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THE TWO0 BROTHERS,

. An Artist’s Story.

CHAPTER XV,

The subject matter of this last chapter is
gathered entirely from Boyno's own words; atter
his recovery from brain fever, 1 was for some time
constantly with him, and at various opportunities
he imparted to me by short aud broken episodes
the story of his former life, As his information
was given in so fragmentary and abrupt a man-
ner, I have thrown it into the form of a narrative,
hoping, by that wmeans, to give the reader a
shorter and clearer account than they could have
glea :ed from his verdatim revelations.

In the spring of 1832 two Polish gentlemen,
young, well-horn and brave, came to Rome; they
were brothers, and, with many points of resem-
blance both in mind and person, were yet essen-
tially dissimilar. Leon Chojnacki, the elder of
the two, was dark and handsome, with a tall sup-
ple tigure, and had the cunning of a tiger and
the courage of a lion; his chiet pleasures con-
sisted in wild exciting sports and in fighting (for.
both were soldiers); yet, he bad some good qual-
ities, and, with a -certain sort of chivalric senge
of honor and generosity, possessed also a bold,
democratic spirit, that would easily dazzle, if it
could not command, a people in revolt. Adam,
the younger Dbrother, .was slighter in person,
taough tall and finely-formed, and had a face of
more reflned expression and lighter complexion
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than Leon; his character differed no less; equally
brave, he was less of a dare-devil and more of a
civilian; his tastes were more peaceful. and sed-
entary, his habits less irregular and reckless.
No wonder the two brothers never agreed, except
in one thing—this was a bitter hatred of despot-
ism and a wild desire to shake it off :nd be iree.
Both had taken part in the revolution, and both,
atter many hardships and difficulties, arrived at
Ro.e as I have belore said, in the spring of 1832.
They were poor, but Leon gained great sums of
money by gambling, and Adam, whosec habits

were simple and penurious, spent his time in

painting, "music, &e., tor which he had some
taste. : :

It bappened, that after the course of some
months Adam became aware of a great change
having taken place in the conduct and manners
of bhis brother Leon. He gambled no less, but he
gave up in great part his loose companions, or
at' least appeared to do so; his dress became
more soigné, he atfected greater polish and gen-
tleiness of manner. Ie was in love. :

There was'at that time in Rome an Itulian no-
bleman of the old family of Castalio, who, rained
in fortune and character, fréequented the gam-
bling- table which had so increased the funds of
Leon Chajnacki; , and the two men became great
Iriends. Castalio was about fitty, of luxurious
habits, anid no morals to speak of; the sole aim
and religion of his life was money and’ pleasure.
He could not do without his wine; he could not
turn his hand to an honest trade. No wonder
that he and the elder ‘Chojnacki soon got leagued
together in a system of underband wachinations,
‘in which 1alse play and every species of gambling
manceuvre were the moving springs. For some
time both were very successtul; Chojnacki, how-
ever, won the most at all imes; and, though a
certain part of' the spoils were equally diviﬁed,
his purse wag always iull to_overflowing, which
awakened the envy of his colleague. He soon,

. however, found means to obtain complete power
over him. One day as Leon accompanied the
intoxicated count home late at night, a young
girl, with dark sorrowful ees, and pale, passion-
ate, beautifal face. stood on the balustrade. At
the sight of her father she rushed up to Choj-
nacki, and exclaimed, with clasped hands and
streaming eyes: ‘

** How kind, how good of you, to have brought
him from that place—may all the saints bless you
and reward you.” . :

Her words went like an arrow to his heart;
and, after that day, the image of the young Ital-
ian was ever with him. Tor the tirst time T\e felt
a secret horror at his degraded lite, and, for the
first time, something like repentance. A burn-
ing desire possessed him to go again to the pa-
lazzo, and, atter some days of surly persistence
in.the old routiue, he could bear it no lonwer.
He wont several succeeding days, and each time
saw the enthusiastic and grateful Olympia; who,
far from always being the pale, sorrowful girl
that e had first seen, dzveloped, on turther ac-
quaintance, into an arch, coquettish little beauty
—one moment bewildering him with a sanle of
fair promise, at another flying sprite-like at his
approach.

This sort of courtship, though it entangled
Chojaacki more and more;
for he wag a restless, impatient lover; and one
morning when the count grambled at his part-
ner’s superior luck, he threw the bag of money to
him, saying— .

‘¢ All this you shall have, and as much more as
you like, if ¢
marriage.”

Chojnacki bad outwitted himself ii his impa-
tience, for the old count, seeinz that he was
really in earnest, seized the opportunity of get-
ting him into his power. He, therefore, beat
about the bush, affected an extreme of parentai
fondness, urged his daughter's youth, &c., but
finished by half promising him "her hand ulli-
mately. It may be supposed that Chojnacki's
flery nature chated at the delay, but being equally
cunning in turn, he pretended to be quite satis-

did not satisly him, |

you will give me your daughter in "

fled with this arrangement, merely asking to be
allowed to continue his visits at the palazzo.
‘The other consented; and now Chojnacki, whilst
endeavoring hy every means in his power to fas-
cinate the young Olympla, pursued at the same

father. Meantime another obstacle had arisen
which he little guessed of. He little guessed that
the same fair face for which he was hazarding
and striving so much, had become the star and
idolatry oﬁ_ﬁs brother Adam’s quiet life. It has
:studies and bagatelles; and whilst sketching a
.column of the church ot St. Agnes, his eyes bad
beeu first attracted by Olympia asshé passed in
to pay ber devotions. It was easy for him to find
out her name and residence, and a very few eve-

engaged at play—when the lake by the old palace
was still and dark in the twilight, he swam across,
and, concealing himsel! wmongst the shrubberies,
waited till the light appeared in her window, and
then chanted a pﬁaintivc and possionate fove-song
to the accompaniment of his guitar, He sang
well, for his taste was exquisite and his voice {ull
and rich. -Olympia idolized musie, and it was

ric and ardent a lover. Consequently, one even-.
inz a8 he played, the window was thrown up and
a Hower fell at his feet. He pressed it to hislips,
and, placing it in big bosom, treasured the wild-
est hopes that his love might be returned. Some
days passed, and one evening Olympia found a
letter on her bedroom floor, which had- been tied
to a pebble and thrown in. On opening it she
disctivered her withered flower and the iollowing
words:

¢ By this token, and by the depth and passion-
ateness of my love, I take vourags to address
you. May I speak to you—may I see you, it only
for one minute? I am near—within hearing.”

dt must be remembered that Olympia was
motherless—an orphan.I might almost say—and
but seventeen. What wonder that a joyiul, tri-
umphant sensation thrilled her frame, and that
she stood breatkless, glowing, irresolute, with
the love-letter in her band? What wonder that
she drew her scarf around her shoulders and
descended into the garden?. .

And she was noi disappointed in her lover..

found him to be refined in mind and polished in
manner; therefore she consented to bis entreaties
that he might come again, and they had many
meetings. :

Did she love him? It woulll be hard (o say;
but she was so young, so lovely, and so inexpe-
rienced, that we can pardon her if she deceived
herself and him also.

One evening, when Adam returned from the
palace garden, his face radiant with happiness,
his heart beating high with hopefulness and love
—he tound his brother Leon home before him;
He was counting a heap of gold at the table, and,
%ooklﬁ]g up, said with a kind of wild, triumphant
augh: . _ :

¢“See here, my brother, how lucky I am! This
buys for me the brightest pair of eyes in all Rome.
To-morrow, if you like, 1 will introduce you to
my bride.” e :

careless y, for, as I have before said, there was
little intevcourse of ideas and little sympathetic
feeling between the two,

‘As higb-horn and lovely a lady as prince
might be proud to woo; well, your curiosity shall
be gra’ifiad. I am going to marry Olympia di
Castalio, -the grand-daughter of a ducal prince,
and the most Deatitul gh:‘i in Rome.”

Adam made no reply, but e turned sick and
faint from intense mental agony, and with diffi-
cuity prevented himself from fainting. Too ab-
sorbed in his.own thoughts and occupation Lo
notice his brother’s sudden a%.tatiou, Leon con-
tinued counting out the ‘gold .pieces in little
heaps, and, after & few moments, added in a
whisper: :

‘‘Hist, brother Adam, come and sit down

time his deep-laid policy ot entrapping her

ihbeen seen that he spent his time in dreamy art- t
Jibe Count Kalinski at once

nings atterwards—when Leon would be busily

natural that she should be Hattered by so chival-.

She found him courtly, handsome, winning; she |

*‘ And -pray.-who may she be?” asked Adam, .

whilst I-tell you a secret: Ityom-gowith me to
sec my lady-love, you must play- my cards—do .
you understand. Know, then, that the count,
ber father, though poor as a saint is proud as the
devil, and I have exerted no common cleverness
to-get round him. Tor this purpose I have.
dropped my name of Chojnacki, and am instead
‘Count Leon Kalinsk’, with large -estates in Gali-
cia, which [ shall get back when—the devil
knows. But what matters a.harmless lie of that
sort.? Besides, it is only half a lie, after. all, for
it it is provec that our cousin Max is dead I shall .
; and 1f we have luck,
an(—" o D e .
Here he stepped up to his. brother. and whis- .
pered hoarsely— . . . S

“‘If we have luck and can Lunt the damnable
despots trom our country, why we shall all have
estates in plenty. But you have not heard all
my story yet. The count is involved in territic,
difficulties of debt; if'somebody doesn’t help him,
or something fall down from heaven in the shape
of money, he must either shoot himself or go to
prison. I want his daughter and I show him this
money; the bargaino is EQne, at once.”

Adam could endure’ no moré. Muttering
some incoherent words in reply, .he rushed down
stairs, and, hareheaded as one gone mad from
iright, he set off at his swiftest pace to the Pa-
lazzo di Castalio. Swimming across the lake, in
less than a quarter cf an hour from the time he
had started he stood beneath Olympia’s window,
pale, dripping from head to foot, and shivering -
irom utter exhaustion and suspense. All was
silence and darkness at the place, and not till he
had several times thrown up his handkerchief
-against the window-panes, called her name and
sang talteringly a ver:ze of her most favorite song,
did he succeed in making his presence known.
At length the casement was partly opebed, and
the well-known gentle.voics whispered his name.

The sound of that voice called up all the pas-
sion and recklessness of the Chojnacki blood.
Springing lightly on the basement of the jutting
oriel below, he succeeded in planting one toot in
the irregular brickwork that ran above it, and at
the imminent risk of’ breaking his neck vaulted
over into the balcony of his mistress’s room. The
memory o¢ that interview will remain with Adam
Chojnacki to his dying day.. Kneeling at Olym-
pia’s feet, her glocions hair falling around h's
neck, her littie bands clasped within his own, Le
poured out all bis tale of passion and despair.
The revelation of her father’s design came like
sudden blow to the unsuspecting girl, but she
did not despair. .

“I do not love your, brother,” she said, reso-
lutely, ‘‘and I will not be induced to marry him.
My father has no: sufficient affection for me to .
consult my happiness, what right has he to ex-
pect my obedience ?”? - o

He pressed her to give him a word of promise
for the future, or a pledge that she returned his
love; but this she retused to do.

‘“You are a kind, a dear and valued friend to
me, Adam,” ghe replied, . ¢and your friendship is
dearer to me than anything else in the world. I
cannot think of marriage yet; but we have youth
and Italy, and love and music—is not that
enough?”’ :

She wound her white hands .around his neek,
she pressed a kiss upon his burning brow, she
called him her dear friend and protector, she pro-
mised to do nothing without his counsel; and so
they parted—never, never to meet again,

The next morning, when the count announced
to Olympia that she must prepare to receive
Count Leon Kalinski as het lover, she openly de-
clared her refusal to comply with his wishes.
¢ The day is gone,” she said, ¢ whena fathers
will is law; and rather than be compelled to mar-
Ty a man I Qo not love, 1 would die by my own.
hand or enter a convent. How can you expect
me. to love or honor you—you, who would basely

sell me to a.gambler for gold? I will work for

‘you, T -vill live on bread and water, I will sell my

.mother’s jewels and my wardrobe even, to help to
iquidate your debts; but marry this Kalinski, -
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who is almost a stranger to'me, and whom I feel
that I caunot love—I cannot, and, moreover, {
will not do.” :

Some show of resistanice on his daughater’s part’

the count had expected, but this determined and
spirited defiance’ dumb-founded him, awed him;
101, Jike most bad men, he’ was a great coward,
and he went from lier presence crest~allen and
perplexed. One“thin%"he wag utterly at a loss to

comprehend—how had Olympia obtaineda know-

ledge of his money dealings with Chojnacki? He

spent some- bours pacing backwards and for-
wards in bis room, chafing with rage and at in-
tervals' mattering angry threats-against Olympia

and the unknown triend who had let her into bis-

secrat. . Night;*as usudl, tound him: on his:way to
bis old haunts; but he had bardly set foot outside

- the palace gates when a note from Chojnacki was
put mte his hand, to the following effect:

«It you value your neck, don't show yourself:

in the streets-to-night, and make the b.s$ or your
way out of Roae at the break of day. Our devil-
ries have got wind, and if we are caught ‘twill be
atill work, Your safety is as necessary as my
own, and mine is as necessary to yourself; so be
.carctul. Shut your mouth, putyour money away
(it you have any), and go north. Let your daugh-
ter follow; and when tie affair is blown over we
can return to Rome, -and sheshalllive like a prin-
cess. Meet me at Ivrea, or thercabouts.”’

I must hasten to the conclusion of this narra-
tive. Thal same nizht Castalio and Chojnacki
left Rome by diderent routes, and Olympix was
lott under'the charge of an old servant; but dim-
1y comprehending the cause of her tather’s sud-

den departure, she was too glad at being freed |

from his threats and importunities to he unhappy
in his absence. She should see her generous, ac-
complished lover; they would have happy, happy
hours over books, and masic and drawingz; he
would teach her to sing and to paint. Ah! what
‘g -blessed interval of peace and pleasantness was
in prospective before ber. ‘ ]

But that interval never came:” Night passed
away, and she watcheéd in vain for that form that
was wont to cross the lake-and hasten over the

.turf towards her window. Day broke and no

Jow-toned passionate songs wer: poured out be-
‘neath the oriel; no handkerchiefs were thrown
against the glass-pane; no voice 1}111rmu1'e:1 “ An-
giola mial” and, though she waited and watched
for days, and weeks and months, with loosened
hair at the ¢isement, pale, trembling and tearfal
—Adam never came again.

It is dificult to discover the first suSpector and
the first breather of o 'suspicion where a crime at-
fects great numbers, and is one in which many
who have been the lozers have also been the parti-
cipators. One thing, however, is certain, that
Adam Chojnacki was entirely innocent alike of his

brother’s uaderhand deéalings and of bis sudden’

downfall—for it was a downfall at once from pow-
er and wealth and conspicuous superiorvity of
cunning, to hatred and beggary and moriilica
tion. All who had hitherto feared him at the
first stone thrown were ready .87, and revela-
tions were made that startled even the most sus-
picious, lor none knew with what skiil he had
layed. C . :
r Avda.‘:ri had bheen 1o less duped, and it was with
no smM Cegree ot horror and amazement that,
towards evening, as he prepared to set torth to
the palace, he Saw armed men enter the apart-
ment and heard the crimes ot which his brother
was accused. Passionate and hot-slooded al-
ways, he flatly denied the charge. He was an-
swered only by smiles'of sinister meaning and by
one of the officers lnocking the door, quiefly pock-
cting the key, whilst two others proceeded to
search the room. Heaps of silver money were
found, with banknotes, letters of credit and bet-
ting-books stowed away in difterent p'aces; for,
in the hurry ot flight, Cojnacki had ounly thought
of his own satfety and the available gold he had
about him. One old escritoire, marked with
Adam’s name, was found under the bed, and in it
were some foreign notes and Napoleons. From
that moment Adam’s fate was sealed, Why had

N

' servant she made her way to England.

‘taer.

he openly denied his brother’s crime ? How coald
be be ignorant of proceedings which brought mo-
ney and papers so suspiciously -under his very
nose? How could he help knowing the whole
secrel, and did not the money in- Lis ezcritoire
clearly tell his participation in it ?

Had Adam taken the matter quietly, there is
little doubt that his inneceffce would have been
very soon estabiished; but it was not in his na-
ture tamely to submit .to so gross an injustice,
and he resisted the officers so. ticrcely, that he
received a severe.wound in the arm, and was car-
ried to prison faint, bleeding and raging inward-
1y like 2 ‘bafled lion. : RS

gession of his'mind, and seethed and burned with
such o dzmoniac conviction that it we'l nigh
drove him mad. His passion for Olympia had]
been discovered; she was the victim o a tfoul
plot concerted by Leon. Some base story con-
cerning him would be. fabricated to her, and by
torce of threats and persuasion, she would be in-
duced to marry him—his brother—his enemy.

No tale of human suffering has ever equalled
this cpisode of his life as reported to me by Adam
Chojnacki. Barred out from lizht ond air and all
communication with the outer world, cick and
despairing at heart, tortured and tevered in body,
confined for the ¢rime of resistlng a false charge,
or (for he hardly knew which) the sin ot another;
separated by so deep a gulf irom the woman he
wildly idolized, and feeling that the one tor whom
he setfered unjustly was enjoying the same air
and light and liberty beside her—her by whom he
believed himself beloved—what wonder that he
grew mad ?

He to'd me that, all through his temporary in-
sanity, he imagined himself'to be in hell, and saw
ever and ever before him a black lake, beyond
which rose a fair shore, and there walked Qlym-d
pin, whire-robed, beautiful and spiritualized,
beckoning to him Cay and mght, but in vain.
‘Sometimes demons held him back; sometimes he
was bound by heavyciams, which clanked $nd
clanked til¥ all hell echoed back the noise; some-
times he felt that he was dead. When he recov-
erad—for his madness lasted some months after
kis liberation—he found himselr in a fisherman’s
hut on the southern coast ot France, where he
had heen carefully tended for Several weeks. The
simple, religious lives oi" the poor people touched
bim; the first devotional feeling of inany years
arose to his heart, and out of a rocky stone that
overlooks the sea he carved a cross, and iuscrib-
ed on it—** Out of gratitude to God for recovery
irom madness, Adam Chojnacki vowes eternal
peace to his enemies.”

He returned, however, to Rome under a dis-
guised name, but to find the Palazzo di Castalio
sold to unknown owuers, and ulympia, Leon,
the old count gone no one knew whither. Then
tollowed the life that T have described in my ior-
mer pages—a life of constant change and constant
unhappiness. I must now give, in a very tew
words, the subsequent history ot other actors in
this story. Olympia—oh, generous, beautiiu
friend! with what emotions I write your namel
yotng, friendless and enthusiastic—she couldro
long brook her dreary solitude. Unhappy at her
lover's strange disappearance, illled with fears for
the future, and burning for a life ot aclion and
independence, under the protection of a faithiul
Passion-
ately attached to music, and gified in no ordinary
degree, it is not surprising that she soon obtained
reputation and wealth. Her after career hasbeen
already laid before the reader:

When Leon Chojnacki and Count Castalio met,
it is easy Lo imagine that Chojuacki’s first suspi-
cions as to Olympia’s informer should be his bro-
Who else knew of their mutual bargain?
or who else that knew could tell her? A hun-
dred trifles belped to contirm this thought. He
now remembered ‘Adam’s strange silence at the
news ol his projected marriage—his strange pal-
lor, and his sudden ahsence. He also remember-
ed that Adam had.been in the habit of absenting

himsell every night, and that sometimes bis outer

.

coat had bLeen dripping wet 0. his retara. He
had swum the lake to avoid deiection by going
round the pub-ic eatrance. Black apprehersions
hilled Leon's mind—who elsc ‘should be the infor-
mer as to his secret dealings?—who else should
have set afloat the stories’ which bad well nigh
brought him to intamy and imprisonment? Who
else but Adam ? and tor his own peculiar purpos-
es. A deep halred filled the brotber’s heart, and
the more 80, because he dared not 2o to Rome to
claim his bride and win kis game yet. Then Cas-
talio received news of his daaghter’s flight and at
‘the sume time he was informed of Adam’s seizure

v s A i'dud release. His release was merely officially
! Left to solitude, one thought alone took pos-

announced; for at that time, Adam, though not
sutfering the penalty of the law, was too violent
to be set Iree, and he was removed trom the pris-
on to an adjoining building designed for the use
of sick and insane criminals. .

Chojnacki immediately set out for England on
his search, and, as we have seen, nefther his
search nor his hatred abated through ten long
years. Once or twice he iound trace, or fancied
he found trace of Adam; but of her, never.

After three years, more celebrated and rich,
Olympia came to Florence; and, having discov
ered that her father was in great want and mise.
ry at Genoa, 1ost no time in sending him money
sufficient for all his wants. Once she saw him,-
but the interview left so terrible an impression on
her mind, that she ncver broaght herself to re-
solve upon secing him agein,  Nor did ke wisa
it. Degraded by every kind of dissipation and
vice, there was no room in his nature tor a pure
and holy affection; and, though he received her
money greediiy, he gave no show of love in re-
turn. It was in that interview that she learned

L of the hatred of the two brothers Chojnacki, of

which she was the innocent cause; and this know-
ledge led her, several years atterwards, to couifide
to me the sealed paper containing the secret of
her flight and of their error. The count died at
Genoa a few months atter- his last interview with
Olympia; and a plain marble in St. Peier’s church
records his name, with these words— )

PRAY FOR ME.
* * L} ® » »

Reader, ii’ an artist has stepped somewhat out
of Lis place hy using his pen and not his peucil to
bring himsell betore the public, or if bis pen plea-
seg you less than his pencil may some times have
done, forgive me, and come to my studio, where
I have yet some pictured chronicles of this story
of my life. Alice will give you kindly welcome.
Tul then, adieu.
. THE END.

+ LIVES OF THE EARLY PAII‘I'I‘E\RS.~ ‘

BY MRS. JAMESON.

CORREGGIO AND GIORGIONE, AND THEIR
. SCHOLARS.

While the great painters ot the Florentine
school, with Michael Angelo at their head, were
carrying out the principle of form, and those of
Rome—the.foilowers and imitators of Raphael—
were carrying out the principle of expression;—
aind the first school deviating into exaggeration,
and the latter degenerating into mannerism—
there arosein the north of Italy two extraordinary
and original me», who, guided by their own indi-
vidual genius and temperament, took up difterent
principles, and worked them out to perfection.
Oune revelling in the illusions of chiaro'scurc, so
that to him all nature appeared clotheld in a soft
transparent veil of lights and shadows; the other
delighting in the luxurious depth of tints, and
beholding all nature steeped in the glow of an
Italian sunset. Theyfichose each their world, and
‘¢ drew after them a third part of heaven,”



