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ABELLINGO,
THE )
BRAVO OF VENICE.

—..*.o—
BOOK I.

CHarrER 1.—Venice.

IT was evening. Multitudes of light
»uds, -partislly illumined by the moon-
;ams, overspread the horizon, and through
em floated the full moon in tranquil ‘ma-
sty, while her splendor was reflected by
rery wave of the Adriatic Sea. All was
ished around; gently was the water ri
ed by the night wind; gently did the night
ind sigh through the co%nn nades of Venice.
1% was midnight—and still sat a stranger,
litary and sad, on the border of the great
mal. Now with a glance he measured the
attlements and proud towers of the city;
ad now he fixed his melancholy eyes upon

waters with a vacant stare. Xt length

spoke: o

“Wretch that T am! Whither shall I go? o
Jere it  in Venice, and what would it avail ©
o wander further? What will become. ©
ﬁe? All now slumber s»ve myself !

1 Lo

‘ .



6 " . ABALLINO.

Doge rests on his couch of down; the

gar’s head presses his straw pillow; bu
me there is no bed except the coid, d
earth! There isno gondolier 0 wret
but he knows where to find work by
and shelter by night—while I—while
Oh! dreadful is the destiny of which
- made the sport!” ’

He began to examine for the twen
time the pockets of his tattered garmen

“No! net one raolo, by heavens!-—a
hunger almost to death!”

He unsheathed his sword; he waved i
the moonshine, and sighed as he marked
glittering of the steel. :

¢“No, no! my old and true compan
thou and I must never part! Mine t
shalt remain, though I starve for it!
was not that a-golden time. when Va

ave thee to me, and when as she threw

It over my shoulders,I kissed thee andV
ria?* She has deserted us for another wo
but thou and I will never part in this.”

He wiped away a drop which hung
his eyelid.

¢“Psha! ’twas not a tear! the night wi
sharp and hitter, and makes the eyes w:
but as for tears—absurd! my weeping
are over!”’

‘And as he spoke, the unfortunate (for

"a by his discourse and situation he appe:
7 be) dashed his forehead against the ea

d his lips were already unclosed to cu
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[ pous wihivk—gesa_him heing. when he
henly seemed to recollect himself. He
ted his head on his elbow, and san
urnfully the burden of a song which haﬁ
»n delighted his childhood in the castle
H‘; ancestors.

ight!” he said to himself; ¢were I to
k under the weight of my destiny, I should
myself no longer.” ‘
it that moment he heard a rustling at no
at distance. Helooked around, and inan
acent street, which the moon faintly en- -
htened, he perceived a tall figure wrap-
l in a cloak, pacing slowly backwards and
wards. . T
¢ *Tis the hand.of God, which hath guided
n hither—Yes! Pll—DI’ll beg! Better to
y the beggaf in Venice; than .the villain
Naples; for the beggar’s heart may beat
’ly, though covered by rags.”
fe said, sprang from the ground, and has-
ed towards the adjoining street. Just as
entered it at one end, he perceived ano-
r flperson advancing through the other;
whose approach the first was no sooner
are, than he hastily retired into the sha-
v of a piazza, as if anxious to conceal
1self.
FWhat can this mean?” thought.our men-
mat. ¢‘Is yon eaves-dropperone of death’s
licensed ministers? Has he received;the
aining fee of some impatient heir, who
nts to possess the wealth of the unlucky
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_ knav i oer
carelﬁss and unconscious?’—he not so" co

dent, honest friend! I am at your elbow.
He retired further into the shade, and
" lently and slowly drew pear the lurker,
stirred not from his place. The stra
had already passed them by, when the c
cealed villain sprang suddenly upon him,
raised his right hand in which a poni
was gleamingiv; but before he could give
blow, was felled to the earth by the arm
the mendicant. -

The stranger turned hastily towards th

- the Bravo started up and fled; the beg
smiled. : ' .

‘““How riow?” cried the stranger; ‘w
does all this mean?” ' -

“Oh! ‘’tisa mere jest, Seignior, whi
has only preserved your life.”

. “What? My life? How so?”

“1ue honest gentleman who has just
ken to his heels, stole behind you with t
cat-like caution, and had already raised
dagger when I saw him.—You owe y
life to me, and the service is richly wo
one little piece of money! Give me s
alms, Seignior, for on my soul I am hung
thirsty, cold—" B

*‘Hence, scuryy companion! I know
and your tricks too well. Thisisall a
certed scheme between you, a design u

© my purse, an attempt to procure both
n ney and thanks under the lame pretence:
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Laving saved me from an assassin.—Go, fel-
ow, go! practise these dainty devices on
he Doge’s credulity, if you will; but with
Fuonarotti you stand no chance, believe me.”
i The wretched, starving beggar stood like
nc petrified, and ‘gazed on the tsunting
Ermger. i .
' «No; asThave a soul to save, Seignior,*ti
o lie that I tell you; ’tis the plain truth;
ave compassion, or I die this night of hun-
;ér.”
~ ¢““Begone this instant, I say, or by heav-
m”—'—’ . .
The unfeeling man here drew out a con-
ealed pistol, and pointed it at his preserver.
««Merciful heaven! and is it thus that ser-
dces are acknowledged in Venice?”
~ «“The watch is at no great distance; I need
nly raise my voice, and— ’
~#‘Hell and confusion! Do you take me for
.xobber then?” .
. ¢““Make no noise, I tell you! Be quiet, you
iad better— ,
- ¢«Hark you, Seignior! Buonarotti is your
pme, I think? I will write it down, as be-
E;ing to the second scoundrel with whom
ave met in Venice!”
 He paused for a moment; then continuing
a dreadful voice,—¢And when,” said he,
Fthon, Buonarotti, shalt hereafter hear the
;ame of ABELLIN0O—iremble! a
- Abellino turned away, and left the hard,

i2arted Venetian.
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Cuae. IL.— The Banditti. -

AnD now rushed the unfortunate wij
through the streets of Venice: he raile
fortune; he laughed and cursed by t
yet sometimes he suddenly stood still, s
ed as pondering on some great and won
ous enterprise, and then again rushed
wards as if hastening to its execution.

Propped against a column of the Sig
ria, he counted over the whole sum of
misfortunes. His wandering eye-balls st
ed to seek comfort; but they found it n

¢Fate,” he at length exclaimed in a
oxysm of despair, ‘“Fate has condemnes
to be either the wildest of adventurers
. one, at the relation of whose crimes
world must shudder! To astotish is
destiny: Rosalvo can know no med
Rosalvo can never act liké common me
Is it not the hand of fate which has led
hither? Who could have ever dreamed
- the son of the richest lord in Naples sh
have depended for a beggar’s alms on Y}
tian charity! I—I, who feel myself po
ed of strength of body and energy of so
for executing the most daring deeds—b
me creeping in rags through the stre
this inhospitable city, and torturing my
in vain to discover some means by wk
may rescue life from the jaws of fa
Those men whom my munificence no
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, who. at my table bathed their worthless
uls in the choicest wine of Cyprus, and
atted themselves with every kind of deli-
ey which the globe’s four quarters could
pply, those very men now depy to my
pessity even a miserable crust of mouldy
pad.—Oh! that is dreadful cruel! Cruel
imen! cruel of Heaven!”
He paused; he folded hisarms and sighed.
t¢Yet will I bear it! I will submit to m
stiny! I will traverse every path, and go
tough every degree of human wretched-
ps; and whatever may be my fate, I will
still inyself, and whatever may be my
e, I will still act greatly’—Away then
th the Count Rosalve, whom once all
les idolized; now—now am I the beggar
@llino! A beggar?—thgt name stands last
the scale of worldly rank, but first in the
s of the famishing, the outcast, and the
worthy.”
5omething rustled near him.—Abzllino
red around. He was aware of the Bravo
o he had struck to the ground that
ht, and whom two companions of a simi- -
'stamp had now joined. As they advan-
i, they cast inquiring glances around
m. They were in search of some one.
%Xt is of thee that they are in search,” said
.2ellino; then advanced a few paces, and
t 1 stled. . .o
T he ruffians stood still—they whispere
wether, and se¢ined to be unde?lde .

PER—————
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Abellino whistled a second time.
¢ ¢Tis he!” he could hear one of t
say distinctly; andin a moment after t
advanced slowly towards him. :
Abzllino kept his place, but unsheat
his sword. The three unknown (they
masked) stopped a few paces from him.
‘“‘How now, fellow?” quoth one of th
“what is the matter? why stand you
your guard?”
- Jbellino.—It is as well that you sho
be made to keep your distance, for I
ou; you are certain honest gentlemen,
Yive by taking away the lives of others.
First Ruffian.—Was not your whistl
addressed to us? - '
Abellino.—It was.
Ruffian.—And what would you of us?
Abellino.—Heat me! I am a mise
wretch, and starving; give me an alms
of your booty!
uffian.—An alms? ha! ha! ha! By
soul, that is whimsical!—Alms from us
deed!—Oh! by all means! No doubt,
shall have alms a plenty.
Abellino.—Or else give me fifty seq
and I’ll bind myself to your service t
- shall have worked out my debt.
. Ruffian.—Aye! and pray then who
| yoube? -
Abellino.—A starving wretch, the re
lic holds none more miserable. Such
~ st present; but hereafier—I have pow:
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'knaves—this arm could Eieme an heart,
though guarded by three breastplates; this
‘eye, though surtounded by Egyptian dark-
-ness, could still see to stab sure.

Ryffian.—Why then did you strike me
‘down even now? .

JAbellino.—In the hope of being paid for
§t; but though I saved his life, the scoundrel
gave me not a single ducat.

. Ruffian.—No? so much the better. But
hark ye, comrade! are you sincere? ; :

Abellino.—Despair never lies,

Ruffian.—Slave, shouldst thou be a trai-
tor— ° .

Abellino.—My heart would be within

reach of your hands, and your daggers would
be as sharp as now. '
. The three dangerous companions again
whispered among themselves for a few mo-
ments, after which they returned their dag-
Fers into the sheath.

«“Come on then,” said one of them; ¢fol-

gow us to our home. - 1t were unwise to talk
ver certain matters in the open street.”

. ¢“I follow you,” was Absllino’s answer;

¥but tremble, should any one of you dare to

‘reat me as a foe.—Comrade, forgive me
at I gave your ribs somewhat too hard a

E\xeeze just now; I will he your sworn bro-

er in recompense.” . .
¢#¥We are on honor,” cried the banditti
with one voice; “no harm shall happen :g
wsu: he who does you an 1njury, shall be f
2 ‘

==
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-us a foe. A fellow of your humor suits @
well: follow us, and fear not.”

And on they went, Aballino marchin
between two of them. Frequent were thg
Jooks of suspicion, which he cast around
him; but no ill design was perceptible i
the banditti. They guided him onwar
till they reached a canal, loosened a gondo-
la, placed themselves in it, and rowed ti
they had gained the most remote quart
of Venice. - They landed; treaded seve
bye-streets, and at length -knocked at the
door of a house of no inviting appearance.
It was opened by a young woman, who con,
ducted them into a plain but comfortabl
chamber. Many were the looks of surprise
and inquiry which she cast on thé.bewi
dered, half-pleased, half-anxious Abzllin
who knew not whither he had been con
veyed, and still thought it unsafe to confi
entirely in the promises of the banditti.

ry o e

W
7 Cuar. IL—The trial of strength.

'+ ScArceLY were the bravos seated, wh
Cynthia (for that was the young woman'
namt?l was again symmoned to the door,
and the company was now inereased by twe;
new comers, who examined their unknown
guest from head to foot. ,
" «Now then,” cried one of those who had

d
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conducted Abzllino to this respectable soci-

ety, ¢‘let us see what you are like.”

- As he said this, he raised a burning lamp

from the table, and the light of its flame was

thrown full upon Abzllino’s countenance.

. ¢“Lord forgive me my sins!” screamed

Cynthia; ‘‘out upon him! what an ugly

hound it is!” o .

. She turned hastily round, and hid her

face with her hands. Dreadful was the

look with which Ab&llino repaid her com-

;pliment. '

. ¢“Knave,” said one of the banditti, ‘na-

ture’s own hand has marked you out for an

assassin—come, pray thee, be frank, and

.tell us how thou_hast contrived so long to

rescape the gibbet? In what jail didst thou

lgave thy last fetters? Or from what galley
thast thou taken thy departure, without

‘staying to say adieu?”’ . ‘

i Abezllino folded his arms.

 ¢If Ibe such as you describe,” said he

iwith an air of authority, and in a voice

i which made his hearers tremble, ¢ ’tis for

ime all the better. Whatever may be my

:future mode of life, Heaven can have no

‘right to find fault with it, since it -was for

jthat it formed and fitted me.” -

. The five bravos stepped aside; and con-
wlted together; the subject of their confer-
ence is easy to be divined. In the mean-
while Abzllino remained quiet and indiffe
rent to what was passing :
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After a few minutes they again approa
ed him: one, whose countenance was |
most ferocious, and whose form exhibi
the greatest marks of muscular streng
advanced a few paces before the rest,y
addressed Abzllino as follows:

¢“Hear me, .comrade. In Venice t
exist but five bahditti; you see them b
you: wilt thou be the sixth? Doubt
thou wilt find sufficient employment.
name is Matteo, and I am the father of
band: that sturdy fellow with the red lo
. is called Baluzzo; he, whose eyes twi
like a cat’s, is Tomaso; an arch kna
promise you! ’twas Petrino, whose
you handled so roughly to-night; and
thick-lipped Colossus, who stands next
Cynthia, is named Struzzo. Now then
know us all; and since you are a penny.
devil, we are willing to incorporate you
our society; but we must first be assu
that you mean honestly by us.”

Abellino smiled, or rather grinned,
murmured hoarsely, I am starving.”

«Answer, fellow! Dost thou mean h
estly by us?” '

“That must the event decide.”

¢“Mark me, knave; the first suspicion
treachery costs you your life. Take shel
in the Doge’s palace, and girdle your
round with all the power of the repnbl
though clasred in the Doge’s arms, a
—rotected by an. hundred cannons; st

D oo
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ould we murder you!= Fly to the high
tar; press the crucifix to your bosom; and
ren at mid-day-—still would we murder
pu. Think on this well, fellow, and for-
#t not we are a banditti?’
“““You need not tell me that; but give me
mne food, and then I’ll prate with you as
mg as you please. At present I am starv-
g! Four and twenty hours have elapsed
ice I last tasted nourishment.” .
'Cynthia new covered a small table with
ier best provisions, and filled several silver
pblets with delicious wine. :
“If one could but look at him without
jgust,” murmured Cynthia; *if he had
mt the appearance of something human!'
latan must certainly have appeared to his
ther while she was big with him; and
nce came her child into the world with
ich a frightful countenance! Ugh! It’s
p absolute mask; only that I never saw a
sask sc hideous!” -
i Ab#llino heeded her not: he placed him-
pIf at the table, and ate and drank as if he
uld have satisfied himself for the next six
Fnths. The banditti eyed him with looks
I satisfaction, and eongratulated each other
so valuable an acquisition.
If the reader is curious to know what this
me Abzllino is like, he must figure to
imself a stouf young fellow, whose limbs
erhaps might have been thought not ill-
Ermed, had not the most horrible cor
¥

i - .
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nance that ever gas invented by a cari
rist, or that Milton could have adap
the ugliness of his fallen. angels, enti
marred the advantages of his person. B
and shining, but long and straight, his
flew wildly about his brown neck and ye
face. His mouth was so wide that his
and discoloured teeth were visible,
kind of convulsive twist which scarcely
was at rest, had formed its expression
~an‘eternal grin. His eye (for he had
one) was sunk deep into his head, and
more than the white of it was visible;
even that little was overshadowed: by
rotrusion of his dark and bushy eye-b
n the union of his features were found
lected in one hideous assemblage, all
most coarse and uncouth traits which
had been exhibited singly in wooden
and the observer was left in doubt, wh
this repulsive physiognomy expressed
piditi}: of intellect, or maliciousness of h
or whether it implied them both toget
* “Now then I am satisfied!”” roared A
lino, and dashed the - still-full goblet
the ground; ‘‘speak! what w'oufd you ki
of me? Iam ready to give you answers
¢The first thing,” replied Matteo,
first thing necessary is to give us a pro
your strength, for this is of material im
tance in our undertakings. Are you gl
at wrestling?” -
¢] know not: try me.” 1

— —— e eT— - l
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-

'ynthia, remove th table. Now then,
Fi!;b, which of us -will you undertake?
n amongst us dost- think thou canst
k down as easy as yon poor dabbler in
rt, Petrino?” :
Vhich of you?” cried Abellino; ¢all of
together, and half a dozen more such
1l scoundrels!” And he sprang from
rat, threw.his sword on the table, and
mared the sfrength of hisantagonist with

gle eye.

'ie banditti burst into a loud fit, of
hter. N . :
Now then,” cried Abzllino fiercely ;
w then for the trial! Why come you
on?”? .
Fellow,” replied Matteo, “take my ad-
; try first what you can do with me
¢, and learn what sort of men you have
1anage. ' Think you we are marrowless
3, or delicate Seigniors, who waste their
agth in the embrace of harlots?”
ballino andwered him with a scornful
rth—Matteo became furious: his com-
tons shouted aloud and clapped their
ds.

T'o business!” gaid Aballino; *“I’'m now
he right humor for sport! Look to your-
ves, my lads!” And in the same instant he
lected his forces together, threw the
rantic Matteo over his head as if he had
:n an infant, knocked S razzo down on the
ht hand, aud Petrino on the lcft, tuable
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Tomaso to the end-of the room, hea
heels, and _stretched, Baluzzo with
mation upon the neighboring henches.

Three minute= elapsed, ere the. su

. bravos could rer~ver themselves; loud
ted Abzllino, while the astonished C
gazed and trembled at the terrible
tion.

“By the blood of St. Januarius,”
Mafteo, at length rubbing his battered j
“‘the fellow is our master. Cynthia,
care to give him our best chamber.”

“He must have made a compact wi
devil,” grumbled Tomaso, “and fo
dislocated wrist back into its socket.

No one seemed inclined to hazard i
cond trial of strength. The night
ndvanced, or rather the grey of the mo
already was visible over the sea. The
ditti separated, and each retired to

,.v . o ';i‘ ;.,"‘

- ———p— .
-

Cuap. IV.—The Daggers.

ABELLINo, this Italian Hercules, all
ble as he appeared to he, was not 1
member of this society, before his co
ions felt towards him sentiments of the
unbounded esteem. All loved, all v
him for his extraordinary talents for a §
vo’s trade, to which he seemed peculis

adapted, not only by his wonderful stren
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body, but by the readiness of his wit, and

is never failing presence of mind.—Even
Cynthia was inclined to feel same little af-
fection for him, but he really was too ugly.
. Matteo (as Abzllino was given to under-
and) was the captain of this dangerous
roop. He was one who carried villany to
e highest pitch of refinement, incapable of
‘ear, quick and crafty, and troubled with
ss conscience than an English financier.
he booty and pricegof blood which his
associates . brought in daily, were always
jdelivered up to him: he gave each man his
ghare, and retained no larger portion for
imself than was allotted to theothers. The
catalogue of those whom he had dispatched
gnto the other world, was already too long
for him to have repeated it: many namecs
thad slipped his memory; but his greatest
pleasure in hrs hours of relaxation, was to
relate such of these murderous anecdotes as
he still remembered, in the benevolent in-
tention of inspiring his hearers with a desire
to follow his example. His weapons were
kept separate from the rest, and occupied a
jwhole apartment. Here were to be found
daggers of a thousand. different fashions,
pith guards and without them; two, three,
Fd four edged. Here were stored air-guns,
istols and blunderbusses; poisons of various
.kinds, and operating in various ways; gar-
/ments fit for every possible disguise, wh:‘
'ther to personate the monk, the Jew, or fhe

et
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mendicant, the soldier, the senator, or tl
gondolier.
One day he summoned Abzllino to atte
him in his armory. . '
““Mark me,” said he, ‘“thou wilt turn e

a brave fellow, that I can see already.
is now time that you should earn that bre
for yourself, which hitherto you have ow
to our bounty.—Look ! here hast thou
dagger of the finest steel; you must cha
for its use by the inch. If you plunge
only one inch deep into the bosom of his fe
your employer must reward you with on
one sequin; if two.inches, with ten sequin
i€ three, with twenty; if the whole dagge
ou may then name your own price.—Heg
is next a glass poniard;. whomsoever tif
pierces, that man’s death is certain.—As so
as the blow is given, you must break 'tk
dagger in the wound; the flesh will clod
- over the point which has been hroken off
and which will keep its quarters til} the d«
of resurrection.—Lastly, observe this meta
. ic dagger; its cavity conceals a subtle poison
which; whenever you.touch this spring
will immediately infuse death into the veir
of him whom the weapon’s point hat
wounded.—Take these daggers: in givin
them I present you with a capital capable o
bring home to you the most heavy and most
precious interest.” :
Aballino received the instruments ol
death; but his hand shook as it grasped them:

-
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‘“Possessed of such unferling weapons, of
1at immense sums must your robberies
ve made you master!” '
“Scoundrel!”’ interrupted Matteo, frown-
z and offended, ‘“‘among us robbery is un-
own. What? dost take us for common
underers, for mere thieves, cut-purses,
juse-hreakers, and villains of that low,
iserable stamp?”
“Perhaps what you wish me to take you
r is something worse; for to speak openly,
fatteo, villains of that stamp are contented
rith plundering a purse or a casket, which
i easily be filled again; but that which
¢ take from others, is a jewel which a man
iever has but once, and which, once stolen,
an never be replaced. Are we not then a
housand times more atrocious plunderers?”
¢“By the house at Loretto, I think you
iave @ mind to moralize, Aballino?” -
¢“Hark ye, Matteo, only one question; at
he day.of judgment, which think you will
hold his head the highest, the thief or the
issassin ?”’ ) .

“Ha! ha! ha!”?

“Think not, that Abzllino speaks thus
from want of resolution. Speak but the
Kord, and I murder half the senators of Ve-

ice; but still—”’

! «Fool! know, the bravo must be above
crediting the nurse’s antiquated tales of vice
and virtue. What is virtue? what is V;:n.
nothing but such things as forms of gov
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ment, customs, manners, and education
made sacred; and that which men are
to make honorable at one time, it is in
power to make dishonorable at anol
whenever the humor takes them: had
the senate forbidden us to give opin:
freely respectisg the politics of Venice,
would have been nothing wrong in gi
such opinions; and were the senate to
clare that it is right to give such opini
that which is to-day thought a crime, w-
be thought meritorious to-morrow—
prlythee, let us have no more of such d
as these. We are men, as much as the
and his senators, and have reason, as
as they have, to lay down the law of
and wrong, and decree what shall be -
and whav shall be virtue.” o
Abzllino laughed—Matteo proc
with increased animation:
¢“Perhaps you will tell me, our trad
dishonorable! and what, then, is the th
called honor? ’Tis a word, an empty o
a mere fantastic creature of the imagi
tion!—Ask, as you traverse some unfrequ
ed street, in wiat honor consists?>—the
- rer will answer, ‘Fo bhe honorable is to
rich; and he has most honor, who can h
up the greatest ‘quantity of sequins.” ¢
no meauns,’-cries the voluptuary; ‘ho
consists in being heloved by every handso
woman, and finding no virtue prfoof agai
your attacks.” ‘How mistaken!’ interru
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general; ‘to conquer whole cities, to
troy whole armies, to ruin whole provin-
~—that indeed brings real honor!” The
n of learning places his renown in the
mber of pages which he has either writ»
. or read; the tinker in the number ot
3 and kettles which he has made or
Bded; the nun in the number of good
1gs whieh she has done, or bad things
ich she has resisted; the coquette, in the
tof her admirers; the republic, in the
ent of her provinces: and thus, my friend,
iry one thinks that henor consists in
tething different from the rest. And
y, then, should not the bravo think, that
xor consists in reaching the perfection of
i trade, and in guiding a dagger to the
rt of an enemy with unerring gim?”
By my life, ’tis a pity, Matteo, that you
uld be a bravo; the schools have lost an
ellent teacher of philosophy!’
‘Do you think so’—Why, tge fact is thud,
Bllino—I was educated in a monastery:
‘fathier was a dignified prelate in Lucca,
! my -mother a nun of the Ursuline order,
htly respected for her chastity and devo-
. Now, Seignior, it was thought fitting
tl should apply closely to my studies;
father, good man, -would fain have made
} light of the church; but I soon found, -

I was better qualified for an incen-
ry’s torch. I fo?l'owed the bent of my
ius, yet cgunt I not my studies thrown .
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away, since they taught me more philos
hy than to tremble at phantoms creﬁ
Y my own imagination. Follow my exas
ple, friend, and so farcwell.”

——

CHar. V.— Solityde.

AexLrino had already passed six we
in Venice, and yet (either from want of
ﬁortunity., or of inclination) he had suffe

is daggers to remain idle in their sheat
This proceeded partly from his not being
yet sufficiently acquainted with the windi
and turns, the bye lanes and private alleys
the town;and partly because he had hithe
found no customers whose murderous desi
" srood in need of his helping hand.

This want of occupation was irksome
him in the extreme; he panted for acti
and was condemned to indolence.

With a melancholy heart did he r
through Venice, and number every step wi
asigh. He frequented the public
the taverns, gardens, and every scene whi
was dedicated to amusement; but no wh
could he find what he sought—tranquillit

One evening he had loitered beyond
other visitants in a public_ garden, situa
on one of the most beautiful of the Veneti
islands. He strolled from arbor to arb
threw himself down on the sea-shore, a
watched the play of the waves, as th

*led in the moon-shine

B

dat
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' “Four years ago,” said he with a sigh,
just such an heavenly evening it was, that -
stole from Valeria’s lips the first kiss, and
eard from Valeria’s lips for the first time
ie avowal that she loved me.” -
He was silent, and abandoned himself to
re melancholy recollections that thronged
efore his mind’s eye.
‘Every thing around him was so ¢calm—so
[silent! not a single zephyr sighed among
e blades of grass; but a storm raged in tire -
reast of Abellino. : .
_“Four years ago could I have believed
iat a time would come when I should play-
te part of a bravo in Venice! O! where are
iey flown, the golden hopes and plans of
lory, which smﬁed upon me 1n the happy
s of my youth? Iam & bravo—to bea
ggar were to be something better.
““When my good old fatlier, in the enthu-
Psm of paternal vanity, so eft threw his
'm around my neck, and cried, ‘My boy,
u wilt render the name of Rosalvo glo-
bus:’—God, -as 1 listened, hew was my
od on fire!—What thought I not, what
It I not, what that was good 2nd great did
not promise myself to do'—T'he fathér is.
d, and the son is—a Venetian bravo..— -
n my preceptors praised and admired
and, carried away by the warmth of
eir feelings, clapped my shoulder, and’
tclaimed, ‘Count, thou wilt immortalize
le ancient race of Rosalvol’—Hal! inthose

RN -
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blessed mements of a sweet delirium,
bright and beauteous stood futurity
me,—when, happy in the performane
some good deed, I returned home, and
Valeria hasten to receive me with open a
and when, while she clasped me to her
som, I heard her whisper, ‘Oh! who co
forbear to love the great Rosalvo?’. ....
God! oh, God! Away, away, glorious
sions of the past! To look on you dri
* me mad!”
He was again silent; he bit his lip in ful
raised one emaciated hand to heaven, &
struck his forehead violently with the oth
"¢“An assassino—the slave of cowards
rascals—the ally of the greatest villa
whom the Venetian fun ever shone wup{
Such is now the great Rosalvo!—Fie!
fie on't!—And yet to this wretched lot hs
fatality condemned me.” .
Suddenly he sprang from the ground

tenance changed; he drew hisbreath easi®

“Yes! by Heaven, yes! great as Cou
Rosalvo that can I be no Jonger; but fro
being great as a Venetian bravo, what p
vents me?—Souls in bliss!” he exclaime
and sank on his knee, while he raised bj
folded hands to heaven, as if about to p
nounce the most awful oath, “Spirit of mY
father! Spirit of Valeria! I will not hecom
unworthy of you! Hear me, if your ghost
are permitteg to wander near me, hear m¢

S e
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r, that the Bravo shall not disgrace his
m, nor render vain the hopes which
aed you in the bitterness of death! No!
-as I live, I will be the only dealer in
niserable trade, and posterity shall be
belled to honor that name, which my
ms shall render illustrious.”
e bowed his forehead, till it touched
sarth, and his tears flowed plenteously.
‘conceptions swelled his soul: he dwelt
vondrous views, till their extent bewil-
his brain. Yet another hour elapsed,
sprang from the earth to realize them!
! will enter into no compact against hu-
nature with five miserable cut-throats.
ie will I make the republic tremble;
before eight days are flown, these mur-
knaves shall swing on a gibbet. Ve-
'shall no longer harbqur five banditti;
and one only, shall inhabit here, and
jone shall beard the Doge himself; shall
over right and over wrong, and, ac-
g as he judges, shall reward or punish.
ire eight days are flown, the state shall
rriﬁed from the presence of these out-
of- humanity, and then shall I stand
e! Then must every villain in Venice,
hitherto has kept the daggers of my
ions in employment, have recourse
Be; then shallpl know the names and
persons of all those cowardly murder-
of all th;se illustrious profligates, with
\ - - :
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whom Matteo and his companions
the price of blood. And then, A
Abellino! that is the name! Hear, ¥
hear it and tremble!”

Intoxicated with the wildness of his
he rushed out of the garden; he su
a gondolier, threw himself into the
and hastened to the dwelling of C
where the inhabitants already were
in the arms of sleep.

~a

— ‘
Cuar. VI.—Rosabella, the Doge’s lovely

«Hark, comrade,” said Matteo the
.morning to Abzllino, ‘‘to-day th
make the first step in our profession.
¢“To-day,” hoarsely murmured Ab
¢and on whom am I show my skill?”
" ¢«Nay, to say ttuth, ’tis but a wo
one must not give too difficult a task
young beginner. I will myself ac
you; and see how you conduct you
this first trial.” L
¢“Hum!” said Abellino,- and m
Matteo with his eyes from head to fi
“To-day, about four o’clock, thou
follow me to Dolabella’s gardens whiek
situated on the south side of Venice]
must both be disguised, you understand
these gardens are excellent baths—and
using these baths, the Doge’s niece,
lovely Rosabella of Corfu, freaueatlv v

i . (S 2 A
N S VI
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#t attendants. And then—you con-

me?”’ ' . o

1d you will accompany me?”

will be a spectator of your first adven-

i"tis thusI deal by every ome.”

1d how many inches deep must I plunge
er?” _

o the hilt, boy, to the very hilt! Her

. is required, and the payment will be

ely; Rosabella in the grave, we are

for life.” )

rery other point was soon adjusted.—

) was now past, the clock in the neigh-

ig church of the Benedictines struck

and Matteo and Abzllino were already

hey arrived at the gardens of Dolabella,
h that day was unusually crowded. Ev-
hady avenue was thronged with people
ith sexes; every arbor was occupied by
persons most distinguished in Venice;
rery corner sighed love-sick couples, as
‘waited for the wished approach of twi-
;; and on every side did strains of vocal
tstrumental music pour their harmony

enchanted ear.
bellino mingled with the crowd. A
t pespectable lookinﬁ peruke concealed

pulsive ugliness of his features; he im-

the walk and manners of a gouty old
1, and supported himself on a crutch, as
valked slowly through the assemrl;gv.——
habit richly embroidered, procured for

SRS TP -
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him universally a good reception, and
scrupled to enter into conversation wit
respecting the weather, the commerce
republic, or the designs of its enemies 3
on no one of these subjects was A
found incapable of sustaining the dis

By these means, he soon contrived to
intelligence that Rosabella was certai
the gardens, how she was habited,
what quarter he was most likely to find

Thithér he immediately bent his

“and hard at his heels followed Matteo.

Alone, and in the most retired arbor,
Rosabella of Corfu, the fairest maidein
ice.

Abzllino drew near the arbor: he tol
as he passed its entrance, like one OP‘{)
with sudden faintness, and attracte
bella’s attention. .

¢“Alas! alas!” cried he, “is there ng
at hand who will take compassion on
infirpity of a poor old man?”

The Doge’s fair niece quitted the
hastily; ans flew to give assistance to
sufferer. ’

“What ails you, my good father?”
inquired in a melodious voice, and
look of benevolent anxiety.

Abellinp pointed towards the arbor;
bella led him in, and placed him on a
turf.

“God reward yau, lady!” stamm
Abellino faintly; he raised his ey
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Rosabella’s, and a blush crimsoned his
Eocheeks.

sabella stood in silence before the dis-
ised assassin, and trembled with teader
scern for the old man’s illness; and oh’
;ccexpression of interest ever makes a
ely woman look so much mere lovely!-~

{ent her delicate form over the man

wss bribed to murder her, and afier a
le asked him in the gentlest tone, *“Are
2 not better?”’ .
“Better?” stammered the deceiver with a
ble voice;—¢‘better>—oh! yes, yes, yes—
p—you are the Doge’s niece, the noble
sabella of Corfu?”
“T he same, my good old man.” g
*Oh, lady! I have something tg tell you—
pn your guard, start not, what I would
.is of the utmost consequence, and de-
)ds the Freatest pitudence. Ah, God, that
;e should live men so cruel!'—Lady, your
is in danger.”

e maiden started back; the color fled
Eher cheeks.
Do ai'ou wish to behold your assassin?—

shall not die, but if you value your life,

ent.”
osabella knew not what to think; the

ce of the old man terrified her.
lear nothing, lady, fear nothing; you
nothing to fear while I am with you.

pre you quit this arbor, you shall see the
pein expire st your feet.” .. ‘
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Rosabella made a movement as if
would have fled; but suddenly the
who sat beside her was no longer an in
old man. He, who a minute before
scarcely strength to mutter out a few se
ces, and reclined against the arbor trem
like an aspin, sprang up with the force
giant, and drew her back with one ar

“For the love of heaven,” she cried,
lease me! let me fly!”

“‘Lady, fear nothing; I protect. you
Thus said, Abzlline placed a whistle
lips, and blew it shrilly. . .

Instantly sprang Matteo from his cony
ment in a neighboring clump of trees,
rushed into the arbor. Abeallino
Rosabella on the bank of turf, advan
few steps to meet Matteo, and plunge:
dagger in his heart.

ithout uttering a single cry, sank
banditu captain at the feet of Abzllino;
Ceath-rattle was heard in his throat, and
a few horrid convulsions all was over. |

Now did Matteo’s murderer look
towards the arbor, and beheld Rosabells
senseless, as she lay on the bank of tur

“Your life is safe, beautiful Rosa
said he; ““‘there lies the villain bleedi
conducted me hither to murder you.
ver yourself, return to your uncle the
:nd t,ell him that you owe your life to

ino,”

; Rosabella could not speak. tl‘r
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",
fretched her arms towards him, grasped
rand, and pressed it to her lips in silent
“4ude.
ifellino gazed with delight and wonder
rye lovely sufferer; and in such a sitoa- ~
¥"who could have beheld her without
sion >—Rosabella had scarcely numbered
tateen summers, her light and delicate
s, enveloped in a thin, white garment
gsh fell around her in a thousand folds;
tsblue and melting eyes, whence beamed

expression ‘of purest innocence; her
ihead, white as ivory, overshadowed by
'¥inglets of her bright, dark hair; cheeks,
jmce terror had now stolen the roses;
iy which a seducer had never poisoned
la his Kisses: such was Rosabella; a crea-
: in whose formation partial nature seem-
.to have’ omitted nothing which might
istitute the perfection of female loveliness.
+ she was, and being such, the wretched
¢llino may be forgiven, if for some few
: he stood like one enchanted, and
tered for those few minutes the tranquil-
- of his heart forever.
#By him who made me,” cried he at
gth, “oh! thou art fair, Rosabella; Vale-

as not fairer!” -
Ekbowed himself down to her, and im-
d a burning kiss on the pale cheeks

Ebe beauty. -

Leave me, thou dreadful man!”’ she
mmered in terror; ‘“‘oh! leave me!” _ .
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 #llino took his departure in such haste.

. ment, and Rosabella was necessitated

.36 ABALLINO.

¢«“Ah! Resabella, why art thou so bes
teous, and why am I—knowest thou wh
kissed thy cheek, Rosabella? Go! tell
uncle, the proud Doge, ’twas the brave J
lino.” -
. He said, and rushed out of the arbor.

v

Sty : ¢
.

e Cuar. VIL:—The Bravo’s Bride.

It was not without good reason, that

He had quitted the spot but a few minu
when a large party accidentally strolled ti
way, and discovered with astonishment#
corse of Matteo, and Rosabella pale and tr®*
bling in the arhor. ‘

A crowd immediately collected i
around them. .It increased with every

repeat what had happened to her for
satisfaction of every new comer.

In the mean while, some *»f the D
courtiers, who happened to be among
erowd, hastened to call her attendants
ther; her gondola was already waiting
her, and the terrified girl soon reached
uncle’s palace in safety.

In vain was an' embargo laid upon e
other gondola; in vain did they examb
every person, who was in the gardens(

-Dolabella at the time when the murder

. assassin was first discovered, No tras

id be found of Aballino.
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The report of this strange adventure
spread like wild-fire through Venice. Ab-
@llino (for Rosabella had preserved but too
well in her memory that dreadful name,
and by the relation of her danger had given
it universal publicity) Abellino was the
object. of general wonder and curiosity.
Every one pitied the poor Rosabella for
‘what she had suffered, execrated the villain .
who had bribed Matteo to murder her, and
endeavored to connect the different circum-
stances together by the help of one hypo-
thesis or other, among which it would have
been difficult to decide. which was the most
.imﬁrohable.

very one who heard the adventure told
it again, and every one who told it again,
.added something of his own; till at length
it was made into & complete romantic novel, -
which might have been entitled with great
ngropriety, ¢“The Power of Beauty;” for the
enitian gentlemen and ladies had settled
‘the point antong themselves ecompletely to
itheir own satisfaction, that Abzllino would
mndoubtedly have assassinated Rosabella,
thad he not been prevented by her uncom-
mon beauty. But though Abeallino’s inter-
‘ference had preserved her life, it was doubt- .
‘ed much whether this adventure would be -
'at all relished by her destined bridegroom, -
the Prince of l\'f"(')naldeschi, a Neapolitan of i
the first rack, possessed of imrmense wealth 1
and extens‘i‘ye influence. The Doge had for |
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some time been secrctly engage:l in nego-
‘ciating a match between his niece and this
powerful nobleman, who was soon exgected
to make his appearance at Venice. The
motive of his journey, in spite of all the -
Doge’s precautions, had been divulged, and
it was no longer a secret to any but Rosa- 1
bella, who had never seen the Prince, and
‘could not imagine why his expected visit
should excite such general curiosity.

Thus far the story had been told much
'to Rosabella’s credit; but at Iength the’
‘women began to envy her for her share in
i.he adventure. The-kiss which she had
.received from the Bravo afforded them an
excellent opportunity for throwing outa
‘few malicious insinuations. ¢She received «
.4 great service,” said one, ‘‘and there’s no
|saying how far the fair Rosabella, in the
warmth of gratitude, may have been carried
'in rewarding her preserver.” ¢Very frue,”
'observed another, “and-for my part I think 1
it not very likely, that the fellow, bem
alone with a pretty girl, whose life he ha
just saved, should have gone away contented
' with a single kiss!” ¢Come, come,” inter-
rupted a third, *do not let us judge uncha-
ritably; the fact may be exactly as the lady
. relates it; though I must say, that gentlemen
1of Abellino’« profession are not usually so ,
, prett{ behaved, and that this is the first

time I ever heard. of a bravo in the Plato-
nioadd | o - -
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i In short, Rosabella and the horrible Ab-
#llino furnished the -indolent and gossiping
Yenitians with conversation so long, that at
length the Doge’s niece was universally
known by the honorable appellation of the
‘Bravo’s Bride.’ :

. But na one gave himself more trouble
about this affair than the Doge, the good
but proud Andreas. He immediately issued
orders, that every person of sulpicious ap-
‘pearance should be watched more clusery
than ever : thenight patroles were doubled;
and spies were employed daily in procuring
intelligence of Abzllino; and yet all was in
vain—Aballino’s retreat was inscrutable.

Cuap. YIII.—The Conspiracy.

- ¢“Confusion!” exclaimed Parozzi, a Veni-
ian nobleman of the first rank, as he paced

his chamber with a disordered air, on the.

morning after Matteo’s murder; “now all
tarses light upon the villain’s awkwardness!
Fet it seems .inconceivable to me how all
his should have fallen out so untawardly!
Has any one discovered my designs’—I
know well, that Verrino loves Rosabella;
was it he, who opposed this confounded
Abzllino to Matteo, and charged him to
mar my plans agaiost ber? his seemns

likely. ~ And now, when the Doge' inguires
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who it was that employed assassins to mur
der his neice, what other will be suspec
than Parozzi, the discontented lovey, to
whom Rosabella refused her hand,and whon
Andreas hates past hope of reconciliation?—
And now, havinF once found ‘the scent
Parozzi! Parozzi! should the crafty Andr

et an ipsight into your plans—should I
feam thatyyou have placed yourself at
head of atroop. of hare-brained youth:
hare-brained may I well call children, whi!
in order to avoid the rod, set fire to their
paternal mansion—Parozzi, should all thi
Ee revealed to Andreas—"

Here his reflections were interrupted.
Memmo, Falieri, and Contarino entered the
. room, three young Venetians of the high
rank, Parozzi’s inseparable compani
men depraved both in mind and bod
spendthrifts, voluptuaries, well known
every usurer in Venice, and owing m
than their paternal inheritance would e
admit of their paying.

¢«Why, how is this, Parozzi?” cried
mo, as he entered, (a8 wretch whose v
features exhibited marks of that libertinj
to which his life had been dedicated)
can scarce recover myself from my astoni
ment! For Heaven’s sake, is this rep
true? Did you really hire Matteo to mw
der the Doge’s neice?”

51 exclaimed Parozzi, and hastilyftu‘
away to hide the deadly paleneis .wiai
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werspread his countenance; ‘“why should
tou suppose that any such design—surely,
Memmo, you are distracted.”

Memmo.—By my soul, I speak but the
plain matter of fact. Nay, only ask Falieri
—he can te]l you more. .

Falieri.—Faith, ’tis certain, Parozzi, that
Lomellino has declared to the Doge, as a
ruth beyond doubting, that you, and none
i\ilt you, were the person, who instigated

atteo to attempt Rosabella’s life.

Parozzi.—And I tell you again, that Lo-
mellino knows not what he says. ,
Contarino.—Well,well! be on your guard.
Andreas is a terrible fellow to deal with.
Falieri.—He terrible? I tell you, he is
the most contemptible blockhead that the .
aniverse can'furnish. Courage, perhaps, he
possesses, but of brains not an atom.

Contarino.—And I tell you that Andreas
B as brave as a lion, and as crafty as a fox.

, Falieri.—Psha! psha! every thing would
po to wreck and ruin, were it not for the
iser heads of the triumvirate of counsel-
s, whom Heaven confound! Deprive him

pf Paolo Manfrone, Conari, and Lomellino,

d the Doge would stand there looking as_

olish as a school boy, who was going ‘to

examined, and had forgotten his lesson.

Parozzi.—Falieri is in 5113 right.

JMemmo.—Quite! quite! . :
¢ Falieri.—~And then Andreas is as Prou.d
‘a8 a beggar Erown rich and dressed in his

. .
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first suit of embroidery. By .St. Anthony!
he is become quite -insupporjgble. Do you
not observe how he increasée the number of
his attendants daily? P d
Memmo.—Nay, that is an undoubted fact.
Contarino.—And then to whet an un
bounded extent has he carried his influence!
The Signioria,- the Quaranti, the Procure
tors of St. Mark, the Avocatori, all think
and act exactly as suits the Doge’s pleasure
and convenience. Every soul of them de
pends as much on that one man’s humor and
caprices, as puppets do, who nod or shake
their wooden heads, just as the fellow be
hind the curtain thinks proper to move ¢
wires. )
Parozzi.—And yet the populace idoliss
this Andreas! ’
- JMemmo.—Aye, that is the worst part of
the story. <.
Falieri.—But never credit me again, if he
,does not experience a reverse of fortun
q;eedily. Rt
.~ Contarino.—That might happen, wol
we but set our shoulders to the wheel stouf®
ly. But what do we do? We pass our time
in taverns and brothels, drink and game,
and throw ourselves headlong into such an
ocean of debts, that the best swimmer must
gink at last. Let us resolve to make &he
fttpmpt; let us seek recruits on all sides;
et us labor with all our might and main:
things must change; or if they do not, tak
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po MY word for it, my friends, this world
ui: no longer a world for us. .

+  JMemmo.—Nay, it is a melancholy trutl

#% .that during the last half year, my credito:
;+ have been ready to beat my door down wit
® knocking; I am awakened out of my slee
)% " in the morning, and lulled to rest again 1
& pight, with no other music than their ete:
\ % nal clamors.
m ¢ Parozzi.—Ha' ha! ha! As for me, I nee
#7 not tell you how I am situated.
'd>  Faliers.—Had we been less extravagan
%% we might at this moment have been sittin
d¢ guietly in our palaces, and—but as thing
# stand now—
1o¥ Parozzi.—Well—‘as things stand now’-
_ I'verily believe that Falieri is going to m¢
¢ ralize!
Contarino.—That is ever the way wit
t¥ old sinners, when they have lost the powe
to sin any longer:—then they are ready.t
n°  weep over their past life, and talk loudl
v about repentance and reformation. Now
" for my.own part, I am perfectly well sati
’;“ed with my wanderings from the commo
7 ¥aten paths of morality and prudence
i‘ hey serve to convince me, that.I am nc
one of your every-day men, who sit cramg
ed up A the chimney-corner, lifeless au
phlegmatig, and shudder when they hea
of any extraordinary occurrence. Natur
evides@ly intended me to be a libertine, an
I amgfictermined te fulfil my destir-*i~"
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Why, if epirits like ours were not produced
every now and then, the world would abso-
lutely go fast asleep; but we rouse it by
deranging the old order of things, force
mankind to quicken their snail’s pace; fur-
nish a million of idlers with riddles which
they puzzle their brains about, without be-
ing able to comprehend, infuse some ' few
hundreds of new 1deas into the heads of the
great multitude. and in short, are as useful
to the world as tempests are, which dissipate
those exhalations, with which nature other-
‘wise would poison herself.
Falieri.—Excellent sophistry, by my hon-
our! Why, Contarino, ancient Rome has
had an irreparable loss in not having num-
bered you among her orators: it is a pity
though, that there should be so little that is
solid wrapt up in so many fine soundi
words. Now learn, that while you, wit
this rare talent of elcquence, have been most
unmercifully wearing out the patience of
our good natured hearers, Falieri has been
in action! The Cardinal Gonzaga is dis-
contented with the government; heaven
knows what Andreas has done to make Hi
s0 vehemently his enemy; but, in shorty
Gonzaga now-belongs to our party, !
Parozzi, (with astonishment and delight.)— '
Falieri, are you in your senses? The Car-
dinal Gonzaga—
Fulieri.—Is ours, and ours both hody and '
- I confess, I was obliged to rhdlomon-
' : y

-

——
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.acle a good deal to him about our patriotism,
pur glorious designs, our love for freedom,
and so forth; in short, Gonzaga is a hypo-
crite, and thereforé is Gonzaga the fitter gor

us.

* Contarino, (clasping Falieri’s hand.)—Bra-
vo, my friend! Venice shall see a second
edition of Catiline’s conspiracy. Now,
then, it is my turn to spcak, for I have not
been idle since wé parted. In truth, I have
as yet caught nothing, but I have made my-
self master of an all-powerful net, with
which I doubt not to capture the best half
of Venice. You all know the Marchioness’
Olympia?

" Parozzi.—Does not each of us keep a list
of the handsomest women in the republic,
and can we have forgotten number one?

Falieri.—Olympia and Rosabella are the
goddesses of Venice: our youths burn in-
cense on no othei' altar.

Contarino.—Olympia is my own.

; Fah’eri.-——How.g' P y v

i [Parozzi.—Olympia?

Contarino.—Why, how now? Why stare
ye, asif I had prophesied to you that the
skies were going to fall? I tell you, Olym-
pia’s heart is mine, and that I possess her
entire and most intimate confidence. Our
connection must remain a profound secret;
but depend upon it, whatever I wish, she
wishes also; and you know she can make |
half the nobility in Venice dance to the |

G
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sound of her pipe, let her play what t
she: pleases. ) .
Parozzi.—Contarino, you are our m
Contarine.—And you had not the]
suspicion how powerful an ally I +
boring to procure for you? . )
Parozzi.—I must blush for myself w
listen to you, since as yet I have dor
thing. Yet this I must say in my e
had Matteo, bribed by my gold, a
lished Rosabella’s murder, the Doge v
Eave been robbed of that chain, with w§
he holds the chief men of Venice atts§
to his government. Andreas would §
no merit, were Rosabella once remo
The most illustrious families would cué
longer for his friendship, were their)
of a connection with him by means a
neice buried in her grave.
one day be the Doge’s heiress.
Jlemmo.—All that I can do for you
bug\r{ess is to provide you with pe
sup\iies. My old miserable uncle,
W!ﬁ)l_e property becomes mine at his d4
has brim-full coffers, and the cld mise
whenever I say the word.
Falieri.—You have suffered him to li
lbr‘llﬁalready. ,
. JMemmo.—Why, I never have been§
to make up my mind entirely to—
would scarceli\; believe it, friends—bu
times I am so hypochondriac, I could al
fancy I feel twinges of conscience. '

Y
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* Contarino.—Indeed! Then take my ad-
wice, and go into a monastery.
. Memmo.—Yes, truly, that would suit me
to a hair. .
Falieri.—Our first care must be to find
put our old acquaintances, Matteo’s compan-
ions: yet having hitherto always transacted
business with them through their captain,
1 know not where they are to be met with.
Parozzi.—As soon as they are found, their
first employment must be’the removal of
.the Doge’s trio of advisers.
. Contarino.—That were an excellent idea,
.if it were but as easily done as said. Well
then, my friends, this principal point at last
s decided. Either we will bury our debts
-under the ruins of the existing constitution
#f the republic; or make Andreas a gift of
‘our heads towards strengthening the walls
f the building. In either case, we shall at
' obtain quiet. Necessity, with her whip
serpents, has driven us to the very point
her rock, whence weé must save ourselves
y some act of extraordinary daring, or be
‘precipitated on the opposite side into the
byss of shame and eternal oblivion. The
ext point to be considered, is how we may
obtain supplies for our necessary expen-
ses, and induce others to join with usin
our plans. For this purpose we must use
every artifice fo secure in our interests the
courtezans of the greatest celebrity in Ve-
 mice. What we shoxld be unable to effect
L
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by every power of persuasion, banditti by,
their daggers, and princes by their treasu-
ries, can one of these Phrynes accomplish
with a single look. Where the terrors of
the scaffold are without effect, and the
priest’s exhortations are heard with cold-:
ness, a wanton kiss arid a tender promise
often perform wonders. The most vigilant
fidelity drops to sleep on the voluptuous
bosoms of these witches; the warmth of
their kisses can thaw the lips of secrecy it
self; and the bell which sounded the hour
of assignation, has often rang the knell of
the most sacred principles and most stead-
fast resolutions. But should you either fail
to gain the mastery over the minds of thess
women, or fear to be yourselves entangled,
in the nets you wish to spread for other
in these cases you must have recourse to thé
holy father confessors. -Flatter the pride
-of these insolent friars; paint for them upon
the blank leaf of futurity, bishops® mitre

patriarchal missions, the hais of cardinals,
and the keys of St. Peter; my life upon it}
they will spring at the bait, and you wi

hava them completely at your disposal.
These hypocrites, who govern the co
sciences of the bigoted Venetians, hold ma
and woman, the noble and the mendicant,
the Doge and the gondolier, bound fast i

© the chains of superstition, by which they"
can lead them wheresoever it best suits their

rleasure. It will save us tons of gold in
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gaining over proselytes, and keeping their
consciences quiet when gained, if we can
but obtain the assistance of the confessors,
whose blessings and curses pass with the
multitude for current coin. Now then to
work, comrades, and so farewell.

-

Cuar. IX.—Cynthia’s Duwelling.

Scarcely had Abzllino achieved the bloody
deed which ‘employed every tongue in Ve-
nice, than he changed his dress and whole
appearance with so much expedition and
success as to prevent the slightest suspicion
of his being Matteo’s murderer. He quit-
ted-the gardens unquestioned, nor left the
feast trace which could lead to a discovery.

He arrived at Cynthia’s dwelling. It was
wening. . Cynthia opened the door, and
lbzllino entered the common apartment.
© «“Where are the rest?”’ said he in a savage
one of voice, whose sound made Cynthia
remble. :

“They have been asleep,” she answered,
“since mid-day. Probably they mean to
jo out on some pursuit to-night.”

" Abellino threw himself into a chair, and
eemed to be lost in thought.

«“But why are you always so gloomy,
Abzllino,” said Cynthia, drawing near fum; -
it is that which makes you so ugly. " Pray

b
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thee, away with those frowns; they make
your countenance look worse than naturé
made it.”

Abellino made no answer.

“Really, you are_enough to frightens
body! Come now, let us be friends, Abzll{
no; Ibegin notto dislike you, and to endurt
your appearance; and I don’t know but—"

“Go! wake the sleepers!” roared the,
Bravo. ]

“The sleepers? Psha! let them sleep on,
the stupid rogues! Sure you are not afraid
to be alone with me? Mercy on me, ont
would think I looked as terrible as yo
Do I? Nay, look on me, Abzllino!”

Cynthia, to say the truth, was by no mess
an ill-looking girl; her eyes were bright «f
expressive; ﬁer bair fell in shining ringl
over her bosom; her lips were red and
and she bowed them towards Abellino’
but Aballino’s were still sacred by the to!
of Rosabella’s cheek. He started from
seat, and removed (yet gently) Cynthi
hand, which rested on his shoulder.

‘““Wake the sleepers, my good girl,”
he, “I must speak with them this moment.

Cynthia hesitated.

“Nay go!” said he in a fierce voice. 1

Cynthia retired in silence; yet, as she
crossed the threshold, she stopped for an
instant, and menaced him with her finger.

Abzllino strode through the chamber with

- Ae=stv steps, his head reclining on his shoul-

‘s arms folded over his breast.
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¢‘The first step is taken,” said he to him-
‘self; “‘there is one moral monster the lessor
- earth. I have committed no sin by this
murder; I have but performed asacred duty.
Aid me, thou Great and Good, fur arduous
. is the task before me. Ah! should that task
be gone through with success, and Rosabella
be the reward of my labors—Rosabella?—
What, shall the Doge’s neice bestow her
.hand on the outcast Abellino’—Oh! mad-
man that I am to hope it! No! never was
there frenzy equal to mine! To attach my-
self at first sight to~——Yet Rosabella is
capable of thus enchanting at first sight!
Rosabella and Valeria! To be beloved by
two such women! Yet though ’tis impossi-
ple to attain, the striving to attain such an
end is glorious. Illusicns so delightful will
at least make me happy for a moment, and
alas! the wretched A‘;aell.ino needs illusions,
. that for a moment will make him happy.
+Oh! surely knew the world what I glad K
R1ould accomplish, the world would bot
.'pité and love me.” -
ynthia returned, the four Bravos follow-
ed her, yawning, grumbling, and still half
, asleep. “Come, come,” raid Abzllino;
“rouse yourselves, lads. Before I say any
i thing, be convinced that you are wide¢ awake,
* for what I am going to tell yvou is so strange,
.that you will needs believe it to be a dream.”
They listened to him with an air of indif-
ference and impatience. “Why, what’s the
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mat‘er now?” said Tomaso,while he str:
ed himself. ’
«Neither more nor less, than that
honest, hearty, brave Matteo is—murdered
“What? Murdered!” every one exclai
ed, and gazed with looks of - terror on
bearer of this unwelcome news; while C
thia gave a loud scream, and clasping
hands together, sunk almost breathless i
8 chair. :
A general silence prevailed for some ti
¢“Murdered?” at length repeated Tom
and by whom? :
Baluzzo.—Where?
Petrino.—What! this forenoon? -
Abellino.—In the gardens of Dola
where he was found bleeding at the feet
the Doge’s neice.  Whether he-fell by
hand, or by that of one of her admire
cannot say. :
Cynthia, (weeping.)—Poor dear Matteo®
Abellino.—About this time to-morr
you will see his corse exhibited on the gib!
Petrino.—What! did any one reco
kim? :
Abellino.—Yes, yes! there’s no doubt
bout his trade, you may depend on’t.
('J’ynthia.-—The gibbet!—Poor, dear
teo!
Tomaso.—This is a fine piece of work!
Baluzzo.—Confound the fellow!

. would have thought of any thing ha i
£0 unlucky? 8 v g hoppe
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JMballino.—Why, how now? You seem
be overcome.
'Struzzo.—1 cannot recover myself: sur-
tise and terror have almosi stupified me.
Abellino.—Indeed! by my life, when I
iard the news, I burst into laughter: ‘Sig-
s Matteo,” said I, ‘I wish your worship
1y of your safe arrival.’ : ‘
Tomaso.—What? :
Struzzo.—You laughed? Hang me if I
an see what there is to laugh at.
Abellino.—Why, surely you are not afraid
f receiving what you aresoready to bestow
n others? What is your object? What can
re expect as‘our reward at the end of our
abors, except the gibbet or the rack? What
semorials of our actions shall we leave be-
ind us, except our skeletons dancing in
le air, and the chains which rattle around
tem? He who chooses to play the Bravo’s
irt on the great theatre of the world, must
»t be afraid of death, whether it comes at
© hand of the physician, or of the execu-
pner. Come, come! pluck up your spirits,
ymrades.
. Tomaso.—That’s easy to say, but quite
it of my power. '
 Petrino.—Mercy on me—how my teeth
tter! '
Baluzzo.—Pr’ythee, Abezllino, be com-
osed for a moment or two—your gaiety at
time like this, is quite horrible.
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Cynthia.—Oh me! Oh me!—FPoor:
dered Matteo!

Abellino.—Hey day! Why, what
this? Cynthia, wy life, are you not
of being such a child? Come, let y
renew that ‘conversation which my
you to wake these gentlemen interr_
sit- down by me, sweet heart, and gi
kiss.

Cynthia.—Out upon you, monster!

Abellino.—What, have you altere
mind, my pretty dear? Well, w
all my heart. When you are in the h
I may not have the inclination.

Baluzzo.—Death and the-devil, A
isthis a time for talking nonsense? Pr
keep such trash for a fitter occasi
let us consider what we are to do ju

Patrino.—Nay, this is no season for tri

Struzzo.—Tell us, Abellino, you
clever fellow; wl:at course it it best
to take? )

‘Abewllino, (after a pause.)—Nothing
be done, or a great deal. . Oneof two
must we. choose—either we must
where we are, and what we are,
honest men to please any rascal wh
give us gold and fair words, and m
our ninds‘to be hung, broken on the
-condemned to the galleys, burnt alive,
cified or beheaded at the long run, just%

may seem best to the supreme authority
else—

!

4
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Tomaso. —Or else? Well?

Rbellino.—Or else we must divide the
rils which are already in our ‘possession,
it the republic, begin a new and better
1, and endeavour to make our peace with
wwen. We have already wealth enough
make it unnecessary for us to ask, ‘How
1}l we get our bread?” You may either
y an estate in some foreign country, or
ep an Osteria, or engage in commerce, -
» in short, do whatever you like best, so
at you do but abandon the profession of
' assassin. Then we may look out a wife
tong the pretty girls of our own rank in
e, become the happy fathers of sons and
mighters, may eat and drink in peace and
sarity, and make amends, by the honesty of
r future lives, for the offences of our past.
Tomaso.—Ha! ha! ha!

@bellino.—What you do, that will I'do
s I will either hang, or be broken on
‘wheel with you, or become an honest
m, just as you please. Now then, what is
ir decision? )

Tomaso.—Was there ever such a stupid
meellor? -

Petrino.—Our decision? Nay, the point
mvery diffiealt to decide.

- lirio.—I should have thought it had

Tomaso.—Without more words then, I
te for our remaining as we are, and car-
ng on our old trade; that will bring v-
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in plenty of gold, and enable us to lead

jol }y life. . .
etrino.—Right, lad! You speak my
thoughts exactly. i
Tomaso.—We are Bravos, it is true;
what then? We are honest fellows; and
devil take him who dares say we are
However, at any rate, we must keep withi
doors for a few days, lest we should be di
.covered; for I warrant you the Doge’s spj
are abroad in search of us. JBut as soo
the pursuit is over, be it our first busi
to find out Matteo’s murderer, and t
him out of hand, as a warning to all ot
All.—Bravo! bravissimo! ..
Petrino.—And from this day forth, 1
that Tomaso should be our Captain.
Struzzo.—Avye, in Matteo’s stead..
Aill.—Right! right! :
Abellino.—To which I'say amen with
my heart.. Now then, all is decided.
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Cuar. I.—The Birth Day..

In solitude and anxiety, ' with barred
rindows and bolted doors, did the banditti
sass thee day immediately succeedingMatteo’s
murder; every marmur in the street ap-
seared to them a cause of apprehension;
wvery footstep which approached their doors
nade them tremble till it had passed them.
. In"the mean while the ducal palace blazed
vith splendor, and resounded with mirth.
Fhe Doge celebrated the birth-day of his
sir neice, Rosabella, and the feas was hon-
wed by the presence of the chief persons of
he city, of the foreign ambassadors, and of
sany illustrious strangers who were at that
ime residents in Venice. :

On this occasion no expense had been

red, no source of pleasure had been ne-
g:cted. The arts contended with cach
ther for superiority; the best poets in Ve-

e celebrated this day with powers excel-

any thing which they had before exhib-

for the subject of their verses was

osabella; the musicians and virtuosi sur-

passed all their former triumphs, for their
thject was to obtain the sufirage of Re~
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bella.—The singular union of all kind:
pleasure intoxicated the imx:F.nation ofe

uest; and the Genius of delight extes
ﬁis influence over the whole assembly,
the old man and the youth, over the mag
and the virgin. ‘

The venerable Andreas had seldom 1
seen in such high spirits as on this occasi
He wasall life; smiles of satisfaction play
round his lips; gracions and condescend
to every onc, he made it his chief care to
vent his rank from being felt. Someti
he trifled with the ladies, whose beat
formed the greatest ornament of this en
tainment; sometimes he mingled among
masks whose fantastic appearance and gaig
of conversation enlivened the ball-room
their variety; at other times he pldf
chess with the generals and admirals of §
republic; and frequently he forsook ev
thing to gaze with delight on Rosahel
dancing, or listen in silent rapture to R
belk.’s music. .

Lou: 'lino, Conari, and Paolo Manfro
the Doge’s three confidential friends 4
counsellors, in defiance of their gray hal
mingled in the throng of youthful beaut
flirted first with one, and then with anothé
and the arrows of raillery were darted
received on both-sides with spirit aud g
humor. ‘

“Now, Lomellino,” said Andreas to hi

who entered the saloon, in which th
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jwas at that ..me accidentally alone
is neice; ‘‘you seem in gayer spirits
ning than when you were lying be-
ardonia, and had so hard a game to
inst the Turks.”
ellino.—1 shall not take %upon me to
jthat, Signor. * I still think with a mix-
\of terror and satisfaction, on the night
we took Scardonia, and carried the
oon before the city walls., By mysoul
enetians fought like lions. :
reas.—Fill this goblet to their memo-
y old soldier; you have earned your
ravely.
llino.—Aye, Signor, and oh! it is so
to rest on laurels! But in truth, ’tis
that I am indebted for mine; it is you
ave immortalized me. No soul on
Rwould have known that Lomellino -
, had he not fought in Dalmatia and
under the banners of the great An-
' and assisted him in raising eternal
in honor of the republic.
.—My good-Lomellino,the Cyprus
heated your imagination.
gllino.—Nay, I know well 1 ought
call you great, and praise you thus
to your face; but faith, Signor, I am
too old for it to be worth my while
r. That is a business which 1leave
r young courtiers, who have never
me within the smell of powder, and
L never fought for Venice -and Andreas.
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" JfAndreas.—You are a old enthus
Think you the emperor is of the same
ion? ~ :

Lomellino.—Unless Gharles the Fi
deceived by those about him, or is too
to atlow the }reatness of an enemy, he
say perforce, ‘There is but one man on
whom I fear, and who is worthy to
with mme; and that man is Andreas.’

Andreas.—I suspect he will be sorely,
pleased when he receives my answer ¥
message by which he notified o me the
prisonment of the.French king.

Lomellino.—Displeased he will be, Si
no doubt of it: but what then? Venice
not fear his displeasure while Andreas
lives. But when you and your her
once gone to your eternal rest, then
thee, poor Venice! Ifear your golden
will soon come to their conclusion.

Andreas.—What? have we not
young officers of great promise?.

Lomellino.—Alas! what are most of
Heroes in the fields of Venus! Heroes,
drinking bout! Efieminate striplin
laxed both in mind and body! But ho
I running on, forgetful! Ah! when
grown so old, and conversing with
dreas, it is easy to forget every thing
My lord, I sought you with a request
quest too of consequence.

JAndreas.—You excite ray curiosity.

Lomellino.—About a week ago, there {
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jved here a young Florentine nobleman,
alled Flodoardo, & youth of noble appear-
ince and great promise.

JAndreas.—Well?
. Lomellino.—His father was one of my
iearest friends; he is dead now, the good
Ad generous nobleman! In our youth we
terved together on board the same vessel,
ind many a turbaned head has fell beneath
his sword. Ah! he was a brave soldier.
i JAndreas.—While celebrating the father’s
bravery, you seem to have quite forgotten
the son.

Lomellino.—His son is arrived in Venice,
ind wishes to enter into the service of the
republic. T entreat youto give the youn
man some respectable situation; he wiﬁ
prove the boast of Venice, when we shall be
n our graves; on that would I hazard my
Xistence.

JAndreas.—Has he sense and talent?
' Lomellino.—That he has; and an heart
ke his father’s. Will it please you to see
hd converse with him?, He is yonder a-
tong the masks in the saloon. One thing
‘mast tell you, as a specimen of his de-
s: He has heard of the handitti who
st Vehice; and he engages, that the first
of work which he renders the repub-
shall be the delivering into the hands of
ice these concealed assassits, who hith-
rto have eluded the vigitance of our p()]lfe-
JAndreas:—Indeed? I doubt that promi<”

; 6 ,
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- will be too much for his power to perform’
Flodoardo, 1 think you call him? Tell hi
I would speak with him.

Lomellino.—Oh! then I have gained
Jeast half of iny cause, and I believe

. whole of it; for to see Flodoardo, and not

like him, is as difficult as to look at paradi
and not wish to enter. To see Flodoar
and to hate him, is as unlikely, as that
blind man should hate the kind hand whid
removes the cataract from his eyes, a
pours upon them the blessings of {ight
the heauties of nature.

- JAndreas; (smiling.)—In the whole co

of our acquaintance, Lomellino, never did!
hear you so enthusiastic!—Go then; -cor
duct this prodigy hither.

Lomcllino.—I hasten to find him. Anda#{
for you, Signora, look to yourselft Lok
to vourself, [ say! <

Rosabella.—Nagy, pry’thee, Lomellin
bring your hero hither without delay; yo
have raised my curiosity to the height.

Lomellino quitted the saloon.

Andreas.—How comes it that you rejois
not the dancers, my child?

Rosabella.—1 am weary, and besides cu
osity now detzains me here, for I would fa
see this Flodoardo, whom Lomellino thin
deserving of such extraordinary praise.
Shall I tell you thetruith, my dear uncle?-
verily believe that I am already acquain

~with him. There was a mask in a Grecis
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bit, whose appearance was so striking,
at it was impossible for him to remain
mfounded with the crowd: the least atten-
re eye must have singled him out from
pong a thousand. It was a tall, light fig-
e, so graceful in every movement——then
s dancing was quite perfection!

Jndreas, (smiling, and threalening with his
ager.)—Child! child! : )
Rosabella.—Nay, my dear uncle, what I
iy is mere justice: itis possible indeed, that
 Greek and Florentine may be tw » diffe-
Mat persons; but still, according to Lomel-
0’ description——Oh?} look, dear uncle,
)l{y look yonder! there stands the Greek as
ive.

Antreas.—And Lomellino is with him—
tey approach—Rosabella, you have made

slggd guess. . , .
-The Doge had scarcely ceased to speak,
hen Lomellino entered the room, conduct-
g a tall young man, richly habited in the
recian fashion. .
¢My gracioys Lord,” said Lomellino,
-present to vou the count Flodoardo, who
mbly sues for your protection,”
lodoardo uncovered his head intoken of
ct, took off his mask, and bowed low
re the illustrious ruler of Venice.
reas.—I understand you are desirous
ving the republic? .
doardo.—That is my ambition, should
r highness think me deserving of such
‘RONOYT. . - o
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JAndreas.—Lomellino speaks highly
vou; if all that he says be true, how
you to deprive your own country of y
services?

Flodeardo.—Because my own country
not governed by an Andreas.

JAndreas.—Y ou have intentions, it see
discovering the haunts of the banditti,
for some time past have caused so
tears to flow in Venice? ‘

Flodoardo.—If your highness would d
to confide in 'me, I would answer . with
head for their delivery into the hands
your officers, and that speedily.

Andreas.—That were much fora stran,
to perform. I would fain make the.
whether you can keep your word.

Flodoardo.—That is sufficient. T
row, or the day after, at latest, willl
form my promise.

JAndreas.—And you make that promi
resolutely? Are you aware, young man,
dangerous a task it is to surprise these
creants? They are never to be found
sought for, and always present ‘'when
expected; they are at once every w
and no where; there exists not a noo
all Venice which our spies are not acq
ed with, or have left unexamined, and
has our police endeavoured in vain to
cover the place of their concealment.

Flodoardo.—1 know all this,and to k
" rejoices me, since it uffords me an
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lnity of conviacing the Doge of Venice,
t ray actions are not those of a common

F'entnrer. :

Andreas.—Perform your promise, and
let me hear of you.- For the present,
discourse shall end here, for no unplea-

t thoughts must disturb the joy to which
day is dedicated.—Rosabella, would
not like to join the dancers’—Count, I
fice her to your care.
Flodoardo.—I eould not be entrusted with

aore £recious charge. ’
' Rosabella, during this conversation, had
#en ledning against the back of her uncle’s
tair: she repeated to herself Lomellino’s
‘erkgon’ “That to see Flodoardo, and not
» like him, was as difficult as to look at
eradise, and not wish to enter;’ and while
B gazed on the youth, she allowed that
imellino had not exaggerated. When her
¢le desired Flodeardo to conduct her to
¢ dancere, a soft blush overspread her
feks, and she doubted whether she should
ept or declinethe hand which was imme-
tely offered. ‘

And to tell you my real opinion, my fair
, I suspect that very few of you would
been more collected than Rosabella,

you found yourselves similarly situated.

ruth, such a form as Flodoardo’s! a

tenance whose physiognomy seemed a

sport at once to tf:s reart of all whao ex-

inéd it; %ea«tureq so enquisitely fashioned,
¢ » . - -

A9
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that the artist who wished to execute
model of manly beauty, had he imitats
them, would have had nothing to s:pply ¢
improve; features, every one of which spo
so clearly,—¢The bosom of this youth ¢
tains the heart of an hero:’—ah! ladi
my dear ladies, a man like this might v
make some mittle confusion in the head
heart of a poor young girl, tender aul@
suspicious! ‘
lodoardo tpok Rosabella’s hand, and
her into the ball-room. Here all was mid3
and splendor; the roofs re-echoed with !
full swell of harmony, and the floor tx®
bled beneath the multitude of dancers, ¥¥
formed a thousand beautiful gronps by
blaze of innumerable lustres. Yet Flo
ardo and Rosabella passed on in silence,
they reached the extreme end of the g
saloon. Here they stopped, and rema?
before an open window. Some min
passed, and still they spoke not. Someti®
they gazed on cach nti:er, sometimes on
dancers, sometimes on the moon; and th¢
again they forgot each other, the danct@
and the moon, and were totally absorbed ‘
themselves. ‘ |
“Lady,” said Flodoardo at length, *
there be a greater misfortune?”. .
“¢“A misfortune!”” said Rosabella, startiy
asif suddenly awaking from a dream; Wi
misfortune, Signor? who is unfortunate?”
““He who is doomed to behold the jo

IR |
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of elvsium, and never to possess them: he
who dies of thirst, and sces a cup stand full -
betore him, but which he knows is destined
for the lipsof another!” -

««And are you, my lord, this out-cast from
elysinmn? are you the thirsty one who stands
near theup which is filled for another? is
it thus that you wish me to understand your
speech ?” :

“You understand it as I meant: and now
tell me, lovely Rosabella, am [ not indeed
uanfortunate?”’ ,

“And where then is the elysium which

ou must never possess?”’ .

“Where Rosabella is, there is elysium.”

Rosabella bluslied, and cast her eyes on

the ground.
_ “You are not offended, Signora?! said
Flodoardo, and took her hand with an air
of respectful tenderness; ¢‘has this openness
displeased you?”

¢“You are a native of Florence, Count

'Flodoardo; in Venice we dislike these kind
of compliments; at least I dislike them, and
wish to hear them from no person less than
from you.” ,

__“By my life, Signora, I spoke but as I

“thought; my words concealed no flattery.”

““See! the Doge enters the saloon. with

' Manfrone and Lomellino; he will seek us
among the dancers. Come, let us join them.”

Flodoardo followed her in silence. The
dance began, Heavens! how lovely '
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Rosabella, as she glided along to the sweet
sounds of musie, conducted by Flodoarde!
How handsome looked Flodoardo,as, lighter
than air, he flew down the dance, while his;
brilliant eyes saw no object but Rosabellal
He was still without his mask, and bare {
headed; but every eye_ glanced away from:
the helmets and barettes, waving with plumes
and sparkling with jewels, to gaze on Flo-
doardo’s raven locks, as they floated on the
air in wild luxuriance. A murmur of ad-
miration rose from every corner of the
saloon, but it rose unmarked Ry those who
were the objects of it; neither I{osabella no !
Flodoardo at that moment formed a wish
to be applauded, except by each other.

e
Cuar. I1.—The Florentine Stranger. {

Two evenings had elapsed since the Doge’s
entertainment; on the second, Parozzi sat in |
his own apartment with Memmo and Falieri. |
Dimly burnt the lights: lowering and tem-
pestnous were the skies without; gloomy
and fearful were the souls of the libertines
within. . S

Parozzi, (after a long silence.)—What, are
;‘ou both dreaming? Ho, there! Memmo,

alieri, fill your goblets.

Memmo, (with indifference.)— Well—to
| please you—but I care not for wine to-night.
& hd
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Palieri.—Nor I. Methinks it tastes like
legar.—Yet the wine itself is good; ’tis
r ill temper spoils it.
Parozzi.—Confound the rascals!
Memmo.—Whar? the banditti?
Parozzi.—Ndt a trace of them can he
md. Tt is enough to kill one with vexation.
Falieri.—And 1n the mean while, the time
ns out, our proiiects will get wind, and
en we sit quictly in the state prisons of
enice, objects of derision to the populace
id ourselves! | could tear my flesh for
ger!—(A universal silence,) ‘
Parczzi., (striking his hand against the table
wssionately,)—Fladoardo! Flodoardo!
Falieri.—In a couple of hours I must
tend the Cardinal Gonzaga; and whdt
telligence shall I have to give him?
Jlemmo.—Come, come—Contarine can-
it have been absent so long without cause.
warrant you he will bring some news with
m when he arrives.

Falieri.—Psha! psha! my life on’t, he
#s.at this moment at Olympia’s feet, and
rgets us, the republic, the banditti, and
imself.

t Parozzi.—And so reither of you know
by thing of this Flodoardo?

' Memmo.—N¢ more than of what happen-
d on Rosabells’s birth-day.

Falieri.—Well then, I know one thing
10re about him—Parozzi is jealous of h?

- Parozzi.—I? Ridiculous! Rosabella
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‘bestow her hand on the Gerwman emperar j

a Venetian gondolier, without its giving
the least anxiety.
Falieri.—Ha! ha! ha! ,
Memmo.—Well, one thing at least ever
envy must .confess—Flodoardo is the hanb:
somest man in Venice. I doubt whether

enough to resist him. 1

Parozzi.—And I should doubt it too, &
women had as little sense as you. have, ad
looked only at the shell, without minding
the kernel [

Memmo.—Which unluckily is exactly the
thing which women always do.

Falicri.—The old Lomellino seems tobe
extremely intimate with this Flodoar# -
they say he was acquainted with his fathe.

Memmo.—It was he who presented hi
to the Doge. )

Parozzi.—Hark !—Surely some one knoc
ed at the palace door.

Memmo.—It can be none but Contarino.
Now, then, we shall hear whether he
discovered the banditti. ,

Falieri, (starting from his chair.)—I’ll sw
to that footstep—it’s Contarino. '

The doors were thrown open, and Com,
tarino entered hastily, . enveloped in his
cloak. <‘Good evening, swebt gentlemen,”
said he, and threw his mantld aside. Mem-
™~ Parozzi, and Falieri started back in

" _“Good God!” they exclaimed,







72 ABAELLINO.

losopher Parozzi spreads that plaister for
me! [ thank you, friend; that’s enongh.—
And now, comrades, place yourselves ina
circle round me, and listen to the wonders
which I am going to relate. -

Falieri.—Proceed.

Contarino.—As soon 8s it was twilight,
stole out, wrapped in my cloak, dctermined
if possible, to discover some of the banditti;
I knew not their persons, neither were they
-acquainted with mine;—an extravagant un-
dertaking, perhaps you will tell me; butl
was resolved- to convince you that every
thing which a man determines to do, may be
done. I had some information respecting
the rascals, though it was but slight, and o
these grounds I proceeded. 1 happenedir
mere accident to stumble upon a gondolie, -
whose appearance excited my curiosity. | ‘
fell into discourse with him; I was soon
convinced that he was not ignorant of the!
lurking-place of the Bravos, and by ineans
of some gold and many fair speeches, I at
length brought him to confess, that though
not regularly belonging to the band, he had
occasionally been employed by them. [
imnmediately made a bargain with him;—he
conducted me in his gomnlola through the

greatest part of Venice, sometimes right and

. sometimes left, till lost every idea as to
{ the quarter of the town in which I found,
~ mwself. At length he insisted on binding
eyes with his handkerchief, and I was



ABAELLINO. - 73

'comapelled to suhmit to this condition. Half
an hour elapsed hefore the gondola stopped;
he told me to descend, conducted me through-
acouple of streets, and at length knocked at
a door, where he left me still blindfolded—
the door was opened; my business was in- -
3uired with great caution, and after some
emur I was at length admitted. The
handkerchief was now withdrawn from my
€yes, and I found myself in a small chamber,
surrounded by four men of not the most
creditable appearance, and a young woman,
who, it seems, had opened the door for me.
. Fulieri.—You are a daring fellow, Conta-
rino. : :

Contarino.—Here was no time to be lost.
I instantly threw my purse on the table,
promised them mountains of gold, and fixed
on particalar days, hours and signals, which
were necessary to facilitate our future in-
tercourse. For the present I only required
that Manfrone,Conari, and Lomellino should
be removed with all possible expedition.

All.—Brava!

Contarino.—So far every thing went ex-
actly as we could have wished; and one of
Wy new associates was just setting out to
‘guide me home, when we were surprised
g‘; an unexpected visit.

Parozzi.—Well?

Memmo, (anziously.)—Go on, for God’s
sake!

Contarino.—A knocking was heard at the

v
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door; the girl went to inquire the cause; in
an instant she returned pale asa corse, and—

sFly! fly!’ cried she.

Falieri.—What followed? .

Contarino.—Why then followed a whole
legion of sbirri and police-officers; and who
should be at their head but——the Flores
tine stranger! .

All.—Flodoardo! what, Flodoardo?

Contarino.—Flodoardo. '

Falieri.—What demon could have guided |
him thither?

Parozzi.—Hell and furies! O! that I had
been there!

Memmo.—There now, Parozzi! you see at
least that Flodoards, is no coward. _

Faliert.—Hush, let us hear the rest.

Contarino.—We stood,- as if we had bea
petrified; not a soul could move a finger
‘In the name of the Doge and the republic,
cried Flodoardo, ‘yield yourselves, and
deliver your arms.’—The devil shall yield
himself sooner than we,” exclaimed one of
the banditti, and forced a sword from one

-of the officers; the others snatched muskets,

from the walls; and as for me, my first care
was to extinguish the lamp, so that we coull
not tell friends from foes. But still the!
confounded moonshine gleamed through the
window-shutters, and s%xed a partial ~ light
through the room. ‘Look to yonrself, Con
tarino!’ thought I; ‘if you are found here,
—auwwill be hanged for company!” and |
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w my sword, and made a lounge at
odoardo.  But, however well intended,
r thrust was foiled by his sabre, which he
irled aroand with the rapidity of light-
f% I fought like a wcadman, but all my
was without effect on this occasion, and
ore I was aware of it, Flodoardo ripped
en my bosom. I found myself wounded,
d sprang back; at that moment two pis-
s were fired, an@the flash discovered to
a small side door which they had neg-
ted to beset; through this I stole unper-
ived into the adjoining chamber, burst
‘open the grated window, sprang below un-
hart, crossed” a court vard, climbed two cr
‘three garden walls, gained the canal, where
a gondola fortunately was waiting, per-
guaded the boatman to convey me with all
_speed to the palace of St. Mark, and thence
hastened hither, astonished to find nyself
alive.  There is an - infernal adventure for
you?! .
Pareczzi.—1 shall go mad!
Falicri.—Every thing we design is coun-
teracted! The more t:ouble we give our-
-selves, the further we 2re from the goal.
Memmo.—I confess, i seems to me 4@ if
Heaven gave us warning to desist. How
fay you?
. Contarin».—Psha! these are trifles. Such
accidents should only serve to sharpen our
" wits. The nore obstacles I encounter, the
firmer is my resolution to surmount them.

Y
!
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I;"ah'cri.—Do the banditti know who yot
are’
Contarino.—No; they are not onlyi
rant of my name, but suppose me to bet
mere instrument of some powerful man, wh
has been injured by the ducal confedersis
Memmo.—Well, Contarino, in my mid
you should thank heaven that you havee
caped so well. '
Falieri.—But since he & an absolutestr¥
ger in Venice, how could Flodoardo &
cover the lurking-place of the banditti?
' Contarina.—I_ kriow not—probably b
mere accident, like myself. But.b

ower that made me, he shall pay eary|
or this wound!

Fulieri.—Flodoardo is rather too h]
in making himself remarked. ‘

Parozzi.—Flodoardo must die!

Contarino, ! filling a goblet.)—May his 18
. cup contain poison! -

Falieri.—1 shall do myself the honord
becoming better acquainted ‘with the g&*
tleman. :

Contarino.—Memmo, we must needs hs®
full purses, or our business will haog®
hang woefully. When does your uncle i8¢
his departure for a hetter world?

Memmo. —To-morrow evening!—and y#
—Ugh! I tremble! :
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Cuar. III.—More C;mfusion.

Since Rosabella’s birth-day, no woman
in Venice who had the slightest pretensions
to beauty, or the most remote expectations
in making conquests, had any subject of con-
yersation except the handsome Florentine:
he found employment-for every fewrule
tongue, and she who dared not employ her
tongue, made amends for the privation with
her thoughts. Many a maiden now enjoyed
less tranquil slumbers; many an experienced
coquette sighed, as she laid on color at the
looking-glass; many a prude forgot the
rules which she had imposed upon herself,
and daily frequented the gardens and public
walks, in which report gave her the hope
of meeting Flodoardo.

But. from the time that, placing himself
at the head of the sbirri, l‘:e had dared to

‘enter boldly the den of the banditti, and
seize them at the hazard of his life, he was
scarcely more an object of attention among
the women than the men. Greatly did they-
admire his courage and unshaken presence
of mind, while engaged in_so perilous an
adventure; but sti]% more were they aston-,
‘ished at his penetration in discovering where
the Bravos concealed themselves, an attempt
which had foiled even the keen wits of the
so much celebrated police of Venice.

The Doge Andreis cultivated the ac-

T*
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quaintance of this singular young man with
increasing assiduity; and the more he con-
versed with him, the more deserving of
consideration did Flodoardo appear. - The
action by which he had rendered the repub-
lic a service so essential, was rewarded by

a present that would not have disgraced

imporial gratitude; and one of the most
important offices in the state was confided to
his superintendence.

Both favors were conferred unsolicited;
but no sooner was the Florentine apprised
of the Doge’s benevolent care of him, than
with modesty and respect he requested to

decline the proposed advantages. The only

favor which he requested was, to. be per-
mitted to live free and independent in Ve-
nice during a year; at the end of which time
he promised to name that employment which
he esteemed the best adapted to his abilities
and inclination. . :
Flodoardo was lodged in the magnificent
palace of his good old patron Lomellino,
where he lived in the c{):sest. retirement,
studied the most valuable parts of anciest
and modern literature, remained for whole
days together in his own apartment, and
was seldom to be seen in public, except upon
some great solemnity.
" But the Doge, Lomellino, Manfrone, and
Conarf, men, who had established the fame
of Venice on so firm a basis, that it would
require centuries to undermine it; men, in
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whose society one seemed to be withdrawn
from the circle of ordinary mortals, and
honored by the intercourse of superiot be-
ings; men who now graciously received the
Florentine stranger into their intimacy, and
resolved to spare no pains in forming him
to support the character of a great man—it
¢ould not long escape the observation of men
‘like these, that Flodoardo’s. gaiety was
assumed, and that a secret sorrow preyed
upon his heart. ) .

In vain did Lomellino, who loved himn
like a father, endeavor to discover the source
of his melancholy—in vain did the venerable
Doge exert himself to disperse the gloom
which oppressed his young. favorite;—Flo-
doardo remained silent and sad.

And Rosabella—Rosabella would have
belied her sex, had she remained gay while
Flodoardo sorrowed. - Her spirits were
flown ; her eyes were frequently obscured
with tears. She grew daily paler ; till the
Doge who doated on her, was seriously
alarmed for her health. At length Rosabel-
. Ia grew really ill: a fever fixed itself upon
her: she became weak, and was confined to
her chamber; and her complaint baffled the
~ skill of the mest experienced physicians in

Venice. )

In the midst of these unpleasant circum-
stances in which Andreas and his friends
now found themselves, an accident occurred
one morning, which raised their uneasiness
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to the very highest pitch. Never had s
bold and audacious an action heen heard
in Venice, as that which I am now going
relate. T ‘

The four banditti whom Flodoardo ha
seized, Petrino, Struzzo, Baluzzo, a
Tomaso, had been safely committed to the
Doge’s dungeons, where they underwent
daify examination, and looked upon every
sun that rose, as the last that would ever
rise for them. Andreas and his confidentid
counsellors now flattered themselves that
the public tranquillity had nothing to appre
hend, and that Venice was completely puri- |
fied of the miscreants, whom gold could
bribe to be the instruments of revenge and
cruelty—when, all at once, the followi!}?
address was discovered affixed to most (
the remarkable statues, and pasted againd
the corners of the principal streets, and
pillars of the public buildings: -

VENETIANS!

Struzzo, Tomaso, Petrino, Baluzzo, and Mat
teo, five as brave men as the world ever produced;
who, had they stood at the head of armies, would
have been called heroes, and now being called
banditti, are fallen victims to the justice of.state-
policy—these men, it is true, exist for you no
longer : but their place is supplied by him whose
name is affixed to this paper, and who will stand
by his employers with body and with soul! I
laugh at the vigilance of the Venetian police; 1
laugh at the crafty and insolent Florentine,whose
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tiand has dragged my brethren to the rack. Let
those who need me, seek me; they will find me
every where. Let those who search for me with
the design of delivering me up to the law, despair
#ad tremble; they will find me no where. But
K ehall find them, and that whea they least expect
me. Venetians, you understand me! Woe to
the.-man who shall attempt to discover me ; his
life and death depend upon my pleasure. 'This
comes from the Venetian Bravo, )
' ABZELLINO.

*“An hundred sequins,” exclaimed the
incensed Doge on.reading the paper, ‘an
hundred sequins to him who discovers this
meonster’ Abellino, and a thousand to him .
‘who delivers him up to justice!”

But in vain did spies ransack every lurk-
ing place in Venice: no Abzllino was to be
found. In vain did the luxurious, the ava-
ricious and the hungry, stretch their wits .
to the uttermost, incited by the tempting
rpromise of a thousand sequins—Aballino’s
prudence set all their ingenuity at defiance.

But not the Jess did every one assert that
.he had recognized Abzllino, sometimes in
one disguise, and sometimes in. another; as
an old man, a gondolier, a woman, or a
.monk. Every body had seen him some-
where; but unluckily nobody could teil
where he was to be seen again.
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Cuar. IV.—The Violet.

I INvFoRMED my readers, in the beginni
of the last chapter, that Flodoardo was
" come melancholy, and that Rosabella
indisposed; but I did not tell them what
occasioned this sudden change.
Flodoardo, who, on his first arrival
Venice, was all gaiety, and the life of eve
society in which he mingled, logt his spi
on one particular day; and it so happenc§
that it was on the very same day that Ros
bella betrayed the first symptoms of inl:j

A

position.’ »

For on this unlucky day, di the capri®
of accident, or perhaps the Goddess of Lovy
(who has her caprices too every now sf
then,) conduct Rosabella into her u
garden, which none byt the Poge’s inti
friends were permitted to enter, and w
the Doge himself frequently reposed in
tude and silence during the evening ho
of a sultry day.

Rosabella, lost in thought, wandered Ii

- .less and ungonseisas along the broad
shady alleys of the garden. Someti

, in a moment of vexation, she plucked
unoffending. leaves from the hedges,
strewed them upon th& gtéund ; someti
she stopped suddenly, then rushed forw
with impetuosity, then again stood still, ﬁ
gazed upon the clear blue heaven. So
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nes her beautiful bosom was heaved with

fick and irregular motion: and sometimes

half suppressed sigh escaped from her lips
ral.

BHe is very handsome,” she murmured,
gazed with such eagerriess on vacanc
'if she had seen something there w'hicf‘l'
3 hidden from the sight of common
Mervers. -
‘$t'Yet Camilla was in the right,” she re.
moed after a pause; and she frowned as if

se had said Camilla was in the wrong.
This Camilla was her governess, her
tiend, her confident; I may almost say her
wether. Rosabella had lost her parents
arlv: her mother died when her child
ould scarcely lisp her name; and her father,
tuiscardo of Corfu, the commander of a
enetian vessel, eight years before, had
srished in an engagement with the Turks,
hile he was still in the prime of life. Ca-
flla, one of the worthiest creatures that
rer dignified the name of woman, supplied
' Rosabella the place of a mother, had
tought her up from infancy, and was now
ir best friend, and the person to whose ear
© confided all her little secrets.
{While Rosabella was still buried in her
bn reflections, the excellent Camilla ad-
inced from a side path, and hastened to
in her pupil. Rosabella started.
Rosabella.—Ah! dear Camilla, is it you?
That brings you hither?
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Camiila.—Y ou often call me your 5\)
iav angel, and guardian angels ehould alwa
be near the ohject of theit care.

Rosabella.—Camilla, I have been thinkin
over your arguments; I cannot deny-t
all you have said to me is very true,
very wise; but still ’

Camilla.—But still, though your prudens
agrees with me, your heartis of a contrary
opinion. = . .

Rosabella.—It is, indeed.

Camilla.—Nor do I blamg your heart fx
differing from me, my poor girl. I have
acknowledged to you without disguise, that
were I at your time of life, and were sud
a man as Flodoardo to throw himself inm
way, I could not receive his attentions with
indifference. It cannot be denied, that ths
young stranger is uncommonly pleasisg,
and indeed for any woman whose heart »
disengaged, an uncammonly dangerous cow
panion.  There is something very prepor|
sessing in his appearance; his manners a%
elegant, and, short as has been his abode ix
Venice, it is already past doubting that theré
are many noble and striking features in, his
character. But, alas, after all, he is bntq
poor nobleman, and it is not very probablé
that the rich and powerful Doge of Venict
will ever hestow his neice on one, who, t
speak plainly, arrived here little better thas
8 beggar. No, no, child, believe me; 1

= romantic adventurer is no” fit husband fo

“osabella of Corfu.
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Rosabella.—Dear Camilla, who was talk-
dng about husbands? What I feel for Flodo-
ardo is merely affection, friendship
t. Camilla—Indeed? Then you wouuld he
i perfectly satisfied, should some one of our
twealthy ladies bestow her hand on Flodoar-
do? : | '

. Rosabella, (hastily.)—Oh! Flodoardo would
not accept her hand, Camilla; of that Iam
sure. :

Camilla.—Child! child!. you wounld wil-

Yingly deceive yourself. But be assured, that

a girl who ldves, ever connects (perhaps
uncomnsciously) the wish for an eternal union
with the idea of an eternal affection. Now
this is a wish which yvou cannot indulge in
regard to Flodoardo, without seriously of-
fending your uncle, who, good man as he
is, must ¢till submit to the severe controlof
politics and etiquette. .

. Rosabella.—I1 know all that, Camilla; but
.can I not make vou comprehend that I am
not in love with Flodoardo, and do not mean
to be in love with him, and that love has
nothing at all to doin the business? I repeat -
to you, what I feel for him is nothing but
sincere friendship; and surely Flodeardo
‘deserves that I should feel that sentimment
ifor him. - Deserve it, said I? Oh! what
;does Flodoardo not deserve?

,  Camilla.—Aye! aye! friendship indeed—

;and love—Oh! Rosabella, you know not

Jhow often thesé deceivers borrow each




AB.LLLINO. )

1er’s mask to cnsnare the hearts of unsus
cting maidens! .you know not how often
re finds admission when wrapped in friend
ip’s cloak, and that basom,which, had he
proached under his own appearance,
»uld have been closed against Limn forev-
! In short, my ehild, reflect how muck
u owe to your uncle; reflect how much
easiness this inclination would cost him,
d sacrifice to duty what at present iss
rre caprice, but which, if encouraged,
ght make too deep an impression on your
art to he afterwards removed by your best
orts. ) )
Rosatella.—You say right,”.Camilla; |
1ly believe myself that my prepossessioa
Flodoardo’s favor is merely an accidentd
ty, of which I shall easily get the better.
no; Iam not inlove with Flodoarda,d
! voumay rest assured; I even think that
‘her feel an antipathy towards him, sinee
have shewn me the possibility of his
ing me prove a cause of uneasiness o
kind, my. excellent uncle. o
1milla, (smiling.)—Are your sentiments
ity and gratitude so very strong?
sabelli.—Oh! that they are, Camills, !
s0 you will say yourself hereafter.—
disagreeable I'lodoardo—to give me so
. vexation! I wish"he had never come
nice! I declare I do not like him atall!
nilla.—No? What? Not like Flodoar-
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Rousabella, (cesting down her eyes.)—Noj; not
at aa—not that I wish him ill either; for
vou know, Camilla, there’s no reason why
1 should hate this poor Flodoardo?

. Camitla.—Well, we will'resume this sub-
ject when I return; I have business, and the
“gondola waits for me. "~ Farewell, my child,
and do not lay aside your resolution as has-
tily as you took it up. '
. Camilla departed; and Rosabella remain-
ed melancholy and uncertain; she built cas-
tles in the air, and destroyed them as soon
as built; she formed wishes, and condemned
herseH for having formed them; shelooked
round Ler frequently in search of something,
but dared not confess to herself what it was
of which she was in search. ‘
The'evening was sultry, and Rosabella
_ was compelled to shelter herself from the
sun’s overpowering heat. In the garden
was a small fountain, bordered by a bank of
moss, over which the magic hands of art and
nature had formed a canopy of ivy and jes-
samine. Thither she bent her steps; she
arrived at the fountain—and instantly drew
back, covered with blushes—for or the
bank of moss, shaded by the protecting can-
. opy, whose waving blossoms were reflected .
on the fountain, Flodoardo was seated, and
lLis eyes fixed on a roll of parchment.

Rosabtella hesitated whether she should
. retire or stay. Flodoardo started from his

place, apparently in no less confusion than

-
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herself, and relieved her from her indec
jion, by taking her hand with respect, af
conducting her to the seat which he had j
quitted. ; i
Now then she could not possibly reti
immediately, unless she meant to viold¥,
every common principle of good breeding
Her hand was still cfasped in Flodeardo't;
But it was so natural for him to take it, that |
she could not blame him for having doe
so. But what was she next to do? Drw
her hand away? Why should she, sincebe
did her hand no harm by keeping it, and the
keeping it seemed t6 make him so hap};y? ‘
And how could the gentle Rosabella resolve
to commit an act of such unheard of cruelty,
as wilfully to deprive any one of a pleasurt
which made him so happy, and which d
herself no harm? .
“Signiora,” said Flodoardo, merely fot
the sake of saying something, “you do w
to enjoy the open air; the evening is bear
tiful.”
“But I interrupt your studies, my lord?”
said Rosabella. -
~“By no means,” answered Flodoardo;
and there this interesting conversation came
to a full stop. Both looked down; both
examined the heaven” and the earth, the
trees and the flowers, in the hopes of “find-
Ing some hints for renewing the converss
tion; but the more anxiously they sought '
them, the more difficult did it seem to find
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hat they sought: and in this paioful em-
rrassment did two whole precious minutes
Napse! .

¢Ah! what abeautiful flower!” suddenl
:;ed Rosabella, in order to break the si-

ce; then stooped and plucked a violet
with an appearance of the greatest eager-
pess; though in fact nothing at that moment
tould have been more a matter of indiffe-
rence. 4

“It is a very beautiful flower, indeed!”
gravely observed Flodoardo, and was out of
all patience with himself for having made
#o flat a speech.

“Nothing can surpass this purple!” con-
tinued Rosabella; ‘‘red and blue so happily
blended, that no painter could produce se

rfect a union!”

“Red and blue? the one the symbol of
jappiness; the other, of affection. ~ Ah! Ro-
abella, how enviable will ‘be that man’s lot
m whom vour hand should bestow such a
fower! Ilappiness and affection are more
neeparaly united than the red and blue
vhich purple that violet!”

. “You seem to attach a value to the flower
f which it is but little deserving.”

¢«Might I but knew on whom Rosabella
Fill one day bestow what that flower ex-
resses—yet this is a subject which I have
1o right to discuss; I know not what has
iappened to me to-day—I make nothing buf
dlunders and: énistakes. Forgive my pr~

ad e
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sumption, lady; I will hazard such forward
inguiries no more. , .
Ile was silent; Rosabella was silent also. 1
All was calm and hushed, except in the hearts |
of the lovers. . _
But though they could forbid .their lipr -
to betray their hidden affection; though |
Rosabella’s tongue said not, ‘Thou art hc,.{
Flodoardo, on whom this flower should be
bestowed;’> though Flodoardo’s words had
not cxpressed, ‘Rosabella, give mc tha
violet, and that which it implies;’ yet their
eves were not silent.  Those treacherows
.interpreters of secret feelings acknowledged
more to each other than their hearts had
yet acknowledged to themselves!
Flodoardo and Rosabella gazed on eark
other with looks which made all speeth
uunecessary. Sweet, tender, and enthus-
astic was the smile which played round
Rosabella’s Jips, when her eyes met those
the youth whom she had selected from-the"|
rest of mankind; and with mingled emo-
tions of hope and feur did the youth study !
the meaning of that smile. He understoed
it, and his heart beat brighter. .
Rosabella trembled; her eyes could ne:
longer sustain the fire of his glances, and %
modest blush overspread her face and bosom.]
‘‘Rosabella'’ at length murmured Flod
— ardo, unconsciously. “Flodoardo!” sigheds
abella in the same tone. .
ive me that violet,” he exclaimed eai
thén sank at héer feet. and in o trana)
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f the most humble supplication repeated—
«Oh! give it to me!” :

Rosabella held the flower fast.

<t Ask for what-thou wilt; if a throne can
‘purchase it, I will pay that price, or perizh!

abella, give me that flower.”

She stole one look at the: handsome sup-
pliant, and dared not hazard a second.

"«My repose, my happiness, my life, nay,
even my glory, all depend on the possession

of that little flower! Let that be nine, and
here I solemnly renounce all else which the
world calls precious.”

The flower trembled in her snowy hands;
her fingers clasped it less firmly.

“You hear me, Rosabella? I'kneel at your
feet, and am I then in vain a beggar?”

The word beggar recalled to her memory
Camilla and her prudent counsels.. ‘What
am I doing? she said to hersclf; thave I
forgotten my promise—my resolution? Fly,
Rosabella, fly, or this hour makes you faith-
less to yourself and duty!’

She tore the flower to pieces, and threw
it contemptuously on the ground. I un-
derstand you, Flodoardo,” said she; ¢‘and
having understood you, will never suffer
this subject to be renewed. Here- let us
part, and let me not again be offended. by a
similar presumption. Farewell!”

She turned from him with disdain, and
left Flodoardo rooted to his place with
gorrow and astonislument.

e
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rstood that an extraordinary alteration
taken place in Flodoardd’s manner and
ance; that he had withdrawn himself
all general society, and that when tiie
itations. of his intimate friends compell-
him to appear in their circle, his spirits
evidently depressed by the weight
unconquerable melancholy.
JShis intelligence was like the stroke of a
gignard to the. feeling heart of Rosabella.
he fled for shelter to the solitude of her
chamber, there indulged her feelings with-
ot restraint, and lamented with showers of
iépentant tears, her harsh treatment of Flo-
o- B N
e grief which preyed in setret on her
gl, soon undermined her health. No one
d relieve her sufferings, for no-one knew
cause of her melancholy, or the origin
r illness. No wonder then that Rosa-
’s situation at length excited the most
r anxiety in "the bosom of her venera-
uncle. Nowonder, too, that Flodoardo
irely withdrew himself from a world
hich was become odious to him, since Ro-
1la was to be seen in it no longer; an.l
he devoted himself .in solitude to the
lgence of a passion, whieh he had vainly
kavored to subdue; and which, in the
petuosity of its course, had already swal-.
ed up every other sentiment. .
ut let us for a moment turn from the
_chamber of Rosabella, and visit the

4
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dwelling-of the conspirators, who we
" vancing with rapid strides towards the
cution of their plans; and who, with e
hour that past over their heads, beeame
numerous, more powerful and danger.
Andreas and his beloved republic.
Parozzi, Memmo, Contarino, and Falief
_ (the chiefs of this desperate undertaki
now assembled frequently in the Cardini
Gonzaga’s palace, where the different plag
for altering the constitution of Venice we
brought forward and discussed. But ina
these diffcrent schemes it was evident th
the proposer was solely actuated by com
siderations of private interest. The o§1
of one was to get free from the burthea {
enormous debts; another was willing to &
crifice-every thing to gratify his inord\1

-

ambition; the cupidity of this man was
cited by the treasures of Anpdreas and’
friends; while that was actuated by resenl
ment of some fancied offence, a resentme
which ¢ould only be quenched with the ¢
fender’s blood.. . .. _ - 3

These execrahle wretches, who ajmed :
nothing less than the total averthrow of ¥
nice, or at least of her government, look
towars -the completion of their extravags
hopes with the greater confidence, since:
new bnt necessary addition to the alread
existing taxes had put the Venetian popt
lace out of humor with their rulers.

Rich enough beth in adherents and’ i
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Mth, to realize their fearful projects; rich
mgh in bold, shrewd, desperate men,
jpse minds were well adapted to the con- .
fance and execution of revolutionary pro-
Is; they now looked down with contempt
m the good old Doge, who as yet discov-
M no suspicion of the object of their noc-

jmal meetings. )
E‘;l] did they not dare to carry their pro-
i into effect till some principal persons
ihe state should be prevented by death
mo throwing obstacles in their way. = For
» accomplishment of this part of their plan
iy relied on the daggers of the banditti.
eadfu), therefore, was the sound in their
's, when the bell gave the signal for exe-
ion, and they saw their bhest founded
;s expire on the scaffold which support-
e headless trunks of the four Bravos.
jif their consternation was great at thus
g the destined instruments of their de-
#, how extravagant was their joy when
roud Abzllino dared openly to declare
‘enice, that he still inhabited the repub-
d that he still wore a dagger at the
psal of vice.
his desperado is the very man for us!”
xclaimed unanimously, and in rap-
and now their most ardent wish was
1 Aballino in their service.
hat object was soon obtained—-they
ht the daring ruffian, and he suffered
elf tobe found. He visited their meet-
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ings, but_in his promises and demandsly
was equally extravagant. . *

The first and most earnest wish of
whole conspiracy was the death of Con
the Procurator; a man whom the Doge
ued beyond all others; a man, whose
eyes made the conspirators hourly tre
for their secret, and whose services the Dog
had accepted, in preference to those of
Cardinal Gonzaga. ‘But the sum whid
Abzllino demanded for the murder of &&
one man was enormous. ‘‘Give me the re
ward which I require,” said he, ‘“and|
promise, on the word of a man of honx
that after this night the Procurator Conad
shall give you no further trouble. En}
him to heaven, or imprison him in hell, I
engage to find and stab him.”

What could they do? Abzllino was nott
man to be easily beat down in his dem:
The Cardinal was impatient to attain
summit of his wishes; but his road-
straight. over Conari’s grave!

Abzllino received the sum demanded;-
on the next day the venerable Conari,'ﬂ
Doge’s best and dearest friend, the pri
and safeguard of the republic, was no 1
numbered among the living.

¢« Tis a terrible fellow, this Abaellin
cried the conspirators when the news rea
them, and celebrated the Procurator’s d
in triumph at the Cardinal’s midnight

The Doge was almost distradted
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and astonishment. He engaged to
ten thousand sequins to any one who
d discover by whom Conar: had been
ved from the world. A proclamation
is effect was published at the corner of
street in Venice, and made known
hout the territories of the republic.
jw days after this proclamation had been

, the following r was discovered
ed to the princi oor of the Venetian
xnbra: .

=Y

fae ) VENETIANS!
‘. ¥ou would fain know the author ot _onari’s
iitth: to spare you much useless trouble, 1 here-
¥ geknowledge that 1, Abeellino, was his assassin.
Bice did L bury my dagger in his heart, and
Pu eent his body to feed fishes. ‘The Doge
Pomises tem thousand sequins to him who shall
poer Conari’s murderer ; and to him who shall
Felever enough to seize him, Abzellino promises
enity. Adieu, Signors. I remain your faithful
AN ABZELLINO.
-1

Kmar. VI.— The tuo greatest men in Penice.

AJt must be superflucus to inform my read-

s that all Venice beeame furious at this new

plence. Within the memory of man had

one ever treated with such derisien the

ebrated Venetian police, or set the Doge’s

ower at defiance, with such £oud temer-
This gccuxmtkrw rh*my, A
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into confysion: every ome was on the

.. out; the patroles were doubled; the
,- extended their researches on all sides
. Bo one could see, or hLear, or discov

most distant trace of Aballino.
The priests in their prayers stro
royse the slumbering vengeance of

-. to crush this insolent offender; the
. were ready to swoon at the very

Aballino, for who could assure them ti:
some unexpected moment- he might not:
them the same compliment which he

" paid to Rosabella? As for the old wom
- they unanimously asserted that Abz

- had sold himself to the Prince of darkm
" by whose assistance he was enabled to s
. with the patience of all pious Vendisd
. and deride the impotence of their jut
. dignation. The Cardinal and his asso

were proud of their terrible confed

" and:looked forward with confidence

triumphant issue of their undertakins. :
deserted - family of Conari called d¢
curses on his murderer’s head, and wll
that their tears might be turned into3

-.of . sulphur, in whose waves they

plunge the monster Abzllino ; nor diﬂ

. ari's relations feel more grief for hif
«than the Doge and his two confidants,
. swore never to rest till they had dis

-the lurking place of the ruthless g
snd:kaid: puhished ‘his crimes with e
rengeance. - .

-
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¢<Yet, after all,” said Andreas oneevendig
i, as he sat alone in his private chamber,
fter all, it must be confessed that this
tbellino is a singular man. He who can
ib what Abzllino has done,- must possess
woth such talents and such courage as, (stood
i at the head of an army) would enable
hpim to conquer half the world! - Would -
jhat I could once get a sight of him!"— -
. *Look up then!” roared Abzlino, and
slapped the Doge on the shoulder. Andreas
started from his seat- A colossal figure -
#tood before him, wrapped in a dark man-
tle, ahove which appesred a countenance so
hidecus and forbi {:]ing, that the universe
could not have produced iis equal. A
‘“Who art thou?”’ stammered out the Doge.
““Thou seest me, and -canst doubt? Well.
then, I am Abewllino, the good friend of
your murdered ' Conari, and the republic’s
most submissive st e.” :
. The brave Andwsk, who had never trem-
bed in fight by land or by sea, and for
whom no danger had possessed terrors suf-
ficient to shake his undaunted resolution,
the brave Andreas now forget for a few mo-
ments his usual presence of mind. Speech-
bess did he gaze on the daring assassin, who
lood before him ealm and haughty, unap-
lled by the majesty of the greatest manin
Wenice. - :
. Abzllino nodded to him with an air of
Jamiliar protection, and graciously conde-
H T et .
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scended to grin upon him with a kinda
half friendly smile. A

¢“Abzllino,” said the Doge at lenﬁl;‘; o
deavouring to recollect himself, ¢theusf
a fearful-—a detestable man!”’ K|

¢Fearful!” _answered the Bravo; ‘“
thou think me s0? Good! that glads mel,
the very heart. Detestable? that may
0, or it may not. I confess the sign whik:
I hang out gives no great' promise of g
entertainment within; but yet, Andreas, s
thing is certain, you and I stand on thesise¢
line, for at this moment we are thetm
freatest men in Venice; you in your wa:

in mine.”

The Doge could rot help smiling at the
Bravo’s familiar tone. )

“Nay, nay!” continued Abgllino; “®
smiles of disbelief, if you -please. Allov,
me, though a bravo, to's $ihpare myself W‘
a Doge; truly I think théne’s no great pre !
sumption in placing mysell on a level withs
man whom I hold in iny poweér, and there
fore is in fact beneath me.’”

The Doge made a movement as if bt
_ wrould have left him.

*“Not so fast,” said Abzllino, laughin
rudely, and he barred the Doge’s passage
““Accident seldom unites in so small a spact
as this chamber a pair of such great men.
Stay where you are, for I have not doi
—h ygn yet: wemust have a little conver

—— sl . -
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:¢«‘Hear me, Aballino!” said the Doge,
wistering up all the dignity he possessed;
#hou hast received great talents from na-
#re, why dost thou employ them to so little
dvantage? I here promise you on my most
ncred word, pardon for the past, and pro-
iection for the future, if you name to me
e villain who bribed you to assassinate
Benari, abjure your trade, and accept an
Konest employment in the service of the re-
public. If this offer is rejected, at least quit
with all speed the territory of Venice, or I
swear. " ..

“Ho! ho!” interrupted Abzllino; ¢“pardon -
and protection, say you? It is long since I
thought it worth my while to care for such
trifles. Abzliino is able to protect himseif
without forcign aid; and as to pardon, mor-
fels cannot give absolution for sins like mine.
Ba that day, when all men must give in the
fist of their offences, then too will I give in
E‘ino, but iill then, never! You would know

e name of him who bribed me to murder
Conari? Well, well, you shall" know it—
but not to-day. I mnust quit with all speed
the Venetinn territory? and wherefore?
through fear of thee? Ho! ho! throughfear
of Veunice? Ha! Abellino fears not Venice;
'tis Venice that fears Abzllino! You would "
bave me abjure my profession? Well, An- |
dress, there is one condition, which, per-
haps-—"

RN ameit,” cried-the Doj :eagerly; il

S g+ . - A
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ten thousand sequins purchase your depar-:
ture from the republic?”

Abellino.—1 would gladly give twice af
much myself, could you recal the insult of
“offering Abzllino so miserable a bribe. No,
Andreas, but one price can pay me; give
me your neice for my bride; I love Row
bella, the daughter of Guis¢ard of Corfu.

Andreas.—Monster, what insolence!

Abellino.—Ho! ho! Patience, patients
good uncle that is to be! Will you accet
my terins? _

Andreas.—Name what sum can - satisfy
you, and it shall be yours this instant,s
you will only relieve Venice from yout
presence. Though it should cost ther
public a million, she will be a gainer, if hr
air is no longer poisoned by your breath

Abellino.—Indeed? Why, in fact, a m
lion is not so great a sum; for, look ¥&
Andreas, I have just sold, for near half®
million, the lives of your two dear friendy
Manfrone and Lomellino. Now give n¢
Rosabella, and I break the bargain.

Andreas.—Miscreant! Has. Heaven M
lightnings? . »

Abellino.—You will not? Mark me! It
four and twenty hours. shall. Manfrone an
Lomellino be food for fishes. Abzllino h#
said it! Away! .

Apd with these words he drew a pistol
from under his cloak, and flashed it in tht

"% face. Blinded by the powder, aui
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. confused by the unexpected explosion, An-
_dreas started back, and sank bewildered on
, aneighboring safa. He soon recovered from

his astonishment; “he sprang from his seat
.10 summon his guards, and seize Abzllino.
- But'Aballino had already disappeared.

.On that s#me evening were Parozzi and
<us confederates assembled in the palace of
.the Cardinal Gonzaga. The table was -

tpread with the most luxurious profusion.
wd they arranged over their flowing gob-
l“;fsaflans for the republic’s ruin. The Car-
dina] related how he had of late contrived
"0 insinuate himself into the Doge’s good
graces, and haPsucceeded in impressing him
With an opinion that the chiefs of the con-
.ﬁ"demcy' werc fit men to hold offices of
mportant trust. Contarino boasted that he
doubted not before long to be appointed to
the vacant Procur‘atorsii . Parozzi reck-
.0ned for his share upon Rosabella’s hand,
‘and the place of either Lomellino or Man-
rone, when once those two chief obstacles
to his hopes should beremoved. Such was
the conversation in which they were enga-
ged , when the clock struck twelve, the door
ew wide open, and Abzllino stood before’
‘them! ‘

“Wine there!” cried he; ¢the work is
done. Manfrone and Lomellino are at sup-
per with the worms.”

All sprang from their seats in rapture and
8stonishment.

g
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“And I have thrown the Doge himself
into such a fit of terror, that I warrant voa
he will not recover himself easily. Now
answer; are you content with me, you blood
hounds?” ‘

«Next then for Flodoardo!” shouted Pa-
rozzi. ‘

s¢Plodoardo!” muttered Abzllino betweea
his teeth; ‘“hum! hum! that’s not so easy.”



=T BOOK I
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Caar. I.—The Lovers.

RoSABELLA, the idol of Venice, lay on the
bed of sickness; a sorrow, whose cause was
carefully concealed from every one, under-
mined her health, and destreyed the bloom
of her beauty. She loved the noble Flodo-
ardo; and who would have known Flodo-
ardo, and not have loved him? His majes-
tic stature, his expressive countenance, his
enthusiastic glance, his whole being declar-
ed aloud, “Flodoardo is nature’s favorite!”’
and Rosabella had been always a great ad-
mirer of nature. »

But if Rosabella was ill, Flodoardo was
scarcely better. He confined himself to his
own apartment; he shunned society, and
frequently made long journeys to different
cities of the republic, in hopes of distracting.
his thoughts by change of place from that
object which, wherever he went, still pur-
sued him. He had now been absent for
three whole weeks. No one knew in what
quarter he was wandering; and it was dur-
ing this absence that the so long expected
Prince of Monaldeschi arrived at Venice, to
<claim Rosabella as his bride. :
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) His appearance, to which a month -before
Andreas looked forward with such pleasing
expectation, now afforded but little satis-
faction to the Doge. Rosabella was too ill

to receive her suitor’s visits, and he did not _

allow her much time ta recover her health;
for six days after his arrival at Venice, the
Prince was found murdered in a retired part
of one of the public gardens. His sword
lay by him uns’ﬁeathed and bloody; his ta-
blets were gone, but one leaf had been torn
from them, and fastened on his breast. It
was examined, and found to contain the fol-
lowing lines, apparently written in blood:

Let no one pretend to Rosabella’s fland, whe
is not prepared to share the fate of Monaldeschil
The Bravo, . ABZELLINO. .

¢Qh! where shall I now fly for comfort,
for protection?” exclaimed the Doge in des-
pair, when this dreadful news was announ-
ced; “why, why is Flodoardo absent ?*

Anxiously did he now desire the youth’s
return, to support him under the weight of
these heavy misfortunes; nor was it long
before that desire was gratified; Flodoardo
returned. - -

““Welcome, noble youth!” said the Boge,
when he saw the Florentine énter his apart-
ment; - ‘“‘you must not in future deprive me
of your presence for so long. I am now a

oor, forsaken old man. You have heard

t Lomellino—that Manfrone—"-
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<] know all,” answered [Flodoardo with

- a nielancholy air.

¢«Satan has burst his_chains, and now in-

“habits Venice under the name of Abzllino,
" robbing me of all that my soul holds pre-

cious. Flodoardo, for heaven’s love, be
caatious; often, during your absence, have I

" trembled lest the miscreant’s dagﬁer should
I

have deprived me too of you. - ave much
to say to yon, my young friend, but I must
defer it till the eveuing; a foreigner of con-
sequenge has appointed. this hour for an au-
dience, and I must hasten to receive him.
But in the evening—"’ _

He was interrupted by the appearance of

. Rosapbella, who with tottering steps and pale

 cheeks, advanced slowly into the apart-

ment. She saw Flodoardo; and a faint

‘blush overspread her conntenance. Flodo-

ardo rose from his seat, and welcomed her

. with an air of distant respect.

“‘Do not go yet,” said the Doge; ¢perhaps
in half an hour I may heat liberty. In the
mean while I leave you to entertain my poor
Rosabella: she has heen very ill during your
absence, and I am still uneasy.about her
health. She kept her bed till yesterday
and truly I think she has left it too soon.”

The venerable Doge -quitted the apart-
ment, and the lovers once wore found them-
selves alone.  Rosabella drew near the win-
dow; Flodoardo at length ventured to ap-
proach it also. —
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¢“Signora,” said he, “‘are you still angry
with me?” ‘ -

“I am not angry with you,’” stammered
out Rosabella, and blushed as she recollect-

" ed the garden scene.

¢“An grou have quite forgotten my trass
gression?” - -

*Your transgression?” repeated Rosabell
with a fuint smile; ‘‘yes, il-it was a trans
gression, I have quite forgiven it. Dyisg
people ought to pardon those who havw
trespassed aguinst themn, in order that they
in their turn may’ be pardoned ®heir tres-
rasses against heaven; and I am dying; |

eel it!” :

“Signora!’

“Nay, ’tis pasta doubt. It is true I have
quitted my sick bed since yesterday; butl
know well that I am soon to return tol\,
never to leave it more. And therefore— (
therefore I now ask your pardon, Signer,
for the vexation which I was obliged to
cause you the last time we met.”

Flodoardo replied not. -

«“Will youn not forgive me? You must he
ve?' difficult to appease—very revengeful!”

lodoardo fixed his eyes on her counte-
nance with a melanchely smile—Rosabella
extended her hand towards him.

“Will you refuse my offered hand? Shall

_all be forgotten?” : )
Torgotten, lady? never! never! Every
and look of yours is stamped on mv
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meriory, never to be effaced., I cannot
forget a transaction in which you.bore a
rt; I cannot forget the scene that passed
et ween us—every circumstance is too pre-
cious and sacred As to pardon—" He
took her extended hand, and pressed it re-
spectfully to his lips. I would to heaven,
dear lady, that you had in truth injured me
much, that I might have much to forgive
-you. Alas! I have at present nothing to
pardon.”

Both were now silent; at length Rosa-
bella resumed the conversation by saying—
¢You have made a long absence from Yen-
ice; did you travel far?” :

Ld did.”

. “And received much pleasure from your
journey?” )

¢Much; for every where I heard the
praise of Rosahella.” _

““Count Flodoardo!” she interrupted him
with a look of reprehension, but.in a gentle

- woice, ‘“would you again offend me?”

“That will soon be out of my power.—
Perhaps you can guess what are my present
intentions.” :

*“To resume your travels soon?”

¢« Exactly so; snd the next time that I
quit Venice, to return to it no more.”

¢“No more!”” she repeated eagerly; ¢Oh!
not so, Flodoardo! Ah! can you leave me?”’
—She stopl%ed, ashamed of her imprudence.

e
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—Cap you leave my uncle, I meant to say ?
You do but jest, I doubt not.” :
By my honor, lady, I never was more’

- in earnest.” :

‘“And whither then do you mean to go?”"

«To Malta, and assist the knighis in their
attack upon the corsairs of Barbary. Prov-
idence perhaps may enable me to obtain the
- command of a galley; then willl call my
vessel “Rosabella;’’ then shall the. war-ery
be still Rosabella; that name will render me
invincible!” :

¢Oh, this is mockery, Count: I have no
deserved that you should sport with my
feelings so cruelly.”

It is to spare your feelings, Signora, tha
I am now resolved to fly from Venice ; ny
presence might cause you some uneasy mo
ments; I am not the happy man whos
sight is destined to give you pleasure; I
will at least avoid giving you pain!”

““And you really can resolve to abandon:
the Doge,whese esteem for you is 20 sincere, |
whose friendship has always been so warm?",

<] value his friendship highly; but itis
not sufficient to make me happy ; and co
- he lay kingdoms at my feet, still would his'
) frie,x,ldship be insufficient to make me hap-

‘““Does then your happiness require so
much?”? -

‘It does; much more than I have mention-

finitely more! But one boon can
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nake me happy—I have begged for it ¢
ny- knees.” He caught her hand, m
yrest it eagerly to his lips—¢I have begg:
or it, Rosabella,—and my suit has be
rejected!” . .

tcYou are a strange enthusiast!” ‘she sa
with difficulty, and scarcely knew whait sl
said; while Flodoardo' drew her gent
nearer to him, and murmured in a supp.
cating voice, “Rosabella!”

*“What would you of me?”

¢“My happiness.” -,
~: She gazed upon him for a moment und
cided, then hastily drew away her han
and exclaimed, “Leave me this moment,
comvmand you! Leave me, for heaven’s sake

"Flodoardo clasped his hands together
despair and anguish—he bowed his head
token of obedience; he left her with slo
steps and-a melancholy air, and as he pas 1
the threshold, turned to bid her farew:
forever. Suddenly she rushed towardsh':
caught his hand, and pressed it to her he: :
¢*Flodoardo!” she cried, *I am thige!” : :
sank motionless at his feet.

CHar. I1.—4 dangerous;%miae. !
. Aﬁ?f

'And now who was so biest as the fi
nate Flodoardo? The victory was his «
he had heard the wished-for sentence

|
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nounced by the lips of Rosabella. He
her from the ground, and placed ‘her ons

' sofa. Her blue eyes soon unclosed of them-

selves once more, and the first object which
they beheld was Flodoardo kneeling at her
fect, while with one arm he encircled e
waist. Her head sank upon the shoulder
of the man for whom she had wept so many
tears, for whom she had breathed so many

|

sighs, who had eccupied so many of her

thoughts by day, who had been -present is
80 many: of her dreams by night.

As they. gazed in silent rapture on esch
other, they forgot that they were mortals:
they seemed transported to a happier, a bet-
ter world: Rosabella t_hought that the chanr
ber in wiitch she sat was transformed into2

' earthl¥paradise: invisible seraphs seemed ¥

hallow by theipigfecting presence the ir

dulgence of her innbé?ﬁ:'&%jﬁon, and she

Eoure(l forth her secret thanks to Him who
ad given her a heart susceptible of love
_Through the whole course of man’s exts

tence such a moment as this occurs but once:
Happy is he, who, when it arrives, has 8

- soul worthy of its enjoyment; happy is hs

. who sighs for its arrival; happy is even b
for whom that.moment has long been past; -
. 80 it past not unenjoyed, for the recollection

|

of it still is precious. ', Sage philosophers, it
vain do you assure us that, the raptures of 8
_Iagunent like this are mere illusions of 8
" iinagination, scarcely more solid than

S,
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an enchanting dream, which fades before
| the sunbeams of ‘truth and reason. * Alas!
" does there exist a happiness under the moon
which owes not its charins, in some degree,
' to the magic of imagination? - ..
“You are ‘dear to me, Flodoardo!” mur-
mured Rosabella, for Camilla and her coun-
sels were quite forgotten; ¢‘‘oh, you are
véry dear!” -
he youth only thanked her by clasping
her still closer to his bosom;, while, for the
first time, he sealed her coral lips with his.
At that moment the door was suddenly
-thrown open; the Doge Andreas re-entered
the apartiment; the expected stranger had
been suddenly taken ill, and Andreas was
no sooner-at liberty than he hastened to re-
join his favorite. The rustling of his gar-
ments roused the lovers from their dream
of bliss. Rosabella started from Flodoar-
do’s embrace with a cry of terror; Flodoar-
do quitted his kneeling posture, yet seemed
by no means disconcerted at the discovery.
Andreas gazed on them, for some minutes
with a look which expressed at once anger,
melancholy, and the most heart-felt disap-
pointment. Hesighed deeply, cast his eyes
towards heaven, and in silence furned to
leave the apartment.
¢‘Stay yet one moment, noble Andreas,”
cried the Florentiifer - . ‘
The Doge turned, and Flodoardo threw
himself at his feet. Andreas looked down
10* A
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with calm and serious dignity on the kneel-

. ing offender, by whom his friendship had -
been so unworthily rewarded, and by whom
his confidence had been so cruelly betrayed. -

“Young man,” said he, in a stern voice,
“the attempt to excuse yourself must be
fruitless.” :

«Excuse myself!’ interrupted Flodoardo
boldly; ‘‘no, my lord, I need no excuse for
loving Rosabella—"twere for him to excuse
himself who had seen Rosabella, and not
loved her. Yet if it is indeed a crime in me
that I adore Rosabella, it is a crime of which
heaven itself will absolve me, since it form-
ed Rosabella so woithy to be adored!”

¢«You seem to lay much stress on this fan-
tastic apology,”answered the Doge contemp-
tuously; ‘‘at least you cannot expect that ¥
should have much weight with me.”

[ say it once more, my lord,” resumed
Flodoardo, while he rose from the ground,
¢“‘that 1 intend to make no apology. I mean
not to excuse my love for Rosabella, but to
request your approbation of that love:—An-
dreas, I adore your neice; I demand her for
my bride!”’

The Doge started in astonishment at this
bold and unexpected request.

¢It is true,” continued the Florentine, «I
am no more than a needy, unknown youth,
tind it seems a piece of strange temerity
when such a man proposes himself to es-

'se the heiress of the Venetian Doge.

——
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But, by heaven, I am confident that the
.great Andreas means not to bestoew his Ro-
;sabella on one of those whose claims to favor
are overflowing coffers, extensive territo-
ries, and sounding titles, or who vainly
decorate their insignificance with the glory
obtained by their ancestors; glory of which
they are themselves incapable of acquiring
‘& single ray. Iacknowledge freely that 1
have as’ yet performed no actions which
make me deserving such a reward as Rosa-
bella; but it shall not be long ere I will per-
form such actions, or perish in the attempt.”
The Doge turned from him with a Jook
of displeasure. ) .
0 be not incensed with him, dear uncle!”
-said Rosabella: she hastened to detain the
' Doge, threw her white arms round his neck
fondly, and concealed in his bosom the tears
with which her countenance was bedewed.
¢‘Make your demands!” continued Flodo-
ardo, still addressing himself to the Doge;
“say what you wish me to do, and what you
would have me.become, in order to obtain
from you the hand of Rosabella. Ask what
you will, I will look on the task, however
‘difficult, as nothing more than sport and
_pastime. By heaven, I would that Venice
_were at this moment exposed to the most
, eminent danger, and that ten thousand dag-
- gers were-unsheathed against yourlife; Ros-
.abella. my reward, how certain should I he

to rescue Venice, and strike the ten t’
A e mnwn A I
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“I have served the republic faithful
and fervently for many along year,” &
swered Andreas with a bitter smile; “Iha
risqued my life without hesitation ; 1
thed my blood with profusion! I
nothing for my reward but to pass my #!
age in soft tranquillity, and of this remn
have ] been cheated. My bosom-friends, i
companions of my youth, the confidentadl!
my age, have been torn from me by’
daggers of banditti—and you, Flodoard
you on whom I heaped all favors, havenov
deprived me of this, my only last remaining
comfort. Answer me, Rosabella; hast tha |
in truth bestowed thy heart on Flodoard

.

trrevocably?” .

One hand of Rosabella’s still rested®
her uncle’s shoulder; with the other #
clasped Flodoardo’s, and pressed it fon
against her heart—yet Flodoardo see
still unsatisfied: No sooner had the Dogt’
question struck his ear, than his countenane®
became dejected; and though his handr
turned the pressure of Rosabella’s, he shook
his head mournfully, with an air of doubh

- and cast upon her a penetrating look, #

he would have read her inmost soul.

Andreas withdrew himself gently from
-Rosabell2’s arms, and for some  time psced
the apartment slowly, with a countenanc®
sad and earnest. Rosabella sank upond,
which stood near her, and wept.  Flo

» eyed the Doge, and waitcd for bis

1 with impatience. " .
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. _Thus passed some minutes. An awful
pilence reigned through the chamber:—
Andreas seemed to be laboring with some
Jesolution of dreadful importance. The

vers wished, yet dreaded, the conclusion
of the scene, and twith every moment their
anxiety becamne more painful.

_“Flodoardo,” at length said the Doge,
2nd suddenly stood still.in the middle of
the chainber. Flodoardo advanced with a
{espectful air “Young man,” he continued,
‘lam at length resolgved; Rosabella loves-

O, nor will I oppose the decision of her

art—hut Rosabella is much too precious
to admit of my bestowing her on the first
who thifks fit to demand her—the man to
Whom [ give her, must be worthy such a
81: she must, be the reward of his services;
Bor can he do services so great that such a
Teward will not pverpay them. Your claims
bn the republic’s gratitude -are as yet but

Hing; an opportunity now offers of ren-
fering us an essential service—the murderer

_Conari, Manfrone, and Lomellino—go,

TIng him hither! Alive or dead, thou must
ring to this palace the terrible banditti
king, Abellinol”

At this unexpected ¢onclusion of a specch
P which his happiness or despair depend-
ed, Flodoardo started back; the color fled
from his cheeks. o
~ “My noble lord,” he said at length hesi-
lating, ¢‘you know well that—-—" —
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«] know well,” interrupted Andref
. «how difficult a task I enjoin, whenl
quire the delivery of Aballino. For mys
1 swear, that I had rather a thousand tip
- force my passage with asingle vessel throd§
the whole Turkish fleet, and carry off
Admiral’s ship from the midst of them,
attempt to, seize this Abzllino, who seenl3
‘have entered into a compact with Luct
himself; who isto be, found every whis}
and no where; whom so many have ¥
but whom no one knows; whose caulid
subtlety has brought to shame the vi%ll
of our state-inquisitors, of the- College
Ten, and of all their legion of spies and 33§
ri; whose very name strikes terror into &
hearts of the’ bravest Venetians, and o
whose dagger I myself am not safe iipoi’
throne! 1 know well; « Flodoardo, 13
~ much I proffer—you seem irresolute’—12
are silent! Flodoardo, I have long wal¢’3
“you_with attention; I have discovereC,
you marks of a superior genius, and the
fore I am induced to make such a dems®
If any one is able to cope with Abellif
thou art the man—I wait your answer.’
Flodoardo paced the chamber in silend
Dreadful was the enterprize proposed: ¥
to him should - Aballino discover his %
pose!'—But Rosabella was the reward! ¥
+ a look on the beloved one, and resdl'
risk every thing.
advanced towards the Doge.
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Andreas.—Now then, Flodoardo, your re-
on? » -
lodoardo.—Should I deliver Abezllino
o your power, do you solemnly swear
Rosabella shall be my bride?
Mndreas.—-She shall, and not till then.
Resabella.—Ah, Flodoardo, I fear this un-
dertaking will end fatally.  AbzMino is so
crafty—so dreadful—Oh! look well te your-
self; for should you meet with this detested
monster, whose dagger—. o
Flodoardo, (interrupting her hastily.)—Oh!
silence, Rosabella!—at least allow me to-
_hopée!—Noble Andrens, give me your hand,
and pledge your princely word, that Abzl-
ino once I your power, nothing shall pre-
vent me from being Rosabella’s hiusband.
Andreas.—I swear it: deliver into my
power, either alive-or dead, this most dan-
| gerous foe of Venice, and nothing shall pre-
vent Rosabella from being your wife. In
}Eledge of which I here give you my princely
and."

Flodoardo grasped the Doge’s hand in
isilence; and shook it thrice. He turned to
1Rosabella, and seemed on the point of ad-
1dressing her, when he suddenly turned
away, struck his forehead, and measured
the apartment with disordered and unsteady
steps. : The clack in the tower of St. Mark’s
church struck five. .

«Time flies!” cried Flodoardo; ‘“no more
delav then. In four and twenty hours will

——— &
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I produce in this very palace this dreadfl
bravo, Abellino.” i :

Andreas shook his head. ¢Young mss,"{

said he, ‘‘be less confident in your promises;’
I shall have more faith in youar perform
ance.”

terminate -as they may, either I will mls
my word, or never again cross the thresho
of your palace. I'have discovered som
traces of the miscreant, and I trust thatl
shall amuse you to-morrow, at this timeand
in this place, with the representation of $
comedy; but should it prove a tragedy i
stead, God’s will be done. . :
Andreas.—Remember that too much ha#s
is dangerous; rashness will destroy eventit
frail hopes of success, in which you m
reasonable indulge at present. i
Flodoardo.—Rashness, my lord? He whe |
has lived as I have lived, and suffered whs
I have suffered, must have been long sist® |
cured of rashness. |
* Rosabella, (taking his hand )—VYet be not'
too confident of your own strength, I |
you. Dear Flodoardo, my uncle loves yoi

Flodoardo, (serious and firm )-—Let thing !

and his advice is wise:—beware of Abzll
no’s dagger! L
Flodoardo.—The best way to escape 1}" i

dagger is not to allow him time to use it:

_within four and twenty hours must the deéd

“me, or never. Now then, illystriow
I takg: my leave of you; to~-porro¥
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doubt not-to convince you that nothing is
much for love to venture.
_ Audreas.—Right; to venture—but to at- .
“hicre— ‘
Flodoarde.—Ah! that must depend
He paused suddenly; again his eyes were
fasiened eagerly on those of Rosabella; and
it was evident that with every moment his
uneasiness acquired fresh strength. He
' resamed his discourse to Andreas, with a
movement of impatience.
“Noble Andreas,” said he, ‘“do not make
' me dispirited; rather let me try whether I
cannot inspire you with more confidence of
| mysuccess. I must first request you to-or-
! der a splendid entertainment to be prepar-
. ed. At this hour in the afternoon of to-
| morrow let me find all the principal per-
' sons in Venice, both men and women, as-
y sembled in this chamber; for should my
{ hopes be realized, I would willingly have
! ctators of iny triumph. Particularly let
the venerable membersofthe College of Ten
) be invited, in-order that they may at last be
| brought face to facé with this terrible Abel-
lino, against whom they have so long been
engaged in fruitless warfare.
JAndreas, (after eyeing him some time with a look
g mingled surprise and uncertainty.)—They
all be present.
Flodoardo.—I understand also, that since
| Conari’s death, you have been reconcileq to
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vinced you how unjust were the prejudi
with which Conari had inspired you agaii
the ncbili Parozzi, Contarino, and the.
of that society. During my late excur
I have heard much in praise of these yolﬁ
men, which makes me wish to show my#
to them in a favorable light—if you havepe
objection, let me beg you to invite themalg
Jndreas.—You shall be gratified. .
Flodoardo.—One_thing more, which led
nearly escaped my memory. Let no o
know the motive of this entertainment,

o

_the whole company is assembled. Thek

ards be placed around the palace,¥
indeed it may be as weil to place them e
before the doors of the saloon; for in
this Abzllino is such a desperate villain
too many precautions cannot be taken agil
him. The sentinels must have their pi
loaded; and, above all things, they must
strictly charged; on pain of death, to
every one enler, but no_one quit the chamh

JAndreas.—All this  shall be done. pi¥

Flodoardo.—1 have nothing more to #
Noble Andreas, farewell. ~ Rosabells, ¥
morrow, when the clock sirikes five, '
shall meet again—or never!- '

He said, and rushed out of the apartmq

B Andreas shoqks his ‘head;  while osabe

suxik upon her uncle’s bosom, and wejt!

RAL Cowoni Twe e ©
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Cnarp. HI.—The .Midnight Meeting.

“Yiecrory!’shouted Parozn as he rushed
fnto the Cardinal Gonzaga’s chamber, where
the chief conspirators were all assembled;

“our work goes on bravely! Flodoardo, re- R
terned this morning to Vemce, and Abellino
bas already received the required sum.”

Gsnzaga.—Flodoarde does not want tal-
ents; I had. rather he should live and join
our party. He is seldom off his guard.

* Parozzi~—Such vagabonds may well he
| cautions; they must not forget themselves;
who have so much tq conceal from others.

l Falieri.—Rosabella, as I understand, hy

o means sees this Florentine with unfavor-
able eyes.

Parozzi.—Oh! wait till to-mo"row, and
then he may make love to the devil and his
grandmother, if he likes.—Abllino by that
ime will have wrung his. ueck rmmd I war-
t youd
Contarino.—1It is strance, th'\t in spite of
Il inquiries, I can learn but little at Flor-
eace respecting this Flodoardo. My letters
isform methat some time ago there did e-st
family of that name; but %t has been long
#xtinct, or if any of its descendants are still
n bemg at Florence, their euctence is quite
secret.

Gonzaga.—Youn are all mvxted to the
Do«re’s to-monc‘“




e e o :

24 " ABALLINO.

Contarino.—That is well; it seems thit
my recommendations have obtained soq;;
weight with him, since his triumvirate hg i
been removed. And in the evening a maskel
ball is to be given; did not the Doge’s Chasr
berlain say so? : '

Falieri.—He did. B -

Memmo.—I only hope there is no trick#
all this. If he should have been given # |

. hint of our conspiracy-——Mercy on us! &
teeth chatter at thie thought. -

Gonzaga.—Absurd! by what means sho.\!“
our designs lave been made known to hiw! l

The thing is impossible.
Memmo.—Impossiblé? What! when thertt
scarce a cut-purse, house-breaker, or V¥
bond in Venice, who has not been en!ls“{‘
in our service, would it be so strange e
Doge discovered a little of the business' A
secret which is kunowa to so many, b0
should it escape his penetration? ,
Contarino.—Simpleton! the same thisf,
happens to him which happens to betray
husbands: every one can see the horns, &)
cept the man who carries them. And y&
[ ecnfess it is full time that we should rea
our projects, and prevent the possibility
" our being betrayed.
Faliert.—You are right, friend; e
. thing is ready, and now the sooner that!
l blow is struck, the better. .
Parozzi.—Nay, the discontented populsh;
““hich at present sides with us, would ™,
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rfectly well pleased if the sport began this
night; delay the business longer, and
fir anger against Andreas will cool; and
der them- unfit for our purposes. -

R once; be to-morrow the important day!
Leave the Doge to my disposal; I'll at least
engage to bury my poniard in his heart, and

 then let the business end as it may, one of
two things must happen; either we shall
rescue ourselves from all trouble and vexa-
\ion, by throwing every thing into uproar
and confusion, or else we shall sail with a

full wind from this cursed world to aftother.
Perozzi.—Mark me, friends; we must go

t ) :

. wrmed to the Doge’s entertainment.
Gonzaga.—All the members of the College

of Ten have been particularly invited.
Falieri.—Down with eévery man of them!

~ Memmo.—Aye, aye! fine talking! but sup-

it should turn out to be “gown with

lees?”

Falieri.—Thou white livered wretch!

y at home then, and take care of your

orthless existence—but if our attempt suc-

ds, come not to us to reimburse you for

e sums which yvou have already advanced.

ot a sequin shall be paid you back, depend

?t. ; - .

Memmo.—You wrong me, Falieri; if you

ish to prove my courage, draw your sword

d measure it against mine! [ am ae brave

i yourself; but thank heaven, 1 am not-

puite so hot headed.

Cuntarino.—Then let us decide the game

y
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Gonzaga.—Nay, even suppose that the
event should not answer our expectatio
Andreas once dead, let the populace storm
it pleases; the protection of his Holiness wi
sanction our proceedings. Lo

.Memmo.——'i,‘he Pope? May wé counton
his protection? : |

Gonzaga, (throwing him a letter.)—Ral |
there, unbeliever: the Pope, I tell you, s |
protect us, since one of our. objects is pro-
fessed to be the assertion of the rights of & !
Peter’s chair in Yenice. Pr’ythee, Memm,
teaze us no more with such “doubts, but ¢ |
Contarino’s proposal be adopted at onct .
Our confederates must be siimmoned to.Pr‘\l
rozzi’s palace with all diligence, and thett
furnished with such weapons as are nestt
sary. Let the stroke of midnight be
signal for Contarino’s quitting the ball-
and hastening to seize the arsenal; Sali
who commands there, is in our interest,
will throw open the gates upon the
SUMmMmOnS.

Fulieri.—The admiral Adorno, as soon
he hears the clarm-bell, will immediae
lead his people to our assistance.

Parozzi.—Oh! our success is certain.

Contaring.—Only let-us take care tom
the confusion as general as possible; our
versaries must be kept in the dark who
thgir friends, and who are their foes; @

but our own party must be left igno
the authors, origin, and- object of
T, -
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.Parozzi.—By heaven, I am delighted at
finding the E)us_inéss at length so near the
moment of execution.

Falieri.—Parozzi,. have vou .distributed
" the white ribbands, by which we are to re-
cognize our partizans? :
Parozzi.—That was done some:days ago.
Contarino.—Then there is no more neces-
sary to be said on the subject. Comrades,
| il your goblets! We will not wmeet again -
together till .our avork has been completed.
Memmo.—And yet methinks it would not
be unwise to consider the matter over again
wolly. S .
i Coitan’no.—Psha! consideration and pru-
;de'nce have nothing to do with a rebellion:
despair and rashness in this case are better
counsellors - The work once begun, the
constitution of Venice once boldly overturn-
td, so that no one can tell who is master and
who is subject, then consideration will be of
service in instructing us how far it may be
necessary for our interests to push the ¢on-
fusion.—Come, friends! fill, fill, I say!—I
not help laughing when I reflect, that by
iving this entertainment to-morrow, the
oge himself kindly affords us an opportu-
ity of executing our plans.
Parozzi.—As to Flodoardo, I look upon
im as already in his %rave; yet before we
0 to-morrow to the Doge’s, it will be as
I to have's conference with Abzllino. = =
Contarino.—That care we will leave ¢
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you, Parozzi; and in the meanwhile here's
the health of Aballino!
All.—Abellino!

Gonzaga.—And success to our enterprise
to-morrow.

Memmo.—TD’ll drink that toast with allny
heart. ’

All.—Suceess to to-morrow’s enterprise!

Parozzi.—The wine tastes well, and every
face looks gay. Pass eight-and forty hows,
and shall we look as gaily>—We separit
smiling; shall we smile when two nights
hence we mcet again?—No matter.

—p——— b
Cuar. IV.— The decisive Day.

The next morning every thing in Veset
geemced as.tranquil as if nothing more t
‘ordinary was on the point of taking pl
and yet since her first foundation, never b
a more important day rose on the republ

The fnhabitants of the ducal palace
in motion early. The impatient Andre
forsook the couch’ on which he had
a'sleepless and anxious night, as soon as it
first sunbeams penetrated through the latli
of his chamber. Rosabella had emplo
the hours of rest on dreams of Flodoar
and she still seemed to be dreaming of hi
even after sleep was fled. Camilla’s

~rher fair pupil hed broken hep

. |
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the loved Rosabella as had she been her
daughter, and was aware that on this inter-
sting day depended the love-sick girl’s
whoi future happiness. For some time
Rosabella was unusually gay; she sang to
her harp the most lively airs, and jested with
Camilla for looking so serious and so uneasy;
but when niid-day approached, her spirits .
began to forsake her. She quitted her -
instrument, and Vsm:ed the chamber with
ansteady steps. With every succeeding hour,
ber heart palpitated with greater pain and
violence, and she trembled in expectation of
the scene which was soon to take place,

‘The most illustrious persons in Venice
slready filled her uncle’s palace; the after-
aoon, so much dreaded and yet so much
lesired, was come; and the Doge now
lesired Camilla to conduct his neice to the
Feat saloon, where she was expected with’
npatience by all those who were of most
meequence in the republic.

Kosabella sank on her knees before a sta-
e of the Virgin. <‘Blessed Lady,” she
xlaimed with lifted hands, ‘“have mercy on
e! let all to day end weil!”

Pale as death did she enter the chamher
which, on the day before, she had ac-

ow ledged her love for Flodoardo, and he

sworn to risk his life to obtain her.—
oardo was not yet arrived, .
The asembly was brilliant, the conversar |, J

s gl . MMW\@;&
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tics of the day, and discussed the various
dccurrences of Europe. . The Cardinal and
Contarino were engaged in a conference
with the Doge, while Memmo, Parozzi aiad
Falieri, stood silent together, and revolved
the projects whose execution were to take

place at midnight. ]

. The weather was dark and tempestuous.
The wind roared among the waters of the
¢anal, and the vanes of the palace-towers
oreaked shrilly and discordantly. One stom

of rain followed hard upon ancther.

" The clock struck four. The cheeks o
Rosabella, if possible, became paler tha
before. Andreas whispered somewhat tols
cliamberlain. In a few minutes the tread of
armed men seemed approaching the dooro
the’ saloon, and soon after the clatteringof

weapons was heard.

* Instantly a sudden silence reigned thr
the whole assembly. The young courti
broke off their love-speeches abruptly,
the ladies stopped in their criticisms ®
the last new fashions. The statesmen d
ped their political discussions, and gazed
each other in silence and anxiety. :

The Doge advanced slowly into the
of the assembly. Every eye was fixed g
on him. The hearts of the conspirators b
painfully. ‘
~““Be not Zurprisqd, my friends;” said A
*eas, ‘‘at these unusua] precautions; a
Vet Nphin Whiski qﬁ intyle
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the pleasures of this society. You haveall

heard but too much of the Bravo Abellino,

the murderer of the procurator Conari, and
of my faithful counsellors Manfrone and Lo-
mellino, and to whose dagger my illusirious

uest, the prince of Monaldeschi, has but

. lately faliena victim. The miscreant, the

* dhject of aversion to every honest man in

Venice, to whom nothing is sacred or vene-
" rable, and who has hitherto set at defiance
the whole vengeance of the republic—be-
fore another hour expires, perhaps this out-
cast of .hell may stand before you in this
very saloon. - . :
AL, (astonished.)—Abzllino?>—What! the
© bravo Abzllino? -
Gonzaga.—Of his own accord?
_JAndreas.—No; not of his own accord, in
truth; but Flodoardo of Florence has nn-
dertaken to render this important service to
the republic, to seize Abzllino, cost what it
may, and conduct him hither at the risk of
his life. ‘

' A Senator.—The engagement will be diffi-
cult to fulfil. I doubt much Flodoardo’s

. kee inﬁ;\is promise.

» nother.~~But if he should perform it, the
obligation which Flodoardo will lay upon
the republic will not be trifling. ’

A Third.—Nay, we shall all be his debt-

. .ors, nor do I know how we can reward Flo-

“doardo for so important a service.’

. ddndregs.~Be t py_mk‘ F-,lodear‘dg;‘
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has demanded my neice in marriage; if he
performs his promise, Rosabella shall be his
reward. - .

All gazed on each other in silence, some

with looks expressing the most heart-felt -

satisfaction, and ethers with glances of eavy
and surprise

Fulieri,(in a lowvoice.)—Parozzi, how will
this end?

Memmo.—As I live, the very idea makes
me shake as if I had a fever.

Parozzi, S.:miling contemptuously.)—It is
very likely t
self to be canght! .

Contarino.—Pray inform me, Signars,
have any of you ever met this Abzllino face
to face? s

Several Noblemen at once.—Not 1! never!

A Senator.—He is a kind of spectre, whe
only appears now and then, when he is least
expected and desired.

Rosabella.—I saw him once—never shall
I forget the monster!

JAndreas.—And my interview with him is
too well known to make it needful for me
to relate it.

.Memmo.—1I have heard a thousand stories
about this miscreant, the one more wonder-
ful than the other; and for my own part, [

at Abazllino should suffer him-.

verily believe that he is Satan himself in a

an form. I must say, that T think it

" be wiser not to let him be brought

1g us, for-he is aapable of strangling
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mas all as we stand here, one aftcr another,
without mercy! |

<¢Gracious heaven!’ screamed several of

the ladies; ‘“youdon’tsay so? What! stran-
gle us in this very chamber?” : .
€ontarino.—The principal point is whe-
ther Flodoardo will get the better of him,
or he of Flodoardo: now I would lay a
heavy wager, that the Florentine will return
wiithout having finished the business.

A Senator.—And I would engage, on the
contrary, that there is but one man in Ve-
nice who is capable of seizing Abellino, and
that man is Flodoardo of Florence. The
xaoment that | became acquainted with him,

' I prophesied that one day.or other he would
play a brilliant part in the annals of history.

Another Senator.—1 think with you, sig-
nor: mnever was I so much struck with a
man at first sight, as I was with Flodoardo.

Contarino.—A thousand sequins on Abzl-

lino’s not being taken—unless death should
have taken him first.

The first Senator.—A thousand sequins on
Flodoardo’s eizing himn—

" oindreas.—And delivering him up to me,
_either alive-or dead.

Contarino.—Illustrious Signors, you are
witnesses of the wager —My Lord Vitalba,
there is my hand on it—a thousang sequins!

The S¢nator.—Done! ,

Contarino, (smiling.)—Many thanks f~
your goldigsignbr: % look on it as alrr
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in my purse. Flodoardo is a cleyer gentle-
man, no doubt; yet I would advise him to
take good care of himself, for he will fid |
that Abzllino knows atrick or two, or lam
much mistaken. .

Gonzaga.—May I request your highnes
to inforin me, whether Flodoardo is attend-
ed by the sbirri?

JAndreas.—No, he is alone; near four and
twenty hours have clapsed since he. set out
in pursuit of the Bravo. o

Gonzaga, (to Contarino, with a smile of in:
umph)—I wish you joy of your thousand
sequins; signor. - : .

Contarino, (bowing respectfully. )—Sincs
your Excellency prophesies it, I can ™

Memmo.—1 begin to recover m
Well, well! Let us see the end.
Three and twenty hours had elapsed

- since Flodoardo had entered into his rah |
. engagement—the four and twentieth nov

- ardo came not.

hastened to its completion; and yet Flodo- |

g, :
e et

Cuae. V.—The Clock strikes five!

... The Doge became uneasy. The' Senator |

Vitalba began to tremble for his thowand
sequins, and the consrirat'ors “couldenpt re-
" in their spiteful sughter when Canta:

I
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rino gravely declared that he would gladl
lose not one thousand sequins, but twenty, if
the loss of his wager through Abellino’s
being captured might but secure the general
safety of the republic. .

¢«Hark!”’ cried Rosabella, ¢the clock
strikes five.” ]

All listened to the chimes in the tower of
St. Mark’s church, and trembled as they
counted the strokes. Had not Camilla
supported her, Rosabella would have sank
. upon the floor. 'The destined hour was
past, and.still Flodoardo came not!

The venerable Andreas felt a sincere af-
fection for the Florentine: he shuddered as
ke dwelt upon the-probability that Aballi-
no’s dagger had prevailed.

Rosabeila advanced towards her uncle as
if she would have spoken to him; but anx-
jety fettered her tongue, and tears forced
. themselves into her eyes. She struggled
for a while to conceal her emotions, but the
effort was too much for her. She threw
herself on a sofa, wrang her hands, and
prayed to the God of mercy for help and
comfort.-

The rest of the company either formed
F groups of whisperers, or strolled up and
down the apartment in evident uneasiness.
They would willingly have _appeared -gay
and uncoticerned, but thev found it inrpos-
sible t6 assume.evea an aﬁ'éctatio;rt;fﬁaiet;r;
and thus elapsed an yhut “heuirk 3
Flodoardo camo nioh.

R ">

B
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. At that moment the evening" sun broke
through the clouds, and a ray of its sitting
glory was thrown full upon the countenance
of Rosabella. She started from the sofs,
extended her arms towards the radiant orb,
and exclaimed, while a emile of hope played
round her lips, ¢“God is merciful! God will
have mercy too on me!”

Contarino.—Was it at five o’clock that
Flodoardo engaged to produce’ Aballino?
It is ndw a full hour beyond his time.

Vitalbn.—Let him only produce him a
last, and he may be an -hour beyond his
time, if he chooses.

Andreas.—Hark!—No! Silence! surelyl
hear footsteps approacaing the saloon!

The words were scarcely spoken whes
the folding doors were thrown open, asd
Flodoardo rnshed into the room, envelopd
in his mantle. His hair streamed in the air [
in wild disorder; a deep shade was thrown
over his face by the drooping plumes of his
barretle, from which the rain was flowing;
extreme melancholy was impressed on all
his features; and he threw his gloomy looks
around him, as he bowed his head in salu-
tation of the assembly. ‘

Every one crouded round him;. every
mouth was unclosed to question him;-ever
eye was fixed on his face, as eager to anti-
cq:::li; llnis e;,n.sw-er's’.’ .

e Grhid aaent o g ed Memmoy <1

2,
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_ ¢Besilent, Signor!”- interrupted. Conta-
rifI}?, sternly; “there is nothing to be afraid
of.’ : .
¢‘Illustrious Venetians!”’ it was thus that
Flodoardo at length broke silence, and he
spoke with the commanding tone of a ‘hero;
¢«“I conclude that his Highness has already
made knownto you the object of your being
thus assembled. 1 come to put an end to
your anxiety; but first, noble Andreas, I
must once more receive the assurance that
Rosabella of Corfu shall become my bride;
rovided I deliver into your power the
Bravo Abzllino.” . T
JAndreas, (ezamining hie countenance with
ezireme anziely.)—Flodeardo, have you suc-
ceeded? Is Abwllino your prisoner?
Flodoardo.—If Abzllino is my prisoner,
.shall Rosabella be my bride?
" Jndreas.—Bring me Abellino, alive or
_ dead, and she is yours—I swear it heyond
. the power of retracting, and swear also that
her dowry shall be royal!
Flodoardo.—Illustrious  Venetians, ye
have heard the Doge’s oath.
- JAll.—We are your witnesses. ’
Flodoardo, (advancing g few paces with a bold
air, and speaking with a firm voice.)—Well
then, Abzllino 15 in my power—is in yours.
. A, (in confusion and a kind of uprvar.)—
g ofivs? merciful Heaven '—Where -is he?
; “Aballino? g -
- JAndreas.—Is he d or living?
12¢ .
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Flodoardo.—He still lives.

Gonzaga, (hastily.)—He lives?

Flodoardo, (bowing to the Cardinal respect-
Jully.)—He still lives, Signor!

Rosabella, (pressing Camilla to her bosom.)
—Didst thou hear that, Camilla? Didst thou
hear it?—The villain still lives! not one
drop of blood has stained the innocent hand
of Flodoardo. _

Vitalba.—Signor, Contarino, I have wons
thousand sequins of you.

Contarinoe.—So it should seem, Signor!

Andreas.—My son, you have bound the re-
public to you for ever, and I rejoice that it
1s to Flodoardo that she is indebted fora
service so essential.

Vilalba.—And permit mie, noble Floren
tine, to thank you for this heroic act in the
name of the Senate of Venice. Our first care
shall be to seek out a reward proportion-
ed to your merits .

Flodoardo, (extending his arm towards Rosa-

bella with a melancholy air.)— There stands

the only reward for which I wish.

Andreas, (joufully.) And that reward is |

our own. .But where have you left the

lood-hound? Conduct him Kitlxer, my
son, and let me look on him once more.
When last T saw him, he had the insolence
to telleme—¢Doge, I am your equal: this
ma--aow chamber now holds the two great-

v . -
n in Venice.”—~Now then lel me se€ .

is other great man looks in captivity.

{
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Tiwo or three Senators.—Where is he?
Bring him hither!

Several of the ladies screamed at liear-
ing this proposal. “For heaven’s .sake!”
cried they, “keep the monster away from
us! I shall be frightened out of my senses
if he comes here!” .

¢«Noble ladies,” said Flodoardo with a
smile expressing rather sorrow than joy,
“““you have nothing ta apprehend. Abzllino
8hall do you _no harm; but he needs must
come hither, to-claim ‘the Bravo’s Bride,’
and he pointed at Rosabella.

“«Q, my best friend!” she answered,*how
shall I express my thanks to you for having
thus put an end to my terrors? Ishall now
tremble no morggat hearing Ab2llino named;
Rosabella shall now be called ‘the Bravo’s
Bride’ no longer.

_ Fulieri.—lIs Aballino already in this pa-
lace? o

Flodoardo.—He is. _

Vitalba.—Then why do you not produce
him?—Why de you trifle so long with our
imnpatience? .

Flodoardo.—Be patient.. It is now time
that the play should begin. Be seated, no-
ble Andreas—Ilet all the rest arrange them-
selves behind the Doge. Abzllino’s coming.

At that word, both old and young, both
male and female, with the rapidity of light-
ning, flew to tuke shelter behind Andreas.
Every heart beat anxiously; but as to the
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sonspirators, while expecting Abzlline’s ap-
pearance, they suffered the torments of the
damned. .

- Grave and tranquil sat the Doge in his
chair, like a judge appointed (o pass sen-
tence on this King of the banditti. Tie
spectators stood around in various groupes,
all hushed and solemn as if waiting to re-
ceive their final judgment. The lovely
Rosabella, with all the security of angels,
whose innocence has nothing tqfear, reclined
her head on Camilla’s shoulder, and gazed
on her heroic lover with looks of adoration.
The conspirators, with pallid cheeks and
staring eyes, filled up the back %round; and
a dead and awful silence prevarled through
the assembly. : :

*“And now then,” said ’ﬁodoardo, “‘pre
pare yourselves—for this terrible Abeellin
~ shall appear before you! Do not tremble;
he s'ail do one harm.” - :

Vil these words he turned away from
the company, and advanced towards the
folding doors; he paused for a few imoments,
and concealed his face in his cloak.

t“Abz:llino!”” cried he at length, raising
his head, and extending his arm towards
the door. At that name all who heard it
shuddered involuntarily, and Rosabella ad-
vanced unconsciously a“few steps towards
her lover. She trembled at the Bravo’s
- "earance, vet trembled more for Flodo-

than herself. : )
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<¢Abzllino!” the Florentine repeated i
a loud and angry tone, threw from him hi
mantle and barrette, and had already laic
his hand on the lock of the door to open it
when Rosabella uttered a ery of terror!—
<t Stay, 1'lodoardo!”’ she cried, rushing to
wards him, and—Ha! Flodoardo was gone
and there, in his place, stood Aballino, an¢
shouted out—¢“Ho! ho!”

—— .

a Caar. VI.—Jpparitions.

Instantly a loud cry of terror resoundec
through the apartment. Rosabella sart
faintin% at the Bravo’s feet; the conspirator:
were almost suffocated with rage, terror
and astonishment; the ladies made signs o
the cross, and began in all haste to repea
their pater nosters; the senators stood root:
ed to their places like so many statues, anc
the Doge -doubted the information of hii
ears and eyes. ’ - ‘

Calmn and terrible stood the Bravo befor
‘them, in all the pomp of his strange anc
awful ugiiness; with his Bravo’s habit, hi:
girdle filled with pistols and poniards, hi:
distorted yellow countenance, his black anc
bushy eye brows, his lips convulsed, hi
right eye covered by a large patch, and hi:
left half buried among the wrinkles of A=t
which swelled around it. He gaze’
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him for a few moments in silence, and then
approached the stupified Andreas. -

‘“Ho! ho!” heroared ina voice like thun-
der, ‘“you wished to see the Bravo Abzl-
lino?>—Doge of Venice, here he stands, and
is come to claim his bride!”

Andreas gazed with looks of horror on
this model for demons, and at length stam-
mered out with difficulty, <It cannot be
real—I must surely be the sport of some
horrible dream!” .

“Without there! Guards!” exclaimed the
Cardinanonzu‘gla, and would have hastened
to the folding doors; when Abzllino put
his back against them, snatched a pistol
from his girdle, and pointed it at the Car-
dinal’s bosom.

¢«The first,” cried he, ““who calls for the
guard, or advances one step from the place
on which he stands, expires that moment.

" Fools! do you think 1 would have deliver-
ed myself up, and desired that guards might
beset these doors, had I feared their swords,
or intended to escape from your power?—
No—I am content to be your prisoner, but

" gh compulsion. - I am contert to
risoner, and it was with that i=tent
ae hither. No mortal should have

r of seizing Abellino; if justece
him to be delivered up, it was -

that he should be delivered up
If. Or do you take Abzllino for

ary ruffian, who passes his time in -
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tkulking from the sbirri, and who murders
for the sake of despicable plunder? No, by
heaven, no! Abazllino was no such common
villain. 1t i§ true I wasa Bravo; but the
motives which induced me to become one
- were great_and striking.” -

Andreas, (clasping his hands together.)—Al-
mighty God! can this be possible?

An awful silence again reigned through
the saloon. All trembled while thev lis-
tened to the voice of the terrible assassin
who strode through the chamber, prou
and majestic as the monarch of the infernal
world.

Rosabella opened her eyes; their first
ook fell upon ‘the Bravo. “Oh! God of
mercy!” she exclaimed, ‘‘he is still there!—
Methought too what Flodoardo—no, no—it
could not be! I was deceived by witcheraft!

Abzllino advanced towards her, and at-
tempted to raise her. She shrunk from his
touch with horror.

¢«<No, Rosabella,” said the Bravo in an
altered tone, ‘“‘what you saw was no illu-
sion. Your favored Flodoardo is no other
than Abzllino the Bravo.” .

It is false!” interrupted Rosabella, start~
ing from the ground in despair, and throw-
ing herself for refuge on Camilla’s bosom;
“Monster, thou canst not be Flodoardo—
such a fiend can never have been such.a
seraph! Flodoardo’s actions wer
and glorious as a demi-god’s! “twr
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that I learnt to love good and glorious ac-
tions, and it was he whe encouraged me to
attempt them myself! His heart was pure
from all mean passions, and cajiabie of con-
ceiving all great designs! Ngver did he
scraple in the cause of virtue to endure fa-
tigue @nd pain, and to dry up the tears of
suffering innocence—that was Flodoardo’s

prondest trinmph!  Fledoardo and thou,—

wretch, whom many a bleeding ghost has
Jong since aecused before the throne of
Heaven, dare not thou to profane the name
of Flodoardo.” :

Abellino, (proud and earnest.)—Rosabella,
wilt thou forsake me? Wilt thou retract thy
promise? Look, Rosabella, and be convine
ced: I, the Bravo, and thy Flodoardo are
the same. )

He said, removed the patch from his eye,
and passed an handkerchief over his face
once or 4wice: in an instant his complexion
was altered—his bushy eye-brows and

straight black hair disappeared, his features

were replaced in their- natural symmetry,
and lo! the handsome Florentine stood be-
fore the whole assembly, dressed in the
labit of the Bravo Aballino.

. Abellino.—Mark me, Rosabellal Seven
times over, and seven times again, will I

change my appearance, even before your
eyes. and that so artfully, that, study me as

'von will, the tran-formation shall still de-
'ou. But change as I may, of one

o ——



. . ABELLINO. us

thng be assured—I am the man whom you
lov=d as Flodoardo. ‘
The Doge gazed and listened without be-
ing sble to recover from his confusion; but
every now and then the words, “Dreadful!
dreadful!” escaped from his lips, and he
wrang his hands in agony. Abzllino ap-
praached Rosabella, and said in a tone of

-supplication, ‘Rosabella, wilt thou break
thy promise? Am I no longer dear'to thee?”

Rosabella was unable to answer; she stood

' like one chained to a statue, and fixed her

motionless eyes on the Bravo.
Abzllino took her cold hand, and pressed

;~it to his lips.  ““Rosabella,” said he, ‘“‘art
- thou still mine?” TE ‘

Rosabells.—Flodoardo—O! . that I had

never loved—had never seen thee!

Abellino.—Rosabella, wilt thou still he

i‘the bride of Flodoar_do? wilt thou be ‘the

Bravo’s bride?’
Love struggled with abhorrence in Rosa-

- bella’s hosom, and painful was the contest. .

Abellino.—Hear me, beloved one! It
was for thee that I have discovered myself

+—that I have delivered myself into.the

hands of justice! For thee? Oh! what would
I not do for thee?—Rosabella, I'wait but to

" hear one syllable from your lips! speak bat
- a decisive *yes!” or ‘no!” and all is ended!—
- Rosabella, dost thou love me still?

And still she answered not; but she th-

- upon him alook innocent and tender as
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scamed frcn the eye of an angel, and thet
tovk betrayed but too plainly that the m&
creant was still master of her heart. ?’W
turned from him hastily, threw hersef 80
Camilla’s arms, and exclaimed, ¢Godfr
give you, man, for torturing me so cruelly? ‘
The Doge had by this time regovef?d
from his stupor: he started from his chalf;
threats flashed from his eyes, and h'lsm
trembled with passion. He rushed tow
Abellino; but the senators threw themselv
in his passage, and held him back by fort*
In the mean while the Bravo advanced®
wards him with the most insolent com}*
sure, and requested him to calm. his s
tion. “Doge of Venice,” said he, «willj#
keep your promise? That you gave it!
me, these noble lords 2ud ladies can testify:
Andreas.—Monster! Miscreant!—oh! ho!
artfully has this plan been laid to enst
me!—Tell me, Venetians; tosuch a credi®
am I obliged to discharge my fearful d&
Long has he been playing a deceitful, bl
art; the bravest of our citizens have !
{:eneath. his dagger, and it was the pric¢
their blood which has enabled him toact
nobleman in Venice. Then comes heto®
in the disguise of a man of honour, sedu®
the heart of my unfortunate Rosabella, d
tains my promise by an artful trick, ¥
w claims the maiden for his bride. int
= that the ‘husband of the D ea’s nie
easily obta.m an- absolutiowr for |



L .
o P
‘ ABALLINO . 147

cerimes. Tell me, Venetians, ought I to keep
my word with this miscreant?

Snalors.—No! no! by no means!

Abelling, (with solemnily.)—If you have
once pledged your word, you ought to keep
it, though given to the Prince of darkness.

' Oh! fie! fie! Abellino, how shamefully
hast thou been deceived in thy reckoning.
‘I thought I had to do with men of honour—

.-Oh! how grossly have I been mistaken!

i (In aterrible voice,) Once again, and for the
last time, I ask you, Doge of Venice, wilt
thou break thy princely word?

* JAndreas, {(in a tone of authority.)—Give up

' your arms. .

Abellino.—And you will really withhold
from me my just reward? Shall it be in
vain that 1 delivered Abzllino into.your
power? :

oAndreas.—It was to the brave Flodoardo
that I promised Rosabella; I never entered
dnto an engagement with the murderer Ab-
sellino. Let Flodoardo claim my neice, and

_she is his; but Aballino can have no claim
40 her. Again I say, lay down your arms.

Abellino, (laughing wildly.)—The mur-
derer Abgllino, say you? Ho! ho! Beit

our care to keep your promises, and trou-
-{le not yourself about my murders—they
are niy affair, and 1 warrant 1 shall find a
word oriwo to.say in defence of them when

the judgment day arrives. - ol
., Gonzaga, (to the Doge.)—What dreadfr*
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Abeellino.—Oh! good lord Cardinal, infer-
cede in my behalf. You know me well; I
have always acted by you like a man of
honor, that at least you cannot deny!—Say
one word in my tr\)'/or then, ‘good lord
Cardinal! : . - .

Gonzaga, (angrily, and with imperious dig-
nity.)-—Address not thyself to me, miscreant!
What const thou and I have to do together?
Venérable Andreas, delay no longer; let the
guards be called in! :

Abellino.—What? Is there then no hope
for me? Does no one feel compassion for
the wretched Abezllino? What! no onel—
(A pause.)—All are silent?—all It is
enough! Then my fate is decided—call in
your guards!

" Bosabella, (with a scream of agony, spring-

o Jorward, and falling at the Doge’s feet.)—
Mercy! mercy!—pardon him—pardon Ab-
@llino! i :

Aballino, (in raplure.)—Sayest thou so’—
Ho! ho! then an angel prays for Abzllino
in his last inoments!

Rosabella, (clasping the Doge€s knees.)—
Have mercy on him, my friend! my father!
-He is a sinner—but leave him to the justice
of heaven' He is a sinner—but oh! ~ Rosa-
beza loves him still.

ndreas, ( pushing her away with inds;
tion.)——Away, lmwaorthy gifl!,{ you ,.:f.:f'"f

Abellino folded his arms, gazed with

-erness on what was passiixg, and tean

€
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gushed into his brilliant eyes. Rosabella
caught the Doge’s hand, as he turned to
leave her, kissed it twice, and said, “If you
have no mercy on him, then have none vn
me! Thesentence which you pass on Abzl-
lino will be mine; it'is for my own life that
1 plead as well as Abzllino’s—father! dear
father! reject not my suit, but spare him!

Andreas, (in an angry and decided tone.)—
Abzllino dies! A

Alellino.—And can you look on with dry
eyes, -while that innocent dove bleeds at
your feet? Go, barbarian; you never loved

osabella asshe deserved; now she is yours
no longer—she is mine, she is Abzllino’s!

- He raised her from the ground, and

pressed her pale lips against his own.
¢‘Rosabella, thou art mine; death alone
rts us. Thou lovest me as I would be

ved; I am blest whate’er may happen, .
and can now set fortune at defiance.- To
business then!” . :

He replaced Rosabella, who was almost
fainting, on the bosom of Camilla, then ad-
vanced into the middle of the chamber, and

" addressed - the assembly with an undaunted
air: -

‘“Venetians, you are determined to deliver
me up to the axe of justice! there is for me
no hope of mercy? ’Tis well! act as vou
please; but ere you sit in judgment over
-mg, Signors, I shall take the liberty of pass-
ing sentenc; upon some few of you. ™

13%



mark me! you see in me the murderer of
Conari! the murderer of Paolo Manfrone®
the murderer of Lomellino! 1 deny it not.

.But would you know the illustrious persons

who paid me for the use of my dagger?”

With these words he put a whistle to his
lips, and sounded it, and instantly the doors
flew open, the guards rushed in, and, ere
they had time to recollect themselves, the
chief conspirators were in custody, and dis-
armed. . )

‘“Gruard them well!” said Abzlino, ina
terrible voice to the sentinels;- *‘you have
your orders. Noble Venetians, look on
these villains—it is to them that you are in-
debted for the loss of your three noblest
citizens. I accuse of these murders, one,
two, three, four; . and my good lord Car¥
nal there has the honor to be the fifth.”

Motionless and bewildered stood the ac-
cused; tale-telling confession spoke in every
feature that the charge was true, and no one
was bold enouglr to contradict Abzllino.

“What can all this mean?’ asked the
senators of each other, -in the utmost sar- |
prise and confusion. ' |

¢“This is all a shameful artifice,” the Car- '
dinal at length contrived to say; ¢the vil-
lain, perceiving that he has no chance of
escaping punishment, is willing, out of mere
resentment, to involve us in his destruction.”

Tonlarino, (recovering himself.)~—In the

edness of his life he has surpassed all

A
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former miscreants, and now he is trying te
surpass them in the wickedness of his death.
Abeellino, (ivith majesty.)—Be silent! 1
know your whole plot, have secen your list
of proscriptions, am well informned of your
whole arrangement, and, at the moment
that I speak to you, the officers of justice
are employed, by my orders, in seizing the
gentlemen with the white ribbons round
their arms, who this very night intended to
overturn Venice.—Be silent, for defence
were vain. K
Andreas, (in astonishment.)—Abzllino,
what is the"meaning cf all this?
Abeellino.—Neither more nor less than
that Abzllino has discovered and defeated
a conspiracy against the constitution of Ve-
nice, and the life of its Doge! The Bravo,
m retarn for your kind intention of sending
him to destruction in a few hours, has pre-
gerved you from it. .
Vitalba, (to the accused.)—Noble Venetians,
you are silent under this heavy charge?
- Abellino.—They are wise, for no defence
could now avail them. Their troops are
already disarmed and lodged in separate.
“dungeons of the state prison: visit them
there, and you will learn more. You now
understand, probably, that I did not order
the doors of the saloon to be guarded for
the purpose of seizing the terrible Bravo
Abzllino, but of taking those "heroes ‘into
secure custlo:;lty. And now, Venitian-
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pare together your conduct and mine! At
the hazard of my life have I preserved the
state from ruin; disguised as a Bravo [
dared to enter the assembly of these ruth-
less villains whose daggers laid Venice
waste; I have endured, for your sakes, storm
and rain, and frost and heat; Venice owes
to my care her constitution and your lives;
and yet are my services deserving of no re-"
ward? All this have I done for Rosabella
of Corfu, and yet will you withhold frem
me my promised bride? I have saved you
from death, have saved the honor of your
wives from the polluter’s kiss, and the
throats of your innocent children from the
knife of the assassin.—Men! men! and
will you send me to the scaffold? Look on
this list! See how many among you would
have bled!—Read you not in cvery feature
that they are already condemned by heaven
and their own conciénces? . Does a single’
mouth unclose itself in exculpation? Doesa
single movement of the head give the lie to
my charge? Yet the truth of what I have
advanced shall be madestill more evident.”

He tarned himselfto the conspirators:—
“Mark me!” said he, “the first among you
w;}o ackno]wledg(;s the truath, shall receive
a free pardon. . I swear it, I
Abzlling' > 1 the Bravo

The conspirators remained sileat. Sud-

"Memmo started forward, and threw .
“trembling at the Doge’s feet. ¢ Ve-
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petians!” he exclaimed, ¢Abellino has told
you true.” .
4 Tis false! ’tis false!” exclaimed the ac-
aised altogether. '
¢“Silence!” cried Abellino in a voice of
thunder, while indignation which flamed in
every feature struck terror into his hearers;
“silence, I say, and  hear me—or rather
hear the ghosts of your victims!—Apper!
appear!” cried this dreadful man in a tone
#ill louder, ¢it’is time.” -

! Again hesounded his whistle; the foldin

“doors were thrown open, and there stoog
the Doge’s so much lamented friends, Cona-.
i, Lomellino and Manfrone.

“We are betrayed!” shouted Contarine,
drew ovt a concealed dagger; and plunged
it i his bosom up to the very hilt.

And now what a scene of rapture follow-
ed. Tears streamned down the silver beard
of Andreas as he rushed into the arms of his
long-lost companions: tears bedewed the
cheeks of the venerable triumvirate, as they
once more clasped the knees of their prince,
their friend, tixeir brother. These excel-
lent men, these heroes, never had Andreas
hoped to meet them again till they should -
meet in heaven, and Aundreas blest heaven

or permitting him to meet-them once more
on earth. These four men, who had valued -
each other in the first dawn of youth, who
had fought by each other’s side in manhood,
weile pow assembléd in tgé; tmd viludd der"
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other more than ever. The spectators gad
ed with umiversal interest on the scene
fore them; and.the good old senators mimi
gled tears of joy with those shed by
re-united companions. In the happy delir« *i
ium of this moment; nothing but Andrea!
and his friends was attended to; no one wass'
aware that the conspirators and the self-
murderer, Contarino, were removed by the .
guards from the saloon; no one but Camilla
_observed Rosabella, who threw herself sobs
bing on the bosom of the handseme Brave,
and repeated, a thousand times, ‘‘Abelline -
is then not a murderer.” _

At length they began to recollect them-
selves—they looked round them—and the
first words which broke from ‘every lip:
were, ‘‘Hail, savior of Venice!”” The roof:
rang with the naine of Abzllino, and unnum-
bered blessings accompanied the name. 4

That very Aballino, who, not an hout!
before, had been doomed to the scaffold, by’
the whole assembly, now stood caln and
dignified as a god before the ddoring spec-!
tators; and now he viewed, with compla-’
cency, the men whose lives he had saved,!
and now his eye dwelt with rapture on thel
woman whose love was the reward of all his
dangers. . ) .

‘“Abzllino!” said Andreas, advancing to;
E“:?n ?l‘ avo, and extending his hand towards,

" pom not Abelling,” resilied he, s ilidg,
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while he prest the Doge’s hand respectfully

to his Lips, “‘neither am I Flodoardo of Flor-

eace. | am by birth a Neapolitan, and by

mme Rosalvo; the death of my inveterate

memy, the Prince of Monaldeschi, makes it

10 longer necessary to conceal who I really
bh)

“Monaldeschi?” repeated Andreas with a
look of anxiety.

«Fear not,” continued Rosalvo, ‘“Mon-
ldeschi, it is true, fell by my hand, but fell
n honorable combat. The blood which
sained his sword flowed from my. veins,
and in his last moments conscience asserted-
heremnpire in his bosom. He died not till
“belad written, in histablets, the most pos-
ttive declarafion of my innocence as to the
trimes with which his hatred had contrived
fo blacken me; and he also instructed me -
bg what means I might obtain, at Naples,
the restoration of my forfeited estates and -
the re-establishment of my “injured honor.
Those means have been already efficacious,
nd all Naples is, by this time, informed of
he arts by whi¢h Monaldeschi procured my
muishment, and of the many plots which he
id for vy destruction; plots, v yich made

necessary for me to drop my’.'}{:'n charac-

, and never to appear hut in disguire.

er various wanderings, chance led me to
tnice; my appearance was so much alter
§, that I dreaded not -discovery—but 1
feaded (and with reason) perishing in your
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streets with hunger. In this situatiog
accident brought me acquainted with thyj
banditti, by whom Venice was then infest-
ed. I willingly united myself to their socis
ety, partly with the view of purifyiig the
repnblie from the presence of these wretches,
aud partly in the hope of discovering through
thein the more illustrious villains by whom
their daggers were employed. 1 was suc-
cessful; I delivered the banditti up to jus-
tice, and stabbed their captain in Rosabella's
sight. 1 wasnow the only Bravo in Venice;
everyscoundrel was obliged to have recourse
to me: I discovered the plans of the conspi-
rators, and now vou know them also. 1
found that the deaths cf the Doge’s three,
friends had been dectermnined on; and is
order to obtain full confidence with the cor-
federates, it was necessary to persuade theg;
that these men had fallen beneath my da
ger. No sooner had my plan been formel
than I imparted it to Lomellino; he, and he
only was my confidant in this business.
presenfed me to the Doge as the son of
deceared friend; he assisted me with hi
advice; he furnished me with keys to th
doors of th! public gardens which no o
was permittes* to pass through except A
dreas and his particular friends, and whic
frequently enabled me to elude pursuit;
=howed me several private passages in th
*ce, by which I could penetrate uno
«d even into the Doge’s bed-cham
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vhen the time for his disappearance arriv-
W, he not only readily consented to lie
oncealed in a retreat known only to our-
Rlves, but was also the means of inducing
#anfrone and Conari to join him in his re-
firement, till the fortunate issue of this day’s
wWventure permitted me to set them once
more at liberty. The banditti exist no lon-
ger; the conspiratorsare in chains, my plans
wre accomplished; and now, Venetians, if
you still think him .deserving of it, here
tands the Bravo Abzllino, and you may
'lead him to the scaffold when you will!”?

«To the scaffold?”’ exclaimed at once the

e, the senators, ani the whole crowd of

I mbili; and every one burst into enthusiastic
praises of the dauntless Neapolitan.-

«QOh! Abellino,” cried Andreas, while he
wiped away a tear; “I would gladly give

ducal bonnet to be such a Bravo as thou

hast been!—<Doge,’ didst thou ouce say to
me, ‘thou and I are the two greatest men
it Venice:> But oht how much greater is
the Bravo than the Doge! Rosabella is that
jewel than which I have nothing in the
world more precious; Rosabella is dearer
to me than an emperor’s crown; Rosabella
s thrine.”’

st Aballino!” said Rosabella, and extended

r hand to the handsome Bravo.

«Triumph!” cried he; ¢“Rosabella is the
Bravo’s bride!” ard ke clasped the blushin-
maid to his bosom. <.
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Cuar. VII.—Conclusion.

Ana now it would be not at all amiss {
make Count Rosalvo sit down quietly be

. tween the good old Doge and his lovelt
niece, and then cause him to relate the me
tive of Monaldeschi’s hatred—in what mas
ner he lost Valeria—what crimes were im
puted to him, and how he escaped from th
assassins sent in pursuit of him by his ene
my ; how he had long wandered from plac
to place, and how he had at length learn
(during his abode in Bohemia with a gang

. of gypsies) such means of disguising his fea
tures as enabled him to defy the keenes
penetration to discover in the beggar Ab
®llino the once admired Count %Iosalvo

. how in this disguise he had returned to Ita
ly; and how Lomellino, ascertaining that he
was universally believed at Naples, to hav.
long since perished by shipwreck, (ant
therefore that neither the officers of the In
quisition nor the ascassins employed by hi
enemy were likely to trouble themselve
any more about him) he had ventured t
resume, with some slight alterations, hi
- own appearance at Venice;—how the arri
val of Monaldeschi had obliged him t
conceal himself, till an opportunity offered
of presenting himself to the Prince when
unattended, and of demanding satisfaction
for his injuries; how he hadiun himself

T ,
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mded in several places by his antagonist,
kgh the combat finally terminated in his
or; how he had resolved to make use of
1deschi’s death to terrify Andress still
ther, and of Parozzi’s conspiracy to ob-
EROSabella’s hand of the Doge; how he
trembled lest the heart of his mistress
kld have been only captivated by the
wantic appearance of the adventurer Flo-
&rdo, and have rejected himm when known
Be the Bravo Abzllino; how he had re-
to make use of the terror inspired
Ythe assassin to put her love to the seve
Wtrial; and how, had she failed in that
he had. determined to renounce the
tant maid forever; with many other
, whys, and wherefores, which, not being
Bhined, will, [ doubt not, leave much of
tale involved in mystery: but before I
 Rosalvo’s history, I must ask two
ions—

rst, Do my readers like the manner in-

h I relate adventures?
Secondly, If my readers do like my man-
tr of relating adventures, can I employ
time better than in relating them?.
When these questions are answered, I may
sibly resume my pen. In the mean
ile, Gentlemen and Ladies, good night,
pleasant dreams attend you!'
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