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is unlucky. So, when my mother appeared to me in a dream, to take
it from me and lay it aside, she knew what she did, poorsoul! There-
fore, by to-morrow’s sun we shal swear at San Samuel fidelity for
sver. Did you wish to satisfy yourself first, wicked one, that 1 was
not ugly 2”

“(0O Consuelo!” exclaimed Anzoleto, with anguish, “youn are a
child. We could nof marry thus, from one day to another, without
its being known. The Counf. and Porpora, whose protection is so
necessary to us, would be justly irritated if we took this step without
consulting or even informing them. Your old master does not like
me too well, and the count, as I know, does not care much for mar-
ried singers. - We cannot go fo San Samuel, where everybody knows
us, and where the first old woman we met would make the palace ae-
quainted with it in half an hour. We must keep our union secret.”

“ No, Anzoleto,” said Consuelo, “I cannot consent to so rash—so
ill-advised a step. I did not think of the objections you have urged
to a public marriage; but if they are well founded, they apply with
equal force to a private and clandestine one. If was not I who first
spoke of it. Anzoleto, although I thought more than once that we were
old enough to be married; yetit seemed right to leave the decision to
your prudence, and, if I must say it, to your wishes; for I saw very
well that you were in no hurry to make me your wife, nor had I any
desire to remind you. You have often told me that before settling
ourselves, we must think of our future family, and secure the needful
resources. My mother said the same, and it is only right. Thus, all
things considered, it would be too soon. First, our engagement must
be signed—is not that so?—then we mus rtain of the good will
of the public. We can speak of all th >r we make our debut.
But why do you grow pale, Anzolet Why do you wring your
hands? O Heavens! are we not happy? Does it need an oath to
insure our mutual love and reliance?”’

« ) Consuelo! how calm you are!—how pure!—how cold!” ex-
elaimed Anzoleto, with a sort of despair.

“Opld!” exclaimed the young Spaniard, stupefied, and crimsoned
with indignation. * God, who reads my heart, knows whether I love

ou!”
Yo Very well” retorted Anzoleto, angrily; ¢ throw yourself into his
bosom, for mine is no safe refuge; and I shall fly lest I become im-
pious.” =i

Thus saying he rushed towards the door, believing that Consuelo,
who had hitherto never been able to separate from him in any quar-
el however trifling, would hasten to prevent him; and in fact she
made an impetuous movement as if to spring after him, then stopped,
saw him o out, ran likewise to the door, and put her hand on the
Ateh in order to call him back. But summoning up all her resolution
by a superhuman effort, she fastened the bolt behind him, and then,
overcome by the violent strugele she had undergone, she swooned
away upon the floor, where she remain :d motionless till daybreak.

CONEBEUELO.

CHAPTER XIV.

“] MusT confess that I am completely enchanted with her,” said
Count Zustiniani to his friend Barberigo, as they conversed together
on the balcony of his palace about two o’clock the same night.

“That is as much as to say that I must not be s0,” replied the
young and brilliant Barberigo, “ and I yield the point, for your rights
take precedence of mine. Nevertheless, if Corilla should mesh you
afresh in her nets, you will have the goodness to let me know, that 1
may try and win her ear.”

“Do not think of it, if yonlove me. Corilla has never been other
than a plaything. I see by your countenance that yon are but mock-
ing me.”

% No, but I think that the amusement is somewhat serious which
ecauses us to commit such follies and incur such expense.”

“ T admit that I_"mrsm* my pleasures with so much ardor that I
spare no expense to prolong them; but in this case it is more than
fancy—it is passion which I feel. I never saw a creature so strangely
beautiful as this Consuelo; she islike a lamp that pales from time to
time, but which at the moment when it is apparently about to expire,
sheds so bright a light that the very stars are eclipsed.”

¢ Ah!"” said Barberigo, sighing, ** that little black dress and white
collar, that siender and half devoutf toilet, that pale, calm face, at
first so little striking, that frank address and astonishing absence of
coquetry—all become transformed, and, as it were, grow divine
when inspired by her own lofty genius of song. Happy Zustiniani,
who hold in your hands the destinies of this dawning star!’

“Wonld I were secure of the happiness which you envy! ButTam
discouraged when I find none of those passions with which I am ac-
quainted, and which are so easy to bring into play. Imagine, friend,
that this girl remains an enigma to me even after a whole day’s study
of her. It would almost seem from her tranquillity and my awkward-
ness, that I am already so far gone that I eannot see clearly.”

“ Trmly you are captivated, since you already grow blind. I, whom
hope does not confuse, can tell you in three words what you do not
nnderstand. Consuelo is the flower of innocence; she loves the little
Anzoleto, and will love him yet for some time; but if you affront this
attachment of childhood, you will only give it fresh strength. Ap-
pear to consider it of no importance, and the comparison which she
will not fail to make between you and him will not fail to cool her
preference.”

“ But the raseal is as handsome as an Apollo, he has a magnificent
voice, and must succeed. Corilla is already crazy about him; he is
not one to be despised by a girl who has eyes.”

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

“7 must then desire what I horribly fear, and which maddens
with rage when I think of it. What do you suppose? ”

*1 thiok they are merely betrothed.”
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“Bat it is impossible. He is a bold and ardent youth, and then the
manners of those people!”

“Consnelo is in all respects a prodigy. Yon have had experiencs
to little purpose, dear Zustiniani, if you do not see in all the move-
ments, all the looks, all the words of this girl, that she is pure as the
ocean gem.”

“ You transport me with joy.”

*“Take care—it is folly, prejudice. If you love Consnelo, she must
bo married to-morrow,so that in eight days her master may make her
feel the weight of her chain, the torments of jealousy, the ennui of a
troublesome, unjust, and faithless guardian; for the handsome Anzo-
leto will be all that. I could not observe him vesterday between Con-
suelo and Clorinda without being able to prophesy her wrongs and
misfortunes. Follow my advice, aud you will thank me. The bond
of marriage is easy to unloose between people of that condition, and
you know that with women love is an ardent fancy which only m-
cireases with obstacles.”

“ You drive me to despair,” replied the count; “nevertheless, I feel
Jhat you are right. ”

Unhappily for the designs of Count Zustiniani, this dialogue had a
listener upon whom they did not reckon, and who did notlose one syl-
lable of it. After quitting Consuelo, Anzoleto, stunc with jealousy
had come to prowl about the palace of his protector, in order to assure
himself that the count did not intend one of those forcible abductions
then so much in vogue, and for which the patricians had almost entire
impunity. He counld hear no more, for the moon, which just then
arose over the roofs of the palace. began to cast his shadow on the
pavement, and the two young lords, perceiving that a man was under
the balcony, withdrew and closed the window.

Anzoleto disappeared in order to ponder at his leisure on what he
had just heard; it was quite enongh to direct him what course to take
in order to profit by the virtuous counsels of Barberigo to hi= friend.
He slept searcely two hours, and immediately when he awoke ran to
the Corie Minelli. The door was still locked, but through the chinks
he could see Consuelo, dressed, stretched on the bed and sleeping, pale
and motionless as death. The coolness of the morning had roused her
from her swoon, and she threw herself on the bed withont having
strength to undress. Hestood for some moments looking at her with
remorsefal disquietude, but at last becoming uneasy at this heayy sleap,
so eontrary to the active habits of his betrothed, he gently enlarged an
opening throngh which he could pass his knife and slide back the bolt.
This occasioned some noise: but Consuelo, overcome with fatigue,
was not awakened. He then entered, knelt down beside her couch,
and remained thus until she awoke. On finding him there, Consuslo
uttered a cry of joy, but instantly taking away her arms, which she
h[a.d thrown round his neck, she drew back with an expressior of
alarm.

“You disad me now, and instead of embracing, fly me,” said he
with grief “Oh, I am cruelly punished for my fauit; pardon me,
Consuelo, and see if you have ever cause to mistrust vour friend
again. I have watched you sleeping for a whole hour; pardon me,
sister—Iit is the first and last time you shall have to blame or repulsa
your brother; I shall never more offend you by my jealousies or
sions. Leave me, banish me :f I fail in my oath. Are you
dear and good Consuelo ?”
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Consuelo only replied by pressing the fair head of the Venetian u
her heart, and bathing it with tears. This outburst cm_nforted“her,
and soon after falling back on her pillow, “ I confess,” said she, ”L'n.a.t.
I am overcome; I hardly slept all night, we parted so unhap{)‘ﬁy

“ Sleep, Consuelo; sleep, dear angel,” replied Anzoleto. Do you
remember the night that you allowed me to sleep on your couch,
while you worked and prayed at yorir little table? It is now my
turn to watch and proteet you—Sleep, my child: I shall turn over
your music and read it to myself whilst you repose an hour or two;
no one will disturb us before the EliEI]lTlg. ::’l,gep, then, and prove by

is confidence that you pardon and trust me.
u](.'nn:muln replied by a émvenly smile. He kissed her forehead and
placed himself at the table, while she smjoyed a refreshing sleep, min-
gled with sweet dreams. 1 ¥ >

Anzoleto had lived calmly and innocently too long with this young
girl to render it difficult after one day’s agitation, to regain his usnal
demeanor. This brotherly feeling was, as it were, the ordinary condi-
tion of his soul; besides, what he had heard the preceding night un-

ider the balcony of Zustiniani, was well calculated to strengthen his

faltering purpose. “Thanks, my brave gentlemen,” said he to lum‘-
‘self: “you have given me a lesson which the raseal will turn to ac-
count just as much as one of your own class. I shall abstain from
jealousy, infidelity, or any weakness which may give you an advan-
tage over me. Illustrious and profound Barberigo! your prophecies
bring counsel; it is good to be of your school.” : 3
Thus reflecting, Anzoleto, overcome by a sleepless night, dozed in
his turn, his head supported on his hand, and his elbows on the
table; but his sleep was not sound, and the daylight had begun to de-
cline as he rose to see if’ Consuelo still sfumbered. The rays of the
setting sun Streaming through the window, cast a g]orgnus purple
tineze on the old bed and its beautiful occupant. Her white mantilla
she had made into a curtain, which was secared to a filagree crucifix
nailed to the wall above her head. Her veil fell gracefully over her
well-proportioned and admirable figure; and, bathed in this rose-col-
ored light as a flower which closes its leaves together at the approach
of evening, her long tresses falling upon her white shoulders, her
hands crossed on her bosom as a saint on her marble tomb, she lo‘?ked
80 chaste and heavenly that Anzoleto mentally exclaimed, “Ah,
Count Zustiniani, that you conld see her this moment, and ‘)ehoidﬁl‘;e
prudent and jealous guardian of a treasure you vainly covet, beside
er!” s
1 ;t, this moment, a faint noise was heard outside, and Anzoleto,
whose faculties were kept on the stretch, thought he rﬁcngm.-ed tl:;
splashing of water at the foot of Consuelo’s ruined dwelling, althoug
gondolas rarely approached the Corte Minelli He mounted “1“ lr:
chair, and was by this means able to see through a sort ;‘_)['_lonpf 10le
near the ceiling, which looked towards the canal. He distinctly saw
Count Zustiniani leave his bark, and question L]]e half-naked children
who played on the beach. He was uncertain whether he should
awazer his betrothed or close the door; but, during the ten ‘mmuws
whicn the count occupied n finding out the garret of Consuelo, he
had time to regain the utmost self-possession and to leave the
door ajar, so that any one might enter without noise or h.mdmncle,
+hen reseating himself, he took a pen and pretended to write mu'sit.
He appeared -erfectly calm and tranquil, although his heart Deat vio-
lently
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The eount slipped in, rejoicing in the idea of sw prising his pro
whose obvions destitution he conceived would favor his corrupt in-
tentions. He brought Consnelo’s engacement ready signed along
Wwith him, and he thought with such a passpors his reception could
not be very discouraging; buf at the first sight of the strange sanetu-
ary in which this sweet girl slept her angelic sleep under the watch-
fal eye of her contented lover, Count Zustiniani lost his presence of
mind, entangied his cloak which he had thrown with a conquering ais
over his shoulders, and stopped between the bed and the table, utter-
ly uncertain whom he should address. Anzoleto was revenged for the
scene at the entrance of the gondola.

“ My lord,” he exclaimed, r r, as if surprised by an unexpected
visit, “shall I awake my betrothed 2 ”

“No,” replied the count, already at his ease, and affecting to turn
his back that he might contemplate Consuelo; “I am so happy to see
her thus, I forbid you to awaken her.”

; = ’Yes, you may look at her,” thought Anzoleto; *itis all I wished
for.”

Consuelo did not awaken, and the count, speaking in a low tone
and assuming a gracious and tranquil.aspect, expressed his admiration
without restraint. “ You were right, Zoto,” said he with an easy air;
% Consuelo is the first singer in Italy, and I was wrong to doubt that
she was the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“ ¥our hichness thought her frightful, however,” said Anzoleto,
mm.uansly.

“You have doubtless complained to her of all my folly; but I re-
serve to myself the pleasure of obtaining pardon by so honorable and
complete an apology, that you shall not asain be able to injure me in
recalling my errors.”

“Injure you, Signor Count'—how-could I do so even had I the
wish ? *

Consuelo moved. “ Let us not awaken her too suddenly,” said the
count, and clear this table, that I may place on it and read, her en-
gagement. Hold!” said he when Anzoleto had obeyed him; “cast
your eyes over this paper, whileé we wait for hers to open.”

5 engagement before trial!—it is magnificent, my noble patron.
A_"dd she 1s to appear at once, before Corilla’s engagement has ex-

ired P 7
: “ That is nothing; there is some trifling debt of a thousand sequins
or so due her, which we shall pay off.”

“But what if Corilla should rebel!”

“ We will confine her under the leads.”

“?Fore Heaven ! nothing stops your highness.”

“ Yes, Zoto ” replied the count coldly: “ thus it is: wha. we Gesira
we do, towards one and all.”

“ And the conditions are the same as for Corilla—the same condi-
tions for a debutante without name or reputation, as for an illustrious
performer adored by the public.

“The new singer shall have even more; and if the conditions
granted her predecessor do not satisfy her, she has only to say a word
and they shall be doubled Everything depends upon herself;” eon-
tinued he, raising his voiee a little, as he perceived that Consuelo was
awake: “her fate is in Fer own hands.”

Consuelo had heard ail this partially, through her g’eep. When she
kad rubbed her eyes, and assured herself that she was not dreaming
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AT s T e
e signature of the ccunt—

Anzoleto and Consuelo severally acree to such conditions as it
sh;llhplease Count Zustiniani to iinpose, after their Arst s:ppeara.noa
gal:cSaft?::ill.‘t’dLe place durnrg the ensuing month at the theatre of

Eg?;i:q\:g?hﬁﬂdllgé fll?&rp't:w:ti 11;1 lpm.l_ to her lover.

en 3 g,” said she. * ¥on can do no less to prove
your gratitude, and your confidence in yonr benefactor.”

Anzoleto had glaneed over it in a twinkling; he sizned—it was bat
the work of a moment—The count. read over h shonlder.

“ Consuelo,” said he, * yon are a strange girl—in truth an admirable
creature. You will both dine with me,” he continued, tearing the
contract and offering his hand to Consuelo, who :mfrepted,il-' but at the
same time requested him to wait with Anzoleto in his gondola while
she should arrange her toilet. =

“ Decidedly,” said she to herself when alone, “I shall be able to buy
a new marriage robe.” She then arranged her muslin dress, settled
her hair, and flew down the stairs singing with a voice fuk.l L;f fresh-
ness and vigor. The count, with excess of courtesy, had waited for
her with Anzoleto at the foot of the stair. She believed him further
off, and almost fell into his arms, but suddenly disengaging “herself,
shé took his hand and carried it to her lips, after the fashion of the
country, with the.respect of an inferior who does not. wish to infringe
upon the distinetions of rank; then turning she clasped her betrothed
and bounded with joyous steps towards the gondola, without await-
ing the ceremonious escort of her somewhat mortified protector.

CHAPTER XV.

TaE count seeing that Consuelo was insensible to the stimulus of
gain, tried to flatter her vanity by offering her jewels and ornaments;
but these she refused. Zustiniani at first imagined that she was
aware of his secret intentions; but he soon saw that it was but a
species of rustie pride, and that she would receive no recompense un-
til she had earned it by working for the prosperity of his theatre.
He obliged her however to accept a white satin dress, observing that
she could not appear with propriety in her muslin robe in his saloon
and adding that he would consider it a favor if she would abandon
the attire of the people. She snbmitted her fine figure to the fashion-
able milliners, who made the very most of it, and did not spare the
material. Thus transformed in two days into a woman of the world,
and induced to accept a necklace of fine pearls which the count pre-
sented to her as payment for the evening when she sangz before him
and his friends, she was beautiful, if not according to her own peculiar
style of beauty,at least as she should be admired by the vulgar. This
result however was not perfectly attained. At the first glance Con-
suelo neither struck nor dazzled anybody; she was always pale, and
her modest, studious habits took from her look that brilliant glance
which we witness in the 2yes of women whose only object is to
shine. The basis of her :hsracter, as well as the dist/nguishing
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pecnllarity of her enuntenance, was a reflective seriousness—One
might see her eat, and talk, and weary herself with the trivial cou-
cerns of daily life, without even supposing that she was preity; but
once the smile of enjoyment, so easily allied to serenity of soul, came
to lizht up her features, how charming she became! And when she
was further animated—when she interested herself seriounsly in the
business of the piece—when she displayed tenderness, exaltation of
mind, the manifestation of her inward life and hidden power—she
ghone resplendent with all the fire of genius and love, she was
another being, the audience were hurried away—passion-stricken as it
were—annihilated at pleasure—without her being able to explain the
mystery of her power.

‘What the count experienced for her therefore astonished and an-
noved him strangely. There were in this man of the world artistic
chords which had never yet been struck. and which she caused to thrill
with unknown emotions; but this revelation could not penetrate the
patrician’s <ounl suficiently to enable him to discern the impotence and
poverty of the means by which he attempted to lead away a woman
so different from those he had hitherto endeavored to corrupt.

He took patience and determined to try the effects of emulation.
He conducted her to his box in the theatre that she might witness
Corilla’s suecess, and that ambition might be awakened in ber; but
the result was quite different from that which he expected from it.
Consuelo left the theatre, cold, silent, fatigued, and in no way excited
by the noise and applause. Corilla was deficient in solid talent, noble
sentiment, and well-fonrnded power: and Consuelo felt quite compe-
tent to form an opinion of this forced, factitions talent, already vitiated
at its source by selfishness and excess. She applauded unconsciously,
uttered words of formal approval, and disdained to put on a mask of
enthusiasm for one whom she could neither fear nor admire. The
count for amoment thought her under the influence of secret jealousy
of the talents, or at least of the person, of the prima donna. = * This
is nothing,” said he, * to the trinmphs you will achieve when you ap-

ar before the public as you have already appeared before me. I
hope that you are not izhtened by what you see.” :

“ No, Signor Cour replied Consuelo, smiling; = the public fright-
ens me not, for I never think of it. I only think of what might be
realized in the part which Corilla fills in so brilliant a manner, but in
which there are many defects which she does not perceive.”

“What! you do not think of the public?”

“No: 1 think of the piece, of the intentions of the composer, of the
spirit of the part, and of the sood qualities and defects of the orches-
tra. from the former of which we are Lo derive advantage, while we
are to conceal the latter by a louder intonation at certain parts. I
listen to the chorases, which are not always satisfactory, and require
a more strict direction; I examine the passages on which all one's
strength is required, and also those of course where it may advan-
tageously be reserved. You will pereeive, Signor Counnt, that I have
many things to think of besides the public, who know nothing about
all that I have mentioned, and can teach me nothing.”

This grave judgment and serious inguiry so sarprised Zustiniani
that ke could not utter asingle question, and asked himself, with some
trepidation, what hold a g lant like himself could have on genins of
this stamp.

The appeararce of the two debutants was preceded by all the usus.
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inflated announcements; and this was the sonree of eontinual disens.
slon and difference of opinion between the eonnt and Porpora, Consns
elo and her lover. The old master and his pupil blamed the quack
announcements and all these thousand unworthy tricks which have
driven us so far into folly and bad faith. In Venice during those days
the journals had not much to say as to public affairs; they did not
concern themselves with the composition of the andience; they wera
unaware of the deep resources of public advertisements, the gossip of
biographical announcements, and the powerfol machinery of hired ap-
planse.  There was plenty of bribing and not a few cabals, but all
this was eoncocted in coteries, and brouzht abount throungh the instro-
mentality of the public, warmly attached to one side or sincerely hostila
to the other. Art was not always the moving spring; passions great
and small, foreign alike to art and talent, then as now, came to do
battle'in the temple; but they were not so skilful in concealing these
sources of discord, and in laying them to the account of pure love for
art. At bottom, indeed, it was the same vulgar, worldly spirit, with a
surface less complieated by eivilization.

Zustiniani managed these affairs more as a nobleman than the con-
ductor of a theatre. His ostentation was a more powerful impulse
than the avarice of ordinary speculators. He prepared the public in
his saloons, and warmed up his representations beforehand, It s trua
his conduet was never eowardly or mean, but it bore the puerile stamp
of selfove, a busy gallantry, and the pointed gossip of good society.
He therefore proceeded to demolish, piece by piece, with considerable
irt, the edifiee so lately raised by his own hands to the glory of Corilla.
Everybody saw that he wanted to set nup in its place the miracle of
talent; and as the exclusive possession of this wonderfal phenomenon
was aseribed to him, poor Consuelo never suspected the nature of his
intentions towards her, although all Venice knew that the count, dis-
gusted with the conduct of Corilla, was abont to introduce in her place
another singer; while many added, “Grand mystification for the
public, and great prejudice to the theatre; for his favorite is a little
street singer, who has nothing .to recommend her except her fine voice
and tolerable ficure.”

Hence arose fresh cabals for Corilla, who went abont playing the
part of an injured rival, and who implored her extensive eircle of
adorers and their friends to do justice to the insolent pretensions of
the zingarella. Hence also new cabals in favor of Consuelo, by a
numerous party, who, althongh differing widely on other sabjects,
united in a wish to mortify Corilla and elevate her rival in her place.

As to the veritable dilettanti of music, they were equally divided
between the opinion of the serious masters—such as Porpora, Mar-
cello, and Jomelli, who predicted with the appearance of an excellent
musician, the return of the good old usages and casts of performanca
—and the anger of second-rate composers, whose compositions Co-
rilla had always preferred, and who now saw themselves threatened
with neglect in her person. The orchestra, dreading to set to work on
scores which had been long laid aside, and which consequently would
require study, all those retainers of the theatre, whoin every thorough
reform always foresaw an entire change of the performers, even the
very scene-shifters, the tirewoman, and the hair-dressers—all were in
movement for or against the débutante at San Samuel. In point of
fact the debut was much more in everyyody’s thoughts than the new
administratioa or the acts of the Doge, Pietro, Grimaldi, who had juss
then peaceably suceceded his predecessor, Luigi Pisani,
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Consuelo was exceedingly distressed aiz t}lese dill::iy?m aqe.d wt}si g;t.ttz
parrels connected with her new career; she wc‘: ?.:vatconeemed
come out at once, without any other prepara_l;i(m t:larlis;ud ek ae
Bepalband the v s ?}elne;zul::lcel‘o ?;é? ?z?ur‘z dangerous than
those endless intrigues which seemed 1o Jnore, dengarane PR
ic 21t she counld verz well dispense with
“‘\eﬁu'angowizt\'h;:;er':[iﬁa;‘;::'ivt?nto the secrets of his profession, and
c'.'luns;.'i:l‘led ;n be envied his imaginary happiness, sp:l;'?d nothing bt.:
s artisans, and made her come every day to 1.31; paia_c? to s
st p‘i tL all the aristocracy of Venice. Consuelo’s modp;ty an
pr:;—*se:;;rt[(‘ﬂ i{;llsuppori{ul_ his d 1s,- but he induced her fo sing, and
iﬁ:ii‘ictorv was at once decisive br:1]mm'_]ncfmI?EI::zli.etr<;thed A
Anzoleto was far from S:ia}r;llg the rl\)\[);:f:;;ﬂzl;? Io‘w.m: Shst bl
C ary e = 3 STCCessS Wi 5 ans = -
ey sf:t“t‘{:ll‘irlijnn;ﬁl? thehcoum. was not so ardgnt in his ’fa\'nr, 3133
‘Eﬁf-tenor whom he was to succeed was a man of tul;-.?:‘t. ‘t\lh?u‘mvl?nt’s
be easily forgotten. It is true he also sang nightly .s.E e ou
g d Consuelo in their duets brought him out admirably; so
El?']?cirggd and -stu.—-t;xined by the magie of a genius snp_x:p(;lf Vibiltllt:
ov?n' he often attained great ip‘eighi.:!s. [-i{t]z w;;:lsr‘_;:\ t};ﬁ;:‘:;:él;\;;?;:d -
; r r =1 I winen 1€ 536 3 S XCIted
f‘-’mﬁ?,?gf:,‘ié“?“;t.pf:‘l,j\l;diﬁf:rg:t-_-pccially when Consuelo had T‘l!"'(.‘,??](;“ig
b3 - - = = = e 1
}Eiwlf, his deficiency was g\g{im‘:‘»lelt“,l::lu‘t_li f)[: ~11:<:]|.]1 ‘E?:it:lC(;:::s];elo
*his was the time to work with renewed vigor; bl vain
gxhli?mr‘:tat‘; tllii?hl.laml appointed him to meet her ea?l.llbgl;;i;;;grg;lélﬁ
Corte Minelli—where she persisted in |‘un.1:-um,r‘1{__,', ;;;:r B T
strances of the count, who wished to e_\}’::q.i]lol r]rlavmnenh et
Anzoleto had so much to do—so many ‘V!._:lL‘S, e‘nh beemne e
tricues on hand—such dlst.ractlzr:;f 111;;1:1::;;:. to oceupy
ither time nor courage was left for study. e
nei}:]she midst of these perplexities, seeing _tf\at {.lfectg:le;.}xtmzt‘)og&(?;
tion would be given by Cotlla, et 21 Mot resolved fo visit hier
ave himself any tronble abo er, Anzol T o, U hex
Fimsal T rder o deprcsts bor il 0 T ot
sived, she had pretended to take the mat ry lightly, :
g;:a neglect and E:mm‘mpt of Zustiniani with 1-)3nil‘)'h{'iv]ngglxr:éll%c;-?l(i?;gt
She mentioned and boasted everywhere that she had ro e
offers from the Italian opera at l'f\l"lﬁ.‘ﬂllii c-a!cu:.l.t.il:}._,t 1113111&‘111:15'10:13
which she thought awaited her arrival.mu_ﬁhcq oulrl},_:‘; w:vith Lo
of the count, and his party. Anzoleto thought tll"s LD i
and by employing a little deceit, he might dis r!irll_ t‘u w:iiwd abjo e
my; and having perfumed and adorned himseli, ”;er‘ o el
Olae‘ in the afternoon—an hour when the siesta renders

and the palaces silent.

CHAPTER XVL

AxzoLETO fonnd Colla alone in a charm'ng boqdolllr, r«;:l]:tlll;ﬁ %:
a conch in a becoming undress; but the a.l_terat']ons 1:1 _(sisrw el d
daylight led him to suspect that her_ser:u_r:t?" -“.n,l,_][ reiﬁévcrlhe]ess. e
was not so great as her faithful partisans asserted. D
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recefved him with an easy air, and tapping him playfully on the cheel,
while she made a sign 1o her servant to withdraw, exclaimed—¢
wicked one, is it yon?—are you come with vour tales, or would yon
make me believe you are no dealer in flourishes, nor the most intri-
guing of all the postulants for fame? Yon were somewhat conceited,
my handsome friend, if you supposed that I should be disheartened
by your sndden flicht after so many tender deelarations: and still
more conceited was it to suppose that you were wanted. for in four-
and-twenty hours I had forzotten that such a person existed.”
*Fonr-and-twenty hours!—tha* is a long time,” replied Anzoleto,
issing the plump and rounded arm of Corilla, Ah, if 1 believed
that, I should be proud indeed; but I know that if I was so far de-
eeived as to believe yon when you said—"

*“ What I said, T advise you to forget also.
would have found my do«
come to-day!” 3

“Is it not good taste to leave those who are in favor, and to lay
one’s heart and devotion at the feet of her who—"

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

Although the disgraced prima donna was no longer in her early
freshness—althoungh the mid-day sun was not much in her favor, and
although vexation had somewhat taken from the effect of her full-
formed features—Anzoleto, who had never been on terms of intimacy
with a woman so brilliant and so renowned, felt himself moved in re-
gions of the soul to which Consuelo had never descended, and whence
he had voluntarily banished her pure image. He therefore palliated
the raillery of Corilla by a profession of love which he had only inten-
ded o feign, but which he now actually began to experience. I say
love, for want of a better word, for it were to profane the name to
apply it to the atiraction awakened by such women as Corilla.
When she saw the young tenor really moved, she grew milder, and
addresscd him after a more amiable fashion.

1 confess,” said she, “you selected me for a whole evening, but I
did not altogether esteem you. I know you are ambitious, and conse-
quently false, and ready for every treason. I dare not trust to you.
You pretended to be jealons on a certain nicht in my gondola, and
took upon you the airs of a despof. That micht have disenchanted
me with the inspi gallantries of our patricians, but you deceived
me, ungrateful one! you were engaged to another, and are going to
marry—whom ?—oh, I know 7 well—my rival, my enemy, the
debutante, the new protegée of Zustiriani. = Shame upon us two—
upon us three—upon us alll” added she, growing animated in Spite
of herself, and withdrawing her hand from Anzoleto.

* Cruel creature!” he exclaimed, trying to regain her fair fingers,

youa ought to understand what passed in my heart when I first saw
rou, and not busy younrself with what occupied me before that terri-
ble moment. As to what happened since, can you not guess it, and
is there any necessity to reeur to the subject? ”

* 1 am not to be put off with half words and reservations; do you
love the zingarella, and are you aboat to marry her?”

“And if I loved her, how does it happen I did not marry her be-

jore 2”7

* Perhaps the count would have ppposed it. Every one knows whas

Had you called, you
or shut against yon. What assurance to

he wants now.
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They even say that he has ground for impatienne,
i ne still more s0.” : Feni o
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woull remove you, since thereby he would cease to suffer. He mests
a litie creature in his path who appears to display resources, and who
only asks to be heard. . Is this a crime on the part of a poor child
who only hears your name with terror, and who never utters it her-

self’ without respect? And you aseribe to this little one insolent. pre- &

tensions which she does not entertain. The efforts of the count to
recommend her to his friends, the kindness of these friends, who ex-
aggerate her deserts, the bitterness of yours, who spread calumnies
which serve but to annoy and vex you, whilst they should but calm
your soul in picturing to you your glory unassailable, and your rival
all trembling—these are the prejudices which I discover in you, and
at which I am so confounded that I hardly know how to assail them.”

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

“You know Porpora; you kunow all his crotchety ideas. An ene-
my of all originality in others, and of every innovation in the art of
song, he declares a little pupil, who listens to his dotage, submissive
to his pedantry, and who runs over the scale decently, to be preferable
%o all the wonders which tlie public adores. How long have you tor-
mented yourself about this crazy old fool? 7

‘““ Has she no talent, then?”

“She has a good voice, and sings church music fairly, but she ean
know nothing about the stage; and as to the power of displaying
what talent she has, she is s0 overcome with alarm, that there is
gzucﬁ: reason to fear that she will lose what little Heaven has given

er.

# Afraid!—what, she? I have heard say, on the other hand, that
she is endowed with a fair stock of impudence? ”

“Ah, the poor girl! Alas! some one must have a great spite at
her. You shall hear her, divine Corilla, and you will be touched with
sympathising pity, and will appland her rather than have her hissed,
as you said for her just now.”

“ Either yon are cheating me, or my friends have cheated strangely
concerning her.”

“ They have cheated themselves. In their absurd and useless ardor
for you they have got frightened at seeing a rival raised up to you.
Frightened at a mere child l—and frightened for yon! Ah, how little
can they know you! Oh, were I your permitted friend, I should
know better what you are, than to think that I was doing you aught
but injury in holding up any rivalry as a fear to you, were it that of a
Faustina or a Molteni.”

“Don’t imagine that I have been frichtened. I am neither envious
nor ill-natured, and I should feel no regret at the success of any one
who had never injured my own. But when I have cause to believe
<hat people are injuring and braving me, then indeed—"

“Will you let me bring little Consuelo to your feet? Had she
dared it, she would have come to ask your aid and advice. Butshe
is a mere shy child. And you, too, have been calumniated to her.
ghe};ﬁs"been told that you are cruel, revengeful and bent on causing

er fall.
h.i:h%h?’ has been told s0? A, then I understand what brought yow
: &
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&Yon nnderstand nothing of the sort, madam. For I did not he-
Heve at all, and never shall believe ik You have not an idea wkhat
o )_“ A
br?guxﬂlllh{_injtu spoke, Anzoleto furned his sparkling eyes upon (,L.lrl.“ITi
and bent his knee before her with the deepest show of reverence an
l‘,:\t"n.)rilla was destitute neither of acuteness uor}uf il.i_—na.uu:es btztas
happens to women excels.:ﬁvel_y I,al\&% E;::gs;hf?;;f]mb’ vanity sealed

er ey nd precipitated her into rap.
hk.‘;lféﬁagughlt :-:hé had nothing to apprehend as regarded Allzgltz‘tc_'a
gentiments for the debutante. When he justified himself, apd 5“0.:.3
by all the gods that he had never loved this young girl, save as a
brother should love, he told the truth, and there was so much confi-
dence in his manner that Corilla’s jealousy was oyercome. An‘le'ng,ua
the great day approached, and the cabal was ;}Iilllll.ililll!jl. 'Cnn_li"r.ho,i;
her part, themceforth went on in a different direction, iull; DErsua E.d
that the timid and inexperienced Consuelo would not succeed, an
that Anzoleto would owe her an infinite obligation for having con-
tributed nothing to her downfall. Besides, he Irlad the ad(_]reas L(‘J emd
broil her with her firmest cl;;m:piuns,fp{‘cmndmg to be jealous, an
iging her to dismiss them rather rudely.
Ob{kgl];ijlithlﬁztt.lms labored in secret to Ihka,atvthe hopes of a woman
whom he pretended to love, the cunning Venetian pluye.d_anh_t}xer
ame with the count and Consuelo. He boasted to them of I_mtu‘xg.
disarmed this most formidable enemy by dexterous management, in-
terested visits, and bold falsehoods. The count, 1r1_vulmg.~, a;nd some-
what of a zossip, was extremely amused by l!'x(*_:-stl'{l-xes of his protege.
His self-love was flattered at the regret which Corilla was said to ex-
perience on account of their rrel, and he m-gcd on this young man,
with the levity which one witnesses in affairs of love and gallantry,
to the eommission of cowardly perfidy. Consuelo was a.\_dnmshed a_nd
distressed. “ You would do better,” said she, “ 1o excreise your voica
and study your part. You think you have done much in pr:.);uur_itmg
the enemv, but a single false note, a movement badly expressed, would
do more against you with the impartial public than the allencle :}f P_l:ﬁ
envious. It isof this public that yu}u é!}i_r:l}.(] think, and 1 see wi
ai sou are thinking nol 1z abont it. :
pi‘l‘“Bté]::iEn. little Consuelo,” said he; “your error Is to believe apx_ﬂ:i-l
lic at once impartial and enlightened. Those best acquainted wit
*he matter are hardly ever in earnest, and those who are in eamesé
¥now so little about it, that it only requires boldness to dazzle an

lead them away.”

CHAPTER XVIL

Ix the midst of the anxieties awakened by the desire of suceess,
and by the ardor of Corilla, the jealousy of Anzoleto with regard to
the count slumbered. Happily, Consuelo did not need a more watch-
fol or more moral protector. Secure in innocence she avoided the
advances of Zustiniani, and kept him at a distance pr:,'clsel_y by car-
ing nothing about it. At the end of a fortnight this Venetian “biec;
tine acknowledged that she had rone of those worldly passions wh

13
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fe4 to corruption, hough he sparel na pains to makes them spriug op.
But even in this respect he had advaiced no farther than the first
day, and he feared to ruin his hopes by pressing them too openly.
Had Anzoleto annoyed him by keeping watch, anger might have
caused him to precipitate matters; but Anzoleto left him at perfect
liberty. Consuelo distrusted nothing, and he only tried to make him-
self agreeable, hoping in time to become necessary to her. There
was no sort of delicate attentions, or refined gallantries, that he
omitted. Consuelo placed them all to the account of the liberal and
slegant manners of his class, united with a love for art and a natuaral
goodness of disposition. She displayed towards him an unfeigned
regard, a sacred gratitude, while he, happy and yet dissatisfied with
this pure-hearted unreserve, began to grow uneasy at the sentiment
;'vhich he inspired until such period as he might wish to break the
ce.

While he gave himself np with fear, and yet not without satisfac-
tion, to this new feeling—consoling himself a little for his want of
suceess by the opinion which all Venice entertained of his triumph
—(Corilla experienced the same transformation in herself. She loved
with ardor, if not with devotion; and her irritable and imperious
sonl bent beneath the yoke of her young Adonis. It was fruly the
queen of beauty in love with the beautifal hunter, and for the first
time humble and timid before the mortal of her choice. She affected
with a sort of delight, virtues which she did not possess. So true it
is that the extinction of self-idolatry in favor of another, tends to
raise and ennoble, were it but for an instant, hearts the least suscep-
tible of pure emotions.

The emotion which she experienced reacted on her talents, and it
was remarked at the theatre that she performed pathetic parts more
naturally and with greater sensibility. But as her character and the
essence of her nature were thus as it seemed inverted; as it required
a sort of internal convulsion to effect this change, her bodily strength

ave way in the combat, and each day they observed—some with ma-
icious joy, others with serious alarm—the failure of her powers. Her
brilliant execution was impeded by shortness of breath and false in-
tonations. The annoyance and terror which she experienced, weak-
ened her still farther, and at the representation which took place pre-
vious to the debut of Consuelo, she sang so false, and failed in so
many brilliant passages, that her friends applauded faintly, and wera
soon redueced to silence and consternation by the murmurs of her op-
ponents.

At length the great day arrived: the house was filled to suffocation.
Corilla, attired in black, pale, agitated, more dead than alive, divided
between the fear of seeing her lover condemned and her rival tri
umph, was seated in the recess of her little box in the theatre. Crowds
of the aristocracy and beauty of Venice, tier above tier, made a brilliant
display. The fops were crowded behind the scenes, and even in thefront
of the stage. The Iady of the Doge took her place along with the great
dignitaries of the republic. Porpora directed the orchestra in person;
and Count Zustiniani waited at the door of Consuelo’s apartment till
she had concluled her toilet, while Anzoleto, dressed as an antigae
warrior, with all the absurd and lavish ornaments of the age, retired
behind the scenes to swallew a draught of Cyprus wine, in order to
yestore his courage.

The opera was neither of the classic period nor yet the work of an
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mmovator. Tt was the unknown production of a stranger. To escape
the cabals which his own name or that of any other eelebrated person
wonld have caused, Porpora, above all things anxious for the success
of his pupil, had brought forward Ipermnestra, the lyrical production
of a young German, who had enemies neither in Italy nor elsewhere,
and who was styled simply Christopher Gluck.

When Anzoleto appeared on the stage a marmur of admiration
burst forth. The tenor to whom he succeeded—an admirable singer
who had had the imprudence to confinue on the boards till his voice
became thin and age had changed his looks—was little regretted by
an ungrateful public; and the fair sex, who listen oftener with their
eyes than with their ears, were delighted to find, in the place of a fat,
elderly man, a fine youth of twenty-four, fresh as a rose, fair as Phee-
bus, and formed as if Phidias himself had been the artist—a true son
of the lagunes, Bianco crespo, e grassotio.

He was too much agitated to sing his first air well, but his maegnifi-
cent voice, his graceful attitudes, and some happy turns, sufficéd to
propitiate the audience and satisfy the ladies. The débutant had
great resonrces; he was applanded threefold, and twice brought hack
Before the scenes, according to the custom of Italy, and of Venice in
particular.

Success cave him courage, and, when he reappeared with Iperm-
nestra. he was no longer afraid. But all the effect of this scene
was for Consuelo. They only saw, only listened to her. They said
to each other, “ Look at her—yes, it is shel” “Who ?—the Span-
jard?” * Yes—the débutante, Pamante del Zustiniani.”

Consuelo entered, self-possessed and serious. Casting her eyes
around. she received the plaudits of the spectators with a propriety
of manner equally devoid of humility and coguetry, and sang a re-
citative with so firm a voice, with accents so lofty, and a self-possession
so vietorious, that cries of adr ion from the very first resounded
from every part of the theatre. perfidious creature bas de-
ceived me.” exclaimed Corilla, darting a terrible look towards Anzo-
leto. who could not resist raising his eyes to hers with an ill-disguised
gmile. She threw herself back upon her seat, and burst into tears.

Consuelo proceeded a little further; while old Lotti was heard mut-
tering with his cracked voice from his corner, « Amici miei, questo &
un portento ! ”

She sane a bravara, and was ten times interrupted. They shouted
“ Encore!” they recalled her to the stage seven times, amid thunders
of applause. At length the furor of Venetian dilettantism displayed
jt=elf in all its ridiculous and absurd excesses. “ Why do they cry out
thus?? said Consuelo, as she retired behind the scenes only to be
brought back immediately by the vociferous applause of the pit
% Ope would think that they wished to stone me.”

From that moment they paid but a secondary attention to Anzole-
to. They received him very well indeed, because they were in a
happy vein; but the indulgence with which they passed over the pas-
gages in which he failed, withont iinmediately applanding those in
which he succeeded, showed him very plainly, that however he might
please the ladies, the noisy majority of taales held him cheaply, and
reserved their tempestuous applause for the prima donna. Notone
among all those who had come with hostile intentions, ventured a
murmur; and in trath there were not three among them who could
:r;tllstand the irresistisle inclination to appland the wonder of the
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CONBUELO.

The plece had the greatest success, although it was not lstened to
and nobody was occupied with the music in itself. Tt was quite In
the Italian style—graceful, tonching, and gave no indication of the
author of Alcesfes and Orpleus. There were not many striking
Yeauties to astonish the aandience. After the first act, the German
maestro was called for, with Anzoleto, the débutante, and Clorinda,
=ho, thanks to the protection of Consuelo, had sung throngh the sec
ond part with a flat voice, and an_inferior tone, but whose. beautiful
arms propitiated the spectators—Rosalba, whom she had replaced,
being very lean. i

In the last act, Anzoleto, who secretly watched Corilla, and per-
ceived her increasing agitation, thounght it prudent fo seek her
in her box, in order to avert any explosion. So soon as she per-
ceived him she threw herself upon him like a tigress, bestowed sev-
eral vigorous cuffs, the least of which was so smart as to draw blood
leaving a mark that red and white could not immediately cover. The
angry tenor settled matiers by a thrust on the breast, which threw
the singer gasping-into the arms of her sister Rosalba. “ Wretch !—
traitor!” she murmured in a choking voiee, “ your Consuelo and you
shall perish by my hand!”

“If you make a step. a movement, a single gesture, I will stab you
in the face of Venice,” replied Anzoleto, pale and with elenched
teeth, while his faithful knife, which he knew how to use with all the
dexterity of a man of the lagunes, gleamed before her eyes.

“ He would do as he says,” murmured the terrified Rosalba; “be
silent—Ilet us leave this; we are here in danger of our lives.”

Although this tragi-comic scene had taken. place after the manner
of the Venetians, in a mysterious and rapid sotfo voce, on seeing the
débutante pass quickly behind the scenes to regain his box, his cheek
hidden in his hand, they suspected some petty squabble. The hair-
dresser, who was called to adjust the curls of the Grecian prince, and
to plaster up his wound, related to the whole band of choristers that
an amorous cat had sunk her elaw into the face of the hero. The
aforesaid barber was accustomed fo this kind of wounds, and was no
new confidant of such adventures. The anecdote made the round of
the stage, penetrated no one knew how, into the body of the house,

found its way into the orchestra, the boxes, and with some additions,
descended to the pit. They were not yet aware of the position of
Anzoleto with regard to Corilla; but some had noticed his apparent
devotion to Clorinda, and the general report was, that the seconda
donna, jealous of the prima donna, had just blackened the eye and
broken three teeth of the handsomest of tenors.

This was sad news for some, but an exquisite bit of scandal for the
majority. They wondered if the representation would be put off, or
whether the old tenor Stefanini, shonld have to appear, roll in hand,
to finish the part. The curtain rose,and everything was forgotten on
seeing Consuelo appear, calm and sublime as at the beginning. Al
though her part was not extremely tragical, she made it so by the
power of her acting and the expression of her voice. She called
forth tears, and when the tenor reappeared, the slight scratch only
excited a smile; but this absurd incident prevented his sueccess from
being so brilliant, and all the glory ~f the evening was reserved for
Consuelo, who was applauded to the last with frenzy.

After the play, they went to sup at the Palace Zustiniani, and An-
soleto forgot Corilla, whom he had shut w) in her box, and whe was
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foreed to burst it open in order to leave it. In the tumult which al-
ways follows so successful a representation, her retreat was not no-
fieed : but the next day, this broken door cnpumdad so well with the
sorn face of Anzoleto, that the love affair, hitherto so carefully con-
ﬁH{“{L:Li‘l‘x%:\m:hll; ]z:-l:(=:‘<‘-¢]‘i] at the sumptuous banquet which the count
rave in honor of Consuelo, and at which the N enetian dilettanti
handed to the trimmphant actress sonnets and mandrigals composed
the evening before, when a valet slipped under his plate a little billet
from Corilla, which he read aside, and which was to the following
effect:—

“If vou do not come to me this instant, I shall go to seek you
openly, were you even at the end of thv,worid—were you even at the
feet of your Consuelo, thrice accursed!”

Anzoleto pretended to be seized with a fit of conghing, and retired
to write an answer with a pencil on a piece of ruled paper which he
had torn in the antechamber of the count from a TIUSIC-D( ok i —

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

The despot was well aware that with such a creature fear was the.
only restraint; that threats were the only expedient at the 1}mmen.t.,
but in spite of himself he was gloomy and abm*nt_:lux_-mg the repast,
and as soon as it was over he hurried off to go to Corilla. 3

He found the unhappy girl in a truly pitiable eondition. Convul-
sions were followed by torrents of tears. She was seated at the win-
dow, her hair dishevelled, her eyes swollen with weeping, and her
dress disordered. She sent away her sister and maid, and in spite of
herself, a ray of joy overspread her features, at finding herself with
him whom she had feared she might never see again. But Anzoleto
knew her too well to seek to comfort her. He l;m:w‘thut- af the first
appearance of pity or penitence he would see her fury revive, apd
seize upon revenge. IHe resolved to keep up the appearance of in-
flexible harshness: and although he was moved with her despair, he
overwhelmed her with cruel reproaches, declaring that he was only
come to bid her an eternal farewell. He suffered her to throw. hersel_l‘
at his feet, to eling to his knees even to the door, and to implore his
pardon in the anguish of grief. When he had thus subdued and
humbled her, he pretended to be somewhat moved, and promising te
return in the morning, he left her.

CHAPTER XVIIL

WaER Anzoleto awoke the following morning, _he_expengnoe_d a
reverse of the jealousy with which Count Zastiniani had inspired
him. A thousand opposing sentiments divided his soul. First, that
other jealousy which the genius and success of Consuelo had awak-
ened in his bosom. This sank the deeper in msdbm{ltﬁli in E;:pﬁ:tlﬁ;
as he measured tke triumph of his betrothed wilh W h
tlighted ambition he was pleased to call his downfall. Again,




