: ouly fulfilled
your intentions and satisfied Your wishes by requesting the
abbé not to leave you, as he had already proposed, and
by obtaining from him a promise to remain with us as long
as possible. T did not wish that the happiness of finding our
family cirele, once more reassembled, should be poisoned by
any regret on your part, and 1 hope that your respected friend
{)vi?l'kaid, usin securing that happiness to you without any draw-

ack.’ : ate
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« Albert answered only by a low bow, and at the same time
o strange smile passed over his lips.

e Afa.es!' said the canoness, as soon as he had left the room,
¢Is that the smile he gives now?’

CHAPTER XXVIII.

“DurinG Albert’s absence, the count and the canoness had
formed innumcrable projects for the future welfare of their dear
child among which, that of marrying him occupied a promi-
nont place. With his fine person, his illustrious name, and
his still’ considerable fortune, Albert could have aspired to a
connexion with the noblest families in the kingdom. Bat in
case his indolence and shy retiving disposition should make
him unwilling to bring himself forward and push his fortune in
the world, they kept in reserve for him a young person of
equally high birth with himself, since she was his cousin-gor-
main, and bore the samc¢ name; she was not so rich, indeed,
but was young, handsome, ?ﬁld an only danghter. This young
person was Amelia, baroness of Rudolstadt, your humble ser-
vant and new friend. .

«¢8he, said they, when conversing together by the fireside,
‘has as yet seen nobody. Brought up in a convent, she will
be only too happy to exchange the cloister for o husband.  She
cannot hope for a better match; and as to the cecentricities of
her cousin, the old associations of their childhood, the ties of
relationship, and a few months’ intimacy with ng, will go far
to overcome her repuggance to then, and bring her round to
tolerate, were it only for the sake of family feeling, what might
bo unendurable to a stranger.” They were sure of the consent
of my father, who never had any will but that of his clder
Lrother and his sister Wenceslawa; and who, to say the truth,
has never had a will of his own,

“ When, after a fortnight's earcful observation of his man- '

ners, the constant melancholy and reserve, which appeared to
be the confirmed character of my cousin, beeame evident to
them, my uncle and aunt concluded, that the last scion of their
race was not destined to win renown by great or noble deeds.
1Te displayed no inclination for a bright career in arms, diplo-
macy, or civil affairs. To cvery proposal he mildly replied
that he should obey the wishes of his relations, but that for his
own part_he.desired neither luxury nor glory. After all, this
indglent disposition was but an exaggerated copy of his father’s,
a mj such calm and easy temperament, that his imper-
turbability borders on apathy, and his modésty is a kind of
self-denial. What gives to my uncle’s character :f tone which
is wanting in his son’s, is his strong sense, devoid of pride, of
the duties he owes to society. Albert seemed formerly to un-
derstand domestic dutics, but public ones, as they were re-
Farded by others, con¢erned him no more than in his child-
wod, His father and mine had followed the carcer of arms,

.
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under Montecuculli, against Turenne. They had borne with
them into the war a_kind of religious enthusiasm, inspired by
the example of the Emperor. A blind obedience to their su-
riors was considered the duty of their time. This more en-
ightened age, however, strips the monarch of his false, halo,
and tho rising gencration believe no more in the divine right
of the crown than in that of the tiara, 'When my uncle en-
deavoured to stir up in his son’s bosom the flame of ancient
chivalrie ardour, he soon perceived that his arguments had no
aleanéng for a reasoner who looked on such things with con-
mp!

*¢ Since it is thus,” my uncle observed to my aunt, ¢ we will
not thwart him, Let us not counteract this melancholy re-
medy, which has at least restored to us a passionless, in place
of animpetnous man. Let his lifo, in accordance with hisdesire,
be tranguil, and he may become studious and philosophic as
wero many of his ancestors, an ardent lover of the chase
like our brother Frederick, or a just and beneficent mastor, as
we oursclves try to be. Let him lead from henceforward the
untroubled and inoffensive life of an old man: he will be
the first Rudolstadt whose life shall have known no youth.

" But as ho ngust not_be tho last of his race, lot us mérry him,
s0 that the heirs of our name may fill up this blank in the
glory of 8ur house. Who knows but it may be the will ot
P’rovidence that the generous blood of his ancestors now sleeps
in his veins on]g to reawaken with a fresh impulse in those ot
his descendants?"

* So it was decided that the; should‘ break the ice on this
delicate subject to my cousin rt.

“ The{ at first approached it gently; but as they found this
roposal quite as unpalatable as all previous ones been, it
secame nccessary to reason seriously with him. He pleaded

bashfulness, timidity, and awkwardness in {emale society.

«¢ Certainly,’ said my aunt, ‘in my yonng days I would
nave considered a lover sograve as Albert more yrepulsive than
otherwise; and I would not have exchanged iy hump for his
conversation.’ )

“¢\Ve must then,’ said my uncle, ‘fall back:upon our last
resource, and persuade him to marry Amelia. has known
her from infancy, looks upon her as a sister, will be less
timid with her; ‘and, as to firmness of characterjhe unites ani-
mation and cheerfulness, she will bygher good hutnour dissipate
those gloomy moods into which he so frequentl ses.

“ rt did not condemn this project, and,
saying so, consented to see and b&come acquain )
was agreed ¢hat I should not be informed of the plan, in order
to save me the mortification of being rejected, which was al-
ways possible on his part. They wrote to mz father, and as
soon as they had secured his coneent, they took steps to obtain
the dispensation from the Pope which our consanguinity you«

+ flered npeessary, At the same time my father took me from

o : WY 1 A
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the convent, and one fine 1norning we arrived at the Castle of
the Giants—I very well pleased to breathe the fresh air, and
impatient to see my betrothed; my food father full of hope,
an famzin that he had ingeniously concealed from me a
project w icl!;' he had uneconsciously betrayed in overy sentence
he nttered in tho course of the journey. i
“The first thing which struck me in Albert was his fine
figure and noble air. I confess, dear Nina, that my heart beat
almost audibly when be kissed my hand, and that for some
days I was charmed by his look, and delighted by the most
trifling word that fell from his lips. 1lis serious, thoughtful
manner was not displensing tome. Ile scemed to feel no con-
straint in my society: on the contrary, he was unreserved as
in the days of our childhood: and when, from a dread of failing
in politeness, ho wished to restraiif his attention, our parents
urged him to continue his ancient familinrity with me, My
cheerfulness sometimes eaused him to smile involuntarily, and
my good annt, transported with joy.attribnted to me the honour
of this improvement, which she belicved would be perma-
nent, At length he came to treat me with the mildness and
gentleneﬁ‘one displays towards a child, and 1 was content—
satisfied that he would shortly pay more attentioreto my little
animated countenanoe, and to the handsome dresscs by which
1 studied to please him, But 1 had soon the mortification to
discover that ho cared little for the one, and that he did not
even appear to sce the other.  One day my good aunt wished
to direct his attention to a beautiful blue dress, which suited
my figure admirably., Would you believe it?—he declared
its colour to be a brigﬁt red! His tutor, the abbé, who had
honied compliments ever ready on his lips, and who wished to
give his pupil a lesson in gullantry, insinuated that he could
easily guess why Count Albert could not distinguish tho colour
of my dress. Herd was a capital opportunity for Albert to
address to me some flattering remarks on the roses of my
cheeks or the golden hue of my hair, He contented himself,
however, with drily telling the abbé that he was as capable of
distinguishing colours as he was, and with repeating his asser-
tion that my robe was red as blood. I do not know why this
rudeness of manner and ocoenta-icig' of expression made me
shudder. T looked at Albert, and his glance terrified e,
From that day I began to fear him more than I loved him,
. lIn a shor; t.unial I ce%sed tQ, lovethilrlrin at alllr, and irlnlow I neithen
ove nor fear him; I merely pi m. You will by de;
understand why., vy . v oo
. The next day we wero to go"to Tauss, the nearest village, to
make some purchases, I had promised myself muth pleasure
frem this exeursion as Albert was to accompany me on horse-
back. ;When :eady to set out, I of course expected that he would
me his arm.  The carriages were in the court, but he did
not make his appeararios, although his servant said that he had -
knocked at his door at the usual hour, They sent again te
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see if he were getting ready. Albert always dressed by him-
self, and never permitted a servant to enter his chamber until
be had quitted 1t. They knocked in vain; there was no reply,
His father, becoming uneasy at this continued: silence, went
hiraself to the room, but he could neither open the door, which
was bolted inside, nor obtain a reply to his questions. They
hegan to be frightenced, when the abbé observed, in his usual
placid manner, that Count Albert was subject to long fits of
sleep, which might almost be termed trances, and if suddeuly
awakened, he was agitated, and appavently suffered for many
days, as if from a shock., ¢ But that is a disease,” said the
canoness, anxiously.

*¢I do not think so,’ said the abbé. He has never com-
lained of anything. The t};hysicians whom I brought to see
im when he lay in this sfate, found no feverish symptoms,

and attributed his condition to excess of application or study;
and they earnestly advised that this apparently necessary repose
and entire forgetfulness shguld not be counteracted by any
mode of treatnent,

‘¢ And is it frequent ? asked my uncle.

“¢1 have observed it only five or six times during eight years;
and not hawng annoyed him by my attentions, 1 have never
found u.n{ unpleasant consequences,’

“« And oes it lust long? I demanded in my turn, very im-
paticntly.

“<Longer or shorter, according to the want of rest which
precedes or oecasions these attacks ; but no one can know, for
the count cither does not himself recollget the cuuse, or does
not wish to toll it. Ile is extremely studions, and conceals it
with unusual modesty.’ b

“¢ He is very learned then?’ I replied.

¢ Kxtremely learncd.

¢ And he never displays it?

¢ He makeos a sccret of it—nay, does not himaself suspeet it.”

“¢Of what uso is it, in that case? 3 .

“ ¢ Gonius is like beauty,” replied this Jesuit conrtier, casting
a soft look upon me; ¢ both are favours of Ileaven which ocea-
sion neither pride nor agitation to those who enjoy them.’

*I understood the lesson, and only felt the inoge aunoyed, as
youmay suppose. They resolved to defer thedrive yntil my cousin
should awake; but when at the end of two hours:] saw that he
did not stir, I laid aside my rich riding-dress, anfl commenced
to 1y embroidery, not without spoiling a good ddal of silk 'and
missing many stitches. I was jndignant at;?e negleot of
Albert, who over his books in the evening had forgotien his

romized rid® with me, and who had now left me to wait, in no
very pleasant humour, while he quietly enjoyed his sleep. The

day wore on, and we were obliged to give up onr proposed ex-
cursion, My father, confiding in the assurance of the abbé,
took his gun, and strolled out to kill a few hares. My aunt,
‘wha had Jess faith in the good man’s opinion, went up atairg
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more than iwenty times to listen at her nephew's door, but
without being able to hear the faintest breathing. The poor
woman was in an agony of distress. As for my uncle, he took
a book of devotion, to try its effect in calming his inquictude,
and began 1o read in a corner of the saloon with a resgnation
so0 provoking that it half teinpted meto leap out of the window
with chagrin. At length towards evening, my aunt, overjoyed,
came to inform us that she had heard Albert rise and dress
himself. The abbé advised us to appear neither surprised nor
uneasy, not to ask the count any questions, and to endeavour
to divert his mind and his thoughts, if he evinced any signs of
mortification at what had occurred. .

¢ But if my cousin be not ill, he is mad!” exelaimed I, with
some degree of irritation. .

“1 observed my uncle change countenauce at this harsh ex-
pression, and 1 was struck with sudden remorse. Jut when
Albert entered without apologizing to any one, and without
even appearing to be awarc of our disappointment, I convess 1
was excessively piqued and gave him a very cold reception, of
which however, absorbed as he was in thought, he took not the
slightest notice.

* In the evening, my father fancied that a littlesnusic would
raise his spirits. [ had not yct sung before Albert, as ny harp
had only arrived the preceding evening. 1 mast not, arcom-
plished Porporina, boast of my musical acquirements befora
you; but you will admit that 1 have a good voice, and do not
want natural taste, 1 allowed thein to press me, for I had at
the moment more inclination to cry than to sing, but Albert
offered not a word to draw me out. Atlast [ yielded, but [
sang badly, and Albert, as it” I had tortured his cars, had the
rudeness to leave the rooin after I had gone through a few bars.
I was compelled to summon all my pride to my assistance to
prevent me from bursting into tears, and to enable mo to finish
the air without breaking the strings of my harp. My aunt fol-
lowed her nephew; my father was asleep; my uncle waited near
the door till his sister should return, to toll him something of
his son, The abbé alone remained to pay me compliments,
which irritated me yot more than the indiflerence of the others.
¢ It seems,’ said 1 to himn, ¢ that my cousin does not like music.’

‘¢ On the contrary, he likes it very much,’ replied he, ‘but
it is according——'

. ¢ According to the munner in which one performs,’ said I,
interrupting him,

. ¢ Yes," replied Le, in no wige disconcerted, ‘and to the state of
his mind, Sometimes nusic does him gomi, sometimes harm,
You have, [ am certain, agitated him so much that he feared
he should 1ot be able to restrain his cmotion.  This retreat iy
more flattering to you than tho most elaborate praisc.’

. '*The compliments of this Jesnit had in them something so
sinister and sareastic that it made me detest him, But 1 way
saon freod from his annoyance, as you shall presently learn,



CONSUELO. 133

CHAPTER XXIX.

“On the followin, dn.i my aunt, who never speaks unless
when strongly moved, took it into her head to begin a conver-
sation with the abbé and the chaplain, and as, with the ex-
ception of her family affections which cntirely absorb her, she
is incapable of conversing on any- topic but that of family
honour, she was ere lon% deep in a dissertation on her favourite
subjeet, gencalogy, and labouring to convinee the two priests
that our race was the purest and the most illustrious, as well
as the most noble, of all the familics of Germany, on the female
side particularly. The abbé listencd with patience, the chap-
lain with profound respect, when Albert, who afpu.rently had
taken no interest in the oldrlady’s disquisition, all at once inter-
rupted her—

*¢Itwould seem, my dear aunt,’ said he, ‘that yon are labour-
ing undor some hallucination as to tho superiority of our family.
Itis true that their titles and nobility are of sufficient antiquity,
but a family which loscs its name, abjures it in some sort in
order to assume that of a woman of foreign race and religion,
gives up its gight to be considered ancient in virtuo and faithful
1o the glory of its country.’

“ This Yemark somewhat disconcerted the canoness, but as
the ubbé had appeared to lend profound attention to it, she
thought it incumbent on her to reply.

“¢I am not of your vpinion, my dear child,’ said she; ¢ we
have oftcn seen illustrious houses rendor themselves still more
so, and with reason, by uniting to their fiame that of a maternal
branch, in order not to deprive their heirs of the honour of be-
ing descended from a woman so illustriously connected.’

“¢ But this is a casc to which that rule does not apply,
answered Albert, with a pertinacity for which he was not re-
markable, “T can conceive the alliance of two illustrious
names. It is quite right that  woman should pransmit to her
children her own name joined with that of her husband : but
the complete extinetion of the latter would appear to me an
insult on tho part of her who would exact it, and an act of
bascness on the part of him who would submit fo it.’ . .

“¢You speak of matters of very remote datg, Albert,’ said
the canoness with a profound sigh, ‘and are dven less a_p;l)‘y
than 1 in tho application of the rulg. Our gosd abbé might
from your words suppose that some one,qf out ancestors had
been capable of such meanness. And since yoéu appear to be
o well informed on subjects of which 1 ::x‘pposed you comFarg.-
tively ignorant, you should not have made a reflection of this
kind relative to political cvents, now, thank God, long passed
away! . ~ .

« ".'[f my observation disturb you, I shall detail the facts, in
order to clear the memory of our ancestor Withold, the Tast
Count of Rudolstadt, of cvery imputation injurious to it. It
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appears to interest my cousin,’ he added, sceing that my at-
tention had become riveted upon him, astonished as 1 was to
see him engage in a discussion so coniwary to his philosophieal
ideas and gilent habits. ‘Know, then, Amelia, that our
great-great-grandfather, Wratislaw, was only four years old
when ﬁis mother, Ulrica of Rudolstadt, took it into her head
to inflict upon hiin the insult of supplanting his trne name—
the name of his fathers, which was Podiebrad—by this Saxon
name which you and I bear to-day—you without blushing for
it, and 1 without beirg proud of it.’

¢ It is useless, to say the least of it,” said my uncle, who
seemed ill at ease, ‘o recall events so distant from the time in
which we live.’

“¢1t appears to me,’ said Albert, ‘that my aunt has gone
much farther back, in relating thd high deeds of the Rudol-
stadts, and I do not know why one of us, when he recollects by
chance that he is of Bohemian and not of Saxon origin—that
he is called Podiebrad, and not Rudolstadt—should be guilty of
ill-brecding in speaking of events which occurred not more
than twenty-five years ago.

“¢I know very well,’ replied the abbé, who had listened to
Albert with cunsiderable interest, ‘that your illusivious family
was allied in past times to tho royal line of George Podichrad;
but I was not awarc that it had ‘descended in so direet o line
as to bear the name.’

“<It is becanse my aunt, who knows how to draw out genea-
lopi'ica.l trees, has thought it to forget the ancient and vener-
able one from which wg have sprung. But a genealogical tree,
upon which our glorious but dark history has been written
in characters of blood, stands yet upon the neighbouring
mountains,’

“As Albert became very animated in speaking thus, and
my uncle’s countenance appeared to darken, the abbé, much
as his curiosity was excited, endeavoured to give the conver-
sation a different turn, Dut mine would not suffer me to re-
main silent when so fair an opportunity presented itself for
satisfying it, ‘What do you mean, Albert? I exclaimed, ap-
proaching him,

*“¢I mcan that which a Podiebrad should not be ignorant of,”
he replied: ‘that the old oak of tho Stone of Terror, which you
see every day from your window, Amelia, and under which

ou should nover sit dowe without raising your soul to God,
re, some three hundred ycars ago, fruit rather heavier than
the dried acorns it produces to-day.’ "

“*1t is & shocking story,’ said the chaplain, horror-struck,
‘and T do not know who could have informed the* count of it.’

“‘The trdition of the country, and perhaps something more
cortain still,’ replicd Albert. “You have in vain burned the
archives of tho tamily, and the records of history. Mt. Chap-
lain; jor vain have you brought up children in ignorance of the
past; in vain imposed silence on the simnple by sophistry, on the



CONSUELO. iss

weak by threats: neither the dread of despotic power, however
great, nor cven that of hell itself, ean stiflo the thousand voices
of the past which nwa?n on every side. No, no! they speak
too loudly, these terrible voices, for that of a priest to ﬂlenh
thein! They speak to our souls in slecp, in the whisperings of
spirits from the dead; they appeal to us in every sound we
hear in the external world; they issuo even from the trunks
of the trees, like the gods of the olden time, to tell us of the
crimes, the misfortunes, and the noble deeds of our an-
costors?

“¢And why, my poor child,’ said the canoness, ¢ why cherish
in your mind such Dbitter thoughts—such dreadful recol-
lections?’

“¢It is your genenlogies, dear aunt—it is your recurrence to
the times that aro gone—which have pictured to my mind
those fifteen monks hung to the branches of the oak by the
hand of one of my ancestors—the greatest, the most terrible,
the most persevering—he who was surnamed the Terrible—the
blind, the invincible John Ziska of the Chalice?

“The exalted yet abhorred nume of the chief of the Tabor-
ites, o sect which during the war of the Hussites surpassed all
other religiomists in their energy, their bravery, and their cruelty,
fell liko 4 thunderbolt on the ears of the abbé and the chup-
Jain, The latter crossed himself, and my aunt drew back her
chair, which was close to that of Albert. *Good Heaven! she
exclaimed, *of what and of whom doces this child speak? Do
not heed him, Mr. AbL8!  Never—no, never—was our family
conneeted by any ties, either of Lindrcc'l)or friendship, with the
odious reprobate whose name has just been mentioned?”

“*Speak for yourself, aunt,” smid Albert with energy; ¢ you
are a Iludolstadt to the heart’s cure, although in reality a Podie-
brad. As for myself;, I have more Bohemian blood in my
veins—all the purer too for its having less foreign admixture.
My mother had neither Saxons, Bavariaus, nor Prussians,
in'her gencalogical tree; she was of pure Sclavonic origin.
And since you appear to cave little for nobility, I, who am
proud of my descent, shall inform you of it, if you arcignerant,
that John Ziska left a daughter who married the lord of Pra-
chalitz, and that my mother herself, being a I’mchallt.z, de-
seends in o direet line from John Ziska, just ag you yourself,
my aunt, descend from the Rudolstadts,”

41t is a dream, a delusion, Albest? .

“¢Not go, dear aunt; I appeal to tho chaplain, who is a
God-fearing man and will speak the truth. He has had in his
hands the parchments which prove what I have asserted.’

“¢1% exclimed the chaplain, pale as death,

“‘You may confess it without blurbing before tho abbs,
replied Albert with cutting irony, ¢since you only did your
duty as an Anstrian subject and a good Catholie in burn-
ing them the day after my mother’s death.’ .

“¢ Thpt deed, which my conscience approved, was witnessed

"
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by God alone, falteringly replicd the chaplain, terror-stricken
at the disclosuare of a secret of which he considered himself the
sole human repository. ¢Who, CounigAlbert, could have re-
vealed it to you?

“¢1 have already tvld you, Mr. Chaplain—a voice which
speaks louder than that of & priest.’

“¢«What voice, Albert? I exclaimed, with emotion.

‘¢« The voice which speaks in slecp,’ replied Albert.

“ ¢ But that explains nothing, my son,’ said Count Christian,
sighing. -~

‘“¢1t is the voice of blood, my father,” said Albert, in a tone
so sepulchral that it made us shudder.

“+ Alas? said my uncle, clasping his hands, ‘these arc the
same reveries, tho same phantoms of the imagination, which
hauunted his poor mother. She must have spoken of it to our
child in her last illness,’ he added, turning to my aunt, ‘and
such a story was well calculated to make a lively impression
on his memory.’ .

“¢Impossible, brother!” replied the canoness. ¢ Albert was
not three years old when he lost his mothor?

* ¢TIt is more likely,” said the chaplain in a low voice, ¢ that
there must have remained in the house some ane of those
cursed heretical writings, filled with lies and imnpictics, which
she had preserved from family pride, but which nevertheless
she had the courage and virtue to surrender to me in her last
moments.’

¢« No, not one remained,’ replied Albert, who had not lost a
single word of what the chaplaun said, althouzh he had spoken
in a low voice, and although he was walking about, much
agitated, at that moment at the othier end of the suloon. ¢ You
know very well, sir, that you destroyed thom all: and more-
over, that the day after ber death you searched and ransacked
every corner of her chamber.’

““Who has thus aided, or rather misled,” your memory,
Albert? asked Count Christian in a severe tonuce: ¢ what faith-
less or imprudent scrvant has dared to disturb your young
mind by an exaggerated account of these domestic events ¢’

“ ¢+ No one, my father; 1 swear it to you by my religion and
my conscience!’

“ ¢The encny of the human race has had a hand in it,’ said
the terrified chaplain,

“ ¢ 1t would probubly be,nearcr the truth, observed the albé,
‘and more (hristian, to conclude that Count Albert is en-
dowed with an extraordinary memory, and thit cecurrences, the
reeital of which does not usudlly strike a child of tender ycars,

ave remained engraved upon his mind.  What I bave seen of
hig rare intalligence, induces me readily to believe that his
reason must Lave had a wonderfully precocious development;
-and as to his faculty. of remembering events, 1 know that it is
in fact prodigious.’

* ¢ It seems prodigious to you, only beeause you arg entirely
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devoid of it,’ replied Albert, drily. ‘Ior example, you cannot
recollect what you did in 1619, after Withold Podiobrad the
Drotestant, the valiang, the faithful (your grandfather, my
dear aunt), and the last who bore our name, had dyed with his
blood the Stone of Terror. You have forgotten your conduet
under those circumstances, I would wager, Mr. Abbé.’

“¢I confess I have cntirely forgotten it,’ replied the abbé
with a sarcastic smi'e, which was not in very good taste at a
moment when it was cvident to us all that Albert’s mind was
wandcrinf,.

“ ¢ Well, I will remind you,’” returned Albert, without being
at all disconcerted. ¢ You immediately went and advised those
soldicrs of the Kmpire who had struck the blow, to fly or hide,
lecause the labourers of Pilsen, who had the courage to avow
themselves Protestants, ard who adored Withold, were hasten-
ing to avenge their master's death, and wonld assuredly have
cut them in pieces. Then you came to find my ancestress Ulrica,
Withold's terrified and trembling widow, and promised to
make her peace with the Emperor Ferdinand 1I. and preserve
her estate, her title, her Jiberty, and the lives of her children,
it she would follow your advice, and purchase your services at
the price of zold. She consented: her maternal love prompted
that act of weakness. She forgot the martyrdom of her
noble hdsbaud. She was born a Catholie, and had abjured
that faith only from love for him. She knew not how to en-
dure misery, proseription, and persecution, in order to preserve
to her children a faith which Withold had sealed with hLis
bloond, and a name which he had rendercd more illustrions
than even thosc of his ancestors, whohad been Sfussites, Ca-
liztins, Taborites, Orphans, Brethren of the Union, and Luther-
ans.’ (All these names, my dear Porporina, are those of dif-
ferent sects, which united the heresy of John Huss to that of
Luther, and which the branch of the I’odichrads from which
we doscend had probably followed.) *In fine,’ continued Al-
bert, ‘the Saxon woman was afraid, and yiclded. You took
possession of the chateau, you turned aside the jmperial troops,
you cauced our lands to be respected, and you made an im-
mense auto-da-fé of our titles and our archives. That is why
my aunt, happily for her, has not been able toye-establish the

enealogical tree of tho Podiebrads, and has resorted to the
fess indigestible pasturc of the Rudolstadts. As a reward for
your scrvices you were mado rich, very rich.: Three months
afierwards Ulriea was permitted to go uﬂwembmce the
emperor’s knees at Vienna, and graciously allowed by him to
denationalize her children, to® have them edncated by you in
the Romish religion, and to enrol them afterwards under the
standard against which their father and their ancestors had
so valiantly fought, We were incorporated, my sons and I, in
the ranks of Austrian tymnng

*¢Your sons and you! sai

.my aunt in despair, seeing that
he wandered more and more. -
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“¢Yes, my sons Sigismond and Rodolph,’ replied Albert,
very scriously.

““ Those are the names of my fatheg and uncle! said Count
Christian. ¢ Albert, where are your senses? Recall thom, my
son. More than a century sepurates us from those sad occur-
rences, which took place by the order of Providence.’

“ Albert would not desist. He was fully persuaded, and
wished to persuade us, that ho was the same as Wratislaw,
the son of Withold, aud the first of the Iodiebrads who had
borne the maternal name of Rudolstadt. lle gave us an ac-
count of his childhood, of the distinet recollection he had of
Count Withold's exccution (the odium of whi¢h he attributed
to the Jesuit Dithmar, whe, according to him, was no other
than the abbé¢, his tutor), the profound hatred which during
his childhood he lind felt for this Dithmar, for Austria, for the
Imperialists, for the Catholics,  After this his recollections ap-
peared confused, and be added a thousand incomprehensible
things about the eternal and perpetual life, about the reappear-
ance of men upon the earth, supporting himself upon that
article of the Hussite creed which declared that John Huss
was to return to Bohemia one hundred ycars after his death,
and complete his work—a prediction which it appeared had
been accomplished, since, a,ccm-din[; to him, Luther was John
Huss rosuscitated. In fine, his discourse was a mixture of
heresy, of superstition, of obscure metaphysics, and of poetic
frenzy; and it was all uttered with such an appearancee of con-
vietion, with recollections, so minute, su precise, and so inter-
esting, of what he prctended to have scem, not only in the

rson of Wratislaw, but also in that of John Ziska, and 1

now not ol how many other dead persons, who he maintained
had been his own appearances in the past, that we remained
listening to him with open mouths, and withont the power of
interrupting or contradicting him. My unecle and aunt, who
were dreadfully afflicted at this insamty, which seemed to
them impious, endeavoured to discover its origin; for this was
the first time that it displayed itself openly, and it was neces-
sary to know its source in order to be able to combat it. The
abbé tried to turn it all off as a jest, and to inake us believe
that Count Albort had a very witty and sarcastic disposition,
aund took pleasure in mystifying us with his amazing learning.
*Ile has read so mueh,’ said he, ‘that he could in the same
manner relate the history. of all ages, chapter by chapter,
with such details and such precision as to make us believe, if
we were ever so little inclined to the marvellous, that he had
in fact been present at the seéhes he relates’ The canoness,
who in her ardent devotion is not many degress removed from
superstition, sad who began to believo her nephew ou the faith
of his rocital, received the abbe’s insiuuations very badly, and
advised him to keep his jests for u more fitting occasion; then
she made a stwong eflort to induce Albert to retract the errors
with wiioh be was imbued. ¢Take care, aunt,’ cried Albert
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impatiently, ‘that 1 do not tell you who you are. Hitherto I
have not wished to know, but something warns me at this mo-
mcht that the Saxon Ulriea is near.

““What! my poor child! replied she; ‘that prudent and
devout ancestress, who knew how to preserve for her children
their lives, and for her descendants the independence, the for-
tune, and the honours they now emjoy? Do you think she
lives again inme? Well, Albert, so deaily do I love you, that
I would do even more for you than she did; I would even sa-
crifice my life, if by so doing T could calm your troubled soul.’

“Albert looked at her a moment with an expression at once
severe and tender. *No, no,” said he at last, aproaching her
and kneeling at her fect, ‘you are an angel, and you used to
receive the communion in the wooden cup of the Fussites.
But the Saxon woman i# here, nevertheless, and her voice
has reached my ear several times to-day.’

“‘ Allow her'to be me, Albert, said I, exerting myself to
cheer him, ‘and do not thipk too ill of me for not having de-
livered you up to the executioners in 1619.’

“¢“You my mother? said he, looking at me with flaming
cyes; ‘do not say that, for if so 1 cannot forgive you. God
caused mesto be born again in the bosom of a stronger
woman; he retempered me in the blood of Ziska—in my own
substance, which had been misled, T know not how, Amelia,
do not look at me! above all, do not speak to me! It is your
mi«ie, Tllriea, which has caused me all the sulterings I endure
to-day.’

“On saying this, Albert hastily let'g. the room, and we re-
mained overpowered by the sad discovery we had made of the
alienation of his mind. .

“It was then two o'clock in the afternoon; we had dined
quietly, and Albert had drunk only water. There was nothing
therefore which could lead us to suppose that this frenzy
could be oceasioned by intoxication. The chaplain and my
aunt immediately rose to follow and nurso him; thinking himn
seriously ill. But, inconceivable as it may seam, Albert had
already disappeared, as it by enchautment. They could not
find him in his own apartment, nor in his mother's where he
frequently used to shut himsclf up, nor in any corner of the
chatean, * They searched for him in the garden;gin the warren,
in the surrounding woods, and among the mountains, No one
had seen him, far or near. No tgace of his steps was any-
where to be found. The rest of tho day and the succecding
night were speut in the same manner. No one went to bed in
the houso; our people were on fdot until dawn, and searching
for him with torches,

“All the family retired to pray. The next day and the
following night werc passed in the same consternation. 1
cannot describe the terror I folt —I, who had never suﬂ'ere.d
any uncasiness, who had never experienced in my life domestic
events of such importance. [ scriously believed that Albert
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had either killed himself or fled for ever. I was scized with
convulsions, and finally with a malignant fever. I still felt for
him some remains of love, in the midst of the terror with which
so fatal and so strange a character inspired me. My futher
had strength cnough to pursue his usual sport of hunting,
thinking that in his distant excursions he might possibly hap-
pen on Albert in the midst of the woods, My poor aunt, a prey
to anguish, but still ‘active and courageous, nursed me, and
tried to comfort everybody. My uncle prayed night and day.
‘When 1 saw his faith and his pious submission to the will of
Heaven, T regretted that 1 was not devout.

“The abbé feigned some concern, but affected to feel no
apprehension. 1t was true, he said, that Albert had never thus
disappeared from his presence, but he required seasons of soli-
tude and reflection. His conclusion was that the only remedy
for these singularitics was never to thwart them, and not to
appear to remark them much, The fact is, that this intriguing
and profoundly selfish underling cared for nothing but the
large salary attached to his situation of tutor, which he had
made to last as long as possible by deceiving the family re-
specting the result of his good offices. Occupied by his own
affairs and Lis own pleasures, he had abandongd Albert to
his extravagant inclinations. Tossibly he had often seen him
ill and frequently excited, and had, without doubt, allowed fre~
ctcope to his fancies. Certain it is that he had had the tact to
conceal them from every one who could have given us notice;
for in all the letters which my unele received respecting his son,
there was nothing but eulogiums upon his appearance and
congratulations upon the beauty of his person. Albert had
nowhere left the impression that he was 1ll or devoid of sense.
However this may have been, his mental life during those
cight years of absence has always remained an impenetrable
mystery to us. The abbé, aftor threc days bad elapsed, seeing
that he did not make his appearance, and fearing that his own
position had been injured by this accident, departed, with the
intention as he said of seeking for him at Prague, whither the
desire of searching for some rarc book might, according to
him, have drawn himn. ‘Ie is,’ said he, ‘liko those learned

~men who bury themsclves in their studies, and forget the whole
world when engaged in their harmless pursuits.” Thereupon
the abbé departed, and did not return.

“ After seven days of myrtal anguish, when we began at last
to despair, my aunt, in passing one evening before Albert's
chamber, saw the door open, and Albert seated in his arm-
chair, caressing his dog who htid followed him in his inysterious
journey. His garineuts were neither soiled nor tern; only the
gold ornaments belonging to them were somewhat blackencd,
a8,if he had come from a damp place or had passed the nights
in the open air. His shoes did not appear as if he had walked
much; but hig beard and hair bore evidence to a long neglect
of the carc of his person. Since that day he has constantly
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refused to shave himself, or to wear powder like other men,
and that is why he had to you the appearance of a ghost.

“My aunt rushed towards him with a loud ery.  What is
the matter, my dear aunt? said he, kissing her hand. ¢Ono
would imagine you had not scen me for ages.’

¢« Unhappy child? cried she, ¢it is now seven days since you
left us without saying a word; seven long, weary days, seven
dreadful nights, during which we have searched for you, wept
for you, and prayed for you.

“*Neven days? said Albert, looking at her with surprise,
* You must mean to say seven hours, my dear aunt, for I went
out this morning to walk, and I have come back in time to
sup with you, How can I have occasioned you so much
anxiety hy go short an absence?

“¢1 must have made a slip of tho tongue,’ said she, fearing
to ageravate his disease by mentioning it; ‘I meant to say
scven hours, I was anxious becanso you arc not accustomed
to take such long walks, and besides I had an unpleasant dream
last night; I was foolish!’

¢ Good, excellent aunt!" said Albert, covering her hands
with kisses, “yon love mo as if I were still a little child, 1
lmPe my fasher has not shared your anxiety.’

‘¢ Notyat all; he is expecting you at supper. You must be
very hungry.’

*“Not very. I dined well.

¢ ¢ Where and when, Albert?’

“¢Iecre, this morning, with you, my good aunt; you have
not yet recovered your senses, I percejve. Ob, I am very un-
happy at having caused you such a fright! How could I
foresee it?’ .

“¢ You know that such is my character. But allow mo to
ask you then where you have eaten and slept sinee you left us ?’

* How could [ have had any inclination cither to eat or slcep
sinee this morning ¥’

*¢Do you not feel ill?'

¢ Not the least in the world.’

¢ Nor wearied? You must no doubt have walked a great
deal, and scaling the mountains is so fatigning, Where have
you been?’

“ Albert put his hand to his forchead, as if to recollect, but
he could not tell. >

«¢1 confess to you,” said he, ‘that 1 know nothing about it.
1 was much preoccupied. 1 must have walked without secing,
as [ used to do in my childhgod: you know I never could
answer you when you (uestioned me.’

“¢ And dering your travels, did you pay any more attention
to what you saw? .

“¢Somotimes, but not always. I observed many things,
but I have forgotten many others, thank God.’

¢ And why thank Gold?

“ ¢ HBecanse there are such horyible things te be seen on the
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face of the earth " replied he, rising with a gloomy expression
which my aunt had not yet observed in him. She saw that it
would not do to make him talk any more, and she rau to
announce to my uncle that his son was found. No oue yet
knew it in the honse; no one had seen him enter.  His return
had left no more trace than his departure.

“ My poor uncle, who had shown so muech courage in enduring
misfortune. had none in the first moments of joy.” He swooned
away; and when Albert reappeared before him, his face was
more agitated than his son's. Albert, who since his long
Journey had not scemed to notice any emotion in those aronnd
him, appeared entirely renewed and different from what he had
been before. e lavished a thousand caresses on his father,
was troubled at secing him so changed, and wished to know
the cause. Bnt when they ventured to acquaint him with it,
he never could comprehend it, and all his answers were given
with a good faith and carnestness, which proved his completo
:'fnou‘av.nce of where he had been during the seven days he had

isappeared.”

“ What you have told me scems like a dream, my dear
baroness,” suid Consuclo, *“and has set me thinking rather
than sleeping., Ilow could a man live seven days without Leing
conscious of anything¢”

“ That is nothing compared to what I have yet to J'Pi:tbn; and
until you have seen for yourself, that, far from exaggerating, 1
soften matters in order to abridge my tale, von will, I ea
coneeive, havo some difficulty in believing me. — As for me. who
am relating to you whag 1 have seen, T still ask wyself somne-
times if Albert is a sorcerer, or if' he makes fools of us.  But it
is late, and I really foar that T have imposed upon your pa-
tience,”

“It is I who impose upon yours,” replied Clonsuelo; * vou
must be tired of talking. ILet us put off till to-morrow even-
ing, if you please, the continuation of this incredible history.”
: “,"l‘ill to-morrow then,” said the young baroness, embracing

her,

CHAPTER XXX.
Thx incredible history which she had just heard, kept (Consuelo,
in fagt, long awake, The dark, rainy, and tempestuous night
also contributed to fill hor vith superstitious fancics whieh she
had never before experienced. “ Is theie then %ome incompre-
hensible fatality,” said she to,hersclf, * which impends over
certain individuals? What crime against God conld that
young girl hare gommitted, who was telling me so¥rankly just
now of her wounded self-love and the vanishing of her fairest
dreams? What evil have I myself done, that the sole affection
of my heatt should be torn from my bleeding bosom? DBat,
alus! what fault has this savage Albert of Rudolstadt been
guilty of, that he should thua lose his conseiourness and the
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power of governing hislife? 'What hatred has Providence con-
ceivgd for Anzoleto, thus to abandon him, as it has done, to
wicked and perverse inclinations?”

Overcome at last by fatigue, she slept, and lost herself in a
snceession of dreams without connexion and without end,
Two or three times she awoke and fell asleep again, without
being able to understand where she was, and thinking she was
still travelling. Torpora, Anzoleto, Count Zustiniani, Corilla,
all passed in turn before her eyes, saying sad and strange things
to her, and reproaching her with some unknown crime, t%r
which she was obliged to undergo punishment, without being
able to remember that she had ever committed it. But all
these visions disappeared to give place to that of Count Albert,
who passed continually before her with his black beard, his
tixed and motionless eyes, ind his suit of mourning trimmed
wi;,:n gold, and sometimes sprinkled with tears like a funercal

all,
! On opening her eyes in the morning, fully awake she found
i\ m(;li::l already dressed with clegance, fresh and smiling, beside
er bed.

“Da you know,my dear Porporina,’ said the young baroness,
as she impristed a Kiss upon her brow, ¢ that there is somethin
strange a%onf. you? [ must be destined to live with extraordi-
nary beings, for you also are certainly onc. I have been look-
ing at you asleep for the lastquarter of an hour, to see by day-
light if you are handsomer than I am. 1 confoss to you that
this matter is of some consequence to me, and that notwith-
standing T have entirely abjured iny loge for Albert, I should
be somewhat piqued if he fooked upon you with interest. Do
vou think that strange? The reason is, he is the only man here,
and hitherto 1 have been the only woman, Now we are two,
and we shall pull caps if yon extinguish me completely.”

“ You are pleased to jest,”” replied Consuclo, “and 1t is not
grenerous on your part.  But will you leave aside your raillery,
and tell me what there is extraordinary in my appearance?
Perhaps all my ugliness has come back. Indeed that must
he the ease.”

¢ 1 will tell you the truth, Nina. At the first glimpse I caught
of you this morning, your paleness,” your large eyes only half
closed aud rather fixed than asleep, and your thgn arm which
lay stretched on the coverlet, gave me u moment's triumph.
And then, looking at you longer, T wgs almost terrified by your
inunobility and your truly regal attitude. Your arm I will
maintain is that of a queen, and your calmness has in it some-
ibhing commanding and overpowcring, for which I cannot
account, Ndw, I think you are fearfully beautiful, and yct
there is a sweetness in your countenance. Tell me who you
arc. You attract and intimidate me. 1 fecl ashamed of the
follics I related of myself last night. You have not yet told
me anything of yourself, and yet you ar~ acouainted with

‘nearly al my defects,”
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“If I have the air of a queen, of which 1 never was aware,”
replied Consuelo, smiling sadly, * it mnst bo the piteous air of
a dethroned ome. As to mar beauty, it has always seemed to
meo vory problematical; and as to the opinion I have of you,
dear Baroness Amclia, it is all in favour of your frankness and
good nature,”

] am indeed frank—but are you so, Nina? Yes, you have
an air of grandeur and royalty. But are you confiding? Ido
not belicve that you are.”

“ It was not my place to be so first—that you will allow, It
was for you, protectross and mistress of iny destiny as you are
at this moment, to make the first advances.”

“You are right. But your stronf: sense terrifies me, If I
seom a, scatter-brain, you will not lecture me too much, will
ou?" . ‘ :

“1 have no right to do so. I am your mistress in music, and
ju nothing else. Besides, a poor daughter of the people, like
me, will al%ays know how to keep her place.”

“You a daughter of the pcople, high-spirited Porporina!
Oh! you deceive me; it is iinpossible. I should sooner believe
you mysterious offspring of some family of princes, What
was your mother?” *

« She sang, as 1 do.”

“ And your father?”

Consuelo was struck dumb. She had not prepared all her
answers to the rather indiscreet questions of thelittle baroness.
In truth she had never heard her father spokon of, and had
never even thought of asking it she had one.

*Come,” said Amelia, bursting into a laugh, * I was sure
T was right; your father is seme grandee of Spain, or some
doge of Venice.”

. This style of speaking scemed to Consuelo trifling and offen-
sive, -

“So,” said she, with some displeasure, * an honest mechanic
or u poor artist has no right to transmit a natural distinetion
tohis child? Is it absolutely necessary that the children of
common }l)eoplc should be coarse and misshapen ¢”

“That last word is an epigram for my aunt Wenceslawa,”
replied the baroness, luughing still more loudly. * Come, my
dear, forgive me it I do plague you a little, and permit me to
fashion in my own brain a more attractive romance about you,
But dress yourself quickly, my child; for the bell will soon
ring, and my aunt would let the family die of hunger rather
than have breakfast served without you. 1 will help you to
open your trunks; give me the keys. I am sure that you have
brought the pretticst dresses from Venice, and Ivam dying to
see all the new fashions—I have lived so long in this country
of savages.” it

Consuclo, in o hurry to arrange hev hair, gave the keys,
without hearing what had heon said, and Amelia hastened to
open a trunk which she imaginod was full of dresscg; lut to
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her great surprise she found only a mass of old musie, printed
rolls tworn out by long use, and apparently illegible manu-
seripts.

*“Ah! what is all this?” cried she, hastily shaking the dust
from her pretty fingers. *“ You have a droll wardrobe there,
my dear child.”

* They aro troasures; trecat themn with respeet, my dear Ba-
roness,” replied Consuelo, * There are among them the auto-

rraphs of the greatest masters, and Iwould rather lose my voice
‘t.hzm notreturn them safely to Porpora, who has confided them
to mne.” Amelia opened a sccond trunk, and found it full of
ruled paper, treatises on music, and other books on composi-
tion, harmony, and counterpoint.

“Ah! 1 understand,” said she, laughing; *this is your
jewel-box.” .

* [have no other,” replied Consuelo, “and I hope you will
use it often.”

* Very well: I sce you arc a scvere wistress, DBut may one
ask, without offending you, tny dear Nina, where you have put
your dresses?”

* At the bottom of this little box,” replied Consuelo, opening
it, and aho\w'u;{ the baroness a little dress of Llack silk, care-
fully and fresh y folded.

I3 that all?” said Amelia,

“'That is all,” replied Consuelo, *“ with my travelling dross.
In afew days L shall make a sccond black dress, for a change.”

* Ah! my dear child, then you are in mourning?”

“ Perhaps so, signora,” replied Consuelo, gravely.

“ In that case forgiveme.  Iought t®have known from your
manuer that you had some sorgow at your heart, and I shall
love you quite as well for it 'We shall sympathize even
nooner; for L also have many causes of sadness, and might even
now wear mourning for my intended husband. Ah! my dear
Nina, do not be provoked at my gaiety; it is often mercly an
cffort to conceal tho deepest suitering.” They kissed cach
other, and went down to breakfast, where they found the family
waiting for them.

Consuelo saw, at the first glance, that her modest black dress
and her white neckerchief, closed even to the chin by a pin of
jot, gave the canoness a very favourable opinion of her. Old
Christian was a little less embarrassed and quite as affable to-
wards her as the cvening before, DBaron Frederick, who
through courtesy had refrained that day from going to the
chase, could not tind a word 1o say, although he had prepared
a thousand fine speeches to th:ifuk her for the attentions she
would pay ‘@ his daughter.  But he took a scat beside her at
the table, and set himself to help her with an iinportunity so
child-like and minute, that he had no time to satisfy his own
appetito. The chaplain asked her in what order the Eatnarch
arranged the procession at Venice, and questioned her upon
the appearance and ornaments of the churchies, He saw by

K
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her answers that she had visited them frequently; and when
he knew that she had learned to sing in the divine service, he
testified the utmost respect for her.

As fqr Count Albert, Consuelo hardly dared to raise her eyes
to him, preciscly because he was the only one who inspired hier
with a lively feeling of curiosity.  She did not even know what
sort of a reception he had given her.  Once only she looked at
him in a mirror as she crossed the saloon, and saw that he was
dressed with some carr, although still in black. Dut although
Eosuessing all the distinguished appearance of a man of high

irth, his nutrimmed beard and hair, and pallid complexion,
gave him rather the pensive and neglected air of a handsome
fisherman of the Adriatic, than that of a German noble.

Still, the harmony of his voice, which pleased the musical ear
of Consuelo, gave her courage by degrees to look at him, and
she was surprised to find in himn the air and manuers of a very
sensible man. He spoke little, but judiciously; and when she
rose from the table, he oflered her his hand, without looking at
her it is true (he had not done her that honour sinee the day
before), but with much case and politencss.  She trembled in
every limb on placing lier hand in that of the fantastic hero of
the tales and dreams of the preceding evening, and expected to
find it cold as that of a corpse. But it was soft and warmn as
that of a hcalthy man. Consuelo could hardly conceal her
amazement, Iler emotion gave her a sort of vertigo; and tho
glances of Amelin, who followed her every motion, would have
completed her embarrassment, if she had not called all her
powers to her aid, in order to preserve her dignity in presence
of the mischicvous youny girl.  She returned Count Albert the

rofound bow which he made after conducting Ler to a chair;
ut not a word, not a look, wa$ exchanged between them,

“Io you kunow, perfidious Porporina,” said Amelia to Ler
companion, seating hersclf near her in order to whisper fiv'y
in her ear, “that you have produced a wonderful effect ujon
my cousin?”

“I have not perccived much of it yet,” replied Consuelo.

“That is hecause you have not deigned to notice his manier
towards me. For a whole year he has not onee offered me his
hand to lead me to or from the table, and now he conducts
himself towards you with the most marked attention. It is
truo that he is in ouc of his most lucid moments, and ovne
might say that you have broug{lt him health and reason. But
do not trust to appearances, Nina, Tt will he the same with
you ay it was with me: after three days of cordiality ho will
not even remember your existence,”

“Isco that I mnust accustom myself to your jesting,” said
Consucle,

“1Is it'not true, my dear aunt,” said Amelia, in a low voice,
to the canoness, who cawe forward and took a scat near her
and, Consuelo, “ that my cousin is extremely amiable towards
od¥dear Porporinn 2
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. “Donot jest about him, Amelia,” said Wenceslawa, gently; “the
young lady will soon enough perceive the canse of our sorrows.”
*“1 am not_jesting, good aunt. Albert is porfectly well this
morning, and [ rejoico to sce him as I have never before seen
him since I caine here.  If he were shaved and powdered like
other people, you would think he had never been ill,”
. “His air of calmness and health strikes me vory agreeably,
in truth,” said the canoness; “ but I dare not flatter myself that
50 ]mﬂhy a state of things will last.”

“What a noble and benevolent expression he has!” sdid
Consuclo, wishing to touch the heart of the canoness in its
most tender point.

“Do you think so?”’ said Amelia, transfixing her with a
sauey aud incredulous look,

“Yos, T do think so,” replied Consuelo, firmly; “and as 1
told you yesterday evening, never did a hunan face inspire me
with more respect.”

“ Ah! my dear daughter,’, said the canoness, suddenly casts
ing off her coustrained air, and pressing Consuelo’s hand ten-
derly, *good hearts at onee understand cach other! I feared
Jest my poor child should terrify you. Tt is a source of great

ain to me ® read in the countenances of others the aversion
inspired by such maladies. DBut you bave great sensibility, I
perecive, and have at onee comprehended that in his wasted
and discased frame dwells a sublime soul, well worthy of &
lia, pior Jot.”
fonsuelo was moved cven to tears by the words of the
excellent canoness, and kissed lier hagd “affectionately. She
already felt more confidence and sympathy with that old de-
formed lady than with tho brilliant and frivolous Amelia.

"They were interrupted by Buron Frederick, who relying more
upon his courage than his conversational powers, approached
with the intention of asking a favour from the .?‘iﬁnora Porpo-
rina. lSven more awkward in the presence of ladies than his
elder brother, (this awkwardness was, it would geem, a family
complaint, which ono need not be much astonished to find de-
veloped, even to hoorishness, in Albert,) he stamnmored out
some words, which Amelia undertook to comprehénd and trans-
late to Consuolo. .

“My father asks you,” said she, “ if you feel gourage enough
to think of music after so painful a journey, and if it would not
be an imposition en your good natpre, to request you to hear
my voice and judge of wy style?” .

“With all my heart;” replied Consuelo, risihg immediately
and opening the harpaichord. . .

“You wili*see,” said Amelia to her in a low voice, as she ar-
ranged her music on the stand, “ that this will put Albert to
ﬂigﬁt, notwithstanding your good looks and mine.” In
Amelia had hardly Kl: a few bars, when Albert rose an
went out on tip-toe, like a man who flatters himself that he is
not pergeived,
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*“ It is astonishing,” said Amelia, still talking in a low voice
while she played out of time, “ that he did not slam the door
furiously him, as he sometimes docs when I sing. He is
quite amiable, one might almost say gallant, to-day.”

The chaplain, thinking to cover Albert’s departure, ap-

ached the harpsichord and pretended to listen attentively.
;.)lsﬁe rest of the family formed a half cirelo at a little distance,
waiting respectfully tor the judgment which Consuclo should
pronounce upon her pupil.

Amelia courageously chose an air from the Achille in Seyro
of Pergolese, and sang it with assurance from beginning to
end in a shrill, piercing voice, accompanied by so comical a
German accent, that Counsuelo, who had never heard anything
of the kind, was scarccly able to keep from smiling at every
word. It was hardly necessary to hear four bars, to be con-
vinoed that the young baroncss had no true idea and no know-
ledge whatover of music. She had a flexible voice, and per-
haps had received good instruction; but her character was tvo
frivolous to allow her to study u.ny{hing conscicntiously, For
the same reason she did not mistrust her own powers, and, with
German sang froid, atte::]nftcd the boldest and most difficult

sages. She failed in all, and thought to cover her unskil-
fulness by forcing her intonation and thundering the accompa-
niment, eking out the measure as she best could, by adding time
to the bars which followed those in which she had diminished it,
and changing the character of the music to such an extent,
that Consuclo could hardly recognise what she heard, although
th%_pages were before her cyes.

ot Count Christiah, who was a perfect connoisscur, but
who attributed to his nicce all the timidity he would have felt
in her place, exclaimed from time to timne to encourage her:—
“Very well, Amelia, very well indeed! beautiful music!”  The
canoness, who did not know much about it, looked anxiously
into the eyes of Consuelo, in order to anticipate hLer opinion;
and tho baron, who loved no other music than the flourishes of
the hunting-horn, believing that his daughter sang too well for
him to understand, waited in confidence for the expression of
the judge’s satisfaction. 'The chaplain alone was charmed by
these gargouillades, which he had never heard before Amelia’s
arrival at the chiteau.

Consuelo very clearly saw that to tell the plain truth would
distress the whole family. Resolving to enljghten her pupil in
private upon all those matters which she had to forget before
she could learn anything, she praised her voice, asked about
her studies, approved the chéice of masters whose works she
had been made to study, and thus relieved hercelf from the
ncc&ssit.y of declaring that she had studied them incor-
rectly.

Cl‘hc‘fqmjlui' soparated, well pleased with a trial which had
been painful ouly to Consuelo, Sho was obliged to go and
shut herself up in her apartment with the musie sho had Jjust
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heard profaned, and read it with her eyes, singing it mentally,
in ofder to efface the disagreeable impression she had received,

CHAPTER XXXI|

WHEN the family reassembled towards evening, Consuelo, feel-
ing more at ease with all these people whom she now began to
get acquainted with, replied with less reserve and brevity to the
3uestions, which on their part they felt more courage to ad-

ress to her, respecting her country, her art, and her travels,
She carefully avoided, as she had determined, speaking of
hersclf, and she related the events in the midst of which she
had lived, without ever mentioning the part she had taken in
them. In vain did the cutious Amelia strive to lead her to
enlarge on her personal adventures. Consuelo did not fall
into the suare, nor for an instant betray the incognito she had
resolved to maintain, 1t weuld be difficult to say precisely why
this mﬂstery had a peculiar charm for-her. Many reasons in-
duced her to observe it. In the first place, she had promised,
aven sworn to T'orpora, to keep herself so completely hidden
and conceafd in cvery manner, that it would be impossible for
Anzoletq to discover her route, if he should attempt to pursue
her—a very uscless precaution, for Anzoleto, at this time after
a few quickly smothered wishes of the kind, was occupied only
with his dcbuts and his success at Venice.

In the second place, Consuclo, wishing to conciliate the
estecn and affection of the family whq gave her & temporary
refuge in her friendless and melancholy situation, understood
very well that they would muclt more readily receive her as a
simple musician, a pupil of Porpora, and teacher of vocal musie,
than as prima donna, a performer on the stage, and a cele-
brated cantatrice. She knew that among these unpretending
and pious people, an avowal of such a lposition would impose
upon her a difficult part; and it is probable, that notwithstand-
ing Porpora’s recommendation, the arrival of Consuclo, the dé-
butante, and the wonder of San Samuel, would have somewhat
startled them. DBut even if these powerful mgtives had not
existed, Consuclo would still have experienced the necessity of
silence, and of keeping sceret the brilliancy and-the sufferings
of her career. Everything was linked togethet in her life—
her power and her weakness, her eglory and her love. She
could not raise the smallest corner of the veil, without laying
bare one of the wounds of heg soul; and these wounds were
still too recent, too painful, too deep, to be healed by kindness
or sympath¥. She found relief only in the barrier which she
had raised ‘between the sorrowful memories of the past and
the calm energy of her new existence. This change of coun-
try, of scene, and of name, transported her at once into an
unknown region, where, by assuming a new character, she
hoped to become a new being.
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This venunciation of vanities, which might have solaced
another woman, proved the salvatign of this courageous being,.
In renouncing all compassion, as well as all human glory, she
felt celestial strength come to her aid. *‘I must regain some
portion of xr(nly former hagl.tincss,” she said; “that which [ solon
enjoyed, and which consisted in loving and in being beloved.
They moment 1 sought their admiration, they withdrew their
love, and I have payed too dear for the honours they bestowed
jn place of their goodwill. Let me begin again, ohscure and
insignificant, that I may be subjected neither to envy, nor in-
gratitude, nor enmity on the eurth. The least token of sym-
pathy is sweet, and the highest testimony of admiration is
mingled with bitterness. 1f there be proud and strong hearts
to whom praise suffices, and whom trimu;;lh consoles, I have
ernelly experienced that mine is not of the number. Alas!

lory has torn my lover’s heart from me; let humility yield me
in return at least some friends.”
# It was not thus that Porpora mernt. 1nremoving Consuclo
from Venice, and from the dangers and agonics of her love,
he only intended to procurc her some repose before recalling
her to the sceno of ambition, and launching her afresh into
the storms of artistic lifo. 1lodid not know his pupil. He be-
lieved her more of a woman—that is to say, more imgression-
able than she was, In thinking of her he did not faney her
as calm, affectionate, and busied with others, as she had al-
ready been able to become, hut plunged in tears and devoured
with vain regret. But he thought at the same time that a
reaoction would take place, and that he should find_her eured
of her love, and anxious to recommence the exercisc of her
powers, and enjoy the privilegbs of her genius,

The pure and religious feeling conceived by Consuclo of the
part she was to play in the family of Rudolstadt, spread from
this day a holy serenity over her words, her actions, and her
countenance. Those who had formerly scen her dazzling with
love and joy beneath the sun of Venice, could not easily have
understood how she could become all at once calm and ‘gentle
in the midst of strangers, in ihie depths of gloomy forests, with
her love blighted, both as regarded tho past and the future.
But goodness finds strength where pride only meots despair.
Consuelo was glorious that evening, with a benuty which she
had not hitherto displayed. [t was not the half developed im-
pulse of sleeping naturc waiting to be roused, nor the expan-
sion of a power which seizes the spectators with surprisc or
delight; neither was it tho hidden, incomprehensible beauty of
the scolare »ingarella : no,it was the graceful proetrgting charm
of a pure and self-posscssed woman, governed ?»y her own
sacred impulaes,

Her gentle and simplo hosts meeded no other than their
generous instinets to drink in, if | may use the expression, the
mysterions incense which the angelic soul of Consuelo exhaled
in their intellectual atmosphere. They experienced, cven in
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looking at her, a moral clevation which they might have
found it difficult to cxplain, but the swectpess of wgioh filled
themn as with o new life,  Albert scemed for the first time to
enjoy the full possession of his facultics. He was obliging and
good’-natured with every one. He was suitably so with Cen-
suclo, and spoke to her at different times in such terms as
showed that he had not relinquished, as might be supposed,
the clevated intellect and clear judgment with which nature
had endowed him. The baron did not once fall aslecp, the
canoness ceased to sigh, and (‘ount Christian, who used to
sink at night into his arm-chair, bent down under the weight
of old age and vexation, remained erect with his back to the
chimney, in the eentre of his family, and sharing in the easy
and pleasant conversationy which was prolonged till nine in the
evening,

“ God has at length Leard our prayers,” said the chaplain
to Count Christian and the canoness, who remained in the
saloon after the departure®of the baron and the young people.
“Count Albert has this day entered his thirticth year, and
this solenmm day, so dreaded by him and by ourselves, has
passed oveg ealmly and with uns(peakable happiness,”

“Yes, let us return thanks to God,” said the old count. “It
may préve but a blessed dream, sent for a moment to comfort
us, but I could not help thinking all this day, and this cven-
ing in particular, that iy son was perfectly cured.”

“Brother,” replied the canoness, “and you, worthy chap-
Jain, I entreat pardon, but you have always be]ievet( Albert
to be tnrmcntc({ by the enemy of hunfan kind. For mysclf, 1
thought him at issuo with oppasing powers which disputed the
possession of his poor soul, for often when he repoated words
of the bad angel, Hcaven spoke from his mouth the next mo-
ment. Do you recollect what he said yesterday evening dur-
ing the stormn, aud his words on leaving us?—¢The pence of
God has come down on this house,” Albert cxperienced the
miracle in himself, and 1 belicve in his recovery as in the
diviue promisc.” )

The chaplain was too timid to admit all at ofice so bold &
roposition. IHe cxtricated himsclf from his embarrassment
by saying—*Let us aseribe it to Eternal Goodness;” “ God

reads hidden things;” “ The soul should lose itgelf in God;”
and other sentences, more consolatgry than novel

Count Christian was divided between the desirg of conform-
ing to the somewhat exaggerated asceticism of his good sister,
and the respect imposed by the®prudent and unquestioning or-
thodoxy of his confessor.

Ife endeavoured to turn the conversation by speaking of the
charming demeanour of Torporina. The canoness, who loved
her alrcady, praised her yet more; and the chaplain sanctioned
the preference which they experienced for her. It never en-
tered their heads to attribute tho miracle which had taken
place &mong them, to Consuelo. » They accepted the benefit
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without recognising its source. It was what Consuclo would
have asked of God could she have becn-consulted.

Amelia was a closer observer. It soon became cvident to
her that her cousin could conceal the disorder of his thoughts
from persons whom he feared, as well as from those whom he
wished to please. Bcfore relations and friends of the family
whom he either disliked or esteemed, he never betrayed by
any outward demonstration the cccentricity of his character.
When Consuclo expressed her surprise at what had been re-
lated the preceding cvening, Amelia, tormented by a secret un-
easiness, tried to make her afraid of Count Albert by recitals
which had already terrified herself. “Ah, my poor friend,”
said she, “distrust this deceitful calm; it is a pausc which
always intervenes between a recent and an apl;woaching crisis.
You sec him to-day as I first saw him, when I arrived here in
the beginning of last year. Alas! if you were destined to be-
come the wifc of such a visionary, and if, to combat your reluct-
ance they had determined to keep yeu prisoner for an indefinite
period in this frightful castle, with surprises, terrors, and agita-
tions for Kour daily fare—nothing to be seen but tears, exor-
cisms, and extravagances—expecting a cure which will never
happen—you would be guite disenchanted with the: fine man-
ners of Albert, and the honied words of the family.”

“ It is not eredible,” said Consuelo, “ that they would unite
you against your will to a man whom you do not love. Yon
appear to be the idol of your relatives.”

* They will not force me; they know that would be impos-

. sible, But they forget that Albert is not the only husband
who would suit me, and God knows when they will givo up
the foolish hope that the affection with which'I at first re-
ﬁnrded him will retnrn.  And then my poor father, who has

ere wherewith to satisfy his passion for the chase, finds
himself so well off in this horrible castle, that he will always
discover some pretext for retarding our departure. Ah! if you
only knew some secret, my dear Nina, to make all the game
in the country perish in one night, you would render me an in-
estimable service.” .

.“1 can do nothing, unfortunately, but try to amuse you by
ang you lessons in music, and chatting with you in the even-

ngs when you are not inclined to sleep. I shall do my utmost
to soothe and to compose you.”

“You remind me,” said Amelia, “that I have not related
the remainder of the story. I shall begin at ofice, that I may
not keep yon up too late. v

. “Some days after his mysterious absence, which he still be-
lieved had only lasted seven days, Albert remarked the absence
of the abbé, and asked where he had gone.

“ ¢ His presence was no longer necessary,’ they replied; ¢ he
returned to his own pursuits. Did you not observe his absence?’

“ ¢« I pigroeived,’ replied Albert, ¢ that something was needful
to e ete my suffering, but I did not know what it was.’
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¢ You suffer much then, Albert?’ asked the canoness.

¢ Much;’ he replied, in the tone of a man who had been
ashed if he had alept well.

“ ¢ And tho abbé was obnoxious to you?’ said Count Chris-
tian,

“ ¢Very, he replicd, in the same tone.

“ ¢ And why, my son, did you not say so sooner? Why have
you borne for so long a time the presence of a man whom you
so much disliked, without informing me of it? Do you doubt,
my dear child, that I should have quickly terminated your
sufferings 2’

“ ¢It was but a fecble addition to my grief,’ said Albert,
with frightful tranqguillity; ¢ and your goodness, which I do not
doubt, mny dear father, would havo but slightly relieved it, by
giving me another superintendent.’

“ ¢ Say another travelling companion, my son; you employ
an expression injurious to my tenderness.’

“ ¢ Your tenderness was the cause of your anxiety, my father.,
You couid not he aware of the evil you inflicted on me in send-
ing me from this house, where it was designed by Providence 1
should remain till its plans for me should be accomplished.
You thought to labour for my cure and repose; but I knew
better what was good for us both—1 knew that I should obey
you—and this duty 1 have falfilled.’

<1 know your virtue and your affection, Albert; but can
you not explain yourself more clearly

¢ ¢ That is very easy,’ replied Albert; ¢and the time is come
that 1 should do so.’ -

“ Albert spoke so calmly that we thought the fortunate mo-
ment had arrived when his sonlshould eease to be a melancholy
enigma. We pressed around him, and encouraged him by our
Jooks and caresses to open his heart for the firet time in his
life. He appearcd at length inclined to do so, and spoke as
follows:— .

“ ¢ You have always looked upon me,’ said he, ‘and still con-
tinue to look upon me, as in ill-health and a madman. Did 1
not feel for you all infinite respect and affcction, I should per-
haps have widened the abyss w‘lich separates us, and I should
hiave shown you that you :re in a world of errors agpd Frejudioos.
whilst Heaven has given me access to a sphere of light and
trath. Bui you could not understand me withput giving up
what constitutes your tranquillity, your securify, and your
crced. When, borne away by my enthusiasm, imprudent
words escaped me, I soon fopnd T had done you harm in
wishinf to root up your chimeras and display before your en-
feebled eye# the burning flame which 1 bore about with me.
All the details and habits of your life, all the fibres of your
heart, all the springs of your intcllect, are so bound up togother,
so trammelled wnﬁ falsehood and darkness, that I should but
seem to inflict death instead of life. There is a voice, however,
which gries to me in watching and in sleep, in calm and in storm,
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to culighten and convert you. But I am too loving and teo
weak a man to undertake it. 'When I sec your cyes full of
tears, your bosoms heave, your foreheads bent down—when I
feel that I bring only sorrow and terror—I fly, 1 hide myself,
to resist tho cry of conseience and the commnands of destiny. Be-
hold the cause of my illness: Behold my torment, my cross,
my suffering! Do you understand me now ¢’

‘My uncle, my aunt, and the chaplain, understood this
much—that Albert hiad ideas of morality and religion totally
different from their own; but, timid as devout, they feared to
go too far, and dared not encourage his frankness.  As to my-
self, I was onlg imperfeetly acquainted with the peculiarities
of his childhood and youth, and I did not at all understand it.
Besides, I was at this time like yourself, Nina, and knew very
littlo of this Hussitistn and Lutheranism which I have since
heard so much of, whilst the controversies between Albert and
the chaplain overwhelmed me with weariness. T expected a
more ample explanation, but it did not ensue. ‘1 sece,” said
Albert, struck with the silence around him, ‘¢ that you do not
wish to understand me, for fear of understanding too much,
Be it 50, then. Your blindness has borne bitter ﬁ'pits. Tver
unhappy, ever alone, a stranger among those [ love, I have
neither refuge nor stay but in the consolation which has been
promised me.’

“ ¢« What is this consolation, my son ?’ said Count Christian,
deeply afflicted. ¢ Could it not come fromus? Shall we never
understand each other #

** ¢ Never, my father;*let us love ecach other, since that alone
is permitted. Heaven is my witness, that onr immense and
irreparable disagreement has never diminished the love I bear

ou.’
“ ¢ And is not that cnough # said the canoness, taking one
hand, while her brother pressed Albert’s other hand in his own,
¢ Can you not forget your wild ideas, your strange belicf, and
live fondly in the midst of us ¢’

“ ¢1 do live on afection,” replicd Albert. Tt is a blessing
which produces good or evil, according as our faith is a com-
mon one or otherwise, Qur hearts are in union, dear Aunt
‘Wenceslawa, but our intellects arc at war; an(t this is a great,
misfortune for us all. 1 know it will not cnd for centuries,
Therefore I await the happiness that has been promised me,
and which gives me power to hope on.’ -

“¢What is that blessing, Albert? can you not tell me?

“¢No, I cannot tell yon, because 1do not know. My mother
has not allowed a weck to pass without announcing it to mo in
my sleep, and all the voices of the forest have repeated it to me
as often as 1 have questioned them, An angel often hovers
above the stone of terror, and shows me his pale and luminous
fuce, at that ominous place, under the shade of that eak, where,
when my gontemporarics called me Ziska, I was transported
with the dmger of the Lord and became for the first time the
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instrument of his ven%‘n:mcc; at the foot of that rock, where,
when I called myselt Wratislaw, I saw the mntilated and die-
figured head of my father Withold stricken off by one blow of
a sahre—a fearful expiation, which taught me to know sorrow
and pity—a d:® of fatal retribution, when the Lutheran blood
washed away the catholic blood, and made me a weak and
tender man in the place of the man of fanaticism and destrue-
tion, which I had becn a hundred years before—’

*“¢Divine goodness! said my aunt, crossing herself, ¢his
maduvess has seized him again

“¢ Do not interrupt him, sister,’ said Count Christian, mak-
ing a great effort, ¢ lot him explain himself. Speak, my son,
what did the angel say to you upon the stone of terror?’

¢ He told me that my vpnsolation was near,’ replied Albert,
his face glowing with enthusiasm, ¢ and that it would descend
upen my heart as soon as I had completed my twenty-ninth

car!

“ My uncle drooped his héad upon his breast.  Albert seemed
to allude to his death, in designating the age at which his mo-
ther died, and it appears she had often predicted that neither
she nor hersons would reach the age of thirty. It seems that
my aunt Wanda was also somewhat visionary, to say the
least; but 1 have never beon able to obtain any precise infor-
mation on thig subject. It is a very sad recolleetion to my
uncle, and no one about him dares to awaken it.

“The chaplain endeavoured to banish the unpleasant feel-
ing which this pmdiction had occasioned, by leading Albert to
explain himself respecting the abbé. Pt was on that point the
conversation had bhegun. .

“ Albert on his side made a great effort to answer him, ‘I
speak to you of things divino and eternal, replied he, after a
littlg hesitation, ¢and you recall to my mind the short and
flceting concerns of time—those childish and ephemeral cares,
the record of which is almost effaced within me.”

“+ Qpeak, my sou, speak!” returned Count Christian; ¢ we
must strive to know you this day.’

“¢You have never known e, father,’ replied Albert, * and
you will not know me in what you call this life. But if you
wish to know why I travelled, why T endured that unfaithfal
and careless guardifn, whom you had attached to my steps
like a greedy and lazy dog to the arm of a blind man, 1 }vxll
tell you in a’few words. I had caustd you cnoughf of suffering.
1t was my duty to withdraw from your sight, a son rebellious
1o your teachings and deal to $our remonstranees. 1 chw
well that I shpuld not be cured of what you called my insanity;
but you required both repose and hope, and T consented to re-
move myself.  You exacted from me a promise that 1 would
nol. separate, withont your consent, from the guide yeu had

iven me, and that I would permit myself to be condurted by
im over the world. I wished to keep my promise. T wish
also that he should sustain your hape and your confidence, by
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giving you an account of my gentleness and paticnce. I was

cntle and patient. I closed my heart and my cars against

im; he hm{)the sagacity not even to think of opening them.
He led me about, dressed me, and fed me like a child, Ire-
nounced the idea of fulfilling tho duties of life ag1 thought they
ought to be fulfilled. I accustomed myself to sce inisery, in-
justice, and folly reign upon the carth. ” I have scen men and
their institutions, and indignation has given place to pity in
my heart, for I have scen that the misfortunes of the oppressed
were less than thosc of their oppressors. In my childhood I
loved only the victims: now T feel charity for the exccutioners—
melancholy penitents, who endure in this generation the pun-
ishment of crimes which they have committed in former exist-
ences, and whom God condemns to be wicked, a suffering
which is a thousand times more crdel than that of being their
innocent prey. This is why T now give alms only to relieve
myself personally from the weight of riches, without torment-
ing you with my sermonizing—knawing, as I now do, that the
time has not yet come for happiness, since the time for bring
good, to speak the language of men, is still far off.’

“¢ And now that you are delivered from this superintendent,
as you eall him, now that you can live tranquilly, without hav-
ing before your eyes the spectacle ot misceries which ypu extin-
guish ¢ne by onc about you, without being restrained by any
one in your generous disposition, can you not make an effort to
banish these mental disquietudes?

“¢ Do not ask me any more questions, my dear parcnts,’ re-
plied Albert; “ I shall not speak any more to-day.’

“He kept his word and even more: for he did not open his
lips for a whole week. :

CHAPTER XXXII.

“ ALBERT'S history will be concluded in a few words, my dear
Porporina, because, unless I repent what you have already
heard, I have not much more to tell you. 'The conduct of my
cousin during the cightecn months which 1 have passed here,
has becn a continual reBetition of the extravagancies of which 1
have informed you. Only Albert’s presended recollection of
what he had been, and what he had seen, in past ages, assumed
an appearance of frightful reality, when he began to manifest
a peculiar and truly wonderful faculty of which you may have
heard, but in which I did not believe until I saw the proofs he
gave of it. This faculty is called, 1 am told, in other countries,
the sccond sipht; and those who possess it are ohjects of great
veneration among superstitious people. As for me, who know
not what to think of it, and will not undertake to give you a
reasonable explanation, it only adds an additional motive to
deter me, Decoming the wifc of a man who could see all
my actionléven if 1 were a hundred leagues off, and who could
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almost read my thoughts. Such a wife ought to be at least a
saint, and how could she be one with a man who seems to have
made a compact with Satan?”

“You have the ha.pply privilege of being able to jest on ever:
subject,” said Consuelo; “I wondor at the cheerfulness wit]
which you speak of things which make my hair stand on end.
In what does this second sight consist?”’

‘ Albert sees and hears what no one else can see and hear.
When a person whoin he loves is coming, although no cne ex-
rccts him, Albert announces his approach, and goes to meet

\im an hour beforehand. In the same way also he retires and
shuts himself up in his chamber, when he feels that any one
whom he dislikes is about to visit us,

“One duy when he was walking with my father in a by-
path on the mountains, he suddenly stopped and made a wide
circuit through rocks and brushwocd, in order yot to pass near
a certain place, which nevertheless presented nothing peculiar
in its appearance. They rgturned by the same path a few mo-
ments after, and Albert again took the same precaution, My
father, who observed this movement, pretended to have lost
sometbing, and endeavoured to draw him to the foot of a cedar
which appared to bo the object of his repugnauce. Not onl
did Albert avoid approaching it, but he affected eveu not to wal
upon the shadow which the treo cast over the path; and while
my father passed and repassed uuder it, he manifested extra-
ordinary uneusiness and anguish. At last, my father having
stogped altogether at the foot of the tree, Albert uttered a cry
and hastily called him back. But he refused for a long time
to explain ¥1imsolf respecting this fancy, and it was only when
overcome by tho Emycrs of théewhole famii{, that he declared
that the treo marked the place of a burial, and that a groat crime
had been comunitted on this spot. The chaplain thought that
if Albert kiew of any murder which had formerly been com-
mitted iu that place, it was his duty to inform him of it, in
order to give Christian burial to the abandoned bones. ;

“¢Take carc what you do,” said Albert, with an air at the
some time sad and ironical, which he ofton asswnes. ¢ The
man, woman, and child whom you will find therc were
Hussites, and it was the drunkard Wenceslas who had their
throats cut by his soldiers one night when he was concoaled
in our woods, and was afraid of being observed ‘and betrayed
by them.’ o . L.

* Nothing morc was said to my cousin respeeting this cir-
cumstance. But my uncle, whg wished to know if it was an
inspiration, or merely a caprico on his part, caused a search to
he made durfug the night at the place which my father pointed
out. They found the skeletons of 1 man, a woman, and a child.
The man was covered with one of those enormous wooden
shiclds which the Hussites carried, and which aro oasily recog-
pised by the chalice engraved upon them, with this device in
Latin ground it; ¢ O Death, how bitter s thy coming to the
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wicked; but vefreshing to lim whose actions have been just, ond
directed with refevence to thee !

“The bonoes were transferred to a more retired spot in the
forest, and when, several days after, Albert passed the foot
of the cedar a sccond time, my father remarked that he mani-
fested no repugnance at walking on the place, which neverthe-
less had been again covered with stones and sand, and in
which nothing appeared changed. Ho did not even remems-
ber the emotion he experienced on that occasion, and had somne
difficulty in recalling it to his mind on its being mentioned.

“¢You must be mistaken,’ said he to my father, ‘and I must
have been warned in some other placo. I am certain there is
nothing Lere, for I feel no cold, nor pain, nor shivering?!

“ My annt was inclined to attribute this power of divination
to the special favour of Providence} but Albert is so melan-
choly, so tormented, so unhappy, that one can hardly think
Providence would have bestowed on him so fatal a gift. If I
believed in the devil, 1 should mucl sooner cmbrace the sup-
position of our chaplain, who charges all Albert’s hallucina-
tions to his account. My unele Christian, who is a more sen-
sible man, aund firmer in his religious belief than any of the
rest of us, explains many of those things very rea.soﬂubl¥. 1Ie
belioves, that, notwithstanding the pains tuken by the Jesuits
during and after the thirty years’ war, to burn all the herctical
writings in Bohemia, and particularly those which were found at
the Castle of the Giants, notwithstanding the minute searches
made by tho chaplain in cvery corner after the death of my
aunt Wanda, some historical documents of the time of the
Hussites must have remained concealed in a secret place un-
known to cverybody, and Albert must have found them, He
thinks that the reading of those dangerous papers has vividly
impressed his discased imagination, and that he attributes to
a supernatural recollection of previous existences upon earth,
the impression which he then received of many details now un-
known, but minutely detailed in these manuseripts. The stories
he relates to us can thus be naturally explained, as well ag his
otherwise inexplicable disappearances for days and whole
weeks; for it is as well to inform you that these have been re-
g:ated several times, and it is impossible to suppose they can

accomplished out of the chatecan. Every time he has so
disappeared it has been impossible to discover him, and we are
certain that no peasant haa ever given him refuge or nourish-
ment. We know to a certainty that he has fits of lethargy
which keep him confined to hig chamber whole days. When-
ever the door.is broken open and much noise made around
him, he falls into convulsions. Therefore they take good care
not to do this, but leave him to his trance, At such moments

» 40 Mors quam est ia tua h injustis, viro quieto
cujus onfies res fiunt ordinate ef ad hoc.' This sentence is taken from the
Bible. Butghyre the rich arc named instead of tho wicked, and the poor in.
stepd of the . .
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- TRtraordinary things cert.a.inlgetake place in h's wiind; but ne
sound, no outward agitation betrays them, and we are o.:ly in-
for.ned of them afterwards by his conversations, W hen he
recovers from this state, he appears relieved aad rustored to
reason; but by degrees tho agitation returns and goes on in-
creasing, until it overpowers him, It would seem that he fore-
sircs tho duration of these crises; for when they are about to
be long, he goes to a distance, or conceals himself in some lurk-
ing-place, which, it is supposed, must be a grotto of the moun-
tain, or a subterranean chamber in the chatean, known to him
alone. Hitherto no one has been able to d:scuver it, and any
attempt to do so is the moro difticult, as we cannot watch him,
s be is wade dangerously ill if any one follows him, observes
him, or even questions bim. 1t has been thercfore thought
best to leave him entirely free, since we have come to rega.rd
these absences, which were at the commencemeont so terrifying,
as favourablo crises in his malady. Yhen they occur, my aunt
suflers the most acute anxiety, and my ancle prays, but nobody
stirs; aud as to myself, 1 can assure {ou I am growing very
insensible on the subjeet.  Anxicty has been succeeded b
cunui and disgust, and I would rather die than marry this
maniac. I #flmit his noble qualitics; but though it may seem
o you that I ought to disregard his phantasies, since they are
the effect of his malady, 1 confess that they irritate me, and
are » thorn in my life and that of my famnily.”

* That seeins to me somewhat unjust, dear Baroness,” said
Cousuelo,  “ That you have a repugnance to becoming Count
Albert’s wife I can now understand vory well; but that you
should lose your intcrest in him, I coiifess I do not under-
stand at all.” e

* It is because 1 cannot drive from my mind the idea that
there is something voluntary in the poor man’s inadness. It
is certain that he has great forco of character, and that on a
thousand oceasions he hag considerable control over himself,
He can put off the attachs of his malady at will. ¥ have seen
him master them with much power, when those around him
did not serm inclined to cousirﬁ* - them in a serious light. On
the contrary, whenever be sces us disposed to crédulity and
Jear, ke appears to wish to produce an cfloct on ud by s ex-
travagancies, and to abuse our weakness towards hin.  This
18 why I feel annoyed, aud frequently long for his patron Beel-
zcbub to come for hin at once, that we may be freed from
his presence.”

“These are very severe witticismms,” said Clonsuelo, “ reepect-
ing so unhappy a being, and one Whose mental malady seems
to me more poetical and marvellous than repulsive.”

“ As you please, dear Porporina,” returned Amelia. ' “ Ad-

' mire these sorceries as much as you will, if you can believe in
them. As for me, I Jook upon such things in the same light
as our chaplain, who recommends his soul to God, and does
not take any pains to understand them, I take refage in the



16b CONSUELO.

arm. of reason, and excuse myself from explaining what I ain -
sure must be capable of a very natural explanation, though at
present unknown to us. The only thing certain in my cousin’s
miserable lot is, that his reason has entirely disappeared, and
that imagination has whirled him to such a distance from
earth that all his sight and sense aro goune. And since I must
speak plainly, and use the word which my poor uncle Christian
was obliged to utter with tears, at the knees of the empress
Maria-Theresa, who is not to be satisficd with half answers or
half explanations—in one word, Albert of Rudolstadt is Map:
or insane, if you consider that epithet more polite.”

Oonsuelo only answored by a deep sigh. At that instant
Ammelia seemed to her to be a very hateful person, and to have
a heart of iron. She tried to excuse her in her own eyes, by

. reflecting upon what she must have sutfered during cighteen
months of a life so sad, and filled with such painful emotions,
Then rel;urninf to her own misfortune, * Ah!” thought she,
“ why eannot I place Anzoleto’s fault to the score of maducss!
If he had fallen into delirium in tBe midst of the intoxications
and deceptions of his first appearance on the stage, 1 feel that
1 should not have loved him any less; 1 should only require to
know that his unfaithfulness and ingratitude progecded from
insanity, to adore him as before and Hy to his assistance.”

Several days passed without Albert’s giving, cither by his
manner or his conversation, the least confirmation of his
cousin’s assertions respecting the derangement of his mind;
but one day tho chaplain having unintentionally contradicted

he began to utter some incoherent sentences, and then, as
if he were himself sensible of it, rushed hastily out of the saloon
and ran to shut himself up in'his chamber. ~They thought he
would remain there a long titne; but an hour afterwards, he
re-entered, pale and languishing, dragged himself from chair
to chair, moved around Consuelo without scendng to pay any
moro attention to her than on other days, and ended Ey sock-
ing refuge in the deep embrasure of a window, whore he leaned
his head on his hands, and remained perfectly motionless.

It was the hour of Amelin’s music lesson, and she expressed
a wish to take it, in order, as she said in a low voice to Con-
suelo, to drive awuay that gloomy fizure which destroyed all her
gaiety, and diffused a sepulchral odour through the apartment.

“ I thiuk,” replied Consuelo, “ that we had better go up to

ouriapartment; your spinet will do for the aceumpaniment.
t it be true that Count Albert does not like music, why aug-
ment his sufferings, and consequently those of his family?”

Anmelia ymldetrtu this las€consideration, and they ascended
together to her apartinent, the door of which shey left open,
because they found it a little smoky.,  Amelia, as usual, wished
to g0 on in her own way, with showy and brilliant cavatinas;
but Consuelo, who began to show herselt striet, made her try
several simple and serious aire, takeu from the religious songs
of Paliggrizia,  The young baroness yawsed, becamo impationt,
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awl declared that the music was barbarous, and would send
bLer to sleep. )

- That is because you do not understand it,” said Constfelo.
" Liet e sing some passages, to show you that it is admirably
written for the voice, besides being sublime and lofty in its
cliaracter.” -

She scated herself at the spinety and began to sing. "It was
the first time she had awakened the echoes of the old chateau
and she found the bare and lofty walls so admirably ada.pwi
for souud, that she gave herael{ up entirely to the pleasare
wuich she experienced. Her voice, long mute, since the last
evening when she sang at San Samuel—that evening when
she fainted, broken down by fatigue and sorrow—instead of
being impaired by so much suflering and agitation, was more
beaatiful, more marvellousy more thrilling than ever. Amelia
was ab the same time transported and affrighted. She was at
length beginniug to understand that she did not know any-
thing, and that perhaps she never could learn anything, when
the pale and pensive figufe of Albert suddenly appeared, in
the middle of the apartnent, in front of tho two young girls
and remained motionless and apparently deeply mows untif
the end of ghe picee. It was only then that Consuelo perceived
him, and was somewhat terrified. But Albert, falling on his
knees, and raising towards her his large dark eyes, swi
in tears, exclaimed in Npanish, without the least German ac-
cent, “ O Consucle! Consuelo! T have at last found thee!

* (‘onsuclo?” cried the astonished girl, expressing herself in
the some language. “ Why, senor, do you call me by that
name?”

“1 call you Consolation,” rgplied Albert, still speaking in
NSpanish, "’iwcausc a consoiation has been promised to my de-
solate life, and because you are that consolation which God at
last grants to my solitary and gloomy existence.”

“1 did not think," said Amolia, with suppresscd rage, “ that
musie eould have produced so grodigious un effeot on my dear
cousin,  Nina's voice is formed to accomplish wonders, I con-
foss; but I may remark to both of you, that it would be more
polite towards me, and more acecording to general etiquette, to
use o language which 1 can understand.” L

Albert appeared not to have heard a word of;what his be-
trothed had said. He remained on his kners, logking at Con-
suelo with indeseribable surprise and transport, and repeating
in a ‘tender voice, “ Consuelo! Consuelo!™ »

“ But what is it he calls you?” said Amelia, somewhat pet-
tishly, to her companion. * . "

“Ho is asking me for a Spanish air, which I do not know,
said Consuelo, much agitated; *“but 1 think wo had better
stop, for music scems to affcet him deeply to-day.” And she
rose to retire. .

* Consuelo !” repeated Albert in Spanish, “if you leave me,
my life is at an end, and I will never return to carth again!
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Saying this, he fell at her feet in a swaon, and the two young
girls, terrified, called the servants to carry him to his apart-
ment, and endeavour to restore him to consciousness.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

CouNT ALBERT was laid softly upon his bed; and while one of
the two domestics who had carried him searched for the chap-
lain, who was a sort of fantily physician, and the other for
Count Christian, who had given orders that he should always
be called at the least indisposition of his son, the two young

irls, Amelin. and Consuelo, went in quest of the canoness.

t before cither of these persons could reach the bedside of
the jnvalid, although they made al! possible haste, Albert had
dis:erured. They found his door open, his bed scarcely marked
by the momentary reposo he had taken, aud his chamber in its
accustomed order, They sought him cverywhere, but, as
always happened in similar cases, without the slightest sue-
cess; after which the family sank into the sort of gloomy re»ig-
nation of which Amelia had spoken to Consuelo, and scemed
to await with that silent terror which they had, learned to
suppress, the always hoped for and always uncertain return of

singular young man.

Although Consuelo could have wished to avoid informing
Albert’s parents of the strange scene whielh had oceurted in
Amelia’s apartment, the latter did not fail to relate the whole,
aud to depict in vivid colours the sudden and violent eflect
which Porporina’s singYng had produced upon her cousin.

“Then it is very certain thpt musie affects him unfavour-
ably,” replied the chaplain,

“In that case,” replied Consuclo, “1 will take good care he
shall not hear me; and when 1 am engaged with the youug
barcness, we will shut ourselves up so closely that no sound
can reach Count Albert’s cars.”

“That will bo a great annoyance to you, my dear young
lady,” said the canoness; “ah! it is not my fuult that your
residence here is uot more agreealle,”

“I wish to share both your sorrows and your joys,” returned
Gonsuelo, “and I ask no higher satisfaction than to be made
a pattaker of them by your confidence and your friendship.”

“You are a noble girl” said the canonessy extending to
her long Lapd, dry and polished as yellow ivory. *But lis-
ten,” added she: ** I do uot believe that music really does harm
to my dear Albert. I'rom ¥hat Amelia has related of this
morning’s occurrence, 1 imagine on the contsary that he
experienced too vivid a delight, and perhaps his suffering
arpse from the too sudden cessation of your lovely inelodies.
‘What did he say to you in Spanish? That is a language
which he speaks perfectly well, as he does many others which
he Ilparned in his travels with surprising facility. When we
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ask him how he can retain so many different languages, he
answers that he knew them hefore he was born, and that he
merely recalls them—this one, because he spoke it twelve hun-
dred years ago, and another, alas! {for aught I know, when he
was at the crusades. As we must conceal nothing from you,
dear Signora, you will hear strange accounts of what he calls
his anterior existences. But translate to me in our German,
which you already speak so well, the meaning of the words
which he said to you in your langunage, with which none of us
here are acquainted.”

Consuelo at that moment folt an embarrassment for which
she could not account. Nevertheless she thought it best to
tell nearly the whole truth, and explained that Albert had
requested her to go on playing, and not to leave him, since she
gave him much consolatiom

“Consolation!” ericd the quick-witted Amelia. “Did he
use that word? You know, annt, how significant it is in my
cousin’s mouth.”

Tt is, in fact, a word wifich he has frequently on his lips,”
replicd Wenceslawa, “and which secms to have a prophetie
meaning for him; but I see nothing on this occasion which
could rendgy the nse of such a word other than perfectly
natural.”

“But what was that which ho repeated so often, dear
Porporina?” retuwrned Amelia, pertinaciously. “ He seemed to
repeat a particular word to you many timnes, but from my
agitation I am not able to remember what it was.”

“1 did not understand it myself,” replied Consuelo, making
a great cffort to tell a falschood.

“ My dear Nina,” said Ameli4 to her in a whisper, “ you are
quick-witted and prudent; as for me, who am not albogethl_ar
stupid, I think [ understand very well that you are the mystic

.consolation promiscd by the vision to Albert in his thirtieth
year. Do not think to coneeal from me that you understood
this even better than I did; it is a celestial mission of which I
am not jealons,” : .

“ Listen, dear 1'orporina,” said the eanoness, after having
reflected for a fow miuntes; “we have always thought that
Albert, when he disappeared from among us 8 a manger
which might almost be called magical, was concosled in some
place not far off—in the house perhaps—thanks'to some re-
treat of which he alone has the seerpt. T know mot why, but
it seemns to me that if yeu would sing at this moment he would
hear you and come to us.” o

“If I thought so—" said Consuelo, ready to obey.

“ But if Albert is near us, and the cffect of music shounld be
to increase his aberration?” remarked the jealous Amelia.

« Well,” said Count Christian, * we must make the trial. 1
have heard that the incomparable Faripelli had the power of
dissipating by his voice the gloomy molar_xcho& of the king of
Spain, a8 youny David had that of calming the fury of Saul
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by his harp. Try, generous Porporina; so pure a soul as yours
must exercise a salutary influcnee on all around it.”

Consuelo, much moved, seated herself at the harpsichord and
sang a Spanish hymn in honourof Our Lady of Consolation,
which her mother had taught her when a child, and which
began with these words, Consuelo de mi alma, “ Consolation
of my soul,” &e. ~he sang with so pure a voice, and with so
much unaffected picty, that her hosts of the old manor-house
almost forgot the object of their anxicties, and gave themselves
up to sentiments of hope and of faith. A profound silence
reigned both within and without the chateau; the doors and
windows had been opened in order that Consuelo’s voice might
reach as far as possible, and the moon with her pale and
trembling light illamined the embrasures of the vast windows,
All was calm, and a sort of religions screnity succecded to the
anguish they had felt, when a deep sigh, as if breathed forth
from a human breast, responded to the last sounds utteved b
Consuelo. The sigh was so distinet and so prolonged, that all
present, even Baron Trederick, whe, half awake, turned his head
ag if some one had called him, Lheard it. All turned pale and
looked at each other, as if to say, * It was not 1; was it you?”
Ameclia could not repress a cry, and Counsuelo, to whom it
seemed as if the sigh proceeded from some one at her very side,
though she was seated at the harpsichord apart from the rest
of the family, felt so alarmed that she could not utter a word.

“Divine goodness!” said the terrified canoness, “did you
hearhgh,at sigh which seemed to come from the depths of the
earth?

“ Say rather, aunt,” vried .A1nelia, “that it passed over our
heads like the breath of nights”

“Some owl, attracted by the light, must have flown across
the a;ilartment while we were absorbed by the music, and we
have heard the fluttering of its wings at the moment it flow
out through the window.” Such was the opinion put forward®
by the chaplain, whose teeth nevertheless cl[mtt(-rcd with fear.

“ Perhaps it was Albert’s dog,” said Count Christian,

* Cynabre is not here,” replied Amelia. * Whercever Albert

18, Cynabre is always with him. Some one certainly sighed
here strangely. If I dared to go to the window, 1 would sce if
any one werc listening in the garden; but even if my life
dependcd on it, T have not strength sufficient.”
. "“For a person g0 devoid of prejudices,” said Consuelo to her
in a low voice, and forcing a sml'{e, “ for a little French philo-
sopher, you are not very brave, my dear baroness; [ will try
to b]e)mora so,” 9

“Do not go, ray dear,” replicd Amelia aloud,,” nor pretend
to-h¢ valiant, fory ou are as pale as death, and will be Ii)ll."

“ What childish fancies, my dear Amelia!” said Count
Chri , advancing towards the window with a grave and
firm He looked out, saw no one, closed the sash calmly,
and “It seems that real evils are not keen enough for the
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ardent imaginations of women ; they must add to them the crea-
tious of their own brains, always too ingenious in searching for
causes of suffering. Certainly that sigh had nothing myste-
rious in it; some onc of us, aftected by the beautiful voice and
the wonderful talent of the signora, must have breathed forth
his admiration unwittingly. Perhaps it was myself, and yet 1
was not sensible of it. Ah! Porporina, if you should not suec-
cced in curing Albert, at least you know how to pour celestial
balm on wounds as doep as his.”

The words of this pious old man, always wise and calm in
the midst of the domestic misfortunes which overwhelmed him,
were in themsclves a celestial balm, and Consuelo felt their
healing offect. She was tempted to throw herself on her
kuces before him, and askehis blessing; as she had received
that of Porpora on leaving him, and that of Marcello on that
bright and sanny day of her life, which had been the com-
mencement of an uninterrupted succession of misfortunes,

L

CHAPTER XXXIV.

SEVERAL dags passed over without their hearing any news of
Count Albert; aund (fonsuelo, to whom this position of things
appeared dismal in the cxtrome, was astonished to see tho
Rudolstadt family Dbear so frightful a state of uncertainty
without evineing cither despair or even impatience. Fami-
liarity with the most cruel anxicties, produces a sort of apparent
apathy, or clse real hardness of heart, which wounds and
almost irritates those minds whose senstbility has not yet becn
blunted by long-continued misfoytune. Consuelo, & prey to a
sort of nightinare in the midst ot these doleful impressions and
inexplicable occurrences, was astonished to see that the order
of the house was hardly disturbed, that the canoness was equally
vigilant, the baron equally cager for the chase, the chaplain
regular as cver in the same devotional exercises, and Amelia
gay and trifling as usual. The cheerful vivacity of the latter
was what particularly offended Consuelo. She could not con-
ceive how the baroness could laugh and pla{, while she herself
could hardly read or work with her needle. The canoness,
however, employed hersclf in embroidering an altar front for
the chapel of tze castlo, It was a masterpiece of patience,
exquisite workmanship, and neatness. Hardly had she made
the tour of the house, when she retuffoed to seat herself at her
work, were it only to add a few stitches, while waiting to be
called by new cares to the barns®the kitchens, or the cellars.
One should heve seen with how much importance these little
concerns were treated, and how that diminutive creature hur-
ried along, ut a pace always regular, always dignified and
measured, but never slackened, through all the corners of her
little empiro; crossing a thousand times each day in every
direction the narrow and monotonous surface of her domestio
domaiin.® What also seemed strange to Consuclo was the
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respect and admiration which tho family and country in gener

ral attached to this indefatigable housekeeping—a pursuit,
which the old lady seemed to hm'c embraced with such ardour
and jealous observance. To sec her parsimoniously regulating
the most trifling aftuirs, oue would have thought her covetous
and distrustful; and yet on important occasions she displayed
a soul deeply imbucd with noble and generous sentiments. But
these excellent qualities, especially her maternal tenderness,
which gave her in Consuelo’s eyes so syinpathising and vene-
rable an air, would net of themselves have been sufficient in the
eyes of the others to clevate her to the rank of the heroiue of the
family. She required, besides, tho far more important qualifi-
cation of a scrupulous attention to the trifling details of the
household, to cause her to be appreciated for what she really
was, notwithstanding what has been said, a woman of strong
sense and high moral feeling. Not a day passed that Count
Christian, the baron, or the chaplain, did not repeat every time
she turned her back, “ How much wisdom, how much courage.
how much strength of mind docs the canoness display!”
Amelia herself, not distinguishing the true and ennobling pur-
pose of life, in the midst of the pucrilities which, under another
form, constituted the whole of hers, did not venture to disparage
her aunt under this point of view, the only one that, in Con-
suelo’s eyes, cast a shadow upon the bright light which shone
from the pure and loving soul of the hunchback Wenceslawa.,
To the zngarella, born upon the highwayand thrown help-
less on the world, without any other master or any other
protection than her own genius, so much care, so much activity
and intensity of thought to producc such miserable results as
the preservation and maintenance of certain objects and cer-
tain provisions, appeared a monstrous perversion of the under-
standing. She, who possessed none and desired none of the
world’s riches, was grieved to sce a lovely and generous soul
voluntarily extinguish itself in the business of acquiring wheat,
wine, wood, hemp, cattle, and furniture. If they had offered
her all these goods, so much desired by the greater part of
mankind, she would have asked, instead, a moment of her
former happiness, her rags, the clear and lovely sky above her
head, her fresh young love and her liberty upon the lagunes of
Venice—all that was stamped on her memory in more and
more glowing colours, in proportion as she receded from that
gay and laughing horizonto penetrate into tlte frozen sphere
which ig-gallad real life!

She felt her heart sink in fier bosom when at nightfall she
‘saw the old canouesss, followed by Hans, take an immense
bunch of keys, and make the circuit of all the buildings and
all the courts, closing the least openings, and examining the

est recesses into which an evil-doer could have erept; as
i e could sleep in scourity within those formidable walls,

S-thd wuter of the torrent, which was restrained behind a

nel uring parapet, had rushed roaring into tho trenches of
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the chatean, whilst in addition the gates were locked and the
drawbridgoe raised.  Consuclo had so often slept, in her distant
wandcrings by the roadside, with no covering save her mother’s
torn cloak thrown over her for shelter! She had so often
welcomned the dawn upon the snowy flagstones of Venice,
washed by the waves, without having a moment’s fear for her
modesty, the only riches she cared to preserve! * Alas!” said
she, “ how unhappy are these people in having so many things
to take care of! Security is the aim of their pursuits by day and
night, and so carefully do they scek it, that they have no time
to find or enjoy it.” Like Amclia, therefore, she already pined
in hor gloomy prison—that dark and sombre Castle of the
(Hants, where tho sun himself scemed afraid to penetrato. But
while the young baroness guly thought of {2tes, of dresses, and
whispering suitors, (onsuclo dreamt of wandering beside her
native wave-washed shores—a thicket or a fisher-boat for her
palace, the boundless heavens for her covering, and the starry
firmament to gnze ou! »

Foreed by the cold of the climate and the closing of the
castle gates to change the Venctian custom which she had re-
tained, of watehing during a part of the n%zht and rising late
in the mofuing, she at last suceceded, after many hours of
sleeplossness, agitation, and melancholy dreams, in submit-
ting to the savage law of the cloister, and recompensed herself”
by uudertaking, alone, several morning walks in the neigh-
bouring mounntain. The gates were opened and the bridges
lowered at the first dawn of day, and while Amelia, secretly
occupicd in reading novels during a past of the night, slept until
awankened by the first breakfgst bell, the Porporina sallied
forth to breathe the fresh air avd brush the early dew from the
herbage of the forest.  One morning as she desdended softly
ou tiptoe, in order to awaken 1o one, she mistook the direction
she onght to take among the nwmberless staireases and intermi-
nable corridors of the chéiteau, with which she was hardly yet
acquainted. Tost in a labyrinth of galleries and- passages,
she traversed a sort of vestibule, which she did not recognise,.
imagining she should find an exit to the garden ‘by tha wgg
But she merely reached the entrance of a little chapel built
a beantiful but antique style, and dimly lighted from above by a
circular window of stained glass in the vaulted édeiling, which
threw a feeble light upon the centre of the pavemen?; and left
the extremities of the building in neysterious glodém. The sun
was still below the horizon, and tho morning grey and foggy.
At first Consuclo thought herself in the chapal of the chbglu
where she hgd heard mass the preceding Monday, She
that the chapel opened upon the gardens; but before ex
it to go out, she wished to honour the sanctuary of png

knelt upon the first step of the altar, But, as it often

ofs
to artists te be preoceupicd with outward objects in spite of B:a
attemptas to ascend into the sphere of abstract idens, her

pould giot absorb her sufficiently to prevent her a
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glance of curiosity around her ; and she soon perceived that sho
was not in the chapel, but in a place to which she had not be-
fore penetrated. It was neither the same shrine nor the same
ornaments. Although this unknown chapel was very small,
she could hardly as yet distinguish objeets around her; but
what struck Consuclo most was a marble statue kneelin
before the altar, in that cold and severe attitude in which a
figures on tombs werc formerly represcnted. She concluded
that she was in a place reserved for the sepulchres of some
distingaished ancestors, and having become somewhat fearful
and superstitious since her residence in Bohemia, she shortened
her prayer and rose to retire,

But at the moment when she cast a last timid look at the
figure which was knecling ten paces from her, she distinctly
saw the statue unclasp its hands of stone, and slowly make the
sign of the cross, as it uttered a deep sigh.

Consuelo almost fell backwards, and yet she could not with-
draw her haggard eyes from that terrible statue. What con-
firmed her in the belief that it was a figure of stone was that
it did not appear to hear the cry of terror which escaped from
her, and that it replaced its two large white hands one upon
the other, without secming to have the least connexion with the
outer world.

CHAPTER XXXV.

Ir the ingenious and imaginative Anuc Radcliffe had found her-
self in the place of the. candid and unskilful narrator of this
veracious history, she would not,have allowed so good an oppor-
tunity to cscape, of leading you, fair reader, through corridors,
trap-doors, spiral staircascs and subterranean passages, for
half-a-dozen flowery and attractive volumes, to reveal to you
only at the seventh, all the arcana of her skilful labours. But
the strong-minded reader whom it is our duty to please, would
not probably lend herself so willingly, at the present period, to
the Innocent stratagem of the romancer. Besides, as it might
be difficult to make her believe them, we will tell her as soon as
possible the solution of all our cnigmas. And to explain two
of them at once, we will confess that (lonsueln, after somo
moments of cool observation, recogniscd in the animated statue
before her eyos, tho old Count Christian who was mentally
reciting his morning prayars in his oratory, and in the sigh of
compunction which unwittingly oscaped from him, the same
unearthly sigh which she thowght she had heard close beside
her, on the evening when she sang the hymn twQur Lady of
Consolation.*

A little ashamed of her terror, Consuclo remained rooted to
her place by respect, and by the foar of disturbing so fervent a
prayer. Nothing could be more solemn or more touching than
to sdp that old man, prostrate upon tho stone pavement, offer-
ing his heart to God at the ppening of the day, and plugged in
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a sort. of celestial cestasy which appeared to close his senses to
all pereeption of the outward world. His noble features did
not betray any cmotion of grief, A gentle breeze penetrating
by the door which Consuclo had left open, agitated the semi-
circle of silvery hair which still remained upon tho back part
of his head, and his broad forehead, bald to the very summit,
Liad the yellow and polished appearance of old marble, Clothed
in an old-fashioned dressing-gown of white woollen stuff, which
somewhat resembled a monk's frock, and which fell in large,
stiff, hoavy folds about his attcnuated person, he had all the
appearance of a monumental statue; and after he had resumed
his immoveable position, Consuclo was obliged to look at him
a second time, in order not to fall again into her former illusion.
After having contemplateg him for some time with attention,
Elnciug herself a little on one side to see him better, she asked

erself, as if involuntarily, whilst still lost in admiration and
emotion, if the kind of prayer which this old man addressed to
God was cfficacious for the nestoration of his unhappy son, and
if a soul so passivcly submissive to the letter of his religious
tenets, and to the rough decrees of destiny, had ever possessed
the warmth, the intelligenee, and the zeal which Albert re-
quired from® fathor's love.  Albert too had a mystic soul; he
also had led a devout and conternplative life; but from all that
Ameclia had related to Counsuclo, and from what she had re-
marked with her own eyes, during the few days she had passed
at the chateau, Albert had never found the counsel, the guide,
the friend, who could direct his imagination, diminish the
vehemenco of his foclings, and soften the burning sternness of
his virtue. She guessed that he must feel isolated, and look
upon himself as a stranger in the midst of this family so deter-
mined not to contradiet him, but to grieve for him in silence
cither as a heretic or a madman, She felt so herself from the
kind of impatience she cxperienced at that woarying and in-
termivable prayer addressed to Icaven, as if to transfer to it
entirely the care which they themselves ought to have employed
in searching for the fugitive, in finding him, in persuading him,
and bringing him home. For it must have required a fearful
amount of despair and grief, to withdraw so affectionate and
good a young man from the bosom of his relatives, to bury him
in a complete forgetfulness of sclf, and to deprive him even
of the recollection of the uncasiness and anxiety he might oc-
casion to those who were dearcst to lim.

The resolution they had taken of never opposing him, and
of feigning calmness while oversome with terror, seemed
Consuelo’s lofyy and well-regulated mind a species of culpa-
Dble negligence or gross error. There was in such a course a

. sort of pride and sclfishness which a.narrow faith inspires in
those persons who consent to wear the badge of intolerance,
and who belicve in only one path by which t! e{ can attain to
heaven, and that {mth rigidly marked out by the finger of the
priest. ¢ Heavenly Futher,” said Gonsuelo, with fervent de-
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votion, “can this lofty soul, so warm, so charitable, so frec
from human passions, be less precious in thy sight than the
patient and slothfual spirits which submit to tho injustice of the
world, and see without indignation justice and truth forgotten
upon the earth? Was that youn% man possesscd Dy tho evil
one, who in his childhood gave all his toys and his ornauments
to the children of the poor, and who, at the first awakening of
his reflective powers, wished to deprive himself of all his wealth
in order to soluce human miserics? And are they, these kind
and benevolent lords who weep for misfortuno with barren tears,
and comfort it with trifling gifts—are they wise in thinking
that they are to attain to heaven by prayers and acts of sub-
mission to the emperor and the pope, rather than by righteous
works and great sacrifices? No, Albert is not mad; o voice
cries to mo fromn the inmost recesses of my heart, that he is
the fairest type of the just man and of the saint that has issued
from the hands of nature. And if painful dreams and strange
illusions have obscured the clearness of his vision—if, in short,
he has become deranged as they think—it is their Llind contra-
diction, it is the absence of sympathy, it is the loncliness of his
heart, which has brought about this deplorable result. I have
seen the cell in which ﬁ‘asso was confined as mad, and felt that
he was perhaps only exasperated by injustice. In the saloons
of Venice I hgve heard those great saints of Christendom, whose
histories have haunted my dreams in childhood, and wrung
tears from my achiug heart, treated as madmen; their miracles
called juggleries, and their revelations frenzied dreams. DBut
by what right do thesc prople, this pious old man, this timid
canoness, who believe in tho miracles of the saints and the
genius of the poets, pronoune: upon their child this sentence
of shame and reprobation. which should be borne only by the
diseased and the wicked. Mad! no, madness is horrible and
repulsivo! It is o punishment from (iod for great erimes; and
can a man hecome mad by the very consequence ot his virtue?
I thought that it was enough to suffer under the weight of un-
deserved evil, in order to have a claim upon the respect as well
as on the pity of men. Aund if I myself had gona mud, if I
had blasphemed on that terrible day when [ saw Anzoleto at
another's feet, would I thercfore have lost all title to the coun-
sels, to the encouragements, to the spiritual cares of my Chris-
tian brethren? Would they have driven me forth or lett me
wandering upon the highways, saying: ‘There s no remedy
for her; let us J;ive her alms, and not speak to her; for since
she has suffered 80 much sheecan understand nothing?” Well!
it is thus that they treat this unfortunate Count Albert! They
feed him, thoy elothe him, they take care of him, and in a word
bestow upon him the alns of a childish solicitude. But they
do not speak to him; they are silent when he questions them;
they droop their heads or turn them away when he strives to
persuade them. They let him tly, when the horror of solitude
drives him into solitudes till more profound, and wyit till he



C'ONSUELO. 171

returns, praying to God to watch over him and bring him back
safe and well, asif the ocean were between him and the objects
of his affection. And yet they think he is not far off; the
make me sing to awaken him, as if he were buried in a lethargic
sleep in tho thickness of some wall, or in the hollow and aged
trunk of some neighbouring tree. And yet they have never
even thought of exploring all the secrets of this old building,
thoy have never dug into tho bbwels of this excavated mﬁ!
Ah!if I wore Albert’s father or his aunt, I would not have left
one stone upon another until I had found him; not a tree of
the forest should have remained standing until they had re-
stored him to tne.”

Lost in her reflections, Consuclo departed noiselessly from
Count Christian's oratory, and found, without knowing how,
an oxit from the castle leading towards the open country. She
wandered through the forest paths, and sought out the rudest
and most difficult, guided by a romantic hope of discovering
Albert. No common attragtion, no shadow of imprudent fancy
carried Ler onward in this venturous design.

Albert filled her imaginatiou, and occupied her waking
drcams, it is true; but in her cyes it was not a handsome young
man, enthddiastically attracted towards her, whom she was
sceking in those desert places, in tho hope of scoing and en-
Jjoying an iuterview with him unobserved by spectators: it was
a noblo and unfortunate Leing whom she imagined she could
save, or at least calin by the purity of her zeal. She would in
the same manuncr have sought out a venerable hermit who
reguired her care and assistance, or & lost child, in order to
restore him to his mother. Shg was a child herself, and yet
she enjoyed as it were a foretast® of maternal love in her simple
faith, ‘ardent charity, and exalted courage. She drcamed of
and undertook this pilgrimage, as Joan of Are had dreamed
of and undertaken the deliverance of her country. It did not
even occur to her that the resolution she had taken could be a
subject for ridicule or blame; she could not conecive how it
happened that Amelia, bound to him by the ties of blood, and
in the commencement by the stronger bonds of love, should not
have formed the same project and succeceded in carrying it out.

She walked forward rapidly: no obstacle deterred her, The
silence of that vast forest no longer affected her mind with
sadness or fear. She saw the track of wolves upon the sand,
and felt no uneasiness lest she should meot the famished pack.
1t scemed to Lier that she was urged on by a divine hand which
rendered her invulnerable. She knew Tasso by heart from
having sung li& verses cvery night upon the lagunes, and ima.
gined that she was walking under the protection of his talis-
man, as did the gencrous Ubaldo to the discovery of Rinaldo
through the snares of the onchanted forest. She threaded her
way through the rocks and brushwood with a firm and elastic
step, her brow glowing with a secret pride, and her cheeks
tinged with a delicate carnation. Never had she seemed love-
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lier upon the stage in her heroic characters, and yet she thought
no more of the stage at this inoment than she had thought of
herself when she entered the theatre,

From time to time she stopped, thoughtful and reflective.
“ And if I should mect him suddenly,” thought she, “ what
could I say to convince and tranquillize him? T know nothing
of those mysterious and profqund subjects which agitate him.
I merely guess their na.turo,%hrough the veil of poctry which
my excited imagination, unused to their contemplation, has
raised around them. 1 ought to possess more than mere zcal
and charity, I ought to have science and eloquence, to find
words worthy to be listened to by a man so much my superior—
by a madman so wise when compared with all the reasonable
beings amongst whom I have lived. I will go on; God will
inspire me wﬁen the moment comes; for as to myself, I might
scarch for ever, and should only lose myself more and more
in tho darkness of my ignorance. Ah! if I had rcad num-
berless books of religion and hislory, like Count Christian
and the Canoness Wenceslawa! If 1 knew by heart all the
prayers of the church, I should no doubt be able to apply some
one of them appropriately to his nunfortunate situation; but all
my acquirements of this nature are limited to a fow phrases
of the catechism, imperfectly understood, : nd counsequently
imperfectly remembered, and I know not how to pray except
throu%h the medium of an anthem or a hymn.  However sen-
sitive he may bo to musie, 1 fear T shall not be able to persuade
this learned theologian by a cadence or a sweet strain. No
matter; it sccms to me: there is more power in my persuaded
and resolute heart, than in all the doetrines studied by his pa-
rents, who arc indeed hoth good and kind, but at the same
time cold and wavering as the fogs and snows of their native
mountains.”

CHAPTER XXXV

AFTER many turnings and windings through the inextricable
mazes of the forest, which extended over a rough and hilly tract
of country, Consuelo found herself on an elevation covered over
with a confused heap of rocks and ruins, very difficult to be dis-
tinguished from cach other, so destructive had been the hand
of man, jealous of that of time. It now prescnted nothing but
the appearance of a mountain of ruins, but had been formerly
the site of a village, burned by order of the redoubtable blind
man, the celebrated Calixtin®chief John Ziska, from whom
Albert believed Limself to have descended, and j.rhaps was so
in reality. .

. This ferocious and indefatigable captuin having commanded
his troops, one dark and dismal night, to attack the Fortress of
the Giants, then guarded for the emperor by the Saxons, over-
heard hissoldiers murmur, and oneamong themnot far from him,

suy—* This cursed blind mn supposes that all can do vithout
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- light as well as he.” Thereupon Ziska, turning to one of the
four devoted disciples who accompanied himn everywhere, guid-
ing his horse and chariot and giving him a precise account of
the position and movements of the enemy, said to him with
that extraordinary accuracy of memory, or principle of second
sight, which in him su{)plied the place of vision—" There is a
village near this, is there not?” ¢ Yes, father,” replied the
Taburite guide, “ to your right, upon a hill in front of the for-
tress.” Ziska then summoned the discontented soldier whose
murmurs had reached his car—*“ My child,” said he to him,
“you complain of the darkness; go immediately and set fire to
the village upon the hill to my right, and by the light of the
flames we can mareh and fight.,” This terrible order was exc-
cuted. 'The burning village lighted the march and attack of
the Taborites, The castle,of the giants was carried in two
hours, and Ziska took possession of it,

At dawn the next day it was observed and made known to
him, that in the midst of the ruins of the village, and at the
very suminit of the hill whirh had served the soldiers as a plat-
form for observing the movements of the enemy, a young oak,
rave in those countries and alrcady vigorous, had remained
standing and unscathed, apparently preserved from the heat
of the flames around it by the water of a cistern which
bathed its roots. “ 1 know the cistern well,” replied Ziska,
“Ten of our number were cast into it by the accursed inhabi-
tants of that village, and since that time the stone which covers
it has not been removed.  Let it remain and serve as their
monument, since we arc not among those who believe that
wandering souls are driven from the gates of heaven by the
Roman patron (Peter the key-Yearer, whom they have made
a saint), because their bodies rot in ground unconsecrated by
the hands of the priests of Belial. Let the bones of our bro-
thers rest in peace in that ecistern. Their souls are living.
They have already assnmed other bodies, and those martyrs
fight amongst us although we know them not.  As to the in-
habitants of the village, they have received their reward, and
as to the oak, it has done well in defying the conflagration; a
more glorious destiny than that of sheltering misercants was
reserved for it. We needed a gal®ws, and there it stands.
Go and bring me thosec twenty Augustine monks whom we
took yesterday in their convent, and whe make a difficulty about
following us.  We will hang thewn high and dry on the branches
of that brave oak, whose health su¢h an ornament will quite
restore.”

It was done ag soon as said. ® The oak from that time was
called the /usflite, the stone of the cistern, the Stone of Terror,
and the ruined villago on the deserted hill, Schreckenstein.

Uonsuelo had heard this frightful chronicle related in all its
details by the Baroness Ameclia. DBut as she had as yet seen
the theatre of it only from a distance, or by the night at the
time of her arrival at the chateau, she would not have recog-
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nised it, if, on casting her eyes below, she had not seen at the
bottom of the ravinc which the road crossed, the largo frag-
ments of the oak rent by the lightning, which no inhabitant of
the country, and no servant of the chatean. had dared to cut
OF earry away; a superstitious fear heing still attached in their
minds, although after the lapse of several centuries, to this
monument of horror, this contemporary of John Ziska; while
the visions and predictions of Albert had invested this tragical
spot with a still more repulsive character.

Thus Consuclo, on finding herself alone and uncxpectedly
before the Stone of Terror, upon which, overcome with fatiguc,
sho had cven seated herself, folt her courage shaken and her
heart strangely oppressed, ~ According, not only to Albert, but
all the mountaineers of the country, terriblo apparitions haun-
ted the Schreckenstein, and drove from it all hunters rash
enough to frequent its neighbourhood in search of gamne, (‘on-
sequently this hill, though very near the chiatean, was ofien
the abode of wolves and wild animals, who found there a secure
refuﬁe against the Eursuits of the baron awd his hounds.

The imperturbable I'rederick did not on his own aceount
much fear being assailed by the devil, with whomn morcover he
would not have feared to measure himsclf hand to hand; but
superstitious in his own way, and in cases where his favourite
occupations were concerned, he was persuaded that a pernicious
influence there threatencd his dogs, and attacked them with
unknown and incurablo disorders. He had lost several of them,
from having sutfered them to slake their thirst in the rills of
water which cscaped from the veins of the hill, and which per-
haps sprang from the condeinned cistern, the ancient tumb of
the Hussites. So he recallefi, with all the authority of his
whistle, his greyhound Pankin, or his slow-hound Saphyr,
whencver they wandered in the neighbourhood of the Schreck:
enstein.

Consuclo, blushing at this fecling of cowardice which she
had resolved to combat, determined to rest a moment on the
fatal stone, and to retire from it only at the slow and steady
puce which marks a tranquil mind in the midst of triul. But
Just as she turned her eges from the blighted oak which sho
saw two hundred feet be]y"v her, to cast them upou surrounding
objects, she saw that she was not alone upon tﬁe Stone of Ter-
ror, and that a mysterious figure had scated itself at her side
without antnouncing its anproach by the slightest noise, The
figure h:_nd a large, round, and staring face, fixed on a deformed
body, thin and crooked asa grasshopper’s, and was dressed inan
indescribable costunse belonging to no age or country, tho rag-
ged condition of which amounted almost to slovenlinoss. No-
thing in this being, suve the strangeness and suddennoss of its
appearance, was calculated to inspire terror, for its looks and

stures were friendly. A kind and gentle smile played around
the large mouth, and an infantile expression softencd the wan-
dering of mind which was betrayed y its vague look and hur-

v a
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‘ried gestures. Consuelo, on finding hersclf alone with a mad-

man, il g {)]n.ce where no one could come to her assistance,
certainly felt alarmed, notwithstanding numerous bows and
kind smiles which the insanc being addressed to her. She
thought it prudent to return his salutations and motions of the
hemlgiu order to avoid irritating him, but she rose as quickly as
possible, and left the place, pale and trembling.

The maniac did not follow her, and made no movement to
recall hier; he merely elimbed upon the Stone of Terror to look
after her, and saluted her by waving his cap with various fan-
tastic gestures, all the while uttering a Bohemian word which

. Consuelo did not understand. When she found herself at a
considerable distance, she recovered suficient courage to look
at and listen to him, She already reproached herself for having
felt terrified in the presence of one of thosc unfortunates, whom
a momeut before she had pitied in her heart, and vindicated
from the contempt and descrtion of mankind. ¢ He is a gentle
mauniae,” said she to herself, * perhaps made erazy by love,
{Te has found no refuge fromreoldness and contempt but on this
aceursed rock, on which no other person would dare to dwell,
and where demons and spectres are kinder to him than his
follow-men, since thoy do not drive hin away nor trouble him
in the indulgence of his moody temper. Poor creature! who
laughest and playest like a child, with a grey beard and a
round and shapeless back! God doubtless proteets and blesses
thee in thy misfortune, since he sends thee only pleasing
thoughts, aud has not made thee misanthropical and violent,
as thou hadst a right to be!” 'The maniac, seeing that she
walked more slowly, and seeming to unltierstand her kind look,
began to speak to her in Bohemmgn with great volubility; and
hLis voice had an exceeding sweetness, a touching charm which
contrasted foreibly with his ungliness. Consuclo, not under-

. stauding him, and supposing that he wonted alms, drew from
her pocket a picee of money which sho placed upon a large
stone, after raising her armn to show it to him, and to point to
him the spot where she placed it,  But he only laughed louder
than ever, rubbing his hands and exclaiming in bud German—
“ Useless, useless!  Zdenko needs nothing, Zdeunkp is happy,
very ha'p‘py! Zdenko has consolatibn, consolatigu, consola-
tion!” 'Then, as if he had vemembered a word which he had

sought for a long time in vain, he shouted with a turst of joy,

:m(f 50 a8 to be understood, though he pronounced very badly,
“ Consuclo, Consuelo, Cousuelo, de m? alma!”

Consuclo stojped, astounded, and addressing him in Span-
ish—* Why do Jou call me thus?® said she; “ who has taught
vou that name? Do you understand tho language whie
speak to you?" At all these questions, to which Consuelo

- waited in vain for an answer, the maniac did nothing but jump
and rub his hands, like & man enchanted with himself; and as
long as she could distinguish the sound of his voice, she heard
him repoat her name in different tones, accompanied with
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laughter aud exclamations of joy, like a speaking bird when
he tries to articulate a word which he has been taught, and
which he interrupts with the warbling of his naturaPsong.

On returning to the chateau, Consuclo was lost in thought,
“Who, then,” said she to herself, “ has betrayed the seerct of
my disguise, so that the first savage I moet in these solitudes
cai’ls me by my own name? (!an this crazy being have seen
me anywhere? Such people travel ; perhaps he has been in
Venice at the same time as myself,”  She tried in vain to re-
call the faces of all the beggars and vagabonds she had beeun
accustomed to see on the quays and on the Place of St. Mark,
but that of the maniac of the Stone of Terror did not present
itself to her mcmory. But as she once more crossed the
drawbridge, a more logical and interesting association of ideas
oceurred to her mind. ~ She resolyed to clear up her suspicions,
and secretly congratulated hersclf on not having altogether
failed in her purpose in the expedition she had just concluded.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

WaEN she again found herself full of animationy and hope in
the midst of the downcast and silent fiunily, she reproached
herself for the severitl! with which she had seeretly blamed the
apathy of these deeply afllicted people. Count Christian and
the canoness ate almost nothing at breakfast, and the chaplain
did not venture to satisfy his appetite, while Amelia appeared
to be the victim of a violent fit of ill-humour, When they
rose from table, the dld count stopped for an iustant at the
window, as if to look at the gravel-walk leading to the rabbit-
warren, by which Albert might return, and drooped his head
sadly as if to say, “ Yet another day which hag begun badly,
and will end in the same manner!”  Consuclo endeavoured to
cheer them by playiug on the harpsichord some of the latest
religious compositions of Porpora, to which they always lis-
tened with peculiar adtniration and interest.
She was distressed at seeing them so overwhelined with
ﬁrief, and at not being able to tcll thein that she felt some
ope. But when she saw the count take his book, and the
canoness her needle, and when she was summoned to the emn-
broidery-frame of the latter to decide whother a certain figure
should have blue stitches or white in the centre, she could not
Ercvent her thoughts frotn wandering to Albert, who was per-
aps d_vin% from fatigue and cxhaustion in some corner of the
forest, without. knowing how to find his way back, or lying on
some cold stone, overcome by the fearful attabts of catalepsy,
and exposed to the assaults of wolves and snakes; whilst under
the skilful and persevering fingers of tho tender Wenceslawa, .
the most brilliant flowers seemed to grow in thousands on the
canvass, watered sometimes by a secret but fruitless tear, As,
soon as she could exchange a few words with the pouting
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fAmelia, she inguired from her whowas that deformed and crazy

being who traversed the country, dressed in singular costume,
laughing like a child at every one whom he met. “ Ah! itis
Zdenko,” replied Amelia. “Did you never meet him before
in your walks? One is sure of mceting him cverywhere, for
he has no fixed dwolling.”

“1 saw him this morning for the first time,” said Consuelo,
“and thought that ho must be the .tutelary genius of the
Schreckenstein.”

‘It is therc, then, that you have been walking since dawn?
I begin to think you are slightly crazed yourself, iny dear Nina,
to wander thus at break of day through desert places, where
you may encounter worse beings than the inoffensive Zdenko.”

“ Some hungry wolf, for instance?” replied Consuelo, laugh-
ing; ‘it seems to me that the carbine of the baron, your father,
should shicld all the country with its protection.”

“I speak mnot merely of wild beasts,” said Amelia; “the
country is not so frce as you imagino from the worst animals
in creation, viz. brigands and vagabonds., The wars which
have just ended have ruined so many familics that whole tribes
of beggars prowl about, sometimes going so far as_to solicit
alms, pistol ighand. There are also swarms of those Egyptian
Zingari, whom the I'rench have done us the honour to call
Bohemians, as if they were aborigines of our mountains, in-
stead of meroly infesting them at the coonmencement of their
appearance in Europe. These peoplo, driven away and re-
pulsed everywhere, although cowardly and obsequious before
an armed man, might well be bold with & young girl like you;
and I fear that your fancy for adventufous walks will expose
you more than becomes go propgr a person as my dear Por-
porina affects to be.”

“ Dear Baroness,” replied Consuelo, “ though you scem to
consider the tusks of a wolf as a slight danger compared with
those which threaten me, I confess to you that I fear them
much more than I do the Zingari. The latter are old ac-
(uaintances of mine, and in general I feel it almost impossible
to be afraid of poor, weak, and persccuted beings.' It seems
to me that I shall always know how to address thoso _people
in a way which will securo me their confidence and their sym-
pathy; for, ugly, badly dressed, and despised as they are, 1t is
impossible for me not to be particularly interested it them.”

“Bravo, my doar!” cried Amclia, with increasing bitter-
ness. “I seo you completely share Albert’s fine sentiments
with regard to beggars, robbers, and foreigners; and I shall
not be astonished, to see you one of*these mornings walking, as
he does, and leading on the rather dirty and very infirm arm
of the agreeable Zdenko!”

These words were as a ray of light to Consuelo, which she
had sought from the commencement of the conversation, an
which consoled her for the raillery of her companion. * Count
Albert then lives on good terms with gldeuko. she asked with

[ M
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an air of satisfaction which she did not even think of con-
cealing. .

‘“He is his most intimate, his most valued friend,” repliod
Amclia, with a disdainful smile. “ITe is the companion of his
walks, the confidant of his secrcts, the messenger, it is said,
of his correspondence with the devil. Zdenko and Albert arc
the only persons who would venture to repair at all hours to |
the Stone of Terror, and there converse on the most knotty
points of divinity. Albert and Zdenko are the only persons
who are not ashamed to secat themselves upou tho grass with
the Zingari who halt beneath our fir-trees, and partake with
them the disgusting meal which those people prepare in their
wooden porringers. They call that holding communion, and
r very low sort of communion it certainly is. Ah! what a
husband, what a fascinating lover would my cousin Albert be,
when he seized the hand of his betrothed with a hand that had
just pressed that of a pestiferous Zingaro, and carried it to
those lips which had just drunk tho wine of the chalice fromn
the same cup with Zdenko!”

*“ All this may be very witty,” said Consuelo, “but for my
part I understand nothing of it.”

* That is because you have no taste for histezy,” returned
Amelia, “and because yon did not listen attentively to all that
I related about the Hussites and the Protestants, during the
last few days that I have been inaking myself hoarse explain-
ing seientifically to you the enigmas and absard practices of
my cousin. Did I not tell you that the great quarrel between
the Ilussite and the Roman church arose respecting the com-
munion in both elements? The couneil of Bale decided that
there was profanation in givihg the blood of Chirist to the laity
in the clement of wine, alleging—mark the benutital reason-
ing'—that his body and his blood were contained equally in
both elements, and that whoever ate the one drank the other.
Do you comprehiend ?” .

““It secms to me that the fathers of the council themselves
did not comprehend very well.  They ought to have said, if
they wished to he logical, that the communion ot wine was
uscless: but profanation? how eould that be, if in cating the
bread you drank the blood also?” . T

“ 1t was beeause the Hussites had a terrible thirst for blood,
and the fathers of the council knew it well, The fathers also
thirsted for tho blood of ghe people, but the wished to drink
it under the element of gold. The poor people revolted, and
seized, as the prico of their yweat and their blood, the treasures
of the abbeys and the copes of the hishopr . This was the
orﬁm of the yuarrel, in which mingled afterwards, as 1 have
told you, the sentiment of national independonce and the
hatred of foreigners. The dispute respecting the communion -
was the symbol of it. lome and her priests officiated in
chalices-of gold and jewels; the Hussites affected to officiate
in vases of wood, in order to censure the luxury of the church

3
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and te-imitate the poverty of the apostles. This is why Albert,
who has taken it into his head to become a Hussite, after
these occurrences of the past have lost all value and significa-
tion, and who pretends to understoud the true doctrine of John
Hauss better than John Huss himself, invents all sorts of com-
munions, and goes communing on the highways with beggars
and simpletons. It was the mania of the Hussites to commune
everywhere, at all hours, and with all the world.”

“ All this is very stmnfe," replied Consuelo, “ and can only
he explained to my mind by an exalted patriotism, carried in
Count Albert, 1 must confess, even to the extent of fanaticism.
The thought is perhaps profound, but the forms he clothes it
in, scem to be very puerile for so serious and so learned a man. -
Is not the true communion more properly alms-giving? What
meaning can there be in those vain ceremonies which have
gone out of use, and which those whom he associates with them,
certainly do not comprehend 27

“ As to alms-giving, Alhwrt is not wanting in that; and if
they would give hiw irec scope, he would soon rid himself of
those riches which for my part”1 should be very glad to sce
melt away ig the hands of his beggars.”

“ And wh? g0?”

“Because my father would no longer entertain the fatal
idoa of enriching me by making me the wife of this maniae.
For it is well you should know, my dear Porporina,” that added
Ameclia, malicionsly, “my family has not yet renounced that
agrecable design, * During these last few days, when my
cousin's reason shone like a fleeting eray of sunshine from
between the clonds, my father,returned to the attack with
more firmness than I thought him capable of exhibiting -to-
wards me. 'We had a very animated quarrel, the result of
which scems to be that they will endeavour to overcome my re-
sistance by the weariness of retirement, like a citadel which
an cnemy endeavours to reduce by famine. Therefbre if I fail,
if I yield to their attacks, I shall be obliged to mu'lZ‘Albert
in spito of himself, in spite of myself, and in spite of a third per-
son who pretends not to care the least in the world about it.”

“(h! indeed?” replicd Consuelo, langhing; “I expected
that epigram, and you only granted me the hongur of con-
versing with you this morning in order to arrive §t it. I re-
ceive it with pleasure, because I see in this little jpretenco of
jealousy, the remains of a warmer aftection for Count Albert
than you are willing to acknowledge.” i

“Nina!” cried the young baromess, energotically, if Kon
imagine you se? that, you have but little etration, and if
i-ou sec it with pleasure, you have but little affection for me.

am violent, perhaps proud, but cert;v.inl{l not in the habit of
dissembling. "I have already told you tho preference which
Albert gives to you irritutes me against him, not against you.
1t wounds my self-love, but it flatters my hope and my in-
clination, 1t makes me long that e would, for your sake,
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commit some great folly which would free me from all circum.
speotion with regard to him, by justifying the aversion against
which I have long stmggled, and which I now feel for him
without any mixture of pity or love.” L.

“May God grant,” replied Consueclo, gently, *that thie is
the language of passion and not of truth! I'or it would be o
very harsh truth in the mouth of a very cruel person.”

The bitterness which Amelia testified in these couversations
made little impression upon Consuelo’s: generous mind.
tew seconds afterwards, she thought only of her enterprise,
and the dream which she cherished of restoring Albert to his
family diffused a kind of pure-hearted joy over the monotony
of her occupations. She required this excitement to dissipate
the ennui which threatened her, and which being the malady
most opposed and hitherto most*unknown to her active and
energetic natnre, would certainly have been fatal to it. In fact,
when she had given her unruly and inattentive pupil a long
and tiresome lesson, she had nothing more to do but to exercise
her voice and to study her auncicnt authors. DBut this consola-
tion, which hitherto had ncver failed her, was now obstinately
disputed. Amelia, with her restless frivolity, came cvery
moment to interrupt and trouble her by childish §aestions and
unseasonable obscrvations. The rest of the family were in
deep dejection. Already five long weary days had passed
without the reappearance of the young count, and every day
of his absence added to the gloom and depression of the pre-
ceding one.

In the afternoon, Qonsuclo, while wandering through the
garden with Amelia, saw Zdenko on the¢ other side of the
mont which scparated them fam the open country. e seemed
busy talking to himself, and from the tone of his voice one
would have said he was relating a history. Consuclo stopped
her companion, and asked her to translate what the strange
porsonage was saying.

“How can you expect me to translate reveries without con-
nexion and without meaning?’ said Amelia, shruzging up
her shoulders. “This is what ho has just mumbled, if you
are very desirous of knowing: *Once there was a great moun-
tain, all white, all white, and by its side a great mountain, all
black, all black, and by its side a great mountain, all red, all
red.” " Does that interest you very much?’

*“ P’erhaps it might, if I could know what follows. Oh! what
wqpld I not give to understand Bohemian! I must learn it.”

It is mot noarly so easy {8 ltalian or 8panish, but you are
so studious that you will quickly master it if you wish; I will
teach you, if that will at all gratify you,” N

“You are tLim tm.'ngt'sl. ngr:he 1g;n.xdit.itm, however, that you
are more patient as a mistress than as a pupil. d now
what does Zdenko say?” pupl. And ©

“ Now the mountains are speaking —

“*Why, O red, all red mountain, hast thou crushed the
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I mountain all black? And why, O white, all white mouxtain,
hast thou yermitted the black, the all black mountain to be
crushed 2’

Here Zdenko began to sing with a thin and broken voico,
but with a correctness and sweetness which penetrated Con-
suelo’s very soul. 1is song was as follows:—

“ () black mountains and whitc mountains, you will need
much water from the red mountain to wash your robes;

“Your robes, black with crimes and white with idleness;
your robes stained with lies and glittering with pride.

“ Now they are both washed, thoroughly washed, yonr robes
that would not change colour; they are worn, well worn, your
robes that would not drag along the road.

“Now all the mountains are red, very red! It will need all
the water of heaven, all the’water of heaven, to wash them.”

“Is that improviged, or is it an old I3ohemian air?” asked
Consuelo of her companion.

“Who knows?” replied pAmelin; *Zdenko is either an in-
exhaustible improvisatore or a very learned rhapsodist. Our
anmnts arc passionately fond of hearing him, and respeot

im as a saint, considering his madness rather as a gift from
Heaven thati as a malady of the mind. They feed and cherish
him, and it depends upod himself alone to bo tho best lodged
and the best dressed man in the country, for every one desires
the pleasure and the advantage of having him for a guest.
He passes for a bearer of g luck, a harbinger of fortune.
When the weather is threatening, if Zdenko happen to pass
they say, ‘Oh! it will be nothing: the hail will not fall here.
If the harvest is bad, they ask Zdenko to sing; and as he al-
ways promises years of abundakeo and fertility, they are con-
soled for the present by the expectation of a more favourable
future. But Zidenko is unwilling to dwell anywhere; his wan-
dering nature carries him to the deepest reeesses of tho forests.
No one knows where he is sheltered at night, npr where he
finds a refuge against the cold and the storms. Naever, for the
last ten years, has he been scen to enter under aty other roof
than that of the Castle of the Giauts, because he pretends that
his ancestors are in all tho other houscs of the eountry, ahd
that he is forbidden to prosent himsclf before them, Never-
theless, he follows Albert to his apartment, forshe is as de-
voted and submissivo to Albert as his dog Cynsbre. Albert
is the only living bring who can gt will enchain his savage
ihdependence, and by a word put a stop to his unquenchable
gaiety, his eternal songs, and his jndefatigable bubble, Zdenko
formerly had, it is said, & very fine voice, but he has worn it
ont by talking, singing, and langhing. He is not older than
Albert; thongh he looks like & man of fifty, and they were
companions in childhood. At that time Zdenko was only hulf
crazed. Descended from an ancient family (one of his ances-
tors makes a considerable figure in the war of the Hussites),
he evinced sufficient memory and quickness to juduce his
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parents, taking into view his want of physical strength, to des-
tine him for the cloister. For a long iime he wore the dress
of a novice in one of the mendicant orders, but they could
never succeed in making him submit to their rules; and when
he was sent on a circuit with one of the brothers of his convent,
and an ass to be loaded with the gifts of the faithful, bo would
leave the wallet, the ass, and the brother in the lurch, and
wander off to take a long vacation in the depths of the forest.
When Albert departed on his travels, Zdenko fell into a low
and melancholy state, threw off his frock, and became a comn-
plete vagaboud. His melancholy disappeared by degrees, but
the glimmering ray of reason, which had always shone amidst
the oddities of his character, was entirely extinguished. Ho
no longer talked except incoherently, displaved all sortd of
incomprehensible manijas, and becwme really erazy, Butasho
always continued sober, mild, and inoffensive, he may be
termed rather idiotic thanmad. Our peasants call him nothing
else but the innocent.”

“What you tell me of this 80&1‘ man jnspires mo with a
warm sym}ga.thy for him,” said Consuelo; ** I wish I could talk
to him. He knows a littlo German, does he not¢” .

“He understands it, and ean speak it tolerablyewell. But,
like all Bohemian sants, he has a horror of the language;
and besides, when he is absorbed in his revgries, as he is now,
it is very doubtful if he will answer when you question him.”

“Then make an efiort to speak to him in his own lunguage,
and to attract his atteution to us,” said Consuclo.

Amelia called Zdenkp several times, asking him in Bobe-
mian if he were well, nud if he were in need of anything; bat
she could not once induce himn o raise his head, which was bent
toward the earth, nor to interrupt a little play he was carry-
i:g on with three pebbles, one white, one red, and one black,

ich he throw at each other, laughing with great glec every
time he knocked them down,

“You seo it is quite useless,” said Ameclia. “When ho is
not hungry, or is not looking for Albert, he nover speaks to
us, In onc or the other of thoso cascs, e comeos to the gate
of'the castle, and if he is only hungry he remains at the gato,
They then give him what he wants; ho thanks them and goes
away. TIf ho wishes to sec Albert, Lo enters, goes and knocks
at the door of his chamber, which is never cloged to him, and
there ho will zemain for whole hours, silent and quict as a
timid child f Albert is at work, talkative and cheerful if Alboert
is dispoged to listen to him, but never irksomne, it woild seem,
to my:amiable cousin, and more fortunate in that respect than
any member of the family.”

“And when Count Albert is invisible, as he is at this mo-
ment _for instance, does Zdenko, who loves him so ardently— -

0, who llt(wt all his gaiety when the count sot out on his
travels—Zdopko, his inseparablo companion, remain tranquil?
Does he show no uneasiness?”’
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“Ndne whatever. He says that Albert has gone to see the
great God, and that ho will soon return, That was what he
said when Albert was travelling over Europe, and when he
had become reconciled to his absence.”

“ And do you not suspect, dear Amelia, that” Zdenko may
may have a better foundatien than all of you for this apparent
security? Ilas it never occurred to you that he might be in
Albert’s confidence, and that lie watches over him in his deli-
rium er lethargy?”

“We did indced think so, and for a long timo watched all
hia proccedings; but like his patron, Albert, he detests all
watching, and, more crafty thau a fox when hunted by the
dogs, he circumvented all our efforts, bafiled all our attempt
and rendered uscless all our observations. It would seemn tYw,t
he has, like Albert, the giftr of making himself invisible when
he pleases. Somctimes he has disappeared instantapeously
fron the eyes which were fixed upon him, as if he had cloven
the carth that it might swallow him up, or as if a cloud had
wrapped him in its impenétrable veil. At least this is what
is affirmed by our people, and by my aunt Wenceslawa her-
self, who, notwithstanding all her piety, has not a very strong
head as reg:rds Satanic influences,”

“But you, my dear Buroness, cunnot believe in these ab-
surdities¢” -

“For my part, I agree with my uncle Christian, He thinks
that if Albert, in his mysterious sufferings, relies solely on the
succour zud help of this idiot, it would be very dangerous to
interfere with him in any way, and that by watching and
thwarting Zdenko’s movements, thero is o risk of depriving
Albert for hours, and perhaps Fpr whole days, of the care and
even of the nourishment which he may reecive from him.  Bug
for merey’s sake let us go on, dear Nina; we have hestowed
sufficicut time on this matter, and yonder idiot dogs not excite
in me the same intercst that ho does in you. I am tiréd of
this romances and his songs, und his cracked voice &lmost gives
nic a sore throat from sympathy.” @

“T am astonished,” said Clonsuclo, as she sufferad herself to
be drawn away by her companion, *‘that his voi_c‘ has not &n
extraordinary charm in your cars. Broken as it}s, it makes
more impression on me than that of the greatest ingers.”

“ Because you are sated with fine voices, and novelty amuses
ou." -

“The language which he sings his to my eard a_peculiar
sweetness,” réturned Consuelo, ) and his melodies have not
the monotony you scem to imagine; on the contrary, they con-~
tain very refined and original idcas.” .

“Not for me, who have been beset by them,” replied Amelia.
“ At first I took some interest in the words, thinking, as do
the country people, that they were ancient national songs, and
curious in a historical point of view; Lut as he never repeata
them twice in tho same manner, I feel certain they are im-
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provisations, and I was soon convinced that they were not
worth listening to, although our peasant® imagine they find in
them a symbolical sense which pleases them.”

As soon as Consuelo could get rid of Amelia, she ran back
to the garden, and found Zdenko in the same place, on the
outside of the moat and absorbed in the same play. Con-
vinced that this unfortunate being had secret relations with
Albert, she had stealthily entered the kitchen and seized a
cake made of honey and fine flour, carcfully kneaded by the
canoness with her own hands. She remembored having seen
Albert, who ate vory sparingly, show an instiuctive preference
for this dainty, which Ris aunt always preparcd for him with
the greatest care. She wrapped it up in a white handkerchief,
and meaning to throw it across the moat to Zdenko, she called
to him. But as he appoared not to wish to listen to her, she
remembered the vivacity with which he had utterod her name,
and she therefore-pronounced itin German. Zdenko scemed to
hear it; but he was at that moment in one of his melancholy
moods, and without looking up, he repeated in German, shak-
ing his head and sighing, “ Consolation! Consolation!” as if
he would have said, “ I have no further hope of consolation.”

“Consuelo!” then said the young girl, wishing %o sce if her
Spanish name would reawaken the juoy he had shown on pro-
nouncing it in the morning.

Immediately Zdenko nbandoned his pebbles, and began to
leap and gambol upon the bank of the moat, throwing up hiy
cap into the air, and stretching out his arms to her, uttering
some very animatcd Bahemian words with a face radiant with
pleasure and affcetion. .

““ Albert,” cried Consuclo t hiin again, as she threw the
cake across the moat.

Zdenko seized it, laughing, and did not unfold the handker-
chief; but he said many things which Consuelo was in despair
at not being able to understand.  She tried to remember one
phrase in particular, which he repeated several times, accom-
ﬁ:my'mg it by numerous bows and greetings. Her musical car

elped her to seize the exact pronunciation, and as soon as she
lost sight of Zdenko, who ran off at full speed, she wrote it
upon her tablets, with the Venetian orthography, intending to
ask Amelia for its meaning. But before leaving Zdenko she
wished to give him something that would testify in the most
delicate manncr to Albest the interest she folt for him, and
ha:vmg recailed the erazy being, who eame back obedient to her
voice, she throw him a bouquet of flowers which she had ga-
thered an hour before in tho green-house. and which, still fresh
and fragrant, were fustened to her girdle. Zdenko seized it,
rag:&wd his salutations, rencwed his exclamations and gam-
bols, and then barying himself in the dense thicket, where it
wonld hgve seemed that only a hare could force a passage, dis-
appeueg ly. Consuelo followed his ra{l)id flight for a
few moments with her eyes, by marking the tops of the
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branches as they moved in a south-eastorly direction; but a
light wind which sprang up rendered her observation useless,
by agitating all the branches of the coppice, and she re-entered
tll;e_chiteau, more than ever bent upon the prosecution of her
design. .

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

WieN Amclia was nsked to translate the phrase which Con-
suelyhad written upon her tablets and engraved in her memory,
she replied that she did not uriderstand it at all, although she
could render it literally by these words:—

“ May he who has been wronged salute thee.”

“Perhaps,” added sho. “ he refers to Albert or himself, and
means that wrong has becn done themn in accusing them of
madyess, as they consider themselves the only sensible men on
the face of the earth. But what can it do to scek for the
meaning of a madman’s talk? This Zdenko occupies your
frnagination much more than he deserves.”

“ It is the custom of the peasantry in all countries,” replied
(‘onsuclo, “to attribute to the insane a kind of inspiration,
higher than that enjoyed by cold and settled minds. I have a
right to retain the prejudices of my class, and I confess I can
never believe that o madman speaks at random when he utters
words which are unintelligible to us.”

¢ Let us see,” said Amelia, “if the chaplain, who is deeply
versed in all the ancient and modern sayings which our pea-
sunts use, knows the meaning of this.” And running to the
goo((l1 man, she asked him for an explanation of Zdenko's
wordas, M

But these obscure words seemed to strike the chup]ain with
a frightful light. “In the name of the living God,” cried he,
turning pale, “where can your ladyship have dcard such
Llasphemy¢” .

“1If it such, I cannot understand its mecaning,” replied
Amelia, laughing; * and therefore I await your ex, fanation.”

“Word for word, it is in good German cxactly what you
have just said, madam—* May ke who has been wronged, sa
thee. ~ Butif you wish to know the meaning (and thardly dare
to utter it), it is, in the thought of the idolater who;pronounced
it—* May the devil be with thee.” :

*“In other words,” roturned Amelia, laughing still more
heartily, “* Go to the devil.’ 'Woll, it is a pretty eompliment;
and this is what you gain, my dear Nina, from talking with a
fool. You did not think that Zdenko, with so affable a smile
and such merry grimaces, would utter so ungallant a wish.”

“Zdenko!” cried the chaplain. * Ah! then it is that unfor-
tunate idiot who makes use of such sayings? I am glad itis
no worse—I trembled lest it should some other persom.
But I was wrong—it could proceed only from a brain ecrammed
with the abominations of the anciant hcresics. Whence oan
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he have learned things almost unknown and forgotten now-a-
g_aysj The apjrit of evil alone can have suggested them to
im,

“ But, aftor all, it is only a very vulgar oath which the com-
mon peoplo uso in all countries,” rcturned Amclia; *and
Catholics are no more shocked by it than others.”

“ Do mnot think so, Baroness,” said the chaplain. “ 1Tt is not
a malediction in the wandering mind of him who uses it; on
the contrary, it is a homage, a benediction—and there is the
sin, This abomination comes from the Lollards, a detestable
sect, which engendered that of the Vaudois, which engendered
that of the Hussites —”

“ Which engendercd many others,” said Amelia, assuming
a grave air to mock the good priest. “ But come, Mr. Chap-
lain, explain to us how it can be a tomplimoent to recommend
one's neighbonr to the devil.”

“ Tho reason is, that in the opinion of the Lollards, Satan
was not tho enemy of the humun race, but on the contrary
its protector and patron. They hcld that he was a victim to
lﬁéusﬁce and jealousy. According to themn the Archangel

chael, and the other colestial -powers who had precipitated
him into the abyss, were the real demons, while Lacifer, Beel-
zebub, Ashtaroth, Astarte, and all tho monsters of hell, wero
innocence and light themselves, They believed that the reign
of Michael and his glorious host would svon come to au end,
and that the devil would be restored and reinstated in heaven,
with his accursed myrmidons. In fine, they paid him an im-
Eious worship, and accogfed each other by saying, * Muy ke who

as been wronged'—that is to say, he who has been misunder-
stood and unjustly condemned—* salute thee'—that is, protoct
and assist thee,”

“Well,” said Amelia, bursting into a fit of laughter, “my
dear Nina is certainly ander very favourable guardianship,
and I should not be astonished if we should soon have to apply
ﬁxoggisms to dostroy the cffect of Zdenko's incantations upon

or.

Consuelo was somewhat disturbed at this raillery. $he
was not quite certain that the devil was a chimera and hell a
poctic fable. She would have been induced to sharo the chap-

ain’s mt}lignution and affright, if, provoked at Amelia’s laugh-
ter, he had not been at the moment perfectly ridiculous, Con-
fused and disturbed in all her earliost beliefby this contest
between the aul‘w.rstition of the one party und the incredulity
of the other, Consuclo that, cvening could hardly say her
prayers. Shc inquired iuto the meaning of all those forms of
devotion which sho had hitherto received without examination,
and which sio longer satisfied her alarmed mind. “From
what I hays been able to sec,” thought she,  there are two
kinds of devotion at Venice—that of the monks, the nums,
aud the goale, which goes perhaps too far; for it accepts,
along wi he mysteries of religion, all sorts of additional
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, supeystitions, such as the orco (the demon of the lagunes), the
sorceries of Malamoceo, the gold-seekers, the horoscope, and
vows to saints for the success of desigus, far from pious, and
often far from honest. Then there is that of the higher cle;
and of the fashionable world, avhich is only a protence; for
theso people go to church as they go to the theatre—to hear
the wnusic and show themselves: they laugh at everything and
cxamine nothing, in religion, thiuking that there is nothing
serious or binding on the conscience in it, and that it is all a
mattee of form and habit. Anzoleto was not in the least re-
ligious; that was onc source of grief to me, and I was right to

- look upon his unbelief with terror. My master Porpora,

ain—what did he belicve? Iknow not. e nover explained
himself on that point, and yet he spoke to mo of God and of
Divine things at the most torrowful and the most solemn mo-
went of my life. But though his words struck e forcibly,
the only impressiou they left waus one of terror and uncertainty. ’
He secmed to believe in'a jealous and absolute God, who sends
inspiration and genius only to those who are separated by
thoir pride from the sufferings and the joys of their race. M
heart regrets this fierce religion, and could not adore a GOX
who should forbid me to love., Which then is the true God?
Whe will show him to me? My poor mother was a believer,
but with how many childish idolatries was her worship mingled!
What am T to believe?—what amn 1 to think? Shall I say, like
the thoughtless Amelia, that reascn is the only God? But she
does not know even that God, and cannot show him 1o me,
for there is no one less reasonable than she. Can one live
without religion? Of what usc then would life be?” For what
objeet could I labour? To what purpose should 1 cherish pity,
courage, generosity, a sense of rnght—I, who amn alone in the
universe—if there be not in that universe a Supreme Being,
omniscient and full of love, who judges, who approves, who
aids, who preserves and blesses me?  What strepgth, what
cxcitement, can those have in life, who can (lisponso with a hope
and a love beyond the reach of human illusions and worldly
vicissitudes? i

“ Supreme Being !” eried she in her heart, forgetting the.
accustomed form of her prayer, “teach me what I gught to do.
Infinite Love! teach me what I ought to love. Ipfinite Wis-
dom! teach me what 1 ought to believe.” i _

"While thus praying and meditating, sho forgot the flight of
time, aud it was past midniﬁht, whicn before retiving to
she cast a glance over the landscape now lighted by thé moon’s
pule boams., The view from her window was not very exten-
vive, owing to the surrounding mountains, but exccedingly
picturesque. A narrow and winding valley, in the contre of

- which sparkled a mountain streain, lay before her, its mcadows

gently undulating until they reached the base of the surround-
ing hills, which shut in the horizon, except where at intervals
they opened to permit the eye to discover still inore distant and
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steeper ranges, clothed to the very summit with dark green firs,
The last rays of the setting moon shone full on the principal
features of this sombro but striking landscape, to which the
dark foliage of the evergreens, the pent-up water, and the
rocks covered with moss and ivy, imparted a stern and savage

aspect.

R’Vhile comparing this country with all those she had tra-
versed in her childhood, Consnelo was struck with an idea that
had not before occurred to her; viz that the landscape before
her was not altogother new to her, whether she had formerly
passed through this part of Bohemia, or seen elsewhere places
very similar.  “ We travelled so much, my mother and I,” said
she to herself, “that it would not be astonishing if I had al-
roady been here. I have a distinct recollection of Dresden and
Vienna, and we may have crossed Bohemia in going from ono
.of those cities to tho other. Still it would be strange if we had
received hospitalify in one of the out houscs of this very castlo
in which I am now lodged as a young lady of consequence; or
if we had by our ballads earned a morsel of bread at the door
of some one of those cabins, where Zdenko now stretches out
his hand for alms and sings his ancient songs—Zdenko, the
wandering artist, who is my equal and fellow, altfough he no
longer srems so.”

Just at that moment her eyes were directed towards the
Schreckenstein, the summit of which could be perceived above
a nearer eminence, and it scemed to her that this fearful spot
was crowned by a reddish Jight which faintly tinged the trans-
parent azure of the sky Shoe fixed her attention upon it, and
saw the flickering lizht increase, become extincet, and reappear,
until at last it shone so clear-and decided that she could not
attribute it to an illusion of her senses.  Whether it was the
temporary retreat of a band of Zingari, or the haunt of some
brigand, it was not the less certain that the Schreckenstein was
occupied at that moment Ly living beings; and Consuelo, after
her simple and fervent prayer to the God of truth, was no
longer disposed to belicve in the existence of the fantastic and
evil-minded spirits with which the popular tradition peopled
the mountain, But was it not more probably Zdcenko who
had kindled the fire, to shield himself from the cold of the
night? And if it were Zdenko, was it not to warm Albert
that the dried branches of the forest were bugning at that mo-
ment? This luminous appcarance was often seen upon the
Schreckenstein: it was spoken of with terror, and attributed to
something supcrnatural. Itchad been said a thousand times
that it emanataed froin the enchauted trank of Ziska's old oak.
But the Hussite no longer existed; at least it lay at the bottom
of the rayine, and the rcd light still shonc on the summit of
the moutitain. Why did not this mysterious light-house in-
d;:mthmto institutc a scarch there for the supposcd retreat
o beﬁl ,

“ Ok, Apathy of devout ainds:” thought Consuelo; “ are yon
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a booy of Providence, or an infirmity of weak and imperfect
naturcs?’ She asked herself at the same time if she should
have the courage to go alone at thét hour to the Schrecken-
stein; and she decided that, actuated by, benevolence and
charity, she could dare all. But she could adopt this flattering
conclusion with perfect safety, as the strict closing of the
chateau left her no opportunity of exccuting her design.

In the morning she awoke full of zeal, and hurried to the
Schreckenstein. All was silent and deserted. The grass was
untrodden around the Stone of Terror; thierec was no trace of
fire, no vcstiﬁc of the prescnce of last night’s guests. She wan-
dered over the mountain in every direction, but found nothing
which could indicate their presonce. She called Zdenko on
every side; she tried to whistle, in order to see if she could
awaken the barkings of Cynabre, and shouted her own name
several times. Sho uttered the word “consolation” in all the lan-
gnages she }mew; she sang some strains of her Spanish hymn,
and even of Zdenko's Bohemian uir, which she remembered
perfectly. But in vain. DPhe crackling of the dried lichens
under her feet, and the murmuring of the mysterious waters
which ran beuneath the rocks, were tho only sounds that an-
swered hers

Fatigued by this uscless search, she was about toretire after
having taken & moment’s rest upon the stone, when she saw at
her fect a broken and withered rose-leaf. She took it up, exa-
mined it, and after » moment’s reflection felt convinred that
it must be a leaf of the bouguet she had thrown to Zdenko, for
the mountain did not prodnee wild roses, cven if it had been
'thé scason for them, and as yet therd®were none in flower ox-
cept in the green-house of the ehateaun. This faint indication
consoled her for the apparent fruitlessness of her walk, and
left her more than ever convineed that it was at the Schrecken-
stein they must hope to find Albert. )

But in what-cave of this impenetrable.mountain $ras he con-
cealed? He was not thon always there, or perhaps he was at
that moment buried in a fit of cataleptic insensibility; or ra-
ther perhaps Consuelo had deceived herself when sﬁ attributed
to her voice some power over him, and the venerafion he had

rofcssed for her but -a paroxysm of his magduess whieh
gad left no trace in his memory. DPerhaps at this very moment
he saw and heard her, laughed at hor efforts, and‘:eupised her
useless attempts. .

At this last thought Consuelo fela burning blush mount to
her cheeks, and she hastily left the Schreckenstein, almost re-
solving never to return there, However, she loft a little basket
of fruit which she had brought with her.

But on the morrow she found the basket in the same place,
untouched. Even the leaves which covered the fruit had not
been disturbed by any curious hand. Her offering had been
disdained, or else neither Albert nor Zdenko had been there;
and yet the ruddy light of a fire of fir branches had again
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shone the previous night upon the summit of the mountain,
Consnelo had watched until daylight in order to observe it
closely. She had several times seen the brightness diminish,
and then increase, as if a vigilant hand had su plied nourish-
ment to the flame. No one bad seen any Zingari in the
neighbourhood. No stranger had been remarked in the paths
of the forest; and all the peasants whom Consuelo questioned
respecting the luminous appearance of the Stone of Terror,
ans her in bad German, that it was not good to search
into those things, and that people ought not to interfere in the
affairs of the other world,

Nine da’)"s had now clapsed since Albert had disappeared.
This was the longest absence of the kind that had ever taken
place, and this protracted delay, united to tho gloomy omens
which had ushered iu his thirtieth Birthday, was not caleulated
to revive the hopes of the family. At last they began to be
seriously alarmed: Count Christian did nothing but utter
heart-breaking sighs; the baron went to hunt without a thouﬁixt
of killing anything; the chaplain offered up an cxtra number
of prayers; Amelia no longer dared to laugh or converse as
usual; and the canoness, pale and weak, unablo to pursue her
household cares, and forgetful of her tapestry wirk, told her
beads from morning till night, kept little tapers burning before
the image of the Virgin, and secmed stooped lower by a foot
than nsual. Consuclo ventured to propose a thorough and
careful examination of the Schreckenstein, related what re-
searches she had made there, and mentioped to the canoncss
privately the circumstance of the rose-leaf, and the careful
watch which she had kept all night on the laminous summit
of the mountain, But the preparations which Wesceslawa
proposed to make for the scarch, soon caused Consuelo to
repent of having spoken so fraukly. The canoness wished to
have Zdeunko seized and terrificd by threats, to equip and
provide fifty men with torches and muskets, and whilst the
chaplain should pronounce bis most terrible exorcisms upon
the fatal stone, that the baron, followed by Haus and Lis most
courageouns attendants, should institnte a regnlar siege of the
Sehreckenstein in the middle of the night. To surprisc Albert
in this manner would be the sure way to throw him into a state
of derangement, and perhaps oven of violent frenzy; and Con-
saclo, therefore, by force of arguments and prayers, prevailed
upon Wenceslawa not to.take any step without her advice.

Vhat she proposed was, to leave the chatcau the following
mﬁht, and accompanied only by the canoness, and followed at
a distance by Hans and the chuplain only, to examine the fire
of the Schri.ckenstein on the spot. But this resolution was
beyond the strength of the canoness. She was firmly persuaded
that an assembly of demons was beld on the Stono of Terror,
and all that Condfielo could obtain was, that the draw-
bridge should be lowered at midnight, and that the baron with
some othek Yolunteers should follow her, without arms and in
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the greatest silence. It was agréed that this attempt should
be doncealed from Count Christian, whoso great and
feoble health unfitted him for such an ‘expedition in the gold
and unwholesome night air, and who would yet wish to jomn it
if he wero informed. All was exocuted as Consuclo desired.
The baron, the chaplain, and Hans accompanied her. She
advanced alone, a hundred steps in front of her escort, and
asconded the Sehreckenstein with a courage worthy of Brada-
mante. , But in proportion as she approached, she brightness,
which scemed to issuc in rays from the fissures of the rock was
extinguished by degrees, and when she reached the summit,
profound darkness enveloped the mountain from the summit
to the base. A deop silence and gloomy solitude reigned al
around. She called Zdenko, Cynabre, and even Albe
although in uttering the latter name her voice frembled. Al
was mute, and echo alone answered her unsteady voice. .

She returned towards her companions completely disheart-
ened. They praised her courage to the skies, and ventured in
their turn to explore the spbt she had just quitted, but without
success; and all returned in silence to the chateau, where the
canoness, who waited for them at the gate, felt her last hepe
vanish at titeir recital, :

CHAPTER XXXIX,

CoNSUELO, after receiving the thanks of the good Wenceslawa,
and the kiss which she imprinted upon her forehead, ed
towards her apartment cautiously, in order not to awaken
Amelia, from whom the enterprise had been coneealed. She
slept on the first floor, while th% chamber of the canoness was
in the basement story. Bnt in ascending the stairs she let her
light fall, and it was extinguished before she coulil recover it.
She thought she could casily find her way without/it, espacia.l:{
as the day began to dawn; but whether from absgnce of mind,
or that her courage, after an cxertion too gyeat for her
sex, abandoned her of o sudden, she was so much agitated that
on reaching the story on which her apartment wasgituated, she
did not stop there, but continued to ascend to the upper story,
and entered the gallery leading to Albert’s chambdk, which was
situated almost immediately over hers. But §he stopped,
chilled with affright, at the entrance of the galledy, on seeing
a thin dark form glido along beforg her, as if its feet did not
touch the floor, and enter tho chamber towards which Consuelo
was hastening under the idea $hat it was her own, Inm the
midst of her terror she had presenco of mind cnough to exa-
mine this fizure, and to ascertain by a rapid glance in the
indistinct light of the dawn that it wort«he form and dress
of Zdenko. "But what was he going to do it Consuclo’s apart-
ment at such an hour, and with what mwesage conld ho have
been entrusted for her? She did not feel disposed to encounter
such a tdto-d-tato, and desconded the stairs to seek the canon-
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ess; but upon reaching the flight Lelow she recoguised her
corridor and the door of her apartment, and perceived that it
was Albert's into which she had just seen Zdenko enter.
Then a thousand conjectures presented themselves to her
mind, which had now bocome somewhat composed, Iiow conld
the idiot have penetrated at night into a castle so well gnarded
and so carcfuliy examined every evening by the canoness and
the domestics? This apparition of Zdenko eonfirmed her in
the idea which she had always euntertained, that there was
some secrct outlet from the chiteau, and perhaps a subter-
ranean communication with the Schreckenstein.  She ran to
knock at the door of the canoness, who was shut up in her
gloomy cell, and who uttered a loud ery on sceing her appeaw
without a light, and somewhat pale. * De not disturbed, my
dear madam,” said the young girl; “I have just mnct.with a
strange occurrbnee, but one which need not terrify you in the
leas,t'. I have just seen Zdenko enter Count Albert's cham-
r,

“Zdenko! you must be drraming, my child; how could hehave
ot in? I closed all the gates with the same eare as usual, and
uring the whole of your trip to the Schreckenstein I kept good

guard; the Lridgo was raised, and when you had #ll erossed it
on your return, I remained behind to see it raised again.”

‘“ However that may be, madam, Zdenko is nevertheless in
Count Albert’s chamber, Youn have only to go there to be
convinced of it.”

“Iwill go immediately,” replied the canoness, “and drive
him out as he deserves.  The wretched ereatnre must have
come in during the day. But what object could he have in
coming here? Most probably he is looking for Albert, or has
cowe to wait for him—a suré proof, my poor child, that he
knows no more where he is than we do ourselves.”

“ Well, let us question him, however,” said Consuclo.

“In one instant,” said the canoness, who in preparing for
bed had taken off two of her petticoats, and who consitlered
herself too lightly dressed with the remaining three; “ [ enunat
present myself thus before a man, my dear. Go and look for
the chaplain or my brother the Daron, whichever you can find
first—we must not cxpose ourselves alone before this erazy
man. DBut what am I thitking of?—a young person like you
ennnot go and knock at the doors of these gentlemen. Wait
a moment, I will hurry; I shall be ready in ap instant.”

And she began to rearrfinge her dress; the more slowly be-
cause she was hurried, and because, her regular habits heing
deranged, shc¢ hardly knew what she was aboul.  Consuelo,
impatient at so long a delay, during which Zdenko might have
time to leave Albert’s chamber, and hide himselt in the castle
s0 that he could not be found, recovered all her cnergy. “Dear
madam,” said she, lif:hting a candle, “ will you please to call
the gentlemnen? I will go in the mean time and sce that Zdenko
does not escape us,”
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She mounted the two flights hastily, and with a courageous
hand"opened Albert's door, which yiefded without resistance;
but she found the apartment deserted. She entered a neigh-
bouring cabinet, raised all the curtains, and oven ventured to
look under the bed and behind the furniture. Zdenko was no
longer there, and had left no trace of his cntrance.

*There is no one here,” said she to the canoness, who came
trotting along followed by Hans and the chaplain: the baron
was already in bed and asleep, and they could not awaken him.

“ I begin to fear,” said the chaﬁlu.in, a little dissutisfied at
the fright they had givon him, “that the signora Porporina
may have becn the upe of hor own illusions—"

“ No, Mr. Chaplain,” replied Consuelo quickly, “ no one here
is less so than I am,”

“ And in truth no one has more courage and steady friend-
ship,” replied tho good man; “but in your ardent hope you
imagino, siguora,, that you see indications whero unhappily
none exist.’

“ Father,” said the canondss, “the Porporina has the courage
of a lion united to the wisdom of a sage. If she has seen
Zdenko, Zdenko has begn here. We must search for him
through thedwholo houso; and as, thank God! every outlet is
well closed; he cannot escape us.” -

They rouscd the domestics and searched everywhere. Not a
chost of drawers did they leave un:ﬁened. nor a piece of fur-
niture unmoved. They displaced all the forage in the grana-
ries, and IHans had even the simplicity to look into the baron's
great boots. But Zdenko was not fognd there, any more than
elsewhere. They began to think that Consuelo must have
been dreaming; but she remairfed more than ever convineed of
the necessity of discovering the sccret outlet from the chateau,
and resolvocf’ to employ all her energy in the attempt. She had
taken but a few hours’ reposec when she commended her exa-
mination. The wing of the building containing her apart-
ment (in which was Albert’s also) rested against, and was
as it were supported by the hill. Albert himselfhad chosen
this picturesque situation, which enabled him -te enjoy &
fine view towards the south, and to_have on the eastern side
a pretty little garden, occ;{yin a terrace on a level with the
ea.ginet in which he studi o had a great taste for flowers
and cultivated some very rare species upon this t?;me of soil
which had been brought to the barrep summit of the eminence.
The terrace was surrounded by a heavy freestone wall about
breast-high, built upon the shelying rock, and from this ele-
vated post the cye commanded the precipice on the other side,
and a portion of the vast serrated outline of the Bochmerwald.
Consuelo, who had not before visited this spot, admired its
beautiful situation and picturesque arrangement, and requested
the chaplain to explain to her what use was formerly made of
the terrace, beforo tho castle had been transformed from &
fortress into a baronial residence. «
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“It was,” said ke, “ an ancient bastion, a sort of fortified
platform, whence the garrison could cbserve the movements of
troaps in the valley and upon the surrounding mountains,
There is no pass through the mountains which cannot be dis-
covered from this spot. Formerly a high wall with loopholes
on all sides surrounded the platform, and proteeted its oceu-
pants from the arrows and balls of an enemy.”

“ And what is this?” asked Consuelo, approaching a cistern
which was in the eeuntre of the parterre, and into which there was
a descent by means of a narrow, steep, and winding staircase.

“That is a cistern which always furnished an abundant
supply of excellent rock-water to the besicged—a resource of
incaleulable value to a stronghold.”

“Then this water is good to drink?” said Consuclo, exa-
mining the greenish and moss-covered water of tho cistern,
“ It seems to me quite muddy.”

“It is no longer good, or at least it is not always so, and
Count Albert only uses it to water his flowers. I must tell
you that for two years an extraordinary phenomenon has oc-
curred in this cistern. The spring—for it is one, the source of
which is more or less distant in the heart of the mountain—has
become intermittent. For whole wecks the level is extraordi-
narily low, and when that is the case Count Albert has water
drawn by Zdenko from the well iu the great court, to rofresh
his cherished plants. Then, all of a sudden, in the course of
a single night and sometimes even in an hour, the cistern iy
filled with a lukewarm water, muddy as you now sce it.
Sometimes it emptics rapidly; at others the water remuins a
long time, and is purified by dogreos, until it beeomes cold and
limpid as rock-erystal. A phonomenon of this kind must havo
taken place ‘last night, for éveu yesterday 1 saw the cistern
clear and quite full, and now it looks muddy as if it had becn
emptied and filled anew.”

‘““Then those phenomena do not oceur at recular intervals?”

“ By no meauns, and 1 should have oxamined them with care,
it Count Albert, who prohibits all entrance to his apartinents
and garden, with that gloomy reserve which characterizes all
his actions, had not forbiddon me the anwusement, I have
thought, and still think, that the bottom of the cistern is choked
u}) by mosses and wall plants, which at times close the entrance
of the subterranean waters, and afterwards yield to the force
of the spring.” “

“ But how do you explein the sadden disappearance of tho
water at othor times?”

“By the great quantity waich the count uses to water his
flowers.”

“ But it seems to me that it woull require great labour to
au}ptv this cistern. [t cannot be very deep, thon?”

ot.deep! It is impossible to find the bottom.”

“dn that case, your explanation is not satisfuctory,” said

Cousuelo, struck by the chaplaiu’y stupidity,
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“ Well, find a better,” returned he, somewhat confused, and
a little piqued at his own want of sagacity.

“ Certainly T will find a better,” thought Consuelo, who felt
doeply interested in the capricious changes of the fountain.

“If you ask Count Albert what it signifies,” continued the
chaplain, desirous to display a little witty incredality, in order
to recover his superiority in the eyes of the clcar-sighted
stranger, “ he will tell you that these are his mother's tears,
which dry up aud are reuewed again in the bosom of the moun-
tain. The famons Zdenko, to whom you attribute so much
penetration, would swear to you that there is a siren con-
cealed therein, who sings most exquisitely to these who have
cars to hear her.  Between them they have baptized this well
the Fountain of Tears. Tt is a very poctic explanation, and
those who believe in pagan fables may be satisfied with it.”

“I shall not be satisfied with it,” thought Consuelo; “I
will know how these tears are dried.”

“ As for myself,” pursued the chaplain, “1 have thought there
must be an eseape of the water in some corner of theeistern.”

“ 1t scems to me,” replied Consuelo, “ that unless that wero
s0, the cistern, being supplied by a spring, would constantly
overflow.” o

* Doubtless, doubtless,” said the chaplain, not wishing to
appear as if he had thought of that for the first time; “ very
hictle consideration must make that apparent.  But there must
be some remarkable derangemoent in the channels of the water,
sinee it no longer preserves the same level it did formerly.,”

“ Are they natural channels, or aqueducts made by the hands
of men 7 asked the persevering Consuelo: “ that is what I
should wish to know.” .

*That is what no onc can ascertain,” replied the chaplain,
“since Count Albgrt does not wish to have his pregious foun-
tain touched, and has absolutely forbidden that it should bo
cleaned out.”

“1 wag cortain of it,” said Cousuelo, retiring; “ and I think
you would do well to respect his wishes, for God knows what
misfortune would happen to him if any onc attempted to
thwart his siren!”

“T am heginning to be convinced,” suid the chplain. ou
«quitting Consuelo, *“ that this young person’s mind 1s no less
deranged than the connt’s.  Can insanity be contagioust Or
did Master Porpora send hor to us, in order that the country
air might restore her brain to a hedlthy conditioni? To sce
tho pertinacity with which she made mo explain the mystery
of the cistern, one would suppose that sho was the daughter of
some engincer of tho Venetian canals, and wished to appear
well informed on the mattor; but T see by her last words, as
well as by the hallucinations she had respecting Zdenko this
morning, and the pleasant excursion she led us last night to
the Schrackenstein, that it is a phantasy of the same natare.
Can it be possible that she oxpects tgfind Count Albert at tho
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bottom of this well? Unfortunate you::g Jpeo lo! would that
you could find there reason and truth! 'hereupon the
rood chaplain Eroceeded. to repeat his breviary while waiting
If?or the dinner-hour,

“ It must be,” thought Consuelo on her side, “ that idleness
and apathy engender & singular weakness of mind, since this
holy man, who has read and learned so much, has not the
least suspicion of my presentiment respecting that fountain.
And yet they call Zdenko imbecile!” So saying, Consuelo
went to give the young baroness a music lesson until the time
should arrive when she could renew her examination.

CHAPTER XL,

“ HAVE you evor been present at’the falling of the water, or
seen it reascend?” said Consuelo in a low voice to the chaplain,
as he sat comfortably digesting his dinner during the evening.

“ What! what did you say?” gried he, boun up in his
chair, al rolling his great round cyes.

“1 was speaking to you of the cistern,” returned she, without
being disconcerted; “have you ever yoursclf observed the o:-
currence of the phenomenon?”’ ¢

“ Ah! yes—the cistern—I remember,” replied he with a smilo
of pity. * There!” thought he, “her crazy fit has attacked
her again.”

“But you have not answered my question, my dear chap-
lain,” said Consuelo, who pursued ber objoct with that kind of
eagerness which charecterised all her thoughts and actions,
and which was not prompted in the least %y any malicious
feeling towards the worthy 1aan.

“I must confess, mademoisolle,” replied he, coldly, “that 1
was never fortunate enough to observe that to which you re-
fur, and 1 assure you I never lost my slcep on that account.”

“ Oh! I am very certain of that,” replied the impatient Con-

suelo, -

The chaplain shrugged his shoulders, and with a groat of-
fort rose from his chair in order to escape from so very ardent
on inquirer.

“Well! since no one here is willing to lose an Lour’s slecp
for so important a discovery, I will devote my whole night to
it if necessary,” thought Consuelo; and whilg waiting for the
hour of retiring, sho wrapped herself in her mantle and pro-
cceded to take a turn in the garden.

The night was cold and bright, and the mists of evening dis-
persed in progortion as the moon, then full, ascended towuards
the empyrean. The stars twinkled more palely at her ap-
proach, and the atmosphere was dry and clear. Consuelo,
exgifed but not ovegmwered by the minﬁlod effects of fatigue,
wafiof sleep, and the gonerous but perhaps rather uuheafthy
sympathy she experionced for Albert, felt a slight sonsation of
fever which the cuol everfing air could not dissipate. It seemed
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to her asif she tuushed upon the fulfilment of her enterprise, o
o romaritic presentiment which she interproted as a command
and encouragement from Providence, kept her mind uneas
and agitated, She seated herself upon a little ﬁruesy hilloc:
studded with larches, and began to listen to the feeble and
laintive sound of the ttreamlet at the bottom of the valley.
ut it sccmed to her as if another voice, still more sweet and
plaintive, mingled with the murmurings of tho water, and b;
degrees floated upwards to her ears. She stretched herself
upon the turf, in order, being nearer the earth, to hear better
those light sounds which the brecze wafted towards her every
moment. At last she distinguished Zdenko’s voice. He sang
in German, and by degrees she could distingnish the following
words, tolerably well arranged to a Bohemian air, which was
characterised by the same gimple and plaintive expression as
those she had already heard. .

“There is down there, down there, a soul in pain and in
labour, which awaits her deliverance,

“ Her deliverance, her consolation, so often ﬂromis«ad.

“lThe deliveranee secms cnchained, the consolation seems
pitiless.

“Thero is down there, down there, a soul in pain and in
labour, which is weary of waiting.”

When the voice ceased singing, Consuclo rose, looked in
cvery direction for Zdenke, scarched the whole park and
garden to find him, called him in various places, but was
obliged to return to tho custle without having seen him,

But an hour afterwards, when the whole household had
joined in a long prayer for Count Albet, and when everybody

ad retired to rest, Consuelo hastened to place herself near the
Fouuntain of Tears, and scating Herself upon the margin amid
the thick mosses agid water plants which grew thera naturally,
and the irises which Albert had planted, she fixed her eyes
upon the motionless water, in which the moon, then arrived at
the zenith, was reflected as in & mirror. ]

After waiting almost an hour, and just as the gourageous
maiden, overcome by fatigue, felt her eyelids growing heavy,
she was aroused by a slight noise at the surface of tho water.
She opened her eyes, and saw the spectrum of themoon agi-
tated, broken, and at last spread in luminous circles upon the
mirror of the fountain, Kt the same time a dwll rushing
sound, at first imperceptible but soon impetous, beeame appa-
rent, and she saw the water gradually sink, whirling about as
in a funnel, and in less than a quarter of an hour disappear in
the depths of the abyss. o . .

She ventured to descend several steps. The spiral staircase,
which appeared to have been built for the purpose of permitting
the hounsehold to reach at pleasure the varying level of the
water, was formed of granite blocks half buried in the rock, or
hewn out of it. These slimy and slippery steps afforded no
means of support, and were lost in the frightful depth. The
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darkness, and the noise of the water which still splashed at the
bottom of the immeasurable precipice, joined to the impossibi-
lity of treading sccurely with her delicate feet upon the stringy
ooze; arrested Consuclo in her mad attempt: she ascended
backwards with great difficulty, and seatod herself, terrified
and trembling, upon the first step.

In the mcan time, the water still seemed to be continually
receding into the bosom of the earth. The noise becamo more
and more remote, till at last it ccased entirely, and Consuelo
ponderod on the propriety of getting a light in order to examine
the interior of the cistern as far as possible from above; but
she fearcd to miss the arrival of him whom she expected, and
remained patient and motionless for nearly an hour longer.
At last she thought she perceived a feeble glimmer at the
bottom of the well, and leaning anxiously forward. saw that
the wavering light ascended little by little, In a short time .
she was no longer in doubt; Zdenko was ascending the spiral
staircase, aidedsby an iron chain which was secured to the
rocky sid®s, The noise which he made in raising the chain
from time to time and again letting it fall, made Consuelo
aware of the existence of this species of balustrade, which
ceased at a certain height, and which sho could ncither see nor
suspect. Zdenko carred a lantern which he hung on a hook
set apart for this purpose and inserted in the rock about
twenty fect below the surface of tho soil; then he mounted
the rest of the staircase lightly and rapidly, without any chain
or a]:{nurent means of support. However, Consuclo, who ob-
served cverything with. the greatest attention, saw that he
helped himself along by catching hold of certain projecting
poiuts in the rock, of some wail pﬁmts more vigorous than the
rest, and of some hent nails which stood out from the sides,
and with which hc seemed perfectly familiir. As soon as he
had ascended high encugh to see Consuclo, she concealed her-
self froin his view by stooping behind the semicircular stone
wall which bordered the well, and which was interrapted only
at the entrance of the steps. Zdenko emerged into the light,
and began slowly to gather flowers in the garden with great
care and as if making a selection, until he had formed a large
bouquet. Then he entered Albert’s study, and throngh the
glass deoor Consuclo saw him for a long while moving the

ooks, and gearching for one which he appeared at last 1o have
found; for he returned $owards the cistern, laughing and
talking to himself in a satisfied tone, but in a low and almost
inaudible voice, 80 much dil he scem divided between the
necessity of muttoring to himself, according to his usuxl cus-
tom, and the fear of awakening the faunily in the castle.

Counsuelo had not yot asked herself whether she should ad-
dress him, and request him to conduct her to Albert: and it
must bagonfessed that, at that moment, confounded by what
she sawgdiscouraged in the midst of her enterprise, joyous at
having vered what she so much longed to know, but at
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the same time disinayed at the thoughts of descending into th
entrails of the earth and tho abyss of water, she d’nf not feé
sufficient com-a.ge to go forward to the end, hut allowed Zdenko
to descend as he had mounted, resume his lantern and dis-
appeat, singing in a voice which gained confidence as he sank
into the depths of his retreat—

“ The reliverance is enchained, the consolation is pitiless.”

With outstretched neck and palpitating heart, Consuelo had
his name ten times upon hor lips to recall him. She was about
to decide by a heroic effort, when she suddenly reflected that
such a surprise might make the unfortunate man stagger upon
the difficult and dangerous staircase, aud perhaps lose his
footing, She refrained therefore, promising herself that she
would be more courageous on the next day at the right time,

She waited some time lunger to sce the water again ascend,
and this time the phenomenon took place much more speedily.
1lardly fifteen minutes had elupsed from her losing the sound
of Zdenko’s voice and the light of his lantern, before a dull
noise like the distant rumBling of thunder was heard, and the
water, rashing with violenee, ascended, whirling and dashing
agninst the walls of its prison like a scothing caldron, This
sudden irrfiption of water had something so frightful in its
appearance, that Consuelo trembled for poor Zdenko, asking
herself if, in sporting with such dangers and governing thus the
forces of nature, there was no risk of his being ovex;!mwered by
the violence of the current, and of her secing him float to the
surface of the fountain, drownced and bruised like the slimy
plants which were tossed on its \\'nvas.

Ktill the means of accomplighing this must be very simple!
it only necded perhaps to lower or raise a flood-gate, perhaps
only to place a stone on his arrival and remove it on his return.
But might not%his man, always so absent and lost in his
strange reveries, be mistaken, and remove the stonc a little too
soon? Could he have come by the subterrancas path which
gavo passage to the water of the spring? “Nevertheless 1
must pass it with him, or without him,” snid Capsuelo, * and
that no later than the coming night; for there is down there
soul in lnbour and in pain, which waits for me, @nd which 18
weary of waitinn. These words were not sung unintentionally,
and it was not without some object, that Zdenko, who detests
German and pronounees it with difficulty, made use of that
language to-day.”

Al last she retired to rest, but she had terrible dreams all
the rest of the night.  Her fevenwas gradually galning ground.
She did not porecive it, so strong did she feel her courage and
resolution; but every moment she started out of her sleep,
imagining herself still upon the steps of that frightful staircase,
and unable to reascend, while the water rose below her with
the roar of thunder and the rapidity of lightni;f. She was 80
changed the next day that cverybody remarked the alteration
in her features, The chaplain wae unable to refrain from econ-
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fnfng to the canoness, that tkis agreeable and obliging person
appeared to him to have her brain somewhat deranged; and
the good Wenceslava, who was not accustomed to see so much
courage and devotion, began to fear that the Porporina was a
very imaginative young lady, and had a very excitable ncrvous
temperament. She relicd too much on her good doors cased
in iron, and her faithful keys always jingling in her girdle, to
give credence for any length of time to the entrance and
escape of Zdenko the night before the last, She therefore
spoke to Consuclo in affectionate and compassionato terms, be-
seeching her not to identify herself with the unhappiness of the
family so as to destroy her health, and made an effort to inspire
her with hopes of her nell)hew’s speedy return, which she herself
in the seeret recesses of her heart began to lose.

But she was agitated at once by sentiments of fear and hope,
when Consuelo, with a look glowing with satisfaction and a
smile of gentle pride, roplied, “You have good reason to hope,
dear madam, and to wait with confidence, Count Albert is
alive and as I hope not very ill; for' in his retreat he is still
interested in his books and flowers. I am certain of it, and
could give you proofs.”

“What do you mean to say, my dear child?’ ericd the
canoness, struck by her air of conviction. “ What have yeu
learned? what have you discovered? Speak, in the name of
Heaven! restore life to a despairing family!”

“ Say to Count Christian that his son lives and is not far
from this, This is as true as that 1 love and respect you.”

The canoncss rose for the purpose of hastening to her bro-
ther, who had not yet Gescended to the saloon; but a look
and & sigh from the chaplain arrested her steps.

“ Luet us not inconsiderately ihspire such joyful hopes in my
poor Christian's breast,” said she, sighing iv her turn. “If
the fact should contradict your sweet promises, my dear child,
we should give a death-blow to his unhappy father.”

"lThen you doubt my words ?” replied the astonished Con-
suelo,

“ God forbid, noble Nina! But you may be under an illu-
sion. Alas, this has happened so often to ourselves! You say
:ha,t };9\1 have proofs, my dear danghter—can you not mention

ein 2"

“I cannot—at least it seems to me I ought not,” said Cen.
suelo, somcwhat embarrassed. “1 have giscovered a sccret
to which Count Albert evidently attaches great importance,
and 1 do not think 1 ean reveal it without his permission.”

W ithopt. his pcrmission ?” tried the canoness, looking at
the chaplain irresolutely. “ Can she have seen him?’ The
chaplain shrugged his shoulders imperceptibly, not compre-
hending the pain his incredulity inflicted on the poor canoness.

* I hawve not seen him,” returned Consuclo; “ but 1 shull see
him soong-and so will you, I hope. But 1 fear I should retard
his returtt {f I thwarted his wishes by my indiscretion.”
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“May Divine trnth dwell in your heat, generous creatu:
and speak through your lips!” said Wenceslawa, looking a
her with anxious and pitying eyes. “ Keep your secret if you
have one, and restore Albert to us if it be in your power. "All
that 1 know is, that if this be realized I will embrace your
knees, as at this moment I kiss your poor forchead—which is
moist and burning,” added she, turning towards the chaplain
with an air of great emotion, after having pressed her lipa to
the fevered forehead of the young girl,

“ Even if she bo mad,” said she to the latter, as soon as they
were alone, “ she is still an angel of goodness, and she seems
more interested in our sufferings than we are oursclves. AL,

ather, there seems to be a curse upon this house! Xvery one
who has a lofty and noble heart seems struck here with de-
rangement, and our life is passed in pitying what we are con-
strained to admiro,”

“ 1do not deny the good iutentions of this young stranger,”
repliod the chaplain. “ But that there is delirium in her actions
you cannot doubt, madam, ¢ She must have dreamt of Count
Albert last night, and imprudently gives us her visions as cer-
tainties. De careful not to agitate the pious and resigned
spirit of youy venerable brother by such unfounded assertions,
Perhaps also it would be more prudent not to encourage too
much the rash enterprises of Signora Porporina. They might
lead her into dangers of a different nature from those she has
been willing to encounter hitherto—"’

*“ 1 do not comprchend you,” said the Canoness Wenceslawa,
with great simplicity.

“T feel much embarrassed how to explain mysclf,” returned
the worthy man, “still it scems ¢0 me that—if a secret under-
standing, very honourable and vefy disinterested without donbt,
should be established between this young artist and the noble
count—"

“Well?” said the canoness, opening her eyes very wide.
© “Well, madam! do you not t{ri‘nk that sentiments of intercst
and solicitude, entirely iunocent in their origin, might in a little
time, with the aid of circumstances and romantic-ideas, be-
come d’:mgerous to the repose and dignity of the young mu.
sician?’ :

“I never.would have thought of that,” =aid the canoness,
struck by thisobservation. *Dut do you think, father, that the
Porporina could forget her humble and precariods position
so far as to become attached to one®so much her superior as
my nephew Albert of Rudolstadt?”

“The Count Albert of Rudolstddt might himself contributo
unintentioually to such a feeling, by the inclination he evinces
to treut as projudices tho time-honoured advantages of rank
and birth.”

“ You make me seriously uncasy,” said Wenceslawa, whose
Pride of family constituted her chief and almost only feeling.
* Can this unfortunato feeling have glready tnken root in the



“ore CONSUELO.

~nhild’s heart? Can her agitation and her carnest desire to
discover Albert, conceal any motive less pure than her natural
generosity of soul and attachment to us?”

“ I flatter myself not as yet,” replied the c};z;iplain, whose only
desire was to play an important part in the affairs of the family
by his advice and his counsels, while preserving at the same
time the appearance of timid respect and submissive obsc-
quiousness. “ Still, my dear daughter, you must have your e{gs
open to passing events, and not allow your vigilance to slumber
in the presence of such dangers, This delicate part it is your
duty to Eerform, and it demands all the prudence and penetra-
tion with which heaven has endowed you.” e

After this conversation the canoness's thoughts were in a
state of the utmost confusion, and her anxiety took cntirely a
new direction. She almost forgot that Albert was as it were
lost to her, perhaps dying, perhapseven dead, and thought only
of preventing the eflects of an affection, which in her secret
heart she called disproportionate; like the Indian in the fable,
who, pursued into a tree by terror under the form of a tiger,
amuses himself by contending with annoyance in the form of o
fly buzzing about his head.

All day long she kept her eyes fixed upon the Porporina,
watching all her steps and anxiously analyzing every word she
uttered. Our heroine, for the courageous Consuelo was one at
that moment in all the force of the term, casily perceived this
anxiety, but was far from attributing it to any other feeling
than the doubt of her fulfilling her promise to restore Albert.
She never thought of concealing her agitation, so much was
she convinced, by the tranqujlhity and firmness of her con-
science, that she ought to beproud of her project rather than
blush for it. The modest confusion which the young count's
enthusiastic expression of attachment for her ?md excited in
her mind a few days before, gradually faded away beforo her
serious resolution, free as it was from the least shade of vanity.
The bitter sarcasms of Amelia, who had a suspicion of the
nature of her enterprise without knowing its details, did not
move her in the least. She hardly heard them, und only an-
swered Dy smiles; loaving to the canoness, whose cars were
opened wider every hour, the care of recording them, of com-
menting upon them, and finding in them a terrible meaning.

CRAPTER XLT. .

NEeVERTHELFES, seeing that-she was watched by Wenceslawa
with more vigilance than ever, Consuclo feared that she might
be thwarted by a mistaken zcal, and composed lierself to a
more restrained demeanour; thanks to which precaution she
was enabled during the day to escape from the canoness's at-

. tent'i'gg],‘ and with nimble feet to take the direction of the

Schreckénstain. She had no other projeet in view at the mo-
ment, than to meet Zdeukb, to lead him to an explanation, and
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ascertain positively if he was willing to conduct her to Albelimee
Shefound him quite close to the castle on the path which led
to the Schreckenstein. lic seemed on his way to meet her,
and addressed her with great volubility in Bohemian, * Alas!
I do not comprehend you,” said Consuelo, as soon as she could
find an opportunity of speaking; 1l hardly know Qerman,
that harsh language which you hate like slavery, and which
to me is as sad as exile. Butsince we cannot otherwise under-
stand each other, consent to speak it with me; we speak it each
as badly as the other. I promise you to learn Bohemian, if
you will teach it to me.”

At these friendly words Zdenko became serious, and stretch-
ing out to Consuelo his dry and callous hand, which she did
not hesitate to clasp in hers, “ Sweet daughter of God,” said
he, in German, “I will teah you my language and my songs.
‘Which do you wish me to begin with?”

Consuelo thought it better to yicld to his fancies, and em-
ploy the vehicle of song in guestioning him, I wish that you
would sing to mne,” said she, ¢ the ballad of Count Albert.”

“ There are,” replied he, ** more than two hundred thousand
ballads about my brother Albert. I cannot teach them to you,
a8 you would not comprehend them. Every day 1 make new
ones, which do not in the least resemble the old. Ask me for
anything clse.”

* Why should I not comprehend them? T am the consola-
tion. 1 am called Consnelo for you—do you understand? and
for Count Albert who alone knows me here,”

“ You Consuelo?” said Zdenko, ewith a mocking laugh.
“ Oh, you do not know what you say. The deliverance is en-
chained—"" .

* 1 know—Thg consolation is pitiless. But it is you who are
iguorant, Zdenko. The deliverance has broken its chains, the
consolation has freed itsclf from its shackles.”

“False! false! madness, German talk!” returned Zdenko,
oga-si’r’lg his Jaugh and his gambols; “ you do not know how to
sing, .

“Yes, I do know,” said Consnelo; “listen.,” And she sang
the first phrase of his song of the three mountaing, which she
had ﬁxe&r in her memory, with the words which Amelia had
asgisted her to recolleet and pronounce. Zdenke heard her
with transports of delight, and said with a decp sigh, “Ilove
you dearly, my sister—much, veryemuch! $hall 1 teach you
another song?”

* Yes, that of Count Albert, bat first in GGerman; afterwards
you shall teach it to me in Bohemian.”

“ How docs it begin?” said Zdenko, looking at her roguishly.

Consuelo began the air of the song she had heard the day
before: "”lera is down there, down there, a soul in lobour and
in pain—

O, that was yesterday’s; I do not recollect it to-day,” said
7.denko, interrupting her, ¢



K04, CONSUFLO.

¢

i Well, tell me to-day's.”
=76 The first words? you must tell me the first words.”

“ Tho first words? Here they are—listen: Count Albert is
down yonder, down yonder in the grotto of Schreckenstein—"

Hardly had she pronounced these words when Zdenko sud-
denly changed his countenance and attitude; and hiseyes flashed
with indignation. lle mado three steps backward, raised his
hands as if to curse Consuelo, and began to talk Bohemian to
her with all tho encrgy of anger and menace. Frightened at
first, but reassured on seeing that he retired from her, Consuclo
wished to recall him, and made a movement as if to follow hint.
He turned infuriated, and seizing an enormous stone, which he
seemed to raise without difficulty in his weak and ficshless
arms: “Zdenko has never doue harm to any one,” eried he in
German; “ Zdenko would not bregk the wing of a poor fly,
and if a little child wished to kill him, he would allow himself
to be killed by a little child. But if you look at me again, if
you say another word to ine, daughter of evil!—liar'—Austrian!

denko will crush you like an eartiworm, if he should after-
wards be obliged to throw himsclf into the torrent to cleanse
:lli: ‘li)otiy and his soul from the human blood which he had

ed !’

Consuelo, terrified, took to flicht, and at the bottom of the
hill met a countryman, who, astonished at sceing her running,
rale and as if pursued by some one, asked her if she had met
a wolf. Consuelo, wishing to know if Zdenko was subject to
fits of furious madness, said that she had met the innocent, and
that he had frightened her.

“ You must not be afraid of the innocent,” said the country-
man, smiling at what he considered the cowardico of a fine
lady. “Zdenko is not wicked;' he is always singing or laugh-
ing, or reciting stories which nobedy understands, and which
are very beautiful.”

“ But sometimes he gets angry, and then he threatens and
throws stonest”

“Never, never,” replied the countryman; ¢ that never has
happened. You need never be afraid of Zdenko. Zdenko is
as innocent as an angel.” .

When she had recovered from her fright, Consuclo felt that
the countryman must be right, and that she had provoked by
an iinprudent word the first and only attack of fury which the
innocent Zdenko had ever experienced.  She reproached her-
self Litterly. “I was too Lasty,” said she to herself; *“1 have
awa.kcnqd in the peaceful mind of this man, deprived as he is
of what is proudly enlled reas8n, a suflering to which until this
moment he w:s a stranger, and which may now seize upon
him on the slighiest occasion.  He was formerly only partially
deranged, erﬁaps I have made him a eonfirmed madman,”

But she %eca.me still more dejected in thinking of the motives
for Zdenko’s anger. It was beyond all doubt that she had
guessed rightly in naming the Schreckenstein as the place of
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Albort’s retreat. But with what jealous and anxious care §id.
Albert and Zdenko wish to hide this secret even from her! She,
it was plain, was not exeeptod from this proscription; she had
then no influence over Count Albert; and the feeling which
prompted him to call her his consolation, the pains he had *
taken the day before to cause Zdenko to invoke her aid by a
aymbolic song, his confiding to his crazy follower the name of
Consuelo—was all this solely the fantasy of the moment, and
did no truc and constant aspiration point out to him one per-
son more than anotlter as his liberator and his consolation?
Evon the name of Consolation, uttered, and as it were divined,
by him, was a matter of pure chance. She had not concealed
from any one that she was of Spanish birth, and that her
mother tongue was still more familiar to her than the Italian;
and Albert, excited to a ptteh of enthusiasm by her soni, and
knowing of no expression more oncrgetic than that which em-
bodied the idea for which his soul thirsted, and with which his
imagination was filled, had addressed her in a language which
he knew perfectly, and which no one about him cxcept herself
could understand,

Consuelo had nover been much deccived in this respect.
Still, so faleiful and so ingenious a coincidence had seemed to
her somnething providentinl, and her imagination had seized
upon it without much examination.

But now everythiug was once more doubtful. Had Albe:ﬁ
in some new phase of his mania, forgotten the feeling he h:
cxperienced for her? 'Was she heneeforth useless for his relief,
powerless for his welfare? or was Zgenko, who had appeared
so intelligent and earnest in geconding Albert's designs, more
hopelessly deranged than Cousuelo had been willing to sup-
vose? Did he merely executo the orders of his fiiend, or did
he completely t8rgot them, when he furiously forbade to the
young girl all approach to the Schreckenstein, and all insight
into the truth?

“Well,” whispered Amelia, on her return, “did you seo
Albert this cvening tloating in tho sunset clouds? or will you
make him come down the chimney to-night by some potent
spell?”

P Porhaps so,” replied Consuelo, a little srovoked. It was
the figgt time in her life that she felt her pride wonnded. She
had entered upon her enterprise with so pure and disinterested
a fooling, so earnesi and high-mingded a purpose, that she suf-
fered deeply at the idea of being bantcred u.midespuod for
want of success. .

She was dejected and molancholy all the evening; and the
canoness, who remarked the change, did not fail to attribute it
to her fear of having disclosed the fatal attachment which had
been born in her heart. .

The canoness was strangely deceived. If Consuclo had
nourished the first secils of a new passion, she would have been
an entire stranger to the fervent faith and holy confidence
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w(ich had hitherto guided and sustained her. I3ut so far from
318, she had perhaps never oxperienced the poignant return of
her former passion more strongly, than under theso circum-
stancos, when she strove to withdraw horself from it by deeds
of hervism and a sort of exalted humanity.

On entering her apartment in the evening, she fonnd on her
gpinet an old book, gilt and ornamented, which she imme-
diately thought she recognisod as that which she had seen
Zdenko carry away from Albert’s study the night before. She
opened it at “the page where the tassel was placed; it was at
that penitontial psalm which conunences: De profundis cla-
mavi ad te. And these Latin words were underlined with ink
which appeared to have becn recently written, for it stuck a
little to the opposite page. She turned over the leaves of the
whole volume, which was u famous ancient Bible, calied Kra-
lic’s, printed in 1579, but found no other indication, no margi-
nal note, no letter. But this simple ery, rising as it were froin
the dei)ths of the oarth, was it not suthciently significant, suf-
ficiently cloquent? What a conjradiction there was then
between the expressed and constant desire ot Albert, and tho
recent conduct of Zdenko.

Consuelo was convinced of the truth of her last supposition.
Albert, woak and helpless at the bottom of the subterranean
cavern which she supposed to bo under the Nchreekenstein,
was perhaps detained there by Zdenko’s senseless tenderncess.
He was perhaps the vietim of that idiot who watched over and
cherished him after his own fashion, kept hinn a elose prisoner,
although yielding sometimes of his own desire to sce the light
of day while he exceuted Albert’s messages to Consuelo, bus
opposing himself entirely to the success of her attempts from
fear orinexplicable caprice. “ Well,” said she, “1 will go, even
if I should have to encounter real dangers; ) will go, though
I should seem ridiculously imprudent iu the cyes of stupid and
selfish persons; T will go, though I should be humiliated by the
indifference of him who swmmony me.  Tlumiliated! and how
can I be so, if he be himself really as erazy as poor Zdenko?
I can have no feeling but one of pity towards either of them,
I shall have done my duty. 1 shall have obeyed the voice of
God which inspires me, and llis hand which impels me for-
ward with irresistible force.”

The feverish excitement in which she had been dusmng the
whole of the preceding days, and which, sinee her last unfor-
tunate meeting with Zderko, had given plaee to a painful
laugoar, orce snore manifestad itself both in her mind and body.
She folt all her strength restored, and hiding from Amehia
the book, her ¢ nthasiasin, and her desiyn, she exchanged rome
cheerful worls with ber, waited till she had gone to sleen, and
then hastened to the Fountuin of Tears, furnished with a little
dark lantern which she had procured that snme morning,

She waitod a loug while, and was several times obliged to
enter Albert's study in order to revive her chilled limbs by a
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warmer air.  'While there, she cast a glance upon the enormot
mnass of books, not arranged in rows as in a library, but throw!
pell-mell upon the floor in the middle of the chamber, as if
with a sort of contempt and disgust. She ventured to open
some of them, They were almost all written in Latin, and
Consuelo could only presume that they were works of religious
controversy, cmanating from the Romish Church or appraved
by it. She was endeavouring to comprehend their titles, when
she at last heard the bubbling of.the water. She closed hor
lantern, hastened to hide herself behind the balustrade, and
awaited Zdenko's arrival. This tine he did not stop either
in the garden or tho study, but passed through both, and
crossing Albert’s apartment, procceded, as (onsuelo learned
afterwards, to listen at the door of the oratory, and of Count
Christian’s chamber, in order to see whether the old man was
praying in distress or sleeping tranquilly. This was a step
which his own anxiety often prompted {nim to take without
Albert’s suggestion, as will be scen by what follows,

Consuolo did not hesitate as to the part she had to take; her
plan was already arranged. She no lonzer trasted to the
reason or the good will of Zdenko; shie wished to reach, alono
and without gaard, him whom she supposed a prisoner.  Most
probably there was but one path which led under ground from
the cistern of the chatcan to that of the Nchreckenstein, If
this path was difficult or dangerous, at Jeast it was practicable,
sinee Zdenko passed through it every night. It certainly must
be so with a light; and Consuelo was provided with tapers, with
steel, tinder, and flint, 1o strike five incase of aceident. \What
ingpired her with the greatest confidence of arriving at the
Schreckenstein by this subtorrayean route, was an ancient story
she had heard the canoness relate, of a siege formerly sustained
hy the Teutonic (Irder, *'Those knights,” said Wenceslawa,
*“had in their very refectory a cistern which supplied themn with
water from the neighbouring mountain, and when their spies
wished to muke a sortic to observe the enemy, they dried the
cistern, traversed its subterranean passages, and came out at
a village at some distance which was subject to them.” Con-
suelo remembercd that according to the tradition of the coun-
try, the village which had covered the hill, called Sch¥eckenstein
since its destruction by fire, had been subject to the Fortreas of
the Giaunts, and had ‘had secret communication wigh it in the
time of siege.  She was strengthened therefore both by reason
and by tradition, in seeking this communication and outlet.

She profited by the absence of Zdenko to descend into the
well. Before doing so however she fell upon her knees, con-
mended herself to God, and, with simple and unaffected piety,
made a sign of the cross, as she had done in the wing of the
theatre of San Samuel hefore appearing upon the stage for the
first time, Then she couragnously descended the steep and
winding stairs, soarching in tho wall for the points of support
whioh she had scon “4denko make ugo of, and not leoking be-
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feath her for fear of dizziness. She reachod the iron chain
“without accident, and as soon as she had seized hold of it, felt
more assured, and had sufficient coolness to look down towards
the bottom of the well. There was still some water, and this
discovery caused her a moment’s agitation. But a little re-
flection reassured her immediately, The well might be ver
deep, but the opening in the subterrancan J)assage by whic
Zdenko came, must be placed at a certain distance below the
surface of the soil. She had already descended fifty steps, with
that address and agility which young ladies educated in draw-
ing-rooms can never attain, but which the children of the
peO]ﬁnle acquire in their sports and pastimes, and gives them a
vonfidence and courage which they ever afterwards retain.
The only real danger was that of slipping on the wet steps; but
Consuelo had found in a corner ax old slouched hat with large
brims, which Baron Frederick had long worn in the chase,
and this she had cut up and fastencd to her shoes after the
manner of buskins, She had remarked a similar contrivance
on the foet of Zdenko in his last hocturnal expedition,. With
theso felt soles Zdenko walked through the corridors of the
chéteau without making any noise, and it was on this account
he had seemed to her rather to i;lide like a ghost*:han to walk
like a human being. It was also the custom of tho Hussites
thus to shoc their spies and even their horses, when they at-
tompted a surprise upon the enemy.
. At the fifty-second step, Consuelo found a sort of platform
and a low arched passage-way leading from it, She did not
hesitate to enter, and to advance in a low, narrow, and subter-
ranean gallery, still dripping with the. water which had just
left it, and hewed out and ajched by the hand of man with
great solidity. She walked forward, without meeting any ob-
stacle or feeling any emotion of fear for avout five minutes,
when she imagined she heard a slight noise behind her.

1t was perhugs Zdenko, who had descended, and was taking
the road to the Schreckenstein. But she was in advance of him,
and she quickened her pace in order not to be overtaken by so
dangerous a travelling companion. He had no reason to sup-
pose she was before him, and of course could not be in pursuit
of her; and while he amused himself with singing and mutter-
ing his interminable stories, she would have time to reach
.Aﬁ:ert and put herself under his protection. <

But the noise which sho heard, increased, and seemed liké
that of water which roars and strives and ‘rushes forward,
What could have hap‘{seneﬂ? Had Zdenko perceived her
design? Had he raised the sluice-gate to intercept her and
swallow her 4p? But he conld not do this before passing it
himself, and ho was behind her. This reflection was not ver
comforting. Zdenko was capable of devoting himself to dea.tl!
and drowning with her, rather than betray Albert’s retreat.
St Consuelo saw no gate, no sluico-way, no stone in her path,
whith could have retained the water and afterwards givon it
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vent,  In this case the water could only be before her, and .
noise came from Lehind. It still increased, it mounted, it ap-
proached with a roar like thunder.

Suddenly Consuelo, struck by a horrible idea, perceived that
the gallery, instead of rising, descended, at first with a gentle
inclination, and afterwards more and more rapidly. The un-
fortunate girl had mistaken the way. In her hurry, and con-
fused by the thick vapour which arose from the bottom of the
cistern, she had not seen a second arch, much larger, and
direetly opposite that which she had taken. She had entered
the canal which scerved to carry away the surplus water of the
well, instead of that which ascended to the reservoir or spring.
Zdenko, returning by the opposite path, had quietly raised the
gate; the water had fallen in a cascade to the bottomn of the
cistern, which was alreadyefilled to the height of the waste
passage, and was now rushing into the gallery in which Consuelo
fled, almost oxpiring with terror. In a short period the gallery—
which was so proportioned that the cistern lost less water by
this outlot than it received®by the corresponding one on the
opposite side, and could thus be filled—would in its turn be over-
tlowed.  In an instant, in the twinkling of an eye, the gallery
would be inendated, and the inclination was still downward
towards the abyss whither the water tended to precipitate itself.
The vault, dripping fromn the roof, announced clearly that the
water filled it entircly, that there was no possible means of
safety, and that all tho speed she could employ, would not save
the unhappy victim from the impetuosity of the torrent. The
air was already rent up by the great mass of water which hur-
ried onwards with a deafening noise; a suffocating heat impeded
her respiration, and produced a’sort of deadening effect on all
her faculties.  Alrcady the roarinz of the unchained flood

* sounded in her very car—already a red foam, threatening pre-
cursor of the comiug wave—tilowed over the path, and out-
stripbed the uncertain and fecble steps of tho terrified victim.

CHAPTER XLIL

“{) ay mother!” she eried, “open thine arms to receive me!
O Anzoleto, I love thee! O my God, receive my soul into &
bettor world!”

1lardly had she uttered this ery of agony to Heaven, when
she tripped_and stumbled over somo object in her path. O
surprise! O divine gooduess! 1t is a steep and narrow stair-
caso, opening from onc of the palls of the gallery, and u]p
which she rushes on the wings u[»;' ar and of hope! The vault
rises before her—the torrent dashes forward—strikes the stair-
case which Consuclo has had just time to clear—engulfs the
first ten steps—wets to the anclo the agile feet which ily before
it, and filling at last to the vaulted roof the gallery which
(‘onsuelo has left behind her, 18 swallowed np in the darkness,
and falls with a horrible din into a?deop reservoir, which the

0

-
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.eroic girl looks down upon from a little platform she has
“reached on her knees and in darkuess.

Her candle had been extinguished. A violont gust of
wind had preceded the irruption of the mass of waters. Con-
suelo fell prostrate upon the last stop, sustained hitherto by
the instinet of sclf-preservation, but ignorant it she was saved—
if the din of this cataract was not a new disaster which was
about to overtake her—if the cold spray which dashed up even
to where she was kneeling, aand bathed her hair, was not the
chilling hand of death extended to seizo her.

In the mean time, the reservoir is filled by degrees to the
height of other derper waste ways, which carry still farther
into the bowels of the carth the current of the abundaut spriag.
The noise dimninishoes, the vapours are dissipated, and a hollow
and harmonious murmur echoes through the caverns, With a
trembling hand Consuclo suceeeds in relighting her candle.
Her heart still beats violently against her bosom, but her
courage is restored, and throwing herself on her knecs, she
thanks God. Lastly, she examires the place in which she iy,
and throws the trembling light of her lantern upon the sur-
rounding objects. A vast cavern hollowed by the hand of
nature, is extended like a roof over an abyss igto which the
distunt fountain of the Schreckenstein Hows, and loses itself
in the recesses of the mountain,  This abyss is so deep that
the water which dashes into it cannot be secn at the bot-
tom; but when a stone is thrown in, it is heard falling for
a space of two minutes with a noise reseinbling thunder.  The
echoes of the cavern repeat it for a long time, and the hollow
and frightful dash of tile water is heard still longer, and might
be taken for the howliugs of 'the infernal pack. At one side
of this cavern a narrow and” dangerous path hollowed out of
the rock runs along the margin of' the preeipice, and is lost in
another gallery where the labour of man ccascs, and which
takes an upward direction and leaves the conrse of the current.

This is the road which Consnwelo must take. There is no
other—the water has elosed and entirely filled that by which
she came. It is impossible to await Zdenko's return in the
grotto; its dampness would be fatal, and already the tlame of
her candle grow s pale, lickers, and threatens to expire, without
the possibility of being relighted.

Consuclo is not paralyzed by the horror of her situation.
She thinks indeed that she is no longer on the road to the
Schreckenstein, but thal these subterrancasi galleries which
opcn before her, are a freak of nature, and conduct to places
which are impassable, or to’some labyrinth whence there is no
issuc. Still she will venture, were it only to scek a safor
asylum until the next night.  'The next night, Zdenko will
return and stop the current, the gallery will be again emptied,
and the captive can retrace hor steps and onco more behold
the blue vault of hewven

Congyelg therefore plynged into the mysierious recesses of



CONSUELO. 2%

the cavern with fresh courage, attentive this time to all ghe
peculiarities of the soil, and always careful to follow the ascefid- "
g paths, without allowing her course to be diverted by the
different galleries, apparently more spicious and moro direet,
which presented themselves every moment. By this means
she was sure of not again meeting any currents of water, and
of being able to retrace her steps. .

$ho continued to advance in the midst of a thousand ob-
stacles, Enormous stones blocked up her path; gigantic bats,
awakened from their slumnbers by the light of the lantern, came
striking against it in squadrons, and whirlfpg around the tra-
veller like spirits of darkness.  After the fngt emotions of sur-
prise were over, she felt her courage incrcase at each fresh
danger.  Sometimes she climbed over inuncense bloeks of stone
which had been detacheddrom the huge vault overhead, where
other enormous masses huue from the eracked and disjointed
roof, as if every moment about to fall and overwhelm her. At
other times the vanlt became so low and narrow that Consuelo
was obliged to ereep on %her hands and knees amid a close
and heated atinosphere, i order to foree a passage.  She pro-
ceeded thus for half an hour, when on turning a sharp angle
which her#ight and agile form could hardly pass, she fell from
Charybdis into Sevlla, on findin hersclg face to face with
Zdenko--Zdeuko, at first petrifiesl by sarprisc and frozen H
terror, but soon indignant, furious, and menacing, as she Iy
proviously scen him.

In this labyrinth, surrounded by such numberless obstacles,
and aided only by a lisht whieh the want of air threatened to
stifle every moment, Consuelo felt Yhat flight was impossible.
Tor a moment she had the iflea of defending herself hand to
hand against his murderous attempts; for Zdenko’s wandering
eyes and foanting mouth safficiently announced that this
time he would not confine himself to threats. Suddenly he
took a strange and ferocious resolution, and began to gather
huge stones and build them one upon the other between him-
self and Consuclo, in order to wall up the narrow guller.v: in
which she was.  In this way he was cortain, by not emptying
the cistern for several days, to cause her to perish with hun§et,
like the bee which encluses the incautious hornet in his cell hy
stopping up the mouth with wax. .

}!lnt it was not with wax, but with grauite, that Zdenko built,
and he carried on his work with astonishing rapidity. &
amazing strongth which this man{ although cmaciated and ug-
parently so weak, displayed ip collecting and arranging the
blocks, proved to Consuelo that all resistance would bo vain,
and_that it was better to trust to finding another exit by re-
tracing her steps, than to drive him to extremity by irritating
him. “She used her utmost powers of entreaty and persuasion
to endeavour to move him. “Zdenko,” said she, “ what are
you doing there, foolish onct Albert will reproach you with
my doath. Albert. expects and ealls me, I am his friend, hig
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» ect{solation, his satety. In destroying me, you desteoy your
friend and your brother.”

But Zdenko, fearing to be persuaded, and resolved to con-

, tinue his work, commenced to sing in his own languago a
lively and animated air, still continuing to build his cyclopcan
wall with an active and powerful hangy

One stone only was wanting to complete the edifice. Con-
suelo with a feeling of terror, saw him fix it in its place.
“ Never,” thought she, “shall I be able to demolish this wall;
I should require the hands of a giant,”” The wall was now
finished, and immediately she sauw Zdenho commence building
another, behind the first. It was a quarry, a whole fortress,
which he meant to heap up between her and Albert. lic
contii(nucd to sing, and seemed to take extreme pleasure in his
work. -

A fortunate idea at last occurred to Consuelo. She remem-
bered the famous heretical formula she had requested Amelia
to explain to her, and which had so shocked the chaplain.
“Zdenko!” cried she in Bohemian, through one of the openings
of the badly joined wall which already separated them; * friend
Zdenko, may he who has been wronged salute thee !”

Haxdly had she pronounced these words, when tHty operated
upon Zdenko like a charm: he let tall the enormous block
which he held, uttered o deep sigh, and began to demolish his
wall with even more promptitude than he had displayed in
building it. Then reaching his hand to Consuelo, he assisted
her in silence to surmount the scattered fragments, after which
he looked at her with attentiou, sighed deeply, and giving her
three keys tied together with a rpd ribbon, pointed out the path
before her, and repeated, *“M: y ho who has been wronged
salute thec!”

“Will you not serve me as a guide?” said ‘fhe.  “ C‘onduect
me to your, master.” Zdenko shook his head. “1 have 1o
mastor,” said he; “I had a friend, but you deprive me of hin,
Our destiny is accomplishell. Go whither God.directs you; as
for me, 1 shall weep here till you retwrn.”

And seating himself upon the ruins, he buried his head in
his hands, and would not utter another word. Consuclo did
not stop long to console him. She feared the return of his
fury, and profiting by this momentary respect, and certain at
last of being on the route to the Schreckenstein, she hurried
forward on her way. 1n her uncertain and perilous journey,
Consuclo had not made much advance; for Zdenko, who-had
taken a much longer route, but one which was inaccessible to
the water, had met her at the point of junction of the two sab-
torranean passuges, which made the cireuit of the chatean, its
vast outbuildings, and the hil on which it stood—one, by a
well arranged windinz path, excavated in the rock by the
hand of man—the other frightful, wild, and full of dangers,
Consuelo did not in the lgast imagine that she was at that
moment undor the park, and yot she passed its gates and
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moat by a path which all the keys and all the pmen.utioanf
the canoness could no longer close against her,

After having procceded some distance on this new route, she
almost resolved to tnrn back and renounce an enterprise which
had already proved so difficult and almost fatal to her, Per™
haps fresh obstaéles avgmited her.  Zdenko’s ill will might be
excited atresh. And ™he should pursue and overtake her?
If he shounld raise a sccond wall to prevent her return?
Whereas, on the other hand, by abandoning her project, and
asking him to clear the way to the cistern and empty it again
that she might ascend, she had cvery chance of finding him
gentle and benevolent.  But she was still too much under the
influence of her recent cinotion, to think of once more facing
that fantastic being. The terror he had caused her inereased
in proportion to the distance which separated them, and after
having escaped his vengeance by almost miraculous presence
of mind, she felt herself utterly overcome on thinking of it.
She therefore continued her {light, having no longer the courage
to attempt what iight be*necessary to render him favourable,
and only wishing to find one of those magic doors, the keys of
which he had given her, in ovder to place a barrier between
herself an® the possible return of his fury.

But might she not find Albert—that other madman whom
she rashly persisted in thinking kind and tractablo—actuated
by feelings toward her, similar to those whieh Zdenko had just
manifested? There was a thick veil of doubt and uncertainty
over all this adventure; aund stripped of the romantic attraction
which had served as an inducemept for her to undertake it,
Consuelo asked herself if she was not the most crazy of the
three, to have precipitated hgrself into this abyss of dangers
and mysteries, without boing sure of arriving at a favourable
result. *

Nevertheless she followed the gallery, which was spacious,
and admirably excavated by the athletic heroes of the middle
ages. All the rocks were cut through by an elliptic arch of
much character and rogularity. The less compact portions,
the chalky veius of the soil, and all those places where there
was any danger of the roof falling in, were supported by finely
worked arches of freestone, bound together Ly square key-
stones of granite. Consnelo did not stop to admire this im-
mense work, executed with a solidity which promised to defy
the lapse of many ages; ncither did she ask hersclf how the
present owners of the chatean could be ignorant of the exist-
ence of so important a construgtion.

She might have explained it by remembering, that all the
historical documents of the family and cstate had been de-
stroyed more than a century before, at the epoch of the
Reformation in Bohemia: Lut, she no longer looked around her,
aud hardly bestowed a thought upon anything except her own
safety, satisfied with simply finding a level floor, an air which
she ¢ould breathe, and a free spAce in which to move, She
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*haf still a long distance to traverse, although this direct route
to the Schreckenstein was much shorter than the winding path
through the mountain. She found the way very tedious, aud no

Zonger able to determine in what divection she was proceeding,
she knew not if it led to the Schreckepstein, er to some more
distant termination, *

After walking for about a quartor of an hour, she found the
vault gradually increase in height, ani the work of the archi-
tect cease entirely. Nevertheless these vast quarries, and these
majestic grottoes through which she passed, were still the work
of man; but trenched upon by vegetation, aud receiving the
external air through numberless fissures, they had o less
ﬁ]oomy aspect than the galleries, and contained a thousand

iding-places and means of escape from the pursuit of an irri-
.tated adversary. But a noise of running water which was
now heard made Consuelo shudder; and if she had been able
to léest in such a_situation, sho might have confessed to her-
self that Baron Frederick on his return from the chase had
never expressed a greater horror of water than she experi-
enced at that instant.

But reflection soon reassured her.  Tiver since sje had left
the precipice where she had been so nearly overwhelmed with
the rush of water, she had continued to ascend, and unless
Zdenko had at his command a hydraulic machine of incon-
ceivable power and extent, he could not raise to that height his
terrible auxiliary, the torrent. DBesides, it was evident that
she must somewhere encounter the current of the fountain, the
sluice, or the spring itself; “ind if she had reflected farther, she
would have becn astonished that she had not yet found iu her
path this mysterious source, this' Fountain of Tears which sup-
plied the cistern. The fact was, that® the spring pursued 1ts
way through unknown regions of the mountain, and that the

allery, cutting it at right angles, did not encounter it cxeept
Jjust near the cistern, and afterwards under the Schrecken-
stein, as happened to Consuelo. The sluice-gate was far
behind her, on the path which Zdenko had passed alone, aud
Consuelo approached the spring, which for ages had been seen
by no onc except Albert and Zdenko. In a short timo she
met with the current, and this time she walked along its bank
without fear and without danger.

. A path of smooth fresh sand bordered the,course of the
limpid and transparent stréam, which ran with a pleasant
murmur between carefully formed banks. There the handi-
work of man ones more reappdared. The path sloped down
to the margin of the rivulet, and woanil its way through heau-
tlfql aquatic plants, enormous wall-lowers, and wild bramnbles,
which: ‘Bourished in this sheltered place without injury fromn
the Yot the season.  Linough of the external air ponetrated
througilys s and crevices to support the vegetation, but these
erevices were too narrow to afford passage to_the curious eye
which sought to pry into them from without. It was like a na-
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tural ho$-house, preserved by its vaults from eold and snow, bu.
sufficiently aired by a thousand imperceptible breathing-holes.
It seemced as if sonie careful and discriminating hand had pro-

" tected the lives of those beautiful plants, and freed the sand,
which the torrent threw uipon its banks of any stones, that
could havo hurt the fe8@ and this supposition would have
been correct. It was Zdenko who had made the neighbour.
hood of Albert’s retreat so lovely, pleasant, and sccure.

Consuclo already began to feel the grateful influence which
the less gloomy and poctic aspoct of external objects produced
upon her imagination.  When she saw the palo rays of the
moon glance here amd there thirough the openings of the rocks,
and reflect themselves apon the moving water; when she saw
the motionless plants, which the water did not reach, agitated
at intervaly by the wind of the forest; when she perceived her-
self ascending nearer and nearer to the surface of the earth,
she felt her strength renovated, gud the reception which awaited
her at the end of her heroi~ pilgrimage was depicted to her
mind in less sombre colours, At last she saw the path turn
abruptly from the margin of the stream, enter a short gallery
newly Duilt, wnd terminate at a little door, which secmed of
metal, it was so cold, and which was encircled, and as it were
framed, by an cnormous ground-ivy.

When she saw herself at the end of all her fatigues and un-
certainty—when she rested her weary hand upon this last
obstacle, which would yicld to her touch in a moment (for she
held the key of the door in her other hand)—('onsuelo hesitated,
and folt a timidity take possession of her, which was more
ditficult to conquer than all her terrors.  She was about to
peuctrate alone into a place elosdd to every eye, to every human
thought, and thers to surprise, in sleep or reverie, a ngan whom
she hardly knew; who was neither her father, nor her brother,
nor her husband; who perhaps loved her, but whom she neither
could love nor wished to love, ** (God has conducted me here,”
thought she, ** through the most frightful dangers. It is b;
his will and by his protection that L have reached this spot. 1
come with a fervent mind, a resolution full of charity, & tranquil
heart, a disinterestedness proof against every assaalt. Perh:ﬁs
death awaits me, and yet the thought does not terrify me.
life is desolate, and 1 ¢ould lose it without much regret; T felt
this an instant since, and for the last hour I have séen myself
doomed to a frightful death, with & tranquillity for which 1
was not prepared.  This is, perhaps, a favour which God sends
to e in my last moments. Pérhaps I am abouf to perish
under the blows of a madman, and I advauce to meet this
catastrophe with the firmness of a martyr, I bqhea with
ardent faith in an eternal life, and feel t.f;a.t if I pbris '1.161'9,
victimn to africndship, perhaps uscless, but atleast conséiontious
I shall be recompensed in a happier life. 'What delays me?
and why do I cxperience an inexplicable dread, as if 1 were
about o commit a fault, and to havo to blush before him I
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h!sve come to save?”’ Thus did Consuelo, too modest to under-
stand her modesty, struggle with her feelings, and almost
reproach herself for the delicacy of her scruples. Nevertheless
o Bhe put the key into the lock of the door; but she tried to turn
it ten times before she could #csolve to do so. A sensation
of overpowering lassitude took posg@sion of her frame, and
threatened to incapacitate her from proceeding with her enter-
]e)g'se, at the very moment when success seemed to crown her
orts,

CHAPTER XLIIL.

HowEVER, she made up her mind. She had three keys. and
she therefore must pass throngh three doors and two apart-
ments, before reaching that in which she supposed Albert to
be a prisoner. She would thus have sufficicnt time to stop, it
her strength failed her.

She entered a vaulted hall, ®hjch had no other furniture
than a bed of dried fern on which was thrown a sheep-skin as
coverlet. A pair of ancient-looking sandals, very much worn,
served as an indication by which she recognised l%us Zdcnko's
chamber. She recognised also the little basket which she
had carried filled with fruit to the Stoue of Terror, and which
after two days had disappeared. She resolved upon opening
the second door, after having carefully closed the first, for she
still thought with terror of the possible return of the wayward
owner of this dwelling. The sccond apartment which she
entered was vaulted like ¢he first, but the walls were protected
b{ mats and trellises covered with moss. A stove diffused a
pleasant heat through it, and # was doubtless its funncl open-
ing in the rock, which produced the flecting light seen by
Consuelo on the summit of the Schreckenstein. _Albert’s bed,
like Zdenko's, was formed of a heap of leaves and dried herbs;
but Zdenko had covered it with magnificent bear-skins, in spite
of the absolute equality which Albert exacted in all their habits,
and which Zdenko observed in cverything that did not inter-
fere with the passionate tenderncss he felt for him, gnd with
the care which he bestowed upon him in preference to himself.
Consuelo on entering this chamber was received by (ynabre,
who hearing the key turn in the lock, had posted Lhimself upon
the threshold, with raised ear and anxivuseye. But Cynabre
had received a peculiar cducation from his master: he was a
friend, and not a guardian. When young, he had been so strietl;
forbidden to howl and to bavk, that he had entirely lost the
habit so nuturdl to all animals of his species.  If any one had
approachoed Albert with evil intentions, he would have found
his voice; if any one had attacked him, he would have de-
fended him. But prudent and circumnspect as a hermit, he
never riade the slizhtest noise without being sure of what he
was about, and without hqviniz carefully examined and smelt
those whe approached him. e walked up therefore to (fon-
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suclo with a look that had something almost human in s.t;
smelt her dress, and cspecially her hand, which had held for a
long time the keys touched by Zdenko; and ecompletely re-
assured by this ecircumstance, he abandoned himself to the
grateful recollection he had retained of her, and placed his
great velvet paws upon Rer shoulders with silent joy, while ho
slowly swept the carth with his long and feathery tail. After
this grave bat sincere welcome, he returned to his bed on the
corner of the skin which covered his master’s couch,- and
stretched himself upon it with the apparcnt weariness of old
age, although ho still followed with his eyes Consuelo’s every
step and movement.

Before venturing to approach the third door, Consuelo cast
a glance around this hermitage, in order to gather from it
some indication of the morhl condition of him who oceupied it.
She found no trace of madness or despair,  An extreme neat-
ness and order prevailed throughout. A cloak and other
garments were hanging from the horns of the urus, a curiosity
which Albert had brought from the forests of Lithuania, aud
which served for clothes-pegs. llis numerous books were re-
gularly arrgneed in a book-case of rough boards, supported by
great bramches admirably fashioned by a rude but inge-
nious hand. The tablo and the two chairs were of the samo
workmanship. A hortus siccus and some old hooks of musie,
entirely unknown to (fonsuclo, with titles and words in the
Sclavonic language, scrved to reveal more complotely the
peacetul, simple, and studious habits of the anchorite. An
iron lamp, curious from its antiquitw, was suspended from the
middle of the vault, and burned in the eternal night of this
melancholy sanctunry. .

Consuelo remgrhed that there were no fire-arms in the
place. Notwithstanding the taste of the wealthy inhabitants
of those forosts for the chase and for the objects of luxury which
aceompany its enjoyment, Albert had no gun, not even a }lunt~
ing-knife, and his old dog had nover learned the grande science :
for which reason (‘ynabre was an object of Baron Frederick’s
contempt and pity.” Albert had u horror of blood; and though
he appeared to enjoy life less than any one, ho lad a religious
and boundless respect for the idea of life in general. He
could neither himself kill, nor see killed, even the lowest ani-
mals of creation. lle would have delighted in gll the natural
scicnces, but he contented himscel§ with mineralogy and bo-
tany. Even entomology seemed to him too eruot a seicnce, and
he never could have sacrificed ¢he life of an insect to gratify
his curiosity. Consuclo knew these particulars, and she now
remembered them on seeing the evidences of Albert’s peacoful
occupations. “No, I will not be afraid,” said she to herself,
“of so gentle and peaccful a being. This is the cell of a saint
and not the duugeon of a madman.” DBut the more she was
reassured as to the nature of his mgntal malady, the more did
she feel troubled and confused, She alinost regretted that she
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was not to find a deranged or dying man; and the certainty of
presenting hersclf before a rcal man made her hesitate more
and more,

~ Not knowing how to announge hersclf, sho sunk into a rev-
erie which had lasted some miftites when the sound of an ad-
mirable instrument struck her car: it was a violin of Stradi-
varius, giving birth to a solemn and sublime strain, under a
chaste and skilful hand. Never had (Consuclo heard so perfeet
a violin, so touching and at the same time so stmple a perform-
ance. The air was unknown to her: but from its strange
and simple forms, she judged it to be more ancient than an
ancient music she was acquainted with, She listened with
rapture, and now comprehended how Albert conld have so
well appreciated her from the first phrase ho hcard her sing.
It was becanse he had the revelation of the true, the grand
music, e might not be acquainted possibly with all the won-
derfal resources of the art; but he had within him the divine
afflatus, the intelligence, and the lovo of the beautiful.  When
he had finished, (‘onsuelo, entirely reassured, and animated
by a more lively sympathy, was about to veuture to knock at
the door which still separated her from him, wher it opened
slowly, and she saw the young count advauce, his h®ad bowed
down, his eyes fixed upon the earth, and his violin and bow
hanging loosely in his nerveless hands. His paleness was
frightful, and his hair and dress in a disorder which (‘onsuelo
had not before witnessed. His absent air, his broken and de-
jected attitude, and the despairing apathy of his movements,
announced, if not entire #ienation, at least the disorder and
abandonment, of human reasgh. He secmed one of those
mute and oblivious spectres, in which the Sclavonian people
believe, who enter mechanically into the houses at night, and
are seen to act without connexion and without aim, obeying
as if by instinct the former habits of their lives, without recog-
nising and without secing their friends aind terrified servants,
who fly from or look at them in silence, frozen with astonish-
ment and fear. Such was Consuelo on meeting Count. Albert,
and perceiving that he did not see her, although he was not
two paces distant. Cynabre had risen and licked his master’s
hand. Albert said some friendly words to him in Bohemian;
then following with his eyes the movements of the dog, who
carried his discrect carcsses to Consuelo, he gazed atientively
at the feet of the young girl, which were shod at this noment
much like thoso og Zdonko, and without raising his head, spoke
in Bohejmian some words which she did not understand, but
which spemed ia quastion, and ended with her name.  On see-
ing him in this state, Consuelo felt her timidity disappear.
Yielding entirely to her compassion, she saw only the unfor-
tunate man with his bleeding heart, who still invoked without
recognising her, and placing her hand upon the young man’s
arm confideritly and firmly$ she said to him in S)pn,nigh, with
her pure and penetrating voice, “ Consuelo is here!” \
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CHAPTER XLIV.
»

ITarpLY had Consuelo uttered her name, when Count Albert,
ruising his eyes and looking in her face, immediatcly changed
his attitude and expression.  1le let his violin fall to the ground
with as much indifference as if he had never known its use,
and clasping his hands with an air of profound tenderness and
respoctful sadness, “It is thou then whom I sce at last in this
place of exilo and suffering, O my poor Wanda?” cried he,
uttering a sigh which secrued to rend his breast. “ Dear—
dear—and unhappy sister! | Unfortunate vietim, whom I
avenged too late, and whom I knew not how to defond! Ah!
thou knowest that the villain who outraged thee, perished in
torments, and that my pitiless hand was bathed in the blood
of his accomplices. I opcuned the deep veins of the accursed
church. T washed thy dishonour and my own and that of my
seople, in rivers of blood. 'What more dost thou desire, () rest-
ess and revengeful spirit? The timos of* zcal and anger have
passed away; we live now in the days of repentance and of
expiation.  Ask from me tears and prayers—ask no more for
blood. I have henceforth a horror of blood, and will shed no
more.  No, 1o, not a single drop! John Ziska will henceforth,

611 his chalice only with inexhaustible tears and bitter sobs!”

While speaking thus with wandering eyes and features ani-
mated by a sudden phrenzy, Albert ntoved around Consuelo,
and recoiled with a kind of horroe cach time she made a move-
ment to interrupt this strange adjuration. Consuelo did not
require much refleqion to understand the turn which her host’s
insanity had taken. She had heard the history of John Ziska
related often enough, to know that a sister of that formidable
fanatic, who had becu a nun before the breaking out of the
war of the Hussites, had died of sorrow and shamein her con-
vent, from a foreed breach of her vows; and that the life of

Ziska had been one long and solemn vongeance of that crime.

At that moment, Albert, recalled by some associatjon of ideas

to his ruling faney, believed himself John Ziska, and addressed

her as the shade of Wanda, his unfortunate sister. -

She resolved not to contradiet his illusion too abguptly.

r “Albert,” said she,—*for your nmno is no longér John, as
mine is no longer Wanda—look at me well, and see that 1, as
well as you, am changed in featfres and character. What
you have just said, I came to recall to your mind. Human
justice is more than satisficd, and it is the day of divine justice

" which I now announce to you. God commands us to forgive
and to forget. These fatal recollections, this pertinacity of
yours in exercising a facult{' which he has not given to other
men, this scrapulous and gloomy remembrance which you re-
tain of your anterior existencos, God is offended at, and with-
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draws from you, because you have abused them, Do you hear
me, Albert, and do you understand me now?”’

* O my mother!” yeplicd Albert, pale and trembling, falling
on his knees and looking at Consuclo with an extraordinary |
exprossion of terror, ‘1 do ?cau‘ thee, and understand thy
words. I see that thou transformest thyself, to convince and
subdue me. No, thou art no longer Wanda of Ziska, the vio-
lated virgin, the weeping nun. Thou art Wanda of Prachalitz,
whom men call Countess of Rudolstadt, and who bore in thy
bosom the wretched being they now call Albert.” -

“Tt is not by tho eaprice of men that you are so called,” re-
turned Consuelo with firmness; “for it is God who has caused
a‘ou to live again under other conditions and with new duties.

hose duties, Albert, you either do not know or you despise
them. You travel back the course of ages with an impious
pride; you aspirc to penetrate the secrets ol destiny; you think
to equal yourself with God, by embracinz in your view the

resent and the past. It is I who tell you this, and it is truth,
1t is faith which inspires me; this always looking backwards
is rash and criminal, This supernatural memory which you
attribute to yoursclf, is an illusion. You have taken some
vague and fecble glimmerings for certainty, and, our imagina-
tion has deceived you. Your pride has built up an empty and
unsubstantial edifice, when you assign to yourself the most
important parts in the history of your ancestors. DBeware lest
you arc not what you suppose. Fear lest, to punish you, eter-
nal wisdom should open your cyes for an instant, and cause
you to perccive in your former life, less illustrions faults and
less glorious objects of romorse, than those on which you dare
to pride yourself” -

Albert heard this diseourse with timid attention, his face
hidden in his hauds, and his knees buried ift the earth.

“ Speak! speak, O voice of Ileaven! which T hoar, but which
I no longer reeognise,” murmured he in stifled accents, “1f
thou art the angel of the mountain—if thou art, as 1 believe,
the celestinl figure which has so often appoared to me upon
the Stone of Terror—speak—command my will, iny eonscicnce,
my imagination. Thou well knowest that I seek for the light
with anguish, and that if I lose myself in the darkuess, it is
from my desire to dissipate it in order to rcach thee.”

“ A little bumility, a little confidence and submission to the
cternal decrecs of wisdom, which are incomprohensible to
man—that is the path of truth for you, \dbert. Renouneo
from youar hoart, and renounce firmly, once for all, any wish to
know anything beyond this passing existence which is im-
lét.xsed upon you; and you will again becone acceptable to

od, useful to man, tranquil in yourself, Humble your proud
intellect; and without losing faith in your immortality, with-
out doubting the divine gooduness, which pardons the past and
watches aver the future, apply yourself to render humane and
full of good fruits, this piesent lifo which yon .despise, when
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~ you ought to respect it and give yourself to it, with all your
strength, your self-denial, and your charity. Now, Albert,
look at me, and may your eyes be unsealed. T am no longer
.your sister nor your mother; I am a fricnd whom Heaven has
sont to you, and whom it has conducted by miraculons means
to snatch you from pride and from insanity. Look at me,
" and tell me, on your soul and on your conscience, who I am
and what is my name,”
Albert, trembling and confused, raised his head and looked
at her again, but with less wildness and terror than before.
*You eause mo to leap over abysses,” said he to her; “by
your decp and scarching words you confound my reason,
which (for my misfortune) 1 thought superior to that of other
- men, and you order me to know and understand the present
time and human affairs, I@annot. Tolose the remembrance
of certain phases of my life, I must pass through a terrible
crisis; and to scize the sense of a new phase, I must transform
myself by efforts which lead me to tho gates of death, If
you command me, in the name of a power which I feel su-
perior to mine, to assimilate my thoughts to yours, 1 must
obey; but I know those horrible struggles, and I know that
death is their®termination. I’ity e, you who operate upon
me by a sovereign charm; aid e, or 1 sink, Tell me who you
aro, for I do not know, 1 do not remember ever to have scen
vou before: I do not know your sex, and you are there before
me like a mysterious statue, the type of which I vainly strive
Lo ﬁgd'in iy weutory. Help me! help me! for 1 teel that 1
amn dying.’ .

While speaking thus, Albert, whose face was at first flushed
with a feverish brightuess, becamo again of a frightful pale-
ness, 1lle strel.chg(f out his hands towards (‘ousuclo; but im-
mediately lowered'thom to the ground to support himself, as
if he had been overpowered Dy an irvesistible faintuess. Cou-
suclo, becoming b{ degroes initiated into tho secrets of his
mental malady, felt herself reanimated, and as if inspired by
new strength and intelligenco, She took his hands, and oblig-
ing him to rise, sho conducted him towards the chair which
was noar the table. He let himself fall into it, overpowcred
by unsufterable fatigue, and bent forward as if abont to faint.
'T'he struggle of which he spoke was but too real. Albert had
the fa.cuﬁ'.y-of recovering his reason, and repclling tho sug-
gestions of the fever which consumed his brain; but he did
not snceeed without eflorts and sufferings which exhausted
his powers. When this reaction was produced of its own ac-
cord, he issucd from it refroshed, and as it were remewed;
but when he induced it by a resolution of his still powerful
will, his body sank under the effort, and all his limbs were
affeeted by catalepsy.  Consuelo understood what was passing
within him. “Albert,” said she, placing her cold hand upon
his head, “I know you, and that suffices. I am intercsted in
yon, and that also must be suffivicut for you at prosent, 1
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forbid your making any cffort of your will to recognise or to .
spoak to me. Only listen; and it my words scem obscure to
you, wait till T explain myself, and be in no haste to discover
their meaning. I ask of you a passive submission and an en-
tire abandonment of your refloctive powers.  Can you descend
into }mur heart, and there concentrate all your existence?”

“ (), how much good you do me!” replied Albert. “Speak
to me again—speak to me always thus,  You hold iny soul in
your hauds. Whocever you may be, keep it—do not let it es-
cape—tor it would go and knock at the gates of eternity, and
would there be broken.  Tell me who you are—tell mde quickly;
and if I do not comprehend, explain it to me: for, in spite of
myself, I seek to know and am agitated.”

*1 am Consuelo,” replied the yonng girl; “and youknow it,
sinee you instinctively speak to.me in a language which |
aloue, of all those near you, can comprehend. 1 un the friend
whom you have expected for a long while, and whom you re-
cognised one d:}y as she was singing. Sinee that day you
have left your family and hidGen yourself here. Since that
day I have sought for you; you have appealed to mo several
times through Zdenko; but Zienko, who cxceuted your orders
iu certain respects, was not willing to conducteenc to you. 1
have succceded, through a thousand dangers—"

“You could not have succeeded had Zdenko been unwilling,”
interrupted Albert, raising his body, which was weighed down
and resting upon the table, * You are a dream, [ sec it well,
and all that 1 hear is simply passinz in my imagination. Oh,
my God! you lull me with deecitful joys, and suddenly the
disorder and incoherence of my dreams are revealed to e,
and I find myself alone—alone in the world with my despair
and my madness! ) (‘onsuelo! (‘onsuelo! fatal and delicious
dream! where is the being that bears your name, and is some-
times clothed with your form? No, you exist only in e, and
it is my delirium which has created you.”

Albert again let his head fall on his extended arms, which
became cold and rigid as marble.

Jonsuelo saw him approach his lethargic crisis, and felt
herselt' so exhausted and so ready to faint, that shoe feared she
could not avert it. She endeavoured to reanimate Albert's
hands in her own, which were hardly more alive. “ My God,”
said she, with a choking voice, her heart sinking within k-,
“ succour two unfortunate beings who can hardly do anything
tor each otler!” " )

She saw herself alone, shut up with a dying man, dying
herself, and expecting no "help for herself or for him, except
from Zdenko, whose return seemed to her more to bo dreaded
than desired,

. Her prayer seemed to strike Albert with an unexpected
emotion, " Somc one is praying by my side,” said he, tryin,
to raise his overburdened Eea.d “T am not alone, O, no!
am not; aloge,” added by, looking at Consuelo's hand claspod
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in his. “ Succouring hand, mysterious pity, human, fraternal
sympa.thp'! ‘You render my agony very gentle, my heart very
grateful’” And he imprmhelf his frozen lips on Consuelo’s
hand, and remained thus for a long while.

A feeling of modesty restored to Consuelo the sense of life.
She did not dare to withdraw her hand from the unfortunate
young man; but, divided between her embarrassment and her
weariness, and no longer able to remain stunding, she was com-
})ellod to rest upon Alburt, andd to place her other hand upon
1is shounlder.

[ feel myself restored,” said Albert, after a few moments.
“1t seems to mo that 1 am in my mother’s arms. O my
awt Weneceslawa, if it be you who are near me, forgive me
for having fwgotten you—vou, and my father, and all my
family—whose very names pad eseaped my memory. I return
to you-—do not leave me: but restore to me Consuelo—Con-
suelo, whom I had so long expected, whom 1 had at last found,
and w’hom 1 find no more, and without whom I ean no longer
exist.’ .

Consuelo endeavoured to speak to him; but in proportion
as Alberts memory and strength scemed restored to him, Con-
suclo’s life sgrmed to desert er. 8o nuch terror and fatigue,
s0 maiy emotions and superhnman efforts, had so broken her
down, that she conld struggle no longer.  The words expired
upon her lips, she feJt her hmbs bend under her, and every ob-
ject swam before her eyes. She tell upon her knees by the side
of Albert, and her swooning form struck the breast of the
youug man,

Tinmediately Albert, as if awaking from a dream, saw her—
recognised her—auttered a dacp ery, and arousing himself,
pressed her in his arms with wild onergy. Through the veil
of death which écemed to spread over her eyelids, Consuclo
saw his joy, aud was not terrified. 1t was a holy joy, radiant
with purity.  She closed her eyes and fell into o state of utter
prostration, which was not sleep nor waking, but a kind of in-
difference and insensibility to all present things.

CITAPTER XLYV.

WurN Consuelo recovered the use of her facultics, finding
herself scated upon a hard bed, and not yet ablg to raise her
eyelids, she endeavoured to collect her thoughps. But the
prostration had been so complete titat her powers returned but
slowly: and as if the sum of the fatigues and emotions which
she had latterly experienced, hdfYl surpassed her strength, she
tried in vain to remember what had happened to her smce she
left Venice. Iiven her departure from that adopted country,
where she had passed such happy days, appeared to her like a
droam; and it was n solace (alas, too flceting!) to her to be
able to doubt for an instant her exilo, and tho misfortunes
which caused it,” She thorefors infhginod that sho was atill in
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her poor chamber in the Corte Minelli, on her mother’s pallet;
that after having had a violent and trying scene with Anzoleto,
the confused recollection of which floated in her memory, she
returned to life and hope on feeling himy:near her, on hearing
his interrupted breathing, and the tender words he addressed
to her in a low and murmuring voice. A languishing and de-
licious joy penetrated her heart at this thought, and she raised
herself with some exertion to look at her ropentant friend, and
to stretch out her hand to him. But she pressed a cold and
unknown hand; and in place of the smiling sun, whese rosy
brilliancy she was accustomod to see through her white curtain,
she saw only a sepulchral light, fulling from the Tvof of a
gloony vault, and swimming in a humid atmosphere; she felt
under her arm the rude spoils of savage animals, and amid a
horrible silence the pale tace of Adbert bent towards her like
that of a spectre.

Consuelo thought she had descended living to the tomb; she
closed her eycs, and fell back upon the bed of dried leaves
with a deep groan, It was some minutes before she could re-
member where she was, and to what gloomy host she was cou-
fided. Terror, which the cuthusiasm of her devotion had
hitherto combated and subdued, seized upon hew 8o that she
feared to open her eyes lest she should see somo horrible spec-
tacle—the paraphernalia of death—a sepulechre—open before
her. She telt something upon her brow, and raised her hand
toit. It wasa garland of leaves with which Albert had crowned
her. She took it off to look at it, and saw a branch of eypress,
} 1“1 believed you dead, O my soul, O my consolation’” said
Albert, knoeling beside her: “ and before following you to the
tomb, I wished to adorn you ,with the cmblems of marriage.
Flowers do not grow around me, Consuelo.  The black cypress
offered the only branches from which my hend could gather
your coronet of betrothal. There it is; do not despise it. If we
must die here, let me swear to you that, if restored to life, L
would rtever have had any other sponse than you; that I die
united with you by an indissoluble oath.”

“Betrothed! united!” cried Consuelo, casting territied glances
around her; “who has pronounced that decree? who has cele-
brated that marriage?”’

“It is destiny, my angel,” rePIied Albert, with an inexpress-
ible gentleness and sadness. * Think not to escape from it.
1t is a strange destiny for you, and evon more go for mne. You.
forbade me a short time since to search into the past; you pro--
hibited to me the remembrapnce of those bygone days which
are called the night of ages. My being has obeyed you, and
hepceforth I know nothing of my anterior life. "But my pre-
seént lifo, I bave quastioned it, 1 kuow it, 1 have seen it entire
with one glance; it appeared to me during the instant in which
yoiz reposed in the arms of death. Your destiny, Consuelo,
18 to bﬁoﬂg to'nde, and yet you will never be mine, You do
not love me, you never wik Iove me, as 1 love you, Your love
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for me is only charity, your devotion ouly heroism. You are
a saint-whom God sends, but you will never be a woman to
me. I must die, consumed by a love yon cannot partake; and
yet, Consuelo, you will be my wife as you are now my betrothed,
whether we perish now, and your pity consents to give me that
title of husband which no kiss will ‘ever confirm, or whether
we again see the sun, and your conscience commands you to
accomplish the designs of God towards me.”

“ Count Albert,” said Consuelo, endeavouring to riso from
her bed covered with bear-skins, which resembled a funereal
couch, “I know not if it be the enthusiasm of a heated imagina-
tion, or the continuance of your delirium, which makes you
speak thus. I have no longer the strength to dispel your illu-
sions; ahd if they must turn agninst me—against me, who
have come at the peril of my lifo to succour and console you—
1 feel that 1 can no longer contend with you for my life or my
liberty. If the sight of me irritates you, and if God abandons
me, may His will be done! You, who think you know so
many things, do not know hbw my life has been poisoned, and
with how littlo rogret 1 should sacrifico it.”

“ I know that you are very unhappy, iny poor saint. I know
that you weu® on your brow a crown of thorns, which I cannot
tear away. The cause and the consequences of your misfor-
tunes I do not know, neither do 1 ask you for thom. DutI
should love you very little, 1 should be little worthy of your
compassion, if from the day when I first met you I had not
felt and recognised in you the sorrow which fills your soul and
cwbitters your life. 'What can you fegr from me, Consuelo?—
from my soul? You, so firm and so wise, whom God has in-
spired with words which subduedsand restored me in an instant,
vou must fecl the light of your faith and your reason strangely
weakened, since %ou fear your friend, your servant, iom'
slavo., Rouse yoursclf, my angel: look at me. See mc hefo
at your fect, and for ever, iny forchead in the dust, What do
you wish—what do you command? Do you wish te leave this
place on the instant, without my following you, without my
over a]wearing before you againd What sacrifice o you ex-
act? hat oath do you wish me to tuke? I can promise you
everything, and obey you in overything. Yes, Consuelo, I
can oven become a tranquil man, submissive, and®in appeax-
ance as reasonable ns othor men. Should I thusibe less re-

- pulsive, less terrifying to you? Hitherto I have mever been
able to do a8 I wished, but hereafter overything -you desire
will be granted me. Porha)l),s I ma{ldie in transforming my-
self according to your will; but 1 tell you in my turn that my
life has ever been embittered, and that I should not regret
losing it for you.”

“1)oar, generous Albert!” said Consuelo, reassurnd and
Frea.tly afiected, “ explain yourself more cleu.ﬂ{, and let me at
ast understand the &pths of your impenetrabic soul, You are
in my eyes superior to all other men; and from the first moment
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that 1 saw you, I felt for you a respoct and a sympathy which
I have no ciuse to concea’;. 1 hu.vgoalwa 8 heard it said that
Em were insane, but I have not becn able to believe it. All
at has been related to me of you only added to my esteom
and to my confidence, 8till I could not help secing that you
were overpowered by a deep and strange mental disease. I
uaded myself, presumptuously perhaps, but sincerely, that
could relieve your malady. Yon yourself have aided in making
me think so. T have come to scek you, and now you tell me
things respecting myself and you which would fill me with a
boundless veneration, if you did not mix up with them strange
ideas drawn from a spirit of futalism which I cannot share.
Can I say all without wounding you and mwaking you

suffer?”
“ S'ay all, Consuelo; I know beforehand what you have to

say.’

?" Woll, I will say it, for T had so promised myself. All thoso
who love you despair of you, They think they must respect,
that is to say, spare, what they call your insanity: they fear
to exasperate you by letting you see that they know it, lament
it, and fear it. For myself, { cannot believe them, and cannot
tremble in asking you why, being so wise, you h¥tve sometimes
the appearance of an insano person; why, being so good, you
perform deeds of ingratitude and pride; why, being so enlight-
ened and religions, you abandon yourself to the reveries of a
diseased and despairing mind; and lastly, why you are here
alone, buried alive in a gloomy cavern—far from your family,
who weep and search fox you—far trom your fellow-men, whoin
you cherish with an ardent ,zeal—far” from me, too, whom
you invoked, whom you say you love, and who has been able
to reach you only by miracles of resolution and the divine
protection?” . ‘

“You ask of me the secret of my life, the solution of my
destiny, and yet you know it better than I do, Consuclo!
It is from you I expected the revelation of my being, and you
question me! Oh! I understand you; you wish tolead me to a
confession, to an efficacious repontance, to a victorious resolu-
tion. You shall be obeyed. But it is not at this instant that
1 ean know, and judge, and transforin myself jn this inanner.
Give me somo days; some hours at least, to learn for myself
and for you if I am mad, or if I enjoy the use of my reason.
Alas! alas! both are true, and it is my misery not to be able-
to doubt i; -but. to know if 1 must lose my jndgment and mny
will entirely, or if 1 shall bosable to trtumph over the demon
who eger meo, that is what 1 cannot do at this instant.
Have pity upon mo, Consuelo; I am still under the influence
of an emotion inore ﬂowcrful than mnysclf. I know not what [

now not how many hours you have been

Jenow not how you could be here without Zdenko, who

did ot wish to bring yoy; I know not even in what region my
thoughts ‘were wandering when you first appeared to me.
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Alas! 1 know not how many ages I have been shut up here,
straggling with unheard-of sufferings ngainst the seourge
which destroys me.  Even those sufferings 1 remember no
longer when they have passed; thero rémains in their place
only « terrible fatigue, a sort of stupor, a terror which I long
to banish. Let me forget myself, Consuelo, if it be only
for a few moments; my ideas will become clearer, my tongue
will be loosencd, 1 promise, 1 swear it to you. Let the light
of truth beam softly and by degrees on my eyes, long shronded
in fearful darkness aud unable to endure the full strength of
its rays.  You have ordered me to concentrate all my life in
my heart.  Yes; those were your words: my reason and my
meory date no farther back than from the moment you spoke
them.  Well! these words have diffused an angolic calm over
my spirit. My heart livesenow ouce mere, though my spirit
still sleeps.  1tear to speak to you of m)isvlf : 1 nmght wander,
and agam terrify you by my ravings. I wish to live only in
teeling, and it is an unkuown life to me; it would be a life of
delight if 1 could abandon thyself to it without displeasing you.
Ah, Consuelo! why did you tell me to concentrate all my life
in my heart? Fxplain your meaning; let me think only ot
wou, ses au@comprehend only you—in a word, love you.

my Uod, Llove—l Jove a living being !—a being like myself!
I fove her with all the strength of my heart a.n!i soul! I can
concentrate upon her all the ardour, all the holiness of my
affections, 1t is happiness enough for me to be allowed this,
and I have not the madness to ask for more.”

“Well, dear Albert, let your wepried soul repose in this
swect scutiment of a peaceful yud brotherly tenderness, God
is my witness that you can dos so without fear and without
danger; for I fecl a strong and sincero friendship for you—a
kind of venerati®h which the frivolous observations and vain
judgments of the world cannot shake.  You have become
aware, by a sort of divine and mysterious intuition, that my
whole lile is broken by sorrow; you said so, and it was divino
truth which prompted your words, I cannot love you otherwise
than as a brother; but do not say that it is charity, pity alone,
which influences me, It humanity and compassionhave given
uie courage to come here, sympathy and a heartfelt esteem for
your virtues gave m. also the courage aud tho right to speak
to you a8 1 do. Danish, therefore, from this moment and
for ever, the illusion under which ygu labour respecting your
own feelings. 1o not speak of love, do not speak of marrage.
My past life, my recollections, nmke the first impossible; the
diflerence in our conditions would render the seeond humiliating
and insu{)port:\.blo to me. Dy indulging in such dreams you
will render my devotion to you rash, perhaps culpable. Let us
seal by a sacred promise the engagement which I make, to be
your sister, your friend, your consoler, whenever you are dis-
posed to open’ {onr heart to me; ypur nurse, when suffering
renders you gloomy and_taciturn. Swear that you will not
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look on me in any other light, and that you will never love nie
otherwise.”

“ (encrous woman!” said Albert, turning pale, “ you reckon
largely on my courage, and you know well the extent of my
love, in asking of me such a promisc. I should be capable of
lying for the first time in my life—I could even debase myself
so far as to pronounce a false oath—if you required it of’ me.
But you will not require it of me, Consuelo; you know that
this would be to introduce a new source of agitation into my
life, and into my conscience a remorse which has not yet
stained it. Do not bo uneasy at the manner in which I love
you. First of all 1 am ignorant of it; [ only know that to de-
prive this affection of the name of love would be to utter a
blasphemy. I submit myself to all the rest: [ accept your
pity, your care, Four goodness, youi peaceful friendship; T will
speak to you only as you permit; I will not say a single word
which could trouble you, nor give you a single lonk which could
make you veil your c:{yos; I will not even touch your dress, if
you fear being sullied by my breath.  DBut you would be wrong
to treat me with such mistrust, and you would do better to
encourage in me those gentle emotions which restore us to life,
and from which you can fear nothing. 1 can well understand
that your modesty might be alarmed at the expression of a
love which you do not share; 1 know that (f'm\r pride would
reject the marks of a passion which you do not wish either
to cxcite or to encourage. Thercfore be calm, and swear
without fear to be my sister and my consoler, as I swear to
be your brother and servani, Do not ask of me more; I will
neither be indiscreet nor impo-tunate. It is safficient for me
that you know you ean comniand me and govern me despoti-
cally—not as you would govern a brother, but as you woull
dispose of a being who has given himself to you entirely and
for ever.”

CHAPTER XLVL

Trs language reassured (‘onsuclo for the present, but did not
leave her without & irchension for the future. That Albert's
fanatical self-denial had its source in a decp- and unconquer-
able passion, the serious nature of his character and the solem-
nity of -his countenance ceuld leave no doubt. Consuclo,
perplexcd, thufgh, at the same time, mnoved with compassion,
asked herself if she could continue to consecrate her cares to
this man, so unreservedly and unchangeably in love with her.
She had never treated this sort of relation lightly in her
thbugl}?, . slze saw that with Albert noqvls'lomén.x:l could enter
u i ut serioug consequences. She did not doubt
hﬁmdevotodnsa; but the calmness which she had flattered
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hersolf she should restore to him must be irrcconcilable with
the existence of so ardent a love and the impossibility she
felt of responding to it. Sho held out her hand to him with
a sigh, and remained pensive, with her cyes fixed on the
ground, and plunged in a melancholy reverie, '
“ Albert,” said she at last, raising her eyes, and finding his
anxiously fixed upon her with an expression of anguish and
sorrow, “you do not kuow me, when you wish to impose upon
e a character for which I am so ill fitted. None but a woman
who would abuse it could accept it. I am neither proud nor
a coquctte; I think I am not vain, and I have no passion for
sway. Yourlove would flatter mo, if 1 could share it; and if
it were so, I would tell you instantly. To afilict you in the
situation in which 1 find you, by the reiterated assurance of
the contrary, would be an aet of cold-blooded cruelty which'you
ought to have sparcd me, and which is ncverthelcss imposed
upon me by my conscience, though my heart detests it, and is
decply gricved in :u:com‘{)lishing it. Pity me for being obliged
to afflict you, to offend ybu perhaps, at a moment when I
]would willingly give myj;fc to restore you to happiness and
e had
« ] know &, high souled maiden,” said Albert, with a melan-
choly smile.  “ You are so good, so great, that you would give
your life for the meancst ereature; but 1 know that your con-
science will bend to no one. Do not then fear to offend me in
displaying this sternness which T admire—this stoical coldness,
which your virtue maintains along with the most moving
pity. 1t is not in your power to afilict e, Consuelo. I am
not the sport of illusion; I am accustomed to bitter grief; my
life has been made up of painfly sacrifices. Do not then treat
me as a visionary, as a being without heart and without solf-
respeet, in repeafing what 1 already know, that you will never
love me. Consuelo, I am acquainted with the ciroumstances
of your life, although I know neither your name, nor family,
nor any important fact concerning you. I know the history of
your soul; the rest docs not concern me. You loved, you
still love, and yon will always love, one of whom I know
nothing, whom fdo not wish to know, and with whom I shall
never compete. But know, Consuclo, that you shall never be
his, or mine, or oven your own. God has reserved for you a
separato existenco, of which the cvents are hidden from me, but
of which 1 foresce the object and end. The slave apd victim of
your own greatness of soul, you will never receive in this lifo
other recompense than the consgiousness of your own power
and goodness. Unhappy in the world’s estimation, you will
yet be the most sercne and the most fortunate of haman crea-
tures, because you will ever be the best and the most upright;
for tho wicked and the base, dearest sister, arc alone to be
pitied, and the words of Christ will remain true aslong as men
continue blind and unjust:—* I-Ia[g:y arc those who are perse-
cuted; happy those who weep, and who labour in trouble,’
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The power and dignity which were at this moment stamped

upon the lofty and majestic forchcad of Albert, exercised over

onsuelo so great a i’asuina.ﬁon that she forgot the part of

roud sovereign and austere friend. which she had imposed
upon herself, to bow to the spell of this man’s influence, so in-
spired by faith and enthusiasm. She supported herself with
difficalty, still overwhelmed with fatizue and emotion, and
trembling from excess of weariness, she sank on her kuees, and,
clasping her hands, began to pray fervently and aloud. “ Tt
thou, my Grod,” she exelaimel, “dost put this prophecy in the
mouth of a saint, thy holy will be done! In my infaney I be-
sought fram thee an innocent and childlike happiness; but
thou hast reserved for me happiness under a severe and rudo
form, which T am unable to comprehend.  Open thou mine eyes
—grant mo an humble and contrite heart. 1 am willing, O
my God! to submit to this destiny, which seems so adverse,
and which so slowly revealed itself, and only ask from thec
that which any of thy creatures is entitled to expeet from thy
loving fustico—faith, hope, and charity!”

While praying thus, Consuelo was bathed in tears, which she
did not seek to restrain, After such feverish agitation, this
paroxysm served to calm her troubled foclings, while it weak®
ened her vet more.  Albert prayed and wept along with her,
blessing the tears which he had so long shed in solitude, and
which now mingled with those of a pure and geneious being.

“ And now,” said Consuelo, rising, ** we have thought long
enough of what concerns ourselves; it is time to think of
others, and to reenllect owr duties to them. I have promised
to restore you to your family. who already mourn and pray for
you as for ono dead. Do your not desire, my dear Albert, to
restore joy aud peace to your afflicted relativeg?  Will you not
follow me?”

“So soon!” exclaimed the young count in despair; “sepa-
rate 8o soon, and leave this sacred asylnm, whera God alone is
with us—this cell, which I cherish still more sinee you havo
appeared to me in it—this sanctuary of & happiness which T
shall perhaps never again experience—to return to the false
and cold world of projudices and customs.  Ah! not yot, my
soul, iny hfe! Suffer me to enjoy yot a day, yet an age of de-
light. Let me here forget that there exists a world fall ‘of
deccit and sorrow, which pursues me like a dark and troubled.
dreamn ; permit me to return by slow degrees to what men call
reason. I do not yet foel strong enough to bear the light of
their sun and the spectacle Of their madness. 1 require to
gazo upoi your face and listen to your voice yot longer. Be-
sides, 1 have never left my retreat from a sudden impulse, or
without Joug reflection—my endeared yot frightful rotreat, this
torrific yet salutary place of expiation, whither I am accus-
tomed tb hasten as with a wild joy, without once looking back,
and whicH I leave with daabts but too well founded, and with
lagting regrot. You know not, Consuclo, what powerful ticy
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attach me to this voluntary prigon—you know not that there
is here a second self, tho true Albert, who will not leave it—
a solf which T ever find when I return, and yet which besets
me like a spectre when 1 leave it. Here I have conscience,
faith, light, strength—in a word, life. In the world there arc -
fear, madness, dospair—passions which sometimes invade my
E}:weful seclusion, and engage with me in a deadly struggle.
ut, behold! behind this door there is an asylum where I can
subdue them and become myself again. I enter sullied with
their contuct, and giddy from their presence—I issue purified,
and no one knows what tortures purchase this patience and
submission. Force me not henee, Consuelo, but suffer 1o
glr;xdu’z’mlly and by prayer to wean my attachment from the

uce. .

“ Let us then enter and pray together,” said Consuelo; * we
shall set out immediately afterwards. Time flies; the dawn
is perhaps already near. They must remain ignorant of the
path which leads to the castle, they must not see us enter to-
gother; for 1 am anxious nét to betray the secret of your re-
treat, and hitherto no one suspects my discovery. 1 do not
wish to be questioned, or to resort to falschoods. I must be
nble to kcc} a respoctful silence before your relatives, and
suffer them to belicve that my promises were but presentiments
and dreains,  Should I be seen to return with you, mny absence
would seem disobedience; and although, Albert, I would brave
overything for you, I would not rashly alienato the confidenco
and affoction of your famnily. Lot us hasten then; I am ex-
hansted with fatigue, and if T remaiy here much longer 1 shall
loso all my remaining strengtly, so necessary for this new jour-
ney. We shall pray, and thenglepart.”

“ lixhahsted, say you? Repose here them, beloved one. I
will guard you feligiously, or if my presencgdisturb you, you
shall shut me up in the adjacent grotto; close this iron door
between us, and whilst, sunk in slumber, ¥ou forget me, I shall,,
until recalled by you, pray for you in my chureh.”

* But reflect that while you are praying and e in repow’,
your tather suflers long hours of agony, palo and métionless a8

once anw himn, howed down with age and griaf, pressing
with feeble kneos tho floor of his oratory, and apparently onl
awaiting the news of your death to resign his last brgath. An
your poor aunt’s anxioty will throw her into a féver, inces-
santly ascending, as she does, the highest towers of the castle,
vainly endeavouring to trace the paths to the mountain, by one
of which it is supposed you depgrted. 'This very morning the
members of your family, when they ussemble together in the
chétean, will sorrowfully accost cach other with fruitless in-
quiries and conjectures, and again separate at night with de-
spair and anguish in their hearts. Albert, you do not love
your relatives, othorwise you would not thus, without pity or
remorse, permit them to suffer and Janguish.”
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“ Consuclo! Consuelo!” cxclaimed Albert, as if awaking from
a dream, * do not speak to me thus; your words torture me,
‘What crime have 1 committed ?—what disasters have I caused?
‘Why are my friends thus afflicted? How many hours have

vpassed since I left them?”

“You ask how many hours! Ask rather how many days—
how many nighte—nay, how many weeks!”

“ Days!—nights! Hush! Consuelo, donot reveal to me the full
extent of my misfortune. I wagaware that I here lost correct
ideas of time, and that the remembrance of what was passing
on the earth did not descend with me into this tomb; but 1 did
not think that the duration of this unconsciousness could be
measured by days and weeks,”

*1s it not, my friend, a voluntary obliviousness? Nothing in
this place recalls the days which pass away and begin again:
eternal darkness here prolongs the night. You have not even
a glass to reckon the hours. 1s not this precauntion to exclude
all means of measuring time, a wild expedicnt to escapo the
cries of naturc and the voice of conscience?”

“I confess that when I come here, I feel it rcguisite to abjnre
overything merely human, But, O God! 1 did not know that

rrief and moditation could so far absorb my sof as to make
foug hours appear like days, or days to pass away as hours.
‘What amin I, and why have they never informed me of this sad
change in my mental crganization?”,

“ This misfortune is, on the contrary, a proof of great intel-
lectnal power, but diverted from its proper use, and given up
to gloomy reverie. They try to hide from you the evils of
which you are the cause.  They respect your sufferiugs whilst
they conceal their own, But in my opinion it was treating

ou with little esteem; it was doubting the goodneds of your
fre(;)arl;. B?t, Albert, 7 do not doubt you, and Z conceal nothing
m you.”
.. “Let us go, Consuclo, let us go,” said Albert, quickly throw-
iné his cloak over his shoulders. “Iam a wretch! I have
aflicted my father whom 1 adore, my aunt whoin 1 dearly love.
I am unworthy to beheld them again. Ah! rather than again
be guilty of so much eruelty, I would impose upon myself tho
sacrifice of never revisiting this retreat. But, no; once more
I am happy, for I have found a friend in you, Consuelo, to
my wandering thoughts, and restore me to my former
self. Some one has _at Jength told me the tsuth, and will
always tell it to me. Is it not so, my dear sister?”

“ Always, Albert; I swear fo you that you shall ever hoar
the truth from me,”

“Power Divine! and the being who comes to my aid is she
to whom alone I can listen—wlhom alone 1 can believe, The
ways of God are known but to himself. Ignorant of my own
mental alienation, I have always blamed the madness of others.
Alas, Consuelo! had my poble father himself told me of that
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which you have just disclosed, I would not have believed him.
But youn are life and truth; you can bring conviction, and give
to my E_-oubled soul that heavenly peace which cmanates from
yourself.”

“ Liet us depart,” said Consuolo, assisting him to fasten hie”
cloak, which his trembling hand could not arrange upon his
shoulders. ‘

“Yeos, let us go,” said he, gazing tenderly upon her as sho
fulfilled this friendly office; “but first, swear to me, Consuelo,
that if I return hither ]{ou will not abandon me, swear that yoa
will come again to seek me, were it only to overwhelm me with
reproaches—to call me ingrate, parricide—and to tell me that I
am unworthy of your solicitude. Oh!leave me not a prey tomy-
self, now that you see the influence you have over my actions,
and that a word from youwr lips persuades and hecals, where
a century of meditation and prayer would fail.”

* And will you, on_your part,” replied Consuelo, leaning on
his shoulder, and smiling expressively, “swear never to return
hither without me?” *

“Will you indeed retarn with me!” he rapturously exclaimed,

, looking earnestly in her face, but not daring to clasp her in his
“arms; “only® swear this to me, and I will pledge inyself by ag
solemn oath never to leave my father's roof without your com-

mand or permission,”

“ May hear and reccive our mutual promise!” ejaculated
Consuelo, transported with joy. “ We will come back to pray
in your church; and you, Albert, will teach me to pray, as no
oue has taught me hitherto; for I iave an ardent desire to
know God. You, my friend, yill reveal heaven to me, and I
when requisite will recall yous thoughts to terrestrial things
and the dutics of human lifc.”

“Divine siste?” exclaimed Albort, his eyes’swimming in
tears of delight, ““ I have nothing to teach you, Itis you who
must be the agent in my regeneration, It is from yeu I shall
learn all things, even prayer. I no longer require sélitude to
raise my soul to God, ¥ no longer need to prostrate myself over
the ashes of my fathers, to comprehend and feel myown im-
mortality. To look on you is sufficient to raise m¥ soul to
heaven in gratitude and praise.” . 4

Consuelo drew him away, she herself opening and cl
the doors. “Here, Cynabre!” cried Albert to his faithfu
hound, giving him a lantern of construction than that
with which Consuelo was furnished, and better suited to the
journey they were about to undestake. The intelligent animal
seized the lamp with an appearance of pridle and sutisfaction,
and preceded them at a measured’pace, stopp::&z when his
master stopped, increasing or slackening his speed as he did,

" did, and sagaciously keeping tho middle of the path, in order to
proserve his precious charge from injury by contaot with the
rocks or brushwood, ¢ ’
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Consuelo walked with great difficulty, and would have fallen
twenty times but for Albert’s arm, which every moment sup-
ported and raised her up. They once more descended together
the course of the stream, kceping along its fresh aud ver-

“dant margin,

“ Zdenko,” said Albert, “delights in tending the Naiad of
these mysterious grottoes, Iie smooths her bed when eneum-
bered as it often is with gravel and shells; he fosters the pale
flowers which spring up beneath her footsteps, and protects
them against her kisses, which are sometimes rather rude.” =

Cousuclo looked upwards at the sky through the clefts of the
rock, and saw a star glimmer in its blue vault. * That,” said
Albert, “is Aldebaran, the star of the Zingari. The day will
not dawn for an hour yot.”

“That is my star,” replied Comsuelo, * for I am, my dear
Count, though not by race, by calling, a kind of Zingara. My
mother bore no other name at Venice, though, in accordance
with her Spanish prejudices, she disclaimed the degrading
appellation. As for mysclf, ] am'still known in that country
by the name of the Zingarella.”

‘“Are you indeed one of that persecuted race,” replied

.Albg{;tl; “if so, I should love you yet more than 1'do, were that
sible.”
l’c'z!tmsuelo, who had thought it right torecall Count Rudolstadt
to the disparity of their Lirth and condition, recollected what
Amelia had said of Albert’s sympathy for the wandering poor,
and, fearing lest she had involuntarily yielded to an instinc-
tive feeling of coquetry, she kept silence,

But Albert thus interrupted it in a few moments:

“ What you have just told me,” said he, “ awakens in me, I
know not by what association of ideas, a rgeollection of my
youth, childish enough it is true, but which I must relate to
you; for since I have seen you, it hasagain and again recurred to
my memory. Lean more on e, dear sister, whilst I repent it.

‘I was about fifteen, when, returning lats ono evening by
one of the paths which border on the Schreckenstein, and
which wind through the hills in the direction of the castle, |
saw before me a tall thin woman, miserably clad, who carried
a burthen on her shoulders, and who paused occasionally to
soat herself, and to recovor breath. I accosted her. She was
beautiful, though embrowned by the sun and withered by
miscry and care. Still there was in her begring, moan as was
her attire, a sort of pride and dignity, mingled, it is true, with
an air of melancholy. Whewshe held out her hand to me, she
rather comwmanded pity thanimplored it. My purse was empty.
I entreated her to accompany mo to the castle, where she
could have help, food, and shelter for the night.

* ¢ I would prefer remaining here,’ replied she, with a foreign
accent, which I conceived to be thatof the wandering Egyptians,
for I was not at that time acquainted With the varions Jan-



CONBURLO. 238

guages which I afterwards learned in my travels. ‘I could

pay you,’ she added, *for the hospitality you offer, by singing

songs of the different countries which lyhave traversed. 1

. rarely ask alms unless compelled to do so by cxtreme distress.’
“¢Poor creature! said I, ‘you bear a very heavy hurden;®
our feet are wounded and almost naked. Entrust your
bundle to me; 1 will carry it to my abode, and you will thus
be able to walk with more ease.’ "

“¢This burden daily becomes heavier, she replied, with a
mélancholy smile, which imparted a charm to her features; ‘but
[ do not complain of it. T have borne it without repining for
years, and over hundreds of leagues. I never trust it to any
one besides myself; but you appear so good and so innocent,
that I shall lend it to you unti{,wo reach your home.’

“8he then unloosed the clasp of her nantle, which entirely
covered her, the handle of her guitar alone being visible, This
movement discoverced to me a child of five or six yearsold, pale
and weather-beaten like its mother, but with a countenance so
sweet and calm that it fillkd my heart with tenderness. 1t
was a little girl, quite in tatters, lean, but hale and strong, and

«ho slept tranquilly as a slambering cherub on the bLruised
and wearied Dack of the wandering son@stress. I took her in
my arms, but had some trouble in keeping her there; for,
waking up and finding herself with a stranger, she struggled
and wept.  Her mother, to svothe her, spoke to her in her own
language; my caresses and attentious comnforted her, and on
arriviug at the castle we were the best friends in the world.
When the poor woinan had supped, she put her infant in a bed
which T had propared, attired herself in a strange dress, sadder
still than her rags, and came dnto the hall, where she sn.n%
Spanish, Frcm:lh and German ballads, with a clearness anc
delicacy of voice, a firmness of intonation, united to a frankness
and absense of reserve in her manner, which charmed us all. My
good aunt paidher evory attention, which the Zingdra appeare
to fecl; hut she did not lay aside herpride, and onlyg:.ve evasive
answers to our questions, The child interested e even moro
than its mother; and I carnestly wished to see hier again,.to
amuse her, and even to keop her altogether. 1 know not what
tender solicitude awoke in my bosom for this little being, poor,
and a wanderer on the carth. I dreamt of her all night long,
and in the morning 1 ran to sec her. But alreadythe Zingara
had departed, and I traversed thg whole mountain around
without being ablo to discover her.” She had risen before the
dawn, and, with her child, had taken the way towards the
south, carrying with her my guitar, which I had made her a
present of, her own, to her groat sorrow, being broken. .

“ Albert! Albert” exclnimed Consuelo, with extraordi-
nary emotion; “that guitar is at Venico with Master Por-

wora, who keeps it for me, and from whom I shall reclaim
it, never to part with it again. Itvis of cbony, with a cipher
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ohased on silver—a cipher which I well remember, ¢A. R.
My mother whose memory was defective, from having seen so
many things, neither remembered your name nor that of your
castlo, nor even the country where this adventure had hap-
-.ge‘ohr:d; but she often spoke of the hospitality she had received
the owner of the guitar, of the touching charity of the
oung and handsome signor, who had carried me in his arms for
alf a league, chatting with her the while as with anequal. Ob,
y dear Albert, all that is fresh in my memory also.” At each
word of your recital, these long-slumbering images were
awakened one by one; and this is the reason why your moun-
tains did not appear absolutely unknown to me, and why I
endeavoured in vain to disecover the cause of these confused
recollectionss which forced themselves upon me during my
journey, and especially why, when, I first saw lFou, my heart
palpitated and my head bowed down respectfully, as if I had
just found a friend and protector, long lost and regretted.
“Do you think, then, Consuelo,” said Albert, pressing her to
his heart, “that I did not recognise you at the first glance? In
vain have years changed and improved the lineaments of child-
hood. I have a memory wonderfully retentive, though often
. confused and dreamy, which needs not the aifl of sight o
specch to traverse the space of days and of ages. 1 did not
know that yon were my cherished Zingarclla, but 1 folt as-
sured I had already known you, loved you, and pressed you to
my heart—a heart which, although unwittingly, was from
that instant bound to yours for ever.”

CHAPTER XLVII,

Tnvus conversing, they arrived at the point where the two
paths divided, and where Consuelo had met Zdenko. They
perceived at a distance tho light of his lantern which was

laced on the ground beside him, Consuelo having learned
Ey experience the dangerous whims, and almost incredible
strength of the idiot, involuntarily pressed close to Albert, on
perceiving the indication of his approach. .

“Why do you fear this mild and affcctionate creature?” said
the young count, surprised 'iet secretly gratified at her tervor,
“ Poor Zdenko loves you, although since yestgrnight a frightfut
dream has made him refractory and rather hostile to your
gen.c-rous project of coming tp seek me. But he is, when I

esire it, ns subrpissive as a child, and you shall seo him at
your feet if T but say the word.”

*“Do not humiliate him before me,” replied Consuelo; “do
not increase the aversion which he already entertains for me,
I shall by-and-by inform you of the scrious reasons I have to
fear and avoid. him for the fature,”
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“ Zdenko,” replied Albert, “ is surely an ethereal being, and
it is difficnlt to conceive how he could inspire any onc what-
ever with fear. His state of perpetual ecstasy confers on him
the purity and charity of angels.”

* But this state of cestusy when it is prolonged becomes a dis-»
ease. 1o not deceive yourself on this point. God does not
wish that man should thus abjure the feeling and conscious-
ness of his real life, to elevate himsclf—often by vag
conceptions—to an ideal world. Madness, the gencral res
of thesec hallucinations, is a punishinent for his pride and in-
dolence.”

Cynabre stopped before 7denko, and looked at him affec-
tionately, expecting some caresses, which his friend did not
deign to bestow upon him. He sat with his head buried in
his hands, in the same attitude and on the same spot as when
Consuelo left him. Albert addressod him in Bohemian, but
he hardly answered. Ilo shook his head with a disconsolate
air; his cheeks were bathed in tcars, and he would not even
look at Consuelo, Albert raised his voice and addressed him
with a determined air; but there was more of exhortation and
tenderncss than of commaud and reproach, in’the tones of his

“voice, Zde.:ko rose at last, and offered his hand to Consuelo,
who clasped it, trembling.

“From henceforward,” said he in German, looking at her
kindly, though sadly, “ you must no longer fear me; but you
have done me a great injury, and I fecl that your hand is
full of misfortune for us.”

He walked before them, exchanging a few words with Al-
bert from time to timo, They followed the spacious and solid
gallery which Consuelo had noy yet traversed at this extremity,
and which led them to a circular vault, where they again met
the water of the!fountain, flowing into a vast basin, formed by
the hand of man and bordered with hammered stone. It es-
caped thence by two currents, one of which was lost in the
caverns, the other took the direction towards the eistern of the
chatenu. It was this which Zdenko had closed by replacing
with his Ilerculean hand three enormous stonesiwhich he re-
moved when he wished to dry the cistern to thé level of the
arcade, and the staircase which led to Albert's tegrace.

“ Let us scat ourselves here,” said tho count toshis compan-
ion, “in order to give the water of the cistern time to drain ofl’
by & wasto way—" ¥

“Which I know but too well,” said Consuelo, shuddering
from head to foot. . .

“What do you mean?’ asked Albert, looking at her with
surpriso. .

T will tell you by-and-by,” said Consuelo, “I do not wish
to grieve and agitate you now by the relation of the perils
which 1 have surmounted—" .

“But what does she mean?”’ cripd Albert, terrified, looking
at Zdenko.
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Zdenko replied in Bohemian with an air of indifference,
while kneading with his long brown hands lumps of clay,
which he placed in the interstices of his sluice, in order to
hasten the draining of the cistern. “ Explain yourself, Con-
wsuelo,” said Albert, much agitated. “I cau comprehend nothing
of what he says. He protends that he did not conduet you to
this place, but that you came by subterranean passages, which
I know to be impassable, and where a delicate female could
flever have da,rmy to venture, nor have beon able to find lLer
way. He says (Great God! whut does the unfortunate not
say?) that it was destiny which conducted you, and that the
archangel Michael, whom he calls the proud aund dominecr-
inbg, ca’.used you to pass sately through the water and the
abyss.”

“1t is possible,” said Consuelq. with a smile, “that the
archangel Michael had something to do with it; for it is cer-
tain that I came by the waste-way of the fountain, that 1 fled
before the torrent, that T gave myself up for lost two or three
times, that I traversed caverns and abysses where 1 expected
at every step to be swallowed up or suffucated; and ycet these
dangers were not more fearful than Zdenko's anger, when
chance or Providence caused me to find the true poute.” Here
Consuelo, who always expressed hersclf in Spanish with Al-
bert, related to him in o fow words the reception which his
pacific Zdeuko had given her, and his attempt to bury her
alive which he had almost succecded in accomplishing at the
moment when she had the prescnee of mind to appoase him
by the singular watchword of the herctics. A cold perspira-
tion burst out upon Alber’s forchead on hearing these incredi-
ble details, and he often dartch terrible glances at Zdenho, as
if he would have annihilated him, Zdenko, on meeting them,
assumed a strange cxpression of revolt and disdain, Con-
suclo trembled to sce these two insano persons excited aguinst
each other; for notwithstanding the protound wisdom and
lofty sentiments which characterised the greater part .ot
Albert’s conversation, it was cvident to her that his reason
had sustained a severe shock, from which perhaps it would
never entirely recover. HShe tried to reconcile them by ad-
dressing affectionate words to each, IDut Albert, rising and
giving the keys of his hermitage to Zdenko, said a fow cold
words to him, to which Zdenko subinitted on the instant.
He then resumed his lantera and went his way, singing his*
strango airs with their inchinprehcnsible words.'

“Consuelo,” said Albert, a8 soon as he had retired out of
sight, “if this faithful animal which lies at your feet should
beeome wad—yes, if my poor Cynabre should endanger your
life by an involuntary fury, I should certainly bo obliged to
killhim; and do not think that I would hesitate, though my
hagi has never shed blood, even that of beings inferior to
mwﬁ.;' Bo tranquil, therefre, no danger will menace you here-
after,”
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“Of what are yon speaking, Albart?’ replied the young
girl, agitated at this unlooked-for allusion, “I fear nothing
now. Zdenko is still a man, thongh he has-lost his reason by
his own fault perhaps, and fartly also by yours. Speak not

" of blood and punishment. It is your duty to restore him te*
the truth, and to cure him, instead of encouraging his insanity.
Comé, let us go; I tromble lest the day should dawn, and sur-
prise us on our arrival.”

“ You aroe right,” said Albert, continuing his route. *Wig-
dom speaks by your lips, Consuclo. M{ insanity has smitten
that unfortunate as if by contagion, and it was quite time for

ou to arrive, and save us from the abyss to which we were
)oth hastening. Restored by you, 1 will ondeavour to re-

. store Zdenko. And yet if 1 do not succeed, if his insanity
again puts your life in damger, although Zdenko be a man
in the sight of God, and an angel in his tenderness for me—
though he be the only true friend 1 have hitherto had upon
the earth—be assured, Consuclo, T will tear hini from my heart,
and you shall never see hinf again,”

‘““ Knough, enough, Albert!” murmured Consuclo, incapable
after so many terrors of supporting a fresh one; “do not let

uch ideas dwell upon your mind. [ would rather lose my life
a hundred times, than inflict upon yours such a fearful neces-
sity and such a cause for despair.”

Albert did not heed her, and scemed absent. o forgot to
support her, and did not perceive that she faltered and
stumbled at every step. He was absorbed by the idea of the
dangers she had incurred for his sake; and in his torror at
picturing them to himself, in his ardent solicitude and excited

atitude, he walked rapidly, making the gallery resound with
his hurried exclamations, nud leaving her to drag herself after
him with efforts‘'which became every moment mere painful.
In this ecruel situation, Consuelo thought of Zdenko who was
behind her, and who might follow them; of the torrent which
he always held, as it were, in his hand, and whi¢h he could

. again unchain at the moment when ghe was aseéending the
well alone, deprived of Albert’s assistance: for the latter, o

rey to a new fancy, thought he saw her before him, and fol-
owed a decuitful phantom, while he abandoned hgr to dark-
ness. This was too much for a woman, and even far Consuclo.
herself. Cynabre trotted on as fast as his master, and boutided
beforo him carrying tho lantern. . Consuelo ha#l left hers
in the coll. 'The road inade numerous turns bohind which the
light disappeared every instant. , Consuelo struck against one
of those mt]l“les’ fell, and could not rise agauin. The chill of
death ran through all her limbs, A last appreliension pre-
sented itself to her mind. Zdenko had probably recerved
orders to open tho sluice-gate after a certain time, in order to
coneeal the staircase and tho issuo of the cistern, so that
even if hatred did not inspire him, he would obey this neces-
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sary precaution from habit. “Itisaccomplished then,” thought

Consuelo, making vain attempts to drag herself forward on

her knees. “I am the victim of a pitiless destiny. 1 shall

never escape from this cavern—my eycs will never again be-
" pold the light of day.”

Already a thicker veil than that of the outward darkness
spread itself’ over her sight; her hands became -numb, and an
apathy, which resembled the sleep of doath, suspended her
terror. Suddenly she felt herself caught and raised by a power-
ful arm, which drew her towards the cistern. A burning
bosom beats against hery, and warms it; a friendly and caress-
ing voice addresses her with tender words; Cynabre beunds
before her, shakinz the light, 1t is Albert, who, restored to
himself, seizes and saves her, with the passionate tenderness of
a mother who has lost and found ker child, Inthree minutes
they arrived ai the canal whicli the water of the fountain haid
left dry, and reached the archway and the staircase. Cynabre,
accustomod to this dangerous asceut, leaped forward first, as
if he fearcd to encumber his master’s steps by remaining
too mear him.

Albert, carrying Consuclo on one arm, and clinging with
the other to the chain, ascended the spiral staircase, at the
foot of which the water already began to mount also, This
was not the least of the dangers which Consuclo had eneonn-
tered; but she folt no fear. Albert was endowed with a her-
culean strength, in comparison with which Zdenko's was as a
child’s, and at this moment he was animated with super-
natural power. When ho liad deposited his precious burden
upon the margin of the well in the light of the breaking dawn,
Consuelo, at last broathing frecly, and rising from his panting
breast, wiped with her veil his broad forehead bathed in per-
spiration. “ My friend,” said she, tenderly, * without you 1
should have died, and you have repaid all that I have done for
you; but I now fecl your fatigue more than you do yourself,
and it scems to me that in your place I should sink under it.”

* O my little Zingagella!” said Albert to her with enthusi-
asm, kissing the veil which she rested upon his face, “ you are
as light in my arms as on the day when I descended from the
Schreckenstein to carry you to the chétean.”

“ Which you will not again leave without my permission,
Albert; do not forget your oath,”

“ Nor you yours,” repligd he, kneeling before her. -le then
assisted her to wrap herself in the veil, and to cross his chain-
ber, {from which she escaped stealthily to regain her own.
The family began to awake in the castle. Alrcady from the
lower story o dry and piercing cough, tho signal of her
rising, was heard from the canoness, Consuelo'was fortunate
enougiv not to be seen or heard by any one. Fear gave her
wings to in the sheltor of her apartment, With a trem-
bling hand'she freed herself fromn hor soiled and torn clothes,
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»and hid them in a trunk, from which she removed the key.

She retained sufficicnt strength and recollection to conceal
every trace of her mystorious journey; but hardly had she let
her wearied head fall upon the pillow, when a®heavy yet

* troubled sleep, full of fanciful dreams and horrible adventures,”

chained it there, under the weight of an overpowering and
raging fever.

CHAPTLELR XLVIIL

IN the mean time the Canoness Wenceslawa, after spending
half an hour at her devotions, ascended the staircase, and ac-
cording to hor custom devoted the first care of the day to her
dear nophew. She approached the door of his chamber, and
bent her car to the keyhole, though with less hope than cver
of hearing the slight noise which would announce his return.
What was her surprise and her joy on distinguishing the regular
sound of his breathing duriifir sleep! She made a great sign
of the cross, and veuntured to unlatch the door and enter
gently on tiptoe. She saw Albert peacefully slumbering in
his bed, and ¢ynabre curled up on a neighbouring arm-chair.
She did not awake cither of them, but ran to find Count
Christian, who, prostrate in his oratory, prayed with his ac-
customed resignation that his son migl}xt ge restored to him,
either in heaven or upon carth,

“ My brother,” said sho to him in a low voice, and knecling
beside him,  cease your prayers, and search your heart for the
most fervent thanksgiving., Gl has heard you,”

There was no need that she should explain herself farther.
The old man, turning towards her, and meccting her little
sparkling eyes, :himated with a profound and sympathetic
joy, raiscd his shrivelled hauds towards the altar, and cried
with a smothercd voice, “ O my (lod, thou hast restored to mo
my son!”

Then Dboth simnltaneonsly began tq recite in a low voice
alternate verses of the beautiful song of Simeon—*¢ Now lettest
thou thy servant depurt in peace.” N

They resolved not to awnken Albert. They sumdmoned the
baron, the chaplain, and all the servauts, and devoutly heard
mass’and returned thanksgiviug in the chapel of the chateau.
Amelia learned the return of her coysin with sincere joy; but
she considered it very unjust that in order to celebrate this
event piously, she should be obliged to undergo a mass during
which she had to stifle many yawns.

“ Wh{ has not your friend, the good Porporina, joined with
us in thanking Providence?” said Count. Christinn to his
niece, when the mass was ended.

“I have tried in vain to awaken her,” replied Amclia. “I
called her, shook her, and used every means; but 1 could not
succecd in making her understand, or even open her eyes. If

Q
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she were not burning hot, and red as fire, I should think her
dend, She must have slept very badly last night, and she cer-
tainly has a fever.”

“ Then the sweet girl is ill!” returned the old count. “My

~“desr Wenceslawa, you should go and administer such remedices *
as her condition may require. God forbid that so happy a day
should be saddened by the suffering of that noble girl!”

“ I will go, my brother,” replied the canoness, who no longer
said a word nor took a step respecting Consuelo, without con-
sulting the chaplain’s looks. * Dut do not Lo uueasy, Chris-
tian: 1t will be of no consequence, The Signora Nina is very
nervous; she will soon be well,” .

“ Still, is it not a very singular thing,” said she to the chap-
lain an instant after, when she ecould take him aside, * that
this girl should have predicted Albert's return with so much
confidence and accuracy? Dear chaplain, possibly we have
becn mistaken respecting her,  Perhaps she is a kind of saint
who has revelatious.”

“ A saint wonld have come to licar mass, instead of having
the fever at such a moment,” objected the chaplain, with a
profound air,

This judicious remark drew a sigh from the canoness,  She
nevertheless went to see Consuclo, and found her in a burning
fever, accompatied by an unconquerable lothargy.,  Lhe chap-
lain wag called, and deelaved that she would be very ill if the
fever continued. lie questioned the voung baroness as to
whether her peighbour had not passed a very disturbed mzhte.

“On the contrary,” ae}vliod Amelia, “1 did not hear her
move. I expected, from her predictions and the fine stories
she has been telling for sone days past, to have heard the
sabbat danced in her apartment.  But the devil must have
carried her a great way off, or she must have had to deal with
very well educated imps, for she did not move, so far as 1
know, and my sleep was not disturbed a single instant.”

These pleasantries appeared to the chaplain to be in very
bad taste; and the cgnoness, whose heart made awmends tor
the failings of her mind, congidered them misplaced at the
bedside of a friend who was seriously ill.  Still she said
nothing, attributing her nicce’s bitterness to a too well founded
jealousy, and asked the chaplain what medicines ought to be
administered to the Porporina. .

He ordered a sedative, which they eould notmake her swal-
low, Her teeth were locked, and her livid lips.zejected all
liquid. The chaplain pron>unced this to be a bgh-sign. But
with_an apathy which was unfortunately too contagious in
that house, he deferred until a sceond examination the jude-
ment he should have pronounced upon the patient. * We will
see; we must wait; we can decide on nothing us yet:” such were
the favourite sentences of the tonsured Ksculapius, “1f this
continues,” vepeated he,t on quitting Consuelo’s chamber, * wo
must consider #bout the propriety of calling in a physician,
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for 1 wonld not take upon myself the responsibility of treating
an coxtraordinary case of nervous affection. 1 will pray for
this young lady ; and perhaps in the state of mind which she
has manitestod during these last few days, we must expect from
God alone, assistance more efficucious than that of art.” __ «»

"They left a maid-servaut by tho bedside of Consuelo, and
went to prepare for breakfast. The eanoness herself knoaded
the sweetest cake that had ever:been produced by her skilful
hands. She flattered hersclf that Albert, after his long fast,
would eat this favourite dish with pleasure. The lovely Ame-
lia made a toilet charming in its freshncss, hoping that her
cousin might feek some regret at having offended and irritated
her, when he saw her so bewitching.  Every one thought of
preparing some agrecable surprise tor the young count, and
they forgot the only one whe ought to have interested theimn—
the poor Consuclo—to whom they weroe indebted for his return,
ond whom Albert would be impatient to seo again,

Albert soun awoke, and instead of making useless attempts
to recall the occurrences of the precedivg night, as was always
the case after these fits of insanity which drove him to his
~subterranean abode, he promptly recovered the recollection of
uis Jove, and of the happiness which Consuelo had bestowed
upon him. 1le rose quickly, dressed and perfumed himself,
and ran to throw himself into the arms of his father and his
aunt. The joy of thoso gond relatives was at its height when
they saw that Albert had full possession of his veason, that he
had a consgiousness of his long absence, and that he asked
their forgiveness with an ardont tenderness, promising never
again to causo them so much troubleund unvasiness. e saw
the transports excited iy his régurn to the kuowledge of the
reality; but he remarked the care they persisted in taking to
conceal his situnt®n from him, and he was somewhat humbled
at being treated like a child, when he felt that he had again
become a mau.  Ile submitted, however, to this putishment—
too trifling in proportion to the evil he had caused+saying to
himself that it was a salutary warning, and that Consuelo
would be pleasod at his eomnprehending and accepting it.

As soou as he was seated at table, in the mjdst of the
caresses, the tears of happiness, and the earnest ajtentions of
his family, he auxiously looked around for her who had now
bocome necessary to his life and lis peaco. saw her
place empty, and dared not ask why the Tor, a did not
uppear, Still the canonoss, who sa% him turn his head and
start overy time the door opened, thought herself obliged to
relieve him from all anxiety by saying that their young guest
had slept badly, that she was now quiet, and expected to keep
her bed a part of the day. "

Albert knew very well that his liberator must be over-
powered by fatigue, and yet terror was depicted on his coun-
tenance ab this nows, “My dear sunt,” said ke, no longer
able to vestrain his emotion, “I think that if the adopted
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daughter of Porpora were seriously indisposed, we should not
all be here at table, tt;uietl y engaged in eating and talking.”
“ Comfort yourself, Albert,” said Amelia, reddening with
vexation, * Nina is busy dreaming of you, and predicting your
"c:et_gl};n, which she awaits, sleeping, while we here celebrate if in

joy.

Klbert turncd pale with indignation, and darting a wither-
ing glance at his cousin, “If any one here has slept during my
absence,” said he, “it is not the person whom you name, who
should be reproached with it; the freshness of your cheeks, my
fair cousin, testifies that you have not lost an hour of slecp
during my absence, and that you have at this moment no nced
of repose. I thank you with all my heart, for it would be very
painful for me to ask your forgiveness, as I do that of all the
other members and friends of my family.”

* Many thanks for the exception,” returned Amelia, crimeon
with anger; “ I will cndeavour always to desorve it, by keeping
my watchings and anxieties for sume one who will feel obliged
for them, and not turn them into-a jost.”

This little altercation, which was by no means a new thing
between Albert and his betrothed, but which had never heen
80 bitter on cither onc side or the other, threw aa air of gloom
and restraint over the rest of the morning, notwitiistanding all
the efforts which were made to divert Albert’s attention.

The canoncss went to sce her patient scveral times, and
found her cach tiine moro feverish and more opprossed, Amelia,
whom Albert's anxiety wounded as if it had beeén, a personal
affair, went to weep in her chamber. The chaplain ventured
so far as to say to the canonegs that a physician must be sent
for in the evening, if the fever did not abate. Count Christian
kept his son near him, to distract his thoughts from an anxicty
which he did not comprcheud, and which he believed still to
be the result of diseasc., IBut while chaining him to his side
by affectionate words, the good old man could not find the
least subject for conversation and intimacy with that spirit
which ho had never wished to sound, from the fear of being..,
conquered and subdued by an intellect superior to his own in
matters of religiou, It is true that Count Christian called bK
the names of madness and rebellion, that bright light whic!
pierced through the eccentricities of Albert, and the splendour
of which the fceble eyes of a rigid Catholic conld not endure; ,
but he resisted the feeling which impelled him to question him *
serionsly. Tivery time he had tried to correct his heresies, he
had been reduced to silence by arguments full of i’ustico and
firmuess. Nature had not made him eloquent. e had not
that ease and animatign which maintains a controversy, and
still less that charletanism of discussion which, in default of
ogio, imposes by an air of science and pretended certainty. +
Simple and ﬁest, he allowed his lips to be closed; he re-
Beroached himself with mwt having turned his younger days to
tter aceount, by studying those profound arguments which



CONSUELO. 245

Albert opposed to him; and certain that there wero in theolo-
fica.l science, treasures of truth by means of which one more
carned and skilful than himself could have crushed Albert's
heresy, ho clung to his shaken faith, and in order to cxcuse
himself from acting more energetically, took refuge in hi- -
norance and simplicity, and thereby emboldened the rebel, and
did him more harm than good.

Their conversation, interrupted twenty times by a kind of
mutual fear, and twenty times resumed with cffort on both
sides, at last failed of itself. Old Christian fell asleep in his
arm-chair, and Albert left him to go and obtain_information
respecting Consuelo’s condition, which alarmed him the more,
the more they tried to econceal it from him.

He spent more than two hours wandering about the corri-
dors of the chateau, watchihg for the canoness and the chap-
lain on their passage to and fro to ask them for news. The
chaplain persisted in answering him concisely and brief}iy; the
canoness put on a smiling fjico as soon as she perceived him,
and affected to speak of other things, in order to daceive him
by an appearance of security. But Albert saw that she began
to be seriously alarmed, and that she continually made more
and more frequent visits to Consuclo’s chamber, and he re-
marked that they did not fear to open and close the doors every
moment, as if that slecp, which they pretended was quiet and
necessary, could not be disturbed by noise and agitation, He
ventured so far as to approach that chamber into which he
would have given his life to penetrate for a single instant. The
entrance was through another room, avhich was scparated from
the corridor by two thick doors through which ndither sight
nor sound could penetrate. The canoncss, remarking this at-
tempt, shut and {pcked both, and no longer visited 'the patient
except by passing through Amelia’s chamber, which was ad-
joining, and where Albert would not have sought information
without cxtreme repugnance. At last, seeing him ¢xasperated,
and fearing the return of his discase, sho ventured'on a false-
hood; and while asking forgiveness of God in her haart, she an-
nounced to him that the invalid was much better; and that
sho promised to come down and dine with the family.

Albert did not mistrust his aunt’s words, whose pére lips had
never sinned against truth so openly as they had just dene;
and he rejoined the old count, praying with fervour for the
hour which was to restore to him Censuclo and happiness,

But the hour struck in vain. Consuelo did not appear.
The canoncss, making a rapid ®progress in the art of ymﬁ
told him that she had risen, but that she found herself stall
somewhat weak, and preforred dining in her apartment. She
even pretended to send up choico portions of the most delicate
dishes. These artifices triumphed over Albert’s terror. Al-
though he experienced an overpowering sadness, gmd as it
were a presentiment of some misfértune, he submitted, and
made groat offorts to appear calm,
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In the evening, Wenceslawa came with an air of eatisfaction,
which was hn.r«fly at all assumed, to say that the Porporina
was better; that her skin was no longer burning; that her

«pulse was rather weak than full, and that she wouid certainly
pa®e an excellent night,  “ Why then am 1 frozen with terror,
notwithstanding these good tidings?” thought the young count,
as he taok leave of his relatives at the accustomed hour.,

The fact was that the good canoness, who, notwithstanding
her emaciation and deformity, had never been ill in her life,
understood nothing of the maladies of others. She saw Con-
suelo pass from a fiery redness to a livid palenees, her feverish
blood congeal in her arteries, and her chest, too much oppressed
to be raised under the effort of respiration, appear calm and
motionless. For an instant she thought her relieved, and had
announced this news with a childlike confidence. DBut the
chaplain, who was rather better informed, saw plainly that
this apparent repose was the forerunner of a violent erisis. As
soon as Albert had retired, he gave the canoness notice that
the hour had come to send for a physician. Unfortunately the
city was far distant, the night dark, the roads detestable, and
Hanz very slow, notwithstanding his zeal. The storm rose,
the rain fell in torrents. The old horse which carried the aged
servant, stumbled twenty times, and finished by losing himself’
in the woods with his terrified rider, who took cvery hill for
the Schreckenstein, aud every flash of lightning for the flaming
flight of an evil spirit. It was not till broad daylight that
Hanz again found the road. With the speediest trot into
which he could urge his s.eed, he approached the town, where
he found the physician sound asleep: the latter wus awakened,
dressed himself slowly, and ac last set out.  Four and twenty
hours had been lost in deciding upon aud effecting this step.

Albert tried in vain to sleep. “A burning anxiety and the
fearful noises of the storm kept him awake all night. He dare
not come down, fearing again to scandnlize his aunt, who had
lectured him in the morning on the impropriety of his continual
presence near the apartment of the two young ladies.  He left
his door open, and heard frequont steps in the lower story. e
ran to the staircase; but seeing no one, and hearing nothing
more, he tried to take courace and to place 1o the account of
thecwind and thoe ruin, the deceitful noises which had terrified
him, Since Consuclo had requested it, he nursed his reason
and his moral health witlr patience aud firmness. e repelled
his agitatxons and fears, and strove to raise himself above his
love by tha st?tzﬁth of that fyve itself. But suddenly, in the
midst of the rattling of the thunder and the eroaking of the

old timbers of the chateau, which groaned under the force of

harricane, a long, heart-rending ery ascended even to him,
and pigreed his bosom like the stroke of a poniard. Albert,
who had thebwn himself 3l dressed upon his bed with the reso-
lution 6f gefng to sleep, Hounds up, rushes forward, clears the
staircase with the speed of lightning, and knocks at Consuelo’s



. CONSUELV. ' 247

door. Silence once more reigned. No one came to open it.
Albert"thought he had dreamed again; but a second cry, moro
dreadful, more piercing than the first, rent his heart. He
hesitates no longor, rushes down a dark corridor, reaches the
door of Awelia’s chamber, shakes it and announces himself v ,*
name.  He hours a bolt shot, and Amelia’s voice imperiously
orders him to begone. Still the cries and shricks redouble,
It is the voice of Consuelo, who is suffering intolerable agony.
Ile hears his own nino breathed with despair by those adored
lips. He pushes tho door with rage, makes latch and lock fly,
and thrusting asido Amelin, who plays the part of outraged
modesty on {;cing surprised in a damask dressing-gown and
luce cap, pushes her back upon her sofa, and rushes into Con-
suelo’s apartiment, pale as a spectre, his bair evect with terror!
L]

CUHAPTER XLIX,

Coxsurlo, a prey to violent delivium, was struggling in the
arms of two of the most vigorous maid-servants of the house,
who could hardly prevent her from throwing herself out of bed.
ilaunted, as happens in certain cases of brain fever, by phan-
toms, the unhappy girl endeavoured to fly fromn the visions by
which she was assailed, and imagined she saw, in the persons
who endeavonred to restrain and relicve ber, savage enemies
or monsters bent upon her destruction.  The terrified echaplain,
who every moment feared to soe her stuk under her sufforings,
ras already repeating by her sido the prayers for the departing,
but she took him for Zdenko chaunt'ng hisiysterious psalms,
while he built up the wall which was to enclose her. The
trembling canoncss, who joined dior fecble efforts with those of
the other womengto hold her in bed, scemed to her the phantom
of the two Wandas, the sister of Ziska and the mother of Albert,
appearing by turns in the groito of the recluse, and reproaching
her with usurping their rights and inviding théir domain,
Her delirious exclamations, her shricks, and her pragers, incom-
prehensible to those about hor, had all a direct relation to the
thoughts and objects which had so violeutly agitated and
affveted her the night before.  She heard the roaging of the |
torrent, and imitated with her arms the motion o‘tfwimming.
sho shook her dark, dishevelled trosses over hex shoulders,
and imagined she saw flonds of foam falling abouf her.- She
continnally saw Zdenko behind heg engaged in gpening the
sluice, or before her, making frantic ellorts to close the path.
She talked of nothing but watew and rocks, with a continued
throng of images which caused the chaplain to shake his head
and say: “ What a long and painful dream! I cannot eonceive
why hor mind should have been so inuch oceupied of late with
that cistorn: it was doubtless a commencement of fover, and
you sce that in her delivium she always recurs to it.
Juat ay Albert cutered her roow, aghast, Consuelo, oxhausted
by Lutiguo, was uttering ouly inarticulate sounds terwninating
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at intervals in wild shrieks. The frightful adventures she had
undergone, being no longer restrained b{ the power of her
will, recurred to her mind with frightful intensity. *In her
delirium she called on Albert with a voice so full and so .
“wibeating that it seemed to shake the whole house to its foun-
dations; then her cries died away in long-drawn sobs which
seemed to suffocato her, although her haggard eyes were dry
and absolutely blazing with fever,
*1 am here! I amn here!” cried Albert, rushing towards the
bed. Cousuclo heard him, recovered all her energy, and ima-
ining that ho fled before her; disengaged herself from tho
ﬁands that held her, with that rapidity of movemont and mus-
cular force which the delirium of fever gives to the weakest
beings. She bounded into the middle of the room, her hair
dishevelled, her feet bare, her form wrapped in o thin white
night-dress, which gave hier the appearauce of a speetre escaped
from the tomb; and just as they thought to seize her again,
she leaped with the agility of a wild-cat upon the spinet which
was before her, reached the window which shie took for the
opening of the fatal cistern, placed one foot upen it, extended
her arms, and again calling on the name of Albert, in aceents
which floated out on the dark and stormy night, was about to
dash herself down, when Albert, even more strong and agile
than she, encireled her in his arms, and carried her back to her
She did not recognise him, but she made no resistance,
and ceased to utter his name. Albert lavished upon her’in
Spanish the tenderest names and the most fervent prayers.
She heard him with he» eyes fixed, and without seeing or
answering him; but suddenly. rising and throwing hertelf on
her knecs in the bed, she begun to sing a stanza of Handel's
Te Deum, which she had recently road andadmired. Never
had her voice possessed more expression and brilliancy; never
had she been more heautiful than in that cestatic attitude, her
hair flowing, her cheeks lighted up with the fire of {ever, and
her eyes seeming to picrce the heavens opened for them alone.
The canoness was so much moved that she kiflt 2t the foot of
the bed and burst into tears; and the chaplain, notwithstand.-
ing his want of sympathy, Lent his head and felt penetrated
with a_sentiment of pious respect. Iardly had Consuclo
finished the stanza, when she uttered a deep sigh, and a holy
rapture shone in her countenance. “1 am saved!” cried she,
and she fell backwards, pzle and cold as marble, her cyes still
open, but fixed and motionless, her lips blue and her arms rigid.
A momentary silence_and stupor succceded to this scene.
Ameclia, who, crect and motionless at the door of her chamber,
bad witnessed the frightful spectacle without daring to movo
a step, fainted away with terror. The canoness and the two
womeft #an to help her. Consuelo remained pale and motion-
less; fost uémn Albert’s arm, who had let his head fall upon
tho bosom®of the dying gifl, and appeared scarcely more alive
than The canoness had no sooner seen Amelia laid



. CONSUELO, 249

uﬂon her bed, than she returned to the threshold of Consuelo’s
chamber. “ Well, Mr, Chaplain?” said she, dejectedly.

“ Madam, it is death!” replied the chaplain in a hollow voice,
letting fall Consuelo’s arm, the pulse of which he had been
examining attentively,

“ No, it 18 not death! no! a thousand times no!” cried Albert,
raising himsclf impetuously. “I have consulted her heart
better than you have consulted her arm. 1t still beats; she
breathes—she lives. Oh! she will live! It is not thus, it is not
now, that her lifo is to end. Who is bold and rash enough to
believe that God had decreed her death? Now is the time to
apply the nccessary remedies. Chaplain, give me your box of
medicines.  1know what is required, and youdo not. Wretch
that you are, obey me! You havo not assisted her; you might
have prevented this horrible erisis, you did not do it; you have
concealed her illness from me; you have all deceived me, Did
you wish to destroy her? Your cowardly prudence, éour
hideous apathy, have tied your tonguo and your hands! Give
me your hox, | say, and let me act.”

And as the chaplain hesitated to trust him with medicines,
which in the hand of an excited and half frantic man might
become poisons. he wrested it from himn violently, Deaf to the
observations of his aunt, he sclected and himself poured out
doses of the most powerful and active medicines, Albert was
more learned on many subjects than they supposed, and had
practised upon himself, at a period of his life when he had
studicd carefully tho frequent disorders which affected his
brain, and he knew the cffeets of the inost encrgetic stimulants.
Actuated by a prompt judgment, inspived by a courageous and
resoluto zeal, he administered a*dose which the chaplain would
never have darad to recommend. 1le succeeded, with incre-
dible paticnce and gentleness, in unclosing the tecth of the
sutlercr, and making her swallow some drops of this powerful
remedy. At the end of an hour, during which he several times
repeated the dose, Consuelo broathed freely; her hands had
recovered their warmth, and her features their clasticity, She
neither heard nor felt auything yet; but her prostration seemed
gradually to partake more of the nature of sleep, and a slight
colour returned to her lips. The physician arrived, and seeing
that the case was a scrious one, declared that hé had Been
called very late, and that he would not be answergble for the
result. The patient ought to havesbecn bled the'day beforo;
now the crisis was no longer favourable. Bleeding would cer-
tainly bring back the paroxysm® That was embarrassing.

l"dlg will bring it back,” said Albert; “ and yet she must be
bled.

The German physician, a heavy, sclf-conceited personage,
accustomed, in his country practice, where he had no competi-
tur, to bo listened to as an oracle, sgowlingly raised his heavy
cyes towards the persen who thus prosumed to cut the ques-
tion short,
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“T tell you she must be bled,” resumocd Albert, firmly.
“ With or without bleeding the crisis will return.”

“ Exeuse me,” said Doctor Wetzelius; “ that is not so certain
as you seem to think.” And he smiled in a disdainful and
sdrrustic manner.

“If the crisis do not roturn, all is lost,” repeated Albert;
“and you ought to know it. This stupor leads directly to suf-
fusion of the brain, to paralysis and death. Your duty is to
arrest the malady, to restore its intensity in order to combat
it, and in the end to overcomo it, If it be nut so, why have
you come here? Prayers and burials do not belong to you.

loed her, or 1 will,”

The doctor well knew that Albert reasonud justly, and ho
had from the first the intontion of bleeding; ‘but it wasnot ex-
pedient for a man of his importance to dotermine and execute
so specdily,  That would have led people to conelude that the
case was a simple oue and the troatment casy, and our Ger-
man was therefore accustomed, on the pretency of serious dii-
ficulties and varying symptoms, to prolong his diagnosis, in
order to sccure in the end for his protesaional skill a fresh tri-
umph as if by a sudden flash of genius, and to hear himseif
thus flattered, as he had been o thousand timns betore:— The
malady was so far advanced, so dangerous, thut Doctor Wet-
zelius himself did not know what to determine; no other than
he would have seized the moment and divined the remedy.
He is very prudent, very learned, very firm, He has not his
equal, even in Vienna.”

*“If you are a physician, and have authority here,” said he,
when he saw himself contradicied and put to the wall by Al-
hert's impatience, “ I do not see why L should have been called
in, and [ shall thercfore leave the room,”

“If you do not wish to decide at the proper time, you may
retire,” said Albert,

Doctor Wetzelius, deeply wounded at having been assoeiated
with one of tho fraternity who treated him with so littie de-
feronce, rose and passed into Amolia’s room to attend to the -
nerves of that young lady, who impatiently calied him, and to
take leave of the canoness; hut the latter preveiited his sudden
retreat.

“dlas, my doar doctor,” said she, “ you cannot abandon us
in such a situation. See what heavy respoensibility weighs
on us, My ncephew hascoffended you, but you should not
resent so seriously the hastiness of u young man who is so
little master of himself.”

“ Was that Count Albert?”’ asked the doctor, amazedd. * 1T
should never have rorognised him.  Ho is so much altered!”

*“ Withous doubt, the ten years which have slapsed since you
suw him, have madn o great change in him.”

U1 thotght; him comiplptely cured,” said the doctor, muli-
&u;:s!y ; “for I have nof beon sent for once sinco his re-
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“ Ah!_my dour doctor, you are aware that Albert never
willingly submitted to the decisions of seience,”

* Aud now he appears to be a physician himself!”

. _“ He has a slight knowledge of all sciences, but carries into

all his vneontrollable impatience. ‘The frightful stat~ .u
which he has just scen this young girl has agitated him ter-
ribly, otherwiso you would have scen him ore polite, more
ealm, and grateful to you for the care you bestowed on him in
his infaney.”

*T think he requires care more than ever,” replied the doo-
tor, who, in spite of his respect for the Rudolstadt family, pre-
ferred afflicting the canoness by this harsh observation, to
stooping from his professional position, and giving up tho petty
revenge of treating Albert as a madman,

The canoness suffered tite more from this ernelty, that the
exasperation of the doctor might lead him to reveal the condi-
tion of her nephew, which she took such painsto conceal. She
therefore laid aside her dignity for the moment to disarm his
resentiment, aud defereutially inquired what he thought of the
bleeding so mnch insisted on by Albert.

“T think it is absurd at prosent,” said the doctor, who wished
to maintain the initiative, and allow the decision to come per-
fectly free from his respected lips. I shall wait an hour or
two; and if the right moment should arrive sooner than I ex-
peet, 1 shall aet; but in the present erisis, tho state of the pulse
does not warrant me taking any decisivo step.”

“Then you will remain with us? Bless you, excollent
doctor!”

“When I am now aware that my opponent is the young
count,” réplied the doctor, smiliag with a patronising and com-
passionate air, ;1 shall not be astonished at anything, and
shall allow him to talk as he pleascs.” i

And he was turning to re-cnter Consuclo’s apa&tment, the
dvor of which the chaplain had closed to prevent Albert hear-
ing this colloquy, when the chaplain himself, pale aund be-
wildered, loft the sick girl’s conch, aud camo to seek the
physician,

“ In the name of Heaven! doctor,” he exclaimed, £ corne and
use your authority, for mine is despised, as tho vdice of God
himself would be 1 bolieve, by Count Albort. 11el persisgg in
bleeding the dying gitl, contrary to your express prehibition,
I know not by what forece or stratagem we shall ypovent him,
He will maim her, if be do not kill her on the spot, by seme
untimely biunder.” 4 )

* Sa, 80,” muttercd the doctor, in a sulky tone, as he stalked
loisurcly towards the door, with the conceited and insulting air
of a man devoid of natural feeling, * we shall see fine doings if
I fuil in diverting his attention in some way.” .

But when they approached the bed, they found Albert with
his reddened lancet between his teefh: witl one haud he sup-
ported Consuclo's arm, while with the other he held the basin,
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The vein was open, and dark-coloured blood flowed in an
abundant stream.

The chaplain began to murmur, to exclaim, and to take
Heaven to witness. The doctor endeavoured to jost a little
Wadistract Albert’s thoughts, conceiving ho might take his own
time to close the vein, were it only to open it & moment after,
that his caprice and vanity might’ thus enjoy all the eredit of
success. But Albert kept them all at a distance by a mere

lance; and as soon as he had drawn a sufficient quantity of

lood, he applied the necessary bandagos, with the dexterity of
an experienced operator. He then gently replaced Consuelo’s
arm by her side, lw,nding the canoness a phial to hold to her
nostrils, and called the chaplain and the doctor into Amelia’s
chamber.

“ Geutlemen,” said he, “you can now be of no further use,
Indecision and prejudice united Par&iyzo your zeal and your
knowledge. I here declare that ] take all the responsibility on
myself, and that I will not be either opposed or molested in so
sorious a task. I beg therefore that chaplain may recite his
pm{ers and the doetor administer his Potions to my cousin,
shall suffer no prognosties, nor sentencos of death around the bed
of one who will soon regain her consciousness, Let this be
settled. Ifin this instance I offend a learncd man—if I am
guilty of culpable conduct towards a friend—1I shall ask pardon
when I can once more think of myself.”

After having thus spoken in a tone, the scrious and studied
politeness of which was in strong contrast with tho coldness
and formality of his words, Albert re-entered Consuelo’s apart-
ment, closed the door, put thedkey in his pocket, and said to
the canoness: “ No one shallscither euter or leave Lhis roomn
without my permission,”

CHAPTER I.

THE terrified canoness dared not venture a word in reply.
There was something so resolute in Albert’s air and demeanour
that his good aunt quailed before it, and obeyed hin with an
wlacrity quite surprising in her. The physician finding his
aathority despised, and not caring, as he afterwards affirmed,
to gucounter a madman, wisely determined to withdraw. The
chaplain betook himself to his' prayers, and Albert, assisted by
his aunt and two of the Jomestics, remained the whole day
with his patient, without relaxing his attentions for an instant.
After soino hours of quiet, ¢he paroxysm returned with an
intensity almost greater than that of the preceding night. It
was however of shorter duration, and when it yielded to the
effect of powerfil remedies, Albert desired the canoness to re-
tire to rest, and to send him another female domestic to assist
him while the two others took some reposc.

* Will you not also take some rest?” asked Wencoslawa,
trenibling.
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** No, my dear aunt,” he replied, “I require none.”

“ Alas! ny child,” said she, “you will k!ildoursclf, then,” and
shé added as she left the room, emboldened by the abstraction
of the count, “This stranger costs us doar.”

ITe consented however to take some food, in order to kaep
up his strength. e ato standing in the corridor, his eye*uxed
upon the door, and as soon as he had finished his hasty repast,
he threw down the napkin, and re-entered the room. ~ ¥le had
closed the communication between the chamber of Consuclo
and that of Amelia, and only allowed the attendants to gain
access by the gallery. Amelia wished to be admitted to tend
her suflering companion; but she went so awkwardly about it,
and, dreading the return of convulsions, displayed such terror
at every feverish movement, that Albert became irritated,
and begged her not to trouble herself further but retire to her
own apartment,

“To m¥ apartment!” exclaimed Amelia; “impossiblel-—doyon
imagine c;mld sleep with these frightful cries of agony ringing
in my ears?” .

Albort shrugged his shoulders, and replied that there weroe
many other apartiments in the castle, of which she might select
the best, until the invalid could be rewmoved to ono where her
proximity should annoy no one.

Amelia, irritated and displeased, followed the advice. To
witness the delicate eare which Albert displayed towards her
rival was more painful than all, “ O, aunt!” she exclaimed,
throwing herself into the arms of the canoness, when the latter
had brought her to sleep in her own, bedroom, where she had a
bed prepared for her beside her,own, “ we did not know Albert.
He now shows how he can lova,”

For many days Consuclo hovered between life and death;
but Albert comtfated her malady with such perseverance and
skill as finally to eonquer it. He bore her through this rude
trial in safety; and as soon as she was out of danger, he caused
her to be removed to an apartment in a turret of tho castle,
where the sun shone for the longest time, and where the view
was mare cxtensive and varied than from any of the other
windows. This chamber, furnished after an antiguo fashion,
wa3 more in unison with the scrious tastes of Consuelo than the
one they had first prepared for her, and she had ng evipced
a desire to occupy it. Here she was free from the- importani-
ties of her companion, and in spite of the continual-presence of
a nurse, who was engaged each morning and evening, she could"
cnjoy the hours of convalescenceyagreeably with her preserver.
They always cBuversed in Spauish, and tho tender and deli-
cnto manifestation of Albert’s love was so much the sweeter to
Consuelo in that language which recalled hercountry, her child-
hood, and her mother. Imbued with the liveliest gratitude,
weakened Dy sufferings in which Albert alone had effectively
aided and eonsoled her, she submit#ed to that gentle lassitude
which is the result of severe indisposition, Her recollections
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of the past returned by degrees, but not with equal distinct-
ness, For example, if she recalled with undisguised satistac-
tion the support and devotion of Albert, during the priucipal
events of their acquaintance, she saw his inental estrangewent,
'u%is somewhat gloomy passion, as through a thick cloud.
‘Cher® were even hours, during the half consciousness of sleep,
or after composing draughts, when she imagined that she had
dreamed many of the things that could give cause for distrust or
fear of her generous friemf She was so much accustomed to his
presence and his attentions, that if he absented hiniself at
prayer or at meals, she felt nervous and agitated until his re-
turn. She fancied that her medicines, when prepared and
administered by any other hand than his, had an cfiect the
contrary of that which was intended.  She would then ubservo
with a tranquil smile, so atlecting on a lovely countenaunce -
half veiled by the shadow of death: “ I now believe, Albert,
that you are an onchanter; for if you order but a single drop
ot water, it produces in me the sume salutary calinness and
strength which cxist in yourself.”

Albert was happy tor the first time in his life; aud as it his
soul wag strong iu joy as it had been in grief, he deemed him-
self, at this period of intoxicating delight, the most fortunate
man on carth. This chamber whero he constantly saw his De-
loved one had become his world. At night, after he was sup-

sod to have retired, and every one was thought asleep in the

ouse, he returned with stealthy steps; and whils the nurse
in charge slept soundly, he glided behind the bed of his dear
Consuelo, and watched he sleeping, pale and drooping like a
flower after the storm. "He gettled himself in a large arm-
chair, which he took care to leave thers when he went away,
and thus passed the night, sleeping so lightly that at the least
movement of Cousuelo, he awoke and ben. towards her to
catch hor faint words: or his ready hand reccived Lers when,
u prey to some unhappy drean, she was restless and disquieted.
If the nurse chanced to awake, Albert declured he had just come
in, and she rested satisfied that he merely visited his patientonce
or twice during the night, while in reality ha did not waste
half an hour in his own chamber. Consuelo sharcld this fecl-
ing, and althcugh discovering the presence of her guardian much
mo& frequently than that of the nurse, she wus still so weuk
as to be casily deccived both as to the number and duration of
his visits, Often when, after inidnight, she found hin watch-
ing over her, and besonght him to retire and,take n fow hours
reposc, he would evade her slesire by saying thav it was now
near daybreak, and that he had just risen. ®1'hese innocent
deceptions exgited no suspicion in the mind of Consaclo of the
fatigue to which her lover was subjecting himseif; and to
them it was owing that she scldom suffered from the absence
of Albert. ,.This futigue, strange as it may appear, wag un-

erceived By the young éount himself: so true 1s it that love
imparts strength to the weakest. He possessed, however, o
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powerful organmization; and he was animated, besides, 1))' a
love us ardent and devoted as cver fired a human breast.

When, during the first warm rays of the sun, Consuelo was
able to bear removal to the half-open window, Albert scated
himself behind her, and sought in the course of the elouds pw-l
in the purple tints of the sunbeams, to divine the thofights
with which the aspect of the skies inspired his silent friend.
Sometimes he silently took a corner of the veil with which
she covered her head, and which a warm wind floated over the

. back of the sofa, and bending forward his forehead as if to rest
pressed it to lus lips. Omne day Consuelo, drawing it forward
to cover her chest, was surprised to find it warm ard moist;
and turning more quickly than she had done since her illness,
pereeived some extraordinary emotion on the countenance of
her friend. His cheeks ware llushed, a feverish fire shono in
his eyes, while his breast heaved with violent palpitations,
Albert quickly recovered himselt, but not before he had per-
ceived terror depicted on the ceuntenance of Consuelo. This
deeply attheted him, e would vather have witnessed there an
emotion of contempt, or even of severity, than a lingering feel-
ing of fear oud distrost. 1e resolved to keep so careful a
watch over himeclf; that no trace ot his aberration of mind
should be visible to her who had cured him of it, almost at
the price of her own life.

He suceeeded, thanks to a superhuman power, and one which
no ordinary man could have exercised. Accustomed to repress
his emutions, and to enjoy the tull scope of his desires, when not
incapacitated by his mysterious disgnse, ho restrained himself
to an extent that he did not geg credit for. llis friends were

-ignoranteof the frequeney and,force of ihe attack which he
had every day to overcome, until overwhelmed by despair, he
tled to ius secret®tavern—a congueror even in deteat, since he
still maintained sudlicient, circumepection to hide from all eyes
the speetacle of his fall,  Albert’s madness was of the most
unhappy and yet elevated stamp. flo knew his madness
aud telt its approach, unutil it had completely lnid hold of and
overpowered lam.  Yet he preserved in the nndst of his attacks
the vague and confused remembrance of an extgrnal world,
in which he did not wish to reappear, whilst he felt his rela-
tions with it not perfectly established. This memory of an
actual and real life wo all retain, when, in the dreans 6f a
painful sleep, we are transported into another lifp—a lifo of
fiction and indefinuble visious, We occasionally struggle
against these fantasios and terrngs of the night, assuring our-
selves that they are increly the eflects of nightmare, and making
cfforts to awake; but on such occasions a hostile power appoars
to seizo upon us at every cifort, and to plungo us agaiu into a
horrible lethargy, where terrible spuctacles, ever growing more
gloomy, close around us, and where griefs the most pvignant
assail and torture us. *

In alternations of being which bore a striking analogy to the
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state we have deseribed, passed the miserable life ot this
powerful intellect, so totally misunderstood by all around him,
and whom an active yet delicate and discriminating tenderness
alone, could have saved from his own distresses.  This tender-
‘magq had at last been manifested. *Consuclv was, of a trath, the

ure and hoavenly soul which seemed formed to find access to
at sombre and %loomy spirit, hitherto closed to all sympathy,
There was something sweet and touching in the solieitnde
which a romantic enthusiasm had first aroused in the young
girl, and in the respectful friendship with which gratitude in-,
spired in her since her illness, and which God doubtless knew
to be peculiarly fitted for Albert's restoration. It is highly pro-

. bable, that if Consuelo, forgetful of the past, had shared the
ardour of his passion, transports so new to hiin and joy so sud-
den, would have had the most fata) cffects. The discreet and -
chastened friendship which she felt for him, was calculated to
have a slower but a more certain effeet upon hig health, It
was o restraint as well as a benefit; gud if there was a sort of
intoxication in the renewed heart of“the young count, there
waa mingled with it an idea of duty and of sacrifice, which
gave other employment and another object to his will, than
those which had hitherto consumed him. He therefore ex-

erienced, at tho sume timo, the happiness of being loved as

e had never been before, the grief of not being so with the
ardour he himsclf felt, and the fear of losing his happiness if
he did not appear contented with it,  This threefold effeet of his
love soon filled his soul so completely, ns to leave no room for
the reveries towards whigh his iuaction and solitude had so
long compelled him to tarn, ko was delivered from them as
by the power of enchantment ;. for they faded from his memory,
and the image of her whom he loved kept his encmies at a
distance, and seemed placed between them'and himself like
a celestial buckler,

That repose of spirit and calmness of feeling, which were so
necessary to the re-establishment of' the young patient, were
hereafter therefore no more than very slightly aud very rarely
troubled by the secret agitations of her Yh_vsicmu. Like the hero
of the fable, Consuelo had descended into Tartarus-to draw
her friend thence, and had bronght atter her horror and frenzy.
In his turn, he applied himself to deliver her #ram the inaus-
picious gucsts who had followed her, and he'.succceded by
means of delicate attentions and passionate-rospect. They
be%?n a niew life toxether, resting on each otifer, not daring to
look forward, andinot feelingcourage to plunge back in thought
into the ablyss they had passed through. The future was a new
abyss, not lesgmysterious and terrible, which they did not ven-
ture to fathom. But they calmly enjoyed the present, like o
season of grage which was granted them by Heaven. .
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CHAPTER LI

' THE other inhabitants of the castle were by no means so trane
quil.  Amelin was furious, and no longer deigned even to ¥1sit
the invalid, She affecied not to speak to Albert, never turned
her eyes towards him, aud never answered his morning and
eveuing salutation.  And the most provoking part of the aflair
was, that Albert did not secem to pay the least attention to her
vexation,

The canoness, secing the very evident, and, as it were, de-
clared passion of her nephew for the adventuress, had not a
moment’s peace.  She racked her brains to find some means
of putting a stop to the danger and scandal, and to this end
she had loug conferences with the chaplain, Dut the latter
did not very earnestly desire the termiuation of such a stato of
things. He had for a long time past been uscless and un-
noticed amidst the cares of the family, but since these new and
agitating occurrences, his post had recovered a kind of im-
portance, aud he could at leust enjoy the pleasure of spying,
revealing, warning, predicting, consulting—in a word, moving
the domestic interests at his will, while he had the air of not
interfering, and ¢ould hide himself from the indignation of the
voung count behind the old aunt’s petticoats. 1letween them

oth they continually found new subjects of alarm, new motives
for precaution, but no means of safety. Every day the good
Wenceslawa approached her nephew, with a decisive explana-
tion on the tip of her tongue, and cvery day a mocking smile
or a freczing look caused the words to miscarry.  Every instant
she watched for an opportunity of slipping secretly into Con-
suclo’s chamnber, ia order to administer a skilful and firm re-
priunand, but every instant Albert, as if warned by a familiar
spirit, camne to place himself upon the threshold of the cham-
ber; and by a single frown, like the Olympian Jupiter, he
disarmed the anger, and froze the courage of the divinities hos-
tile to his beloved 1lion. Nevertheless the canoncss had seve-
ral tiines engaged the invalid in conversation: and as the
moments when she could enjoy a téte-a-téte were very rare, she
had profited Ly these occasions to address some very absurd
reflections to her, which she thought exccedingly significalit.
But Consuclo was so farremoved from the ambition attributed
to her, that she understood nothing 8f it. Her astonishment
and her air of candour aud confidgnee, nmediately disarmed
the good canoness, who, in all her life, could never resist a frank
inauner or a cordial caross.  She hastened in confusion to con-
foss her defeat to the chaplain, and the vest of the day was
passed in planning measares for the morrow.

In the meantime, Albert, divining this management ve
cloarly, and scoing that Cousuolo began to be astonished an
uneusy, resolved to put a stop to l:.t- ne morning he watched
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Ve‘encesluwu as she passed, and while she thought to clude
him by surprising Consuelo alonc at that early hour, he sud-
denly appeared just at the moment when she was putting her
hand to the key in order to enter the invalid’s chamber.

“My good aunt,” said he, seizing her hand and carrying it
to0 ‘wis lips, “1 must whisper in your ear something in which
you are very much interested. 1t is that the life and health
of the person who reposes within, are more precious to me than
my own life and my own happiness. I kuow very well that
your confessor has made it a point of conseience with you to
thwart my devotion towards her, and to destm{ the ettect of
my cares, Without that, your noble heart would never have
conceived the idea of endangering, by Dbitter words and un-
juat reproaches, the recovery of an invalid hardly yet out of

nger. But since the fanaticism or bisterness of a priest can
porhgrrm such prodigies as to transform the most sincore piet
and the purest charity into blind cruelty, I shall oppose with
all my Eower the crime of which my poor aunt econxents to he
made the instrument. I shall watch over my patient night
and day, and no longer leave her for a moment; and if, not-
withstanding my zeal, you succced in carrying her away froin
me, 1 swear by all that is most sacred to human beliel, that 1~
will leave the house of my fathers never to return. I trust
that when you have communicated my determination to the
chaplain, he will cecase tormenting you, and combating the
generous instincts of your aflectionate heart.”

The amazed canoness could only reply to this discourse by
melting into tears. Albert had led her to the end of the gallery,
80 that the explanation could not be heard by Consuclo,  She
complained of the threatenipg tone which Albert employud,
and endeavoured to profit by the occasion, to show him the
folly of his attashment towards a person ofvsuch low birth as

in

a,

“ Aunt,” replied Albert, smiling, ““you forget that if we are
of the royal blood of the Podiebrads, our ancestors wera kings
ox;lglthrough favour of the peasants and revolted soldiery. A
Podiebrad, therefore, should not pride himself on his noble
origin, but rather regard it as an additional motive to attach
him to the weak and the poor, sinco it is among them that
his strength and power have planted their roots, and not so
loﬂ‘!'ugo that he can have forgotten it.”

hen. Weneceslawa related this conference to the chaplain,

he gave it as his opinibn that it would not Le prudent to

exasperate the young count, by remortrances, nor drive hin
. to extredhity by annoying his protegée.

“1t js to Count Christian himnself that you must address

z;):l representations,” said he. ‘‘ Your exccssive delicacy has

much emboldened the son. Let your wise remonstrances
at length awaken the disquietude of his father, thut he may
take docisive measures with respect to this dangerous person.”

“Do. you suppose,” replied the canomess, “ that L have not
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alreddy done so? But alas! my brother has grown fitlben
\ years older during the fifteen days of Albert’s last disappear-
wuce. His mind 18 so euteebled that it is no longer possible to
make him understand any suggestion.  He appears to indulge

“in a sort ol passive rexistance to the iden of a new calumit
of this description, and rejoices like a child at having b«m%
his son, and at hearing him reason and conduct himself as an
intellizent man., He believes him cured of his malady, and
does not pereeive that poor Albert is a prey to a new kind of
madness, more fatal than the first. My brother’s security
this respect s so great, aud he enjoys it so unaflectedly, that I
have not yvet found courage to open” his eyes completely as to
what is passing around lnm. It seems to me that this disclo-
sure coming from you, and accompanicd with your religious
exhortauor s, would be liatqmd to with more resignation, have
a better effect. and be less painful to all parties.”

“ It is too delicate an afiair,” replied the chaplain, “to be
undertaken by a poor priest like me. 1t will come much
better trom a sister, and your highness can soften the bitter-
ness of the event, by expressions of tenderness which I could
not veuture upon towards the august head of the Rudolstadt
{amily.’

These two grave personages lost many days in deciding upon
whicl should bell the cat.  During tlus period of irresolution
and apathy, in which habit also had its share, love made ra{)’id
progress inthe heart of Albert. . Consuelo’s health was visibly
restered, and nothing o curred to disturb the progress of an
intimacy which the watehfulness of Argus could not have
rewlered more chaste and reserved, fhan it was siwiply through
true modesty and sineere love, ®

Meantime the Buarones: Amelia, unable to support her
humiliation, carestly entreated her father tg take her back to
Prague.  Buarou Frederick, who preferred a life in the forest
to an abode in the eity, promited evervthing that she wished,
but put ofi’ from day to day the announcemept and prepara-
tions for departure.  The baroness saw that it was nocessary
to urge matters on to suit her purpose, und devised one of
thoso ingenious expedients in which her sex are never want-
ing. She had an auderstanding with her waiting-maid—a
sharp-witted and active young Irenchiwomand-and ono morn-
me, just as her father was about to set ontu% the chasc,eshe
begzed him to aceompany her in a carriage $ the house of. &
lady of their acquaintance, to whora she had’ for a long time
owed a visit. The baron had some difficulty:in giving up his
gun and his powdor-horn to chailge his dress and the employ-
ment of the day, but he iluttered himself that this condescen-
sion would render Amelia less exacting, and that the amuse-
ment of the drive would dissipate her ill-humour, and enablo
her to pass a few more days at the Castle of the Giante with-
out murnuring. When the good man had obtained a respite of
a week he fancied ho had secured the independenve of hus life;
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his Sorethought extended no further. He thercfore resignod
himself to the necessity of sending Su.p(i)hire and Panther to the
kennel, while Attila, the hawk, turned upon its perch with a.’
discontented and mutinous air, which forced a heavy sigh from

. its master, K .
“ Qhe baron at last seated himsclf in the carriage with his
daughter, and in three revolutions of the wheel was fast aslecp.
The coachman then received ordors from Amelia to drive to
the nearest post-house. They arrived there after two hours of
a rapid journey; and when the baron opencd his eyes, he found
post-horses in his carriage, and evorything ready to set out on
the road to Prague.

“ What meaus this?’ excluimed the baron; * where are we,
and whither are we going? Aunelia, my dear child, what folly
is this? what is the meaning of this caprice, or rather this plea-
santry with whie you amuse yourselt?”

To all her father's 2uestious the young baroncss only replied
by repeated bursts of langhter, and by childish caresses. .\t
length when she saw the postillion mounted, and the carriage
roll lightly along the highway, she assumed a serious air, and
in a very decided tonc spoke as follows: “My dear papa, do
not be uneasy:; all our ll:‘ﬁg re iy carefully packed. The car- -
riage trunks are filled with all that is necessary for our journey.
‘There is nothing left at the Castle of the Giiants, except your
dogs and guns, which will be of no use at PPrague; and besides

ou can have them whenever you wish to send for them. A
etter will be handed to uncle Christian at breakfast, which is so
expressed, as to make him see the necessity of our departure,
without unnecessarily grieving him, or making him angry
either with you or me. 1must now humbly beg your pardon for
having deceived you, but it id' nearly a month since you con-
sented to what 1 af this moment exccute. I do not oppose your
wishes therefore in returning to Prague; I nerely chose a time
when you did not contemplate i, anﬁ I would wager that, after
all, you are delighted to be freed from the annoyance which the
quickest rerepawtiom for departure entail, My position became
. intolerable, and you did not perccive it. Iiss me, dear papa,
and do not fri%l‘xlten me with those angry looks of yours.”

In thus speaking, Amelia, as well as her attendant, stifled o
Freat inclination to laugh, for the baron never had an angry

ool for any one, much less for his cherished daughter. He
only rolled his great bewildered eyes, & little stupified it nust
be confessed by surprise. .1f he cxpericnced any annoyunce at
seeing himselt fooled in such wise, and any réal vexation’ at
leaving his brother and sister without bidding them adicu, Le
'was 80 astonished at the turn things had taken, that his uneasi-
ness changed into admiration of his duughter’s tact, and he
could only exclain—

“ But how could you arrango everything, so that I hLad not
the least suspicion? Fai% little thought whon I took off my
boots, and sent my horse back to tho stable, that I was ofi’ for
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Prague, and that I should not dine to-day with my brother.

\tisa strange adventure, aud nobody will believe me when I

tell it. But where have you put my travelling cap, Amelia?

= who could sleep in a carriage with this hat glued to one’s cars?”

“ Here it is, dear papa,” said the merry girl, presentinghii

with his fur cap, which he instantly placed on his head with
the utmost satisfaction.

“But my bottle? you harve certainly forgotten it, you little
wicked one.”

**Oh! eertainly not,” she exclaimed, handing him a large
crystal flask, covered with Russia leather and mounted with
silver. “I filled it myself with the best Hungary wine from
my aunt’s cellar. But you had better taste it yourself; I
know it@s the description you prefer.”

*“ And my pipe and poucH of Turkish tobadbo?”

“ Nothing is forgotten,” said Amelia’s maid; “ his excelleney
the buron will find everything packed in the carriage. Nothing
has been omitted to enable Ijim to pass the journey agreeably.”

“Well done!” said the baron, filling his pipe, * but that does
not clear you of all culpability in this matter, my dear Amelfh,
Y ou will render your father ridieulous, and make him the laugh-
ingstock of every one.”

* Dear papa, it is I who scem ridiculous in the eyes of the
world, when I apparently refuse to rmu-r(y an amiable cousin,
who does not even deign to look at me, and who, under my ver
eves, pays assiduous court to my music mistress. I have suf-
fered this humiliation long enough, and I do not think there are
many girls of my rank, my age, and my appearance, who would
not have resented it more seriowsly.  Of one thing I am certain,
that there are girls who would fot have enduretl what I have
done for the last gighteen months; but, on the contrary, would
have put an end to the farce by running off with themselves, if
they had failed in procuring a partner in their flight. For my
part 1 am satisfied to run oft with my father; it is a more novel
as well as more proper step. W hat think you, dear pap_a.?:’

“Why, I think the devil’s in you,” replied the barou, kissing
his daughter; and he passed the rest of his journey gaily, drink-
ing, eating, and smoking by turns, withont making any farther
complaint, or expressing any farther astonishment.

This event di(r not produce the sensation in that family at
the Castle of the Giants which the little baronegs had flattered
herself it wonld do. To begin witle Count Albert, he might
have passed a week without noticing the absence of the young
baroness, and when the eanoness tnformed him of it, he merely
remarked: “ This is the only clever thing which the clever
Amclia has done since she set foot here.  As to my good uncle,
I hope he will soon return to us.”

“ FFor my part,” said old Count Christian, “I regret the de-
parture of m‘y brother, because at mysage one reckons by werks
and days. What is not Jong for you, Albert, is an eternity for
me, and [ am not ro certnin as you are of seeing my peaceful
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smd eagy-tempere(l Frederick again. Well, it is all Amelia‘s

nings,
joling letter of the young baroness. “ Women's spite pardons

.not. You were not formed for cach other, my children, and
iny gleasant dreams have vanished.”

“?hilu thus speaking, the old Count fixed his eyes upon the
countenance of his son with a sort of melancholy satisfaction,
as if anticipating some indication of regret; but e found none,
and Albert, tenderly pressing his arm, made him understand
that he thanked him for rehinquishing a projeet so contrary to
his inclination.

“God's will be done,” ¢jaculated the old man, “and may
your heart, my son, be free. You arc ncw well, happy, and
contented amongst us. I can now dic in peace, and @fathor's
love will comforfyou after our final separation.”

“Do not speak of separation, dear [ather,” exclaimed the
voung count, his eyes suddeunly fiiling with tears; “1 cannot

ear the idea.” .

The canoness, who began to be aflfected, received at this
moment a signifieant glance from the chaplain, who immo-
diately rose, and with feigned diserction left the room.  This
was the signal and the order. She thought, not without re-
gret and apprchension, that the moment was at length come
when she must speak, and closing her eyes like a person about
to leap from the window of a house on fire, she thus began—
stammering and becoming paler than usunl:—

“ Certainly Albert loves lus father tenderly, and would not
willingly inflict on him a mortal blow.”

Albert raised his head, and«gazed at his aunt with such a
keen and penctrating look that slic could not ntter another word.
The old eount appeared not to have heard this strange obser-
vation, and in the silence which followed, poor Weuceslawa
remained trembling beneath her nephew's glance, like a par-
tridge fascinated before the pointer.

But Count Christian, rousing froin his veverie afier o fow
minutes, replied to his sister as if she had coutinned to speak,
or as if he had read in her mind the revelations she was about
to make,

“ Dear sister,” said he, “if T may give you an advice, it is
nok to torment vourself with things which you do not under-
stand. You have never known what it was to love, and the
austerc rules of a caunoners are not those which belit a youug
man,” v

“Goord God!” murmured tho astonished canoness. “ Either
my brother does 1ot understand me, aor his reason and picty
are about *p desert him.  Isit possible that in his weakuess he
would encourage or treat lightly —"

“How? aunt!” interrupted Albert, in a firm tone, and with
a stern countenance, “ jpeak out, since you are forced to it.
Explain yourself clearly; there must be an end to this con-
straint—we musi understand each other.”

added he, smiling as he threw aside the saucy yet ca-/

-
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* No, sister; you need not speak,” replied the count; “you
‘have nothing new to tell me. I understand perfectly well,
without having serined to do so, what has been going on for
some time past. Tho period is not yet come to explain our-
sclves on that subject; when it does, 1 shall know how to act.?
He began immediately to speak on other subjeets, and left
the canoness astonished, and Albert hesitating and troubled.
When the chaplain was informed of the manner in which the
head of the family received the counsel which he had indirectly
given him, he was seized with terror. Count Christian,
although seemingly irresolute and indolent, had never been a
weak man, and sometimes surprised those who knew him, by
suddenly arousing himself from a kind of somnolency, and act-
ing withyenergy and wisdom, The priest was afraid of having
goue too far, and of being reprimanded. Jle cemmenced there-
fore to undo his work very quickly, and persuaded the canoness
not to interfere further. A fortnight glided away in this mmanner
without anything suggesting to Consuclo that she was a sub-
joct of anxiety to the family  Albert continued his attentions,
and aunounced the departure of Amelia as a short, absence,
but did not suffer her to suspect the canse. She began to leave
her apartment; and the first time she walked in the garden,
tho old Christian supported the tottering steps of the invalid
on his weak and trembling arm. |

CITAPTER LIL

17 was indeed a happy day for Albgrt when he saw her whom
he had restored to life, leaningeon tho arm of his father, and
offer him ber hand in the presemee of his family, saying, with
an ineffable smile, **This is he who saved me, and tended
me as if' I had been his sister.”

But this day, which was the climax of his happiness, chapged
suddenly, and more than he could have anticipated, hisrelations
with Consuelo. Heneeforth, the formalities of the family circle
precluded her being often alone with him. The old count, who
appeared to have even a greater regard for her than before her
illness, bestowed the utmost care upon her, with a kind of
paternal gallantry which she felt deeply. The canoness oh-
served a prudent silence, but nevertheless m it a point to
wateh over all her inovements, and to form a third party ih all
her interviews with Albert. At leggth, as the®latter gave no
indieation of retnruing mental alienation, they determined to
hivo the pleasure of receiving, amd even inviting, relations and
neighbours long neglected. They cxhibited a kind of simple
and tender ostentation in showing how polite and sociable the
young Count Rudolstadt had become, and Consuclo seemed
to exact from him, by her looks and example, the fulfilment of
the wishes of his relations, in exergising the daties of a hospi-
table host, and displaying the manners of a man of the world.

This sudden transformation cost him a good deal: he sub-
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mittdd to it, however, to please her he loved, but he would
have been better satisfied with longer conversations and a less /
interrupted intereourse with her. He patiently endured whole
days of constraint and annoyauce, in order to obtain in the ,
-erening a word of encouragement or gratitude. But when the
canoticss came, like an unwelcome spectre, and placed herself
between them, he felt his soul troubled and his strength aban-
don him. e passed nights of torment, and often approached
the cistern, which remzined clear and pellucid since the day he
had ascended from it, bearing Consuelo in his arms. Plunged in
mournful reverio, he almost cursed the oath which bound hiin
nover to return to his hermitage. llo was terrified to feel
himself thus unhappy, and not to have the power of burying
his grief in his subterranean retreat. .

The change in his featurcs after«this sleeplessness, and the
transitory but gradually more frequent return of his gloomy
and distracted air, could not fail to excite the observation of
his relatives and his friend; but the latter found means to
disperse these clouds and regain het empire over him whenever
it was threatened. She commenced to sing, and immediately the
young count, charmed or subdued, was consoled by tears, or
animated with new enthusiasm, This was an infallible remedy;
and when he was able to address a few words to her in private,
“ Consuelo,” he exclaimed, “ you know the paths to my soul;
you possess the power refused to the common herd, and possess
it more than any other being in this world. You speak in
language divine; you know how to express the most sublime
emotions, and communicatg the impulses of your own inspired
soul. Sing always when you see me downcast: the words of
your songs have but little scnse for me, they ave but the theme,
the imperfect indication on which the music turns and is deve-
loped. I hardly hear them: what alone 1 hear, and what
penetrates into my very soul, is your voice, your accent, your
inspiration. Music expresses all that the mind dreams and
foresees of mystery and grandeur. It is the manifestation of
a higher order of ideas and sentiments than any to which
human specch ecan give expression, It is the revelation of
the infinitc; and when you sing, I only belong to humanity
in so far as humanity has drunk in what is divine and
eternal in the bosom of the Creator. All that your lips refuse
of cohsolation and support in the ordinary routine of life—all
that social tyranny forbids your heart to reveal—your songs
convey to me a hundrcdfblﬂY You then respond to mne with
your whole soul, and my soul replies to yours in hope and fear,
in transports of enthusiasm and rapture,”

Sometimes Albert spoke thus, in Spanish, to Consuelo in
presence of his family; but the evident annoyance which the
canoness experienced, as well as a sense of propriety, provented
the young girl from replying. At length one day when they
wero alone fy.the garden, ahd he again spoke of the pleasure
he felt in hearing her sing:—
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“Since music is a language more complete and more per-
suasive than that of words,” said she, “ why do_you not speak
thus to me, you who understand it better than I do?”

“I do not understand you, Consuelo,” said the young count,
surprised; “1 am only a musician in listening to you.” e

“Do not endeavour to deceive me,” she replied; “I never
but once heard sounds diviuely human drawn from the violin,
and it was by you, Albert, in the grotto of tha Schreckenstein,
I heard you that day before you saw me; I discovered your
secret ; but you must forgive me, and allow me again to hear
that delightful air, of which [ recollect a few bars, and which
revealed to me beauties in musie, to which I was previously a
stranger.” .

Consuelo sang in a low tone a few phrases which she recol-
lected indistinctly, but which Albert immediately recognised.

“It is a popular hymmn,” said he, “on_some e'[ussito words,
The words are by my ancestor, Ilyncko Podiebrad, the son of
King George, and one of {he poets of the country. 'We have
an jimmense number of admirable poemns by Streye, Simon
Lomuicky, and many others, which are prohibited by the
police.  These religious and national songs, set to music by the
unknown geniuses of Dohemia, are not all preserved in the
memory of her inhabitants. The people retain some of them
however, and Zdenko, who has an extraordinary memory and
an excellent taste for music, knows a great many, which I have
collected and arranced. They are very beautiful, and you
will have pleasure in learning them. But I can only let you
hear them in my hermitage; my vlolin, with all my musie, is
there. I have there precious mnuscripts, collections of ancient
Catholic and Protestant authbrs. T will wager that you do
not know cithergfosquin, many of whose themes Luther has
transmitted to us in his choruses, nor the younger Claude, nor
Arcadelt, nor George Rhaw, nor Benoit Ducis, nor John de
Weiss. Wonld not this curious research induce you, dear
Consuelo, to pay another visit to my grotto, from which 1 have
been exiled so long a time, and to visit my chureh, which you
have not yet scen?” .

This proposal, although it exeited the curiosity of the young
artiste, was tremblingly listened to. This frightful grotto re-
called recollections which she could not think of without a
shudder, and in spite of all the confidence she placed in him,
the idea of returning there alone with Albert caused a painful
emagion, which he quickly pereeived.

“You dislike the idea of this bilgrimage,” said he, “ which
nevertheless you promised to renew : let us speak of it no more.
Faithful to my oath, I shall never undertake it without you.”

“ You remind me of mine, Albert,” she replied, “and I.sha.ll
fulfil it as soon as you ask it; but, my dear doctor, you forget
that I have not yvet the neccessary strength, Would you not
first germit me to see this curious music, and hear this ad-
mirable artist, who plays on the violin much better than 1 sing?”
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“I know not if you jest, dear sister, but this I know, that
you shall hear me nowhere but in my grotto. It was there I
_first tried to make my violin express the feclings of my heart;
for, although I had for many years a brilliaut and frivelous
rofessor, largely paid by my father, I did not understand it.
t was there I loarned what true music is, and what a sacri-
legious mockery is substituted for it by the greater portion of
mankind, Formy own part, I declare that I could not draw
& sound from my violin if my 8pirit were not bowed before the
divinity. Were I even to sce you unmoved beside me, attentive
merely to the composition of the picces I play, and curions
to scrutinize my talent, I doubt not that I would play so ill
that you would soon weary of listening to me. I have never,
pince [ knew how to use it, touched the instrument consecrated
by me to the praise of God or to tht expression of my ardent
prayers, without feeling myself transported into an ideal world,
and without obeying a sort of mysterious inspiration not always
under my coutrol.” )

“I am not unworthy,” replied Consuclo, deeply impressed,
and all attention, “to comprehend your feelings with regard
to music. I hope soon to be able to join your prayer with a
soul so fervent and collected that my presence shall not inter-
fere with your iuspiration. Ah, my dear Albert, why cannot
my master Porpora hear what you say of the heavenly art?
He would throw Limself at your feet. Nevertheless, this great
artist himself is less severe in his views on this subject than
you are. e thinks the singer and the virtuoso should draw
their inspiration from the sympathy and admiration of their
auditory. ¢

“ It is perhapsbecause PorpoYra confounds, in music, religions
sentiment with humau thought, and that he lopks upon sacred
music with the eycs of a Catholic, 1f I were in his place L
would reason as he does. 1f I were in a communion of faith
and sympathy with a people professing the saine worship as
myself, 1 would scck in contact with these souls, animated
with a like religious sentiment, the inspiration which heretoforo
I have been forced to court in solitude, and which consequently
I have hitherto imperfeetly realised. 1f ever I have the plea-
sure of mingling the tohes of iy violin with those of your
divixe voice, Consuelo, doubtless I would ascend higher than
I have ever done, and my prayer would be more worthy of the
Deity. But do-not forget, elcar child, that up to this day my
opinions have been an nbomination in the eyes of those who
surrounded me, and that thdse whom tlwy failed to shock,
would bave turned thiem into ridicule, This is why 1 have
hidden, as a seeret between God, poor Zdenko, and inyself, the
humble gt which I possess. My father likes music, and would
have this instrument, which is sacred to me as the cymbals of
the E ign mysteries, aonduce to his amusement. What
would e of me if they were to ask me to accompany a
cavatina for Amelia? and what would be my father's feelings
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if I were to play one of those old Hussite airs which hmfe sent
80 many Dohemians into the mines or to the scaffuld? or a
aore modern hymn of our Lutheran ancestors, from whom he
blushes to have descended? Alas! Consuelo, I know, nothing
more modern.  There are, no doubt, admirable things of P later
date. From what you tell me of [Iandel and the other great

- masters from whose works you have becn instructed, their music
would seem to me superior in many respects to that which I
am about to teach you. But to know and learn this musie, it
would be necessary to put myself in relation with another
musical world, and it is with yon alone that [ can resolve to
do so—with you alune I can scck the despised or neglected
treasures which you ara about to bestow on me in overflow-
ing measure.”

“And 1,” said Consuelo? smiling, * think I shall not under-
take the chargeof this education.  What 1 heard in the grotto
was su beautiful, so grand, so incomparable, that I should fear in
doing so, only to innddy & spring of erystal. Oh!: Albert, I
seo plainly that you know more of musie than Ido. And now
what will 'you say to the profano music of which 1 am forced to
be a professor? I fearto discover in this case, as in the other,
that I have hitherto been beneath my mission, and guilty of
equal ignorance and frivolity.”

“Far from thinking so, Consuclo, T look upon your profes-
sion as sacred; and as it is the loftiest which a woman can
eEbracc, 80 is your soul the most worthy to fill such an
office.”

‘ Stay!—stay!—dear count,” ereplicd Consuelo, smiling,
“From my often speaking to ysu of the convent where I learned
musie, and the church wheref sung the praises of God. you
conclude that lgwas destined to tho service of the altar, or the
modest teachings of the elvister. Dut if I should inform you
that the zingarolla, faithtul to her origin, was from infancy tho
sport of circumnstafces, and that her education was at onco a
mixture of religious and profane, to which her will was equally
inclined, careless whether it were in the monastery or the
theatre—1?"

* Certain that God has placed his seal on your forehead and
devoted you to holiness from your mother’s womb, I should
not trouble myself about these things, but retain theecon-
viction that you would be as pure in the theatre as in the
cloister.” .

* What! would not your strict idcas of morality be shocked

. at being brought in contact with an actress?”

“In the dawn of religion,” said he, “the theatre and the
temple were one and the same sanctuary. In the purity of
their primitive ideas, religious worship took the form of popular
shows, The arts have tﬁeir birth at the foot of the altar: the
dance itsclf, that art now consecrated to ideas of impure vo-
luptuousness, was the music of the senses in the festivals of
the gods. Music and poetry were the highest expressions of
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faith, and a woman endowed with genius and beauty was at
once a sibyl and pricstess. To these severely grand forms of
the past, absurd and culpable distinctions succeeded. Religion
proscribad beauty from its fostivals, and woman from its
solempijtics. Instead of cnnobling and directing love, it ba-
-nished and condemned it. Beauty, woman, love, cannot lose
their empire. Mcen have raised for themsclves other temples
which they call theatres, and where no other god presides. Isit
your fauit, Consuelo, if they have become dens of corruption?

ature, who perfects her prodigies without troubling herself as
to how men may receive them, has formed you to shine among
your sex, and to shed over the world the treasures of your
power and genius.  Tho cloister and the tomb aro synonymous:
you cannot, without morally committing suicide, bury the gifts
of providence. You were obliged' to wing fyom- flight to a
frecr atmosphere. FKnergy is the condition of @ertain natures;
an irresistible impulse impels them; and the decrees of the
Deity in this respect are so decided, that he takes away the
faculties which he has bestowed, so soon as they are neglected.
The artist perishes and becomes extinet in obscurity, just as the
thinker wanders and pines in solitude, and just as all human
intellect is deteriorated, and weakened, and enervated, by in-
action and isolation. Repair to the theatre, Consuclo, it you
please, and submit with resignation to the apparent degrada-
tion, as the representative for the moment of a soul destined to
suffer, of a lofty mind which vainly secks for sympathy in
the world around us, but which is forced to abjure a melan-
choly that is not the element of its life, and out of which the
breath of the Holy Spirit imperiously cxpels it.”

Albert continued to speak il this strain for a considerable
time with great animation, hurrying Consuelo on to the re-
cesses of hisretrent. He had little difficulty in communicating
to her his own enthusiasm for art, or in making ber forget her
first feeling of rcpugnance to re-enter the #rotto. When she
saw that he anxiously desired it, she began to entertain a wish
for this interview, in order to becomo better acquainted with
the ideas which this ardent yet timid man dared to express
before her so boldly. These ideas were new to (‘onsuelo, and
perhaps they were entirely so in the mouth of a person of
noble rank of that time and country. They only struck her,
however, as the bold and frank expression of scotiments
which she herself had frequently experienced in all their foree.
Devout, and an actress, she every day heard the canoness and
the chaplairr unceasingly condtmn her brothren of tho stage.
In seeing herself restored to her proper sphere by a scrious
and reflecting man, sho felt hor heart throb and her bosom
swell with exultation, as if she had been carried up into a more
elevated and more congenial life. Her cyes were moistened
with tears and hcr cheeks glowed with a pure and holy emo-
tion, when at the end of an avenue she perceived the canoness,
who was seeking her.
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= Ah! dear priestess,” said Albert, pressing her arm #gainst
his breast, “ will you not come to pray in my ch (i
“Yes, certainly I shall go,” she replied.
"¢ And when?”

“ Whenever you wish. Do you think I am able yet to un:
dertake this new exploit?” 4

“ Yos; becausc we shall go to the Schreckenstein in broad
daylight and by a less dangerous route than the well. Do you
feel sufficient courage to rise before the dawn and to escape
through the gates as soon as they are opened? I shall bein
this underwood which you see at the side of the hill there,
by the stone cross, and shall serve as your guide.”

“Very well, I promise,” rcplied Consuelo, not without a
sligh! palpitation of heart.

‘It appears rather cool, this evening for so long a walk—
does it not?" asked the cauoness, accosting them in her calm
yet searching manner.

Albert made no reply. He could not dissemble. Consuelo,
who did not experience equal emotion, passed her other arm
within that of the canoness, and kissed her neck. Wences-
lawa vainly pretended indifference, but in spite of herself she
submitted to the ascendancy of this dovout and affectionate
spirit. She sighed, and on cntering the castlo proceeded to put
up a prayer for her conversion. .

£y

CHAPTER LIIL

MaNyY days passed away however Without Albert’s wish being
accomplished. It was invain thjt Consuelo rosebefore the dawn
and passed the drawbridge; she always found his aunt or the
chaplain wandesing on tlEe csplanade, and from thence recon-
noitring all the open country which she must traverse in order
to gain tho copsewood on the hill. She determined to walk
alone within range of their observation, and give up the pro-
ject of joining Albert, who, from his green and wooded retreat,
recognised the enemy on the look-out, took a long walk
in the forest glades, and re-entered the castle without being
perceived. .

“ You have had an opgortunity of cnjoying an early walk,
Signora Porporina,” said tho canoness at brenkfast. “ Were
you not afraid that the dampness of the morning might be in-
Jurious to your health 2” .

“It was 1, aunt, who advised the signora to breathe the
freshness of the morning air; and I think these walks will bo
very uscful to her.”

*I should have thought that, for a person who devotes her-
gelf to the cultivation of the voice,” said the canoness, with a
little affectation, “ our mornings are somewhat foggy. Dut if
it is under your directions—" ¢ L

‘“ Have confidence in Albert,” interrupted Count Christian;
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“he hus proved himself as good a physician as ho is a good son
and a faithful friend.”

The dissimulation to which Consuelo was forced to'yield with
blushes, was very painful to her. She complained gently to
Albert when she had an opportunity of speaking to him in

rivatt,, and begged him to renounce his project, at least until
ﬁis aunt’s vigilance should be foiled. Albert consented, but
entreated her to continuc her walks in the envirens of the park,
80 tlhat he might join her whenever an opportunity presented
itself,

Consuelo would gladly have been excused, although she
liked walking, and felt how nccessary to her convalescenco it
was, to enjoy exercise for somo timne every day, frec from the
restraint of this enclosure of walls and moats, where her
thoughts were stifled as if she had been a prisoner; yet it gave
her pain thus to practise deception towards those whom she
respected, and from whom she received hospitality. Love,
however, removes many obstacles, but friendship retlects, and
Consuclo reflected much. They were now enjoying the Jast
fine days of summer; for several months had already passed
since Consuclo had como to dwell in the Castle of the Giants,
What a summer for (onsuelo! The Palest autwnn  of
Ttaly was more light, and rich, and genial. Dut this warm,

Jnoist air, this sky, often veiled by white and fleeey
clouds, had also their charm and their peculiar beauty.
She found an attraction in theso solitary walks, which in-
creascd perhaps her disinclination to revisit the cavern,  In
spite of the resolution she bad formed, she feit that Albert
would have taken a load {fomn her bosom in giving her back
her lfn‘omise; and when she found herself no longer under the
spell of his supplicating looks and enthusiastic words, she te-
cretly blessed his good aunt, who prevented ker fulfilling her
engagement by the obstacles she every day placed in the

way.

gne morning, as she wandered along the bank of the moun-
tain streamlet, she observed Albert leaning on the balustrade
of the parterre, far above her.  Notwithstanding the distance
which separated them, she felt as if incessantly under the
disturbed and passionate gaze of this man, by whom she suf-
fercd herself in so great a degree to be governed.  “ My situa-
tiort here is somewhat strange!” she cxelaimed; “ while this
persevering fricnd observes me to seo that 1 am faithful to the
promise I have made, witlfout doubt 1 am watched trom some
other part of the castle, to seethat I maintatn no relations with
him that their customs and ideas of propriety would proscribe.
T do not know what is passing in their ninds. The Baruness
Amelia do-s uot return. The canoness appears to grow cold
towards me, and to distrust me, Count Christian redoubles
his attentions, and expresses his dread of the arrival of Porpora,
which will Krobabl_v be tht signal for my departure.  Albort
appears t0 have forgottcir that T forbade him to bope. Asif
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hé had a right to expect everything from me, he asks 16thing,
and does not abjure a passion which seems, notwithstanding my
inability to return it, to render him happy. In the mean time,
here 1 am, as if 1 were engaged in attending every morning at
un appointed place of meeting, to which I wish he may not
come, (-x{msing myseclf to the blame—nay, fur anght 1 knew, per-
haps to the scorn—of a farmily who cannot understand either my
triendship for him nor my position towards himn ; since indeed
I do not comprehend them myself nor foresee their result.
What a strange destiny is mine!  Shall 1 then be condemned
for ever to devote myself to others, without being loved in re-
turn, or without being able to love those whom 1 estcem?”

In the midst of these reflections a profound melancholy seized
her.  She felt the necessity of belonging to herselt—that sove-
reign and legitimate want, the necessary condition of progress
and development of the true artist. The watchful care which
she had promized to obscerve towards Count Albert, weighed
upon her ag an iron chain,  The bitter recollections of Anzo-
leto and of Venicoe clung tosher, in the inaction and solitude of a
life too monotonous and regular for her powertul organization.

She stopped near the rock which Albert had often shown
her as being the place where he had first seen her, an infant,
tied with thongs on her mother's shoulders like the pedlar's
pack, and running over mountains and valleys, like the grass-
hopper of the fable, heedless of the morrow, and without a
thought of advancing old age and inexorable poverty. “ O,
my poor mother!” thought the young zingarella, * here am |,
brought back by my incompi chensible fate to a spot which you
once traversed only to retaiy a vague recolleetion of it and
thoe pledge of a touching kindiess,  You were then young and
handsome, and doubtless could have met many a placo where

- love and hospimlity wounld have awaited you—society which
would have absolved and transformed you, and in the bosom
of which your paintul and wandering life would have at last
tasted comnfort and repose. But you felt, and always said,
that this comfort, this repose, were mortal weariness to
the artist’s soul. You were right—I feel it; for behold me in
this castle, where, as clsewhere, you would pause but one
night. llere 1 am, with every comlort around me, pampered,
caressed, and with a powertul lord at my fect; and neverthe-
less, I am weary, weary, and sutfocated with pestraint.” ©

Cousnclo, overpowered with an extraordinary emotion, seated
herself on the rock. She lovked at the sandy path, as if she
thought to find thero the printg of her mother’s naked feet.
7 he shecp in passing had left some locks of their fleece upon
the thorns. This fleece, of a reddish brown, recalled the
russet huc of her mother’s coarse mantle—that mautle which
hal so long protected her against sun and cold, against dust
and rain. She had seen it fall from her shoulders piece by

ieco. ** And we, too,” she snid, “ wete wandering sheep; we,too,
oft fragments of our apparel ou the waysids thorn, but we.
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alway® bore alonﬁ with us the proud love and the full enj(’)y-
ment of our dear liberty.”

While musing thus, Consuelo fixed her eyes upon the path
of yellow sand which wound gracefully over the hill, and which,
widening as it reached the valley, disappeared towards the
north cunong the green pine-trees and the dark heath.
* What is more beautiful than a road?’ she thought. “Itis
the symbol and image of a life of activity and varicty. What
pleasing ideas are connected in my-mind with tho capricious
turns of this! 1 do not recollect the country through which it
winds, and yet I have formerly passed through it. But it
should indeed be Leautiful, were it ouly as a contrast to yonder
dark castle, which sleeps cternally on its imwmoveable rocks,
How much pleasanter to the eye are these gravelled paths, with
their glowing hues, aud tlie golden Lroom which shadow them,
than the ul:ru.ifht alleys and stiff’ paling of the proud domain¢
With merely looking at the formal lines of a garden, I fecl
wearied and overcome. Why should my feet seek to reach
that which my eves and thoughts cun at once embrace, while
the free road, which turns aside and is half hidden in the
woods, invites me to follow its windings and penetrate its mys-
terics? And then it is the path for all human kind—it is the
highway of the world. It belongs to no master, to close and
open it at ploasure. It is not only the powerful and rich that
are cntitled to tread its tlowery margins and to breathe its rich
perfume. Every bird may build its nest amid its branches;
every wanderer may repose his head upon its stones—uor wall
nor paling shuts out his horjzon, Heaven docs not close before
him; so far as his cye can reach, tho hizhway is a land of li-
berty. To the right, to the left, woods, fields—all have masters;
but the road belongs to him to whom nothing else belongs,
and how foundly therefore does he love it! Thedneanest beggar
g:efers it to asylums, which, were they rich as palaces, would

but prisons to him. His drcam, his passion, his hope, will
ever be the highway. O, my mother, you knew it well, and
often told me so! hy can I not reanimato your ashes which
x?o“})ose far from mne, bencath tho scaweed of the lagunes?

hy canst thou not carry me on thy strong shoulders, and bear
me far, far away, where the swallow skimns onward to the blue
and distant hills, and where the memory of the past and tho
lonzing after vanished happiness, cannot follow the light-footed
artist, who travels still fastor than they do, and cach day
places & new horizon, a sécond world, between her and ths
enemies of liberty ? My poor guother, why canst thou not still
by turns cherish ‘and oppress me, and lavish alternate kisses
and blows, like the wind which sometimes caresses and some-
times lays prostrate the young corn upon the ficlds, to raise
and cast it down again according to its fantasy? Thou hadst a
firmer soul than mine, aud thou wouldst have torn me, cither
willingly or.b; force, from £he bonds which daily entungle me!”

,In the t of this entrancing yet mournful reverie, Con-
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suelo was struck by the tones of a voice that made hef start

" a8 if a red-hot iron had been placed upon her heart. It was that
of 4 man‘from the ravine below, humming in the Venetian
dialect the song of the * Echo,” one of the most original com-
positions of Chiozzetto.* The person who sung did not exert’
the full power of his voice, and his breathing seemed affected
by walking. He warbled a few notes now and then, stopping
from timo to time to converse with another person, just as if
he had wished to dissipate the weariness of his journey. He
then resumed his song as before, as if by way of exercise, in-
terrupted it again to speak to his companion, and in this
manner approached the spot where Consuelo sat, motionless,
and as if about to faint. She could not hear the conversation
which took place, as the distance was too great; nor could she
see tho travellers in consequence of an intervening projection
of the rock. Baut could she be for an instant deceived 1n that
voice, in those accents, which she knew so well, and the frag-
monts of that song which she hersclf had taught, and so often
wmade her graceless pupil repeat?

At length the two invisible travcllers drew near, and she
heard one whose voice was unknown to her say to the other,
in bad Italian, and with the patois of the country, ** Ah, Signor,
do not go up thero—the horses could not follow you, and you
would lose sight of mne; kecp l;{ltho banks of the stream. See,
the road lies before us, and the way you are taking is only a
path for foot passengers.”

The voice which Consuclo knew became more distant, and
appeared to descend, and soon shg hcard him ask what fine
castle that was on the o&zr side. .

“ That is Riesenburg, which means the Castle of the Giants;”
replied the &;uide, for he was one b{oprofcssion. and Consuelo
could now distin%uish him at the bottom of the hill, on foot
and leading two horses covered with sweat. Thebad state of the.
roads, recently inundated by the torrent, had obliged the riders
to dismount. ~ The traveller followed at a little distance, and
Consuelo could at length see him by leaning over the rock
which protected her.  His batk was towards her, ang he wore
a travelling-dress, which so altered his appearance and even
his walk, that had she not heard his voice she ¢ould not have
recognised him, He St::fll)ed' however, to look at the castle,
and taking off his broad-leafed hat, wiped his; face with*his
handkerchief. Although only able to distinguith him imper-
fectly from the great height at whicl sho was placed, she knew
at- ence those golden and flowigg locks, and recognised the
movement he was accustomed to make in raising them from
his forehead or nock when he was warm. .

“This seems a very fine castle,” said he. “If I had time I
should like to ask the giants for some breakfast.”

“ Oh, do not attempt it,” said thg guide, shaking his head.
“The Rudolstadts only receive beggars and relations.”

¥ Joan Croce de Chioggiu, sixteenth century.
8
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“ fre they not more hospitable than that? May the devil
seize themezhen g .

“ Listen—it is because they havo something to cdnceal.”

“ A trecasure or a crime?”’

“ Oh, nothing of that kind; it is their son, who is mad.”

“TSeuce take him too, then; it would do them a service.”

. The guide began to laugh; Anzoleto commenced to sing.

“ (Jome,” said the guide, * we are now over the worst of tho
road; if you wish to mount we may gallop as far as Tusta.
Tho road is magnificent—nothing but sand. Ounce there, you
will find the highway to Prague, and excellent post-horses.”

“In that casc,” said Anzoletn, adjusting his stirrups, “I
may say the fiend seize thoe too! for your jades, your mountain
roads, and yoursclf, are all becoming very tiresome.”

Thus speaking, he slowly mounted his nag, sunk the spifts
in its side, and without troubling himself about the guide, who
followed him with great diffrculty, he darted off towards tho
north, raising great clouds of dust on that road which Con-
suelo had so Jong contemplated, and on which she had so littlo
expected to sco pass, like a fatal vision, the encmy of her life,
the constant torturo of her heart. ho followed him with her
eyes, in a state of stupor impossible to express, Struck with
disgust and fear, so Jong as sho was within hearing of his voice,
she had remained hidden and trembling. But when he disap-
geared, when she thought she had lost sight of him perhaps

or ever, she experienced only violent despair, She threw her-

self over tho rock to see him for o longer time; tho undying
love which she cherished for him awoke again with fervour,
and she would have recalled hjm, but her voice died on her lips.
The hand of death scemed to Ercss Heavily on her bosom: her
cyes grew dim; a dull noise, like the dashing of the sea, mur-
mured in her ears; and falling exhausted sat the foot of the
rock, she found herself in the arms of Albert, who had ap-
proached without being perceived, and who bore her, apparently
dying, to a more shady and secluded part of the mountain,

CHAPTER LIV.

ThE fear of betraying by her cmotion a secret so long hidden
in the depths of her soul, restored Consuelo to strength, and
endbled her to control herself, so that Albert perceived
nothing extraordinary in her sitnation. Just as the young
count received her in Nis arms, pale and.ready to swoon’
Anzolete and his guide disappeared among the distant pino-
trees, and Albert might therefore attribute to his own presence
the danger she had ineurred of falling down the precipice. Tho
idea of this danger, of which he supposed himself to bé tho
cause in terrifying her by his sudden approach, so distressed
him, that_he did nat at first perceive Consuelo’s confused re-
plies. Consuelo, in whoin he still inspired at times a kind of
puperstitiogs terror, feared that ho might divine the mystery,
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But Albert, since love had made him live the life of othet men,
seemed to have lost the apparently supermatural faculties
which he htwl formerly possessed. She soon conquered her agita-
tion, and Albert’s proposal to conduet heg, to his hermitage
did notdisplease her at this moment as it would haye done a
few hours previously. It scemeéd as if the grave and srious
character and gloomy abode of this man who regarded her
with such devoted affection, offerod themselves as a refuge
in which she could find strength to combat the memory of her
unhappy passion. ‘It is Providence,” thought she, * who has
sent me this friend in the midst of my trials, and the dark
sanctpary to which he would lead me, is an emblem of tho
tomb in which I should wish to be buried, rather than pur-

ne the track of the evil genius who has just passed me. Oh!

s, my God, rather thanefollow his footsteps, let the earth
npotlld to receive me, and snatch me for ever from the living
world?!”

* Dear Clonsolation,” said Albert, “ 1 came to tell you that
my aunt, having to examine her accounts this morning, is not
thinking of us, and we are at length at liberty to accomplish
our pilgrimage. Nevertheless, if you still feel any repugnance
to revisit places which recal so much suffering and terror—-"

“ No, my friend,” replied Consuclo; “on the contrary, I have
never felt better disposed to worship with you, and to soar
aloft together on the wings of that sacred song which you
promised to let me hear.”

They took the way together towards the Schreckenstein,
and as they buried themsclves in the wood in an opposite
direction te that taken by Anzoleto, Consuclo felt mare at
ease, as if each step tended to,undo the charm of which she
had felt the force. Sho walked on so eagerly, that although
grave and resesved, Count Albert might have aseribed her
anxiety to a desire to please, if he had not felt that distyust
of himself and of his destiny, which formed the principal fea-
ture of his character. .

He conducted her to the foot of the Schreckenstein, and stop-
ped at the entrance of a grotto filled with stagnapt water, and
nearly hidden by the luxuriant vegetation. “ This grotte, in
which you may remark some traces of a vaulted ¢onstruction,”
said he, “is called in the country ¢ The Monk’s €ave.’ Some
think it was a cellar of a convent, at a period whegn, in plae of
these ruins, there stood here a fortified town; othgrs relate that
it was subsequently the rotreat of % repehtant eriminal, who
turnad hermit. However this 1gay be, no one dares to pene-
trate the recesses; and every one says that the water i deep,
and isimbued with a mortal poison, owing to the veins of copper
through which it runs in its passage. But this water is nnllx
neither deep nor dangerous; it sleeps upon a bed of rocks, an
we can easily cross it, Consnelo, if you will once again confide
in the strength of my arm and the burity of mdyulovo,"

Thus saying, after having satisfied himself that no one M
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followed or obsorved them, he took her in his arms, and
entering the water, which reached almost to his knee, he
cleared a passage through the shrubs and matted ivy which
concealed the bofton of the grotto. In a very short time

" he set her down upon o bank of fine dry sand, in a place com-
leteky dark. He immediately lighted the lantern with which
Ee was furnished, and after some turns in subterranean gal-
leries similar to those which Consuelo had already traversed,
they found themselves at the door of a cell, opposite to that
which she had opcned the first time.

¢ This subterranean building,” said he, * was originally des-
tined to serve as a refuge in time of war, cither for the princi-
gal inhabitants of the town which covered the hill, or for the

rds of the Castle of the Giants, to whom this town belong
who could enter it secretly by the passages with which you are
already acquainted. If a hermit, as they assert, since inhabited
the monk’s cave, it is probable that he was aware of this re-
treat; because the gallery which we have just traversed, has
been recently cleared out, whilst I have found those leadin
from the castle, so filled up in many places with earth an
gravel that I found difficulty in removing them. Besides, the
relies I discovered here, the remnants of matting, the pitcher,
the crucifix, the lamp, and above all the skeleton of a man
lying on his back, his hands crossed on his breast, as if in a
last pmmat the hour of his final sleep, proved to me that a
hermit here piously and peaceably ended his mysterious
existence. Our peasants still believe that the hermit’s spirit
inhabits the depths of the mountain. They affirm that they
have often seen him wander ayound it, or flit to the heights by
the light of the moon; that they have heard him pray, sigh,
sob, and that even a strange incomprehcnsible music has been
wafted towards them, like a suppressed siglf, on the wings of
the breeze. Even I myself, Consuelo, when despair peopled
nature around me with phantoms and prodigies, have thought
I saw the gloomy penitent prostrate under the Hussite. 1 have
fancied that I heard his plaintive sobs und heart-rending sighs
ascend from the depths of the anyss. But since I discovered
and inhabited this cell, I have pever seen any hermit but my-
self—any spectre but my own figure—nor have 1 heard any sogs
save those which issued from my own breast.”

Since Consuelo’s first interview with Albert in the cavern,
she had never heard him utter an irrational word. She did not
venture, therofore, to alldde to the manner in which he had
addressed herself, nor to the illusions in the midst of which shé
had surprised him. But she was astonished to ‘observe that
toey seemed absolutely forgotten, and not wishing to recal thein,
she merely askeq if solitude had really delivered him from the
disquietude of which he spoke,

“1 cannot tell you precisely,” he replied; “and, at least not
until you exact it, can 1 drge my memory to the task. I must
he#6 been mad, and the efforts I mado toconceal it, betrayed it
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yet more. 'When, thanks to one to whom tradition had h€nded

* down the sgeret of these caverns, I succeeded in escaping from
the solicitude of my relatives and hiding my despair, my
existence changed. I recovered a sort of empire over myself,
and, secure of concenlment from troublesome witnesses, I was -
ableat length to appcar tranquil and resigned in the Bosom
of my family.”

Consuelo perceived that poor Albert was under an illusion
in some respects, but this was not the time to enlighten him;
and, pleased to hear him speak of the past with such unconcern,
she began to examine the cell with more attention than she
had bestowed on it the first time. There was no appearance
of the care and ncatnoss which she formerly observed. The

mpness of the walls, the cold of the atmospherce, and the
mouldiness of the books,sbetrayed complete n.bu.ndonmennﬁ
“You sce that 1 havoe kept my word,” said Albert, who hi
just succecded with great difficulty in lighting the stove. “1
have never set foot here since the day you displayed your power
over me by tearing me away.”

Consuclo had a question on her, lips, but restrained herself.
Sho was about to ask it Zdenko, the friend, the faithful ser-
vant, the zealous guardian, had also abandoned and neglected
the hermitage. DBut she recollected the profound sorrow which
Albert always displayed when she hazarded a question as to
what had become of him, and why she had never seen him since
the terrible encounter in the cavern? Albert had always evaded
these questions, cither by pretending not to understand her, or
by begging her to fear nothing for the innocent. ‘She was at
first persuaded that Zdenko hag received and faithfully fulfilled
the command of his master neyer to aﬁ)cpea.r before his eyes.
But when sho resumed her solitary walks, Albert, in order to
completely reasSure her, had sworn, while a deadly paleness
overspread his countenance, that she should not encounter
Zdenko, who had set out on a long voyage. In fact no one
had scen him since that time, and they thought he was dead
in some corner, or that he had quitted the country.

Consuelo believed ncither df these supgositions. She knew
too well tho passionate attachment of Zdenka to Albert to
think a separation possible. As to his death, she thought of it
with a terror she hardly admitted to herself, when she recol-
lected Albert’s dreadful oath to sacrifice the kife of thisun-
happy bein‘{g if neccssarry to the re%ose of her He loved, But
she rejected this frightful suspicioll on recz_)lli% the mildness
and humanity which the whole ¢f Albert's life displayed, Be-
sides he had cnzoicd perfeet tranquillity for many months,
and no apparent demonstration on the part of Zdenko had
reawakened the fury which the young count had for a moment
manifested. 1le had forgotten that unhappy moment which
Consuelo also struggled to forget; he only remembered what
took place in tho cavern whilst hé was in Kossessmn of his
reason. Consuelo therofore concluded-that he had forbidden
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ZdenKo to enter or approach the castle, and that the poor
fellow, through grief ov anger, had condemned himself to volun-
tary seclusion in the hermitage. She took it for granted that
Zdenko would come out on the Schreckenstein only by night
for air, and to converse with Albert, who no doubt took care of,
and watched over him who had for so long a time taken care
of himself. On seeing the condition of the cell, C‘onsuelo was
driven to the conclusion that he was angry at his master, and
had displayed it by neglecting his retreat. But as Albert had
agsured her when they entered the grotto, that there was con-
tained in it no cause of alarm, she seized the opportunity when
his attention was otherwise engaged, to open the rusty gate of
what he called his church, and in this way to reach Zdenko's
cell, where doubtless she would find traces of his recent proe

co. The door ylelded as soon a% she had turned the key,
but the darkness was so great that she could see nothing, She
waited till Albert had passed into the mysterious oratory which
he had promised to show her, and which he was preparing for
her reception, and she then took a light and returned cautiously
to Zdonﬂo’s chamber, not wighout trembling at the idea of find-
ing him there in person. But there was not the faintest ¢vi-
dbnce of his existence.  The bed of leaves and the sheepskins
had been removed. Tho scat, the tools, the sandals of un-
dressed hide—all had disappeared, and one would have said, to
look at the dripping walls, that this vault had never sheltered
a living being,.

A feeling of sadness and ferror took possession of her at this
discovery. A mystery shrouded the fate of this unfortunate,
and Consuelo accused hersclf of being perhaps the cause of a
deplorable evont. There were%wo natares in Albert: the one
wise, the other mad; the one polished, tender, merciful; the
other strange, untamed, perhaps violent and implacable, His
fancied identity with the fanatic John Ziska, his love for the
recollections of Ilussite Bohemia, and that mute and patient,
but at the same time profound passion which he nourished for
herself—all occurred at this momngnt to her mind, and seemed
to confirm her most {m.inful suspicions, Motionless and frozen
with horror, she hardly ventured to glance at the cold and naked
floor of the grotto, dreading to find on it tracks of blood.

She was still plunged in these reflections, when she heard
Albert tune his violin, and soon she heard him playing on the
admirable instrument the ancient psalm which she so much
wished to hear a second time. The music was so original, and
Albert performed it with such eweet expression, that, forgetting
her distress, and attracted and as if charmed by a magnotic
power, she gently approached the spot where he stood.
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- ' CHAPTER LV,

Tar door of the church was open, and Consuelo stopped upon
the threshold to observe the inspired virtnoso and the srange
sanctuary. .This so-called church was nothing but an immense
grotto, hewn, or rather cleft out of the rock irregularly by
the hand of nature, and hollowed out by the subterranean force
of the water. Scattered torches, placed on gigantic blocks,
shed a fantastic light on the green sides of the cavern, and par-
tially revealed dark reeesses in the depths of which the huge
forins of tall stalactitos looined like spectres alternately seeking
and shunning the light. The cnormous sedimentary deposits
on the sides of the eavern assumed a thoussnd fantastic forms,
Somctimes they seemed devouring serpents, rolling over and
interlacing cach other.  Sometines hanging from the roof and
shooting upwards trom the floor, they wore the aspect of the
colossal teeth of some mowsster, of which the dark cave beyond
might pass for the gaping jaws. gl lsewhere they might have
been taken for mis-shapen statu®™, giant images of the demi-
gods of antiquity. A vegetation appropriate tothe grotto—huge
ﬁchcus, rough as dragon’s seales; festoons of heavy-leaved
seolopendra, tufts of youug cypresses recently planted in the
midd}lc of the enclosure on little heaps of artificial soil, not
unlike graves—gave the place a terrific and sombre aspect *
which deeply impressed Consuclo.  To her fiest feeling of terror,
admiration however quickly sum:ee(*ed. Sheapproached and saw
Albert standing on the mnargiy of the fountain which sprung up
in the midst of the cavern.  This water, although gushiog up
abundantly, was cnelosed in so deep a basin that no moveinent
was visible on®its surface, It was calin and motionless as a
block of dark sapphire, and the beautiful aquatic plants with
which Albert and Zdenho had clothed its margin, were not
agitated by the slightest motion. The spring was warm at its
souree, and the tepid exhalations with which it filled the cavern,
caused a mild and noist atthosphere favourable to vegetation.
It gushed from its fountain in many ramifieations, of which
sume lost themsclves under the rocks with a dull noise, while
others ran gently into limpid streams in the interior of the
grotto and disnppeared iu the dc}rt.hs beyond.. .
When Count Albert, who until then had been only trying the
strings of his violin, saw Consuclo avance towards him, he came
forward to mect her, and assigted her to eross the channels,
aver which he had thrown, in the deepest spots, some trunks of
trecs, while in other places rocks on a level with the water, offered
an easy passage to those habituated to it. 1le offered his hand to
assist Lier, and sometimeslifted her in his arms, But this tine
Consuelo was afraid, not of the torrent which flowed silently and
darkly under her feet, but of the my3terious guide towards whom
she was drawn by an irresigtible sympathy, while an indcfina-
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ble repulsion at the same time held her back. Having reached
the bank she beheld a spectaclo not much caleulated to reassure
her. It was a sort of quadrangular monament, formed of
bones and human skulls, arranged as if igga catacomb.

+ “Do not be uncasy,” said Albert, who felt her shudder.
“ These are the honoured remains of the martyrs of my reli-
git:in, and they form the altar before which 1 love to moditate
and pray.”

“ ha.yt is your religion then, Albert?” said®Consuelo, in a
sweet and melancholy voice. * Ave these bones llussite or
Catholic? Weie not both the vietims of impious fury, and
martyrs of o faith equally sincere? Is it true that you pre-
fer the Hussite doctrines to those of your relatives, and that
the roforms subsequent to those of John Huss, do not appear
to you sufficiently raglical and decisive ¢ Speak, Albert—what
am 1 to believe ?”

“If they told you that I preferred the reform of the Hussites
to that of the Lutherans, and the great Procopius to the vin-
dictive Calvin, as much as [ Ju'cfer the exploits of the Taborites
to thosc of the soldicrs of Wallenstein, they have told you the
truth, Consuelo. But whaignifies my creed to you, who
seem instinctively aware of truth, and who know the Deity
better than I do? God forbid that I should bring you here to
trouble your pure soul and peaceful conscicnce with my tor-
menting reveries! Remain as you are, Consuelo; you were

* born pious and good ; moreover, you were boru poor and ob-
scure, and nothing has changed in you the pure dictates of
reason and the light of justice. 'We can pray together without
diagluting—you who know everything altHough having learned
nothing, and 1 who know very [ittle after a Jong and tedious
study. In whatever temple you raise your voice, the know-
ledge of the truc God wil‘l be in your heart, aud the feeling of
the true faith will kindle your soul. 1t is not to instruct you,
but in order that your revclation may be imparted to me, that
I wished our voices and our spirits to unite bLefore this altar,
formed of the bouces of my fathers.”

“ I was not mistaken, then, in tltinking that theso honoured
remains, as you call them, are those of Hussites, thrown into
the fountain of the Schreckenstein during the bloody fary of
the civil wars, in the time of your ancestor John Zieka, who,
they suy, made fearful reprisals? 1 have been told that, after
burning the village, he destroyed the wells. [ fancy I can dis-
cover in the obscurity of thes vault, a cirele of hewed stones
above my head, which tells that we are. precisely under’
a spat where I have often sat when fatigued after searching
for you in vain. Say, Count Albert, is t%xis really the place

‘that you have baptized as tho Stone of Expiation

. “Yes, it is itere,” roplied Albert,  that torments and atro-
cious violence have consecrated the asylum of my prayers, and
the sanctuary of my g=ief. You sce enormous blocks suspended
above our heads, and others scattered on the banks of the
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stream. The just hands of the Taborites flung them theré by the
orders of him whom they called the Terrible Blind Man ; but
_they only*served to force back the waters towards those subter-
ranean beds in which they succeeded in forcing a passage.
The wells were destroyed, and 1 have covered their ruins with
(}ypmss, but it would have necded a mountain to fill this¢avern.
Phe blocks which were heaped up ip the mouth of the well,
were stopped by a winding stair, similar to that which you had
the courage to@seond in iny garden at the castle.  Since that
timo, the gradual pressure of the soil has thrust them closer
together, and confines them better. If any portion of the
nass escapes, it is during the winter frosts; you have there-
fore nothing to fear from their fall.”

“Tt was not that of which I was thinking, Albert,” replied
Consuelo, looking towarde the gloomy altar on which he had
placed his Stradivarius.  *Iasked mysclf why you render cx-
clusive worship to the memory of these victims, as if there
were no martyrs on the other side, and as if the crimes of the
one woere more pardonablesthan those of the other 2”

Consuclo spoke thus in a seveygy tone, and looking distrust-
fully at Albert. She rememberefl Zdenko, and all her ques-
tions, had she dared so to utter them, assumed in her mind a
touc of interrogation, such as would befit a judge towards a
criminal. -

The painful emotion which suddenly seized npon the count
seemed the contission of remorse.  He passed his hands over his
forehoad, then pressed themn against his breast. as if it were
beiug torn asunder, His countengnee changed in a frightfual
manner, and Consuelo feared that he might have only too
well understood her. .

“You do not know what harm you do me,” said he, leaning
upon the heap of bones, and drooping his head towards the
withered skulls, which seomed to gaze on him from_their
hollow orbits. * No, you cannot know it, Consuclo, and your
cold remarks recall the memory of the dreary past. You do
not know that you speak to a mnan who has lived through ages
of grief, and who, after being the blind instrument of in:lexible
justico in the hands of God, has teccived his recompense and
undorgone his punishment, T have so suftered, so wept, so
expiatod my dreary destiny, so atoned for the horrors to which
my fate subjected me, that 1 had at last flattered myself I
could forget themn. Forgetfulnessi—yes, forgetfulness!—that
was the craving which consumed nfy aching-lreast; that was
m{ vow and my daily prayer, that was the token of my
ailiance with man and my reconcilintion with God, whitch.
during long years, I had implored, prostrate upon these sioul-
dering bones, When I first saw you, Consuelo, I began to
hope; when you pitied me, I thought I was saved. Sec this
wreath of withered flowers ready fo fall into the dust, and
which encircles the skull that surmounts the altar. You do
not recognise it, though I have watcred it with many a bitter
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yet aoot’hing tear. Tt is you who gathered them, you who sent
them to me by the companion of my sorrows, thg faithful
guardian of this sepulchre. Covering them with kisses and
tears, I anxiously asked myself if you could ever feel any true
and hegrtfelt regard for one like mysclf—a pitiless fanatic, an

unfeeling tyrant——"
“ But what are the crimes you have committed ?” said Con-
suélo firmly, distracted with'a thousand varyi otions, and

emboldened by the dvep dejection of Albert ™ If you have
a confession to make, make it here to me, that I may know if
I can absolve aud love you.”

“ Yes, you may absolve me: for he whomn you know, Albert
of Rudolstadt, has been innocent as a child; ‘but he whom you
do not know, John Ziska of the Chalice, has.becn whirled by
the wrath of Heaven into a career of iniquity.”

Consuelo.saw the imprudence of which she had been guilty,
in rousing the slumbering flame and recalling to Albert's mind
his former madness, This, however, was not the moment to
combat it, and she was revolving in”her mind some expedient
to calm him, and had gradually sunk into a reverie, when sud-
denly sho perceived that Albert mo longer spoke, no longer
held her hand—that he was not at her side, but standing a few
paces off, beforc the monument, performing on his violin
the singular airs with which she had been alrcady so surprised
and charmed.

CHAPTER LVL

ALBERT at first played scveral of those ancient canticles whose
authors are now cither unknown or forgotten in Bohemia, but
of which Zdenko had preserved the precious tradition, and the
text of which the count had found by dint of study and medi-
tation, He was so imbucd with the spirit of these composi-
tions, barbarous at the first glance, but profoundly touching
and truly beautiful to an cnlightened and serious taste, and
had made himself so familiar with them, as to be able to im-
provise on them at length, mingling with than his own ideas,
then resuming and developing the original idea, and again
giving way to his own inspiration, all without changing tho
origipal austere and striking character of these ancient pro-
ductions by his®ingenious and learncd interpretation. Con-
suelo had determined to ljsten to and retain these precious
specimens of the popular genius of ancient Bohemia; but all
her endeavours soon becamesimpossible, as*much from her
musing moud as the vague impression which the music itself
' produced.

There is a pecics of music which may be tcrmed natural,
because it is not the production of science and reflection, but
rather of an inspiration which escapes from the trammels ot
rules and conventions, Such is popular music, that of the
peasants in partioular. What glorious poetry appears, lives,
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and dies, as it were, among them, without ever lum':ng been
correctlyanoted down, or appearing in any regular form!” The
uhknown artist, who improvises his rustic ballad while he
tends his flocks or drives the plough—and such exist even in the
most prosaic countries—can rarely be induced to givea form
to his fugitive ideas. IIo commnunicates it to others, children
of nature like himself, and they chaunt it from hamlet to ham-
let, from hut ut, each' one aocording to his taste. It is for
this rcason that these songs amd pastoral romances, so lively
and simple, or so tender i sentiment, are for the most part
lost, and have never lasted more than one century. Educated
musicians will not trouble themsclves to collect them, The
most part despise them, for want of an intelligence and senti-
ment sufficiently- elevated to comprehend them; others are
turned aside by the difliculties they encounter in their search for
the true and real version, with which perhaps the author himself
was unacquainted, and which certainly was not acknowledged
as an invariable typc by, its numerous interpreters. Some
have changed it through ignorance; others have developed, mo-
dified, or embellished it by-their saperior taste and intelligence,
because enltivation has not taught them to repress their natu-
ral impulses.  They do not know that they have transformed
the primitive work, and their candid hearers are no more
aware of it than themselves. The peasant neither examines
nor comparcs. W hen Heaven has made him a musician, he
sings after the fashion of the birds, the nightinfu]e especially,
whose improvisation is endless, though the elements of her
song be the same. Moreover, the genius of the people is
unbounde@. 1t is needless to register its productions, which,
like those of the carth they cultivate, are unccasing: it creates
every hour, lik(i Nature, which inspires it.*

Consuclo had all the candour, poetry, and sensibility in her
composition which are requisite to comprehend and love popu-
Iar music.  In this she proved that she was a great artist, and
that the learned theories which she had studied, had in no re-
speet impaired the freshnessand sweetness which are the trea-
surcs of inspiration and the youth of the soul. She had some-
times whispered to Anzoleto, so that Porpora conld not hear,
that she loved several of the barcaroles sung by the fisherthen
of the Adriatic, better than all the science of Patlre Martinjand
Macstro Durante. Her mother's sougs and boleros were «
scourco of poctic life from which shg never wearied in drawing
inspiration. What impression then must the musical genius
of the Bohemians—that pasteral, warlike, fanatic people,
gruve and mild in_the midst of the most potent clements of
activity—havo produced upon her! Such characteristics were at

% The author hero enters, in a note, into some particulars relative to the
hurdy-gurdy players in France. Tho prindipal instructors, it appears, are in
Bourbonnals, in the woods. Their simple compositions, which they reckon by
hundreds, and are yearly renewed, embrace only the simpleet elements of musie.
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once strikiitg and new to her. Albert performed this music
with rare perception of the national spirit, and of the pious and
energetic feelings in which it originated. He combined in his
improvisation tho profound melancholy and heart-rending
regret with which slavery had imbued his soul and that of his
people; and this mingling of sorrow and bravery, of oxultation
andp depression, these hymns of gratitude united with cries of
distress, pictured in the deepest and most lively colours the
sorrows of Bohemia and of Albert, *

It bas been justly said, that the aim of music is to awaken
feeling. No other art so reveals the sublime emotions of the
human soul; no art so depicts tho glories of Nature, the
delights of contemplation, the character of nations, the whirl
of paasion, and the cry of sufferiug. 1lope, foar, regret, despair,
devotion, enthusiasm, faith, doubt, glory, peace—all these and
more, music gives us, and takes away from us again, according
to its genius and our own capacity. It presents things in an
entirely new and original aspeet, and without being guilty of
the puerilities of mere sound, and the imitation of external
noises, it suflers us to perceive, through a dreamy haze which
enhances and cnnobles them, the exterior objects to which it
transports our imagination. Certain anthems will evoke the
gigantic phantoms of ancient cathedrals, allow us to penctrate
into the sceret thoughts of their construetors, and of those who,

wkneeling within their holy precinets, utter their hymns of
praise to God. Those who are able to express simply and
powerfully the music of different nations, aud know how to
listen to it as it descrves, need not to make a tour of the world
in order to behold different nations, to visit their menuments,
to read their books, or to traverse their plains, their mountains,
their gardens, and their wildernesses, A Jewish air at once
trans rﬁa us into the synagogue; a pibroch couveys us to the
Highlands of Scotland; whilo all Spain is revcaled to us by a
melody of that fair land, Thus have 1 been many a time in
Poland, Germany, Naples, Ireland, India; and thus have [ come
to be better acquaintcd with the inhabitants of these countries
than if I had known them for years. It required but an instant
to transport me therc and make me a sharer in all their
thoughts and emotions. 1 identified myself with every phase
of th.eir existence by studying their musie and making it my
own,

Consuclo gradually ceased to hear Albert’s violin. Her soul
was rapt, and her scnses, closed against all butward objects,
awoke In another world, to traxerse unknow regions inhabited
by a new sace of beings. She beheld, amidst a strange chaos

«at once horrible and magnificent, the spectral forms of the
heroes of ol Bohemia; she heard the mournful clang of convent
bells, while the formidable Taborites descended from their
fortified mounts, lean, half-glad, bloody, and ferocious. Then
she beheld the angels of death assembled in tho clouds, the
cup and sword in their hands. Ilovering in a compact troop
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over the heads of the prevaricating pontifls, she saw tibm pour
out upon the accursed earth the vial of divine wrath, She
fimcied she heard the rushing of their wings, and the dropping
blood which extinguished the conflagration lighted by their Elry.
Sometimes it was a night of terror and gloom, wherein sho
heard the sobs and groans of the dying on the field Jf battle,
Sometimes it was a glowing day, of which she could hardly
bear the sﬁlcndour, in which she saw the thunderiug chariot
of the terrible blind man, with his helmet and his rusty cuirass,
and the gore-stained bandage which covered his oyes. “Temples
opened of themselves as he approached; monks fled into tho
bosom of the earth, carrying away their relics and their trea-
sures in a corner of their robes. Then the conquerors brought
feeble old men, mendicants covered with sores like Lazarus;
madmmen who ran singing and laughing like Zdenko; execu-
tioners stained with blood, little children with purc hands and
angel looks, amazons carrying torches and bundles of pikes, and
seated them round a table, while an angel radiant with beauty,
like those which Albert Purer has introduced into his apoca-
lyptic comp@sitions, presented to their greedy lips the wooden
cup, the chalice of forgiveness, of restoration, and of sacred
cquality. This angel re-appeared in all the visions that floated
around Consuelo, She saw him, the beautiful one, the sorrow-
ful, the immortal, proudest among the proud. He bore along
with him his broken chains; and his torn pinions dragging on_,
the ground betrayed tokenms of violence and captivity. He
smiled compassionately on the men of crime, and pressed the
little children to his bosom, o

Excited, fascinated, she dagted towards him with open arms
while hor knees bent under her. Albert let fall his violin,
which gave out a plaiutive sound as it fell, and received the
young girl in Bis arms while he uttered a cry of surprise and
transport. 1t was ho whom Consuelo had listened to and
looked at, while dreaming of the rebellious angél—his form, his
image which had attracted and subdued her—it was against his
heart that she had come to rest her own, exclaiming in
a choking voice—* Thine! *thine! Angel of Gricf, thine and
God’s for cver!”

But hardly had Albert’s lips touched hers, than a deadly
chill and scorching pain ran through limb and brain, The
illusion so rougLly dissipated, inflicted so violent a shock®upon
her system that sfle felt as if about to expire, and extricating
herself from the arms of the court, she fell against the bones
qf the altar, which gave way yith a frightful crash. Seein
herself covered with these dread remains, and in the arms o
Albert, who gazed on her with surprise and alarm, she,
cxperienced such dreadful anguish and terror that, hiding
her face in her dishevelled hair. she exclaimed with sobs:
“ Away'—away!—in the name oﬁ Heaven—light!—air! O
God, rescnc me from this sepulchre, and restore me to the
light of the sun!” , .
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Albott, scoing her pale and delwious, darted towards hor,
and would have lifted her in his arms to extricate her from
the cavern. But in her consternation she understood him not,
and, abruptly rising, she began to fly recklessly towards the
Yocesses of the cavern, without giving any heed to the obstacles
by whieh she was beset, and which in many places presented
imminent dangers, )

* In the name of God,” said Albert, “not that way! Death
is in your path! Wait for me!”

But his cries only served to augment (lonsuelo’s torror.  She
bounded twice over the brook with the lightness of a roe, and
without knowing what she did. At last, in a gloomy recess
planted with eypress, she dashed against a sort of mound, and
fell with her hands befor: her on carth freshly turned up.

This shock made such an impresgion upon her that a kind
of stupor succeeded to her terror.  Suffocated, breathless, and
not well comprehending what she felt, she suflered the count
to approach.  He had hastened after her, and had had the pre-
sence of mind in passing to scize one of the torches from the
rocks, in order to light hor along the windings of@he stream in
case he should not overtake her before she reached a spot which
he knew to be deep, and towards which she appeared to direet
her course.  The poor young man was so overwhelmed by
such snddon and contrary cmotions, that he dared not speak
to her, nor cven offer her his hand. She was scated en the
heap of carth which had caused her to stunble, and dared not
utter a word, but confused, and with downcast eyes, she gazed
mechanically upon the grognd,  Suddenly she perceived that
this mound had the form and, apnearauce of a tomb, and
that she was really seated ony a recently made grave, over
which wero strewed branches of cypross and withered flowers,
8he rose hastily, and with fresh terror whick she could not
;:ouqu,er, exclaimed, “ Oh, Albert, whom have you buried

ere?’

“I baried here what was dearest to me in the world before
I knew youn,” replied Albert, with the most painful emotion,
“1If T have committed an act of sherilege during my detirium,
and under the idea of fulfilling a sacred duty, God will, 1 trust,
pardon me. I shall tell you another time what soul inhabited
tho body which rests here. At present you aro too much agi-
tatet], and require the fresh air. Come, Consuclo, let us leave
this place, where you made me in one moment tho happiest
and most miserable of med.” .

“ Oh, yes!" she exclaimed, Slet us go herte. I know not
what vaponrs are rising from the carth, but I feel as if 1 wore
about to die, and as if my reason were descrting me.”

They left the cavern together without uttering anothor word.
Albert went first, stopping and holding down his toreh before
cach stone, 8o that his cpmpanion might see and shun it.
When he was alout to open the door of tho cell, a recol-
Jeetion occorred to Consuclo, doubtless in consequence of her
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acc.

‘“ Albeft,” said she, “yon have forgotten your violin beside
the sprinﬁ. This admirable instrument, which cansed me
omotions hitherto unknown, I could not consent to abandon tb
certain destruction in this damp place.” *

Albert made a gesture indicating the little value he now
attached to anything besides Consuclo. But she insisted. 1t
has caused me much pain,” said she, “ neverthcless—"’

“1f it has caused you only pain, lct it be destroyed,” said
he, with bitterness. “ I never wish to touch it again during
my life,  Oh! 1 have been too late in destroying it.”

‘“ It would be false were T to say so,” replied Consuelo, whosc
respect for the musical genius of the count began to revive.
“ I was too much agitated, that is all, and my delight changed
into anguish. Seck it, my friend; I should wish to put it in
its case until T have courage to placo it in your hands and
listen to it again.”

Consuelo was affe~ted by the look of satisfaction which the
connt gave her as he re-cntered the grotto in order to obey
her. Sho remained alone for a few moments, and reproached
herself for her foolish fears and suspicions.  She remembered,
trembling and blushing as she did so, the delirivm which had
cast her into his arms; but she could not avoid admiring the
respect and forbearance of this man, who adored her, and yot
who did not take advantage of the opportunity to speak of his**
love, Ilis sad and Janguid demeanour plainty indicated that
he hoped nothing either from thy present or from the future,
She acknowledged his deligacy. and determined to soften
by swectest words thei mytual farewell on leaving the
cavern,

But the remembrance of Zdenko wai-fu.tcd to pursue her

»

like a vengeful shadow, and force h aceuse Albert in
spite of herself. On approaching the door, her eyes lighted
on an inscription in Bohemian which she conld easily decipher,
since she knew it by heart. Sowe hand, which could be
no other than Zdenko's, hatl traced it with chalk on the dark
deep door; *“ May he whon they have wronged—-." [
rest was wnintelligible to Consuclo, but the alferation of the
1ast word caused her great uncasiness.  Albert returned, grasp-
ing his violin, but she had neither courage nor presemeo of
mind to assist him as she had promised. She was impatient
to quit the cavern.  When he turfted the key in the lock, she
coid not avoid placing her finger on the mysterions word,
and looking intorrogatively at her host.

“That means,” said Albert, with an appcarance of tran-,
quillity, “may the unacknowledged angel, the friend of tho
unhappy——"

“ Yes, T know that; and what ngore?”

“ May he pardon thee!”

“And why pardon?” she replied, turning psle,
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“If drief bo pardonable,” said the count, with a melancholy
air, “I have a long prayer to make.” .

They entered the g , and did not break silence until
they reached the Monk’s Cave. But when the light of day
shed its pale reflection through the foliage on the coumnt’s
featurds, B:nsuclo observed the silent tears flow gently down
his cheeks. She was affected, yot when he approached with
a timid air to carry her to the cntrance, she preferved wetting
her feet rather than permit him to lift her in his arms.  Sheo
alleged his fatigue and exhaustion as a pretext for refusing,
and already her slippers were moistened, when Albert ex-
claimed, extiniuishiug his torch—

“ Farewell, then, Consuelo! I see your aversion, and I must
return to eternal night, like a spectre evoked for a mowment
from the tomb, only to inspire you with fear.”

“ No! your life belongs to me,” exclaimed Consuelo, turning
and stopping him; “you made an oath never to enter this
cavern without me, and you have no right to withdraw it.”

“ And why do you wish to impose the burthen of life ou n
phantom? A recluse is but the shadow of a man, and.he who
is not loved, is alone, overywhere and with every one.”

“ Albert! Albert! iou rend my heart! Coine, take me away,
In the light of day I shall perhaps see more clearly into my
own dostiny.”

- CHAPTER LVIIL

ALBERT obeyed, and when they began to descend fromn the base
(’!t;l the Schreckenstein to the valleys benenth, Consuclo became
caimer. .

“Pardon me,” said she, leaning gently on his arm; “I have
certainly been mad myself in the grotto.” M

* Why recall it, suelo? T should never have spoken of
it; 1 knew that you would wish to efface it from yotr memory,
a8 I must endeavour to blot it from mine.” &

“I do not wish to forget it, my friend, but to entroat your
Pa.rdon for it. 1f I were to relatt the strange vision which 1
had while listening to your Bohemian airs, you would find that
[ was out of my senses when I caused you such terror. You
cannot believe that I would trifle with your reason or your
;‘_epae. ,Hes,vcn is my witness that I would lay down my life
or you,’

“I know that you set nd great value on life, Consuelo; but
I—I feel that I would covet it earnestly, if——2

“Well; if whut?”

“1f I were Leloved even as Ilove.”

« Albert, 1 love yon as much as is allowable: T would doubt-
less love you as you deserve to be loved, if—""

“1t is ypur turn to speak.”
- “If insrmountable sbstacles did not make it a erime.”

“ And what are thesc obstacles? 1 vaiuly seek them around



CONSUELO. 289

)
you? I orfly find them in your heart—doubtless in the mgmory
- of the past.”

“Do now speak of the past; it is hateful to me. I would
rather die than live over that past again. Your rank, your
fortune, the opposition and anger of your relatives, w{oere
should I find courage to meet these, Albert? I possess nqthing
in this world but my pride and independence: what would re-
main were I to sacrificc them?’ °

“My love and gours, if you loved me. But I feel that this is
not the case, and I only ask your pity. How could you be
humiliated by giving me happiness as an alms? Which of us
could then take precedenco of the other? How would you be

- lowered by my fortune? Could we not quickly cast it to the
poor if it oppressed you? Know you not that I have long
resolved to employ it according to my convictions and my
tastos; that is to sa.f', to gbt rid of it, when my father’s loss
should add the trouble of his inheritance to that of separation?
Are you afraid of being rich? I have vowed poverty. Are
you afraid of my name rendering you illustrious? Itis a false
name; the truc one is li:-osuribud. True, I shall never resume it,
lost I werc to injure the memory of my father; but in my ob-
scurity I swear to you no one shall be dazzled by it, and as to
the oEposition of my friends—oh! if thore be no other obstacle
but that—only tell me 8o, and you shall see!”

“ It is the greatest of all ; the only one which all my devotion,
all my gratitude towards you cannot remove.”

“ You do not speak the truth, Consuelo. You dare not swear
it! It is not the only obstacle.”

Consuclo hesitated. She had never told an untruth, yet she
wished to repair the evil she kad done her friend, who saved
her life, and who had watched bver her for months with the
tender solicitudepf & mother. She wished to soften her refusal
by pointing out obstacles which she really believed insur-
mountable.  But Albert’s questions troubled her, and her own
heart was a labyrinth in which she lost herself, bacause she
could not say with certainty whether she loved or hated this
singular man, towards whoin a mysterious and powerful sym-
pathy had attracted her, whilst at the same time an invincible
drewg, and something even approaching dislike, made her trem-
ble at the mere idea of an cngagement with him.

It scemed to her at this moment as if she hated:Anzolgfo.
Could it bo otherwise when she compared his coarse selfish-
ness, his low ambition, his basencss,his lpe::ﬁdy, Albert’s
gencrous, humane, pure spirit, so deeglf imbued with lofty
virtue? The only stain which c8uld sully the latter was this
attempt on Zdenko's life, which she could not help believing.
But this suspicion might be the offspriug of her imagination,
a nightmare which a moment’s explanation could dispel. She

retended to be prcoccupied, and not to have heard Albert’s
ast question. “ Eleavens 1”” she exclaimed, stopping to look at a
pensant who passed at some distance,“I thought I saw Zdenko.”
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Altort shuddered, dropped Consuelo’s arm which he held
within his own, took a few steps forward, then stopped and °
returned towards her, saying, “ What an crror is yours, Con-
suelo! this man has not the least rosemblance to”——-he could

* not say Zdenko; his features betrayed violent agitation.

“Yeu thought it yoursclf however for a moment,” said Con-
suelo, who looked at him attentively.

“1 am near-sighted, and T ought to have recollected that this
meeting was impossible.”

“TImpossible ¢ Zdcuko is theu far away?”

8o far, that you need fear nothing from his madness,”

“ Can you explain his sudden hatred to me after his previous
display of sympathy [

1 told you that it arose from a dream which he had oun the
ave of your descent into the cavern, lle saw you in a vision
follow me to the altar, where you consented to pledge your
faith to me; and there you sang our old Bohemian hymn
with a clear and thyilling voice which made the whole church
ring; and while you sang he saw ine grow pale, and sink into
the floor, until at length f was dead and buried in the sepulchre
of my fathers, Then he beheld you cast away your hymeneal
erown, push the flat stone over my head, which covered me on
the instant, and dance on it, singing incomprchensible words
in an unknown language, with all the marks of anbounded juy.
Enraged, he threw himsclf on you; but you had alrcady dis-
appeared in a thick vapour, and he awoke, bathed in perspira-
tion and transported with anger, II¢ awoke me also, for his
cries and imprecations made the vault echo again, T found it
difficult to induce him to narrgte his dream, and still moro to
hinder him from looking upon it as the counterpart of my
fature destiny. I could not casily convince him, for I was
myself labouring under morbid mental excilement, and had
never tried previously to dissuade him when I saw him place
implicit belief in bis visions and dreams. Nevertheless, 1 hoped
that he had ceased to think of it or attach any importance to it,
for he never said a word on the subject; and when I asked him
to go and speak to you about ine, hoe did not .opiroac it. It
never entcred into his conceptions that you should seck me
here, and his frenzy was roused only when he saw you attempt
the task. Nevertheless he displayed no hatred against you till
the moment we met him on our return frow the subterranean
&all‘lories. Ho then informed me very laconically in Bohemian

hat he intended to delivér me from you—that was his expres-
sion—and to destroy you the, first time he meg you alone; for

that you were theb%nhc of my lifo, and had my dcath written in

our e¢yes. Pardon%hese details, and say if 1 had not ground
apprebension, Let us speak no more about it if you please, -
the subject is truly painful. 1loved Zdenko as a second sclf.
His mental wunderings were identified with my own to such
an extent, that we had the same drecams, the same thoughts,
and even the same physical indispositions, Bu$ he was more
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choerful, and to some extent of a mor poetical turfi than

myself; the phantoms which appalled me were, to his more

genial organization, simply melancholy or perchanco even gay.

The greatest difference between us was thut my attackg were
irregular, whereas he was ever the same. ‘While 1 was a proy

to delirium or despair, he lived constantly in a kind of &ream,

in which all objects assuined a symbolical aspect; and this was

even of so sweet und gentle a form, that in my lucid moments,

certainly the most painful of all, I required the sight of his

peaceful delusion to cheer and reconcile me to life.”

“Oh, my friend!” said Consuelo, * you should hate me, as I
hate myself for having deprived you of so devoted and precious
a friend! But his exile has lasted long enough; ho is by this
time surely recovered from his temporary attack.”

“’robably,” said Albert,swith a strange and bitter smile,

“Well, then,” replied Consuelo, whose mind revolted at the
idea of Zdenko’s death, “why not recall him? Tshould see him
without fear, I assure you, and we should make him forget his
prejudiees.” * .

“Do mnot speak of it, Consuelo,” said Albert, sorrowfully;
“he will never rcturn. I have sucrificed my best friend, my
comgm.nion, my servant, my stay—my provident, laborious
mother—my dear, submissive, unconscious child! he who pro-
vided for all my wants, for my innocent yet meluncholy plea-~
sures; he who uphceld me in moments of despair, and who
resorted to force and cunning to prevent me from leaving my
cell, when he saw me incapable of preserving my own dignity
and existence in the world of living men, 1 have' made this
sacrifice without remorse, bgcagse I felt I ought; fok since you
have faced the dangers of the cavern and restored mq to reason
and a sense of duty, you are at once more sacred any precious
to me than everf Zdenko himself.” y

“ This is an error—an outrage, Albert! A moment’s courage
is not to be compared to a whole lifc of devotion.,”

“Do not suppose that a wild and selfish love has 'induced
me to act as lll)m,ve done. I should have thrust it back into
my bosom, and shut myself up in my cavern with Zdenko,
rather than break the heart of the best of men. But the hand
of Providence was in it. I had resisted the impulse which
mastered me; had fled from your sight so long as the dreans
and presentiments which made mo hope to findfin you®an
angel of mercy, werc unrealized. %p to the momgnt when a
frightful vision deranged the genilo and pious Zdonky, he
share’l my aspirations, my hopce my fears, and my regiflous
desires. Poor soul! he mistook you the very dtg’ ou declared
yourself. Tho light of his soul gr‘ew dim, and he was con-
demned to confusion and despair. It was my duty also to
abandon him; fox('nf'ou appeared wrapt in rays of glory, your
descent was a prodigy, and you cleared away the mists E’rom
my eyes, by words which your calm intellect and education as
an artist did not permit you to study and prepare. Pity and
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charity alike inspired you, and under their wonder-workin,
influence you told me what I ought to do in order to.know an
understand the life of man.”

. “ What then did I say so wise and so good? Truly, Albert,
I knox not.”

“ Nor [ either; but Heaven was in your voice and in the
calm serenity of your looks. With you 1learned in an instant
that which I ncver should have learned alone. I knew that
my previous life was an expiation, o martyrdom; and I sought
the accomplishment of my destiny in darkness, solitude, and
tears—in anger, study, penance, and macerations. You gave
me another life, another martyrdom—one all patience, sweet-
ness, toleration, and devotion. My duties, which you so simply
traced out for mo, beginning with those towards my family—
had forgotten them, and my family, through excess of kind-
ness, overlooked my faults. Thanks to you, 1 have atoned for
them; and from the first day I knew you, I have felt, from the
calmness that I experienced, that no more was required from
me at present. I know, indeed, that this is not all, and I await
the ulterior revelations of my destiny; but I have confidence,
because I have found an oracle that I can consult. You are
that oracle, Consuelo. You have received power over me, and
I shall not rebel against it. I therefore ought not to have
hesitated a moment between the power which was to regener-
ate me, and the poor passive eroature who had hitherto shared
my distresses and borne with my outbreaks.” -

“Do you speak of Zdenko? But how do you know that I
might not have cured himalso? You saw that I had already
gained some power over him, zines I could convinee him by a
word when he was about to kill me.”

“ Oh Heavens! it is too true! I have been wanting in faith.
I was afraid. I knew what the oaths of Zdenko wore. He:
had sworn to live only for mc, and he kept his oath in my ab-
sence ag since my return. When he swore to destroy you I
did not think it possible to change his resolution, aud I doter-
mined to offend, banish, crush, destroy him.”

“To destroy him! What do you mean, Albert? Where is
Zdenko?”

“Y ou ask me, as God asked of Cain, “Where is thy brother?’”

“Oh Heavens! you have not killed him, Albert?” And
Conpuelo, as she uttered the word, clung to Albert’s arm, and
looked at him with a mjixture of pity and terror. But sho
recoiled from the proud and cold expressiou-of his pale coun-
tenance, where ﬁ:df seemed®to have fixed her abode.

“I have not him, yet I have taken his life assuredly.
And if I hive préferred regret and repentance to the fear of
seéeing you assastinated by a madman, have you so little pitg
in your heart that you always recall my sorrow, and reproac
me with the greatest sacrifice I could make? You also are
ornel! Qguelty is never extinct in a human breast.”

, There was‘such solemnity in this reproach, the first that
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., Albert had ever addressed to her, that Consuelo felt mofe than
ever the fear with which he inspired her. A sort of humilia-
tion—weak, perhaps, but inherent in the female heart—re-

placed the pride with which she had listened to his passionate,

admiration. She felt herself humbled, no doubt misunder-
stood, because sho did not wish to discover his secrd, save
with the intention, or at least the desire, of responding to his
affection if he could justify himself. At the same time she
pereeived that sho was guilty in the eyes of her lover, becaula
if he had really killed Zdenko, the only person in the worl
who had no right to condemn him, was she whose life re-
quired the sacrifice of another life infinitely precious to Albert.
Jonsuelo could not reply: she endeavoured to speak of some-
thing else, but tears choked her utteranco. ln seeing them flow,
Albert was distressed in his turn; but she begﬁrg_ him never
to recur to so painful a subject, and promised on her part, with
a feeling bordering on despair, never to mention a name which
caused him such terrible emotion. They were constrained and
unhappy during the rcmaihder of the day, and vainly endea-
voured to conversc on some other subj%ct. Consuelo did not
kuow either what she said or heard, This sad but deep tran-
quillity, with such a load on his conscienco, borderod on mad-
ness, and Consuelo could not justify her friend save in remem-
bering that he was mad. If ho had killed some bandit in fair

fight in order to save her life, she would havo felt gratitude ,

and perhaps admiration for his strength and courage; but this
wysterious murder, doubtless perpetrated in the darkness of
the cavern—this sepulchre dug in the very sanctuary—this
morose silence after such a, degd—the stoical fanaticism with
which he dared to lead her te the grotto, and there deliver
himself up to the charms of musi this was horrible, and
Consuelo felt that love for such a man was a feeling which
could not enter hoer heart. * 'When could he have committed
this murder #” she asked herself. “ I havenot for mgnths seen
a trace of remorse on his brow. 'Was there not, perhaps, blood
on his hands some day when I offercd him mine ? A&?readful!
Ile must be made of stono or ice, or else he lovesime to the
verge of madness. And I who so wished to inspire: a bound-
less love—I who so bitterly regretted being loved po coldly!
Boholgi what Heaven has reserved for me in answer t.o.my
wish!" i

Then she once more endoavourcd to guess at what time
Albert had accomplished his horribl® sacrifice. She%hought it
must Lave been during her segere illness, when she was in-
different to all outward things; but when she remembered the
tender and delicate care which Albert had lavished on her,
ghe could not reconcile the two characters, so dissimilar to each
other, and to those of mankind in general. .

Lost in dreary reverie, she received with an absent air the
flowers which Aibert gathered for her on their way, and which
he knew she loved. Sho never even thought of leaving him
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and oitering the castlo alone, so as to conceal their meeting ;
and whether it was that Albert thought no more gbout it, or
that he deemed it unnecessary to dissemble any longer with
.his family, he did not snggest such a precaution, and they
found themselves face to face with the canoness, at the en-
trancéd'of the castle. For the first time, Consuelo—and, doubt-
less, Albert also—observed those foatures, which were rarely
ugly in spite of their deformity, inflamed with anger.

*It is high time for you to return, signora,” said she to the
Porporina, in a voice trembling with indignation. “ We were
really uneasy about Count Albert. His fathor, who would not,
breu{fast without him, wished to have a confercnce with him
this moming, which you have thought proper to make him
forget. And, as for yourself, there is a young fellow in the
saloon who calls himself your brether, and who awaits your
arrival with rather ill-bred impatience.” :

After having expressed herself in these extraerdinary terms,
the poor Wenceslawa, terrified at ber own exploit, set off for
her own apartment, where she coughed and wept for more
than an hour,

] CHAPTER LVIIL
“My aunt is in a strange mood,” said Albert, as they ascended
together the steps of the entrance, “I beg you will pardon
her; and be assured that this very day she will alter her man-
ner and langnage.”

“My brother?” said Consuelo, stupified with the news which
had just been announced, and net hearing what the young
count said. .

“I did not know you had a brother,” said Albert, who was
more struck by his aunt’s ill-temper than by this ocenrrence.
“You will doubtless be glad to see him, dear Consuelo, and I
am rejoiced.”

“Better not, signor count,” replied Consuelo, a painful pre-
sentiment rapidly occurring to her mind: “some dreadful
sorrow is perhaps in store for me, ang. ”  She pausod,
trembling, for she was ou the point of asking advice and pro-
tection; but she was afraid of drawin. closer the bonds already
existing between them; and, not daring either to receive or
avdid the visiter who introduced himseﬁ' to her under colour
of an untruth, she felt higr knees fail her, and, turning pale,
was obliged to support hersclf against the balustrade,

“Do yon fear bad news from your family?” said Albert, who
now began to grow uneasy.

“I have no family,” replicd Consuelo, endeavouring to move
on. She was about to say that she had no brother, but some
vagne ‘terror prevented her. In crossing the dining-hall, she
heard tho creaking of the-traveller's boots pacing backwards
and forwards impatiently, 13y an involuntary movement she
approached the young count, and, as she took his arm, pressed
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it against her own, as if to seek refuge in his affcetidn from
the sufferéngs which she anticipated.

Albert, struck by this movement, folt a deadly apprehension.
“Do not go in,” said he, in a low tone of voice, “ without me:
1 feel, by & sort of prescntiment which has never yet failed me,
that this brother is your enemy and mine. Iam chilled—I am
afraid, as if T were about to be forced to hate some one!”

Consuelo withdrew her arm, which Albert had pressed
close to his bosom; she tremblod lest he should adopt one of
those singular ideas—onc of those implacable resolutions—of
u";zich Zdenko's prosumptive death afforded s deplorable in-
stance. .

“ Let us part herc,” she said in German, for their voices
could now be heard in tho a,djoinin%“ap&rtment. “I have
nothing to fear at Present,' but, if the futare threaten, Albert,
be assured I shall have recourse to you.”

Albert yielded with extrome reluctance. Fearing to be
found wanting in delicacy, he dared not disobey; but he could
not resolvo to leave the hall, Consuelo, who understood his
thoughts, closed the double doors of the saloon when she en-
tered, in order that he might neither hear nor see what was
about to oceur.  Anzoleto (for his effrontery left no doubt on
her mind that it was indeed he) was prepared to salute her
boldly, in the presence of witnesses, with a fraternal cmbrace;
bnt when he saw her enter alone, pale, but cold and severe, he g
lost all his courage, and, stammering, threw himself at her
feet. 1t was not necessary, indeed, for him to feign joy or ten-
derness; ho experionced both these feelings in their full reality,
at discovering her whom, netwathstanding his baseness, he had
never cceased to love. Ile bur#t into tears, and as she would
not let him take her hands, he covered the border of her gar-
nient with kisses and tears. Consuclo had not e to
find him thus. For months sho had thought of him s he had
appeared ou the night of their separation—the most bitter,
hateful, and detestable of men. That very morning she had
seen him pass with an insoleut and carcless nir. Now he was
on his knecs, repentant, prostrate, buthed in tears, #s in the
stormiest daysof their once passionato reconciliations, gud hand-
somer than ever; for his travelling costume, though,common
enough, becameo him to admiration, and his sunbujnt com-
plexion imparted a more manly expression to his clgssic*fea-
tures, Trembling like the dove inthe grasp of the hawk, she
was forred to seat herself and hide her faco in her _isnds, to
avoid tho fascination of his gazs. This gesture, which Anzo-
leto took for shame, encouraged him, and the return of his evil
thoughts soon dostroyed the ellect of his first warm and un-.
aflected transports. Anzoleto, in flying from Venice, and the
vexations inseparable from his fanlts, had no other aim but
that of secking his fortune; but ho had always cherished the
desire and expectation of once more finding out hig dear Con-
suelo. _Such talents as hers could not, in his opinion, remain
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long hidden, and by dint of chatting with innkeepers, guides,
amf travellers, he left no means untried of procuring informa-
tion. At Vienna he had met persons of distinction from his
native city, to whom he hud confessed his folly and his flight.
They gdvised him to wait in some place at a distance from
Venice, until Count Zustiniani had forgotton or forgiven his
escapade; and, while promising to intercede for him, they gave
him letters of introduction to Prague, Dresdcn, and Berlin,
‘When passing by the Castle of the Giants, Anzoleto had never
thought of questioning his guide; but after about half an
hour’s rapid ride, having paused to breathe the horses, he had
entered into conversation with him relative to the people and
the’ surmundinl% country. Naturally enough, the guide spoke
of the lords of Rudolstadt, their strange mode of life, and par-
ticularly of the eccentricities of Cdunt Albert, which were no
mer a secret to anybody, especially since Doctor Wetzelius
declared open enmity towards him. The guide added to
this the local gossip that the count had refused to marry his
cousin, the beautiful Baroness Amelia de Rudolstadt, in order
to take up with an adventuress, not so remarkablo for her
beauty as for her admirable singing, which enchanted every

one.

This description was so applicable to Consuelo, that our
traveller immediately asked the name of the adventuress, and
learning that she was called the Porporina, instantly guossed
the truth, He retraced his steps; and after having rapidl
invented the pretext by which to introduce himself into so wel‘{

uarded a castle, he contintied to question his guido still far-

. The man's gosaigeinducad hrm to believe that Consuelo

was the young count’s betrothdd, and was about to becomne his

wife; for the story was, that she had enchauted the whole

family, and instead of turning her out of doors as she desorved,

they paid her more respect and attention than they had ever
done to the Baroness Amelia.,

These details stimulated Anzoleto quite as much as, and per-
h:gu even more, than his rcal attachment for Consuelo. ~Ho
had indeed sighed for the return of that peaceful existence
which he had led with her; he had truly felt that in losing her
advice and direction, he had destroyed, or at least put in jeo-
pargy, the success of his musical career; and, in short, he was
strongly attracted to her by a love at once selfish, decp-seated,
and unconquerable. But {0 all this was added the vainglorious
wish of disputing the affections of Consuelo with a rich and
aoble lover, of snatching herefrom a brilliant marriage, and
causing it to be said in the neighbourhood and in the world,
that this highly cherished girl, had preferred to follow his for-
tunes rather than become countess and chatclaine. He amused
himself,. therefore, by making his ﬁuide repeat that the Por-
porina was, lady £mlnomt at Riesenburg; and inwardly
gloried in the childish idea that this same guide should relate
to future travellers, that one day a gay young fellow rode up to
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the inhospitable Castle of the™ Giants, came, saw, and con-
quered, and a day or two afterwards took his leave, carrying
with him this pearl of singers, before the very eyes of the puis-
sant lord of Rudolstadt. :

At this idea he struck the rowels into his horse’s siges, and

* laughed so loud and long, that the guido concluded that of the
two certainly Count Albert was not the madder.

The canoness recoived Anzoleto with distrust, but did not
like to dismiss him, as she hoped that he would perhaps take
with him his pretended sister. He was out of temper when
ho learned that Consuelo was walking, and he questioned the
domestics on the subject while they served breakfast. Only
one of them undorstood a little Italian, and he replied, without
any malicious intention, that he had seen the signora on the
mountain with the younk count. Anzoleto said to himself,
that if Consuelo were the betrothed of the count, she would have
the proud attitude of a person in her position; but if it were
otherwise, she would be legs certain of her standing, and would
tremble before an old friend who might thwart her projects.

Anzoleto was too acute not to perceive the ill-temper and
uneasiness with which the canoness viewed this long walk of
Porporina with her nephew. As he did not sec Count Chris-
tian, he thought that tho guide must have misinformed him,
that the family were displeased with tho count’s affection for
the young adventuress, and that the latter would be abasheds
before her first lover.

Intelzreting in this manner the irresistible emotion she had
felt on first seeing him, he thougitt, when he saw her sink in
her chair, fainting and agitated, that he might go any lengths,
He therefore gave full scope t3 his cloguence, reproached himn-
self for the pagt, humbled himself hypocritically, wept, related
Lis torments and despair, painting them somewhat more poeti-
cully than tho truth warranted, and finally imiplored her par-
don with all tho persuasive eloquence of a Venetian and an
accomplished actor. :

Agitated by his voice, and fearing her own weakness moro
than his remaining influence, Consuelo, who also had time for
reflection during the last four months, was sufficiently self-
possessed to detect in these professions and in this passionate
eloquence, what she had already heard a thousand times at
Venice, in the latter days' of their unhappy attachment. It
mortified her to find that he used the same ass ces, the
same oaths, as if nothing had happencd since those quarrels
in which she was far from susp2cting the infamous part Anzo-
leto had played. Indignant at such audacity and such flowe
language, when tears and shame alone should have manifes
themselves, she cut him short by rising and coldly repl.
« It is enough, Anzoleto; I have already pardoned ¥ou; i
wish to hear no more. Anger hay given place to pitirind
your misconduct and my sufferings are equally #ergotten.
There is nothing more to say. I thank yon for the kindness
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which ifiduced you to interrupt your journcy with a view to a
reconciliation; but your pardon, as you see, was already
granted.  So now adien!”

< “T leave you?—I quit you?” exclaimed Anzoleto, now really
terrified. “No! J would rather you would kill me at once.
No! never should I be able to live without you. 1 could not
do it, Consuclo—TI have tried, and I know itis in vain. Where
you are not, there is nothing for me. My hatetul ambition,
my miserable vanity, to wkich 1 wished, but in vain, to sacrifico
my love, have been my torment, and have never yiclded me
a moment's pleasure. Your image follows me everywhere; the
memory of our happiness, so pure, so chaste, so delightful
(and where could you yourself find anything approaching to
it?) is ever before my eyes; I am disgusted with all around me.
Oh! Consuclo, do you remember the lovely nights at Venice,
our boat, the stars, our endless songs, and dyom- gentle lessons™
Did I not love you then? If I have acted ill towards others,
oh, do not forget that at least 1 have been faultluss towards
you! You once professed to love me; but how have you for-
gotten your pledge! I—thankless monster! wretch that T am!
—have never once forgotten it; and 1 do not wish to forget it,
although you do so without cffort or regret.”

* It is possible,” replied Consucelo, strack by the truth which
these words seemed to display, *“that you do indeed rogret this
lost happiness—lost, destroyed by your own misconduct. It is
a punishment which you must endure, and which I ought not
to prevent, Iappiness corrupted you, Anzoleto, and you re-
quire suffering to purify yon. Go, and remember me, if this
afliction prove salutary; if not,eforget me, as 1 forget you—I1,
who have nothing cither to exptate or atone.”

“Ah! you have a heart of iron!” exclaimed, Anzoleto, sor-
prised and wounded by her tranquillity; “but do not expeet
thus to drive me away. 1t is possible that I anuoy vou, and
that I amn here somewhat in the wiy. You would sacrifiee, I
know, the memory of the past to rank and fortune. Dut it
shall not be so. 1 will stay with you; and if T lose you it
shall not be without a struggle. 1 will reeall the past, and
that too before all your new friends, if you force me to it. J
will repeat the oaths which you made at tho bedside of your
dying mother, and which you repeated a hundred times on
her tomb and in the churches where we knelt side by side, lis-
tened to the music, and conyersing in whispers. I will tell your
new lover that of which he is not aware—for theyknow nothin
of you, not even that you wére an actress. es, 1 will tel
them; and we shall see if the noble Count Albert will dispute
*you with an aetor, your friend, your equal, your betrothed,

yourlover, Ah! donot drive mo to despair, Consuclo, op-—="

"“What! threats?” said the angry maiden; “at last T have

found out, Anzoleto. § rejoice at it, and T thank you for
havin, wed the mask. Yos, thanks to Ileaven! I shall regret
and pity you no more. 1 see the venom which rankles within
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your heart; I recognise your baseness and your hatetul love.
Go, wreak your vengcance—you will only do me a service; but
unless you are equally expert in calumny as in insult, you can-
not say anything to make me blush.”

Thus saying, she retreated to the door, opened it, and was
just leaving the room when she met Count Christian.” Anzo-’
eto, who had rushed forward to detain her by force or cunning,
on seoing the vonerable old man who advanced with an affable
and majestic air after having kissed Consuelo’s hand, foll

back intinidated and bereft of his audacity.

CHAPTER LIX.

“ DEAr signora,” said the®old count, “ pardon me for not hav-
ing more courteously received your brother. 1 had forbidden
thein to interrupt me, as 1 had some important business to
transact this morning, apd they obeyed my directions too
faithfully in thus leaving me iu ignorance of the arrival of a
guest 50 welcomo to me and all my family. Be assured, sir,”
:ulded ho, turning to Anzoleto, * that 1 am happy to sce in my
house so near a relative of our beloved Porpurina. | trust,
therefore, that you will remain here as long as may be agree-
ablo to you. I presume that after so long a separation you
must have much to say to each other, and I hope you will not
lesitate to enjoy at leisurc a happiness in which I sincerely
sympathize.”

Contrary to his usual custom, Jount Christian spoke to a
stranger with ease. His timidity had long since disappeared
towards the gentle Consunelo, and on this day a vivid ray of
joy seemed to jllumine his countenance, like those which the
sun sheds before sinking beneath the horizon.  Anzoleto was
confused in the presence of that majesty which rectitude and
serenity of soul retlect upoun the brow of an aged and venerable
man. He was well skilled to bow low befove the nobles of his
native land, but in his inmast soul he hated and mocked them.
Ile had found only too much to despise in them, and in the
fashionable world in which he had for some titnelived,  He had
never before seen dignity so lofty, and politeness so cerdial, as
those of the old chatelain of Riesenburg. He stammgred forth
his thanks, and almost repented having procured by ap imbosi-
tion, the kind and fatherly receptior with which he wag groeted.
1o feared above all lest Consuclo should unmask hith, by de-
claring .o the count that he w..s not her brother, and he felt
that he could not at this moment repay her with impertinence,
and study his revenge. .

“I feel much gratified by your lordship’s goodness,” replied
Consuelo, after an instant’s refloction; ‘“but my brotlier, who
is deeply sensible of its value, counot have the happiness of

rofiting by it. Pressing business calls him to I’rague, and
ﬁe has just this moment takon leave of mo,”
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“ Impossible! you have hardly seen each other an instant,”
said the count. .

“He has lost several hours in wa.itin%ifor me,” replied she,
“and his moments are now counted. He knows very well,”
added she, looking at her pretended brother with o significant

‘expression, “that he cannot remain here a minute longer.”

%his cold determination restored to Anzoleto all his hardi-
hood and effrontery. “Let what will happen,” said he, “I
take the devil—I mean God,” he added, recovering himself—
“to witness, that J will not leave my dear sister so hastily as
her reason and prudence require. I know of no business that
is worth an instant of such happiness; and since my lord the
count so generously permits me, I accept his invitation with

atitude. 1 shall remain, therefore, and my engagements at

rague must be fulfilled a little latcr, that is all.”

“ That is speaking like a thoughtless young man,” returncd
Consuelo, offonded,  “ There are some affairs in which honour
calls more loudly than interest.”

‘It is speaking like a brother,” repliod Anzoleto; “but you
always speak so like a queen, my good little sister.”

“ It is spoken like a good young man!” added the old count,
holding out his hand to Anzoleto. “Iknow of no business which
cannot be put off till the morrow. It is true that I have al-
ways been reproached for my indolence; but T have invariably

«.found that more is lost by hastiness than by reflection. For
example, my dear Porporina, it is now several days, I might
say weoks, since I have had a r(u]uest to make of you, and I
have delayed it until now.« I believe 1 have done well, and
that the proper moment has arrived. Can you grant me to-
day the hour's conversatien I was just about to request when
1 was informed of *your brother’s arrival? It seems to m
that this happy cireumstance has occurred quite apropos, and
perhz’tps he would not be out of place in the conference I pro-

0se,”

“T am always, and at all hours, at your lordship’s cuu:imand,”
answered Consuelo. *‘ As tomy brother, heis yot a . ro child,
and I do not usually entrust with him my private aflairs,”

“I know that very well,” roturned Anzoleto, impudently;
“bat as my lord count authorizes me, 1 do not require any
other permission thau his to join in your conference.”

“You will permit me to judge of what is proper for you
and fornyself,” replied Coysuelo, haughtily. * My lord count,
I am ready to follow you to your apartment, and to listen 1o
you with respect.” »

“You are very severe with this young man, who has so”

«frank and cheerful an air,” said the count, smiling; then turn-
ing towards Auzoleto: “Do not be impatient, my chi'.1,’" said
he, “your turn will come. What 'f have to say lo your
sister cannot be concealed from you, and soon, [ hope, she will
permit me to confide it to youn.” K

Anzoleto had the impertinence to reply to the unsuspeeting



CONSUELO. 301

gaicty of the old man, by retaining his hand in his own, as if
he wished to attach himsclf to him, and discover the secrct
from which Consuclo excluded him. Ile had not the good taste
to pereeive that he ought at least to have left the saloon, in order
to sparc him the nocessity of doing so. When he found him-
self alone, he stamped with anger, fearin% lest this young girl,
now so collected and self-possessed, should disconcert 151 his

lans, and cause him to bo dismissed in spite of his address.

1e longed to glide stealthily through the housc, and listen at
all the doors. e left the saloon with this purpose, wandered
iu the gardens for a few moments, then ventured into the gal-
leries, pretending, whenever ho met a domestic, to be admirin,
the beautiful architecture of the chateau. But at three dif-
ferent times he saw passing, at some distance, a personage
dressed in black and singnlarly grave, whose attention he was
not. very desirous of :\.ttmctinﬁ. It was Albert, who appeared
not to*remark him, and yet who never lost sight of him, An-
zoleto, seeing that he was a full head taller than himself, and
observing tho serious beauty of his fcatnros,agerceived plainly
that he had not so despicable a rival as he had at first thought,
in the person of the madman of Riesenburg. He therefore de-
cided to return to the saloon, and commenced trying his fine
voice iu the lofty apartment, as he passed his fingers absently
over the keys of the harpsichord.

“My daughter,” said Count Christian to Consuelo, after
having led her to his study, and placed a large arm-chair for™
her, covered with red velvet with gold fringes, while he seatod
himsclf on an casy chair by her sjde, “1 have a favour to ask
of you, and yet 1 know 1¥)t by what right 1 can do so while
you are yet in ignorance of my intentions. May I flutter my-
self that my grey hairs, mny tender esteem for you, and thé
friendship of the noble Porpora your adopted father, will in-
spire you with sufficient confidence in me to induce yon to open
your heart without reserve?”

Affected and yet somewhat terrified at this commencement,
Consuelo raised the old man's hand to Ler lips, and frankly
replied. “My lord count, 1 1ve and respect you as if I had the
honour and happiness to be your daughter, and I can answer
all your questions without fear and without cvasion, in what-
ever concerns me personally.” .

«1 will ask you nothing else, my dear daughter, ad I thank
you for this promise  Believe ine, I am as incapable df abusing
Yi):dl' confidonce, as I bolieve you Mcapable of breaking your

e.i’ °
r do believe it, my lord. Bec pleased to speak.” .

“V, ¢ll, then, my child,” said the old man, cncouragingly,,
“what is your name?”

*1 have nonc,” replied Consnelo, frankly; “ my mother was
called Rosmunda. At my baptisip they named me Maxria of
Consolation; I never knew my father.”

*But you are acyuainted with his name?”
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“ No,'Signor; I never heard him spoken of.”

“Has ter Porpora adopted you? has he givep you his
name by any legal act?”

“ No, Signor; among artists these things are not thought of.

¥y generous master possesses nothing, and has nothing to he-
queath& As to his name, it was unimportant in my situation
whether I adopted it from custom or otherwise. If my talents
justify it, it will be well; if not, 1 shall be unworthy of the

onour of bearing it.”

The count was silent for some moments; then taking Cun-
suelo’s hand— .

“Your noble candour,” said he, “gives me a yet higher
opinion of you. Do not think that I ask these particulars in
order to esteem you more or less according to your condition
and birth. I wished to ascertain if you had any disinclination
to tell the truth, and 1 seo you have none. I am infinitely in-
debted to you; you are more cnnobled by your charactei than
we are by our birth and titles.”

Consuelo smiled at the simplicity of the old patrician, who
wondered that she could, without blushing, make so plain a
declaration. There was apparent in his conduct a remnant of
aristocratic prejudice, all the more tenacious that Christian
had nobly combated and evidently desired to vanquish it.

* Now,” said he, “1 must put a quostion yet more delicate,

and I require all your indulgence to excuse me.”

“ INear nothing, Sigmor; 1 shall reply frankly,”

“Well, then, my child, you are not married?”

* No, Signor.” .

* And——you are not a wido—you have no children?”

“I am not a widow—[ have @o children,” replied Consuelo,
who had a great inclination to laugh, although not well know-
ing what the count’s dvift was. '
fne“ %,nd you are not engaged to any one? you are perfeetly

c ¢

“ Pardon, Signor; I was engaged with the consent, even by
the command, of my dying mother, to & young man whom 1
loved since childhood, and to whom I was betrothed up to the
period of my quitting Venice.”

“Then you arc engaged?” said the count, with a singular
mixture of vexation and satisfaction.

“®¥o, Signor, I am perfectly free,” replied Consuelo. * e
whon; Iloved, unworthily betrayed his faith, and I left him for
ever.’

“Then you did love him?” gaid the count, afler a pause.

“From my heart.” v

“ And——perhaps you love him still?”

“ No, Signor, that is impossible.”

“Then you have ho wish to sec him again ¢”

“1t would be & torment 40 me.  But since I am called upon
to confess fully, us I do not wish to take any advantage of
your esteem for me, I shall inform you of leverything. We
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liv}ad together as children, followed the same amusements,
drank from the same cup, we were ever together, we loved each
other, anfl we were to bo married. I had sworn to my mother
to beprudent; I have kept my word, if indeed it be prudent to
believe in a man who wished to decoive me, and repose confi-
dence, aflection, esteem, whero they were not deserved.s When
he proved himself to be faithless, I tore him from my heart.
This man without honour may indecd tell a different tale, but
that is of no great importance to one in my humble position.
Provided I sing well, nothing more is required of mo. While
L can pray without remorse before the crucifix on which I have
sworn to my mother, I need not trouble myself as to what is
thought of me. There is no one to blush on my account; no
brothers, no cousins, to fight for my sake.”

“ No brothers?—but yoy, have a brother?”

Consuclo was on the pomt of confiding all to the old count,
undenthe seal of secresy; but she feared it would be base to
seck any extrinsic defence against one who had so meanly
threatened her. She thought that she herself should have the
firmness to defend and deliver hersclf from the pursuit of An-
zoleto,  DBesides, her generous soul recoiled at the idea of
having the man cxpelled whom she had so faithfully loved.
Whatcver courtesy Conut Christian might display in this case
towards Anzolcto, however culpable the latter might be, she
hal not courage to subject him to such indignity. She replied
therefore that she looked upon her brother as a person of littl®
uuderstanding, whom she was accustomed to treat as a child.

“But he is not surely an ill-conducted person?’ said the
count,”

“Tossibly,” she replied;* I pave little intercourse with him.
Our characters and modes of thihking are quite different.
Y our highnesemight have observed that I was not anxious to
detain him here.”

“It shall be as you wish, my child; you have an excellent
Jjudgment; and now that you have confided everything to me
with such noble frankness—-" .

“ Pardon me, Sigoor,” sdid Consuclo; ““ 1 have not told you
everything, because you have not asked me. I am ighorant of
your motives in putting these questions to me, but kprosame
that some one has spoken unfavourably of me, and that you
wish to kuow if 1 am a discredit to your houschold. Hitherto

our inquirics have l.cen of so general a nature tha§I should
Ymve felt myself wanting in proprfcty if I had spo of my
allairs without i'our permission, But since you wish to know
me thoroughly, I must mention a circumstance that will perhaps
injure wne in your estimation, It is not only possible, as you,
have often suspected, though I had no wish for it myself, that
I should have embraced a theatrical earecr, but it is asserted
that I ai)peared last scason at Venjee, under the name of Con-
suelo. I was called the Zingarella, and all Venice was ac-
quainted with my appearance and my voice.”
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“Haly exclaimed the count, astounded at this new revéia-
tion; “ you are then the wonder that crcated so great a sensa-
tion at Venice last year, and whom the Italian papers so often
and so highly eulogized? The finest voice, the most splendid
talents, that had appeared within the memory of man—" -

“Upaqn the theatre of San Samuel, my lord. Those eulo-
giums were without doubt exaggorated; but it is an incontes-
tible fact that I am that same Consuelo, that I sang in seve-
ral operas—in one word, that I am an actress, or, to use a more
polite term, a cantatrice. You can now judge if I deserve to
retain your good opinion.”

“This is very extraordinary! what a strange destiny!” said
the count, absorbed in thought. “Have you told this to —
to any one besides me, my child?”

“I have told nearly all to the count your son, my lord, al-
though I did not enter into the details you have just heard.”

“So Albert knows your birth, your former love, your pro-
fession?” ..

““ Yes, my lord.” .

“ It is well, my dear signora. I cannot thank you warmly
enough for the admirable straightforwardness of your conduct
towards us, and I promise you that you will have no reason to
repent it. Now, Consuelo—(yes, I romember that was the name

bort gave you on your first coming, when he talked Spanish
to you)—permit me to collect my thoughts a little. T feel decpls

“wgitated. We have still many things to say to each other, an
you must forgive a little anxiety on my part in coming to so
grave a decision. Have the g ess to wait herc for me an
instant.” )

Heleft the room, and Consuclo, fillowing him with her eyes,
saw him, through the gillud glass doors, enter his oratory and
kneel down with fervour., ¢

Herself greatly agitated, shc was lost in conjectures as to the
object of & conversation which was ushered in with so much
solem.nitg. At first she thought that Anzoleto, while waiting
for her, had out of spite already done what he had threatened;
that he had been talking to the clmi)‘la.in or Hans, and that the
manner in which he had spoken of her, had cxcited grave sus-
picions in the minds of her hosts. But Count Christian could
not disserble, and hitherto his inanner and his words had an-
noupeed increased affection, rather, than a feeling of wistrust,
Besides, the frankness of her answers had affected hiin as un-
expected revelations would havo dome; the last especially
had seemed to strike him like a flash of liglhtning. And now
ho was praying, he was askifig God to enlighten and sustain

, him in the aceomplishment of a great resolutton. “ Is he about
to ask me to leave the house with my brother? Is he about to
offer me money?” she asked herself.” “ Ah! may God preserve
me frojn kst insult! But no! this old man is too high-
minded, t66 good, to dream’ of humiliating me. What did he
mean to say atfirst, and what can he mean to say now? Most
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. probably my long walk with his son may havé given him un-
easiness, ayd he is about to scold me, have descrved it per-
haps, and 1 will submit to his rcbuke, since I cannot answer
sincerely the questions which may be asked me respectin
Albert. This 18 a trying day; my chest fecls all on fire, an
my throat is parched.” 4

Count Christian soon returned.  Ifewas calm, and his pale
countenance bore witness of a victory obtained over himself
from a noble motive. ““ My daughter,” said he to Consuclo,
reseating himself beside her, and insisting on her retaining the
samptuons arm-chair which she had wished to yield to him,

=and on which she seemed enthroned, in spite of herself; “it is
time that 1 should respoud by my frankness to the openness
and confidence which you have testiicd towards me.  Consuelo,
my son loves you. .

Consuclo beeame pale and red by turns,  She attempted to
answer®but (‘hristian interrupted her.

“ It is not a question whigh 1 ask you,” said he, “I should
-have no right to do so, and perhaps you would have none to
answer me; for 1 know that you have not in any way encour-
aged Albert's hopes.  Ile hax told me all; and 1 believe him,
tor he has never told a falsehood, nor I either.”

“Nor 1 cither,” said Consuclo, raising her cyes to heaven
with an expression of mingled humility and pride. * Count
Albert must have told you, my lord—"

“ That you have rcpelled every idea of a union with him.”

*1t was my duty. I knew the usages and the ideas of tho
world; I knew that I was not madwto be (fount Albert’s wife,
for the role reason that I estecmrv myself’ inferior to no person
under God, and that I would nct receize grace or favour from
any one on earth.” .

“T know your just pride, Consuclo. 1 should consider it ex-
aggerated, if Albert had been alone in the world; but believing

. as you did that I would not approve of such a union, you were
rizht to answer as you have done.”

“ And now, my lord,” said.Consuclo, risivg, T understand
what you are about to add, and besecch you.to spare me the
humiliation I feared. 1 will leave your house, as I would be-
fore this have left it, if 1 had thought 1 could do so with-
out cudangering the reason and perhaps the life of Count
Albert, over whomn I have thore influcnce than I could hdve
wished, Since you Lnow what it wgs not permitted e to re-
veal to you, ycu can watch over him, prevent the bad eﬂ‘ects_of
this separation, and resume the exercise of a care which belomgs
to you rather than to me. If 1 arrogated it to mygelf indis-
creetly, it is a fault which God will forgive me; for he knows

by what pure and disinterested feelings 1 was actuated.”

“T know it,” returned the count, ‘“and God. has spoken to
my conscience, as Albert has spoker® to my heart. Sit down
therefore, Consuelo, and do not be hasty in condemning my
intentions, Tt was not to order you to quit my house, but to

v
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benee&l;iou from mf* inmost soul to remain in it all your life,,
that I asked you to listen to me.”

* All my life?” repeated Consueln, falling back upon her ,
chair, divided baiween the satisfuction she felt at this repara-
tion made to her dignity, and the terror which such an offer
causel her. “ All my life! your lordship cannot mean what
you are kind enough to say.” .

“ I have thought seriously on it, my daughter,” replied the
count, with a melancholy smile, “and I feel that I shall not
repent it. My son loves you to distraction, and you have com-
plete power over his soul. It is you who restored him to me,
youwho ventured to seck him in some mysterious place which hes
will not disclose to me, but into which he says no one but a
mother or a saint would have dared to penetrate. It is you
who risked your life to save him from the gloomy seclusion and
delirivm which consumed him. Thanks to you ho has censed
to cause us horrible anxiety by his absences. It is $ou who
have restored him to calinuess, health—in a word, to reason,
For it must not be disseinbled that my poor boy was mad, and .
it is certain that he is 80 no longer. We have passed nearly
the whole night together, nud he has displayed to me a wisdom
supcrior to mine. Iknew that you were to walk with him this
morning, and I therefore authorized him to ask of you that
which you refused to hear. You were afraid of me, dear Con-
suclo; you thought that the old Rudolstadt, encased in his
aristocraticPprejudices, would be ashamed to owe his son to you.

Well! you were mistaken, The old Rudolstadt has had pride
and prejudices without doubt; perbaps ho has them still—
he will not conceal his faults befare you—but he now abjures
them, and in the traneport ofa boundless graf.itude, he thanks
you for having restored to him his last, his only child!” So
saying, Count Christian took both of Consubly’s hands in his,
and covered them with kisses and tears,

CHAPTER 1.X.

°

ConsurLo was deeply affected by an explanation which re-
stored to her her self-respect, and tranquillized her conscience,
Until this moment she had otten feared that she had impru-
dently yielded to the dictates ot hex gencrosity and her courage,

t now she received their sanction and recoinpense. Ler joy-
ful tears.mingled with ghoso of the old man, and they both
remained for some time too deeply agitated to continue the
conversation. * .

. Nevertheless Consuelo did not yet understand the proposi-
tion which bad been made to her, and the count, thinking that
he kad sufficicntly explained himself, regarded her silence and
her tear: a; signs of assent and gratitude. 1 will go,” said
he at lish#'snd bring fny son to your feet, in order that ho
may unite hig blessings with mine on learning the extent of
his happiness.”_
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“ Stop, my lord!” said Consuelo, astonished at this haate.
“1 do notsunderstand what you require of me. You approve
of the attachment which Count Albert has manifested for me,
and=my pratitude and devotion towards him. You have given
me your eonfidence, you know that 1 will not betray, it: but
how can T engagoe to consecerate my whole lifo to a friendship
of so delieate a nature? I see clearly that you depend on time
and on my reason, to preserve your son’s health of mind and
to calm tho euthusiasm of his attachment forme. But1do not
know if I shall long have that power; and even if such an inti-
macy were not dangerous for so excitable a nature as his, I am
not free to devote my days to that glorious task. 1 am not my
own mistress!”

“ 0O heavens! what do you say, Consuclo? Did you not
nunderstand me then?  Or Wid you deceive me in saying that
you wgre free, that yon had no attachient of the heart, no
cngagement, no fnily #”

“But, my lord,” siud Cousuelo stupified, “ I have an ebjeet,
a voeation, a calliug; 1 belong to the art to which 1 have de-
voted myselt since my childthood.”

“Great Heavens! what do vou say? 1o you wish to return
to the stage?”

“On that point I am not decided, and I spoke the truth in
affirming that my inclination did not lead me thither, 1 have
hitherto experienced only excruciating sufferings in that stormy»
career, but T frel nevertheless thaf 1 should be rad in resolving
to renounce it. It has been my destiny, and perhaps I cannot
withdraw myself from the future ¥hich had been traced out
for me. Whether T againtappear on tho stage, or only give
lessons and concerts, 1 am still—I ma# be—a singer, hat
should 1 be goog for otherwise?  Where can I attain indepen-
dence? 1n what pursimt ean T oceupy my mind, accustomed
as it is to labour, and nursed by sweet sounds?”’

“() Consuelo, Consuclo!” cricd Count Christian, sadly,
“what you say is too true. But I thought you loved my son,
aud now 1 sce that you do not love him!” : .

“ And what if T shonld learn to Jove him with the passion
which T must fecl in order to sacrifice mysclf for him, my lord?”
er.ed Consuelo, growing impatient in her turn, “Po you
think it absolutely impossible for a woman to feel Jove,for
Count Albert, that you ask me to remain always with/ him "

“What! ean I have explained mayself so badly,wrido you
think me erazy, dear Consuelo? 1lave I not asked yomr heart
and yonr hand for my son?  Ha¥e I not placed at Iyom‘ feot a
legitun sto and certainly an honourable alliagce? mw.ved
Albert, you would doubtless find in-the happiness arin
his life, a sufficient recompense for the loss-of your glory an
your triumphs. But you do not loge him, sinee you consider
it impossible to renounce what you call your destiny!”

This explanation had becn tardy, cven without the good
Christian li;eing aware of it. It was not without a mixtuare of
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terror and of extreme repugnance, that the old nobleman
sacrificed to the ha,p%iness of his son, all the ideas which he
had cherished through life, all the prejudices of his caste: and
-even when, after a long and painful strugele with Albert and
with hjmsclf, he had completed the sacrifice, he could not with-
out an effort pronounce the absolute ratification of so terrible
an aet.

Consuelo perceived or guessed this; for at the moment when
Count Christian appeared to despair of obtaining her con-
sent to this marriagc, there certainly was upon the old man’s
countenance an expression of involuntary joy, mingled with
strange consternation, .

Consuelo understood her situation in an instant, and a feel-
ing of pride, perhaps a littlo too personal, served to increase her
repugnance for the mateh proposed to her.

.. “You wish that I should marry Count Albert 2” said she,
still stunned by so strange & proposal. *You consent to eall
me daughter, give me your name, present me to your relatives
and friends? Ah, my lord, how very deeply you love your son, -
and how much should your son love you!”

“If you find so much gencrosity in that, Consuclo, it is be-

cause your heart cannot conceive au equal amount, or that the
object does not appear to you worthy of it.”
. %My lord,” replied Consueclo, cndeavouring to collect her
thoughts, and hiding her facein her hands, “ I inust be dream-
ing. My pride is roused despitc of my efforts at the idea of tho
humilation to which 1 would be exposed, should 1 accept the
sacrifico suggested by youf paternal Jove.”

“ And who would dare to offer them, Consuclo, when father
and son should unite"i shiblding you with their legitimate
egis of protection?” .

* And the canoness, my lord—she who fills here the post of
a mother—would she see all that unmoved?”

“She would join her pra{;)rs to ours, if you promise to allow«
yourself to be persuaded. Do not ask more than the weakness
of human naturc can grant. N\ lover, a father, can undergo
the grief and humiliation of a rcfusal; my sister could not.
Buat with the certainty of success, we shall lead her to your
arms,”

¢ My lord,” said Consuclo, trembling, “did Count Albert
inform you that 1 loved him?”

“ No,” ::gliod the cours, suddenly recollecting himself, “ Al-
bert assured me the obstacle would be in your own heart; he
has told me so a hundred tithes, but I could not believe him,
Your reserve ap to be founded on rectifude and delicacy,
but I thought that in removing your scruples, 1 should obtain
the avowsl you refased to him.” ~

“ And what &idl he meption of our walk to-day?”

“ A single word— Try, my futher; it is the only way of
ascertaining whether pride or estrangement closes her heart
against me,’ ” ¢
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“ Alas, my lord, what will you think when 1 say that I do
not know? myself 2’ -

“Tmast think that it is estrangement, my dear Consuelo. Oh,
my son, what & destiny is thine! You cannot gain the love of
the only woman on whom you could bestow your owy This
last misfortune is all that was necded!”

“ Oh, Heavens! you must hate me, my lord. You do not
understand that my pride resists, when yours is overcome.
Perhaps the pride of a person in my situation may appear to
have slight foundation, and yet at this moment there is as vio-
lent & combat waging in my heart, as that in which you your-
self have proved vietorious.”

“I know it. Do not think, signora, that I so lightly esteein
modesty, rectitude, and digintercstedness, as not to appreciate
your lofty feelings. But what paternal love can overcome, I
think eroman’s love may do also: you see 1 speak without re-
servo. Well, suppose that Albert’s whole life, yours, and mine,
should prove a continual®struggle against the prejudices of
the world; suppose we were to suffer long and mnuch, would not
our mutual tenderness, the approval of our conscience, and the
fruits of our devotion render us stronger than this world united?
"Toils which seem heavy to you and to us, are lightened by de-
voted love. DBut this love you timidly seck in the dopths of
your soul, and do not find, Consuclo, because it is not there.”

“ Yes, that is indeed the question,” said Consuelo, pressingd®
her hands upon her heart; “ the rest is nothing. T too had pre-
judices; your example proves that J ought to overcome them and
be great and heroic liko yqu. ,Let us then speak no more of
ny aversion, my false shame. o Lot ug not even speak of the
future—of my profession,” added she] sighing deeply. “T could
ronounce all—s—if I loved Albert. This is what I must find
out, Listen to me, v lord. Ihave asked myself this ques-
tion a hundred tiues, but never so securely as [ now can with
your consent. How could 1 seriously interrogate myself when
even the question secmed a madness and a crime?  Now L

.t,hiuk I may know and decide, but I ask a few da,y_s to colleet
my thoughts, to discover whether this devotion which I expe-
rience towards him, the unlimitei esteem, great good-will and
respect which his virtues inspire, the extraordinary sympathy
and strange power which be excercises over ine, be love omad-
miration; for I experience all this. and yet it is combatted by
an indefinable terror, profound saflness, and—1I shall tell you
everything, my noble friend—by the memnory of a love less en-
thusiastic, but far more sweet and tender, and in nothing
resembiing this.” o

“Strange and noble girl!” replied Christian with cmotion,
“what wisdom and at the same time what strange ideas, in
your words and thoughts! You mcsemble my poor Albert in
many rcslpects, aud the agitation and uncertainty of your feel-
ings recall to mo my wife—my noble, my beantiful, my melan-
choly Wanda! 0. Consuclo! you awaken in me a recollection
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at once tender and Dbitter in the cxtreme. I was about to say
to you: surmount these irresolutions, triumph over4hose dis-
likes, love—from virtue, from greatness of soul, from compas-
aion, from the effort of a noble and pious charity—this poor
man who adores you, and who, while perhaps making you
unhappy, will owe his salvation to you, and will entitle you to
a heavenly recorapense. But yvou have recalled to my mind
his mother—his mother who gave hersclt to me from duty
and from friendship. She could not feel for me, a simple,
%entle, timnid man, the enthusiasm with which her imagination

urned. Still she was inithful and generous to the Jast; but
how she suffored! Alas! her afivetion was ab once my joy
and my Jmnishment; her constancy, my pride and my remorse,
She died in suffering, and my heart,was broken for ever. And
now, if I am a useless being, worn vut, dead befors being buried,
do not be too much astounished, Cousuclo, 1 have suffered what
no one has ever known, what I have never spoken of to any
one, and what 1 now confess to $ou with trembling. Ah?
rather than induce you to make such a sacrifice, rather thau
advise Albert to accept it, may mny eyes closs in sadness and
my son at once sink under his -ad fate. 1 know too well the cost
of cndoavouring to foree nature aml combating the insatiable
desires of tho soul. Take tine thercfore to relleet, iny daugh-
ter,” added the old count, pressing Consuelo to his breast, which

“neaved with emotion, and kissinz her noble brow witi a father's
love. “Tt will be much better so.  If you must refuse, Albert,
when pro&\ared by anxious uncertainty, will not be so utterly
prostrated as he would now be by the trightful news.”

They scparated with this undgrsthndime: and Consuclo, steal-
ing through tho galleriés'in the fear of meeting Anzoleto, shut
}_wtl:self up in her chamber, overpowered wish cmotion and

atigue.

At first she endeavoured to take a little rest, in order to
attain the calmness which she felt to be necessary.  She felt
exhausted, and, throwing hersclf on her bed, she soon fell into
a state of torpor which was more painful than refreshing, She
had wished to go to slecp whilst thinking of Albert, in order
that in her dreains she might perhaps be visited with one of
those mysterious revelations which sometimes serve to guide
and mature our decisions. But the interrupted dreams which
she had for several hours, constautly recalled Anzoleto, instead
of Albert, to her thoughts! It was always Venice, always the
Corte Mineclli, always her firgt love, ealm, smiling, and poctic!

Every time sho awoke, the remembrance of Albert was con-

. _nected with the qloomy grotto; or the souud of his violin, echo-
ing t:enfold in: the solitude, evoked the dead, and wailed over
the freshly closed fomb of Zdeunko. Iear and sorrow thus
closed her hear.*-aﬁainst the: impulses of aflection,  The future
which was requirsd of her, scemed filled with chill darkness and
bloody visions, whilo the radiant and fruitful past occupied all
her thoughts, and caused her heart tobeat. 1t seemed then as
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if she heard her voice echoing in space, filling all natu.re, and
mounting®upwards even to the immecasurable heavens; but
when the sounds of the violin recurred to her memory, it seemed
as if Her voice became hoarse and Lollow, and died away in-
monrnful wailings in the depths of the carth,

These wandering visions fatigued her so much that #he rose
in order to dispel them: the first sound of the bell informed
her that dinner would be served in half an hour, and she went
to her toilet, her mind still full of the smune ideas. DBut how
strange!—for the first time in her lifo she was more attentive
to the mirror, and the adjustinent of lier attire, than to the

" serious problems she would fain resolve.  She made herself
beautiful in spite of herself, and wished to be so. 1t was not to
awaken jealousy in rival lovers that this coquettish whim had
seized hor, for she thonght and could think only of one. Albert
had negyer made an allusion to her appearance.  In the enthu-
siasm of {nasaimn ho perhaps deemed her more beautiful than
she was; but his thoughts were so devoted and his love so great,
that he would have considered it profanation to have looked at
her with the intoxicated gaze of a lover or the satisfied seru-
tiny of an artist. 'T'o him she was always enveloped in a cloud
which his gaze never dared to peactrate, and in his thoughts
she was ever surrounded by a beaming balo.  Whatever she
was, he saw her always the same.  He had seen her half dead,
emaciated, prostrate, more like a speetre than a woman, He®
had then songht in her features with anxiety and attention for
the cvidence of discase; but he never secmed to perceive mo-
ments of neliness, or dream that she could be an object of ter-
ror or disgust. And now tifat B.he had recovered the splendour
of youth and health, he had never inftffiired of himself whether
she had lost oregained in beauty.  She was all to himn in life
a - in death, the ideal of youth, beauty, and sublimity. There-
fore Comsuelo had never thought of him while arranging her
dress befors the mirror.

But how diflerent, was it with Anzoleto! how carefully had
he examined, judged, and ®*compared, on the day that he
sought to find if she were ugly. fle had taken into accouut
the slightest graces of her form, the least cfforts she had made
to please. How well was he acquainted with her hair, her
arms, her feet, her walk, the colours which became her, gven
the least fold of her gavment; and with what wrdent vivacity
had he praised her, with what voluptuous languor had he con-
templated her!  The inmocent gjrl, indeed, had not then un-
derstood the emotious of her own heart; nor did she yet under-
stand them, though she felt them not the less at the idea of
appearing before him.  She was angry with herself, blushed
with shame and vexation, and tried to adorn herself for 41bert
alone, but nevertheless sought out ghe head-dress, the riblon,
and even the very look that pleased Anzoloto. * Alas! alas!”
said she, tearing herself from the mirror when her toilet was
completed: “it is true, then, that I can think only of him, and
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that pdst happiness exercises a greater power over mo than
present scorn and the promise of another love! Tumay look
forward to the future, but without him it is but terror and
despair, 'What would it be with him? Ah! well L kuow that
the days of Venice can never rcturn; that innocence can dwell
with us"no moroe; that the soul of Anzoleto is utterly corrupt;
that his caresses would degrade e, and that our life would be
hourly poisoned by shame, jealousy, rogret, and fear.”
Questioning herself on this point with sincerity, Consuclo
saw that she was not deceived, and that she had not the ro-
motest wish to please Anzoleto. She loved him indeed no
longer in the present; she almost hated and feared him as re-
garded the future, in which his faults could only becomo
more aggravated; but then she cherishod his memory in the
past to such a degree, that neither in heart nor mind could she
sever herself from it. Ile was henceforward to her bpt as a
icture which recalled the adored object of past happiness; but,
ike one who hides herself from heraew hushand to look upon
the image of the first, she felt that the mewmory of the past
was better than the living present.

CHAPTER LXI,

ConNsuELO had too much judgment and clevation of character
«sot to know, that, of the two attachments which she inspired,
the truest, the most noble, and most precious, was beyond all
comparison that of Albert. Thus, when she again found her-
self between them, she thdught she had triumphed over the
onem{l. The earnest look of Albért, which secmned to penc-
trato her very soul—the' gentle vet firm pressure of his faithful
band—gave her to understand that he kuew the result of her
conference with Count Christian, and that he waited her de-
cision with submission and gratitude. In reality, Albert had
obtained more than he hoped for; and even this irresolution was
sweet after what he had qu-cd, 80 much was he astonished at
Anzoleto’s impertinent folly. 'T'ht latter, on the contrary, was
armed with all his boldness, Divining pretty uearly the state
of matters around himn, he was determined to battle foot by
foot, should they even thrust him neck and shoulders out of
the house; His freo and easy attitnde, and his forward {cering
look, inspired Consuclo with the deepest disgust; and when he
impudently approached to®ffer his hand to conduct her to the
tﬁ)&:. she turned her head, and took in preference that of
rt. -

As usual, tho young count seated himself opposite Consuele,
and Count Christian placed her on his left, where Amelia had
formerly sat. The:chaplain's usnal place was to the left of
Consuelo, but the canonegs invited the pretended brother to
seat himself between them, and in this way Anzoleto’s sneers
could be overheatd by Consuelo, and his irreverent sallies
scandalize the old priest, as he had intended.
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Anzoleto's plan was exceedingly simple. He wished to
make Mimself intolerable to that part of the family wiom he
presumed hostile to the projected mggriage, so as to give them
the worst possible impression of thé connexions and birth “of
Comsuelo. * ¥ e shall sec,” said he, “if they can swallow the
brother that I will co .k for them,”

Anzoleto, although a poor singer and tragedian, was yei an
excellent comis performer. He had seen enough of the world
to enable him to imitate with case the elegant manners and
language of good society; but this part might have only served
to reconcile the canoness to the low cxtraction of Consuclo,
and he took tho opposite one with the more case that it was
natural to him. Being well assured that Wenceslawa, not-
withstand nx her dotermination only to speak German—the
language of the Court and of all loyal subjects—did not lose a
wordyof what he said in Italian, ho began to chatter right and
left, and to quaff the generous wine of Huugary, which, hardened
as he was to the most hetdy drinks, he did not fear, but the
heady influence of which he affected to fvel in order that he
might assume tho air of an inveterate drunkard.

Je succeeded to admiration. Count Christian, who good-
humouredly langhed at his first sallies, soon only smiled with
an effort, and required all his urbanity as a host, as well as his
paternal affoction, to refrain from reproving the disagreeable
futuro brother-in-law of his noble son. 'The angr alaplam
fidgetted on his scat, and murinured exclamations in German
which sounded very like exoreismgs, while his dinner and diges-
tion were sadly deranged, The canoness listened to the inso-
lent guest with supprossed coptempt sind somewhat malignant
satisfaction. At every fresh outbreak, she raised her eyes
towards her wother, as if taking him to witness; and the good
Christian, drooping his head, endcavoured to digtract the at-
tention of the aunditors by some awkward enough reflection.
Then the canouess looked at Albert; but Albert was immove-
able—e appearca neither to sco nor hear the absurd and vain-
glorious visiter,

The most cruelly tormented of all was undoubtedly poor Con-
suelo, At first she thought that Anzoleto had contracted these
habits in a life of debauchery. for she had never seen him thus
before. She was so disgusted and annoyed that she was bout
to quit the table; but when she percoived that it was no better
than a scheme, she regained the ®sclf-possession suited to her
innocence and dignity, She Rad not mixed herself up with
the sccrets and affections of this family to instal herself amon
them by moeans of intrigue. Their rank had never flattere
her smbition, and her conscience was secure from tho secret
charges of the canoness. She folt, she knew, that Albert's
love and his father's confidence, were sup.rior to this miserable
trial. The contempt which she felt for Anzoleto, cowardl
and wicked in his vengeance, rendered her still more decided;
once only her eyes met thoso of Albert, and they immediately
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understood each other. (onsuelo’s said 't Yes!” and Albert
replied, “ In spite of all!” L °

" 1t won’t do,” said Aggoleto, in a low tone, to Consuelo;
for he had observed and passed his own comments on this inter-
chango ofelooks.

“You have done me a great service,” repliod Consuelo; “ and
I thank you.”

They spoke in the Venetinn @ialect, which scems composed .
only of vowels, and which the Romans and Florentines, when
they first hear it, canno: always understand.

“I can imagine that you hate me,” replied Anzoleto, “ and
tirat you think you w:l always hate me, but you shall not
escapo me for all that.”

“ You have unmasked yourselt too soon,” said Consuclo.

“ But not too late,” replied Anzoleto, *Come, padre mio bene-
detto,” said he, addressing the chaplain, and giving him @ the
same time a jox, so as to spill half his wine, * drink more vigo-
rously of this famous wine, which is cjually good for hodx and
soul. Signor Count,” said he, extending his glass to Count
Christian, “ you keep thero beside your heart a ilask of yellow
crystal which sparkles like the sun. I feel that it 1 were to
swallow but a drop of that nectar, that 1 should be changed
into a demigod.” ’

& Take care, my child,” said the count, placing his wasted
and meagre hand, covered with rings, on the cut neck of the
flask; “the wine of old men sometimes closes the mouth of the
young.” .

“ Your anger has made you as haydsome as a young witeh,”
said Anzoleto to Consuelg, in goed, clear Italian, so that every
one could understand him.”" “ You remind me of the Diuvolessa
of Galuppi, which you played so well last year atVenice. Ila!
Signor Count, do you intenl to keep my sis er long in’ this
gilt cage, lined with silk? She is a s‘uging-bird, 1 must tell
you, and a bird that loses its voice soon loses its feathers also,
She is well off here, I admit; but the publie, who ran crazy
after her, want her back to them again.  As to myself, were
you to give me your name aud your castle, all the wine in your
cellar, and your chaplain into the bargain, T would not part
with my footlights, my buskin, or my roulades.”

“Then you are an actor also?” #aid tho canoness, with aq
air of cold contempt. .

“ Comedian and ,iack-pudﬁinq, at your service, sllustrissima,”
rex)l:(&d Anzoleto, without being at all disconcerted. .

‘ Has he any talent?” asked old Christiar, turning to Con-
cuelo with a calin and benevolent air,

“ None whatever,” replied Consuelo, looking at her adver-
sary with ax: air of pity.

‘“If that be true, 1t is youewho are to blame,” said Anzoleto;
“for I am your Eupil. 1 hope, however,” continued he in Ve-
netian, “that I have still enough to frustrate your plans.”

“You will only harm yourselt,” replied Consuclo in the same
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will suffer more than you could possibly cause me to«o, in
the opinion of others.” .

“I am delighted to seo that you accept my challenge. To
arms then, my fair amazon; it is of no use to lowergthe visor
of your casque, I see uncasiness and fear painted in your eyes.”

“Alas! yon can only sce there profound sorrow for your de-
gradation. I hoped to have forgotten the coutempt I owe you,
and you foree me to remember it.”

“ Contempt and love often go together.”

“In mean souls.”

“ In the proudest. It has heen and always will be so.”

The same scene lasted durine the whole of dinner. When
they retired into the drawjng-room, the canoness, who appeared
determined to amuse Lersell’ with Anzoleto’s iinpertinence, re-
queseed him to sing, lle scarcely waited to be asked, and
after vigorously preluding upon the old ereaking harpsichord
with his sinewy fingers, he thundered out one ot those songs
with which he had been in the habit of enlivening Zustiniani’s
seleet suppers, The words were rather free. The canoness
did not understand them, but felt amused herselt at the force
with which ho uttered them.  Count Christian could not avoid
being struck with the fine voiee and wonderful execution of the
singer. He abandoned himself with artless delight to the pleg-
sure of hearing him, and, when the first air was conclude%,
asked for another.  Ailbert, who was scated by the side of
Cousuelo, appeared deaf to all 1tlmt. passed, and said not a
word,  Anzoleto imavined (jat he was annoyed, and that he
at last felt himself surpassed dn sopgething,  His design. had
been to hanish his auditors by his musical improprieties; but
secing, that whether from the innocence of his hosts, or from
their ignorance of the language, it was labour lost, he gave
himself up to the thigst for admiration, and sang for the plea-
sure of siuging; and besides, he wished to let Consuclo see
that he had improved. 1le had in fact made considerable pro-
gress in the species of talent he possessed.  1lis voice had per-
haps already lost its original freshuess, but he had become
more complete master of 1t, and more skilful in the art of over-
coming the difliculties towards which his taste and genius con-
tinually led hin, He sang well, aud received warm enlogtuins
from Count Chris.an, from the canoness, and ceven from the
chaplain, who liked display, aud®who considered Consuelo’s
manucr too simple and too natyeal to be very learned.

“ You told us he had no talent,” said the count to the latter:
“ you are either too severe or tvo modest as regards your pupils
e has a great deal of talent, and, moreover, 1 recognise in him
something of your style and genius.”

"The good Christian wished by #his little triumph of Anzo-
leto's, to eflace the humiliation which his manner of conductin,
himself had causcd his pretended sister.  1le therefore imisteﬁ
much upon the merit of the singer,.and the latter, who loved
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to shine to well not too be already tired of the low part he had
played, returned to tho harpsichord, after having reinarked
that Count Albert beeagne moro and more penmsive. The
canoness, who dozed a little at the long pieces of music, asked
for aother Venetian song; and this time Anzoleto chose one
which was in better taste. Ile knew that the popular airs
were those which he sang the best. Even Consuelo herself
had not the pigquant accent and dialect in such perfection as
he, a child of the lagunes, and gifted by nature with high comic
powers, )

1Io counterfeited with so much ease and grace, now the rough
and frank manner of the fishermen of lstria, now the freo
and careless nonchalance of the gondoliers of Venice, that it
was impossible not to look at and listep to him with the liveliest
interest. His handsome features, flexible and expressive, as-
sumed at one moment the grave and bold aspoct of the former,
at another tho caressing and jesting cheerfulness of the latter
mentioned race, His somewhat outré 4nd extravagant costuine
which smacked strongly of Venice, added still inore to the
illusion, and on this occasion improved his personal advan-
tages instead of injuring them. Consuelo, at first cold, was
soon obliged to take refuge in indifference and preoccupation.
Her emntion gained upon her more and more. She aguin
saw all Venico in Anzoleto, and in that Venice the Anzoleto
of former days, with his gaiety, his innocent love, and his
childish pride. Her eyes filled with tears, and the merr,
strokes which madec the otherg laugh, penetrated her heart wit
a fecling of deep and tender melancholy.

When the songs werg. ended, Count Christian asked for
sacred music. “ Oh, as tor that,” said Amnzoleto, “ I know
everything which is sung at Veniee; but they ar= all arranged
for two voices, and unless my sister, who knows them also, will
consent to sing with me, 1 shall not bogable to comply with
your highness’ commands.”

They all entreated Consuclo to sing.  She refused for a long
time, although she felt tempted to do so. At length, yielding
to the request of Count Christian, who wished to induce her
to be on good terins with her brother by seeming so himself,
she scated herself beside Anzoleto, and ¥>o an in a trembling
voica one of those long hymns in two parts, «ﬁvided into strophes
of three verses, which are Lheard at Venice during the festivals
of the church, and all thé night long before the images of
the madonnas at every corngr, The rhypme is rather lively
than otherwise, but in the monotony of tf)l’e burden and in the
dpoetical turn of the -words, in which there is somewhat of a
pagan expression, thero is a sweet melancholy that gains upon
the hearer hy degrees, and carrics him away.

Consuclo sang in a soft aad mnellow voice, in imitation of the
women of Venice, and Anzoleto in one somewhat rough and
guttural, like the youngmen of the same locality. He im-
provised at the same time on the harpsichord, a low uniu-
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terrupted yet cheerful accompanimont, which remfinded his
compaion of the murmuring waters of the lagunes, agd the
sighing of the wind among the reeds. She imagined herself
in Venice during one of its lovely summer nights, kneelin
before one of the little chapols, covered with vines, and lighteﬁ
b*y. the feeble rays of a lamp reflected from the ripp®d waters
of tho canal. Oh! what a difference between this vision of _
Venice, with its blue sky, its gcutle melodies, its azure waves,
spurkling in the light of mpid flambeaus, or dotted with shin-
ing stars, and the harrowing emotions inspired by Albert’s
violin, on the margin of the dark, motionless, and haunted
waters, Anzoleto had wakencd up this inagnificent vision, full
of ideas of life and liberty; while the caverns and the wild and
dreary hymns of old Bohemia, the heaps of bones on which
flashed the light of torches, refiected on waters filled perhaps
with the same sad relics, and in the midst of all these, the pale
yet Mnpassioned form of the ascetic Albert—the symbol of a
hidden world—aud the p3inful emotions arising from his incom-
prehensible fascination—were too much for the peaceful soul
of the simple-minded Consuelo. Her southern origin still more
than her education, revolted at this initiation into a love so
stern and forbidding. Albert scemed to her the genius of the
north—dcep, carnecst, sublime, but ever sorrowful—like the
frozen nightwinds or the subterranean voices of winter torrents,
His was a dreamy inquiring soul that sought into everythimg
—the stormy nights, the course of metcors, the wild har-
monies of the forests, and the half obliterated inscriptions of
ancient tombs. Anzoleto, on the contrary, hot and fiery, was
the image of the sunny ssuth, drawing its inspiration from its
rapid and luxuriant growth? andeéts pride from the riches
hidden in its.’?osom. His was a life of sensation and fecling,
drinking in pleasurc at all his pores, artistic, rejoicing, care-
less, fancy-free, ignorant and indifferent alike as to good or ill,
easily amused, heedless of reflection—in a word, the enemy
and the antipodes of thought.

Between these two mer, so diametrically opposed to each
other, Consuelo was lifoless and inactive as a soul without a
body. She loved the beautiful, thirsted after the ideal. Al-
bert taught and offercd it to her; but, nrrested in tho develop-
ment of his genius by disease, he had given himself up too
much to a lifo of thought! IIe knew so little the necessifies of
actual life. that ho almost forgot his own existence. He never
supposed that the gloomy ideas and objects to which he had
familiarised himself, could, under the influence of love and vir-
tue, l.ave inspired his betrothed with any other sentiments than
the soft enthusiasm of faith and happiness. He had not ford™
scen nor understood, that like a plant of the tropics plunged
nto a polar twilight, he had dragged Consuelo into an atmos-
Ehere of death. In short, ho was not aware of the violence to

er feelings which it would have required, to identify her being
with his own, B
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Anzoléw;, on the ¢ontrary, although wounding the feelings
and {isgusting the mind of Consuelo at every point,chad all
the entrgy and warmth of character which the Flower of Spain

#(as he was wont to call her) required to make her happy. In
hearing him, she once more recalled her unthinking zm(f Jjoyous
existence? her bird-like love of song, her hife of calin and
varied enjoyment, of innocence undisturbed by labour, of up-
rightness without effort, of pity without thought. But is not
an artist something of a bird, and must he not thus mingle
in the pursuits and drink of the cup of life common to his
fellow-man, dn order to perfect his character and make it useful
and instructive to those around him?

Consuclo sang with a voice every moment more sweet and
touching, as she gave herself up, by a vague and dreamy
instinet, to the reflections which I hatve just made, perbaps at
too great length, in her place, 1 must, however, be pardgned,
For otherwise how could the reader understand the fatal mo-
bility of teeling by which this sincera and prudent young girl,
who had such good reason, only fifteen minutes before, to hate
the perfidious Anzoleto, so far forgot herself as to listen to
his voice, and to mingle, with a sort of delight, her sweet breath
with his, The raloon, as has been already said, was too large
to be properly lighted, and the day besides was deelining,
The music-stand of the instrument, on which Anzoleto had left
acarge sheet of music, concealed them from those at a distance,
and by degrecs their heads approached closer and closer to-
gether, Anzoleto, still accompanying himsclf with oune hand,
passed his other arm round ‘Consuelo’s waist, and drew her
msensibly towards him., Six mcathks of indignation and grief
vanished from her mind Fee a dteam—she imagined herself in
Venice—she was praying to the Madonna to blegs her love for
the dear betrothed her mother had given her, and who prayed
with his hand locked in hers, his heart beating against her
heart. At the end of a strophe she felt the burning lips of her
first betrothed pressed against her own—she smothered a ery,
and leaning on the harpsichord, burst into tears,

At this instant Couunt Albert returned, heurd her sobs, and
saw the insulting joy of Anzoleto. This interruption had not
astonished the other spectators of this rapid seene, as no person
had geen the kiss, and ¢very one believed that the recollection
of th infancy and the love of her art, had caused these tears,
Count Christian was somevhat vexed at a sensitivéness that
implied so much rogret for pursuits of which he required the
sacrifice. As for the canones and the chaplain, they were
rejoiced at it, boping that the sacrifice could never take place.
Albert had not yet cven asked himself whether the Countesa
of Rudolstadt could once more become aa artist or not. He
would have accepted everything, permitted everything, even
exacted everything, so that she should be happy and frec—in -
retirement, in the world, or in the theatre—at her pleasure.
His complete absence of prejudice or selfishness produced n
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total want of foresight, even regarding the most #fple mat-
ters, dt never occurred to him- that Consuelo should, think
of submitting to sacrifices which be did not wish to fTmpose.
But althongh not pereciving this first step, he saw beyond,.as
he always saw; ho penetrated to the beart of the tree and
placed his hand upon the cankerworm. Anzoleto’#®true rcla-
tion towards Consuclo, his real object, and the feeling which
he inspired, were revealed to him in an instant. He looked
attentively at this man, between whom and himself there ex-
isted a violent antipathy, and on whom he had not deigned
till then to cast a glanee, because he would not hate the brother
of Consuclo. fle saw in hin a bold, a dangerous, and a per-
severing lover. The noble Albert mever thought of himself—
a whisper of jealousy never cutered his heart—the danger
was all for Consuclo: for with his profound and lucid, yet
deligate, vision—that vision v hich ceuld hardly bear the light,
nor Yistingnish colonr and form---he read the soul, and pene-
trated by mysterious inguition into the most hidden thoughts
of the wicked and abandoned. I shall not attempt to explain
this strange gift by natural causes, Certain of his faculties
appeared incomnpreheusible to those avound him, as they appear
to her who relates them, aud who, at the end of a hundred
years, is not a whit more advanced in their knowledge than the
greatest intellects of her time,  Albert, in layving bare the vain
and selfish sonl of his rival, did not say “ Dehold my enemy;”
but he said “ Behold the enemy of Consuelo.” And without
letting his discovery appear, he resolved to watch over and
preserve her.
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