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THE LION OF BASALT

CHAPTER I

THE CONJUNCOTION OF HOSTILE. PLANETS IN
THE HOUSE OF DEATH

On the fourth day of the siege, and after beating back
to those almost impregnable! walls the soldiery of the
Barons, headed by the Prince of the Orsini, the Senator
returned to his tent, where despatches from Rome awaited
him. He ran his eye hastily over them, till .he came to
the last; yet each contained news that might have longer
delayed the eye of a man less inured? to danger. From
one he learned that Albornoz, whose blessing had con-
firmed to him the rank of Senator, had received with
special favour the messengers of the Orsini and Colonna.
He knew that the Cardinal, whose views connected him
with the Roman Patricians, desired his downfall; but he
feared not Albornoz: perhaps in his secret heart he wished
that any open agression from the Pontiff’s Legate might
throw him wholly on the people.

He learned further, that, short as had been his absence,
Pandulfo di Guido had twice addressed the populace, not in
favour of the Senator, but in artful regrets of the loss to the -
trade of Rome in the absence of her wealthiest nobles.

1impregnable 'R §8 3¢ A. 2inured % {{.
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THE LION OF BASALT

“For this, then, he has deserted me,” said Rienzi #o him-
self. ‘‘Let him beware!”

The tidings contained in the next touched him home:!
Walter de Montreal had openly arrived in Rome. The
grasping and lawless bandit, whose rapine filled with a
robber’s booty every bank in Europe—whose Company
was the army of a King—whose ambition, vast, unprin-
oipled,® and profound, he so well knew—whose brothers
were in Ris camp—their treason already more than suspect-
ed;—Walter de Montreal was in Rome!

The Senator remained perfectly aghast? at this new peril;
and then said, setting his teeth as in a vice:

“Wild tiger, thou art in the Lion’s den!” Then pausing,
he broke out again, “One false step, Walter de Montreal,
and all the mailed hands of the Grand Company shall not
pluck thee from the abyss! But what can I do? Return
to Rome—the plans of Moritreal unpenetrated*—no accu-
sation against him!  On what pretence® can I with honour
raise the siege? To leave Palestrina, is to give a triumph
to the Barons—to abandon Adrian, to degrade my cause.
Yet, while away from Rome, every hour breeds treason
and danger. Pandulfo, Albornoz, Montreal—all are at
work against me. A keen and trusty spy, now;—ha,
well thought of—Villanil What, ho—Angelo Villani!”

The young chamberlain appeared.

“T think,” said Rienzi, “to have often heard that thou
erb an orphan$”

“True, my Lord; the old Augustine nun who reared my
boyhood has told me again and again that my parents are

Zm 4. 2unprincipled 7R SH A
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THE ‘LION OF BASALT

dead. Both noble, my Lord; but I am the child of shame,
And 1 say:ib'often, and think of it ever, in order to make
Angelo Villani remember that he has a name to win.”

“Young man, serve me as you have served, and if I live
you shdll‘have no need to call yourself an orphan. Mark
me! I want a friend—the Senator of Rome wants a
friend—orily one friend—gentle Heaven! only one!”

Angelo sank on his knee, and kissed the mantle of his
Lord.

“Say a follower. Iam too mean t0°be Rienzi’s friend.”

“Too mean!—go tol-—there is néthing mean before God,
unless it ‘be a.base soul under high titles. With me, boy,
there is but one nobility, and Nature signs its charter.
Listen: thou hearest daily of Walter de Montreal, brother
to these Provengals—great captain of great robbers?”

"“Ay, and I have seen him, my Lord.”

“Well, then, he is in Rome. Some daring thought—
gome well-supported and deep-schemed villainy, could alone
make that ‘bandit venture openly into an Italian city,
whose territories he'ravaged by fire and sword a few months
back. But :his ‘brothers have lent me money—assisted
‘my.return;—for their own ends, it is true: but the seeming
obligation gives.them real power. These Northern swords-
men would cut my throat if the Great Captain bade them.
‘He counts on ‘my supposed weakness. I know him of
old. T suspect—nay, I read, his projects; ‘but I cannot
prove them. Without proof, I cannot ‘desert Palestrina
inorder to accuse and seize -him. Thou art shrewd,
thoughtful, acute; couldst thou go to Rome?—watch day
and night his movements—see if he receive :messengers
from Albornoz or the Barons—if he confer with Pandulfo
di Guido;—watch his lodgment, I say, night and day.
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THE LION OF BASALT

He affects no concealment; your task will be less difficult
than it scems. Apprisc the Signora of all you learn. Give
me your news daily. Will you undertake this mission?”
“1 will, my Lord.”
“To horse, then, guick!—and mind—save the wife of my
bosom, I have no confidant! in Rome.”

CHAPTER 1I

MONTREAL AT ROME--HIS RECEPTION OF
ANGELO VILLANI

The danger that thieatened Rienzi by the arrival of
‘Montreal was indeed formidable. The Knight of St. John,
having marched his army into Lombardy, had placed it
at the disposal of the Venetian State in its war with the
Archbishop of Milan. For this service he received an
immense sum; while he provided winter quarters for his
troop, for whom he proposed ample work in the ensuing
spring. Leaving Palestrina secretly and in disguise, with
but a elender trein, which met him at Tivoli, Montreal
repaired to Rome. His ostensible? object was, partly to
congratulate the Senator on his return, partly to receive
the moneys lent to Rienzi by his brother.

His secret object we have partly seen; but not contented
with the support of the Barons, he trusted, by the corrupt-
ing means of his enormous wealth, to form a third party
in support of his own ulterior designs. Wealth, indeed,
in that age and in that land, was scarcely less the purchaser
of diadems than it had been in'the later days of the Roman

tconfident 7 {Z 4 £ A. 2ostensible F 12 B oY i % 4 & 5.
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THE LION OF BASALT

Empire. And in many a city torn by hereditary feuds,! the

‘hatred of faction rose to that extent, that a foreign tyrant,
willing.and able to expel one party, might obtain at least
the temporary submission of the other. His after-success
was greatly in proportion to his power to maintain his
state by a force which was independent of the citizens,
and by a treasury which did not require the odious reeruit
of taxes. But more avaricious then ambitious, more cruel
than firm, it was hy griping exaction, or unnecessary
bloodshed, that such usurpers usually fell.

Montreal, who bhad scanned the frequent revolutions of
the time with a calm and investigating eye, trusted that
he should be enabled to avoid both these errors: and, as
- the reader has already seen, he had formed the profound
and sagacious project of consolidating his usurpation by
an utterly new race of nobles, who serving him by the
feudal? tenure of the North, and ever ready to protect
him, because in so doing they protected their own interests,
should assist to erect, not the rotten and unsupported
fabric of a single tyranny, but the strong fortress of a
new, hardy, and compact Aristocratic State. Thus had
the great dynasties of the North been founded; in which a
King, though seemingly curbed by the Barons, was in
reality supported by a common interest, whether against
a subdued population or & foreign invasion.

Such were the vast schemes—extending into - yet wider
fields of glory and conquest, bounded only by the Alps—
with which the Captain of the Grand Company beheld
the columns and arches of the Seven-hilled City.

No fear disturbed the long current - of his thoughts.
His brothers were the leaders of Rienzi’s hireling army—

Heuds {it {ii. 2foudal 3} 3t &) 1.
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THE LION OF BASALT

thut. army were his creatures. Over Rienzi himself he
assumed the right of a creditor. Thus against one party
he deemed himself secure. For the friends of the Pope,
he had supported himself with private, though cautious,
letters from Albornoz, who desired only to make use of:
him for the return of the Roman Barons; and with the
heads of the latter we have already witnessed his negotia-
tions.  Thus was he fitted, as he thought, to examine,
to tamper with all parties, and to select from each the
materials necessary for his own objects.

The open appearance of Montreal excited in Rome no
inconsiderable sensation. The friends of the Barons gave
out that Rienzi was in league with the Grand Company;
and that he was to sell the imperial city to the plunder
and pillage of Barbarian robbers. The effrontery with
which Montreal (against whom, more than once, the Pon-
tiff had thundered his bulls!) appeared in the Metropolitan.
City of the Church, was made yet more insolent by the
recollection of that stern justice which had led the Tribune
to declare open war against all the robbers of Italy: and
this audacity was linked with the obvious reflection, that
the brothers of the bold Provengal were the instruments
of Rienzi’s return. So quickly spread suspicion through
the city, that Dlontreal’s presence alone would in a few
weeks have sufficed to ruin the Senator. Meanwhile, the
natural boldness of Montreal silenced every whisper of
prudence; and, blinded by the dazzle of his hopes, the
Knight of St. John, as if to give double importance to his
coming, took up his residence in a sumptuous palace, and
his retinue rivalled, in the splendour of garb and pomp,

Lbulls & 32 fir 4
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the display of Rienzi himself in his earlier and more brilliant
power. . . . '

Montreal was alone in his chamber when it was announced
to him that a young Italian craved an audience.! Pro-
fessionally open to access, he forthwith gave admission to
the applicant.

The Knight of St. John instantly recognised the page
he.had encountered at Avignon; and when Angelo Villani
said, with easy boldness, “I have come to remind Sir
Walter de Montreal of a promise——"

The Knight interrupted him with cordial frankness—
“Thou. needest not—I remember it. Dost thou now re-
quire my friendship?”

“I do, moble Signor!” answered Angelo; “I know not
where else-to seek a . patron.”

“Canst thou read and write? I fear me not.”

“I have been taught those arts,” replied Villani.

“It is well. Is thy birth gentle?”

“It‘is.”

*“Better still; thy name?”

“Angelo Villani.”

“I take thy blue eyes and low broad brow,’’ said Montreal,
with a slight sigh; “in-pledge of thy truth. Henceforth,
Angelo Villani, thou art in the list of my secretaries. An.
other time thou shalt tell me more of thyself. Thy service
.dates from his day. For the rest, no. man ever wanted
wealth who served Walter de Montreal; nor advance-
ment, if he served him faithfully. My closet, through
yonder door, is thy waitingroom. Ask for, and send hither,
Lusignan of Lyons; he is my chief scribe, and will see to
thy comforts, and instruct thee in thy business.”

lcraved an audience gt 8.
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THE LION OF BASALT

Angelo withdrew—Montreal’s eye followed him.
“A strange likeness!” said he, musingly and sadly; “my
heart leaps to that boy!”

CHAPTER III
MONTREAL'S BANQUET

Some few days after the date of the last chapter, Rienzi
received news from Rome, which seemed to produce in
him a joyous and elated excitement. His troops still
lay before Palestrina, and still the banners of the Barons
waved over its unconquered walls. In truth, the Italians
employed half their time in brawls amongst themselves;
the Velletritrani had feuds with the people of Tivoli,
and the Romans were still afraid of conquering the Barons;
—*“The hornet,” said they, “stings worse after he is dead;
and neither an Orsini, a Savelli, nor a Colonna, was ever
known to forgive.”

Agsin and again had the captains of his army assured the
indignant Senator that the fortress was impregnable, and
that time and money were idly wasted upon the siege.
Rienzi knew better, but he concealed his thoughts.

He now summoned to his tent the brothers of Provence,
and announced to them his intention of retummg instantly
to Bome “The mercenaries shall continue the siege under
our Lieutenant, and you, with my Roman Legion, shall
accompany me. Your brother, Sir Walter, and I, both
'want your presence; we have affairs to arrange between
us. After a fow days I shall raise recruits in the city, and
retun,”
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THE LION OF BASAY®D

This was what the brothers desired; they approved,
with evident joy, the Senator’s proposition.

Rienzi next sent for the lieutenant of his body-guard,
the same Riccardo Annibaldi whom the reader will re-
member in the earlier part of this work, as the antagonist
of Montreal’s lance. This young man—one of the few
nobles who espoused the cause of the Senator—had evinced
great courage and military ability, and promised fair
(should Fate spare his life) to become one of the best
Captains of his time.

“Dear Annibaldi,” said Rienzi; “at length I can fulfil the
project on which we have privately conferred. 1 take
with me to Rome the two Provencgal Captains—I leave
you chief of the army. Palestrina will yield now—eh!—
ha, ha, ha!—Palestrina will yield now!”

“By my right hand, I think so, Senator,” replied Anni-
baldi. “These foreigners have hitherto only stirred up
quarrels amongst ourselves, and if not cowards are certainly
traitors!”

“Hush, hush, hush! 'Traitors! The learned Arimbaldo,
the brave Brettone, traitors! Fie on it! No, no; they are
very excellent, honourable men, but not lucky in the camp;
—not lucky in the camp;—better speed to them in the
city! And now to business.”

The Senator then detailed! to Annibaldi the plan he
himaelf had formed for taking the town, and the military
skill of Annibaldi at once recognised its feasibility.?

With his Roman troop, and Montreal’s brothers, ons at
either hand, Rienzi then departed to Rome.

tdetailed §F #1 4% 40. 2{easibility af 47.
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THE LION OF BASALT

That night Montreal gave a banquet to Pandulfo di
Guido, and to certain of the principal citizens, whom one
by one he had already sounded, and found hollow at beart
to the cause of the Senator.

Pandulfo sate at the right hand of the Knight of St.
John, and Montreal lavished upon him the most courteous
attentions.

“Pledge me in this—it is from the Vale of Chiana, near
Monte Pulciano,’”’ said Montreal. “I think I have heard
bookmen say (you know, Signor Pandulfo, we ought all
to be bookmen now!) that the site was renowned of old.
In truth, the wine hath a racy flavour.”

“I hear,” said Bruttini, one of the lesser Barons (a
stanch friend to the Colonna), “‘that in this respect the
innkeeper’s son has put his book-learning to some use: he
knows every place where the wine grows richest.”

“What! the Senator is turned wine-bibber!” said Mon-
treal, quaffing a vast goblet full; “‘that must unfit him for
business—’tis a pity.”

“Verily, yes,” said Pandulfo; “a man at the head of a
state should be temperate—I never drink wine unmixed.”

“Ah,” whispered Montreal, ‘‘if your calm good sense
ruled Rome, then, indeed, the metropolis of Italy might
taste of peace. - Signor Vivaldi,”—and the host turned
towards a wealthy draper,—“these disturbances are bad
for trade.”

“Very, very!” groaned the draper.

“The Barons are your best customers,” quoth the minor
noble.

“Much, mueh!”” said the draper.

“’Tis a pity that they are thus roughly expelled,” said
Dlontreal, in a melancholy tone. ‘“Would it not be possible,
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THE LION OF BASAUD
1

if the Senator (I drink his health) were less rash—less
zealous, rather,—to unite free institutions with the return
of the Barons?—such should be the task of a truly wise
statesman!”

“It surely might be possible,” returned Vivaldi; “the
Savelli alone spend more with me than all the rest of Rome.”

“I know not if it be possible,” said Bruttini; “but I do
know that it is an outrage to all decorum that an innkeeper’s
son should be enabled to make a solitude of the palaces of
Rome.”

“It certainly seems to indicate too vulgar a desire of
mob favour,” said Montreal. “However, I trust we shall
harmonise all these differences. Rienzi, perhaps,—nay,
doubtless, means welll”

“I would,” said Vivaldi, who had received his cue, ‘“that
we might form a mixed constitution—Plebeians and Pat-
ricians, each in their separate order.”

“But,” said Montreal, gravely, “‘so new an experiment
would demand great physical force.”

“Why, true; but we might call in an umpire—a foreigner
who had no interest in either faction who might protect
the new Buono Stato; a Podesta,! as we have done before—
Brancaleone, for instance. How well and wisely he ruled!
that was a golden age for Rome. A Podesta for ever!—
that’s my theory.”

' “You need not seek far for the president of your council,”
said Montreal, smiling at Pandulfo; “a citizen at once
popular, well-born, and wealthy, may be found at my right
hand.”

Pandulfo heinmed, and coloured,

1Podeata 4 & 4z 0 4% 1 (1% 48 42 44 BI A
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THE LION OF BASALT

Montreal proceeded. “A committee of trades might
furnish an honourable employment to Signor Vivaldi; and
the treatment of all foreign affairs-—the employment of
armies, ete., migh’; be left to the Barons, with a more open
competition, Signor di Bruttini, to the Barons of the second
order than has hitherto been conceded to their birth and
importance. Sirs, will you taste the Malvoisie?”

“Still,” said Vivaldi, after a pause—(Vivaldi anticipated
at least the supplying with cloth the whole of the Grand
Company)—*“still, such a moderate and well-digested con-
stitution would never be acceded to by Rienzi.”

“Why should it? what need of Rienzi?” exclaimed
Bruttini. “Rienzi may take another trip to Bohemia.”

“Gently, gently,” said Montreal; “I do not despair. All
open violence against the Senator would strengthen his
power. No, no, humble him— admit the Barons, and
then insist on your own terms.! Between the two factions
you might then establish a fitting balance.? And in order
to keep your new constitution from the encroachment of
either extreme, there are warriors and knights, too, who
for a certain rank in the great city of Rome would maintain
horse and foot at its service. We Ultra-Montanes® are
often harshly judged; we are wanderers and Ishmaelites,4
solely because we have no honourable place of rest. Now,
if I__—!l
* “Ay, if you, noble Montreall” said Vivaldi.

The company remained hushed in breathless attention,
when suddenly there was heard—deep, solemn, muffled,—
the great bell of the Capitol!

lterms {% 44. 2balance #4§ 3%. 3Ultra-Monstanes & # 2% |l 1§
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THE LION OF BASALT

“Hark!” said Vivaldi, “the bell: it tolls for execution:
an unwonted! hour!”’

“Sure, the Scnator has not returned!”’ exclaimed Pan-
dulfo di Guido, turning pale.

“No, no,” quoth Bruttini, “it is but a robber, caught
two nights ago in Romagna. I heard that he was to die
to-night.”

At the word ‘‘robber’ Montreal changed countenance
slightly. The wine circulated—the bell continued to toll—
its suddenness over, it ceased to alarm. Conversation
flowed again,

- “What were you saying, Sir Knight?” said Vivaldi.

“Why, let me think on’t;—oh, speaking of the necessity
of supporting a new state by force, I said that if I—"

“Ah, that was it!” quote Bruttini, thumping the table.

“If I were summoned to your aid—summoned, mind ye,
and absolved by the Pope’s Legate of my former sins—
(they weigh heavily on me, gentles)—I would myself
guard your city from foreign foe and civil disturbance,
with my gallant swordsmen. . Not a Roman citizen should
contribute a ‘danaro’ to the cost.”

“Viva Fra Moreale!” cried Bruttini; and the shout was
echoed by all the boon companions.

“Enough for me,”” continued Montreal, “to expiate my
offences. Ye know, gentlemen, my order is vowed to God
and the Church—a warrior-monk am It Enough for me
to expiate my offences, I say, in the defence of the Holy
City. Yet I, too, have my private and more earthly
views,—who is above them? I-—— the bell changes its
note!”

iunwonted g §3.
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THE LION OF BASALT

“It is but the change that preludes execution!—the poor
robber is about to diel”

Montreal crossed himself, and resumed:(—“I am &
knight and a noble,” said he, proudly; ‘“the profession
T have followed is that of arms; but—I will not disguise
it—mine equals have regarded me as one who has stained
his scutcheon by too reckless a pursuit of glocy and ci
gain. I wish to reconcile myself with my order—to
purchase a new name—to vindicate myself to the Grand
Master and the Pontiff. I have had hints, gentles,—
hints, that I might best promote my interest by restoring
order to the Papal metropolis. The Legate Albornoz
(here is his letter) recommends me to keep watch upon the
Senator.”

“Surely,” interrupted Pandulfo, “I hear steps helow.”

“The mob going to the robber’s execution,” said Brut-
tini; “proceed, Sir Knight!”

“And,” continued Montreal, surveying his audience be-
fore he proceeded farther, “what think ye—(I do but
ask your opinion, wiser than mine)—what think ye, as
a fitting precaution against too arbitrary a power in the
Senator—what think ye of the return of the Colonna, and
the bold Barons of Palestrina?”

“Here’s to their health!” cried Vivaldi, rising.

As by a sudden impulse, the company rose. “To the
health of the besieged Barons!” was shouted aloud.

“Next, what if—(I do but humbly suggest)}—what if
you gave the Senator a colleaguel— it is no afiront to

1 oxecution 47 J); £% A.
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THE LIOK OF BASALT

him. It was but as yesterday that one of the Colonna,
who was Senator, received a colleague in Bertoldo Orsini.”

“A most wise precaution,” cried Vivaldi. ‘“‘And where
a colleague like Pandulfo di Guido?”

“Viva Pandulfo di Guido!” cried the guests, and again
their goblets were drained! to the bottom.

“And if in this I can assist ye by fair words with the
Senator (ye know he owes me moneys—my brothers have
served him), command Walter de Montreal.”

“And if fair words fail?”’ said Vivaldi.

“The Grand Company———(heed me, ye are the coun-
sellors)—the Grand Company is accustomed to forced
marches!”

“Viva Fra Moreale!” cried Bruttini and Vivaldi, simul-
taneously. “A health to all, my friends;” continued Brut-
tini; “a health to the Barons, Rome’s old friends; to Pan-
dulfo di Guido, the Senator’s new colleague; and to Fra
Moreale, Rome’s new Podesta.”

“The bell has ceased,” said Vivaldi, putting down his
goblet.

“Heaven have mercy on the robber!” added Bruttini.

Scarce had be. spoken, ere three taps were heard at the
door—the guests looked at each other in dumb amaze.

“New guests!” said Montreal. “I asked some trusty
friends to join us this evening. By my faith they are
welcome! Enter!”

The door opened slowly; three by three entered, in
complete armour, the guards of the Senator. On they
marched, regualr and speechless. They surrounded the
festive board—they filled the spacious hall, and the lights

1goblets were drained # £3.
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THE LION OF BASALT

of the banquet were reflected upon their corselets as on a
wall of steel.

Not a syllable was uttered by the feasters, they were
as if turned to stone. Presently the guards gave way,
and Rienzi himself appeared. He approached the table,
and folding his arms, turned his gaze deliberately from
guest to guest, till at last, his eyes rested on Montreal,
who had also risen, and who alone of the party had recovered
the amaze of the moment.

And there, as these two men, each so celebrated, so
proud, able, and ambitious, stood, front to front—it was
literally as if the rival Spirits of Force and Intellect,
Order and Strife, of the Falchion and the Fasces—the
Antagonist Principles by which empires are ruled and
empires overthrown, had met together, incarnate and
opposed. They stood, both silent,—as if fascinated by
each other’s gaze,—loftier in stature, and nobler in pre-
sence than all around.

“Montreal spoke first, and with a forced smile.

“Senator of Romel—dare I helieve that my poor banquet
tempts thee, and may I trust that these armed men are a
graceful compliment to one to whom arms have been a
pastime?”

Rienzi answered not, but waved his hand to hm guards
Montreal was seized on the instant. Again he surveyed
the guests—as a bird from the rattle-snake,—shrunk Pan.
dulfo “di Guido, trembling, motionless, aghast, from the
glittering eye of the' Senator. Slowly Rienzi raised his
fatal hand towards the unhappy citizen—pandulfo saw,—
felt his doom ,-shriekéd,— andfell senseless in the srms
of the soldicra.
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THE LION OF BASALT

One other and rapid glance cast the Senator round the
board, and then, with a disdainful smile, as if anxious
for no meaner prey, turned away. Not a breath had
hitherto passed his lips—all had been dumb show-—and
his grim silence had imparted a more freezing terror to
his unguessed-for apparition.! Only, when he reached the
door, he turned back, gazed upon the Knight of St. John’s
bold and undaunted face, and said, almost in a whisper,
“Walter de Montreall-—you heard the death-knell!”

CHAPTER 1V

THE SENTENCE OF WALTER DE MONTREAL

In silence the Captain of the Grand Company was borne
to the prison of the Capitol. In the same building lodged
the rivals for the government of Rome; the one occupied
the prison, the other the palace. The guards forebore the
ceremony of fetters, and leaving a lamp on the table,
Montreal perceived he was not alone,—his brothers had
preceded him.

“Ye are happily met,” said the Knight of St. John;
“we have passed together pleasanter nights than this is
likely to be.” ‘

“Can you jest, Walter?” said Arimbaldo, half-weeping.
“Know you not that our doom is fixed? Death scowls
upon us.”

“Death!”’ repeated Montreal, and for the first time his
countenance changed; perhaps for the first time in his life
he felt the thrill and agony of fear.,

Lapparition £ 4% W 3%; 4 5@ th 5.
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THE LION OF BASALT

“Death!” he repeated again. “Impossible! He dare
not, Brettone; the soldiers, the Northmen!—they will
mutiny, they will pluck us back from the grasp of the
headsman!”

“Cast from you so vain a hope,” said Brettone sullenly;
“the soldiers are encamped at Palestrina.”

“How! Dolt—fool! Came you then to Rome alone!
.Are we alone with this dread man?”’

“You are the dolt! Why came you hither?”’ answered
the brother. '

“Why, indeed! but that I knew thou wast the Captain
of the army; and—but thou said’st right—the folly is
mine, to have played against the crafty Tribune so unequal
a brain as thine. Enough! Reproaches are idle. When
were ye arrested?”’

“At dusk—the instant we entered the gates of Rome.
Rienzi entered privately.”

“Humph! What can he know against me? Who can
have betrayed me? My secretaries are tried-—all trust-
worthy—except that youth, and he so seemingly zealous—
that Angelo Villani!”

“Villani! Angelo Villani!” cried the brothers in a breath.
“Hast thou confided aught to him?”

“Why, I fear he must have seen—at least in part—my
correspondence with you, and with the Barons—he was
among my scribes. Know you aught of him?”

“Walter, Heaven hath demented you!” returned Bret-
tone. ‘“Angelo Villani is the favourite menial of the
Senator.”

“Those eyes deceived me, then”, muttered Montreal,
solemnly and shuddering; “and, as if her ghost had returned
to earth, God smites me from the gravel”
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THE LION OF BASALT

There was a long silence. At length Montreal, whose
bold and sanguine temper was never long clouded, spoke
again.

*“‘Are the Senator’s coffers full?—But that is impossible.”

“Bare as a Dominican’s.” -

“We are saved, then, He shall name his price for our
heads. Money must be more useful to him than blood.”

And as if with that thought all further meditation
were rendered unnecessary, Montreal doffed his mantle,
uttered & short prayer, and flung himself on a pallet in a
corner of the cell.

‘I have slept on worse beds,” said the Knight, stretching
himself; and in a few minutes he was fast asleep.

The brothers listened to his deep-drawn, but regular
breathing, with envy and wonder, but they were in no
mood to converse. Still and speechless, they sate like
statues beside the sleeper. Time passed on, and the first
cold air of the hour that succeeds to midnight crept through
the bars of their cell. The bolts crashed, the door opened,
six men-at-arms entered, passed the brothers, and one of
them touched Montreal.

“Hal” said he, still sleeping, but turning round. “Ha!”
said he, in the soft Provengal tongue, “sweet Adeline, we
will not rise yet—it is so long since we met!”

“What says he?”’ muttered the guard, shaking Montreal
roughly. The Knight sprang up at once, and his hand
grasped the head of his bed for his sword. He stared
round bewildered, rubbed his eyes, and then gazing on the
guard, became alive to the present.

“Ye are early risers in the Capitol,” said he. “What
want ye of me?” '

“It weits youl”
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“It! What?” said Montreal.

“The rack!” replied the soldier, with a malignant
scowl.

The Great Captain said not a word. He looked for
one moment at the six swordsmen, as if measuring his
single strength against theirs. His eye then wandered
round the room. The rudest bar of iron would have
been dearer to him than he had ever yet found the proofest
steel of Milan. He completed his survey with a sigh,
threw his mantle over his shoulders, nodded at his brethren,
and followed the guard.

In a hall of the Capitol, hung with the ominous silk of
white rays on a blood-red ground, sate Rienzi:and his
councillors. Aecross a recess was drawn a black curtain,

“Walter de Montreal,” said a small man at the foot
of the table, “Knight of the illustrious order of St. John of
Jerusalem- »

“And Captain of the Grand Company!” added the pri-
soner, in a firm voice. '

“You stand accused of divers counts: robbery and mur-
der, in Tuscany, Romagna, and Apulia—"

“For robbery and murder, brave men, and belted
Knights,” said Montreal, drawing himself up, “would use
the words ‘war and victory’ To those charges I plead
guilty! Proceed.”

“You are next accused of treasonable conspiracy against
the liberties of Rome for the restoration of the prosci*_ibed
Barons—and of traitorous correspondence with Stefanello
Colonne at Palestrina.”

“My accuser?”

“Step forth, Angelo Villani!”
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“You are my betrayer, then?’ said Montreal steadily.
“I deserved this. I bheseech you, Senator of Rome, let
this young man retire. I confess my correspondence with
the Colonna, and my desire to restore the Barons.”

Rienzi motioned to Villani, who bowed and withdrew.

“There rests only then for you, Walter de Montreal, to
relate, fully and faithfully, the details of your conspiracy.”

“That is impossible,”” replied Montreal, carelessly.

“And Why?”

“Because, doing as I please with my own life, I will
not betray the lives of others.”

“Bethink thee—thou wouldst have betrayed the life of
thy judge!”

“Not betrayed'—thou didst not trust me.”

“The law, Walter de Montreal, hath sharp inquisitors—
behold!”

The black curtain was drawn aside, and the eye of
Montreal rested on the executioner and the rack! His
proud breast heaved indignantly.

“Senator of Rome,” said he, ‘“these instruments are
for serfs and villeins. I have been a warrior and a leader;
life and death have been in my hands—I have used them
as I listed; but to mine equal and my foe, I never profiered
the insult of the rack,”

“Sir Walter de Montreal,” returned the Senator, gravely,
but with some courteous respect, ‘“your answer is that
which rises naturally to the lips of brave men. But learn
from me, whom fortune hath made thy judge, that no
more for serf and villein, than for knight and noble, are

betrayed 22 AS4E FI M i % L W b B85 5 th A 2 15
4 IE R
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THE LION OF BASALT

such instruments the engines of law, or the tests of truth.
I yielded but to the desire of these reverend councillors, to
test thy nerves. But, wert thou the meanest peasant of
the Campagna, before my judgment.seat thou needst not
apprehend the torture. Walter de Montreal, amongst the
Princes of Italy thou hast known, amongst the Roman
Barons thou wouldst have aided, is there one who could
make that boast?”

“I desired only,” said Montreal, with some hesitation,
“to unite the Barons with thee; nor did I intrigue against
thy life!”’

Rienzi frowned—‘Enough,” he said, hastily. “Knight
of St. John, I know thy secret projects, subterfuge! and
evasion? neither befit nor avail thee3. If thou didst not
intrigue against my life, thou didst intrigue against the life
of Rome. Thou hast but one favour left to demand on
earth, it'is the manner of thy death.”

Montreal’s lip worked convulsively.

“Senator,” said he, in a low voice, “may [ crave audience
with thee alone for one minute?”

The councillors looked up.

“My Lord,” whispered the eldest of thex, “doubtless he
hath concealed weapons-—trust him not.”

“Prisoner,”’ returned Rienzi, after a moment’s pause;
“if thou seekest for mercy thy request is idle, and before
my coadjutors I have no secret; speak out what thou
hast to say!”

“Yet listen to me,” said the prisoner, folding his arms;
“it concerns not my life, but Rome’s welfare.”

1subterfugo 3% 24 v V) 5 11 2%. 2ovesion #f gk. avail thee {§
£ 55 52 2L
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“Then,” said Rienzi, in an altered tone, “thy request
is granted. Thou mayst add to thy guilt the design of
the assassin, but for Rome I would dare greater danger.”

So saying, he motioned to the councillors, whe slowly
withdrew by the door which had admitted Villani, while
the guards retired to the farthest extremity of the hall.

“Now, Walter de Montreal, be brief, for thy time is
short.”

“Senator,” said Montreal, “my life can but little profit
you; men will say that you destroyed your creditor in
order to cancel your debt. Fix a sum upon my life,
estimate it at the price of a monarch’s; every florin shall
be paid to you, and your treasury will be filled for five
years to come. If the ‘Buono Stato’ dépends on your
government, what I have asked, your solicitude for Rome
will not permit you to refuse.”

“You mistake me, bold robber,” said Rienzi, sternly;
“your treason I could guard against, and therefore forgive;
your ambition, neverl Mark me, I know you! Place
your hand on your heart and say whether, could we change
places, you, as as Rienzi, would suffer all the gold of earth
to purchase the life of Walter de Montreal? For men’s
reading of my conduct, that must I bear; for mine own
reading, mine eyes must be purged from corruption. I
am answerable! to God for the trust of Rome. And Rome
trembles while the head of the Grand Company lives in
the . plotting brain and the daring heart of Walter de
Montreal. Man—wealthy, great, and subtle as you are,
your hours are numbered; with the rise of the sun you
die!” '

Lanswerable # ¢
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THE LION OF BASALT

Montreal’s eyes, fixed upon the Senator’s face, saw hope

was over; his pride and his fortitude returned to him.
- “We have wasted words,” said he. “I played for a
great stake, I have lost, and must pay the forfeit! I am
prepared. On the threshold of the Unknown World, the
dark spirit of prophecy rushes into us. Lord Senator, I
go before thee to announce—that in Heaven or in Hell—
ere many days be over, room must be given to one mightier
than I am!”

As he spoke, his form dilated, his eye glared; and Rienzi,
cowering as mnever had he cowered before, shrunk back,
and shaded his face with his hand.

“The manner of your death?®’ he asked, in a hollow
voice.

“The axe: it is that which befits knight and warrior.
For thee, Senator, Fate hath a less noble death.”

“Robber, be dumb!” cried Rienzi, passionately; “Guards,
bear back the prisoner. At sunrise, Montreal—"

““Sets the sun of the scourge of Italy,” said the Knight,
bitterly. ‘“Beitso. One request more; the Knights of St.
John claim affinity with the Augustine order; grant me an
Augustine confessor.”

“It is granted; and in return for thy denunciations, I,
who can give thee no earthly mercy, will implore the Judge
of all for pardon to thy soul!”

“Senator, I have done with man’s mediation. My bre-
thren? Their deaths are not necessary to thy safety or
thy revenge!”

Rienzi mused a moment: “No,” said he, “dangerous
tools they were, but without the workman they may rust
unharming. They served me once, too. Prisoner, their
lives are spared.”
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THE LION OF BASALYT

CHAPTER V

THE DISCOVERY

The Council was broken up—Rienzi hastened to his
own apartments. Meeting Villani by the way, he pressed
the youth’s hand affectionately. “You have saved Rome
and me from great peril,” said he; “the saints reward you!”
Without tarrying for Villani's answer, he hurried on.
Nina, anxious and perturbed, awaited him in their chamber.

“Not a-bed yet?” said he: “fie, Nina, even thy beauty
will not stand these vigils.”?

I could not rest till I had seen thee. I hear (all Rome
has heard it ere thig) that thou hast seized Walter de
Montreal, and that he will perish by the headsman.”

“The first robber that ever died so brave a death,”
returned Rienzi, slowly unrobing himself.

“Cola, I have never crossed your schemes-—your policy,
even by a suggestion. Enough for me to triumph in
their success, to mourn for their failure. Now, I ask thee
one request—spare me the life of this man.”

“Nina ” »

“Hear me—for thee I speak! Despite his crimes, his
valour and his genius have gained him admirers, even
amongst his foes. Many a prince, many a state that
secretly rejoices at his fall, will affect horror against his
judge. Hear me farther: his brothers aided your return;
the world will term you ungrateful. His brothers lent
you monies, the world—(out on it!)—will term you—"

Lvigils §% 4.
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“Hold!” interrupted the Senator. “All that thou sayest,
my mind forestalled. - But thou knowest me—to thee I
have no disguise. No compact can bind Montreal’s faith—
no mercy win his gratitude. Before his red right hand
truth and justice are swept away. If I condemn Montreal
I incur disgrace and risk danger—granted. If I release
him, ere the first showers of April, the chargers of the
Northmen will neigh in the halls of the Capitol. Which
shall I hazard in this alternative, myself or Rome? Ask
me no more—to bed, to bed!”

“Couldst thou read my forebodings,! Cola, mystic—
gloomy-—unaccountable?”

“Forebodings! I have mine,” answered Rienzi, sadly
gazing on space, as if his thoughts peopled it with spectres.
Then, raising his eyes to Heaven, he said with that fananti-
cal energy which made. much both .of his strength and
weakness—“Lord, mine at least not the sin of Saull the
Amalekite shall not be saved!”

While Rienzi enjoyed a short, troubled, and restless
sleep, over which Nina watched—unslumbering, anxious,
tearful, and oppressed with dark and terrible forewarnings
—the accuser was more happy than the judge. The last
thoughts that floated before the young mind of Angelo
Villani, ere wrapped in sleep, were bright and sanguine.
‘He felt no honourable remorse that he had entrapped the
confidence of another—he felt only that his scheme had
‘prospered, that his mission had been fulfilled. The grate-
‘ful words of Rienzi rang in his ear, and hopes of fortune
and power, beneath the sway of the Roman Senater,
lulled him into slumber, and coloured all his dreams.

1forebodings ¥ i (& Z&.
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THE LION OF BASALT

Scarce, however, had be been two hours asleep, ere he
was wakened by one of the attendants of the palace, him-
self half awake. “Pardon me, Messere Villani,” said he,
“but there i8 & messenger below from the good Sister
Ursula; he bids thee haste instantly to the Convent—she
is sick unto death, and has tidings that crave thy immediate
presence.”’

Angelo, whose morbid susceptibility as to his parentage
was ever excited by vague but ambitious hopes—started
up, dressed hurriedly, and joining the messenger below,
repaired to the Convent. In the Court of the Capitol,
and by the Staircase of the Lion, was already heard the
noigse of the workmen, and looking back, Villani beheld
the scaffold, hung with black—sleeping cloudlike in the
grey light of dawn—at the same time the bell of the Capitol
tolled heavily. A pang! shot athwart him. He hurried
on; despite the immature earliness of the hour, he met
groups of either gex, hastening along the streets to witness
the execution of the redoubted? Captain of the Grand
Comapny. The Convent of the Augustines was at the
farthest extremity of that city, even then so extensive,
and the red light upon the hilltops already heralded the
rising sun, ere the young man reached the venerable
porch, His name obtained him instant admittance.

“Heaven grant,” said an old nun, who conducted him
through a long and winding passage, “that thou mayst
bring comfort to the sick sister: she has pined for thee
grievously since matins.”

In a cell set apart for the reception of visitors (from the
outward world), to such of the Sisterhood as received tue

Tpang — Kb 3 — Rt K# 3. Sredoubted ¥/ {f).
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THE LION OF BASALT

necessary dispensation, sate the aged nun. Angelo had
only seen her once since his return to Rome, and since
then disease had made rapid havoc on her form and fea-
tures. And now, in her shroudlike garments and attenu-
ated frame, she seemed by the morning light as a spectre
whom day had surprised above the earth. She approach.
ed the youth, however, with a motion more elastic and
rapid than seemed possible to her worn and ghastly form.
“Thou art come,” she said. “Well, well! This morning
after matins, my confessor, an Augustine, who alone
knows the secrets of my life, took me aside, and told
me that Walter de Montreal had been seized by the Senator
—that he was adjudged to die, and that one of the Augus-
tine brotherhood had been sent for to attend his last
hours—is it so?”

“Thou wert told aright,” said Angelo, wonderingly.
“The man at whose name thou wert wont to shudder—
against whom thou hast so often warned me—will die at
sunrise.”

“So soon!—so soon!—Oh, Mother of Mercy!—fly! thou
art about the person of the Senator, thou hast high favour
with him; flyl down on thy knees—and as thou hopest
for God's grace,! rise not till thou hast won the Provengal’s
life.” .

“She raves,” muttered Angelo, with white lips. ;

“I do not rave—boy!” screeched the Sister, wildly,
‘know that my daughter was his leman. He disgraced
our house—a house haughtier? than his own. Sinner
that I was, X vowed revenge. His boy—-they had 6nly

tgrace 5 b fF ffi- *houghtior 30 A i 3 2 82 1R 5 4 R
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onel—was brought up in a robber’s camp;—a life of blood.
shed—a death of doom—a futurity of hell—were before
him. I plucked the child from such a fate—I bore him
away—I told the father he was dead—I placed him in
the path to honourable fortunes. May my sin be forgiven
me! Angelo Villani, that art that child;—Walter de Mon-
treal is thy father. But now, trembling on the verge
of death, I shudder at the vindictive thoughts I once
nourished Perhaps—"’

“Sinner and accursed!” interrupted Villani, with a loud
shout:—‘‘sinner and accursed thou art indeed! Know that
it was I who betrayed thy daughter’s lover!—by the
son’s treason dies the father!”

Not a moment more did he tarry: he waited not to
witness the effect his words produced. As one frantic—
as one whom a fiend possesses or pursues—he rushed from
the Convent—he flew through the desolate streets. The
death-bell came, first indistinct, then loud, upon his ear.
- Every sound seemed to him like the curse of God; on—on
—he passed the more deserted quarter—crowds swept be-
fore him—he was mingled with the living stream, delayed,
pushed back—thousands on thousands around, before him.
Breathless, gasping, he still pressed on—he forced his
way—he heard not—he saw not—all was like a dream.
Up burst the sun over the distant hills!—the bell ceased!
From right to left he pushed aside the crowd—his strength
was a giant’s. He neared the fatal spot. A dead hush
lay like a heavy air over the multitude. He heard a
voice, as he pressed along, deep and clear—it was the voice
of his father!—it ceased—the audience breathed heavily—
they murmﬁred—they swayed to and fro. On, on, went
Angelo Villani. The guards of the Senator stopped his
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way; he dashed aside their pikes—he eluded their grasp—
he pierced the armed barrier—he stood on the Place of
the Capitol. “Hold, hold!” he would have cried—but
horror struck him dumb. He beheld the gleaming axe—
he saw the bended neck. Xre another breath passed his
lips, a ghastly and trunkless face wes raised on high—
Walter de Montreal was no morel

Villani saw—swooned not—shrunk not—breathed not!
~—but he turned his eyes from that lifted head, dropping
gore, to the balcony, in which, according to custom, sate,
in solemn pomp, the Senator of Rome—and the face of
that young man was as the face of a demon!

“Ha!” said he, muttering to himself, and recalling the
words of Rienzi seven years before—“Blessed art thou
who hast no blood of kindred to avenge!”

CHAPTER VI
THE SUSPENSE

This confidence in himself continued at the scaffold.
“I die,”” he said, addressing the Romans—“I die contented,
gince my bones shall rest in the Holy City of St. Peter and
St. Paul, and the Soldier of Christ shall have the burial-
place of the Apostles. But I die unjustly. My wealth
is my crime—the poverty of your state my accuser.
Senator of Rome, thou mayst envy my last hour—men
like Walter de Montreal perish not unavenged.” So say-
ing, he turned to the Fast, murmured a brief prayer,
knelt down deliberately, and said as to himself, “Rome
guard my ashes!—Earth my memory—Fate my revenge;—
and, now, Heaven receive my soull—Strike!” At the
first blow, the head was severed from the body.
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His treason but imperfectly known, the fear of him
forgotten, all that remained of the recollection of Walter
de Montreal in Rome, was admiration for his heroism,
and compassion for his end. The fate of Pandulfo di
Guido, which followed some days afterwards, excited a
yet deeper, though more quiet, sentiment, against the
Senator. “He was once Rienzi’s friend!” said one man;
“He was an honest, upright citizen!” muttered another;
“He was an advocate of the people!” growled Cecco del
Vecchio. But the Senator had wound himself up to a
1esolve to be inflexibly just, and to regard every peril to
Rome as became a Roman. Rienzi remembered that he
had never confided but he had been betrayed; he had never
forgiven but to sharpen enmity. He was amidst a fero-
eious people, uncertain friends, wily enemies; and mis-
placed mercy would be but a premium! to conspiracy.
Yet the struggle he underwent was visible in the hysterical?
emotions he betrayed.? He now wept bitterly, now laughed
widly. “Can I never again have the luxury to forgive?”
said he. The coarse spectators of that passion deemed it—
some imbecility, some hypoorisy. But the execution pro-
duced the momentary effect intended. All sedition ceased,
terror crept throughout the city, order and peace rose to the
surface; but beneath, in the strong expression of a contem-
poraneous writer, “Lo mormorito quetamente suonava.” . . .

Of all who attended on the Senator, the most assiduous
and the most honoured was still Angelo Villani. Pro-
moted to a high civil station, Rienzi felt it as a return of
youth, to find one person entitled to his gratitude; he loved
and confided in the youth as a son. Villani was never-
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absent from his side, except in intercourse with the various
popular leaders in the various quarters of the city; and
in this intercourse his zeal was indefatigable—it seemed
even to prey upon his health; and Rienzi chid him fondly,
whenever starting from his own reveries, he beheld the
abstracted eye and the livid paleness which had succeeded
the sparkle and bloom of youth.

Such chiding the young man answered only by the same
unvarying words.

“Senator, I have a great trust to fulfil;”” and at these
words he smiled.

One day Villani, while with the Senator, said rather
abruptly, “Do you remember, my Lord, that before Viterbo,
I acqu.iite_d myself so in arms, that even the Cardinal
d’Albornoz was pleased to notice me?”’

“T remember your valour well, Angelo; but why the
question?”’

“My Xord, Bellini, the Captain of the Guard of the
Capitol is dangerously ill.”

“I know it.”

“Whom can my Lord trust at the post?”

“Why, the Lieutenant.”

‘“What! a soldier that has gserved under the Orsinil”

*“True. Welll there is Tommaso Filangijeri.”

“An excellent man; but is he not kin by blood to Pan-
dulfo di Guido?” ’

“Ay—he is sot It must he thought of. Hast thou
any friend to name?” said the Senator, smﬂmg, “Methinks
thy cavils! point that way.”

‘“My Lord,” replied Villani, colouring; “I am too young,
perhaps; but the post is one that demands fidelity more

Lcavils & 5 3k BY-
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than it does years. Shall I own it? My tastes are rather
to serve thee with my-sword than with my pen.”

“Wilt thou, indeed, accept the office’” It is of less
dignity. and- cmolument than the.one you hold; and: you
are full young to:lead these stubborn spirits.”

“Senator, I led taller men than they are to the assault
at Viterbo. But, be it as seems best to your superior
wisdom. Whatever you do, I pray you to be cautious.
If you select a traitor to the command of the Capitol
Guard!-—I tremble at the thought!”

“By my faith, thou dost turn pale at it, dear boy; thy
affection, is a sweeb drop in a ‘bitter draught. Whom can
I choose better than tlice?—thou shalb liave the post, at
least during Bellini’s illness. I will attend to it to- day.
"The business, too, will less: fatigue thy: young mind that
which . now employs:thee. Thou art: over-laboured in:our
cause.”

“Senator, I can but repeat my usual answer—I have a
great trust to fulfill”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE TAX

The Proclamation was set up' in the public thorough-
fares. Round: one of the placards a crowd assembled.
Their gestures were vehement and unguarded—their-eyes .
sparlled—they: conversed:low, but eagerly.

“He dares. to- tax us, then! Why, the, Barons or. the
Pope could not do more than that!"”

“Shame! shame!” cried a gaunt female; “we, who were-
his friends! How. are: our little ones to get bread?”
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“He should have seized the Pope’s money!” quoth an
honest wine-vender.

“Ah! Pandulfo di Guido would have maintained an
army at his own cost. He was arich man, What insolence
in the innkeeper’s son to be a Senator!”

“Woe are not Romans if we suffer this!” said a deserter
from Palestrina.

“Fellow-citizens!” exclaimed gruffly a tall man who had
hitherto been making a clerk read to him the particulars
of the tax imposed, and.whose heavy brain at length
understood that wine was to be made dearer—‘‘Fellow-
citizens, we must have a new revolution! This is indeed
gratitude! What have we benefited by restoring this man!
Are we always.to be ground to the dust? To pay—pay—
pay! Isthat all we are fit for?”

 “Hark to Cecco del Vecchiol”

“No, no; not now,” growled the smith. “To-night the
artificers have a special meeting. We'll see—we'll see!”

A young man, muffled in a cloak, who had not been
before observed, touched the smith.

“Whoever storms the Capitol the day after to-morrow
at the dawn,” he whispered, “shall find the guards absent!”’

He was gone before the smith could look round.

The same night Rienzi, retiring to rest, said to Angelo
Villani—“A bold but necessary measure this of minel
How do the people take it?”
 “They murmur a little, but seem to recognise the neces-
sity. Cecco del Vecchio was the loudest grumbler, but
is now the loudest approver.”

" ““The man is rough; he once deserted me;—bub then
that fatal excommunication! He and the Romans learned
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o bitter lesson in that desertion, and experience has, I
trust, taught them to be honest. Well, if this tax be raised
quietly, in two years Rome will be again the ‘Queen of
Italy;—her army manned— her Republic formed; and then
~—then »

“Then what, Senator?”

“Why then, my Angelo, Cola di Rienzi may die in
peacel There is a want which a profound experience of
power and pomp brings at last to us—a want gnawing as
that of hunger, wearing as that of sleep!—my Angelo, it is
want to die!”

“My Lord, I would give this right hand,” cried Villani,
earnestly, * to-hear you say you were attached to life!”

“You are a good youth, Angelo!” said Rienzi, as he
passed to Nina’s chamber; and in her smile and wistful
tenderness, forgot for a while—that he was a great man!

CHAPTER VIII
THE THRESHOLD OF THE EVENT

The next morning the Senator of Rome held high Court
in the Capitol. From Florence, from Padua, from Pisa,
even from Milan (the dominion of the Visconti), from
Naples,—came Ambassadors to welcome his return, or
to thank him for having freed Italy from the freebooter
De Montreal. Venice alone, who held in her pay the
Grand Company, stood aloof. Never had Rienzi seemed
more prosperous and more powerful, and never had he
exhibited & more easy and cheerful majesty ofdemeanour.

_ Soarce was the audience over, when a messenger .arrived
from Palestrina. The town had surrendered, the Colonna
bad departed, and the standard of the Senator waved
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from the walls of the last hold of the rebellious Barons.
Rome might now at length consider herself free, and not
a foe seemed left to menace the repose of Rienzi.

The Court dissolved. The Senator, elated and joyous,
repaired towards his private apartments, previous to the
banquet given to the Ambassadors. Villani met him
with his wonted sombre aspect.

“No sadness to-day, my Angelo,” eaid the Senator, gaily;
*“Palestrina is ours!”

“I am glad to hear such news, and to see my Lord of
so fair a mien,” answered Angelo. ‘“Does he not now
desire life?”

“Till Roman virtue revives, perhaps—yes! Rut thus
are we fools of Fortune;—to-day glad—to-morrow de-
jected!”

“To.morrow,” repeated Villani, mechanically: “Ay—to-
morrow perhaps dejected.”

“Thou playest with my words, boy,” said Rienzi, half
angrily, as he turned away.

But Villani heeded not the displeasure of his Lord.

The banquet was thronged and brilliant; and Rienzi
that day, without an effort, played the courtecus host.

Milanese, Paduan, Pisan, Neapolitan, vied with each
other in attracting the smiles of the potent Senator. Pro-
digal were their compliments—lavish their promises of
support, No monarch in Italy seemed more securely
throned.

The banquet was over (as usual on state occasions) at
an early hour; and Rienzi, somewhat heated with wine,
strolled forth alone from the Capitol. Bending his solitary
steps towards the Palatine, he saw tle pale and veil-like
wmists that succeed the sunset, gather over the wild grass
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which waves above the Palace of the Cesars. On s mound
of ruins (column and arch overthrown) he stood, with
folded arms, musing and intent. In the distance lay the
melancholy tombs of the Campagna, and the circling
hills, crested with the purple hues soon to melt beneath
the starlight. Not a breeze stirred the dark cypress and
unwaving pine. There was something awful in the stillness
of the skies, hushing the desolate grandeur of the earth
below. Many and mingled were the thoughts that swept
over Rienzi’s breast: memory was busy at his:heart. How
often, in his youth, had he trodden the same spot!—what
visions had he nursed!-—what hopes conceived! In the
turbulence of his later life, Memory had long slept; but
abt ‘that hour, she reasserted her shadowy reign with a
despotism that seemed prophetic. He was wandering—
& boy, with his young brother, hand in hand, by the river
side at eve: anon he saw a pale face and gory side, and once
more uttered his imprecations of revenge! His firat suc-
cesges, his virgin triumphs, his secret love, his fame, his
power, his reverses, the hermitage of Maiella, the dungeon
of Avignon, the triumphal return to Rome,—all swept
across his breast with a distinctness as if he were living
those scenes again!—and now/—he shrunk from the present,
and descended the -hill. The moon, already risen, shed
her light over the Forum, as he passed through its mingled
ruins. By the Teraple of Jupiter, two figures suddenly
emerged; the moonlight fell upon their faces, and Rienzi
recognised Cecco del Vecchio and Angelo Villani. They
saw him not; but, eagerly conversing, disappeared by the
Arch of Trajan.

87



2 E X B AR B

TP By L A BRI B OB R MRS T AR B , B — 3l
Bk CRARSHEIRAN T )  FERN LR Ax, B AE IR A0 R)
HESE AORNBIN Y, B B AR I L, TR (5,
AJB G, AR T 3B R (RIBAE Th 2 18 oy
M R BHE AR, RZSERERR, A 2T s 1
O AR RASTIRAE o B DRIOAE 0 P B 2 B AR S A
D RB IR, M RS, EBESR
| —— B AE 2 B D ST | —— R S A
WF | S BIERAE AR, R A BEE T BB
T B R, A AR O T S ], WA TR
AR B 7 MR — A BT, A 36 T
B0, BRI, SIS SAMRBR—E5
66 R, SRR L R — B B T, AL SRR B, BRSO
R MR E— KA Ty, M — R 3R,
IR BRI , A B R . LSBTy M RS, B P
%, BWRECEE, FERORE—2RCES Dy
B, AAERAS A ER, AR, R Y
FIBA BT —— B T B —— R DI B, B e
Fo ELAR A, B iR AT 15 AR BLE RS , 00 IRE R
ik AE A AR R T r E t A o
IR AT Y L DR A L A BRSO T o P
A R HrVRETIEES, ERHR RIS
BT,

57



THE LION OF BASALT

“Villani! ever active in my servicel”” thought the Senator;
“methinks this morning I spoke to him harshly—it was
churlish in me!”

He re-entered the Place of the Capltol——he stood by the
staircase of the Lion; there was a red stain upon the pave-
ment, unobliterated since Montreal’s execution, and the
Senator drew himself aside with an inward shudder. Was
it the ghastly and spectral light of the Moon, or did the
face of that old Egyptian Monster wear an aspect that
was a8 of life? The stony eyeballs seemed bent upon him
with a malignant scowl; and as he passed on, and looked
behind, they appeared almost preternaturally to follow
his steps. A chill, he knew not why, sunk into his heart.
He hastened to regain his palace. The sentinels made
way for him,

“Senator,” said one of them, doubtmgly, “Messere
Angelo Villani is our new captain—we are to obey his
orderst”

‘“Assuredly,” returned the Senator, passing on. The
man lingered uneasily, as if he would have spoken, but
Rienzi observed it not. Seeking his chamber, he found
Nina and Irene waiting for him. His heart yearned! to
his wife. Care and toil had of late driven her from his
thoughts, and he felt it remorsefully, as he gazed upon
her noble face, softened by the solicitude of untiring and
anxious love,

“Sweetest,” said he, winding his arms around her, ten-
derly; “thy lips never chide me, but thine eyes sometimes
dol We have been apart too long. Brighter days dawn
upon us, when I shall have leisure to thank thee for all
thy care. And you, my fair sister, you smile on me!—

lyearned i #4.
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ah, you have heard that your lover, ere this, is released
by the cession of Palestrina, and to-morrow’s sun will
see him at your feet. Despite all the cares of the.day,
I remembered thee, my Irene, and sent a messenger to
bring back the blush to that pale cheek. Come, come, we
shall be happy again!” And with that domestic fondness
common to him, when harsher thoughts permitted, ke
sate himself beside the two persons dearest to his hearth-
and heart. )

“So happy—if we could have many hours like this!”
murmured Nina, sinking on his breast. “Yet sometimes
I wish—"

“And I too,” interrupted Rienzi; “for I read thy wo-
man’s thought—I too sometimes wish that fate had placed
us in the lowlier valleys of life! But it may come yet!
Irene wedded to. Adrian—Rome married to Liberty—
and then, Nina; methinks you and I would find some
quiet hermitage, and talk over old gauds and triumphs,
as of a summer’s dream. Beéautiful, kiss me! Couldst
thou resign these pomps?”

“For a desert with thee, Colal” . . .

CHAPTER THE LAST
THE CLOSE OF THE OHASE

Rienzi flew to his sword; the door was thrown rudely
open, and. a- figure in. complete armour appeared within
the chamber.,

“How! what. means: this?>’ said Rienzi;, standing before
Nina, with his drawn sword.

The intruder lifted his visor—it was Adrian Colonna.

“Fly, . Rienzil—hasten, Signora! Thank.Heaven, I can
save ye yet! Mygelf and train released by the capture
of Palestrina, the pain of my wound detained me- Jast
night at Tivoli. The town was, filled: with armed men—
not thine, Senator. I heard.rumours that. alarmed me.
I resolved to proceed onward-—I reached’ Rome, the gates-
of the city were wide open!”

((Howl,’
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THE LION OF BASALT

“Your guard gone. Presently I came upon a band of
the retainers of the Savelli. . My insignia, as a Colonna,
misled them. I learned that this very hour some of your
enereies are within the city, the rest are on their march—
the people themselves arm against you. In the obscurer
streets I passed through, the mob were already forming.
They took me for thy foe, and shouted. I came hither—
thy sentries have vanished. The private door below is
unbarred and open. :Not a soul seems left in thy palace.
Haste—fly—save thyself |—Where is Irene?”

+““The. Capitol deserted!—impossible!” cried Rienzi. He
étrodé across the chambers to the ante-room, where his
nightguard usually waited—it was empty! He passed
hagtily to Villani’s room—it was untenanted! He would
have passed farther, but the doors were secured without.
It was evident that all egress had been cut off, save by the
private door below,—and that had been left open to admit
his murtherers!

He returned to his room—Nina had already gone to
rouse and prepare Irene, whose chamber was on the other
side, within one of their own.

“Quick, Senator!” said Adrian. ‘‘Methinks there is yet
time. We must make across to the Tiber. I have sta-
tioned my faithful squires and Northmen there. A boat
waits us.”

“Hark!” interrupted Rienzi, whose senses had of late
been preternaturally quickened. I hear a distant shout—
a familier shout, ‘Viva ’l Popolo! Why, 80 say I These
must be friends.”

“[Deceive not thyself; thou hast scarce a friend at Rome.”

“MHist!” said Rienzi, in a whisper; “save Nina—save
¥séico, I cannot accompany thee.”
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THE LION OF BASALY

“Art thou mad?”

“No! but fearless. Besides, did I accompany, I might
but destroy you all. Were I found with you, you would
be massacred with me. Without me ye are safe. Yes,
even the Senator’s wife and sister have proveked no revenge.
Save them, noble Colonna!: Cola di Rienzi puts his trust
in-God alone!”

By this time Nina had returned; Irene with her. -Afar
was heard the tramp—steady—slow—gathering—of the
fatal multitude.

" “Now, Cola,” said Nina, with a bold and cheerful air,
and she took her husband’s arm, while Adrian had already
found his charge in Irene,

“Yes, now, Nina!” said Rienzi; “at length we part!
If this is my last hour—in my last hour I pray God to
bless and shield thee! for verily, thou hast been my ex-
ceeding solace—provident as a parent, tender as & child,
the smile of my hearth, the—the——"

Rienzi was almost unmanned! Emotions, deep, con-
flicting, unspeakably fond and grateful, literally choked
his speech.

“What,” cried Nina, clinging to his breast, and parting
her hair from her eyes, as she -dought his averted face.
“Part!—never! This is my place—all ‘Rome shall not
tear me from it!”

Adrian, in despair, se17ed her hand, and attempbed to
drag her thence.

““Touch me not, sirl” paid Nina, waving her arm with
angry majesty, while her eyes sparkled as a lioness; whom
the huntsmen would sever from her young. “I am the

lunmanmned R 4 B 35.
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THEE LION OF BASALT.

wife of Cola di Rienza, the Great Senator of Rome, ard
by his side will I live and die!”

. “Take her hence: quickl—quick! I hear the crowd
advancing.”

Irene tore herself from Adrian, and fell at the feet of
Rienzi—she clasped his knees.

“Come, my.brother, come! Why lose these precious
moments? Rome forbids you to cast away a life in which
her very self is bound up.”

“Right, Irene; Rome is bound up with me, and we will
rise or fall togetherl—no morel” '

“You destroy us alll” gaid Adrian, with generous and
impatient warmth. ‘A few minutes more, and we are
lost. Rash man! itis not to fall by an infuriate mob that
you have been preserved from so many dangers.”

“I believe it,” said the Senator, as his tall form seemed
to dilate as with the greatness of his own soul. “I shall
triumph yet! Never shall mine enemies—never shall
posterity say that a second time Rienzi abandoned Rome!
Hark! ‘Viva'l Popolo!’ still the ery of ‘THE ProrLe.
That cry scares none but tyrants! I shall triumph and
survive!”

“And I with thee!” said Nina; firmly.: Rienzi paused
a moment, gazed on his wife, passionately olasped her to
his heart, kissed her again and again, and then said, “Nina,
I command thee,—Gol"

“Never|”

He paused. Irene’s face, drowned in tears, met his eyes.

“We will all perish with you,” said his sister; “you only,
Adrian, you leave usl®.

4.
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“Be it 80,” said the Knight, sadly; “we will all remain,”
»nd he desisted at once from further effort.

There was a dead but short pause, broken but by a
convulsive sob from Irene. The tramp of the raging
thousands sounded fearfully distinct. Rienzi seemed Jost
in thought—then lifting his head, he said, calmly, “Ye
have trinmphed—I join ye—I but collect these papers,
and follow you. Quick, Adrian—save theml” and he
pointed meaningly to Nina.

Waiting no other hint, the young Colonna seized Nina
in his strong grasp—with his left hand he supported Irene,
who with terror and excitement was. almost ingensible.
Rienzi relieved him of the lighter load—he took his sister
in his arms, and descended .the winding stairs. Nina
remained passive—she heard. ‘her husband’s step behind,
it was enough for her—shse. but turned .once to thank him
with her eyes. A tall Northman cl&d in armour stood at
the open door. Rienzi placed Irene, now perfectly hfeless
in the soldier’s arms, and kissed her pale cheek in silence.

“Quick, my Lord,?’ said the Northman, “on. all sides
they come!” 8o saying, he bounded.down, the descent
with hig burthen. Adrian folloyed with Nm&, the Senator
paused one moment, turned back, and was in his room ere
Adrian was aware that he had ~vanished. ‘

Hastily he drew the coverhd frpm his begl, faabened it
to the casement bars, and by its aid dropped (at a distance
of several feet) into the balcony below. “I will not die
like a rat,” said he, “in the trap they have set for me!
The whole crowd shall, at:-least, see and. hear me.”

. This was the work of a moment..

Meanwhile, Nina had scarcely procceded six paces,

before she discovered that she was alone with Adrian.
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‘““Hal Cola!” she cried, “where is he? he has gonel!”

“Take heart, Lady, he has returned but for some secret
papers he has forgotten. He will follow us anon.”

“Let us wait, then.” .

“Lady,” said Adrian, grinding his teeth, “hear you not
the crowd?—on, on!” and he flew with a swifter step.
Nina struggled in his grasp—TLove gave her the strength
of despair. With a wild laugh she broke from him. She
flew back—the door was closed—but unbarred—her
trembling hands lingered a moment round the spring.
She opened it, drew the heavy bolt across the panels, and
frustrated ‘all attempt from Adrian to regain her. She
was on the stairs—she was in the room. Rienzi was
gone! She fled, shrieking his name, through the State
Chambers—all was desolate. . .

He pointed to the Gonfalon,! wrought with the Republican
motto and arms of Rome, and thus he began:—

“I t00 am & Roman and a Citizen; hear me!”

“Hear him not! hear him not! his false tongue can charm
away our senses!” cried a voice louder than his own; and
Rienzi recognised Cecco del Vecchio.

. “Hear him not! down with the tyrant!” cried a more
shrill and youthful tone; and by the side of the artisan
stood Angelo Villani.

“Hear him not! .death to the death- glver"’ cned a voice
close at hand, and from . the grating of the neighbouring
prison glared near upon him, as the eye of a tlger the
vengeful gaze of the brother of Montreal.

Then from Earth to Heaven rose the' roar— “Down
with the tyrant-—down with him who taxed the people!”

i Gonfalon B 5 & B
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THE LION OF BASALT

A shower of stones rattled on the mail of the Senator,—
still he stirred not. No changing muscle betokened fear,
His persuasion of his own wonderful powers of eloguence,
if he could but be heard, inspired him yet with hope; ke
stood collected his own indignant, but determined thoughts;
—but the knowledge of that very eloquence was now his
deadliest foe. The leaders of the multitude trembled
lest he should be heard; ‘‘and doubtless,” says the contem-
poraneous biographer, “had he but spoken he would have
changed them all, and the work been marred.”

The soldiers of the Barons had already mixed themselves
with the throng—more deadly weapons. than stones aided
the wrath of the multitude-—darts and arrows darkened
the air; and now a voice was heard shrieking, “Way for
the torches!” And red in the sunlight the torches tossed
and waved, and danced to and fro, above the heads of
the crowd, as if the fiends were let; loose amongst the mob!
And what place in hell kath fiends like those a mad mob
can furnish? Straw, and wood, and litter, were. piled
hastijly round the great doors of the Capitol, and the smoke
curled suddenly up, beating back the rush of the assailants.

Rienzi was. no longer -vigible, an arrow had pierced his
hand—the right hand that supported the, flag of Rome—
the right hand that had given a constitution to the Re-
public. He retired from the storm into the desolate hall,

He sat down;—and tears, springing from no weak and
woman source, but, tears from the: loftiest fountain of
emotion—tears that befit a warrior when his own troops
desert him—a patriot when his countrymen rush ‘to their
own doom—a father when his children rebel against his
love—tears such as these forced themselves from hias eyes
and relieved—bub they changed, his heart!
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*‘Enough, enough!’ he said, presently rising and dashing
the drops scornfully away; “I have risked, dared, toiled
enough for this dastard and degenerate race. I will yet
bafle their malice—I renounce the thought of which they
afe 8o little worthy! Iet Rome perish! I feel, at last,
that I am nobler than my countryl—she deserves not so
high a sacrifice?” . . .

A soldier (one of his own) seized him. ‘“Pass not—
whither goest thou$”

“Beware, lest the Senator escape disguised!” cried a
voice behind—it was Villani’s. The concealing load was
torn from his head—Rienzi stood revealed!

“I am the Senator!” he said in a loud voice. “Who dare
touch the Representative of the People?”’ .

“Die, tyrant!”. cried Cecco del Vecchio; and he plunged
his dagger in the Senator’s breast.

“Die, executioner of Montreall” muttered Villani: “‘thus
the trust is fulfilled!” and his was the second stroke. Then
as he drew back, and saw the artisan in all the drunken
fury of his brute passion, tossing up his cap, shouting
aloud, and spurning the fallen lion—the young man gazed
upon him with a look of withering and bitter scorn, and
said, while the sheathed his blade, and slowly turned to
quit the crowd—

“Fool, miserable fooll thou and these at least had no
blood of kindred to avenge!l”

" They heeded not his words—they saw him not depart;
for as Rienzi, without a word, without a groan, fell to the
earth—as the roaring waves of the multitude closed over
him—a voice, shrill, sharp, and wild, was heard above all
the clamour. At the casement of the Palace (the casement
of her bridal chamber) Nina stood!—through the flames
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THE LION OF BASALT

that burst below and around, her face and outstretched
arms- alone visible! Ere yet the sound -of that thrilling
cry passed from' the air, down with a mighty crash thun-
dered that whole wing of the Capitol-—s blackened and
smouldering mass.
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