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What black magician conjures up this fiend?—
What! do ye tremble? are ye all afraid?
Alas! I blame ye not, for ye are mortal,
And mortal eyes cannot endure the Devil.
- Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!
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ABZELLING®,
THE
BRAV'O OF VENICE.
BOOK L

Cuarrer I.— ﬁﬁcc. -

IT was evening. Multitudes of light
clouds, partially illumined by the meon-
beams, overspread the horizon, and through
them floated the full moon 1n tranquil ma-
jesty, while her splendor was reflected by
every wave of the Adriatic Sea. All was
hushed around; gently was the water riE-
pled by the night wind; %ently did the night
wind sigh through the colonnades of Venice.

It was midnight—and still sat a stranger,
solitary and sad, en the border of the great
canal. Now with a glance he measurcd the
battlements and dpl'oud towers of the city;
and now he fixed his melancholy eyes upon
the waters with a vacant stare. Atlength
he spoke: . .

- ¢««Wretch that ' am! Whither shall I go?
Here sit 1in Venice, and what would it avail
to wander further? What will become of
me? All now slumber s»ve myself! The
1
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6 ABALLINO.

Doge rests on his couch of down; the beg-
gar’s head presses his straw pillow; but for
me there is no bed except the cold, dam
earth! There is no gondolier so wretched,
- but he knows where to find work by day,
and shelter by night—while I—while I—
Oh! dreadful is the destiny of which I am
made the sport!”

He began to examine for the twentieth
time-the pockets of his tattered garments.

“No! net one paolo, by heavens!—and 1
hunger almost to death!”

He unsheathed his sword; he waved it

the moonshine, and sighed as he marked ths )

glittering of the steel.

¢“No, no! my old and true companion,
thou and I must never part! Mine thou
shalt remain, though I starve for it!—Oh'
was not that a golden time when Valeria
E:v,e thee to me, and when as she threw the

1t over my shoulders,I kissed thee andVale-
ria? She has deserted us for another world,
but thou and I will never part in this.”

He wiped away a drop Which hung upon
his eyelid. : '

“Psha! *twas not a tear! the night wind is
sharp and bitter, and makes the eyes water;
but as for tears—ahsurd! my weeping days.
are over!” ) .

-‘4

And as he spoke, the unfortunate (for such .

by his discourse and situation he appeared
to be) dashed his forehead against the earth,
and his lips were already unclosed to curse

L satin



ABELLINO. 7

the hour which gav
suddenly seemed to
rested his head on
mournfully the burd
often delighted his ¢
of his ancestors.

«Right!” he said t
sink under the weigh
be myself no longer?

At that moment he
great distance. Helc
adjacent street, whicuwue ____ _ i
lightened, he perceived a tall figure wrap-

' }yed in a cloak, pacing slowly hackwards and
orwards. _

«'7Tis the hand of God, which hath guided
him hither—Yes! Pll—Pll beg! Better to
play the beggar in Venice, than the villain
in Naples; for the b:giar’s heart may beat
nobly, though covered by rags.” -

He said, sprang from the ground, and has-
tened towards the adjoining street. Just as
he entered it at one end, he perceived ano-
ther person advancing through the other;
of whose approach the first was no sooner
aware, than he hastily retired into the sha-
dow of a piazza, as if anxious to conceal
himself.

¢“What can this mean?”’ thought our men-
dicant. ¢Isyoneaves-dropper one of death’s

"unlicensed ministers? Has he received the
retaining fee of some impatient heir, who
pants to possess the wealth of the unlucky
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knave who comes strolling along yonder so
careless and unconscious’—be not so confi-
dent, honest friend! I am wt your elbow.”
He retired further into the shade, and si-
lently and slowly drew near the lurker, who
stirred mot from his place. The stranger
had already passed them by, when the con-
cealed villaig g ﬂng suddenly upon him, and
raised his t hand in which a poniard
s gleami%: but before he could give the
blow, was felled to the earth by the arm of
the mendicant. .
The stranger turned hastily towards them,
the Bravo started up and fled; the beggar
smiled. .
+ “How now?” cried the stranger; ‘what
does all this mean?”
“Oh! ’tisa mere jest, Seignior, which
has only preserved your life.”
¢“What? My life? How s0?” '
“The honest gentleman who has just ta
ken to his heels, stole behind you with true
cat-like eaution, and had already raised his
dagger when I saw him.—You owe your
life to me, and the service is richly worth
one little piece of money! Give me some
alms, Seignior, for on my soul I am hungry,
thirsty, cold—" '
¢‘Hence, scurvy comﬁanion! I know you
and your tricks too well. This is all a con-
certed scheme between you, a design upon
my purse, an attempt to procure both mo-
ney and thanks umﬁ:x_' the lame pretence of

L
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ABELLINO. ~ 9

having saved me from an assassin.—Go, fel-
low, go! practise these dainty devices on
the Doge’s creduiity, if you will; but with
Buonarotti you stand no chance, believe me.”

The wretched, starving beggar stood like
onec petrified, and gazed on the taunting
stranger. ¢ ’

“No; asT have-a soul to save, Seignior,’tis
no lie that I tell you; ’tis the plain truth;
have compassion, or I die this night of hun-

er_)) . . .
\ ‘,"Begone this instant, I say, or by heav-
eny—

The unfeeling man here drew out a eon-
cealed pistol, and pointed it at his preserver.:

“Merciful heaven! and is it thus that ser-
vices are acknowledged in Venice?” -

*“The watch is at no great distance; I need
only raise my voice, and— )

¢Hell and confusion! Do you take me for
a robber then?”

¢‘Make no noise, I tell you! Be quiet, you
had better— : .

“Hark you, Seignior! Buonarotti is your
name, I think? I will write it down, as be-
longing to the second scoundrel with whom
I have met in Venice!”

.~ He paused for a moment; then continuing
in a dreadful voice,—¢*And when,” said he,

‘“thou, Bugnarotti, shalt hereafter hear the

name of AsZLLINO—{remble! ,

Abellino turned away, and léft. the hard
hearted Venetian.
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10 ABXELLINO.

{_r Cuar. Il.—The Banditti. "~ °

Anp now rushed the unfortunate wildly
through the streets of Venice: he railed at
fortune; he laughed and cursed by turng;
yet sometimes he suddenly stood still, seem-
ed as pondering on some great and wonder-
ous enterprise, and then again rushed on-
wards as if hastening to its execution.

Propped against a column of the Signio-
ria, he counted ‘over the whole sum of his
misfortunes. His wandering eye-balls seem-
ed to seek comfort; but they found it not.

“Fate,” he at length exclaimed in a par-_
oxysm of despair, ‘Fate has condemned me
to be either the wildest of adventurers—or
one, at the relation of whose crimes the
world must shudder! To astonish is my
destiny: Rosalvo can know no medium:
.Rosalvo can never act like common men!—
Is it not the hand of fate which has led me
hither? Who could have ever dreamed that
the son of the richest lord in Naples should
have depended for a beggar’s alms on Vene-
tian charity! J—I, who feel myself possess-
ed of strength of body and energy of soul fit
for executing the most daring deeds—behold
me creeping in rags through the streets of
this inhospitable city, and torturiF m{ wits
in vain to discover some means by which I
wmay rescue life from the jaws of famine!
Those men whom my munificence nourish-
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.ed, who at my table bathed their worthless
souls in the choicest wine of Cyprus, and
glutted themselves with every kind of deli-
cacy which the globe’s four quarters could
supply, those very men now deny to my
necessity even a miserable crust of mouldy
bread.—Oh! that is dreadful cruel! Cruel
of men! cruel of Heaven!” :

He paused; he folded hisarms and sighed.

“Yet will I bear it! I will submit to my
destiny! I will traverse every path, and go
through every degree of human wretched-
ness; and whatever may be my fate, I will
be still m{self, and whatever may be my
fate, I will still act greatly’—Away then
with the Count Romf:o, whom once all

Naples idolized; now—now am I the beggar
Abellino! A beggar?—that name stands last
in the scale of worldly rank, but first in the
lists of the famishing, the outcast, and the
unworthy.” o

Something rustled near him.—Abaftino
goazed aroun%. He was aware of the Bravo
whom he had struck to the ground that
night, and whom two companions of asimi-
lar stamp had now joined. As they advan-
ced, they cast inquiring glances around
them. They were in search of some one.

It is of thee that they are in search,” said

Abzllino; then advanced a few paces, and
whistled. 4 ;

The ruffians stood still—they whispered
together, and seemed to be undecided.
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Abellino whistled a second time.

¢<<Tis he!” he could hear one of them
say distinctly; and in a moment after they
ad’;anced slowly towards him.

Abezllino kept his place, but unsheathed
his sword. The three unknown (they were
masked) stopped a few paces from him.

‘“How now, fellow?” quoth one of them,
“what is the matter? why stand you on

our guard?”
* JAbellino.—It is as well that you should
be made to keep your distapce, for I know
ou; you are certain honest gentlemen, who
ive by taking away the lives of others.

First Ruffian.—Was not your whistling
addressed to us?

Abellino.—It was. -

Ryffian.—And what would you of us?

Abellino.—Hear me! I am a miserable
wretch, and starving; give me an alms out
of your booty! -

Ruffian.—An alms? ha! ha! ha! By my
soul, that is whimsical!—Alms from us in-
deed!—Oh! by all means! No doubt, you
shall have alms a plenty.

Abeellino.—Or else give me fifty sequins,
and I’ll bind myself to your service till I
shall have worked out my debt. :

- Ryffian.—Aye! and pray-then who may
you be? .

. Jbellino.—A starving wretch, therep
lic holds none more miserable. Such am I
at present; but heresfter—I have powers,
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knaves—this arm could gierce an heart,
though guarded by three breastplates; this
eye, though surtounded by Egyptian dark-
ness, could still see to stah sure.

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

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

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

Abellino.—Despair ngver lies. :

. Ruffian.—Slave, shouldst thou be a trai-
or— o

Wbelling.—My heart womld be within
reach of your hands, and your daggers would
be as sharp as now. -

The three dangexous mions again
whispered among themselves for afew mo-
ments, after which they returned their dag-
gers into the sheath. o :

¢«Come on then,” said one of them; ¢fol-
Jow us to our home. It were unwise totalk
over certain matters in the open street.”

¢<I follow yeu,” was Aba'i;ino’s answer;
schut tremble, should any one of you dare to
treat me as a foe.—Comrade, forgive me
that I gave your ribs somewhat too hard a
squeeze just now; I will be your sworn bro-
ther in recompense.’®’

¢«¢We are on honor,” cried the banditti
with one voice; “noharm shall happen to
Lout ho'wl;o does you an injury, shall be to
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us a foe. A fellow of. your humor suitf u
well: follow us, and fear not.” :
And on they went, Abzllino marching
hetween two of them. Frequent were the
looks of suspicion; which he cast around
him; but no ill design was perceptible in
the banditti. They guided him onwards,
till they reached a canal, loosened a gondo-
la, placed themselves in it, and rowed till
they had gained the most remote quarter
of Venice. They landed; treaded several
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 comfortable
chamber. Many were the looks of surprise
and inquiry which she cast on the bewil-
‘dered, haﬁpleased, half-anxious Abzlling,
who knew not whither he had been con-
veyed, and still thought it unsafe to confide
entirely in the promises of the banditti. .,

g s P

e )
Cuar. IIL—The trial of strength.

ScaRcELY were the bravos seated, when
Cynthia (for that was the young woman’s
name) was again summoned to the door;
and the company was now increased by twa
new comers, who examined their unknown
guest from head to foot. - -
~ “Now then,” cried one of those who had -

1.




" ABELLINO. _ 15

conducfed 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!” sereamed
Cynthia; ‘“‘out upon him! what an ugly
hound it is!”’ .

She turned hastily round, and hid her
face with her hands. Dreadful was the
look with which Aballino 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
escape the gibbet? In what jail didst thoun
leave thy last fetters? Or from what galley
hast thou taken thy departure, without
" staying to say adieu?” - -

Abezllino folded his arms.

< ¢If Fbe such as you describe,” said he
with an air of authority, and in a voice
which madé his hearers tremble, ¢ ’tis for
me 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
that it formed and fitted me.”

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

“Hear me, comrade. In Venice there
exist but five banditti; you see them before
you: wilt thou be the sixth? Doubt not
thou wilt find sufficient employment. My
name is Matteo, and I am the father of the
band: that sturdy fellow with the red locks
is called Baluzzo; he, whose eyes twinkle-
like a cat’s, is Tomaso; an arch knave, I
promise g'ou! ‘twas Petrind, whose bones
you handled so roughly to-night; and yon
thick-lipped Colossus, whe stands next to
Cynthia, is named Struzzo. Now then you
know us all; and since you are a pennyless
devil, we are willing to incorporate you in
our society; but we must first be assured
that you mean honestly by us.” v

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

¢Answer, fellow! Dost thou mean hon-
estly by us?” ' :

«That must the event decide.”

¢«“Mark me, knave; the first suspicion-ef
treachery costs you your life. Take shelter
in the Doge’s palace, and girdle yourself
round with all the power of the republic;
. though clasped in the Doge’s arms, and.

protected by an hundred cannons; still

|
!
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would we murder you! Fly to the high,
altar; press the crucifix to your bosom; and
even at mid-day —still would we murder
you. Think on this well, fellow, and for-
get not we are a bandiiti!” i

‘‘You need not tell me that; but give me
some food, and then Pl prate with you as
long as you please. At present I am starv- |
ing! Four and twenty hours have elapsed
since I last tasted nourishment.” .

Cynthia new covered a small table with
her best provisions, and filled several silver
goblets with delicious wine. i

“If one could but look at him without
disgust,” murmured Cynthia; ¢if he had
but the appearance of something human!'

. Satan rgust certainly have.appeared to his

mother while she was big with him; and
thence came her child into the world with
such a frightful countenance! Ugh! It’s
an absolute mask; only that I never saw a
mask so hideous!” ' .

Abzllino heeded her not: he placed him-
self at the table, and ate and drank %hs if he’
would have satisfied himself for the next six
months. The banditti-cyed him with looks
of satisfaction, and congratulated each other
on so valuable an acquisition.

f the reader is curious to know what this
same Abellino is like, he must figure to
himself a stout young fellow, whose limbs

erhaps might have been thought not ill-
formed, had not the most horrible connte-
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nance that ever was invented by a caricatu-
rist, or that Milton could have adapted to
the ugliness of his fallen angels, entirel
marred the advantages of his person. Blac
and shining, but long and straight, his hair
flew wildly about his brown neck and yellow
wface. His mouth was se wide that his gums
‘and discoloured teeth were visible, and a
kind of convulsive twist which scarcely ever
was at rest, had formed “its expression into
an eternal grin. His eye (for he had but
one) was sunk deep into his head, and little
more than the white of it was visible; -and
even that little was overshadowed by the
rotrusion of his dark and bushy eye-brow.
n the union of his features were found col-
lected in one hideous assemblage, all the
most coarse and uncouth traits which ever
had been exhibited singly in wooden cuts;
and the observer was leﬁ in doubt, whether
this repulsive physiognomy expressed stu-
pidity of intellect, or maliciousness of heart,
or whether it implied them both together.
“Now then I am satisfied!” roared Abzl-
lino, and dashed the still-full goblet wpon
the ground; ¢‘speak! what woufd you know
of me? Iam ready to give you answers.”
“The first thing,” replied Matteo, ‘‘the
first thing necessary is to give us a proof of
your strength, for this is of material impor-

tance in our undertakings. Are you good
at wrestling?”? - '

“I'’know not: try me.”
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* «Cynthia, remove thz table. Now then,
Abellino, which of us will you undertake?
whom amongst us dost think thou canst
knock down as easy as yon poor dabbler in
the art, Petrino?”’

¢““Which of you?” cricd Abellino; ¢all of
you together, and half a dozen more such

.gitiful scoundrels!” And he sprang from

is seat, threw his sword on the table, and

“measured the strength of his antagonist with

a single eye. -

The banditti burst into a loud fit of
laug‘th. .
“Now then,” cried Abezllino fiercely ;
*now then for the trial! Why come you
not on?” , :

“Fellow,” replied Matteo, ‘‘take my ad-
vice; try first what you can do with me
alone, and learn what sort of men you have
to manage. Think you we are marrowless
boys, or delicate Seigniors, who waste their
strength in the embrace of harlots?”’

Aballino answered him with a scornful
langh—Matteo became furious:- his com

gamons shouted aloud and clapped their
S.

“To business!” said Abzllino; *I’m now
in the right humor for sport! Look to your-
selves, my lads!” And in the same instant he
collected” his forces together, threw -the
gigantic Matteo over his head as jf he ha®
g‘cen an infant, knocked Struzzo down of t}m‘e
vight hand, aud Petrino on the left J¥mbled
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Tomaso to the end of the room, head over
heels, and stretched Baluzzo without ani-
mation upon the neighboring benches. .

Three minutes elapsed, ere the subdued
bravos could recnver themselves; loud shou-
ted Abzllino, while the astonished Cynthia
gazed and trembled at the terrible exhibi-
tion.

“By the blood of St. Januarius,” eried
Matteo, at length rubbing his battered joints,
¢‘the fellow is our master. Cynthia, take
care to give him our best chamber.”

“He must have made a compact with the
devil,”? grumbled Tomaso, 4nd forced his
dislocated wrist back into its socket.

No one seemed inclined to hazard a se-
cond trial of strength. The night was far
advanced, or rather the grey of the morning
already was visible over the sea.” The ban-
ditti separated, and each retired to his
chamber,

. 4
o, L

. y
© " Caar. IV.—The Daggers.

ABXELLINO, this Italian-Hercules, all terri-
ble ag he appeared to be, was not long a
member of this society, hefore his compan-
ions felt towards him sentiments of the most
unbounded esteem. All loved, all valued
@him for his extraordinary talents for a bra-
vo’s trade, to which he seemed uliarlx
-adapted, not only by his wonderful strength %

“
W »
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of body, but by the readiness of his wit, and

his never failing presence of mind.—Even

Cynthia was inclined to feel some little af-

fection for him, but he really was too ugly.
Matteo (as Abellino was given to un%ler-
stand) was the captain of this -dangerous
troop. He was one who carried villany to
the highest pitch of refinement, incapable of
-fear, quick and crafty, and troubled with
less conscience than an English financier.
The booty and price of blood which his
aspociates brought in daily, were always
delivered up to him: he gave each man his
share, and retained no larger portion for
himself thah was allotted to &e others. The
eatalogue of those whom he had dispatched
into the other world, was alréady toa long

for him te have repeated it: many names -
had slipped his me ; but his greatest
pléastire in hrs hours relaxation, was to
relate su¢h of these miurderous anecdotes as
hé still remembered; im the benevolent in-
tention of inspiring his héarers with a desire
to follow his example. . His weapons were
kept sepirate from the rest, and occupied a
whole gpartment. Here were to be found
aggers of a thousand different fashions,
with guards and isithew! them; two, three,
and four efiged. Here were stored air-guus,
Iiﬂtols and blunderbusses; poisons of various

~ kinds, znd operating in various ways; gar-4
ments fit for every possible disguise, whe-
ther to personate the ronk, the Jew, or the

|

»
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mendicant, the soldier, the senator, or the
gondolier.
One day he summoned Abzllino to attend
him in his armory.
¢“Mark me,” said he, ‘“thou wilt turn out
a brave fellow, that I can see already. It
is now time that you should earn that bread
for yourself, which hitherto you have owed
to our bounty.—Look! here hast thou a
dagger of the finest steel; {ou must charge
for its use by the inch. If you plunge it
only one inch deep into the bosom of his foe,
your employer must reward you with only
one sequin; if two inches, with ten sequins;
if three, with twenty; if the whole daﬁ'er,
ou may then name your own price.—Here
is next a glass poniard; whomsoever this
pierces, that man’s death is certain.—As soon
as the blow is given, you must break the
dagger in the wound; the flesh will close
“over the point which has been broken off,
and which will keep its quarters till the da
of resurrectiom.—Lastly, observe this metal-
ic dagger; its cavity conceals a subtle poison,
®which, whenever you toueh this spring,
-will immediately infuse death into the veins
of him whom the weapon’s point hath
wounded.—Take these gers: in giyin
them I present you with a capital capable
bring home to you the most heavy and most
« precious interest.” ’ :
Abellino received the instruments o
death; but his hand shook as it grasped them.




B S

ABALLINw. B

{ «Possessed of such unfarling weapons, of
what immense sums must your robberies
aave made you master!” :

¢“Scoundrel!” interrupted Matteo, frown-
ing and offended, ‘‘among us robbery is un-
known. What? dost take us for common
plunderers, for mere thieves, cut-purses,

ouse-breakers, and villains of that low,
miscrable stamp?”’

‘Perhaps what you wish me to take you
for is something worse; for to speak openly,
Matteo, villains of that stamp are contented
with plundering a purse or a casket, which
can easily be filled again; but that which
we take from others, is a jewel which a man
never has but once, and which, once stolen,
can never be replaced. Are we not then a
thousand times mare atrocious plunderers?”’

“By the house at Loretto, I think you
have a mind to moralize, Aballino?”’

¢“Hark ve, Mattec ‘~'y one question; at

ch think you will
it, the thief or the

E 3

,3:‘
2llino speaks thu:
Speak but the

the senators of Ve-

vo must be above

ee_aug L .-~ ,uated tales of vice
and virtue. What is virtue? what is vice?
nothing but. such things as forms of govern-

-
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ment, customs, manners, and education have
made sacred; and that which men are able
to make honorable at one time, it is in their
power to make dishonorable at another,
whenever the humor takes them: had not
the senate forbidden us to give opinions
freely respecticg the politics of Venice, there
would have been nothing wrong in giving
such oiinions; and were the senate to ‘de-
clare that it is right to give such opinions,
that which is to-day thought a crime, would
be thought meritorious to-morrow—then
Prlythee, let us have no more of such doubts
as these. We are men, as much as the Doge
and his senators, and have reason, as much
as they have, to lay down the law of right
and wrong, and decree what shall be vice,
and what shall be virtue.” :

Abzllino laughed—Matteo procecded -
with increased animation:

“Perhaps you will tell me, our trade is.
dishonorable! and what, ~ -~ °~ ~ 7~
called honor? ’Tis a wor
3 mere fantastic creatu .
®ion'—Ask, as you traver i
ed street, in what honor
rer will answer, ‘To be
rich; and he has most h
up the greatest guantity
no means,’ cries the
consists in being beloved byev  ___ ___
woman, and finding no virtue proof against
your attacks.” ‘How midakenl’ interrupis
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the general; ‘to conquer whole cities, to
destroy whole armies, to ruin whole provin-
ces—that indeed brings real honor!” The
man of learning places his renown in the
number of pages which he has either writ-
ten or read; the tinker in the number of
pots and kettles which he has made or
mended; the nun in the number of good
things which she has done, or bad things
which she has resisted; the coquette, in the
list of her admirers; the republic, in the
extent of her ?\rovim':es: and thus, my friend,
every one thinks that honor consists in
something different from the rest. And
why, then, should not the bravo think, that
honor consists in reaching the perfection of

P Ao e
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that I was better qualified for an incen-
diary’s forch. 1 _fo?lowed the bent of my
genius,yet c:unt I not my studies thrown
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away, since they taught me more philosé-
hy than to tremble at phantoms created
{ my own imagination. E‘ollow my exam-
ple, friend, and so.farewell.”

- - —
Cuar. V.—Splituae.

ApzLLINo had already passed six weeks
in Venice, and yet (either from want of op-
Rortunity, or of inclination) he had suffered

is daggers to remain idle in their sheaths.
This proceeded partly from his not being as
yet sufficiently acquainted with the windings
and turns, the bye lanes and private alleys of
the town; and partly because he had hitherte
found no.customers whose murderous designs

sroed ¢ " is helping hand.

T cupation was irksome to
him 1e; he panted for actien,
and d to indolence.

n o —.  _holy heart did he roam

through Venice, and number every step with
asigh. . He frequented the public places,
the taverns, gardens, and every scene which
was dedicated to amusement; but no where
could he find what he sought—tranguillity.

One evening he had loitered béyond the
other visitants in a public garden, situated
on one of the most beautiful of the Venetiodk.
islands. He strolled from arbor to arbegy
threw himself down on the sea,-;&re, and
watched the. play of the waves"s they
sparkled in the moon-shine
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“Four years ago,” said he with a sigh,
“‘just such an heavenly evening it was, that
I stole from Valeria’s lips the first kiss, and
heard from Valeria’s lips for the first time
the avowal that she loved me.”

He was silent, and abandoned himself to
the melancholy recellections that thronged
before his mind’s eye. '

Every thing areund him was so calm—so
so silent! not a single zephyr sighed among
the blades of grass; but a storm raged in the
breast of Abzllino.

‘“Four years ago could I have believed
that a time would come when I should play
the part of a bravo in Venice! O! where are
they flown, the golden hopes and plans of
glory, which smﬁe(l upon me in the happy
days of my youth? ¥am a bravo—to bea_
beggar were to be something better.

‘““When my good old father, in the enthu-
siasm of paternal vanity, so oft-threw his
arm around my neck, and cried, ‘My Boy,
thou wilt render the name of Rosalvo glo-
’ A " listened, how was my

at thought I not, what
was good and great did
If to do!'—The father is
is—a Venetian bravo.—
rs praised and admired
.wag' by the warmth of
ped my shoulder, and
thou wilt immortalize
Rosalvo!’—Ha! in those
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blessed moments of a sweet delirium, how
bright and beauteous stood futurity before
me,—when, happy in the performance of
some good deed,‘i returned home, and saw
Valeria hasten to receive me with open arms,
and when, while she clasped me to her bo-
som, I heard her whisper, ‘Oh! who could
forbear to love the great Rosalvo?........
God! oh, God! Away, away, glorious vi-
sions of the past! To look on you drives
me mad!” -

He was again silent; he bit his lip in futy,
raised one emaciated hand to heaven, and
struck his forehead violently with the other.

““An assassin—the slave of cowards and
rascals—the ally of the greatest villains
whom the Venetian sun ever shone upon.
Such is now the great Rosalvo!—Fie!-—oh!
fie on’t!—And yet to this wretched lot hath
fatalitv condemned me.”

Suddenly he sprang from the ground af-
ter a long silence; his eyes sparkled; his coun-
tenance changed; he drew hisbreath easier.

*Yes! by Heaven, yes! great as Count
Rosalvo that can I be no Jonger; but from
being great as a Venctian bravo, what
vents me?—Souls in bliss!” he exclaixﬁz
and .sank on his knee, while he raised his
folded bhands to heaven, as if about to
nounce the most awful oath, “Spirit
father! Spirit of Valeria! I will not bet
unworthy of you! Hear me, if your gh
are permitted to wander near me, hear me
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swear, that the Bravo shall not disgrace his
origin, nor render vain the hopes which
soothed you in the bitterness of death! No!

sure as I live, I will be the only dealer in
this miserable trade, and posterity shall be
-compelled to honor that name, which my
actions shall render illustrious.” -
» He bowed his forehead, till it touched
the earth, and his tears flowed plenteously.
Vast conceptions swelled his soul:” he dwelt
on wondrous views, till their extent bewil-
dered his brain. Yet-another hour elapsed,
and he sprang from the earth to realize them!
“I will enter into no compact against hu-
man nature with five miserable cut-throats.
Alone will I make the rgpublic tremble;
and before eight days are flown, these mur-
derous knaves shall swing on a gibbet. Ve-
nice shall no lenger harbour five banditti;
one, and one anly, shall inhabit here, and
that one shall beard the Doge himself; shall
watch over right and over wrong, and, ac-
cording as he judges, shall reward or punish.
Before eight days are flown, the state shall
be purified from the presence of these out-
casts of humanity, and then shall I stand
»alone! Then must every villain in Venice,
who hitherto has kept the daggers of my
companions in employment, have recourse
to me; then shall I know the names and
the persons of all those cowardly murder-
} ers, of all those illustrious profligates, with

» 3 A
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whom Matteo and his companions carry on
the price of blood. -~ And then, Abellino.

. Aballino! that is the name! Hear, Venice,

hear it and tremble!”

Intoxicated with the wildness of his hopes,
he rushed out of the zarden; he summoned
a gondolier; threw himself into the boat,
and hasténed to the dwelling of Cymnthia,
where the inhabitants already were folded
in the arms of sleep.

e —

Caap. VI.—Rosabella, the Doge’s lovely Niece

¢«Hark, comrade,” said Matteo the next
morninﬁ to Aballino, ‘‘to-day thou shalt
make the first step in our profession.”

¢T'o-day,’’ hoarsely murmured Abzllino
“and on whom am I show my skill?”

¢Nay, to say truth, ’tis but a woman; but
one must not give too difficult a task to a
young beginner. I will myself accompany
yon; and see how you conduct yourself in

f 4his first trial.”

¢“Hum!” said Aballino, and measured
Matteo with his eyes from head to foot.

‘“To-day, abeut four o’clock, thou shalt
follow me to Dolabella’s gardens which are
situated on the south side of Venice; we
must both be disguised, you understand. In
these gardens are excellent baths—and aftér "
using these baths, the Doge’s niggs, the
lovely Rosabells of Corfu. freauent® walks
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without attendants. And then—you con-

. ‘ceive me?”

“« ou will accompany me?”

- ¢I.will be a spectator of your first adven-
‘tuge; ’tis thus] deal by every one.”

¢“And how many inches deep must I plunge
my dagger?”’ v .

‘To the hilt, boy, to the very hilt! Het
death is required, and the paybt will be
princely; Rosabella in the gr4#€, we are
rich for life.”

Every other point was soon adjusted.—
Noon waa now past, the clock in the neigh- -
bering church of the Benedictines struck
four, and Matteo and Abellino were already
forth.

They arrived at the gardens of Dolabella,
which that day was unusually crowded. Ev-
ery shady avenue was thronged with peogle
of both sexes; every arbor was occupied by
the persoms most distinguished in Venice;
in every corner sighed love-sick couples, as
they waited for the wished approach of twi-
light; and on every side did strains of vocal
and instrumental music pour their harmony
on the enchanted ear.

Aballino mingled with the crowd. A
most respectable lookinﬁ peruke con~ealed
the repulsive ugliness of his features;Tae im-
jtated the walk and manners of a gouty old

. mafly and supported himself on a crutch, as
he walked sﬁ)wly through the asseinbly.—
His habit richly embroidered, procured f~

-
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him universally a good reception, and no one
scrupled to enter into conversation with him
respecting the weather, the commerce of the
republic, or the designs of its enemies; and
on no one of these subjects was Abzllino
found incapable of sustaining the discourse.

By these means, he soon contrived to gain
intcliigence that Rosabella was certainly in
the gardegf, how she was habited, and in
what qua¥er he was most likely to find her.

Thither he immediately bent his course;
and hard at his heels followed Matteo.

Alcne, and in the most retired grbor, sat.
Rosabella of Corfu, the fairest maid in Ven-
ice. : : s
Abzllino. drew near the arbor: he tottered
as he passed its entrance, like one oppressed
with sudden feintness, and attracted Rosa-
bella’s attentioit.

¢“Alas! alas!” cried he, ¢‘is there no one
at hand who will- take compassion on the
infirmity of a poor old man?”’

The Doge’s fair nieee quitted the arbor.
hastily, and flew to give assistance to the
sufferer.

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

Abgi:]ino pointed towards the arbor; Rosa-
bella led him in, and placed him on a seat of
turf. . -

- “God reward you, ldy!” stammered
Abellino faintiy; he raised his eyes—they

. .
?
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met Rosabella’s, and a blush crimsoned his
pale cheeks. : ‘

Rosabella stood in silence before the dis-
guised assassin, and trembled with tender
concern for the old man’s illness; and oh
that expression- of interest ever makes -&
lovely woman look s@ much more lovely!-~
She bent her delicate form over the man
who was bribed to murder her, and after a
while asked him in the gentlest tone, ‘‘Are
you not better?” i ’

«Better?” stammered the deceiver with a
feeble voice;—‘better>—oh! yes, yes, yes—

ou—you are the Doge’s niece, the noble

osabella of Corfu?” :

¢“The same, my good old man.” -

. ¢Oh, lady! I have something to tell you—
be on your guard, start not, what I woul
say is of the utmost consequence, and
mands the greatest prudénce. Ah, God,
there should live men so cruel!—Lady, y:
life is in danger.”

The maiden started back; the color fled
from her cheeks.

““Do you wish to behold your assassin?—
You shall rot die, but if you value your life,
be silent.”

" Rosabella knew not what to think; the
presence of the old man terrified her.

“Fear nothing, lady, fear nothing; you
have nothing to fear while I am with you.
‘Before you quit this arbor, you shall se¢ the -
sssamsin expire at your feet.”

-
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Rosabella made a movement as if she ™
would have fled; but suddenly the person
who sat beside her was no longer an infirm
old man. He, who a minute hefore had
scarcely strength to mutter out a few senten-
ces, and reclived against thearbor trembling
like an aspin, sprang up with the force of a
giant, and drew her back with one arm.

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

«Lady, fear nothing; I protect you.”—
Thus said, Abzllino l" aced a whistle at his
lips, and blew it shrilly. .

Instantly sprang Matteo from his conceal-
ment in a neighboring clamp of trees, and
rushed into the arbor. Abzllino threw
Rosabella on the bank of turf, advanced a-

ew steps to meet Matteo, and plunged his

er in his heart.

ithout uttering a single cry, sank the

ittt captain at the feet of Aballino; the
Ceath-rattle was heard in his throat, and after
a few horrid convulsions all was over.

Now did Matteo’s murderer look again
towardsthe arbor, and beheld Rosabella half
senseless, as she lay on the bank of turf.

“Your life is safe, beautiful Rosabella,”
said he; ¢‘there lies the villain bleeding,who
conducted me hither to murder you. Reco- .
ver yourself, return to your uncle the Doge,
:lmd tell him that you owe your life to Abzl-

ino.”

Rosabella could not speak = Trembling
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she stretched her arms towards him, grasPeg ‘
his hand, and pressed it to her lipsain silent
gratitude. v

Abzllino gazed with delight and wonder
on the lovely sufferer; and in such a sitoa-
ut

tion who could have beheld her
emotion>—Rosabella had scarcely n
seventeen summers, her light and ¢
limbs, enveloped in a thin, white garment
which fell around her in a thousand folds;
her blue and melging eyes, whence beaped
the expression of%purest innocence; "her
forehead, white as ivory, overshadowed by
the ringlets of her bright, dark hair; cheeks,
whence terror had now stolen the rosgy;
lips, which a seducer had ngver poisoned
with his kisses: such was Rosabella; a crea-
ture in whose formation partial nature seem- {
ed to have omitted nathing which might
constitute the perfection of female loveliness.
Such she was, and being such, the wretched
Abzllino may be forgiven, if for some few

- minutes he stood like one enchanted, and
bartered for those few minutes the tranquil-
lity of his heart forever. .

“By him who made me,” cried he at
length, ¢‘oh! thou art fair, Rosabella; Vale-
ria was not fairer!” ,

He bowed himself down to her, and im-
printed a burning kiss on the pale cheeks
of the beauty. - ) L

“Leave me, thou dreadful man!” she
stammered in terror; ‘“oh! leave me!”

d

-
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» ¢Ah! Rosabella, why art thou so beau.
teous, and why am I—knowest thou whe
kissed thy cheek, Rosabella? Go! tell th

uncle, the proud Doge, ’twas the brave .ﬂbwl
lino.”?

H.ejaid, and rushed out of the arber.
= ,
. Caar. Xll.— The Bravo’s Byide.

T was not without good reason, that Ab-
#llino took his departure in such haste.—
He had quitted the spot but a few' minutes,
when a'lachpai-ty accidentally strolled that ,.f

RS S

way, and overed with astonishment the"
corse of Matteo, and Rosabella pale and trem«
bling in the arbor. '

A crowd immediately collected itself
aroupd them. It increased with every mo-
mefll, and Rosabella was necessitated to
repeat what had+happened to her for the
satisfaction of every new comer.

In the mean while, some of the Doge’s
courtiers, who happened to be among the
crowd, hastened to call her attendants toge-
ther; her gondola was already waiting for
her, and the terrified girl soon reached her
uncle’s palace in safety. '

In vain was an embarge laid upon every
other gondola; in vain did they examine®
every person, who was in the gardens of
Dolabella at the time when the murdered
assassin was first discovered. No traces
could be found of Aballino.
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- 3 qg relished by her destine;

The “report” of this strax; L7 »
spread like wild-fire through ‘horrible Ab-
xilino (for Rosabella had preservegossiping -
well in her memory that dreadfurthat at
and by the relation of her danger bad gally

vit universal publicity) Abzllino was
object of general wonder and curiosity. ™.
Every one pitied the poor Rosahella for
_what she has suffered, execrated the villain
who had bribed Matteo to murder her, and
endeavored to connect the different circum-
stances together by the h’elK of one hype-
thegis or other, among which it would have
been difficult to decide which was the mast
hxﬁrobab!q.
t

very ong wha heard the adventure told
ain, and every ome who told it again,
added something of his own; till at length
it was made into a complete romantic novel,
which might have been entitled with great
vopriety, “The Power of Beauty;’’ for the

enitian gentlemen i settled
the point among ther » cm;:pletely to
their own satisfacieil, that Ab%llino would
undoubtedly have ~assassinated Rosabella,
had he not been prevented by her un¢om-
mon beauty. But though Aballino’s inter-
ference had preserved her life, it was doubt-
ed much whether this adventure would be

e Prince of Monaldescht,-3 Neapgl
the first rank, possessed of imunxiusery
and extensive influence. The Duggehny

4 - SR 3
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some time been secretly engaged in nego-
ciating a match between his niece and this

‘powerful nobleman, who was soon expected

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-

bella, who had never seen the Pgince, and
could not- imagine why his expected vi
should excite s@ich general curiosity. .
Thus far the story had been toFd my

to Rosdbella’s credit;” but at length

women began to envy her for her shar
+he adventure. ‘The kiss which she ha
received from the Bravo afforded them a
excellent opportunity for throwlrg out a¥
few malicious insinuations. ¢She received -

. n great service,” said one, ‘‘and theré®s no

saying how far the fair Rosabella, in the
warmth of gratitude, may have been  carried
in rewarding her greserver.” ¢Very true,”
observed anot d for my part I think
it not verﬁr gkelfgPnat the fellow, bein

one 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
of Abellino’s profession are not usually
pretty - behaved, and that this is the first
tiime” ever heard of a bravo in the Plato-
nics
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In short, Rosabella and the horrible Ab-
@lling furnished the indolent and gossiping
Venitians with conversation so long, that at
length the Doge’s niece was universally
known by the honorable appellation of the
‘Braxo’s Bride.’ : L e

But. no one gave himself more trouble
about this affair than the. Doge, the good
but proud Andreas. =He immediately issued
“orders, that every person of suspicious ap-
pearance should be watched nore - cloqery
than ever : the night patroles were doubled;

T wlared = 7 °° rocuring

11 was in
table.

, a Yeni-

1e paced

, on the

g .-, ‘now all

cursgs light upon the villain’s awkwardness!

Yet it seems inconceivable to m¢ how all

this should have fallen out so untowardly!

Has any one ditcovered my designs?—I

know well, that Verrino loves Rosabella;

it he, who opposed this confounded

*sallino to Matteo, and charged him to

fhar my plans against ber?. This seems.
likely. ~ And now, when the-Doge inquire, -
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who it was that employed assassins to mur-
der his neice, what other will be suspected
than Parozzi, the discontented lover, to
whom Rosabella refused her hand,and whom
Andreas hates past hope of reconciliation >—
And now, llavinF once found the scent—
Parozzi! Parozzi! should the crafty Andreas
et an insight into your plans—should he
?earn that you have placed yourself at the
head of atrpop of hare-brained youths—
hare-brained may I well call children, who,
in order to avoid the rod, set fire to their
paternal mansion—Parozzi, should all this
be révealed to Andreas—” N
Here his reflections were_interrupted
Memmo, Falieri, and Contarino entered the
room, three young Venetians of t
rank, Parozzi’s insepara
men depraved both j

spendthrifts, voluptuar:

every usurer § nice, owing more
than their paterMiinherftance gyould. ewer
admit of their paymg. *3 .
. “Why, how is this, Parozzi?” cried Mem-
mo, asie entered, (a wretch whose very
features exhibited marks of that libertinism
to which his life had begn dedicated) <
can scarce recover myself from my astonish-
ment! For Heaven’s sake, is this report
tgue? Did you really hire Matteo to mudff ‘
der the Doge’s neice?” !

“1?” exclaimed Parozzi, and hastily turn-
ed away to hide the deadly paleness which

#
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overspread his countenance; “why should
ou suppose that any such design—surely,
femmo, you are distracted.”

Memmo.—By my soul, I- but the
plain matter of fact. Nay, only ask Falieri
—he can tell you more.

. Kalieri.—Faith, ’tis certain, Parozzi, that
Lomellino has declared to the Doge, as a
_ truth beyond doubting, that you, and none
but you, were the Ixrson, who instigated .
Maiteo to attemp abella’s life :

Parozzi.—And I tell you again, that Lo-
mellino knows not what he says. . -

- . Contarino.—Well,well! beon ‘{our‘guard.
i  Andreasisa terrible fellow.to deal with.
' Falieri.—He terrih)e® 1 tel you, he is
theamost contemptible blockhead. that the
erse caggpfurnish. Courage, perhaps, he
“possesses, dut of brains not an atom.

~ Contarino.—And 1 tell-you that Andreas

is as brave as a lion, a%*n crafty as a fox.

Falieri.—Psha! psha} “every thing would
go to wreck and ruin, were it not for the
wiser heads of the triumvirate of counsel- -
lors, whom Heaven confound! Deprive him -
of Paelo Manfrone, Conari, and Lomellino,
and the Doge would stand there looking as
foolish as a school boy, who was going to
be examined, and had forgotten his lesson..

“gi, Parezzi.—Falieri is in &e right.

Memmp.—Quite! quite! :

Falieri.—And then Andreas is as proud
as a beggar grown rich and dressed in his

4.
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first suit of embreidery. By St. Anthony!
ke is become guite insapportable. Do you
not observe how he increases'the number of
his attendunts daily?

Menwms.—Nay, ¢hat i an undoubted faot.

Contarino.—And thea to what an un-
i'i‘tiuexidnd extent :hn he carried h}i: 'iguencc!

Siguioria, the Quaranti, the Procura-

tors of St. Mark, the Avocators, all think
and sct exactly as swits the Doge’s pleasure
and convenience. Ewery soul of them de-
pends a3 much on thut one man’s humor and
caprices, as pappets do, who nod or shake
their wooden heads, just as the fetlow be-
hind the ourtsin thinks proper to move the
wires. - S

Parozzi.—And yet the ace idqlizes
this Andreas! y P"P‘f (i

Memmo.—Aye, that is the werst part of
the story. ' . "

Falieri.—But never credit me again, if ha
does not experience a reverse of fortel
speedily. '
‘ Contarino.—That might happen, would
% we but set our shoulders to the wheel stout-
ly. But what do we do? We pass cur time
in taverns and brothels, drink and game,
and throw ourselves headlong into such
ocean of debts, that the best swimmer mg
sink at last. Let us resolve to meke the
attempt; let us seek recruits on all sides;
let us labor with all our might and main:
things must change; or-{f they do not; take I

k. - y—
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my word for it, m’xﬁ-iendqv, this world is.
orus. - -

iio longer a world -
Memmo.—Nay, it is'a melancholy truth,
thet during the last half yearPmy creditors
‘have been ready to beat my door down with
knocking; 1 am awakened out of my sleep
in the morning, and lulled to.rest again at
:ﬁht, with no other music than their eter-
‘nal clamors.
Parezzi.—Ha' hal ha! As for me, I need
not tell you how I am situated.
Falieri.—Had we been less extravagant,
we might at this moment have been sitting
quietly in our palaces, and—but as things
stand now—
- Parozzi.—Well—*as things stand now’—
I nv}g:}y believe that Falieri is going to mo-
ralige! « ,
Contarino,—That is ewver the way with
. old sinners, when they have lost the power
to sin any longer:—then they are ready to
over their past life, and talk loudly
repentance and reformation, Now,
fordy owh part, I am perfectly well satis-
fied with my wanderings from the common
beaten paths of morality and prudence.
They serve to convince me, that I am not
one of your every-day men, who sit cramp-
edgp in the chimney-carner, lifeless and
g

matic, and shudder when theﬁ; hear -

of any extraordinary occurrence, Nature
evidently intended me to be a libertine, and
Fam determined to fulfil my destination.
M ,

-



44/ -ABXELLINO.

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, witheut he-
ing able to’ comprehend, infuse some few
hundreds of new i1deas into the heads of the
great multitude, and in short, are as useful
to the world astempests 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

o PP

h

»

had an irreparable loss in mot having num-
bered you among her orators: it is a pity
though, that there should be so little that is
solid wrapt up in se many fine sounding
words. ﬁow learn, that while you, with
this rare talent of elcquence, have beeri
unmercifully wearing out the patien
our good natured hearers, Falieri h
in action! The Cardinal Gonzaga is-
contented with the government; héaven
knows what Andreas has done to make him
s0o vehemently his enemy; but, in short,
Gonzaga now belongs to our party.

Parozzi, (with astonishment and delighgg—
Falieri, are you in your®énses? The Uar-
dinal Gonzaga— ! S

Falieri.—1Is ours, and ours both hody and
soul. T confess, I was obliged to rhodomap-

F
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tade a good dehl to him ahout our patriotism,

our glorious designs, our love for freedom,

and so forth; in short, Gonzaga is a hypo-
crite, and therefore.is Gonzaga the fitter for
us.

Contarino, (clasping Falieri’s hand.)—Bra-
vo, my friend! Venice shall see a setond
edition of Catiline’s conspiracy. Now,
then, it is my turn to speak, for I have not
been idle since we 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? -

i 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 other altar. ’

Contarino.—Olympia is my own.

Falieri.—How
- Parozzi.——Olympia?-

Contarino.—Why, how now? Why stare
ye, as if I hgl prophesied to you that the

i skies were gding to fall? I tell you, Olym-

" pjsheart is mine, and that I possess her

e and most intimate confidence. Our

nection must remain a profound secret;

it depend upon it, whatever I wish, she

wishes also; and you know she can make

| half the nobility in Venice dance to the
-

! i
. - - .
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sound of her pipe; let her play what tune
she pleasgs. .

Parozzi.—Contarino, you are our master.

Contarino.—And you had not the least
suspicion how powerful an ally I was la-
boring to procure for you?

Parozzi.—I must blush for myself while I
listen to you, since as yet I have done no-
thing.  Yet this I must say in my excuse,
had Matteo, bribed by my gold, accom-

lished Rosabella’s murder, the Doge would
Kave been robbed of that chain, with which
he holds the chief men of Venice attached
to his government. , Andreas would have
no merit, were Rosabella once -removed.
The most illustrious families would care no
longer for his friendship, were their hopes
of a connection with him by means of his
neice buried in her grave. Rosabella will
one day be the Doge’s heiress. . »

Memmo.—All that I can do for you in this
business is to provide you with pecuni
supplies. My old miserable uncle, wh
whole property becomes mine at his death,
has brim-full coffers, and the cld miser dies
whenever I say the word. '

Falieri.—You have sufferéd him to live too
long already. .

emmo.—Why, I never have been §
to make up my mind entirely to——
would scarcelK believe it, friends—but af
times I am so hypochondriac, I could almost
fancy I feel twinges of conscience. :
Frs
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Contarino.—Indeed! Then take my ad-
vice, and go into a monastery. =

© Memmo.—Yes, truly, that would suit me

to a hair.

Falieri.—Our first care must be to find
out our old acquaintances, Matteo’s compan-
ions: yet having hitherto always transacted
business with them through their captain,
} 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
is decided. Either we will bury our debts
under the ruins of the existing constitution
of the republic, or make Andreas a gift of
our heads towards strengthening the walls
of the building. In either:ease, we shall at
least obtain quiet. Necessity, with her whip
@_ierpents, as driven us to the very point

er rock, whence we must save ourselves
by some act of extraordinary daring, or be
precipitated on the opposite side into the
abyss of shame and eternal oblivion. The
next point to be considered, is how we may
best obtain supplies for our necessary expen-
ses, and induce others to join with usin
ouf plans. For this purpose we must use
évery artifice to secure in our interests the
courtezans of the greatest celebrity in Ve-
nice. What we should be unable to effect

-
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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 scaﬂ‘olgd are without . effect,- and the
priest’s exhortations are heard with cold-
ness, a wanton Ekiss and 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 these
women, or fear to be yourselves entangled
in the nets you wish to spread for others—
in these cases you must have recourse to the
holz father confessors. Flatter the pride
of these insolent friars; paint for them upon
the blank leaf of futurity, bishops® mitres,
patriarchal missions, the haxs of cardinals,
and the keys of St. Peter; my life upon ity
they will spring at the bait, and you will
hava them completely at your: disposal.
These hgpocrites, who govern the con-
sciences of the bigoted Venetians, hold man
and weman, the noble and the mendicant,
the Doge and the gondelier, bound fast in
the chains of superstition, hy which they
can lead them wheresoever it best suits their
pleasure. 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. '

Crar. IX.—Cynthia’s Dwelling.

- Scarcely had Abzllino achieved the blooay
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
least trace which could lead to-a discévery.

- He arrived at Cynthia’s dwelling. It was
evening. Cynthia opened- the doar, and
Abzllino entered the common apartment.

" ¢““Where are the rest?’ said he in a savage
tone of voice, whose sound made Cynthia
tremble. I

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

Aballino threw himself into a chair, and
seemed to be lost in thought.

“But why are you always so gloomy,
Abzllino,” said Cynthia, drawing near lum;
¢it is that which makes you'so ugly. Pray

5 .
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thee, away with those frowns; they make
your countenance look worse than nature
made it.” 4 ’
Abzllino made no answer. '
“Really, you are enough to frighten a
body! Come now, let us be friends, Aballi-
no; I'begin not to dislike you, and to endure
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, ome
would think I looked as terrible as yourself*
Do I? Nay, look on-me, Aballino!”
C{nthia, to say the truth, was by no means
an i l-lookinﬁ girl; her eyes were bright and
expressive; her hair fell in shining ringlets
over her.bosom; - her lips were red and full,
and she bowed them towards Abzllino’s—
but Abzllino’s were still sacred by the toueh
of Rosabella’s cheek. He started from his
seat, and removed (yet gently) Cynthia’s
hand, which rested on his shoulder.
.“Wake the sleepers, my good girl,” said
he, ‘I must speak with them this moment.”
Cynthia hesitated. . ;
“Nay go!” said he in a fierce voice.
Cynthia retired in silence; yet, as she
crossed the threshold, she stopped for an
instant, and megaced him with her finger.
Abzllino strode through the chamber with
hasty steps, his head reclining on his shoul-
der, his arms folded over his breast.

h
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- “The first step is taken,’” said he to him-
welf; ‘there is one moral monster the lesson
earth. I have committed no sin by this
murder; I have but performed asacred duty.
Aid me, thou Great and Good, for 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 Abzllino?—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 b
two such women! Yet though ’tis impossi- -
ole to attain, the siriving to attain such an
end is glorious. [IMlusicrs so delightfyd will
at least make me happy for a moment, and
alas! the wretched Abzllino' needs Hlusions,
that for a moment will make him happy.
Oh! surely knew the world what gladr
would accomplish, the world would botl‘;
Ppity and love me.” :

Cynthia returned, the four Bravos follow-
ed her, yawning, grumbling, and still half
asleep. ¢“Come, come,” said Aballino;
“‘rouse yourselves, lads. Before I say any
thing, be convinced that you are wide awake,
for what I am going to tell you 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

3
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matter now ?”’ said Tomaso,while he stretch-
ed himself. . ) ’ . A

“Neither more® nor less, than that our
honest, hearty, brave Matteo is—murdered!”

“What? Murdered!” every one exclaim-
ed, and gazed with looks of terror on the
bearer of this unwelcome news; while Cyn-
thia gave a loud scream, and clasping” her
hands together, sunk almost breathless into
a chair.

A general silence prevailed for some time.

“Ngfurdered?” at length repeated Tomaso,
and by whom?

Baluzzog—Where?

Petrino.—What! this forenoon?

JAbellino.—In the gardens of Dolabella,
where he was found bleeding at the feet of
the Dege’s neice. Whether he fell by her
hand, or by that of one of her admirers, I
cannot say. \ .

C’gnthia, (weeping.)—Poor dear Matteo!

Abellfno.—About this time ' to-morrow,
you will see his corse exhibited on the gibbet.

Petrino.—What! did any one regognize
him? : b

Abellino.—Yes, yes! there’s no doubt a-
bout his trade, you may depend on’t.
t ('Jymhia.-'x‘he gibbet!—Poor, dear Mat-

eo!
- Tomaso.—This is a fine piece of work!
Baluzzo.—Cqgfound- tKe fellow! who

would have thought of thing h in
s0 unlucky? ghtol any Ching heppening




ABELLINO. LR |

dbellino.—Why, how now? You seem
to Be overcome.
Siruzzo.—I cannot recover myself: sur-
rise and terror have almost stupified me.
Abellino.—Indeed! by my life, when I
heard the news, ¥ burst into laughter: ¢Sig-
nor Matteo,’ said I, ‘I wish your worship
joy of your safe arrival.’
Tomadso.—What? . .
Struzzo.—You laughed? Hang me if I .
can see what there is to laugh at.
Abellino.—Why, surely you are not afraid
of receiving what youn are soready to bestow
on others? What is your#bject?  What can
we expect as our reward at the end of our
labors, except the gibbet or the rack? What
memorials of our actions shall we leave be-
hind us, except our skeletows dancing in
the air, and the chains which®attle around
them? He who chooses tg play the Bravo’s
part on the great theatre of the world, must
not be afraid of death, whether it comes at
the hand of the physician, or of the execu-
tioner. Come, come! pluck up your spirits,
comrggdes.
T .—That’s easy to say, but quite
out of my power. )
Petrino.—Mercy 6n me—how my teeth
.chatter!
Baluzzo.—Pr’ythee, Aballino, be com-
for a moment or two—your gaiety at
_a time like this, is auitye‘%nbl‘e.

. 4
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Cynthic.—Oh me! Oh me!—Poor mur-
- «dered Matteo! : N
JAbellino.—Hey day! Why, what 1s all
this? Cynthia, my life, are you not ashamed
of being such a child? Come, let youand I
renew that conversation which my sending
you to wake these gentlemen interrupted—
sit down by me, sweet heart, and give mea
kiss.
Cynthia.—Qut upon you, monster!
Abellino.—What, have you altered your
mind, my pretty dear? Well, well—with
‘all my heart. When you are in the humor,
I may not have th¥ inclination.
Bualuzzo.—Death and the devil, Abzlline,
is this a time for talking nonsense? Pr’ythee,
keep such trash for a fitter oceasion, and
let us consider what we are to do just now.
Petrino.—Nay, this is no season for trifling.
Struzzo.—Tell us, Abzllino, you are a
clever fellow; what course it it best for us
to take? :
Abellino, (after a e.)—Nothing ‘niust
be done, Ol‘tg great dw )One of twfth{@gs
- must we choose—either we must ;g%
 where we are, and what we arggy®i
i -honest men to please any rascal?
. give us gold and fair words, and make u
F our minds to be hung, broken on the whee
condemned to the g ie’ys, burnt alive, cru-
- cified or beheaded at the long run, just as it
l may seein best tq,the supreme authority; ox:
! else— AP

-
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* Tomaso.—Or else? Well?

- Abellino.—Or else we must divide the.
spoils which are already in our possession,

quit the republic, begin a new and better
life, and endeavour to make our peace with

heaven. We have already wealth enough

to make it unnecessary for us to ask, ‘How
shall we get our bread?” You may either
buy an estate in some foreign country, or
keep an Osteria, or engage in commerce,

or, in short, do whatever you like best, so

that you do but abandon the profession of
an assassin. ‘Then we mdylook out a wife
among the pretty girls offour own rank in

life, become the happy fathers of sons and
daughters, may eat and drink in peace and

security, and make amends, by the honesty of
our future lives, for the offences of our past.

Tomaso.—Ha! ha! ha! - )

" Abellino.—What you doy that will Ido

too; I will either hang, or be. broken on

the wheel with you, or become an honest
man, just as you please. Now then, what is

decision?

G .?—-Was there -ever such a stupid

PeifW—Our decision? Nay, the point
is not very difficult to decide.
Abellino.—I should have thought- it had
been. : -
Tomaso.—Without more words then, I
ote for our remaining as we are, and car-
on our old trade; that will bring us
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in plenty of gold, and enable us to lead a
jo\f’ life. ' N

I?;tn'no.—'Right, lad! You speak my “

thoughts exactly. :
Tomaso.—We are Bravos, it is true; but
what then? . We are honest fellows, and the
" devil take him who dares say we are not.
However, at any rate, we must keep within

doors for a few days, lest we should be dis-

covered; for I warrant you the Doge’s spies

are abroad in search of us. But as soon as

the pursuit is over, be it our first business
" to find out Matteo’s murderer, and throttle
him out of hand, as a warning to all others.
All.—Bravo! bravissimo!
Petrino.—And from this day forth, I vota
that Tomaso should be our Captain.
Struzzo.—Aye, in Muattéols stead.. ot
Ail—Right! right! - .
JAbellino.—Ta which I say amen with all
my heart. . Now then, all is decided. -

|
|
|
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 Cuar. 1.—The Brin way.

Iy splitude and_anxiety, with barred
windows and bolted doors, did the banditti
‘pass the day immediately succeedingMatteo’s
murder; every muarmur in the street ap-
peared to them a cause of apprehension;
every footstep which a; prqached‘»)their doord
made them tremble til it had passed them.

In the mean while the ducal palace blazed
with splenddr, and resounded with mirth.

T o T 7T 7 Ty of his
was hon-
:rsons of
s, and of
e at that

1ad been -
been ne-
ith each
ts8 in Ve-

Rosabella; the mi Pnd virtuosi sur-

passed all their for triumphs, for their

iexqel-
-l Y ¥ g, v mmmee MCY b e - wa exhib- .
itoﬁ,“ fgr .the subjWit vertes was

Ohjget was to obtain the suffyage of Rosa-
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bella.—The singular union of all kinds of
pleasure intoxicated the imagination of eve

" guest; and the Genius of delight extended
is influence over the whole assembly, over

the old man and the youth, over the matron

and the virgin,

The venerable Andreas had seldom been
seen in such high sgirits as on this ogeasion.
He wasall life; smiles of satisfaction played
round his lips; gracious and condescentling:
to every onc, he made it his chief care to pre-
vent his rank from being felt. Sometimes
he trifled with the ladies, whose beauty
formed the greatest ornament of this enter-
tainment; somet ) )
masks whose fan
of conversation .
their variety;
chess with the
_ republic; and fi
. thing tp gaze w
_ daneing, or liste
+" bella’s music.

- LomeHling, C

the Doge’s thre

- - counsellors, in d
mingled in.the t
flirted figst with ____, _ I
and the d#frows-of raillery, were darted and
received on both sides with spirit and good
humor. o i '

¢“Now, Lomellino,” said Andreas to - his
friend, who entered the saloon, in which the .
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Doge was at that time accidentauny aione
with his neice; ‘‘you seem in gayer spirits
this evening than when you were lying be-
fore Scardonia, and had so hard a game to
play against the Thirks.”

l}.;melh'no.—l shall not take upon me to
deny that, Signor. 1 still think with a mix-
ture of terror and satisfaction, on the night
when we took Scardonia, and earried the
half moon before the city walls. By my soul
our Venetians fought like lions. -

-Andreas.—Fill t%us goblet to their memo-

ry, my old soldier; you have earned your

rest bravely.
Lomellino.—Aye, Signor, and oh! itis so
n lai ralal But in truth, tis
for mine; it is you
mne.* No soul on
m that Lomellino
it in Dalmatia and

of the great An- .
in raising €ternal ° .

republic.
mellino,the Cyprus
xgination. .
>w well I ought
| praise you thus
faith, Signor, I am
<ewe _-. st tu ve worth' sy while
That § siness which Fleave

'?o flattegly,
.40 our yq " coumtrers, who have never
'zet"qoq‘m in the :meli of powder, and
Bave néver fought for Venice and Andrens.

'
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Andreas.—You are an old enthusiast!—
Think you the emperor is of the same opin-
ion? E
" Lomellino.—Unless Gharles the Fifth is

deceived by those about him, or is too proud
to allow the greatnessof an enemy, he must
say perforce, ‘There is but one man on earth
w;:om 1 fear, and who is worthy to contend
with me; and that man is Andreas.’ '
Andreas.—1I suspect he will be sorely dis-
pleased when he receives my answer to the
message by which he notified to me the im-
prisonment ofthe French king.
wellinq‘.efﬁisl)leased he will be, Signor,
no ‘Goubt of it: but what then? Venice need
not fear his disple: Tt T -
lives. But when
once gone to your
thee, poor Venice!
will soon come to
Andreas.—What
young officers of g
Lomellino.—Alas
Heroes in the field :
" drinking bout! E ’
laxed both, in mind
I running on, forg
grown so old, and J— .
dreas, it is easy %o 1 _everyghing else.
My lord, 1-sought y h a refest—a re-
quest too of consequence. 't -
.Andreas.—Yon excite my curiosity.

" Lomellino —About a week ago, there ar-
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rived here a young Florentine nobleman,
called Flodoardo, a youth of noble appear-
ance and great promise.

Andreas.—Well?

Lomellino.—His father was one of my
dearest friends; he is dead now, the good
old generous nobleman! In our youth we
served together on board the same vessel,
and many a turbaned head has fell beneath
his sword. Ah! he was a brave soldier.

JAndreas.—While celebrating the father’s
bravery, you seem to have quite forgotten
theLzon.l H

mellino.—His son is ar. in Ygaice,
and wishes to enter into tﬁe’ce We
T "~ uto givé the young _-
. situation; he will*
ice, when we shall be
would I hazard my

1se and talent?
has; and an heart
1l it please you to see
1 He is yonder a-
saloon. One thing
pecimen of his de-
of the banditti who
o ~ , . .. .. :ngages, that the first
iece of work which he renders the repub-
ic shall he the delivering into the hands of
justice theie concealed assassins, who hith-
- erto have eluded the vigilance of our police.
* Jfrdreas:—Indeed? I'doubt that promige
"6 ‘o

V|
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will be too much for his power to perform.
Flodoardo, I think you call him? Tell kim
I would speak with him.

Lomellino.—Oh! then I have gained_at
least half of my cause, and I believe thd™
whole of it; for to see Flodoardo, and not to
like him, is as difficult as to look at paradise
and not wish to enter, To see Flodoardo,
and to hate him, is as unlikely, as that a
blind man should hate the kind hand which
removes the cataract from his eyes, and
pours upon them the blessings of light and

the beauti ture.
eass. .)—In the whole course
of acq mtice, Lomellino, never did I

hear - you so ‘enthustastic'—Go then; con-
duct this prodigy hither. )

Lomcllino.—1 hasten to find him. And as
for you, Signora, look to yourself! Look
to yourself, I say!

Rosabella.—Nay, pry’thee, Lomellino,
bring your hero hither without delay; you
have raised my curiosity to the heigKt.

Lomellino quitted the saloon.

Andreas.—How comes it that yoa “rejoin
‘not the dancers, my child? 4

Rosabella.—I am weary, and besides curi
osity now detains me here, for I would fain
see this Flodoardo, whom Lomellino thinks

- deserving of such extraordinary praise.—
Shall I tell you the truith, my dear uncle? I
verily believe that [ am already acquainted

h him. There was a mazk in a Grecian
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habit, whose appearance was so striking, |
- that it was impossible for him to remain
confounded with the crowd: the least'atten-
tive eye must Have singled him out from
among a thousand. It was a tall, light fig-
ure, so graceful in every movement——then
his dancing was quite perfection!

Jndreas, (smiling, and threatening with his
finger.)—Child! child! -

Rosabella.—Nay, my dear uncle, what 1
say is mere justice: itis possible indeed, that
the Greek and Florentine may be tw diffe-

rent persons; but still, to Lomel-
lino’s description ar e,
only look yonder! ther GrevR as
I live. : .

Andreas.—And Lomellino is with him—
they approach—Rosabella, yoii have made
a good guess. :

The Doge had scarcely ceased to speak,
when Lomellino entered the room, conduct-
ing a tall young man, richly habited in the
Srecian fashion. :

“My gracious Lord,” said Lomellino,
] present to fyou the count Flodoardo, who
humbl§“sues for your protection.”

Flodoardo uncovered his head in token of
respect, took off his mask, and bowed low .
before the illustrious ruler of Venice.

JAndreas.—I understand you are desirous
of serving the republic? :

- Flodoardo.—TE

at is my ambition, sho {
your highness think me deserving of s

* .an honor.

- y
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JAndreas.—Lomellino speaks highly of
you; if all that he says be true, how came
you to deprive your own country of your
services? .

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

Andreas.—Y ou have intentions, it seems, of
discovering the haunts of the banditti, who
for some time past hgve caused so many
tears to flow in Venice?

Flodoardo.—If your highness would deign
to confide in me, I woulg answer with m

head fer Eery into the hands of
y fh at speedily..

ire ere much for a stranger
to perform. 1 would fain make the trial

whether you can keep your word.
Flodoardo.—That is suficient. To-mor-
row, or the day after, at latest, will I per-
form my promise. :
Andreas.—And you make that promise so
resolutely? Are Zou aware, young man, how
dangerous a task it is to surprise these mis-
creants? They are never to be found when
sought for, and always present when least
expected; they are at once every where,
and no where; there exists not a nook in
all Venice which our spies are not acquaint-
ed with, or have left unexamined, and yet
has our police endeavoured in vain to dis-
cover the place of their concealment.

E Flodoardo.—1 know all this, and t6 know
) ejoices me, since it affords me an oppor- J

. SRR
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tunity of convincing the sess’ theln:-1i

that my actions are not those stand full
adventurer. . tined
JAndreas.—Perform your promise,
then let me hear'of you. For the present,
our discourse shall end here, for no unplea-
sant thoughts must disturb the joy to which
this day is dedicated.—Rosabella, would
you not like to join the dancers’—Count, I
confide her to your care. '
Fladoardo.—I could not be entrusted with
a more precious charge.

Rosabella, during this-cowvéisation, had
been leaning against the bad Ter unicks’s
chair: she repeated to herself’ Liomellino’s

assertion, ‘That to see Flodoardoy and not.
to like him, was as difficult as to.look at
Paradise, and not wish to enter;’ and while
she gazed on the youth, she allowed that
Lomel}ino had not exaggerated. When her
uncle desired Flodoardo to conduct her to
the dancers, a soft blush overspread her
cheeks, and she doubted whether she should

accept or decline the hand which was imme- .

diately offered.

And to tell you my real opinion, my fair
ladies, I suspect that very few of you would
have been more collected than Rosabella,
had you found yourselves similarly situated.
In truth, such a form as Flodoardo’s! a
. countenance whose Khﬁsiognomy seemed a

passport at once to the heart of all who ex-
amined it; features so enquisitely fashioned,

fiﬁ:f* K
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Andreas.—Lo 04? Aed to execute a
you; if allg%" - , had he imitated
you tg & & 9 %Othi" to supply or
%/' & éry one of which spoke

RS2 Josom of this youth con-
°,§ . .. an hero:”—ah! ladies,

. $ a4 man like this might well
man de confusion in the head and

heart /"  or young girl, tender and un-
suspicious:..’ , )

Flodoardo took Rosabella’s hand, and led
her into the ball-room. Here all was mirth
and splendor; the roofs re-echoed with the
full swell of harmony, and the floor trem-
bled beneath the multitude of dancers, who
formed a thousand beaittifdl groups by the
blaze of* innumerable lustres.. . Yet Flodo-
ardo and Rosabella passed on in silence, till
they reached the extreme end of the great
saloon. Here they stopped, and remained
before an open window. ', Some minutes
passed, and still they spokenot. Semetimes
they gazed on each other, sometimes on the
dancers, sometimes on the moon; and then
again they forgot each other, the dancers,
and the moon, and were totally absorbed in
themselves. .

“Lady,” said Flodoardo at length, ‘can
there be a greater misfortune?”

‘A misfortune!”’ said Rosabella, starting,
as if suddenly awaking from a dream; ¢‘what
misfortune, Signor? who is unfortunate?”?

‘““He who is doomed to behold the joys

Yo
-
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of elysium, and never to passess thein:1ié
who dies of thirst, and sees a cup starid full
.before him, but which he knows is destined
for the lips of another!” . .

¢And are you, my lord, this out-cast from
elysium? areyou the thirs:.iv,one' who stands
near the cup which is filled for another?- is
it thus that you wish me to understand your
speech?”. . v

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

<«And where then is the elysium. which
you must never possess?”’ «~ B

‘“Where Rosabella is, there is elysiu:ﬁ.’.’ :
Rosabella blushed, and cast her “eyes on’

the ground.

“You are not offended, Si nora?” 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 £6 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 looked

A

.
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Rosabellaafshe glided along to the sweet
sounds of musie, conducted by Flodoardo!
How handsome looked Flodoardo,as, lighter
than air, he flew down the dance, while his
brilliant eyes saw no object but Rosabella!
He was still without his mask, and bare-
headed; but every eye glancéd away from
the helmets and bareites,waving with plumes
and sparkling with jewels, to gaze on Flo-
doardl::: raven locks, as they floated on the
air in wild Juxuriance. A murmur of ad-
miration rose from every corner of the
saloon, but it rose unmarked by those who
were the objects of it; neither Rosabellano
Flodoardo at that moment formed a wish
to be applauded, except by each other.

- ———— )
Caar. l1.—~Ths 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-’
pestuous were the skies without; gloomy
and fearful were the souls of the libertines
within, ,

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.

“‘
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Falieri.—Nor I.° Methinks it tastes like
vinegar.—Yet the wine itself is good; ’tis
our ill temper spoils it.

Parozzi.—Confound the rascals!

Memmo.—Whar? the banditti?

Parozzi.—Not a trace of them can he
found. It is enough to kill one with vexation.

Falieri.—And in the mean while, the time
runs out, our pro{ects will get wind, and
then we sit quietly in the state prisons of
Venice, objects of derision to the populace
and ourselves! I could tear my flesh for
anger!— (A universal silence.)

Parozzi., (striking his hand against the table
passionately,)—Flodoardo! Flodoardo!

Falieri.—In a couple of hours I must
attend the Cardinal Gonzaga; and what
intelligence shall I have to give him?

JMemmo.—Come, come—Contarino can-
not have been absent so long without cause:
I warrant you he will bring some news with
him when he arrives. :

Falieri.~—Psha! psha! my life on’t, he
lies at this moment at Olympia’s  feet, and
forgets us, the republic, the banditti, and
himself.

Parozzi.—And so neither of you know
any thing of this Flodoardo?

* JMemmo.—No more than of what happen-
ed on Rosabella’s birth-day. . :

Falieri.—Well then, I know one thing
wmore about him—Parozzi is jealous of him.

Parozzi.—I? Ridiculous! Rosabella may

. S |
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bestow.her hand on the German emperor or
a Venetian gondolier, without its giving me
the least_anxiety. .

_Falieri.—Ha! hat! ha! e

Memmo.—Well, one thing at least even
envy must confess—Flodoardo is the hand-
somest man in Venice. 1 doubt whether
there’s a woman in the city who has virtue
enough to redist him.

Parozzi.—And I should doubt it too, if
women had as little senge as you have, and
looked only at the shell, without minding
the kernel :

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

Filieri.—The old Lomellino seems to be
extremely intimate with this Flodoardo;
they say he was acquainted with his father.

Memmo.—It was he who presented him
to the Doge.

Parozzi.—Hark '—Surely some one knock-
ed at the palace door. ” :

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

Falieri, (starting from his chair,)—D’ll swear
to that footstep—it’s Cdntarino.

The doors were thrown open, apd Con-
tarino entered hastily, enveloped in his
cloak. ¢‘Good evening, sweet gentlemen,”
said he, and threw his mantle aside. Mem-
mo, Parozzi, and Falieri started back in
horror. ¢“Good God!” they exclaimed,

-




ABELLINO. 71

““what has happened? You are covered with
blood.” ) .
<A trifle!” cried Contarino; ¢‘is that wine?
quick, give me a goblet of it! I expire with
thirst.” '
Falieri, (while he gives him a cup.)—But,
Contarino! you bleed? :
Contarino.—You peed not tell me that—
1 did net do it myself, I promise you.
Parczzi.—First, let us bind up your
wounds, and then tell us what has happened
to you. Itis aswell the servants should
' remain ignorant of your adventure; I will
be your surgeon myself. ;
Contarino.—What has happened to me,
say you? O! a joke, gentlemen! a mere
joke!—Here, Falieri, fill the bowl again.
JMemmo.—1I canscarcely breathe for terror.
Contarino.—Very possibly; neither should
I, were I Memmo, instead of being Contari-
no. The wound bleeds plenteously; it’s true,
but it is by no means dangerous—(he tore
.open his doublet, and uncovered his bosom.)—
There look, comrades! you see it’s only a
cut of not more than two inches deep.
Memmo, (shuddering.)—Mercy on me! the
very sight of it makes my blood run cold.
Parozzi brought ointments and linen, and
bound up the wound of his associate.
Contarino.—Old Horace is in the right; a
philosopher can be any thing he pleases, a
cobbler, a king, or a physician. Only ob-
serve with what dignified address the ohi-
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losopher Parozzi spreads that plaister for
me! I thank you, friend; that’s enough.—

And now, comrades, place yourselves in a -

circle round me, and listen to the wonders

which 1 am going to relate.

Falieri.—Proceed.

Contarino.—As soon as it was twilight, I
stole out, wrapped in my cloak; determined
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 convinee 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 on

these grounds I'proceeded. 1 happened by
mere accident to stumble upon a gondolier,
whose appearance excited my curiosity. I
fell inte discourse with him; I was soon
convinced that he was not ignorant of the
lurking-place of the Bravos, and by meauis
of some gold and many fair speeches, I at
Jength brought him to confess, that though
not regularly belonging to the band, he had
occasionally been employed by them. I
immediately made a bargain with him;—he
conducted me in his gondola through the
greatest part of Venice, sometimes right and
sometimes left, till I lost every idea as to
the quarter of the town in wl‘;ich 1 found

’ myself. At length he insisted on binding

my -eyes with his handkerchief, and I was

h
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compelled to submit to this eondition. Half
an hour elapsed before the gondela stopped;
he told me to descend, conducted me through
acouple of streets, and at length knocked at
a deory where he left me stilt blindfolded—
the doer was opened; ‘my business was in- -

uired with great eaution, and after some
gemur I was at length admitted. - -The
handkerchief was now withdrawn from my
eyes, and I found myself in a small chamber,
surrounded by four men of :not the most
creditable appearance, and a young woman,
who, it seame, had opened the door for me.

Falieri.—You are a daring fellow, Conta-

ripo. . - et e AR !

" Contarino.—Here was no time to be lost.
I instantly threw my purse on the table,
promised them meuntains of gold, and fixed
on jparticalar days; hoursand signals, which
were necessary 4o facilitate our future in-
tercourse. For the present I only required
that Manfrdne,Oonarl, and Lomellino should
be removed with all possible expedition.

All.—Bravo! ~ : :
Contarino.—So far every thing went ‘ex--
actly as we could have wished; and one of
my new associates was just setting out to
uide ine home, when we were surprised

'y an unexpedted visit.

PafOiZi.P— 4 “? . .
Memmo, (anmously.y«-Go on, for God’s
. sake! I '
Contgrino.~4A knocking was heard at the
7

L)
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or; the girl went to inquire the cause; in
instant she returned pale asa corse, and—
ly! fly? cried she. -

Iiv'alun —What followed?

Contarino.—Why then followed a whole
rion of sbirri and police-officers; and who
ould be at their head but——the Florea-

1e stranger!
JAll. —I'godoardo' what, Flodoardo?
Contarino.—Flodoardo. .
Falieri.—What demon could have gmded
m thither?
Parozzi.—Hell and funes! O! that. I had
en there!
Memmo.—There now, Parozzi! you see at
st that Flodoard« is no cowar
Falieri.—Hush, let us hear the rest.
Contarino.—We stood, as if we had been
¢rified; not a soul could move a fm
1 the name of the Doge and the repu
ied Flodoardo, ‘yield yourselves, and
liver your arms.’ ‘The devil shall yield
mself sooner than we,’ exclaimed one of
e banditti, and forced a sword from ome
"the officers; the others snatched muskets
om the walls; and as for me, my first care
as to extinguish the lamp, so thqt we could
ot tell friends from foes. But still the
mfounded moonshine gleamed through the
indow-shutters, and shed a partial light
arouqh the room. ‘kbok to yourself, Con-
rino!’ thought I; ¢if you are found here,
ou will be umged fd)r company" and I
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drew my sword, and made a lounge at
Flodoardo. But, however well intended,
my thrust was foiled by his sabre, which he
whirled around with the rapidity of light-
ning. I foughtlike a madman, but all my
skill was without effect on this occasion, and
before I was aware of it, Flodoardo ripped -
open my bosom. - 4 found myself wounded,
sprani back; at that moment two pis-
red, and the flash discovered to

me side door which they had neg- .
lected t t; through this I stole unper |
ceived into the adjoining chamber, burf
opép-the grated window, sprang below un-
h&pt; drossed a court- yard, climbed two cr '
three garden walls, gained the canal, where =~
a gondola fortunately was waiting, per- '
suaded the boatman to convey me with all
speed to the palace of St. Mark, and thence
hastened hither, astonithed to find myself
alive. There is an infernal adventure for
you!
Parozzi.—I shall go mad!

Falieri.—Every thing we design is coun-
teracted! The more t:ouble we give our-
selves, the further we 2re from the goal.

JMemmo.—1 confgess, it seems to me as if

Hea 1 to desist. How
say :

[& ie are trifles. Such
acci rve to sharpen our
wits es [ encounter, the
firn o surmount them.
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Falieri.—Do the banditti know who you
are?

Contarino.—No; they are not only igno-
rant of my name, but suppose me to%yel
mere instrument of some powerful man, who
has been injured by the ducal confederates.

JMemmo.—Well, Contarino, in my mind
you should thank heaven that you have es-
caped so well. .~

. Falieri.—But since he is an absol
ger in Venice, how could FI ‘
ver the lurking-place of the 1? |
Contarine.—1 know not—probably hy |

= ere accident, like myself. But b
wer that made me, :he shall pay de;

' or this wound! g .. !
' Falieri.—Flodoardo is- rather too hasty
m making himself remarked. T

Parozzi.—Flodoardo must die!
i Comntarino, { filling wgoblet.)—May his next
| . cup contain poison! .
Falieri.—1 shall do myself the honcr of
becoming better acquainted with the gen- .
tleman.
 Contarino.—Memno, we must needs have
full purses, or our business will hang on
hand woefully. When dogs your unele take
his departure for a bette- —--""" -,
Memmo. —To-morrow g yet
Ugh! I tremble! .“ )
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Cuae. III.—More Confusion. i

Bince Rosabella’s birth-day, no woman
in Venice who haddlie slightest. pretensions
to beauty, ort remote expectations
in making conq ¥, had any subject of con-
versation except the handsome Florentine:
he found employment for every female

" tongue, and she who dared not employ her
tongue, made amends for the privation with
her thoughts. Many a maiden now enjoyed
less tranquil sluymbers; many an experienced

uette sighed, as she laid on'color at the

,aking-ghss; 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
sf meeting Flodoardo.

But from the time that, placing himself
at the head of the sbirri, he 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 atfention among
the women than the men. Greatly did they
ire his courage and unshaken' presence
ile engaged in =o perilous an
t ill more were they aston-
etration in discovering where
cealed themeelves, an attempt
foiled even the keen wits of the
g0 much celebrated police of Venice.

The Dogg\ Andreas cultivated the: ac-

¥

’ poienCy
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quaintance of this singular young man with
increasing assiduity; and the more he con-
versed with him, the more deservinsli;of
consideration did Flodgardo appear. he
action by which he had renBgre the repub-
lic o service so essential, was rewarded by
a present that would not have disgraced
imperial gratitude; and one of the most
important offices in the state was eonfided to
his superintendence. o

‘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 s
decline the proposed advantages. The o/nll}rr
favor whicﬁ 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 closest retirement,
studied the most valuable parts of ancient
and modern literature, remained fi hole,

days together in his own ap and
was seldom to be seen in publi n
some great solemnity.

But the Doge, Lomellino, Ma and

Conari, 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 superior be-
ings; men who now graciously received .the
JFlorentine stranger into their intimacy, and
resolved to spare no pains in forming him
to: support the character of a great man—it
* could 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 him
- like afather, endeavor to djscover the source
.of his melancholy—in vain did the venerable
+Doge exert himself to disperse the gloom
which oppressed his yoyng favorite;—Flo-

And RosabellnjaRosabella wonld ha¥i

doardo remained silent and sad’
belied her sex, ‘had she remained gaywh%

‘Flodoardo sorrowed. Her spirits we
. flown ; her eyes were frequently -obscured

with tears. She grew daily paler ; till the®

Doge who doated on her, was seriousl
alarmed for her health. At length Rosabel-
la grew really ill: a fever fixed itself upon

her: she beeame weak, and was confined to
her ¢ ; and her complaint bafiled the
skill st.experienced physicians in
Veng - : : _
I st of* these unpleasant circum-

stances In which Andreas and his friends
now found themselves, an accident occurred
one morning, which raised their uneasiness

|

1
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to the very highest pitch. Never had so
bold and andacious an action been heard of
in Venice, as that which ¥ am now going to
relate. o
~ The four banditti whom Flodoardo had
seized, Petrino; Struzzo, Baluzzo, and
Tomaso, had been safely committed to the
Doge’s dungeons, where they underwent a
daily examination, and looked upon every
sun that rose, as the last that would ever
rise for them. Andreas and his confidential
counsellors now flattered themselves that
the publictranqujllity had noshing to appre-
hend, and that Venice was completely puri-
. . fied of the miscreants, whom gold coeld
_ bribe - to be the instruments of revenge amd
faguelty—when, all at once, the following
dress was discovered o, flixed to mest of
e remarkable statues, ‘and pasted against
<orners of the principaf“utreets, and
. pillars of the public buildings:

-y
T 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 Reroes, and now called
banditti, are fallen victims to the j state-

olicy—these men, it is true, ou no

" longer: but their place is suppli 0%
name is affixed to this paper, and and
by his employers with body and with soul! I
laugh'at the vigitance of the Yenetian police; I
laugh at the crafty and insolent Florentine,whose
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hand has draggéd 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 deliveringmeup ¢ ** °~  °~

. and tremble; they will find me
I shall find them, and that whea
me. Venetians, you understan
the man who shall attempt to.d
life and death depend upon my
comes from the Venetian Bravo,

t“An hundred sequins,”
incensed Doge on reading t
hundred sequins to him whe
monster Abzllino, 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 attermost, incited by the tempting
promise of a thousand sequins—Abzllino’s.

udence set all their ingenuity at defiance.

But not the less did every one assert that
he had recognized Abzllino, sometimes in
oneé 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. 1V.—The Piolet.

' £D my readers, in the beginning
:hapter, that Flodoardo was be-
acholy, and that Rosabella was
but I did not tell them what had
this sudden change.

o, who, on his first arrival at
» all gaiety, and the life of every
‘hich he mingled, lost his spirits
icular day; and it so happened,
on the very same day that Rosa-
red the first symptoms of indie-
position. ' .

For on.this unlucky day, di1 the caprice
of accident, or perhaps the Gocdess of Love,
(who .has her caprices too every now and
then,) conduct Rosabella into fvler uncle’s
garden, which none but the Doge’s intimate
friends were permitted o enter, and where
the Doge himself frequently reposed in soli-
tude and silence during the evening hours
of a sultry day.

Rosabella, lost in thought, wandered list-
less and unconmscious along the broad and
shady alleys of the garden. Sometimes,
in a moment of vexation, she plucked the
unoffending leaves from the Eedges, and
strewed them upon the ground ; sometimes
she stopped suddenly, then ryshed forward
with impetuosity, then again stood still, and
gazed upon the clear blue heaven. Some-
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times her beautiful bosam was heaved with
quick and irregular motion: and sometimes
a half suppressed sigh escaped from her lips
of coral.- ,

«He is very handsome,” she murmured,
and gazed with such eagerness on vacanc
as if she had seen something there whic
was ‘hidden from the sight of commeon
observers. 4

¢Yet Camilla was in the right,” she re-
sumed after a pause; and she frowned as if
she had said CamiHa was in the wrong.

This Camilla was her governess, her
friend, her confident; I may almost say her .
mother. Rosabella had lost. her parents

" early: her mother died when her child

eould scarcely lisp her namc; and her father,
Guiscardo o; Corfu, the commander of »
Venetian vessel, eight years before, had
perished in an enfagement with the Turks,
while he was still in the prime of life. Ca-
milla, one of the worthiest creatures that
ever dignified the name of woman, supplied
to Rosabella the place of a mother, had
brought her up from infancy, and was now
her best friend, and the person to whose ear
she confided all her little secrets.
" While Rosabella was still buried in her
own reflections, the exeellent Camilla ad-
vanced from a side path, and”hastened to
join her pupil. "Rosabella started.

Rosabella.—Ah! dear Camilla, is it you?
What brings you hither? o
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Camilla.—You often call me your guard-
ianangel, and guardian angels should always
" be near the object of their eare. .

Rosabella.—Camilla, I have been thinking
over your arguments; 1 cannot deny that
all you have said to-me is very true, and
"very wise; but still :
Camilla.—But still, though your prudence
agrees with me, your heart is of a contrary
opinion. :

Rosabella.—1It is, indeed. S

Camilla.—Nor do I blaine your heart for
differing from me, my poor girl. 1 have
acknowledged to you without disguise; that
were. I at your time of life, and were such
a man as Flodoardo to throw himself thcm
way, I could not receive his attentions wit
indifference. - It cannot be denied, that this
young stranger is uncommonly pleasing,
and indeed for any woman whose heart is
disengaged, an uncommonly dangerous com-
panion.  There is something very prepos-:
sessing-in his appearance; his manners are
elegant, and, short as has been his abode in
Venice, it is already past doubting that there
are many noble and striking features in his
character. - But, alas, after all, he is buta
poor nobleman, and it is not very probable
that the rich and powerful Doge of Venice
will ever bestow his neice on one, who, to
speak plainly,arrived here little better than
a beggar. No, no, child, believe me; a
romantic adventurer is no fit husband for
Rossbella of Corfu. ‘ ;
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RosabeNMa.—Dear Camilla, who was talk-
ing about husbands? What I feel for Flodo-
ardo is merely affection, friendship

Camilla.—Indeed? Then you would be

rfectly satisfied, should some one of our
wealthy ladies bestow her hand on Flodoar-
do?

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

Camilla.—Child! child! you wonld wil-
lingly deceive yourself. But be assured, that
a girl who loves, ever connects (perhaps
unconsciously) the wish for an eternal union
with the idea of an eternal affection. Now
this is a wish which you cannot indulge in
regard to Flodoardo, without seriously of-
fending your uncle, who, good man as he
" is, must still submit to the severe control of
politics and etiquette.

Rosabella.—I know all that, Camilla; but
can I not make you comprehend that I am
not in love with l¥
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
simcere friendship; and surely Flodoardo
deserves that 1 should feel that sentiment
for him. Deserve it, said I? Oh! what
does Flodoardo not deserve?

Camilla.—Aye! aye! friendship indeed—
and love—Oh! Rombella, you know not
how often taheﬁw deceivers borrow each

lodoardo, and do not mean.



86 ABAELLINO.

other’s mask to ensnare the hearts of unsus-

cting maidens! you know not how often
r:ve finds admission when wrapped in friend-
ship’s cloak, and that bosom,which, had he
approached under his own appearance,
would have been closed against him forev-
" er! In short, my child, reflect how much
you owe to your uncle; reflect how much
uneasiness this inclination would cost him,
and sacrifice to duty what at present is a
mere caprice, but which, if encouraged,
might mike too deep an impression on your
hesrt to be afterwards removed by your best
efforts.

Rosabella.—You say right, Camilla; 1
really believe myself that my prepossession
in Flodoardo’s favor is merely an accidental
fancy, of which I shall easily get the better.
No, no; I am not in love with Flodoardo, of
that you may rest assured; I even think that
Irather feel an antipathy towards him, since
you have shewn me the possibility of his
making me prove a cause of uneasiness to
my kind, my excellent uncle.

Canmilla, (smiling.)—Are your sentiments
of duty and gratitude so very strong?

Rosabella.—Oh! that they are, Camilla,
and so you will say yourself hereaftes.—
This disagreeable F{og’oardo—to give me so

much vexation! I wish he had never come

to Venice! I declare I do not like him at all!
a ?amilla.—-No? What? Not like Flodoar-
(s} °
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Rosabella, (casting down her eyes.)—No; not
at ao—not that I wish him ill either; for
vou know, Camilla, there’s no reason why
1 should hate this poor Flodoardo?

Canilla.—Well, we will resume this sub-
ject when I return; I have business, and the

ondola 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
herself for having formed them; shelooked
round her frequently in search of something,
but dared not confess to herself what it was
of which she was in search.

The evening was sultr{l, 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 on the
bank of moss, shaded by the protecting can-
opy, whose waving blossoms were reflected
on the fountain, Flodoardo was seated, and
his eyes fixed on a roll of parchment.

Rosabella 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 indecis-
ion, by taking her hand with respect, and
conducting her to the seat which he had just
quitted.

Now then she could not possibly retire
nnmediately, unless she meant to violate
every common principle of good breeding.

Her hand was still clasped in Flodoardo’s.
But it was so natural for him to take it, that
she could not blame him for having done
so. But what was she next to do? Draw
her hand away? Why should she, since he
did her hand no harm by keeping it, and the
keeping it seemed to make him so happy?
And how could the gentle Rosabella resolve
to commit an act of such unheard of cruelty,
as wilfully to deprive any one of a pleasure
which made him so happy, and which did
Rerself no harm? .

- “Signiora,” said Flodoardo, merely for
the sake of saying something, ‘“‘you do well
to enjoy the apen air; the evening is beau-
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 fdr renewing the conversa-
tion; but the more anxiously they wﬁ
them, the more difficult did it seem to
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what they sought: and in this painful em-
barrassment did two whole precious minutes
elapse!

" ¢¢Ah! what abeautiful flower!”’ suddenl
cried Rosabella, in order to break the si-
lence; then stooped and plucked a violet
‘with an ap{:earance of the greatest eager-
ness; though in fact nothing at that moment
could have been more a matter of indiffe-
rence. .

“It is a very beautiful flower, indeed!”’
gravely observed Flodoardo, and was out of
all patience with himself for having made
80 fﬁt a speech. S . . :

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

rfect a union!”

“Red and blue? the one the symbol of
happiness; the other, of affectian. Ah! Ro-
sabella, how enviable will be that man’s lot
on whom your hand should bestow such a
flower! Happiness and affection are more

_inseparably united than the red and blue
. which purple that violet!”

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

“Might I but knew on whom Rosabella
will one day bestow what that flower. ex-
presses—yet this is a subject which I have
no right to discuss; I know not what has
happened to me to—éay——l make nothing but
blunders and mistakes. Forgive my pre-

8
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sumption, lady; T will hazard such forward

inquiries no more.

e was silent; Rosabella was silent a!g.‘o.
All was calm and hashed, except in the hearts’
of the lovers.

But though they could forbid their lips
to betray their hidden affection; though
Rosabella’s tongue said not, ‘Thou art he,
Flodoardo, on whom this flower should be
bestowed;’ though Flodoardo’s words had
not expressed, ‘Rosabella, give me that
violet, and that which it implies;’ yet their
eyes were not silent. Those treacherous
interpreters of secret feelings acknowledged
more to each other than their hearts had
yet acknewledged to themselves! :

Flodoardo and Rosabella gazed on each
other with looks which made all speech
unnecessary. Sweet, tender, and enthusi-
astic was the smile which played round
Rosabella’s lips, when her eyes met those of
the youth whom she had selected from the
rest of mankind; and with mingled emo-
tions of hope and fear did the youth stud
the meaning of that smile. He understoo
it, and his heart beat brighter.

Rosabella trembled; ier eyes could no
longer sustain the fire of his glances, and a
modest blush overspread her face and bosom.

‘‘Rosabella'” at {ength murmured Flodo-
ardo, unconsciously. “‘Flodoardo!” sighed
Rosabella in the same tone. .

“Give me that violet,” he exclaimed em=-
gerly; then sank at her feet, and in a tons
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of the most humble supplication repeated—
«“Oh! give it to me!”

Rosabella held the flower fast.

«¢Ask for what thou wilt; if a throne can
urchase it, I will pay that price, or perish!
osabella, give me that flower.” .

She stole one look at the handsome sup-

pliant, and dared n(g hazard a secc;nfd.

“My r , my happiness, my life, nay,
even n’;y giory, aﬁ' depend on theyposseuizn
of that little flower! Lat that be mine, and
here I solemnly renpunce all else which the
world calls precious.”

The flower trembled in her snowy hands;
her fingers clasped it less firmly. - »
.- “You hear me, Rosabella? Ikneel 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 herself; ‘have I
forgotten my promise—my resolution? Fly,
Rosabella, fly, or this hour makes you faitz-
less to yourself and duty!

She tore the flower to pieces, and threw
it contemptuously on the ground. ¢I un-
derstand you, Flodoarde,” 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
sorrow and astonishment.

.

y |
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Cuar. V.— The JAssassin. f

~ Scarcely had she reached her chamber,

ere Rosabella repented her having acted so

courageously. It was cruel in her, she

thou;it, to have givenhim 80 harsh an an-

wer! She recollected with what hopeless
and melancholy looks the poor thunder-
struck youth had followed her steps as she
turned to leave him. She fancied that she
saw him- stretched despairing on the earth,
his hair dishevelled, his eyes filled with
tears. Sheheard him term her the murder-
ess of his repose, pray for death as his only
refuge, and she saw him with every moment
approach towards the attainment of his
prayer, through the tears which he shed on
her account. Already she heard those dread-
ful words—¢‘Flodoardo is no more!” Already
she saw the sympathising multitade weep
round the tomb of him, whom all the vir-

- tuous loved, and whom the wicked dread-
ed, whom all his friends adored, and whom
even his enemies admired.

¢ Alas! alas!” eried she, “this was but a
wretched attempt to play the heroine; al- |
re:d;ly does my resolution fail me. Ah!
Flodoardo, I meant not what I said! Ilove
you, love you now, and must love you
always, though Camilla may chide, and
though my good uncle may hate me.”

In a féew days after this interview, she
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understood that an extraordinary alterati
had taken place in Flodoafdo’s manner a
appearance; that he had withdrawn hims
from all general society, and that when t
solicitations of his intimate friends compe
ed him to appear in their circle, his spi
seemed evidently depressed by the weij
of an unconquerable melancholy. :

This intelligence was like the stroke o

oignard to the feeling heart of Rosabel
ghe fled for shelter to the solitude of 1
chamber, there indulged her feelings wi
out restraint, and lamented with showers
repentant tears, her harsh treatment of F
doardo. .

The grief which preyed in secret on |
soul, soon undermined her health. No «
could relieve her sufferings, for no one kn
the cause of her melancholy, or the orij
of her illness. 'No wonder then that Rc
bella’s situation at length excited the m
bitter anxiety in the bosom of her vene
ble uncle. No wonder, {00, that Flodoa:
entirely withdrew himself from a wo
- which was become odious t¢ him, since]
sabella was to be seen in it no longer; 1
that he devoted himself in solitude to
indulgence of a passion, which he had vai
endeavored to subdue; and which, in
impetuosity of its course, had already sv
lowed up every other sentiment.

But let us for a_moment turn from
sick chamber of Rosabella, and visit
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dwelling of the conspirators, who were ad-_
vancing with rapid strides towards the exe-
cution of their plans; and who, with every
hour that past over their heads, became more
numerous, more powerful and dangerous to
Andreas and his beloved republic:

Parozzi, Memmo, Contarino, and Falieri,
(the chiefs of this desperate undertaking)
now assembled frequently in the Cardinal
Gonzaga’s palace, where the different plans
for altering the constitution of Venice were
brought forward and discussed. But in all
these different schemes it was evident that
the proposer was solely actuated by con-
siderations of private interest. The object
of one was to-get free from the burthen of
enormous debts; another wag willing to sa-
crifice every thing to gratify his inordinate
ambition; the cupidity of this man was ex-
cited by the treasures of Andreas and his
friends; while that was actuated by resent-
ment of some fancied offence, a resentment
which could only be quenched with the of-
fender’s blood.

_ These execrable wretches, who aimed at

nothing less than the total overthrow of Ve-

nice, or at least of her government, looked

towards the completion of their extravagant

hopes with the greater confidence, since a

new but necessary addition to the already.
existing taxes had put the Venetian popu-
lace out of humor with their rulers.

. Rich enough both in adherents and in

—

o
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wealth, to reaiize their fearful projects; rich
enough in bold, shrewd, desperate men,
whose minds were well adapted to the con-
trivance and execution of revelutionary pro-
jects; they now looked down with contempt
upon the good old Doge, who as yet discov-
ered no suspicion of the object of their noc-
turnal meetings. '
Still did they not dare to carry their pro-
jects into effect till some prineipal persons
in the state should be:prevented by death
from throwing obstacles in their way. For
the accomplishment of this part of their plan
they relied on the daggers of the banditti.
Dreadful, therefore, was the sound in their
ears, when the bell gave the signal for exe-
cution, and they saw their best founded
hopes expire on the scaffold which support-
. ed the headless trunks of the four Bravos.
But if their consternation was’ great at thus
losing the destined instruments of their de-
signs, how extravagant was their joy when
the proud Abzllino dared openly to declare
to Venice, that he still inhabited the repub-
lic, and that he still wore a dagger at the
disposal of vice. '
¢“This desperado is the very man for us"’
" they exclaimed unanimously, and in rap-
ture; and now their most ardent wish was
to enrol Abzllino in their service.
That object was soon obtained—they
sought the daring ruffian, and he suffered
himself to be found. . He visited their meet-

A
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ings, but in his promises and demands he
was equally extravagant.

The first and most earnest wish of the
whole conspiracy was. the death of Conari,
the Procurator; a man whom the Doge val-
ued beyond all others; a man, whose eagle
eyes made the conspirators hourly tremble
for their secret, and whose services the Doge
had accepted, in preference to those of the
Cardinal Gonzaga. But the sum which
Abzllino demanded for the murder of this
one man was enormous. ‘‘Give me the re-

- ward which I require,” said he, “and I

h

promise, on the word of a man of honor,
that after this night the Procurator Conari
shall give you no further trouble. Exalt
him to heaven, or imprison him in hell, I’ll
en%aﬁe to find and stab him.”

'hat could they do? Abzllino was not a
man to be easily beat down in his demands.
The Cardinal was impatient to attain the
summit of his wishes; but his road lay
straight over Conari’s grave!

Abzllino received the sum demanded;—
on the next day the venerable Conari, the
Doge’s best and dearest friend, the pride
and safeguard of the republic, was no longer
numbered among the living. ‘

¢'Tis a terrible fellow, this Aballino!”
cried the conspirators when the news reached:
them, and cegebrated the Procurator’s death
in triumBh at the Cardinal’s midnight feast.

The Doge was almost distracted with
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terror and astonishment. He engaged to
give ten thousand sequins to any one who
should discover by whom Conari had been
removed from the warld. A proclamation
to-this effect was published at the corner of
every street in Venice, and made known
throughout the territories of the republic.
A few days after this proclamation had been
made, the following ;lm r was discovered
affixed to the prineipal door eof the Venetian
Signora: :

. VENETIANS!

You would fain know the author ot _onari’s
death: to spare you much useless trouble, I here-
by acknowledge that I, Abeellino, was his assassin.
Twice did I bury my dagger in his heart, and
then sent his body to feed fishes. The Doge
promises ten thousand sequins to him who shall
discover Conari’s murderer ; and to him who shall
be clever enough to setze him, Abellino promises
twenty. Adieu, Signors. I remain your faithful
servant, ABZALLINQ.

—— ny
@uar. VI.— The two greatest men in Venice.

It must be superfluous to inform my read-
ersthat all Venice became furious at this new
insolence. - Within the memory of man had
no one ever treated with such derision the
celebrated Venetian police, or set the Doge’s
power at defiance, with such proud temer-
ity. This occurrence threw the whole city

) 9
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into_confusion: every one was on the look -
out; the patroles were doubled; the sbirri
extended their researches on all sides; yet
no one could see, or hear, or discover the
most distant trace of Aballino.

The priests in their prayers strove to
rouse' the slumbering vengeance of heaven
to crush this insolent offender; the ladies
were ready to swoon at the very name of
Abellino, for who could assure them that at
some unexpected moment he might not K:dy
them the same compliment which he
paid to Rosabella? As for the old women,
they unanimously asserted that Abzllino
had sold himself to the Prince of darkness,
by whose assistance he was enabled to sport
with the patience of all pious Venetians,
and deride the impotence of their just in-
dignation. The Cardinal and his associates
were proud of their terrible cenfederate,
and looked forward with confidence to the
triumphant issue of their undertaking. - ‘The
deserted’ family of Conari calles down
curses on his murderer’s head, and wished
that their tears might be turned into a sea
of sulphur, in whose waves they might
plunge the monster Abzllino ; nor did Con
ari’s relations feel more grief for his loss
than the Doge and his two confidants, who
swore never to rest till they had discovered
the lurking place of the ruthles assassin,
and had punished his crimes with tenfold
vengeance
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- “Yet, after all,” said Andreas one even-
ing, as he sat alone in his private chamber,
“after all, it must be confessed that this
Abzllino is a singular man. He who can
do what Abzllino has done, must possess.
. both such talents and such courage as, (stood

he at the head of an army) would enable
him to conquer half the world! Would
that I could once get a sight of him!”—

“‘Look up then!” roared Abzllino, and
clapped the Doge on the shoulder. Andreas
started from his seat. A colossal figure
stood hefore him, wrapped in a dark man-
tle, above which a red a countenance so
hideous and forbidding, that the universe
could not haye produced its equal.

¢Who art thou?”’ stammered ott the Doge.

¢“Thou seest me, and canst doubt? Well
then, I am Abzllino, the good friend of
your murdered Conari, and the republic’s
most submissive slave.”

The brave Andreas, who had never trem-
bled 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 forgot for a few mo-
ments his usual presence ofB mind. Speech-
less did he gaze on the daring assassin, who
stoud before him calm and haughty, unap-
eclled by the majesty of the greatest man in

enice. : '

Abzllino nodded to him with an air of
famili~r nrotection, and graciously conde-
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scended to grin upon him with a kind of
half friendly smile.

¢“Abellino,” said the Doge at length, en-
deavouring to recollest himself, ¢thou art
a fearful—a detestable man!” )

¢«“Fearful!” answered the Bravo; ¢dost
thou think me so? Good! -that glads me to
the very heart. Detestable? that maK be
so, or it may not. I confess the sign which
I hang out gives no great promise of good
entertainment within; but yet, Andreas, one
thing is certain, you and{ stand on the same
line, for at this moment we are the twe

reatest men in Venice; you in your way,
in mine.” ~ :

The Doge could not help smiling at the
Bravo’s familiar tone. -

“Nay, nay!” continued Abellino; “ne
smiles of disbelief, if you please. Allow
me, though a bravo, to cempare myself to
a Doge; truly I think there’s no great p
sumption in placing myeelf on a level with a
man whom I hold in my power, and there-
fore is in fact beneath me.” .

The Doge made a movement as if he
vrould have left him. . |
“Not so fast,” said Abzlline, laughing
rudely, and he barred the Doge's passage.
‘‘Accident seldem wnites in 8o small a space
as this chainber a pair of such gréat memn.
Stay where you are, for I have not dome

with you yet: we must have a little eonver-
sation.” ° ’ ‘ C
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“Hear me, Abellino!” sajd the Doge,
mustering up all the dignity he possessed;
¢‘thou hast received great talents from na-
ture, why dost thou employ them to so little
advantage? I here promise you on my most
sacred word, pardon for the past, and pro-
tection for the future, if you name to me
the villain whe bribed you to assassinate
Conari, abjure your trade, and accept an
honest 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. Abellino is able to protect himseif
without foreign aid; and as to pardon, mor-
tals cannot give absolution for sins like mine.
On that day, when all men must give in the
list of their offences, then too will I give in
mine, but iill then, never! You would know
the name of him who bribed me to murder
Conari? Well, well, you shall know it—
but not to-day. ¥ musi quit with all speed
the Venetian territory? and wherefore?
through fear of thee? Ho! ho! through fear
of Venice? Ha! Abellino fears not Venice;
’tis Venice that fears Abzllino! You would
bave me abjure my profession? Well, An-
dyess, there is one condition, which, per-

haps—” .

‘«“Name i'té” cried the Doge eagerly; “will

- %

-
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ten thousand sequins purchase your depar-
ture from the republic?”’ -
Aballino.—1 would gladly give twice as
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 Rosa-
bella, the daughter of Guiscard of Corfu.
JAndreas.—Monster, what insolence!
Abellino.—Ho! ho! Patience, patience,
good uncle that is to be! Will you accept
my terms? - v s
JAndreas.—Name what sum can satisfy
you, and it shall be yours this instant, so
you  will only relieve “Vegice from your
presence. F ou%:n it should cost the re-
public a miltion, she will be a gainer, if ker
air is no longer poisoned by your breath. -
JAbellino.—Indeed? Why, in fact, a mil-
lion is not so great a sum; for, look ye,
Andreas, I have just sold, for near half a
million, the lives of your two dear friends,
Manfrone and Lomellino. Now give me
Rosabella, and I break the bargain. )
~ Jindreas.—Miscreant! Has Heéaven no
lightnings? o S
Abellino.—You will not? Mark me! In
four and twenty hours shall Manfrone and
Lomellino be food for fishes: Abzllino has
said it! Away! - L
And with these words he drew a pistol
from under his cloak, and flashed it in the
Doge’s face. Blinded by the powder, and
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confused by the unexpected explosion; An-
dreas started back; and sank bewildered on
aneighboring sofa. Hesoon recovered from:*
his astonishment; he sprang from his seat
to summon his guards, and seize Abellino.
But Aballino lisd already disappeared.

On that same evening were Parozzi and
his confederates as’nemlﬁed in the palace of
the Cardinal Gonzaga. The table was
spread with the most luxurious profusion.
and they arranged over their flowing gob-
lets plans for the republic’s ruin. The Car-
dinal related how he had of late contrived
to insinuate himself into the Doge’s good
graces, and had succeeded in impressing him
with an opinion that the chiefs of the con-
federacy werc fit men to hold offices of
important trust. Contarino boasted that he
doubted not before long to be appointed to
the vacant Procurntorsﬁni . Parozzi reck-
oned for his share upon glosabella’s hand,
and the place of either Lomellino or Man-
frone, when once those two chief obstacles
to his hopes should beremoved. Such was

. the conversation in which they were enga-

d, 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 Lomecllino are at sup-
per with the worms.” )

All sprang from thcir scats in rapture and
astonishment.,
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“And I have thrown the Doge himself
into such a fit of terror, that I warrant you
he will not recover himself easily. Now
answer; are you content with me, you blood
hounds?” ’

“Next then for Flodoardo!” shouted Pa-
rozzi._

*‘Flodoardo!” muttered Abellino between
his teeth; ‘‘hum! hum! that’s not so easy.”




BOOK IIL
Cuar. I.— The Lovers.

RosaseLLA, the idol of Venice, lay on the
bed of sickness; a sorrow, whose cause was
carefully concedled from every one, under-
mined her health, and destroyed the bloom
of her beauty. She loved the noble Flodo-
ardo; and who would have known Flodo-
ardo, and nct have loved him? His majcs-
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 soeiety, 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
cluim Rosabella as his bride.

‘ V-
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His appearance, to which a month before
Andreas I’:oked 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 to 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 unsheathed 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 hand, whe
is not prepared to share the fate of Monaldeschif
. The Bravo, o ABZELLINO.

“Oh! 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. -

‘‘Weleome, noble youth!” said the Doge,
when he saw the Florentine enter his apart-
ment; ‘‘you must not in future deprive me
of your presence for so long. I am now a
poor, forsaken old man. %on have heard
that Lomellino—that Manfrone—"
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“] know all,” answered Flodoardo with
a melancholy air. T

«Satan has burst his chains, and now in-
habits Venice under the name of - Abzlline,
robbing me of all that my soul holds pre-
cious. Flodoardo, for heaven’s love, he
cautious; often, during your absence, have 1
trembled lest the miscreant’s dagger should

* have deprived me too of you. I have much

to say to you, my young friend, but I must
defer it till the evening; a foreigner of cont
‘sequence has appoimted this hour for an ay-
dience, and I must hasten to receive him.
But in the evening—" .
He was interrupted by the appearance of
Rosabella, who with tottering steps and pale
che¢ks, advanced slowly into the apart-
ment. She saw Flodoardo, and a faint
blush overspread her countenance. Flodo-
ardo rose.from his seat, and welcomed her
with an air of dis?ntil&es clt) T
¢“Do not go yet,” said the Doge; -“‘perh
in half an li‘our I may beat lil:g:t‘y; r’eln the'
mean while I'leave you to entertsinmy poor
Rosabella: she has been very ill duripg 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 more found them-
selves alone. Rosabella drew near the win-
dow; Flodoardo at length ventured to ap-
proach it also. S
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¢“Signora,” said he, ‘‘are you still angry
with me?”
¢“] am not angry with you,” stammered
out Rosabella, and blushed as she recollect-
ed the garden scene.
¢“And you have quite forgotten my trans-
ession?”’ ,
“Your transgression?” re d Rosabella
with a faint smile; ¢‘yes, if it was a trans-
gression, I have quite forgiven it. Dying
people ought to pardon those who have
trespassed against them, in order that they:
in their turn may be pardoned their tres-
aslses"against heaven; and I am dying; 1
it!” - o
“Signoral’
¢‘Nay, ’tis past adoubt. I is true I have
quitted my sick bed since yesterday; but I
know well that I am. soon to return to it,
never to leave it more. And therefore—
therefore I now ask your pardon, Signor,
for the vexation which I was obliged to
cause you the last time we met.” '
Flodoardo replied not.
“Will you not forgive me? Y¥ou must he
very difficult to appease—very revengefal”
lodoardo fixed his eyes on her counte-
nance with a melancholy smile—Rosabella
extended her hand towards him.
“Will you refuse my offered hand? Shall
all be forgotten?”
“Forgotten, lady? never! never! Every |
word and look of yours is stamped on mv
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meriory, mever to be effaced. I eamnot
forget a transaction in which yow bere a

t; I cannot forget the scene that passed
tween us—every circumstance is too pre-
cious and sacred As to pardon—" {e
took her extended hand, and pressed it re-
spectfully to his lips. <1 would to heaven,
r lady, that you had in trath injured me
much, that I might have much to forgive
you‘.lm»:\hs!, I have at present nothing to
ot ,
p‘ll.Both were now silent; at length Rosa-
bella resumed the conversation by saying— -
“You have madea lon%”nbpenoe from Ven-
ice; did you travel far™ = . v
13 ¢ did. ” ) )
~ ¢And received much pleasure from your
journey?” - :
“Muach; for every where I heard the
praise of Rosabella,” -
¢*“Count Flodoardo!” she interrupted him
with a look of reprehension, but-in'a gentle
voice, ‘“would you again offend me?” :
“That will soon be out of my pawer.—
Perhaps you can guess what are my present
wmtentions.” ) o
¢To resume your travels soon?”’
“Exactly 29; asnd the mext time that I
quit}'IVenice',»'t,? :ﬁturn to ietdno morle.” o -
.“*Nomaore!” she ea 3 “Oh!
_not so, Flodoardo! AE! can yoﬂgve me?”?
~—She stopl%ed, ashamed of her imprudence.
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—Can ygu leave. my uncle, I meant to say ?
You do but jest, I doubt not.”

“By my honor, lady, I never was more
in carnest.”’’ S e

«And whither then do you mean to go ?”

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

«Qh, this is mockery, Count: I have not
deserved that rou should sport- with my
feelings so cruelly.” E

«It is to spare your feelings, Siénora., that
I am now resolved to fly from Venice ; my
presence might cause you some uneasy mo-
ments; I am not the happy man whose
sight is destined to -give you pleasure; I
will at least avoid giving you pain!”

“And you really can resolve to abandom
the Doge,whose esteem for you is so sincere,
whose friendship has always been so warm?”

I value his friendship highly; bat it is
not sufficient to make me happy ; and could
he lay kingdoms at my feet, still would his
frie’x:dship be insufficient to make me hap-

“Does then your happiness require so
much?”? : your PR o

¢It does; much more thanI have mention-
ed. “infinitely more! But one boom can

[N
e h
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make me happy-—I have ged for it on
my knees.” He caught her hand, and

rest it eagerly to his lips—+'I have begged
£)r it, Rosabella,—and my ‘suit has been
rejected!”

*“You are a strange enthusiast!” she said
with difficulty, -and scarcely knew what she
said; while Flodoardo' drew: her -gently
nearer to-him, and murmured in a suppli-
cating voice, ‘‘Rosabella!? -

‘““What would you of me?”

¢“My happiness.” ., =~ + . .

She gazed upon him for a moment unde-
cided, then hastily drew away her hand,
and exclaimed, ‘“Leave me this moment, I
command you! Leave me, for heaven’s sake!”

Flodoardo clasped his hands together in
despair and anguish—he bowed his head in
token of obedienee; he left her with slow
steps and a melancholy air, and as he passed
the threshold, turned to bid her farewell
forever. Suddenly she rushed towards him,
caught his hand, and pressed it to her heart.
¢¢Flodoardo!” she cried, ‘I am thine!” and
sank motionless at his feet. - :

o ———"

Cuar. I.— dangerous Promise.

And now who was so blest as the fortn; '
nate Flodoardo? The victory was his own;
he had heard the wished-for sentence pro-.

-
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nounced by the lips of Rosabella. He raised
her from the ground, and placed her ona
sofa. Her blue eyes soon unclosed of them-
sclves once more, and the first object which
they beheld was Flodoardo kneeling at her
feet, while with one arm he encircled her
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 occupied so many of her
thoughts by day, who had been present in
s0 man ofy her dreams by night. .

As they gazed in silent rapture on each

other, they forgot that they were mortals:

they seemed transported to a happier, a bet-
ter world: Rosabella thought that the cham-
ber in which she sat was transformed into.an
earthly paradise: invisible seraphs seenied to
hallow by their_protecting presence the in-
dulgence of her innocent affection, and she
oured forth her secret thanks to Him who
d given her a heart susceptible of love. .
Through the whole course of man’s exis-
tence such a moment as this occurs but once..
Ha{)py is he, who, when it arrives, has a
sonl worthy of its enjoyment; happy is ha
who sighs for its arrival; happy is even he
for whom that moment has long been past,
50 it past not unenjoyed, for the recollection
of it still is precious. Sage philosophers, in
vain do you assure us that tlll)e raptures of a
moment like this are mere illusions of a
heated imagination, scarcely more solid than
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an enchanting dream, which fades -before
the sunbeams of truth and reason. Alas!
does there exista haipiness under the moon
which owes not its charms, in some degree, -
to the magic of imagination?

“You are dear to me, Flodoardo!” mur-
mured Rosgbella, for Camilla and her coun-
sels were ?uite forgotten; ¢‘oh, you are
ver ll;!e.ar!’h : :

'he youth only thanked her by claspin
her stil closer'toyhis bosom, whife, tl':x? thg
first time, he sealed her coral lips with his.

At that moment the door was suddenly
thrown open; the Doge Andreas re-entered
the apartment; the expected stranger had
been suddenly taken 1ill, 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. -He sighed deeply, cast his eyes
towards heaven, arfid in silence turned to
leave the apartment.

«Stay yet. one moment, noble Andreas,”
cried the Florentine. '

The Doge turned, and Flodoardo threw
himself at his feet. Andreas looked down

10*

-
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with calm and serious dignity on the kneel-
ing offender, by whom his friendship had
been £6 unworthily rewarded, and by whom
his conifidence liad been so ¢ruelly betrayed.

‘‘Young man,” said he, in a stern voice,
¢the- attetapt to excuse yourself must be
fraitless.” ’

«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 nof
loved her. Yet if it is indeed'a crime in me
that I adore Rosabella, it isa crime of which
heaven- itself will absolve me, since it form-
ed Rosabella so worthy to be adered!”

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

¢} say it.once more, my lord,” resumed
Flodoardo, ‘while he rose from the ground,
¢“‘that I intend to make no mﬁg’y. I mesn
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!”? ‘
he Doge started in dstonishment at this-
bold and onexpected request. - :

It is true,” continued the Florentine, 1
am no more than a needy, unknown youath,
and it seems a piece o¥ strange temerity
when such a man proposes himself to es-
Pouse the heiress of the Venetian Doge.

L

|
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Bat, by heaven, I am confident that the
great Andreas ineans not to bestow his Re-
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 glorl\;
obtained by their auncestors; glory of whic
they are themselves incapable of acquirin
a single ray. I acknowledge freely that

- 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 look
of displeasure. ~ :

«Q be not incensed with him, dear uncle!”’
said Rosabella: she hastened to detain the
DPoge, threw her white arms round his neck
fondly, and concealed-in his bosom the tears
with which her countenance wag 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 becone, in order to ebtain
from you the land of Rosabella. . Ask what
you will, I will Jook on the task, however
difficult, as nothing more than sport and.
pesstime. By heaven, Fwould that Venice
were at this moment exposed to the most
eminent danger, and thatten thousand dag-
gers were unsheathed against your life; Ros-
abella my reward, how certain should I be
to rescue Venice, and strike the ten thou-
‘sand daggers down!” »
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I have served the republic faithfully
and fervently for many a long year,” an-
swered Andreas with a bitter smile; ‘I have
risqued gy life withost hesitation ; I have
shed my blood with profusion! I .asked
nothing for my reward but.to pass my old
age in soft tranquitlity, and of this reward
havel been cheated. My bosom-friends, the
companions of my youth, the confidents of
my age, have been torn from me by the.
daggers of bandilti—and you, Flodeardo,
you on whom I heaped all favors, have now
deprived me of this, my only last remaining
comfort. Answer me, Rosabella; hast thon
in truth bestowed thy heart on Flodoardo
irrevocably?”’ ' :
. One hand of Rosebella’s still rested on
her uncle’s- shoulder; with the other . she
. clasped Flodoardo’s, and pressed it fondly
against her heart—yet Flodoardo seemed
still unsatisfied. No sooner had the Doge’s
question struck his ear, than his countenance
became dejected; and though his hand re-
turned the pressure of Rosabella’s, he shook
his ‘head mournfully, with an air of doubt,
and cast upon her a penetrating look, as
he would have read her inmost soul. -

Andreas withdrew himself gently from
Rosabellz’s arms, and for some time paced
the apartment slowly, with a countenance
sad' and earnest. Rosabella sank upon a
sofa’ which stood near her, and wept. Flo-
doardo eyed the Doge, and waitcd for his
decision with impatience. ,
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Thus passed some minates. . An awful
silence reigned through the chamber:—
Andreas seemed to be laboring with some
resolution of dreadfgl importance. The
lovers wished, yet dreaded, the conclusion
of the scene, and with every moment their
anxiety became more painful. :

“Flodoardo,” at length said the Doge,
and suddenly stoed still in the -middle of
the chamber. Flodoardo advanced with a
respectful air ““Young man,” he continued,
¢I am, at length resolved; Rosabella loves

ou, nor will I oppose the decision of her
art—but Rosabe}la is much tgo precious
to admit of my bestowing her on the first
who thinks fit to demand her—the man to
whom I give her, must be worthy sacha
gift: she must be the reward of his services;
nor can he do services so great that such a
reward will not overpay them. . Your claims
on the republic’s gratitude aré-as yet but
trifling; .an opportunity now offers of ren-
dering us an essential service—the murderer
of Conari, Manfrone, and Lomellino—go,
bring him hither! Alive or dead, thou must
bring to this gplace the terrible banditti
king, Aballinof® 3 .

At this unexpected eonclusion of a speech
on which his happiness or despair depend-
ed, Flodoardo started back; the color fled
from his cheeks. .

My noble lord,” he said at length hesi-
tating, ‘‘you know well that—-"
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¢“I know wel,” interrupted Andreas,
“how difficult a task I enjoin, when I re-
quire the delivery of Abzllino. For myself
I swear, that I had rather a thousand times
force my passage with a single vessel through
the whole Turkish fleet, and carry off the
Admirgal’s ship fromthe midst of them, than
attempt to seize this Abzllino, who seems to
have entered into a compact with Lucifer
himself; who isto be found every where,
and no where; whom s0 many have seen,
but whom no one *knows; whose cautious
subtlety has brought to shame the vifilance
of our state-inquisitors,. of the College of
‘Ten, and of all their legion of spies and sbir-
ri; whose very name strikes terror into the
hearts of the bravest Venetians, and from
whose dagger I myself am ndt safe upon my
throne!: 1 know well, Flodoardo, how
much I proffer—you seem irresolute’—You
are silent! ' Flodoardo, I have long watched
you with attention; I have discovered in
you marks ef a superior genius, and there-
fore I am induced to make such a demand.
If any ome is able to:cope with Abellino,
thou art the man—I wait yonr answer.’
Elodoardo paced the chamber in silence.
Dreadful was the enterprize proposed: woe
to him should Abzllino discover his par--
pose!—But Rosabella ‘was the reward! he
cast a look on the beloved one, and resokw-
ed to risk every thing. §
He advanced towards the Doge,
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Jndreas.—Now then, Flodoardo, your re-

solution? .

Flodoardo.—Should. I deliver Abellino
into your power, do you solemnly swear
that Rosabella shall be my bride?

Andreas.—-She shall, and not till then.

Resabella.—Ah, Flodoardo, 1 fear this un-
* dertaking will end fatally. Abellino is so
crafty—so dreadful—Oh! look well to your-
self; for should you meet with this detested
monster, whose dagger—

Flodoardo, (inlerrupting her hastily.)—Oh!
silence, Rosabella!—at least. allow me to
hope!—Noble Andreas, gFive me_your hand,
and pledge your princely word, that Abzl-
~ lino onee in your power, nothing shall pre-
vent .me from being Rosabella’s husband.

dndreas.—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

ledfe of which I here give you my princely
and. .

. Flodoardo grasped the Doge’s hand in
silence, and shook it thrice. ;le turned to
Rosabella, and seemed on the point of ad-
dressing her, when he suddenly turned
away, struck his forehead, and measured
the apartment with disordered and unsteady
xp:'. The clock in the tower of St. Mark’s -
urch 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 dreadful
bravo, Abzllino.” :
Andreas shook his head. ¢Young man,”
said he, ¢be less confident in your promises;
*] shall have more faith in your perform-
ance.”” - Lo ‘
Flodoardo, (serious and firm.)—Let things
terminate as they may, either I will kee
my word, or never again-cross the threshdg
of your palace. I have discovered some
traces of the miscreant, and I trust that I
-shall amuse you to-morrow, at this time and
in this place, with the representation of -a
comedy; but should it prove a tragedy in-
stead, God’s will be done. -
HAndreas.—Remember that too much haste
is dangerous; rashness will destroy even the
frail hopes of success, in which you may
. reasonable indulge at present.

" Flodoardo.—Rashness, my lord? He whe
has lived as'I have lived, and suffered what
I have suffered, must have been long since
cured of rashness. . e

Rosabella, (taking his hand )—Yet be not .
too confident of your own strength, I beseech
you. Dear Flodoardo, my uncle loves ig
and his advice is wise:—beware of AbEll
no’s dagger! . o hy

Flodoardo.—The best way to escipe’ il
dagger is not to allow him time to use 3
within four and twenty hours must the deed
be done, or never. Now then, illustrious
prince, I take my leave of you; to-morrow
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I doubt not to convince you that nothing is
too much for love to venture.

JAndreas.—Right; to venture—but to at-
“Ritve— -

Flodoardo.—Ah! that must depend——

He paused suddenly; again lis eyes were

. fastened eagerly on those of Rosabella; and
it was evident that with every moment his
uneasiness acquired fresh strength. He
resumed 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
my success. 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 woOmen, as-
sembled in this chamber; for should my
hopes be realized, I would willingly have
spectators of my trinmph. Particularly let
the venerable members of the Cdllege of Ten
be invited, in order that they may*at last be
brought face to face with this terrible Abel-
lino, against whom they haveso long been
engaged in fruitless warfare. '

Andreas, (after eyeing him some time with.a look
of mingled surprise and uncertainty.)—They
shall be present. - o

Flodoarde.—I1 understand also, that since
Conari’s death, you have been recanciled to
the Cardina]l Gonzaga; and that he has con-

1

a
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vinced zou how unjust were the prejudices
with which Conari had inspired you against
the nobili Parozzi, Contarino, and the rest
of that society. During my late excursions
I have heard much in praise of these youn
men, which makes me wish to show myse
to them in a favorable light—if you have no
. objection, let-me beg you to invite them also.
" Jndreas.—You shall be gratified. '

Flodoardo.—One thing more, which had
nearly escaped my memory. Let no one
know the motive of this entertainment, till
the whole company is assembled. Then let

uards be placed around the- palace, and
indeed it may be as well to- place them even
before the doors of the saloon; for in truth
this Aballino is such a desperate villain, that
too man'ly: precautions cannot be taken against
him. he sentinels must have their pieces
loaded; and, above all things, they must be
strictly charged, on pain of death, to let
every one enier, but no one ?uu the chamber.

Jndreas.—All this’ shall be done punc-
tually. ~

Flodoardo.—1 have nothing more to say.
Noble Andreas, farewell. Rosabella, te-
morrow, when the clock strikes five, we
shall meet again—or never! .

He said, and rushed out of the af mm
Andreas shook his head; while iom y
:em;k upon her uncle’s bosom, and wept bit-

rlv. : m m
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..
Cuar. HL.— The Midngght Meeting.

“Vicrory!” shouted Parozzi, asherushed
into the Cardinal Gonzaga’s chambei, where
the chief conspirators were all assembled;
‘“our work goes on bravely! Flodoardo re-
turned this morning to Venice, and Abzllino
has already received the required sum.”

Gonzaga.—Flodoardo does not want tal-
ents; I had rather he should live and join
our party. Heis seldom off his guard.

Parozzi.—Such vagabonds may well be
cautious; they must not forget themselves,
who have so much to conceal from others.

Falieri.—Rosabella, as I understand, by
no means sees this Florentine with unfavor-
able eyes. ) :
" Parozzi.—Oh! wait till to-morrow, and
then he may make love to the devil and his
grandmother, if he likes.—Abzlling bi' that
time will have wrung his neck round, I war-
rant you!

Contarino.—It is strange, that in spite of
all inquiries, I can learn but little at Flor-
ence respectifig this Flodoardo. My letters
inform methat some time ago there did exist
a family of that name; but it has-been lon
extinct, or if any of its descendants are sti
in being at Florence, their existence'is quite
a secret. : '

~ Gonzaga.—You are all invited to the
Doge’s to-morrow *
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Contarino.—That is well; it seems that
my recommendations have obtained some
weight with him, since his triumvirate has
been removed. And inthe evening a masked
ball i to be given; did not the Doge’s Cham-
berlain say so? ’

Falieri.—He did. :

Memmo.—I only hope there is no trick in
all this. If he should have been given am
hint of our conspiracy—Mercy on us! my
teeth chatter at the thought.

Gonzaga.—Absurd! by what means should
our designs have béen made known to him?
The thing is impossible. P

Memmo.—Impoesible? What! when there’s
scarce a cut-purse, house-breaker, or “vaga-
bond in Venice, who has not been enlisted
in our service, would it be so strange if the
Doge discovered a little of the business? A
secret which is known to so many, how
should it escape his penetration?

Contartno.—Simpleton! the same thi
happens to kim which happens to betraye
husbands: every one can see the horns, ex-
cept the man who carries them. And yet I
confess it is full time that we should realize
our projects, and prevent the possibility of
our being betrayes. -

Falieri.—You are right, friend; every
thing is ready, and now the sooner that the
blow is Struc{, the better. -

Parozzi.—Nay, the discontented populace,
which at present sides with us, would be
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perfectly well pleased if the sport began this
very night; delay the business longer, and
their anger against Andreas will cool, and
render them unfit for our purposes. '

Contarino.—Then let us decide the game
at onee; 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 troubjle and vexa-
tion, by throwing every thing into uproar
and confusion, or else we shall sail with a
full wind from this cursed world to another.

_Parozzi.—Mark me, friends; we must go
armed to the Doge’s entertainment.

Gonzaga.—All the members of the College
of Ten have been particularly invited.

Falieri.—Down with every man of them!

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

. pose it should turn out to be “gown with
ourselves?”’

Falieri.—Thou white livered wretch!
Stay at home then, and take care of your
worthless existence—but if our attempt suc-

=~ ceeds, come not to us to reimburse you for
the sums which you have already advanced.
Not a sequin shall be paid you back, depend
on’t. : :
- JMemmo.—~You wrong me, Falieri; if you
wish to prove my courage, draw your sword
and measure it against mine! I am as brave
as yourself; but thank heaven, I am not
quite so hot headed. '

11*
> |
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Gonzaga.—Nay, even suppose that the
event should not answer our expectations,
Andreas once dead, let the populace storm if
it pleases; the protection of his Holiness will
sanction our roceedin§s

Memmo.—The Pope:
his protection?

Gonzaga, (throwing him a letter.)—Read
there, unbeliever; the Pope, I tell you, must
protect us, since one of our objects is pro-
. fessed to be the assertion of the rights of St.
Peter’s chair in Venice. Pr’ythee, Memmo,
teaze us no more with such doubts, but let
Contarino’s proposal be adopted at once.
Our confederates must be summoned to Pa-
rozzi’s palace with all diligence, and there
furnished with such weapons as are neces-
sary. Let the stroke of midnight be the
signal for Contarino’s quitting the ball-room
and hastening to seize the arsenal; Salvitia,
who commands there, is in our interest, and
will throw open the gates upon the first
summons. ‘ ,

Falieri.—The admiral Adorno, as soon as
he hears the alarm-bell, will immediately
lead his people to our assistance.

Parozzi.—Oh! our success is certain.

Contarino.—Only’let us take care to make
the confusion as general as possible; our ad-
versaries.must be kept in the dark who are
their friends, and who are their foes; and
all but our own party must be left ignorant

as to the authors, origin, and object of the
uproar. ‘ -

May we count on
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Parozzi.—By heaveén, I am delighted at
finding the business at length so near the
moment of execution.

Falieri.—Parozzi, have you distributed
the white ribbands, by which we are to re-
cognize our partizans? ‘

Pargzzi.—That was done some days ago.

Contarino.—Then there is no more neces-
sary to be said on the subject. Comrades,
fill your goblets! We will not meet again
together till our work has been completed.

Memmo.—And yet methinks it would not
be unwise to consider the matter over again
coolly.

Contarino.—Psha! comsideration and pru-
dence 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-
ed, 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 con-
fusion.—Come, friends! fill, fill, I say!—I
cannot help laughing when I reflect, that by

iving this entertainment to-morrow, the _
i)oge himself kindly affords us an opportu- -
nity of executing our plans. ‘
arozzi.~—As to Flodoardo, I look upon
him as already in his grave; yet before we .
go to-morrow to the Doge’s, it will be as
well to have a conference with Abzlline.
Contarino.—That care we will leave to

-
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you, Parozzi; and in the meanwlnle here’s
th¥ health of Abellino!
JAll.—Abellino! A
Gonzaga.—And success to our enterprin
to-morrow.

Memmo.—D’ll drink that toast with all my
heart. ,
JAll.—Success to to-morrow’s enterprise!

Parozzi. —-The wine tastes well, every
face looks gay. Pass exght-and forty hours,

and shall we look as gaily’>—We separate
smiling; shall we smile when two mghts
hence we meet agmn’-—No matter.

———
CHAI’ IV.— The decisioe Dﬁy

The next morning cvery thing in Venice
seemed as tranquil as if nothing more than
ordinary was on the point of taking place;
and yet since ber first foundation, never had
a more important day rose on the republic.

* The inhabitants of the ducal palace were
in motion early. The impatient Andreas
forsook the couch on wlucﬁ he had passed
a sleepless and anxious night, as soon as the
first sunbeams penetrated through the lattlce
of his chamber. Rosabella had employ:
the hours of rest on dreams of F.lo&u«h.
and she still seemed to be dreaming of him, . iy

even after sleep was fled. Camilla’s lo
for her fair pupil had broken her r‘&
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she loved Rosabella as had shie been her
daughter, and was aware that on this inter-
esting day depended the love-sick girl’s
whole future happiness. For séme 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 mid-day approached, her spirits
began to forsake her. She quitted her
instrument, and ced the chamber with
- unsteadysteps. With.every succeeding hour
her heart palpitated with greater pain and
violence, and she trembled inexpectation of
the scene which was: soon to take place.

The most illustrious persons in Venice
already filled her upcle’s palace; the after-
noon, so much dreaded and yet so much
desired, was come;, and the Doge now
desired Camilla to conduct his neice to the

reat saloon, where she was expected with
1mpatience by all those who were of most
consequence in the republic. , .

Rosabella sank on her knees. before a sta-
tue of the Virgin. ¢‘Blessed Lady,” she
exclaimed with lifted hands, ‘“have mercy on
me! let all to day end well!”

Pale as death did she enter the chamber
in which, on the day before, she had ac-
knowledged her love for Flodoardo, and he
had sworn to risk his life to ohtain her.—
Flodoardo was not yet arrived. .

"The assembly was brilliant, the conversa-
tion was gay. They talked over the poli-

y |
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tics of the day, and discussed the various
occurrences of Europe. The Cardinal and
Contarino were engaged in a conference
with the Doge, while Memmo, Parozzi and
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
canal, and the vanes of the palace-towers
créaked shrilly and discordantly. Onestorm
of rain followed hard upon another.

The clock struck four. The cheeks of
Rosabella, if possible, became’ paler than
before. Andreas whispered somewhat to his
chamberlain. In a few minutes the tread of
armed men seemed approaching the door of
the saloon, and soon after the clattering of
weapons was heard.

Instantly a sudden silence reigned through
the whole assembly. The young courtiers
broke off their love-speeches abruptly, and
the ladies stopped in their “criticisms upon
the last new &shions. The statesmen drop-
ped their political discussions, and gazed on
each other in silence and anxiety.

The Doge advanced slowly into the midst
of the assembly. Every eye was fixed up-
on him. The hearts of the conspirators beat
painfully.

“Be not surprised, my friends,” said An-
dreas, ‘‘at these unuma{ precautions; the
relate to nothing which necd interfere witi
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the pleasures of this society. You haveall
heard but too much of the Bravo Abzllino,
the murderer of the procurator Conari, and
of my faithful counsellors Manfrone and Lo-
mellino, and to whose dagger my illustrious
Fuest, the prince of Monaldeschi, has but
ately falien a victim. The miscreant, the
" object 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
ve.rgr saloon. .
Il, (astonished.)—Abzllino>—What! the
bravo Abellino?
Gonzaga.—Of his own accord?
JAndreas.—No; not of his own accord, in
truth; but Flodoardo of Florence has un-
dertaken to render this important service te
- the republic, to seize 'Abaeflino, cost what it -
may, and conduct him hither at the risk of
his life. s
. ¥ Senator.—The engagement will be diffi-
cult to fulfil. " I doubt much Flodoardo’s

keeping his proniise. -

J:u?tier.——l;iut if he should perform it, the
obligation which Flodoarde will lay upon
the republic will not he trifling.

- Third.—Nay, we shall all be his debt-
ors, nor do I know how we can reward Flo-
doardo for so important a service.

_+ Jindreas.—Be that my task. Flodoardo
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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 others with glances of envy
and surprise. : ,

Fulieri, (in a low voice.)—Parozzi, how will
this end? . : -

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

Parozzi,” (smiling contemptuously.)—It is
very likely that Abzllino should suffer him-
self to be caught!

Contarino.—Pray inform me, Signors,
have any of you ever met this Abzllino face
to face? ’ :

Several Noblemen at once.—Naot 1! never!

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

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

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

Memmo.~—1 have heard a thousand stories
about this miscreant, the one more wonder-
ful than the other; and for my own part, I
verily believe that he is Satan himﬁeﬁ'a ina
human form. I must say, that I think it
would be wiser not to let him be brought
ln among us, for he is capable of strangling

h
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us all as we stand here, one after another,
without mercy!

‘‘Gracious heaven!’ screamed several of
. theladies; “you don’t sayso? What! strane
gle us in this very chamber?” -

Contarino.—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
without 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 Abzllino, and
that man is Flodowdo of Florence. The.
moment that I became acquainted with him,
I 1prcq,\hesied. that one day or other he would
play a brilliant partin the annals of history.

nother Senator.—1I think with y6u, sig-
nor: never was I so much struck with a
man at first sight, as I was with Flodoardo.

- Contatino.—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 seizing hiin— :

Andreas.—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 thousand sequins!

The Senator.—Done! "

- Contarino, (smiling.)—Many thanks for
your gold, signor: I look on’ it as already
12



| 4

134 ABELLINO.

in my purse. Flodoarde is a clever gentle-
man, no doubt; yet I would advise him to
take godd care of himself, for he will find
that Aballino knows a trick or two, or [ am
much mistaken. =

Gonzaga.—May I ret};l‘xest your highness
4@ inform me, wgetber lodoardo 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. ,

Gonzaga, (to Contarino, with a smile of tris
umph.)—1 wish you joy of your thousand
‘sequins, signor. : v _

Contarino, (bowing respectfully. )—Since
f’our Excellency prophesies it, I can a0

onger doubt my success. :
emnio.—I begin to recover myselfl
Well, well! Let us see the end.

Three and twenty hours had elapsed
since Flodoardo had entered into his rash
engagement—the four and twentieth now
hast¢ned to its completion; and yet Flodo
ardo came not. '

g t——"

Caar. V.—The Clock strikes five!

_The Doge became uneasy. The Senater
Vnta!ba began toiremble for his thousand
sequins, and the conspirators could not re-
strain their spiteful [:mghter when Conta-
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rino gravely declared that he would gladl
lose ng:t om{lnohmd sequins, but twelgxty, lyf
the loss of his wager through Aballino’s
being captured mi%ht but secure the general
* safety of the republic.
. “Hark!”’ cried Rosabella, ¢the clock
strikes five.” N
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
dpon 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
" he dwelt upon the probability that Abzlli-
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 compawmy either formed
oups of whisperers, or strolled up and
own the apartment in evident uneasiness.
They would willingly have appeared gay
and unconcerned, but they found it impos-
sible to assume even an affectation of gaiety;
and thus elapsed -another hour, an stﬁl
Flodoardo came not.



196 - ABELLINO.

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

Coxtarino.—Was it at five that
Flodoardo enﬁa ed to produd®™Abmilino?
It is now a full hour beyond his time.

Vitalba.—Let him only produce him at
last, and he may be an hour beyond. his
time, if he chooses. .

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

The words were scarcely spoken when
the folding doors were thrown open, and
Flodoardo rushed ifto the room, enveloped
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
barrette, 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 Eead in sala-
tation of the assembly. _

Every one crouded round him; évery
mouth was unclosed to question him; e:y
eye was fixed on his face, as eager to antl-
cipate his answers. . '

“Holy Virgin!” exclaimed Memme, I
am afraid that—» .
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“Be silent, Signor!” interrupted Couta-
rino, sternly; ‘there is nothing to be afraid
»

¢“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 known to you the object of your being -
thus assergbled. 1 come to put an endto
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
ravo Abalino.”
* JAndreas, (examining his countenance with
ezireme anziely.)—Flodoardo, have ;'ou suc-
ceeded? Is Abzllino your prisoner?’

Flodoardo.—If Abellino is my prisoner,
shall Resabella be my bride?

Andreas.—Bring me Abellino, alive or
dead, and she is yours—I swear it beyond
the power of retracting, and swear also that
her dowry shall be royal!

Flodoardo.—{llustrious  Venetians, ye
have heard the Doge’s oath.

All.—We are your witnesses.

Flodoardo, (advancing a few paces with a bold
air, and speaking with a firm voice.)—Well
then, Abzllino ts in my power—is in yours.

All, (in confusion and a kind of uproar.)—
In onrs? merciful Heaven | —Where is he?
Abegllino? -

.Gndreaal.z—!s he dead or living?

¥
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Flodoardo.—He still. lives.

Gonzaga, (hastily.)—He lives? ,

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

Rosabella, (préssing 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, Ifiave won a
thousand sequins of you. .

Contarino.—So it should seem, Signor!

JAndreas.—My son, you have bound the re-
public to you for ever, and I rejoice that it
18 to Flodoardo that she is indebted for a

. service so essential.

**:.  Vitalba.—And permit me, noble Floren-
tine, to thank yéu for this heroic act in the
name of the Senate of Venice. Our first care
shall be to seek out a reward p rtion-
ed to your merits.

Flodoardo, (extending his arm towards Rosa-
bella with a melancholy air.)— There stands
the only reward for which I wish.

- JAndreas, (joyfully.) And that reward is
our own.” But- where have you left the
lood-hound? Conduct him hither, my

son,.and let me look on him once more. |

When last I saw him, he had the insolence

to tell me—¢Doge, I am your equal: this

varrow chamber now holds the two great-
est men 1n Venice.”-Now thenlet me see
how this other great man looks in captivity.
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Two or three Senators.—Where is he?
Bring him hither! .

- Several of the ladies screamed at hear~
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 Flodeoardo with a
smile expressing rather ‘sorrow than joy,
¢“‘you have nothing to apprehend. Abzllino
shall do you no harm; hut he needs must
come hither, to claim ‘the Bravo’s Bride,’ ”
and he pointed at Rosabella.

¢“0Q, 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 more at hearing Abzllino named;
Rosabella shall now.be.called ‘the Bravo’s
Bride’ no longer. - /

Falf$ri.—I1s Abellino already in this pa-
lace?

Flodoardo.—He is. :

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

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 doming.

At that word, both old and young, bot
male and female, with the rapidity of light-
- ning, flew to take shelter behind Andreas.
Every heart beat anxiouslv: but as to the

- |
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sonspirators, while e ting Absllino’s a
pearm, shey suﬂ'erxexc’le:hegtorme'm-s of tl‘:;
damned. )
Grave and tranquil sat the Doge in his
chair, like a judge appointed to pass sen-
tence on this King of the banditti. The
sfectators 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 hs nothing to fear, reclined
her head on Camilla’s shoulder, and gazed
on her heroic lover with looks of adoration.’
The conspirators, with g:llid cheeks and
staring eyes, filled up the back ground; and
a deas and awful silence prevared through.
the assembly. . .
¢“And now then,”” said Flodoardo, “pre-
_ pare yourselves—for this terrible Abgellino
shall ‘appear before you! Do not tremble;
he shalr do one harm.”

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

“Abzllino!” cried he at length, raisin
his head, and extending his arm towar
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
appearance, yet trembled more for Flodo-
ardo than herself. .- . - -
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“Abstlino!” the Florentine repeited in
“a loud and angry tone, threw from him his
mantle-and barrette, and had already laid
his hand 6n the leck of the door to apen it,
when Rosabella attered- a cry of terror!—
¢« Stay, Flodoardo!” she cried, rushing to-
wards him, and—Ha! Flodoardo was gone,
and there, in his place, stood Abzllino, and
shouted out—<‘Ho! ho!”

teas ”

——

Cuar. VI.—Jpparitions.

Instantly a Ioud cry of terror resounded
through the apartment. Rosabella sack
fainting at the Bravo’s feet; the conspirators
were almost suffocated with rage, terror,
and astonishment; the Jadies made signs of
the cross, and. began in all haste to repeat
their pater nosters; the senators stood root-
ed to their places like so many statues, and
the Doge doubted the information of his
ears and eyes.

Calm and terrible stood the Bravo before
‘them, in all the pomp of his strange and
awful ugliness; with his Bravo’s habit, hia

irdle filled with pistols and poniards, his

istorted yellow countenance, his black and
bushy eye brows, his lips convulsed, his
right eye covered by a large patch, and his
le?t half buried among the wrinkles of flesh |
which swelled around it. He gazed round ‘

o
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him fof a few moments in silence, and then
proached the stupified Andreas.

."“Ho! ho!” heroared ina voice like thun-

der, ‘“‘you wished to see- the Bravo Abal-

lino?—Doge of Venice, here he standsyand

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
Cardinal Gonzaga, and would have hastened
to the folding doors; when Abzllino put
his back against them, snatched a pistol
from lis 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, cxpires -that moment.
Fools! do you think I 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
not through compulsion. 1 am contentto’
he vour prisoner, and it was with that intent
tnut I came hither. No mortal should have
the glory of seizing Abellino; if justice
required him to be delivered up, it was

- mecessary that he should be delivéred up
by himself. Or do you take Abllino for
an ordinary ruffian, who passes his time in

~n
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skulking from the sbirri, and who murders
for the sake of despicable plunder? No, by
heaven, no! Abzllino was no such common
villain. It is true-1 wasa Bravo; but the
motives whieh induced me to become one
were great and striking.” '

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

n awful silence again reigned through
the saloon.  All trembled while they lis-
tened to the voice of the terrible assassin,
who strode through the chamber, proud
and majestic ag the monar¢h of the infernal
world. '

Resabella opened her eyes; their first
look fell fpon the Bravo. ¢Oh! God of
mercy!” exclaimed, “‘he is still there!—
Methought too shat Flodoardo—no, no—it
could not be! I was deceived by witchcraft!

Abzllino-ad¥ificed towards her, and at-
tempted to raifé-her. She shrunk from his
touch with horror.

¢No, Rosabg]la,” said the Bravo in an’
altered tone, ‘‘what you saw no illu-
sion. Your favored Flodoardo is no other
than Abailine the Bravo.”

“It is falge!” interrupted Rasabella, start-
ing from the ground in ir, and throw~
ing herself for refuge-on Camilla’s bosom;
“Monster, thou canst' not be Flodoardo—
such a fierid can never have been such a
serapht Flodoardo’s actions were good
and glorious ps a demi-god’s! ’twas of him ‘!
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that I learnt to love good and glorious ae-
tions, and it was he who encouraged me to
attempt them myself! His heart was pure
from all mean pissions, and capable of con-
ceiving all great designs! ever did he
scruple in the cause of virtue to endure fa-
tigue and pain, and to dry up the tears of
suffering innocence—that was Flodoardo’s
proudest triumph! Flodoardo and thou,—
wretch, whom many a bleeding ghost has
long since accused before the throne of
Heaven, dare not thon to profane the name
. of Flodoardo.” * 3 -

Abellino, { proud and earnest.)—Rosabella,
wilt thou foreake.me? Wilt-thou retract thy
promise? Look, Rosabella, andBe convin-
ced: I, the Bravo, and thy Flo#loardo are:
the same. .

He said, removed the patch from his eye,
and passed an handkerchiéf over his face
once or twice: in an instant his cothplexion
was altered—his bushy: eyedbrows and
straight black hair disappearsd, his featurés
were replaced in their natural symmetry,
and lo! the handsome Florentiné stood be-
fore the whole assembly, dressed in the
habit of the Bravo Abzllino, B

Abellino.—Mark me, Rospbella! : Seven -
times over, and seyen -times again, will I
change my appearance, even before your
eyes, and that so artfully, that, stady me as
you will, the transformatioqp shall still de-
ceive you. But cb@a'au I may;. of one

N
Y
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thing be assured—I am the man whom you
loved as Flodoardo. R .

The Doge gazed aad listened without be-
ing able 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. Abellino ap-
proached Rosabella, and said in atone of
supplication, ‘Rosabella, wilt thou break
thipromise? Am I'no longer dear to thee?’*

osabella was unable to answer; she stqod
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?” '

Rosabella,—Flodoardo—0! that I had
never loved—haAl never seen thee! .

Abellino.~—Rosabella, wilt thou still be
the bride of . F¥edoardo? wilt thou be ‘the
Bravo’s bride?’y .

Love struggled with abhorrence in Rosa-
bella’s bosom, and painful was the contest.

JAbellino.~—~Hear me, beloved one! It
was for thge that I have discovefed myself

-—that I have delivered myself into the

hands of }u.s’tice! 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 sheanswered not; but she threw
upon him t;éogk innocent and tender as over

¢



16 ~ ABALLINO. -

,vcamed frcm the“eye of an angel, and that
touk betrayed but too plainly that the mis-
creant was still master of her heart. She
turned from him hastily, threw herself into
Camilla’s arms, and exclaimed, “God for-
give you, man, for torturing meso cruely !’

The Doge had by this time recovered
from his stupor: "he started from his chair;
threats flashed from his eyes, and his lips
trembled with passion. He rushed towards
Aballino; but the senatorsthrew themselves
in his passage, and held him back by force.
In the mean while the Bravo advanced to
wards him with the most insolent compo-
sure, and requested himn to calm his agita-
tion. ¢“Doge of Venice,” said he, ‘“will you
keep your promise? That you gave it to
me, these noble lords aad laSies can testify.”’

Avdreas.—Monster! Miscreant!—oh! how

. artfully has this plan beer laid to ensnare
me!—Tell me, Venetians; tosuch a creditor
am [ obliged to discharge my fearful debt?
Long has he been playing a degeitful, bloody
{:art; the. hravest of our citizens havé_fallen
eneath his dagger, and it was the price of
their blood which has enabled him to act the

. nobleman in Venice. . Then comags he to me
in the disguise of 2 man of honour, seduces
the heart of my unfortunate Rosabella, ob-
tains promise by an artful trick, and

now claims the nmiden for his bride, in the
hexfe that the husband cf the Doge’s niece
will easily obtain an absolwt’on for his
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crimes. Tell me, Venetians, ought I to keep
my word with this miscreant?. ’
Senators.—No! no! by no means!
Abellino, (with solemnity.)—If Kou have
once pledged your word, you ought to keep
it, though given to the Rrince of darkness.
"Oh! fie! fie! Abellino, how shamefully
hast thou been deceived in thy reckoning.
1 thought I had to do with men of honour—
Oh! how grossly have I been mistaken!
(In a terrible voice,) Once again, and for the
last time, I ask you, Doge of Venice, wilt
thou break thy princely word?
Andreas, (in a tone 0f>:wthoﬁty.)-—(}ive up
our arms. )
Aballino.—And you will really withhold
from me iny just reward? Shall it be in
vain that l’ elivered Abzllino into your
power? '
JAndreas.—It was to the brave Flodoardo
that I promised Rosabella; I never entered ~
into an engagement ‘with the murderer Ab-
#llino. Let Flodoardo claim my neice, and
she is his; but Abzllino can have no claim
toher. Again I say, lay down your arms.
© Abellino, (laughing wildly.)—The mur-
derer Abzllino, say you? ﬁo! ho! Beiit
{our care to keep your promises, and trou-
le mot yourself about my murders—they
are my affair, and I warrant I shall find a
word or two to say in defence of them when
the judgment day arrives.

Gonzaga, (to the Doge.)—What dreadfal :
" blasphemy! . S

i
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JAbellino.—Oh! good lord Cardinal, inter-
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 favor then, good lord
Cardinal! s :

Gonzaga, (angrily, and_with imperious dig-
nﬂz.)—Address not thyselfto me, miscreant!
What crnst thou and {have to do together?
Venerable Andreas, delay no longer; let the
guards be called in!

JAbellino.—What? Is there then no hope
for me? Does no-one feel com?assion for
the wretched Abgllino? What! ne one?—
(A4 pause.)—All are silent?—all’ It is
enough! Then my fate is decided—call in -
y0l‘l)l‘ glbml‘idsg(m'th L :

osabella, a scregm o 5 Spring-

o Jorward, and falling at th{Daogg?c’:? Jeet.)—
Mercy! mercy!—pardon him—pardon Ab-
&llino! .

Abellino, (in repture.)—Sayest thou so?—
Ho! ho! then an angel prays for Abellino
in his last moments! '

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-
bella loves him still. ‘

_ Andreas, (pushing her away with indigne-
tion.)—Away, unworthy girl! you rave.

Abzllino folded his arms, gazed with

. eagerness on what was passing, and tears

L .
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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 on
me! The sentence which you pass on Abzl-
lino will be mine; it is for my own life that
I plead as well as Abllino’s—father! dear
father! reject not my suit, but spare him! -
JAndreas, (in an angry and decided tone.)—
Abellino dies!
Abeltino.—And can you look on with dry

eyes, while that innocent dove bleeds at

our feet? Go, barbarian; you never loved
Eosa_ bella 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

arts us. Thou lovest me as I would be
oved; Tam hlest 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 1nto 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 you
please; but ere you sit in_judgment over
me, Signors, I shall take the{iberty of pass-
"ing senten;:g upon some few of you. Now ‘

. t
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mark me! you see in me the murderer of
Conari! the murderer of Paolo Manfrone!
the murderer of Lomellino! I deny it not.
But would you know the illustrious persons
who paid me for the use of my dagfer?”
°_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. - .

“Guard them wel!” said Ahsllino, in a
terrible voice to the sentinels; ‘‘you have
your orders. Noble Venetians, loek on
these villains—it is to them that yoy are in-
debted for the "loss of your three néblest
citizens. 1 accuse of these murders, one,
two, three, four; and my good lord Card
nal there has the honor to be the fifth.”

Motionless and bewijldered stood the ae-
cused; tale-tellin% confession spoke in every
feature that the charge was true, and no one
was bold enough to centradict Abzllino. .

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

“This is all a shameful artifice,”’ the Ca%-
dinal at length contrived to say;. ‘‘the vil-
lain, perceiving that he hasno chance of
escaping punishment, is willing, out of mere
resentment, to involve us in his destruction.”

Contarino, (recovering himeelf.)—In the
wickedness of his life he has surpassed ail
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former miscreante, and now he is trying to
surpass them in the wickédness of his death.
" lino; (with meajesty.)—Be silent! 1
know your whole plot,. have seen your list
of proscriptibns, am well informed 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
tlemen with the white ribbons round
their'arms, who this very night intended to
overturn Venice.—~Be silent, for defence
wore Y. - :
Jndreas, (in  asionishment.)—Abzllino,
what'is the meaning. of all this? :
Abedino.—~Neither more nor less than

" that Abzllino:-har discovered and defeated

& conspiracy against-the constitution of Ve-

* nicey #and the life-of its Doge! The Bravo,

~-

In réteirn for your kind intention of sending
kim to destructionin a few hours, has pre-
gdrved yotfrom it . -

« - Vitdlbay (1othé avesmed.)—Noble Venetians,

you' are silent under this heavy charge?
Abellinoi—Fhey. are- wise, for no defence
could now avail them. Their troops are
already disarmed 'and lodggd in separate
durigeons: ‘of the state prison: visit them
there, and you will learn riore. You now
understand, proliibly, that I did not order
the doors of the saloon to be-guarded.for
the purpose 6f seizimg the terrible Bravo
Ab#lino;: bat of taking those heroes into
secute ciiséordy. And'now, Venitians, com-
- 13t LA
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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 I
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 from
me my promised bride? I have-saved vou
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 yet
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 alreu{y condemned by heaven
and their own conciences? Does a single
mouth unclose jtself inexculpation? Does a
single movement of the head give the lie to
mdy charge?, Yet the truth ef what I have
advanced shall be made still more evident.”
He turned himself to the conspirators:—
““Mark me!” said he, ““the first among you
who acknowledges the truth, shall receive
a free pardon. I swear «t, I, the Bravo
Abzllino!” '
The conspirators remained silent. Sud-
denly Memmo started forward, and threw
himeelf trembling at the Doge’s feet. *Ve-

A e ——— . A e . a v
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netians!’”’ he exclaimed, ¢“Abzllino has told
you true.” .

¢« 'Tis false! ’tis false!”” exclaimed the ac-
cueed altogether. '

¢Silence!” cried Abzllino 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!—Appear!
appear!” cried this dreadful man in a tone
still louder, ¢¢it is time.”

-Again he sounded his whistle; the folding’
‘doors were thrown open, and there stoo
the Doge’s so much lamented friends, Cona-
ri, Lomellino and Manfromne.

““We are betrayed!” shouted Contarino,
drew out a concealed dagger, and plunged
st in his bosom up to the very hilt.

. And now what a scene of rapture follow-
ed. Tears streamed down the silver beard
of Andreas as he rushed into the arms of his
long-lost companions: tears bedewed the
cheeks of the venerable tritmvirate, as they
once more clasped the knees of their prince,
their friend tﬁeir brother. These excel-
lent men, these heroes, never had Andreas
hoped to meet therp egain till they should
meet in heaven; and Andreas blest heaven
for permitting him to meet them once more
on earth. These four men, who hed valued
each other in the first dawn of youth, who
had fought by each other’s side in manhood,
were now assembled in age;and valued each

et
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other more than ever. The spectators gaz-
ed with universal interest on the scene be-
fore them; and the good old senators min-
gled tears of joy with those shed by the
re-united companions. In the happy delir-
ium of this moment, nothing but Andreas
and his friends was attended to; no one was
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 sob-

bing on the bosom of the handsome Bravo, -

and repeated, a thousand times, ‘“Abzllino
is then not a murderer.”

At lenith they began to recollect them-
selves—they looked round them—and the
first words which broke from every lip
werew‘‘Hail, savior of Vemice!”” The roof
rang with the name of Aballino, and unnum-
bered blessings accompanied the name.

That very Aballino, who, not an hour
before, had been doomed to the scaffold, by

the whole assembly, now stood calm and"

dignified as a god- before the adoring spec-
tators; and now he viewed, with compla-
cency, the men whose lives he had saved,
and now his eye dwelt with rapture on the
woman whose love was the reward of all his
dangers. . ‘ B

“Aballino!” said Andreas, advancing to-

;ll;t? Bravo, and extending his hand towards-
m.

“I am not Abieltino,” revlied ke, smiling,

o




while he prest the Doge’s hand respectfully
to his lips, ‘“‘neither am I Flodoardo of Flor-
| ence. fam by birth a Neapolitan, and by
name Rosalvo; the death of my inveterate
. -enemy, the Prince of Monaldeschi, makes it
i no longer necessary to eonceal who I really
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am.”

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

“Fear not,” continued Rosalve, ‘“Mon-
aldeschi, it is true, fell by my hand, but fell
m honorable combat. The blood which
stained his sword flowed from my veins,
and in his last moments conscience asserted
her empire in his bosom. He died not till
he had written, in hijs tablets, the most pos-
itive declaration of my innocence as to the
crimes with which his hatred had contrived
to blacken me; apd he alo instructed me
by 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,

. and all Naples is, by this time, informed of

* the arts by which Monaldeschi procured my
banishment, and of the many plots which hg
laid for my destruction; plots, which made
it necessary for me to drop my own charac-
ter, and never to -appear but in disguise.
After various wanderings, chance led me &
Venice; my appearance was so much alter
ed, that T dreaded not discovery—but I
dreaded (and with reason) pegishing in your
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streets with hunger. In this situation, -
accident brought me acquainted with the
banditti, by whom Venice was then infest-
ed. I willingly united myself to their soci-
ety, partly thx the view of purifying the.
repnblic from the presence of these wretches,
and partly in the hope of discovering through
them the more illustrious villains by whom °
their daggers were employed. - I was suc-
cessful; 1 delivered the banditti up to jus-
tice, and stabbed their captain in Rosabella’s
sight. I wasnow the only Bravo in Venice;
everyscoundrel was obliged to have recourse
to me: I discovered the plans of the conspi-
rators, and now yeu know them also. I
found that the deaths of the Doge’s three
friends had been determined on; and in
order to obtain full confidence with the con-
federates, it was necessary+to persuade them
.that these men had fallen beneath my da‘g]-
ger. No sooner had my plan been formed,
than I imparted it to Lomellino; he, and he
only was my confidant in this business. He
presented me to the Doge as the son of a
deceased friend; he assisted me with his
advice; he furnished me with keys to those
doors of the public gardens which no one
was permitted to pass through except An-
dicas and his particular ‘friends, and which
frequently enabled me to elude pursuit; he .
showed me several private passages in the
palace, by which I could penetrate unob-
served even into the Doge’s bed-chamber;

N
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when the time for his disappearance arriv-
ed, he not only readily consented to lie
coticealed in a retreat known only to our-
selves, but was also the means of inducing
Manfrone and Conari to join him in his re-
tirement, till the fortunate issue of this day’s
adventure permitted me to set them once
more at liberty. The banditti exist no lon-
- ger; the conspiratorsare in chains, my plans

are accomplished; and now, Venetians, if
you still think him deserving of it, here
stands the Bravo Abellino, and you may
Ierd him to the scaffold when you will!”

«To the scaffold?”’ exclaimed at once the
Doge, the senators, and the whole crowd of
nobili; and every one burst into enthusiastic
praises of the dauntless Neapolitan.

~ ¢«Oh! Abelline,” cried Andreas, while he

wiped away a tear; “I would gladly give
my dacal bonnet to be such a Bravo as thou
hast been!—‘Doge,’ didst thou once say to
me, ‘thou and I are the two greatest men
in Venice:’ But oh! how much greater is
thé Bravo than the Doge! Rosabella is that
jewel than which I have mothing in the
world more precious; Rosabella is dearer
to me than an emperor’s crown; Rosabella
is thine.” .

¢Abellino!” said Rosabella, and extended
her hand to the handsome Bravo.

“Triumph!” cried he; “Rosabella is t
Bravo’s bride!” and he clasped the blushing.
maid to his bosom.

-
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Caar. VII.—Conclusion. o

Ana now it would be not at all amiss to,
make Count Rosalvo .sit down quietly be-
tween the good old Doge and his lovely
niece, and then cause him to relate the mo-
tive of Monaldeschi’s hatred—in what man-
ver lie lost Valeria—what crimes were im-
puted to him, and how he escaped from the
assassins sent in pursuit of him by his ene-
my ; how he ha(y long wandered from place
to place, and how he had at length learnt
(during his abode in Bohemia with a gang
of gypsies) such means of disguising his fea-
tures as enabled him to defy the keenest
penetration to discover in the beggar Ab-
#llino the once admired Count ilosalyo;
how in this disguise he had returned to Ita-
ly; and how Lomellino, ascertaining that he
was universally believed at Naples, to have
long since perished by shipwreck, (and
therefore that neither the officers of the In-

© quisition nor the assassins emrloyed by his

enemy were likely to trouble themselves
any more about him) he had ventured to
resume, with some slight alterations, his
own a}»pearance at Venice;—how the arri-
val of Monaldeschi had obliged him to
conceal himself, till an opportunity offered
of presenting himself to the Prince when
unattended, and of demanding satisfaction
for his injuries; how he had %een himsel}
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ounded in several places by his antagonist,
though the combat:finally terminated in his
favor; how he had resoi:red to make vse of
Monaldeschi’s death to terrify Andreasstill
further, and of Parozzi’s conspiracy to ob-
tain Rosabella’s hand of the Doge; how he
had trembled lest the heart of his mistress
should have been only captivated by the
romantic appearance of the adventurer Flo-
doardo, and have rejected him when known
to be the Bravo Abellino; how he had re-
solved to make use of the terror inspired
by the assassin to put her love to the seve-
rest trial; and how, had she failed in that
trial, he had determined to remounce the
inconstant maid forever; with many other
hows, whys, and wherefores, which, not being
explained, will, I doubt not, leave much of
this tale involved in mystery: but before I
begin Rosalvo’s history, I must ask two
questions—

First, Do my readers like the manner in

which I relate gdventures? .
“Secondly, If my readers do like my man-
ner of relating adventures, can I employ
my time better than in relating them?
When these questions are answered, I may
possibly resume my pen. In the mean
while, Gentlemen and Ladies, good night,

. ®ud pleasant dreams attend you'
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