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“ Afler all is said.” replied Haydn, “we owe him ne Whe
wras it that first determined, and fizst had spirit enongh to fight the
recrniters? The baron of course. Thecount cared nothing ahout it
and only dill so throngh complaisaace, and because he thought it the
fashion to doso. Who was it that ran all the risks, and received a
pullet through his hat, and very close to his brains 2 Thebaron again.
Who was it that wounded, and perhaps killed the infamous Pistola?
The baron once more. Who was it that saved the deserter, t0 his
own cost perhaps, and at the risk of incurring the wrath of his terri-
ble master? Last of all, who was it that respected you without pre-
tending to recognise your sex, and both understood and appreciated
the bea\;tg of your Italian airs, and the good taste of your manner of
singing?

“g}?gt to say the genius of Master Joseph Haydn 27 added Consuelo,
with a sly smile. “ The baron—still the baron.”

« Tindonbtedly,” said Haydn, paying her back for the malice of her
observation: “and it is perhaps very fortunate for a noble and well-
beloved absentee, of whom I have heard speak, that the declaration
of love to the divine Porporina came from the ridiculous count, instead
of from the brave and seductive baron.”

“Beppo!” replied Consuelo, with a wan and mournful smile, “the
absent are never wronged but by ungrateful and coward hearts.
Therefore it is, that the baron, himself generous and sincere, who is
deeply in love with his mysterious beauty, could never think of pay-
ing court to me. I ask you yourself, could you so easily sacrifice the
love of your betrothed, and the faith of your heart, to a fancy for the
first comer?”

Beppo sighed deeply. “ A passion for you, by whomsoeyer nour-
ished, conld not be termed a fancy for the first comer,” said he, “ and
the baron would have been perfectly excusable for forgetting all his
past and present loves on seeing you.”

& You are becoming quite gallant and flattering, Beppo. 1 see that
you have profited by the society of Monsieur le Comte. ButI trust
that you may never marry a Margravine, and learn how love is re-
garded by those who marry for money.”

They arrived at Lintz that night, and slept there. careless and fear-
Jess, until the morrow. So soon as Joseph was awakened, he hurried
to buy shoes, linen, and several little articles of maseuline attire for
himself, as well as for Consuelo, who was now enabled to make her-
self brave and a beau.as Consuelo said in fine, to walk about the
town and its neichborhood. The old boatman had told them that if
he could get a freight for Meelk, he would take them on board, the
next day, and carry them yet twenty leagues further down the Dan-
ube. They passed that day, therefore, at Lintz, amused themselves
with elimbing the hill, examining the strong castles at the bottom and
on the top of it, whence they could survey the majestic windings of
the river, through the fertile plains of Austria. From that elevation

they descried what greatly delighted them, the trinmphal entry,
namely, of Connt Hoditz driving into the town. They recognis
both the carriage and the liveries, anc amused themselyes by making
low bows quite down to the ground, without the possibility of being
seen by him. Toward evening they came down again to the shore,
and found their boat laden with freight for Meelk; whereupon they
joyfully made a new bargain with their old steersman, embarked
before daybreak. and saw the stars serenely burning far above theil
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beads, while tae reflection of wak

1 > those stars raum in long

gvﬂel;‘htig Eonng mirror of the ripples. This day was ;oiﬂl::sr?ieii h‘:

e an wfr prgcudmg. J(‘)scph had but one regret, in the thog ht

L theysuﬁ're' ourly drawing nearer to Vienna, and that their '?fn-

t.he'memorye;fl“ul%ss ?m:jhlg sorrows of which he had all forgo!,l.e"n in
ast delicious instants, was drawi i >

BEN e ke 3 rawing to its end.

: part from the brave old pilot
Elt.l::;ﬂ;ﬁ:g;e; They did not find in any of the vresse’!::n\ghinéﬁtwgl?;
e convey them farther down the stream any which
iy ?. szl).me conditions of solitude and security. Consuelo felt
Beww Sri: t1=‘Ire y refreshed, reeruited, and proof against all future acei-
untll Something now shouid oenr. . Tey 1ot s Teocsirian habits

hing occur. They had still twenty |
%(;;ea::-ﬁt ]2}.111: gélg:u:lt; p:;l){fzgﬁri[wast not tl:ermin]y the imfsmiz
s elo, I 1e sirove hard to
%E?gtfeteo‘?aﬁe?lsﬂééﬁy to resuline ;r.be dress of her s%irfzzgetﬁg?rg
{ n, was as ittle anxious, at the botto
we:sr:;) {a:st;;vas J oielph himself to see the end of their expedit!i:gn?f g;l::
L Dtlgm Ay an artist, to the inmost nerve of her organization
o Dvcd e liberty, the adventurous risks, the deeds of céourage or
s l:la;s, and the constant and varied spectacle which the foot passen-
ger u'pf enjoys in perfection; not to love, in a word, all the roman-
activity and vieissitude of a wandering and salit.ar'y existence.

CHAPTER LXXIV.

THE first day of this, their new start, as our crossed
5 travelle
e S, b, Wooden bridg, ey L 3 g endican who
] y who was hu 3
pmpet. stretching out her hand for charity to zhg gis;le%aﬁ; de‘l";]l:e
?e vler waésa}:]asll:aeia;1dwzéﬂgru1gl. t,the v;lorgan haggard and shi;erilig witl:
- I eeply touched by sympath i
3@;\111]@, which strongly reminded her of yhe-tl?seif Yaﬁgdhglrwma;ﬂ}gjr’
£ halti} :: :vsu::rie we(zi-e uiuce,” said she to Joseph, who understood her
thE S and who stopped with her to examine and question
Alas!” said she, “ it is but a few da
5 s bu ys, and I was ver 5

;1“;1- :i ggzagant, from the vicinity of Harmanitz in B«)herflil;?pply hw}l
L Ve years ago, a fine stout cousin of my own, who was the
e orious of mechanics, and the best of husbands. At the end
Budd};nlr’ g;y poor Karl, who had gone to eut wood in the mountains
e hayc'l blsappeared, without any person being able to cmljeci.u.m:
e ecome of him. At once, I fell into the depths of poverty
e drmw. I thonght my husband had fallen from some preci-

pice and been devoured by wolves. Although it was often in m
E)Dvwer‘tl.? marry a second time, the uncertainty of his fate, and the
l.hoe wh ich 1 still felt for him, did not permit me to entertain such a
somueg t. Oh! well was I recompensed, my children. Last year
h‘mot;e knocked at my door one night; I opened it, and fell on mf
o h:t' my dear husband before me. But, gracious heavens!|
a condition. He looked like a phantom. was withered,
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yellow, with haggard eyes, hair stiff with feicles, feet covered with
blood—those poor feel with which he had travelled, I know not how
many hundreds of miles over the most hideous of roads, in the most
inclement of winters. But he was so happy al again rejoining his
wife, and his poor little girl, that he soon recovered his health, his
zood looks, and his ability to work. He told me that he had been
earried off by brigands who had carried him very far, almost to the
sea coast, and had sold him to the king of Prussia for a soldier. He
hiad. lived three years in that cruel servitude, at the hardest of all
trades, beaten from morniug until night. At length, he succeeded in
eseaping, in deserting, my good children. Fighting, like a desperado,
against his pursuers, he had killed one, and put out the eye of another,
by throwing a stone. To conclude, he had walked, day and night,
concealing himself in the morasses and the woods like a wild beast;
he had traversed Saxony and Bohemia, and he had escaped—he was
restored to me. Ah! how happy we were during that winter, in spite
of all the inclemency of the season, and the hardships of poverty. We
had but one cause of anxiety, and that was the fear of seeing the birds
who had caused all our misery reappear in our neighborhood; we had
often thought of going to Vienna, to see the Empress, tell her the tale
of our woes, obtain her protection, military service for my husband,
and some means of subsistence for myself and my little girl; but I fell
ill in conseqnence of the revulsion of feeling which I experienced on
recovering my poor Karl, and we were compelled to pass the whole
winter and the following summer in our mountains, always awaiting
the moment when we should be able to set out, always keeping on
our guard, and sleeping only with one eye closed. At length, the
happy day arrived; I had become strong enough to walk, but my
little girl, who was still weak, was to journey in the arms of her father.
Baut our ill fortune awaited us on issuing from the mountains. Wa
were walking quietly and slowly along the edge of an unfrequented
road, without paying any attention to a carriage whieh, for the last
quarter of an hour, had been slowly ascending the same steep. On
a sudden the carriage stopped, and three men got out of it. ©Are
you sure it is he?’ asked one. ‘ Yes; replied the other, who was
one-eyed. “Upon him! upon hiin | ’—My husband turned round and
exclaimed, * Ah! they are Prussians. That is the fellow whose eye
I Enocked out. I recognise him.—* Fly!’ I exclaimed—* fly—save
yourself!” He had already taken to flight, when one of the monsters
flew upon me, struck me down, and set the muzzle of one pistol to
my head, and another to that of my little girl. Had it not been for
that fiendish idea, he would have escaped, for he ran much better
than the brizands, and he had the start of them. But at the ery I
pttered when I saw the pistol at my child’s head, Karl turned round,
set up aloud shout to arrest the shot, and ran back as fastas he could.
When the ruffian, whose foot was on my body, saw Karl within hear-
ing, ¢ Surrender, he cried, *or I kill them both. Make one step fo
escape, and all is over with them!’—*1 surrender—I surren_der—hem
I am!’ cried my poor husband, and he ran back to them guicker thar
he had fled at the first, disregarding all my prayers that he would
Jeave us to die. When the tigers had him in their power, they beat
him till he was half dead, and covered with blood; when I advanced
to assist him, they beat me to0. When I saw him pinioned beforé
my eyes, 1 sobbed, and filled the air with my groans, when they told
me that if I did not hold silence, they would kill my child. They
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already torn it from my a
) rms, when Karl said, ‘B -
E:mand you—think of our child.” I obeyed; but :hseﬂ:i\g,nwl{e, !
g Cr;weng_?t seeing my husband beaten, bound, and zagged Dbe:“gre :;:l-
a I"w ile those monsters cried * Aye! weep—weegl thon wilt ne y
:f-ientl'lll:[}l‘;'g?l?.]f(ir “tf lead him hence to be hanged, was so overp:;r
z ell in the road as one dead, and lay all d -
h ! dead, ¢ a
Eggglrlll Lfﬁfﬂﬂ?g a:?d’ aelygs_; it Wasfnlghl:;’my pm}r child s;a;e%srflf;?
. - sobbing as if its heart would b <3
ng!gnger anything on t]m_mbad but my husband’s btloolc;lei};fd :R:rﬁ:;as
g e carriage wheels which carried him off. I stoppe'zt there yet 3
l;mil;;)ratnv:lobtarl);_n;g t&) (:ml;nle and reanimate Maria, who was aya eold
: dead with fear. At length, when I
genses, I bezan to consider which was et ey
as the best to be
;gai%?ey&otélo pu{sue the robbers, but to go and make f;;;“;-epgzig::
e magistrates of Wiesenbach, which was the n
Thiﬁs I dldl;f and I g.iiervw'.ards determined to proceed to ?;:;;aw::]d
fﬁi Eﬁ:: O?trglrllc::qetfof the Empress, in order that she may pre'vent
ssia from executing sentence of d i
husband. Her Majesty can reclai ¥ i
Majesty c: claim my husband as h i i
case the recruiters eannot be overtak e
ters cannot 2 en. I have therefc 5
;s:ln;t!:lT ?Imsbw!uc}l] I c:b];mmed in the lands of the bisholfrriucreofl I:i‘igss;he
ing brought so far as the Danube, in a cart
down the river in a boat so far as Mcel o e
n t a boat so {3 celk, but now my resou
ggl;:g;tfg.it 'gll:; p'eugle rg w:}mm lI relate my a.dventur()z are mrz?vei?i?nr;
) E ,in the doubt whether I am not an im i
::'?'iioe !ill:ti%r that I’mugt prosecute my journey on f‘ont.] Iﬁ]-f;::)? gi:“v?;
€ or six days, without dying of weariness; for si :
and despairare consuming me. No vd hem e
little charity, if you have the me na of 0ot G T
, if yor ans of doing so, fo
longer, but must journey onward, still onward likeri,]ﬁ;a:a;?iset g
Je:vbg!;nl I shall obtain justice.” ] S
my good woman !—my poor woman!” cried C
my g ! onsu
}.ncg her in her arms, and weeping tears of joy and csozen!;?;silﬁg
banc:iu;:.gfi:ecau];@@! Havengood hopes, and be of heart. Your hus-
X e, e is now galloping toward Vi
mt‘%well filled purse in his &)eﬁee_” e e
: at say you!” cried the deserter’s wife, who
. ( : 1 Se eyes we -
fussid with tears, while her lips quivered coﬁvulsive}y?so thar.; 8shl:-fo
could hardly speak. “ You know him! You have seen him! Ohl
my E«})d !l G';Jmat God! God of goodness!”
as! what are you doing? ” said Joseph to Consuelo,—“
yau are giving her but a false joy. Suppose the Ften wiiin
ls?‘!sittegi i]:] sa;ing, is not her husband ? o el
is he, Joseph. I tell you it is he. Think of the
v B2 Je e, one-eyed
”:g;ll;at;g ft’i{:bvc;]:s’sar?atrﬁner ipf‘ ¥mceeding. Remember huvf th:nda:-
se ather of a family, and an Austrian subject;
it Ls verybeqsydto be satisfied. How does your husband lool: ?ng" sy
Red-haired, gray-eyed, large-faced, five feet eight inch -
nose T‘h thu:le ﬂattbelnedh—his forehead low—a superl% mm?” & LAl
resem - - ” * 7
he“dressed?” es him certainly,” said Consuelo. “ And how was
An old green cassock, worn breech
2l groen o 5 ) es, and gray stockings.”
e t]:em?”po ds also; and the recruiters, did you pay any atten-

[
Did;. I not pay attention!—Holy Virgin! Thelr horrible faces
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will never be effaced from my memory , * And then the poor womaa
accurately described Pistola, the silee! man, and him with the one
eye. “There is yet one other,” said the poor woman—* the fourth,
who remained near the horse, and took no part in what was passing.
He had a coarse, indifferent face, which seemed to me even more
cruel than that of the others; for, while I was shrieking, and they
were beating my husband, and binding him with cords, like an assas-
sin, the fat fellow sat there humming, and mimicking the trumpet
with his mouth: ¢ Broum—broum—broum—broum 1”7 Ah! what a
heart of steel!”

“Yell! that was Mayer,” said Consuelo to Joseph. “Can you
donbt any longer; he hasa trick of humming continually, and of
playing the trumpet thus.” !

«Tt is true,” said Joseph. «Tt was then Karl whom we saw deliv-
ered. T'hanks be to Heaven!”

% Yes, thanks to kind Heaven, above all,” cried the poor woman,

casting herself on her knees, ¢ and you, too, Maria, do you, too, kiss
the earth with me, to thank the guardian angels and the Holy Virgin.
Your father is found again, and we shall soon rejoin him.” .

« Tell me, my good woman, is it a custom with Karl to kiss the
earth when he is very happy? ”

4 Yes, my child; he néver fails to do so. When he came back te
us after deserting, he would not enter the house, until he had Fisses
the door-sill.”

% s that a custom of your country?

¢No; it is a custom of his own, which he has taught us, and whieb
has always stood us instead.”

« Tt was he then certainly whom we saw,” resumed Consuelo, ¢ for
we saw him kiss the earth to thank those who had delivered him.
Did you not observe it, Beppo i

« Perfectly. It was he. There cannot now be a donbt of it.”

& Come, let me clasp you to my heart” cried Carl's wife. © Oh!
you two; you are angels of paradise, to bring e sach news. DBul
tell me how it fell out? ”

Joseph told ber all that had happened, and, when the woman had
exhausted her gratitude in prayers to Heaven for the welfare of Jo-
seph and Consuelo, whom she very naturelly regarded as the first
liberators of her husband, she asked what she had better do to re-
cover him.

« 7 think you had better go to Vienna. You will find him there, if

ou do not overtake him on the way. Should you get there the first,

sure that you inform the officers of the administration where you
live, in order that Karl may be informed the moment he presents him-
self there.”

« Ah! me! what officers ?—what administration ? I know nothing
gf their habits. I shall be lost in so large a city, poor peasant thati

am.”

« Hold!” said Joseph. “ We have never had any business by whico

we can know how such things are to be managed; but ask the first
rson you s2e to direct you to the Prussian embassy. Ask them for
onsienr le Baron de—"

& Take care what you are about, Beppo,” said Consuelo in a whis-
gr to Joseph, in order to prevent him from compromising the baron,

reference to that adventure, '

«Well Count Hoditz, then,” said Joseph. - “Yes, the count. He

»
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will do for vanity what the other wo
{ uld have done from
Enquire for the house of the Margravine, Princess of %::gige and
gn.rz lzier h?l?b?lr;d the note which I will hand to you.” /
nd wi e word, she tore a white leaf eut of Joseph’
book, and wrote the following words in pencil :—* Con sueloeg’laf'pgtl'?::
i)ru_na. donna of the theatre of San Samuel at Venice, ex-signor Ber-
t-gm,c wandering singer at Passau, recommends to the noble beart of
: L:i hqunt Hoditz Roswald, the wife of Karl the deserter, whom ﬁis
fgr ship Eaved from the hands of the recruiters and ]o,aded with
M‘(Z(rﬁ-e i ]:, gé:gl}%oer;_gf hgromlstcas herself the pleasure of thanking
r le ( i is protection, in the presence of
iMar_graﬁme, if Monsieur the Comte will permig) her the hor?g?%%'rgislf
c:;g l;]]il} e private apartments of her highness.” Consuelo signed éi,t
pulifeg gu:n};iislol?llefsi at W.{ ptsl.;aphﬁ }uho},}understanding her at a glance
. Without farther consultation, and b
taneous impulse, they then gave the O i
: it poor woman the two pi f
gold which remained to them of Trenck’s i it
) € . present, in or
?;I%thti (1;11;9,:‘;]:]3‘13 ;'nha]car('lr?geztand walked with her to ithe negg;st? }:\:?ltl;;ee
elped her to make her bargain with a ch jage
driver, Then, having procured her s i i a0 o e
\ , b omething to eat, and
articles of clothing at the expense of th 2
e e rest of their little fortune,
y , who ha i :
hagds, enib%ked e e d received life as it were at her
onsuelo then asked with i
othhe ptlllrse. with a smile, how much was left at the bottom
oseph took up the wvioli i ied
r Nooth?ng o souI:ld.”e violin, shook if.. beside his ear, and replied,
onsuelo tried her voice in the o
¢ pen country, e i
;g!;l?g;,o 3;1{1 Ehe:lr: :}:::cllallm(eid—“ there is plenty rgf! soxsglcllu;gf? ”bn’ill‘il?élr:
y too e hand of her compani i ecti
Bqueeze, and said—* You are a brave 1a§?1§3§1’:$m gyl

“ And so are you,” replied B £
i AhoF T i wiall s a b mto s Loud 06 i

CHAPTER LXXYV.

ntlfhg zgg 1;?‘3; ??&ﬁ}?yg tg fg.llhsléog of l1):(1011@35 when one is nearly
ney; but ha ey been much fartl i
from it, our young artlst%’would . e
i , our 3 not have felt less gay th
did on finding themselves all but safely 1 e
B e oetve A safely landed. One has found him-
y destitute of resources; for J
as much of a stranger as Consuelo at th i Sl ma elnest
know what_marvellous securit; sl S
I i ¥, what enterprising and in i
nius are revealed to the artist, who has tl o ot ans
e et ist, has thus spent his last ponny.
; , it is a sort of agony—a conti

:ﬁ:gt}?mﬂliﬁgﬁ;isb{:c}lj :ﬁppre}_}%nsion of sufferings, of egy:;r:sﬁgﬁg
i , Which vanish as soon as the chink of th i

of money is heard. Then to i i e

o . poetic minds, a new world

mi‘:\ ;lfélg c‘:‘%rélfjiegic:plor;i:pe c:m;'i%y of otléers,’full of charmilfg?llmégl{?
¥ ion to labor, and a willin; :

which easily triumph ovex all obstacles, e i,
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® Tt is Sunday to-day,” sald Consuelo to Joseph, “ you must play
dances in the first villaze we come to. We shall not pass through two
streets ere we shall find plenty of people who will wish to dance, and
will gladly hire us as their minstrels. Do you know how to make a
pipe? if you do, I shal easily learn to make some use of it, and pro-
vided I can draw a few single sounds from it, that will suffice for an
animent to you.”
acsoli)p;r;;roew howym make a pipe?” cried Joseph, “ You shall soon
”
EeeT'llk:;Lsoon found on the river’s edge a reed very fit from w‘!nc}}ﬁn
make a pipe; it was skillfully pierced, and sounded admlmbl_v.d 8
key note was successtully pi_tc:hu-d, a s-f_\hen.rsal fnllz:»\\-ec:, an hnur
young folk proceeded very quietly to a little hamlet at about three
miles distant, which they entered _]-_Ifnklsl_\-'. to the sound of tl:jeu'm;
struments, crying at every door—" Who will dance, :vho will dance
Here are the instruments; the ball is about to begin. 2
They soon came to a little square pi‘auteni with fine trees, to whigl
they were escorted by ah(;nt fo;'tyi c-hxtl‘{!ren, marching in time to the
i ing their hands, and shouting. :
m‘gg’:ﬁlfgmﬁ or three mérry couples came, and set 1.11‘e dust ﬂynﬁg
as they opened the ball; and, before the ground was fairly ne]at.ﬁn the
whole rustic population made a circle 11:11_1151 this rustic ball, ?ot_up
without premeditation and without conditions. At the conce usm}n
of the first waltzes, Joseph put his violin u]nder his arm, aml'C,t_)rEsu_e g
elimbing up on her chair, addressed them'in a little speech, mtmm:]‘n&,
them that when artists were hungry, their ﬁl‘z_gers were ?}Iways sti -
and they were themselves short-winded. Five minutes aﬁ.erwal,
bread, milk, cakes and ale, were brought to them in abundance. As
to salary, they very soon came to an understanding, a m)llec(!ilon was
to be made, at which each person should give what he plee.se_ ek
When they had done eating, they n;ounmd again on a barrel, wf! hie!
was rolled trinmphantly into the ml}idle of the circle, am} d}eh anc-
ing recommenced; but at the expiration of abouta couple 111 qlurls,
they were interrupted by some news which appeared to set It Ie W mhe
place in a stir,and which, passing from mouth to mputh, at _aatfreﬁc -
ed the minstrels. The village shoemaker, in tam.slung_ a pfur of shoes
in a great hurry, had pricked his thumb badly‘.wup his awl. .
%7t is a serious event—a great misiortune, said an old mal_‘:‘IiF iou
was leaning against the barrel on which they were standing. tis
Gottlieb, the shoemaker, who is our village i.n'%;m'n‘\.i., am_lq m-mqrrow_rkm
our patron saint’s day. Oh! what a holiday! There is m_:th_llng li 3
it within ten leagues round. Our mass, above all, Is a \\nl:ulEIhBIl }
people come to hear it from great distances. Gatthe_b is a real ¢ a._pel
snaster. He is the organist, he makes the children sing, he sm;gs I}&lm‘i
gelf: in a word, what does he not do,es‘p{!c:a}ly on our lml]da,y b n‘S
what will M.le Canon say? M.le Canon of St. bwph}eln s, mlau 13
himself the officiating minister at the high mass, and w (;.15 a \jrajzs
g0 well pleased with our music? He is passmn_atcly}ond o muslﬁ.j
the good canon; and it is a matter of great pride \xf]\th us tél) see dr_l;
at onr altar, since we scarcely belong of right to his _be.mlei cc;, an 1t
Eives him not a little trouble fo be present with us, which he does no
ike wi ood reason.”
k‘?v‘\f’gllll,l’)’lg;ligd Consuelo, “all t} at can be managgd:.myyomradei? atllald
I together will take charge of the organ,‘of the singing-school, oth ]
mass, in a word; and if Monsieur Li: » Canon is not satisfied with us
we will take nothing for our trouble.”

A
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“VYery fine. very fine!” sald the old man. “You talk about it
quite at your ease, young man; but our mass is not played with a
violin and a flute, No, indeed, it is a very different affair, and you
are not acquainted with our partitions.” ;

“ We will make ourselves acquainted with them this very evening,”
said Joseph with an assumption of superiority, which was not with-
out its influence on the anditors, who were grouped around him.”

“Let us see,” said Consuelo. “Take us to the church, let soms
one blow the organ, and if we do not play it to your satisfaction, yom
ean always refuse your assistance.”

“But the partitions, which is the master-piece of Gottlieb’s ar-
ran ents?”

“ We will call upon Gottlieb, and if he do not declare him satisfied
with us, we give up all our pretensions. Besides, a wounded finger will
not Erevent Gottlieb from marshalling his choir, and singing his own

The village patriarchs, who had collected around them, ..ow held
council, and resolved on trying the experiment. The ball was aban-
goned; the canon’s mass was a very different sort of affair from a

ance.

Haydn and Consuelo, after successfully trying their hands at the
organ, and singing both solos and duets, were admitted to be very tol-
erable musicians, in the absence of better. Some mechanies indeed
were hold enough to say that their execution was superior to Gott-
-ieb’s; and that the fragments of Scarlatti, of Pergolese and Bach,
which they rehearsed, were equal at least to the music of Holzbaiier,
which Gottlieb adhered to exclusively. The curate, who had come to
listen, went so far as to assert that the canon would greatly prefer
this musie to that with which he was ordinarily rezaled. The sacris-
tan, who did not agree. shook his head gloomily; and the curate, in
order to avoid giving offence to his parishioners, consented that these
W0 virtuosi, who seemed to have been sent by Providence to their
aid, should come to some agreement with Gottlieb to play the accom-
paniment to the mass.

They went in crowds to the house of the shoemaker, who showed
them his hand so badly swollen that no one could imagine him capa-
ble of performing his fanctions of organist. The impossibility was far
more real than he could have desired. Gottlieb was endowed with a
<ertain degree of musical intelligence, and played tolerably well on the
organ ; but spoiled by the praises of his townsmen, and the half-moek-
ing approbation of the canon, over-estimated most absurdly both his
powers of execution and direction. He would have been willing that
the holiday should have been a total failure, and that the patron saint's
mass should be deprived of musie, rather than that his own place
should be filled by two wandering players. Nevertheless he was com-

pelled to yvield, and pretended ‘o search for the partfition, but he was
80 long about it, that the eurate threatened to give the whole manage-
ment into the hands of the two young artists, before he could be in-
duced to find it
Consuelo and Joseph had then to prove their science by reading at
sight the passages which passed for the most difficult of that one of
olzbaiier’s six and twenty masses which was to be performed on the
morrow. That music, lacking both originality and genins, was at best
well written and easy to catch, especially by Consuelo, who had master-
6d many more difficult trials. The auditors were wonder-struck; and
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d sullen, declared
Gott every moment 1more morose an 5
t.‘hatnlff? ’1?;1:10;5 rt%‘:er, arx?d that he should go to bed, being perfectly
e was satisfied. . i
Ch'}r}?egoitgit :rtlrr?ri{lsoguments were therefore immediately c;)l!:gggd c;?—
l?mrch and our two little extempore chapebm?.st?;'s aeaver o
e cd the 'rehearsal. All went well. _The brewer, %1 efwur iy
mchte Imaster, and the baker of the v_rl‘llage,_played t! eogd el
%hg (::hcira E-,r;nsisted of the children with their parents‘;,eg o p'nceed.
chanies, cool-witted, full of attention, 9-“9, eagl heg it
31' meh had airea.dy heard Holzbaiier’s music at ;uenﬁg., wher 59
aﬁsflfe rage, and easily mastered it; and Cm‘lsuelo, ta "t}'gts Sup e
ternatel a:r; the parts, led the choir so well, that t_ht]e.1 ar 1:e o t];g S
h mselies There were two solos, however, which we g he Sce
{‘)yea nephe;.v and a niece of Gottlieb’s, his tw::_ f‘taévcéri'gen%tzpméke a1
i in the parish; but these two artists di ! .
:;;te:};%\%rei 1021 theppretm;t that they were perfect in their parts, an
neﬁded 11110 ;t?geafsls:l]elo supped at the house of the clxrate,twhil;e &a.e?
apal?::lgnt had been prepared f(];r them. thg E?J??g ggrr; ;‘gvto o
i i ly showed how muc ked ) :
l}eﬁggﬁgﬁgif%ﬁg i;l;s}s' for to-morrow, and to the gratification of Mon
sieg;lgéa;gﬁg‘.vmg day the whole village was in a bu::.il; 3::;% il‘:‘rlei‘}fogg
daybreak. The bells rang loud and long. Tl?_a r1::}: e
fi ist’hful v&orshippers hurrying from the surrounding cq: yilchers
t: the solemnities of the occasion. The canon’s Ca‘lﬁ‘l 2 %e bes:c no
majestically slow. The church was dressed upf_i_n al r;ance e
eJ ts. Consuelo was much amused by the self-impo s b overy
mr{:nn she saw. For indeed there was almost as muct v t.){]illﬁ's
pelf-est.eem here as in the side-scenes of a theatre, excfeg: e pns
80 d more simply, with more of laughter, and less of in tg'c'} 2
paﬁs:lf-an-hour before the mass, thehsacdsgﬁec;ﬁ? v?h%c hrélﬁ éy ned
is wi nd revealed to them a d !
gfﬂf ?r‘élie?if I;isewglsérfning of the jealons and perﬂdit;i;:h (io;c]tll:ttﬂ)é
ﬁ:ﬁn lea,rned that the rehearsal had been exge]lent, an coz:-n al.uie
sicagl force of the parish were enchanted with the new Comers he
;!m;xw pretended to be very sick, émd f(;;bic}; l;:ssh!:)tzg}dlegeither lece
i he head of his bed; so that they s :
g?)ﬂ]ii%ergxistence, which the people fancxgd mdlspensagle t;) tg; a;-r
rangement of the whole, nor the solosawhlch \;erée ;?1?1 i?e:v a;; S
isconcerted,
the mass. All the performers were dis oncectoll, aud lo e W
' i t the important sacristan, who § gredk
%;%a;ep:&z;:’daéd in gat%ering then%l in the c'?em"‘r]:}t:3 It';) é:gt(l}::rgﬂ. agg‘l)r?sat.lll
\ h hurried to meet them, ma =
:111% adI;:‘ﬂiic{Jc}’Eegarts, encouraged those who were the Welake?ﬁ :ngol:n
iy e conﬁd%nce B :;)i.gy.()miimtl% t:})]g igﬂc;s(;tion?ea.sily
ke them in pe 7 telo,
:gggg;grg; ge:éﬁgious piece o%‘ Porpora’s ghmstlnlw?],a gﬁge:ﬁ% :ed;pg(‘;ldt
lo required. e hasti
to the tone and words of the solo )
d rehearsed it with Haydn, w §
m&;aﬁe%e? She then thought of a fragment of SEbaStlIlm;s 33;::1!:
which he already knew, and which t}ley arranged as we
ion between themselves.
eo%lzc]ief%l;ﬁlgerggcgaefor the mass while they were yet rehearsing, and
they came to a perfect harmony in spite of the din of the great bell

-
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When Monsieur the Caron made his ap
choir was all in full swing and was runn
the German composer with a steadiness

promise. Consuelo felt a real pleasure in observing the good German
proletaries, with serious faces, their correct voices, their methodieal
manner, and their powers never failing, becanse never pressed beyond
a certain limit. “Those” said she to Joseph, “are exactly the mu-
sicians suited to music such as this. If the performers possessed the
fire which the master lacked, all would go wrong; but they have it
not; and pieces mechanically composed are the best rendered whsn
mechanically rendered. Why have not we the illustrious maestro
Hoditz-Roswald here, to drill these machines? He would worry
himself vastly, do no good, and be the happiest man on earth.”

The solo for the male voice disturbed these good people very
%reatly, but Joseph acquitted himself wonderfully well; but when

onsuelo’s turn arrived, her Italian manner first astonished them,
then scandalised them not a little, and at last filled them with enthu-
siasm. The cantatrice took pains to sing her best, and the large and

sublime expression of her song transported Joseph to the seventh
heaven,

“I cannot believe,” said he “that you ever sang better than you
did to-day for this poor village mass.”

“ At all events I never sang with more
audience i3 much more agreeable to m
theatre. Now let me look at the
is well pleased. Yes! he looks
and by the way in which every

pearance at the altar, the
ing through the figures of
and unison waich gave great

Pleasure to myself This
y sympathies than that of the
pulpit and see if Monsieur the Canon
perfectly happy, the worthy canon,
one looks to his features to find his
reward, assures me that the only ONE of whom no person thinks here,
is He whom all ought to adore.”

“ Except you, Consuelo! Divine faith and love alone are capable
of inspiring aceents like yours.”

When the two artists came out of church little was wanted to make
the people carry them in triumph to the curate’s house, where an ex-
cellent breakfast was in readiness for them. The curate presented
t.hepn to the canon, who loaded them with praises, and expressed a
desire to hear Porpora’s solo again, after Juncheon. But Consuelo,
Wwho was astonislied that her female voice had not been discovered,

and who dreaded the eanon’s €ye, excused herself on the pretext that
her rehearsals, and the active part she had taken in all the exercises,
had greatly tired her. But the éxcuse was not accepted, and they
were obliged to appear at the canon’s breakfast. The canon wasa

man of fifty, of a handsome and pleasing countenance, although a

little inclined to fat. His manners were distinguished, even noble;
nor was he slow

: to tell every one in confidence, that he had royal
blood in his veins

, being one of the four hundred natural children of
Augustus II. Elector of Saxony and King of Poland.,

He showed himself affable and gracious, as a man of the world and
a high ececlesiastic should be, and Joseph remarked by his side a lay-
man whom he treated at once with distinction and familiarity, and

whom Haydn remembered to have seen in Vienna, though he could
not fit his face with his name,

“Well, my good boys,” said the canon, ¢
second hearing of that theme of Porpora’s. Here, however, is a
friend of mine, much more a musician and a hundred times a better
Judge of music than L, who was very much struck with your perform-

and so you refuse me a
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ance. Since you are tired,” he added, turning to Joseph, *I will not
torment you any farther; but you must be so kind as to tel! me yous
name, and where you have learned musie.”

soseph knew at once that Consuelo’s solo was attributed to him,
and as an expressive glance from her made him understand that she
wished him to confirm the canon in his mistake, he replied shortly,
“ My name is Joseph, and I studied at the music-school of St. Ste-
phen’s.”

“ 8o did I,” said the stranger. “I stundied at the music school urr
der Reuter, the father—you, I presume, under the son.”

¢ Yes, monsieur.”

“ But you have had subsequent lessons; you have studied in Italy,
have you not? ”

“ No, monsieur.”

«YWas it you who played the organ? 2

“ Sometimes I—sometimes my companion!”
% And who sang?”

“ Both of us.” g

« Well, but that theme of Porpora’s. It is not yon who sang that?”
said the stranger, looking sideways at Consuelo.

& Bah!it is not that child,” said the canon, also looking at Consuelo,
% He is too young to know how to sing so well.”

“ Of course it is not I—it is he "—she replied abruptly, pointing to
Joseph. She was anxious to get rid of these gquestions, and looked
impatiently toward the door.

% Why do you tell a falsehood, my child?”? said the curate simply.
«T heard you sing yesterday, and saw yon too; and I recognised your
companion’s organ in the solo of Bach.”

« No, no! you must be mistaken, Monsieur Curate,” resumed the
stranger, with a shrewd smile, ** or else the young man must be ex-
traordinarily modest. At all events, we must give them high praises,
the one and the other.

Then drawing the curate aside, * You have a true ear,” he saild,
% but you have not a penetrating eye. Tt does honor to the purity of
your character. But still you must be undeceived. That little Hun-
garian peasant is an exceedingly able Italian singing girl.”

“ A woman disgnised!” cried the curate in astonishment. He
looked attentively at Consuelo, who was engaged in replying to the
gond-humored questions of the canon, and whether it was shame,
pleasure, or indignation, he blushed erimson from his skull-cap to his
pands.

Tt is as I tell you,” replied the stranger; “ [ am trying to think
who she can possibly be; I do not Enow her; and as to her disguise
and the humble position in which she now is, I can only atiributa
them to some freak. It must be a love affair, Monsieur Curate, whiech
is no business of ours.” :

&« Ah| alove affair, indeed! very well, indeed, as you say,” cried
the curate becoming very animated; an abduction, a criminal intrigue
with this young man. All this, however, is very atrocious! and I who
fell into the trap! I who lodged them in my curacy! Luckily, I gave
them separate rooms,and I trust thece has been no scandal in my
house. at an adventure; and how the free thinkers of my parish
— and there are two or three such, I assure you—would laugh at my
axyensa if they knew it.”

If none of your parishioners knew that she was a weman by her
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yolce 1. 1is very little probable that I have
tures or dcpqruneut. Look, however, whmifﬁl l:lll:r:d‘?:;::lfw
wEar. silky hair, what a small foot, in spite of her coarse shoes.” v

I will not look at anything of the kind,” cried the curate, guite be-
side bl_mself'. * I‘L is an abomination to dress herself a’s a man
There is a verse in the Holy Bible which condemns to death an ;
man or woman guilty of assuming the dress of the opposite se-.x!r
To death ! Do you hear, monsieur? That shows clearly the enor
mity of the sin! with that too, she has presumed to enter the church
and :mp'udemly dared to sing the praises of the Lord, her sonl an
bufistxi\med La{!]l_kg bjlr the commission of such a crime.”’

ind most divinely she did sing them; the tears came i

: Itlést,ered{vflc;r E ne\'oir heard z?nvthiljg like it incmvelilf!elz.m glms:-:g;:

ystery ! o ecan this woman je? A f

th‘i‘né(bare much older than she.” - D
e is a mere child—quite a yvang girl,” eried ¢

could not help looking at Consugio “';th:i fzeeling nfﬁit:r:;ww’v;}:‘g
cpnﬂicted in his heart with the austerity of his principles. “Oh! the
little Serpgm.! See with how gentle and modest an air she repli.ev. to
the questions of M. le Canon. Ah, T am alost man, if any ofie h‘ere
sh?ulg ever discover the deceit. I should have to leave the countr »
ev.e “SII;:;! tth'(;ihng)j;‘hor you yourself, nor any one of your parishione&q

n ect that her voice was a woman” e
% v‘eRrTgimple e 1 an’s? Of a truth, yon must be

£ at would you have? We certainly perceived i
ex}raordmary in the voiee, but Gottlieb 'g-a]ijd that it s;:asef;:n ta‘i?;f:
voice, that he had already heard several others like it, that it wasa
votllc;e of thie Si.Ttiufg Chapel—I don’t know what that means, and I was
a thousand miles from suspecting any thing.
sienr? What must I do ?]" Al S

“Tf no one has any suspicion, my advice to you is to say nothing at
all aboutit. Get rid of the boys as quickly as yo : " <
to zét rid of them for you if )\-rm w?'ish it)‘r" bt

_“On! yes. You will do me the greatest service; see here, I will
give you the money—how much ought I to pay them?” 2

* This is not my part of the business. We pay artists liberally; but
your parish is not rich, and the church is not forced to do as the
theatre does.”

“1 will do things liberally. I will give them six florins. I will go
amtj get lL:Otﬁnce. But Wl&at will Monsieur the Canon say. He does
not seem ave perceived anything as yet. See how
is talking with fer; the holy rgan."g 7 Y

:Frankly! do you believe that he wounld be much scandalized ?”

How should he fail to be so? However, it is not so much his rep-
rimands as his raillery that T fear. You know how fond he is of a
jo‘ke. He has so much wit—oh, how he will mock my simplicity.”

* But if he partakesin your error, as he seems to do so far, he will
have no right to quiz you. Come, do not seem to take any notice;
let ns join them, and you can take your own time to get rid of your
musicians.”

They quitted the embrasure of *he window in which they had been
thus conversing, and the curate gliding alongside of Joseph—who
did not appear to engross the canon nearly so much as the Signor
Bertoni—slipped the six ftorins into his hand, So soon as he had re-
eaived that moderate sum Joseph made a sign to Consuelo to get rid
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i < h back.
of the canon and to follow him out; but the canon called Josep
and persisting in the belief that it was he who had the female voic?,
asked him, “ Why, I pray you, did you cho,ose that piece of Porpora’s
instead of singing M. Holzbaiier’s? ” ; :
mﬂs%,e“ﬁsadanot Hoszaﬁer’s, and did not know it,” rgphed Jaseph.
T sang the only thing which I had studied, that remained compiéte
my memory.” : :
inTh{; curate ythen hastily related Gc;ittl]:lieb’s_ltmk, and that bit of ar-
] jealousy made the canon laugh heartily. i
ﬂs'?%%eﬁa! ”Osa?d the stranger, “ your good shoemaker did us a great .
service. Instead of a very bad solo, we had a masterpiece of a very
at maestro. You showed your taste,” he added, addressing him-
to Consuelo. i
seI'E'I do not think,” said Joseph, “that H_o],:gbauer’s solo can be bad.
hat we sang of his was not without merit. ! -
W“ Merit is ngot genius,” replied the stranger with a 31gh‘,i and then
pertinaciously addressing himself to Consuelo, he R}dded, What do
you think of it, my young friend? Do you think they are the
? ” ]
BM‘PeNo, monsieur, I do not,” answered she, coldly and laconically, for
the look of the man embarrassed and annoyed her more and more
every moment.” i ;

“%ut you felt pleasure in’singing that mass by H_olzbauez;’, did you
not?” asked the canon. It is finé; do you not think so?

& T felt neither pleasure nor the reverse,” _s:pd]C?_nsuElo, who was
so impatient that she was becoming most positively irank.

& Tgat is to say, it is neither good mnor bad,” said the stranger
laughing. “ Welll my lad, you have answered me very well, and my
opinion agrees with yours.”

pThe canon burst into a violent fit of laughter, the curate appeared
to be very greatly embarrassed, and Consuelo following Joseph, made
her escape without troubling her head about that musical difference.

«Welll Monsieur Canon,” said the stranger, as soon as the m;1§’1~
clans had got out of the room, “ what do you think of those lads?

% Charming! admirable! I beg yl;n;'r pa]rdcu_l foiﬁaymg n?’)’, after the
rub the younger one gave you just before leaving the room.

“ My gardn%l? I tl%ink him adorable, that boy.- What talents for
such tender years. It is wonderful !hWha’t’ powerful and precocions
natural temperaments these italians have.

% I can sayP nothing for the talents of him you speak of,” said the
canon quite naturally. “I did not clearly observe it. It is his com-
panion whom I think really wonder_fu},, and he belongs to our nation,
if it may so please your Ttalian mania.” 4

“0Oh IY yesl,z’ saidy the stranger, winking his eye ?t the c’l}xrate.
% Then it was decidedly the elder who sang us Porpora’s musie.

“ T presume so,” said the curate, a good deal put out at being com-
pelled to vouch for such a falsehood. 3 Y

“ Tor me, I am sure of it,” said the ecanon, “for he told me 8o him-
self.”

“ And your other solo,” said the stranger,  that must then have
been one of your parishioners who sang that??

“] suppose so,” answered the curate, forcing himself to uphold the
imposture. .

oth looked at the canon to see whether he was their dupe, or
whethe- he was laughing at them in his sleeve. But he did not seem
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%0 entertain such a t.ought. His tranjuillity reassured the curate,
and they began to speak of other things. But at the end f a quarter
of an hour, the canon returned to the subject of music, and wanted
to see Joseph and Consuelo, in order, as he said, to take them to his
eountry seat, and hear them at his leisure. The curate lost his head,
and stammered out incomprehensible excuses. The canon then asked
him if he had his little musicians put into the pot to make up the
breakfast, which he really thought was quite good enough without.
The curate was in agony. The stranger came to the rescue. “T will
seek them out for you,” he said, making a sign to the eurate that he
would devise some expedient or other. But he had not the trouble
to do so;for he instantly learned from the servant woman that the
young artists had set off across the fields, after generously giving her
one of the florins which they had received.

“ What, gone!” exclaimed the eanon greatly dissatisfied. *I must
send after them. I must see them again. I must hear them—ahso-
lately I must!”

They affected to obey him, but they took no particular pains to
overtake them. Beside which, they had taken their line as straight
as the crow flies, eager to evade the curiosity which threatened them
with embarrassment. The canon regretted the misunderstanding
much, and was a little out of sorts at it.

 Heaven be thanked! he thinks nothing of the truth,” said the
curate to the stranger.

“Curate,” replied he, “do you remember the story of a certain
bishop, who, eating meat by mistake, one Friday, was informed of his
inadvertency by his vicar. ¢ Wretch!’ cried the bishop, ‘could he
not have held his peace, till dinner was over” We might just as well

have allowed Monsieur le Canon go on deceiving himself to his heart’s
content.”

CHAPTER LXXVI.

THE night was tranquil and serene; the full moon shone throngh
the lustrous atmosphere, and nine o’clock in the evening was strikin
on the clear sonorous bell of an antique priory, when Joseph an|
Consuelo having vainly endeavored to find a bell at the gate of the
enclosure, walked round and round that silent habitation, in the hope
of making themselves heard by some hospitable ear. But it was all in
vain. All the gates were locked, not a dog barked, not a light was to
be seen at the windows of this lifeless abode.

“‘This must be the palace of silence,” said Haydn, laughing, “and
had not the clock twice repeated in its slow and solemn voice the four
guarters in uf and in si, and the nine strokes for the hour in sol, I
should believe the place abandoned to ghosts and night owls.”

“ The country around,” said Consuelo, “ seems an absolute desert;”
for she was very tired, and this mysterious convent had something of
attraction for her poetical imagination. “Even if we must sleep in
some chapel, I will go no further; let us try to enter at all hazards,
:{;1 b.i’g it be over this wall, whizh does not look very difficult to

“Come ” said Joseph, “I will give you my hands, on which to set
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your foot as you climb, and when once you are on the top, 1 will throw
myself over quickly, and help you down.”

o sooner said than done; the wall was a low one, and two minutes
afterward, our young trespassers were walking with audacious tran-
quillity within the sacred demesnes. It was a fine kitchen-garden
kept up with minute pains. The fruit trees, trained into the form of
fans on their espaliers, offered to every comer their long arms loaded
with red-checked apples, and golden pears. Arborsof vines, festooned
on arches, bore, suspended like so many chandeliers, heavy branches
of rich grapes. The great beds of vezetables did not lack, either, their
own peculiar beauty. Asparagus with its graceful stalks and silky
foliage, all sparkling with the evening dew drops, resembled a forest
of Lilkputian pines covered with a gauze of silver, Peas climbed in
light garlands up their rods, and formed long cradled alleys, among
which the little hedge-sparrows, not as yet well asléep, chirruped iu
low murmurs. Gourds, proud leviathans of this wavy sea of verdure,
displayed their great golden orbs among their large dark leaves.
Young artichokes, like so many little erowded heads, arranged them-
selves around the principal individual, the centre of the royal stock;
melons reposed beneath their bell glasses, like ponderous Chinese
mandarins beneath their umbrellas; and from each of these glass
domes, the reflection of the moon darted forth like the rays of a great
blue diamond, against which the blundering moths persisted in knock-
ing their heads with a ceaseless humming.

A hedge of rose-bushes formed the line of demarcation, between the
kitchen-garden and the flower-garden, which touched the buildings,
and surrounded them with a girdle of flowers. This garden was re-
served like a sort of elysium. Fine ornamental shrubs, overshadowed
plants of rare beauty and exquisite fragrance. The sand of the walks
was as soft to the feet as a carpet; one would have said that the turf
plats had been combed blade by blade, so regular and even was the
sod. . The flowers stood so close that the earth could not be seen, and
each round flower-bed resembled a large basket.

The priory was a little building of the twelfth century, once forti-
fied with battlements, which were now replaced by steep roofs of
gray slate, the towers on which the machieolles and bastizans had
been suffered to remain as ornaments, to give it a striking: character,
while great masses of ivy broke the monotony of the walls, on the
unclothed portions of which, coldly shining in the moonlight, the
gray and uncertain shadows of the young pnp[ars wavered as tpe
night-wind shook them. Great wreaths of vine, to conclude the pie-
ture, mantled the cornices of all the doors and windows.

% This dwelling is calnr and melancholy,” said Consuelo. « But it
does not inspire me with so much sympathy as the garden. Plants
are made to vegetate in their places, and men to move and live in
society. Were I a flower I should desire to graw in this garden, it is
the place for flowers; but being a woman, I should not desire to live
in a cell, and to shut myself up alive in a mass of gray stones.
Should you like to be a monk, Beppo?” -

“Not I, God keep me from it! But I should wish to live beyond
the care of considering my daily food and lodging. 1 should desire to
live a peaceful and retirea life, somewhat at my ease, never dzsi_.mcted
by poverty or want. In a word, I should desire to vegetate asit were
in a sort of passive regularify, even in a depen lent state, provided

my intelligence were left free, and tha: I had n> other care or duty
than to compose music.”
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* Were it so, friend, you would compo y i congg.-

guence of composing il}Irallqni!Iv.’? el g s o

“ And wherefore should it be bad on that account? What is mo
beautiful than calmness? The skies are calm th.e moon is ca.l:l:

thgse flowers, whose peaceful attitudes you love.” f

Their motionless quiet tonclies me only because it succeeds to th
undulations which they borrow from the breeze. The purity of Lh?a
eky wonld not charm us had we never seen it blurred by th!‘oz:w storm

The moon is never more glorious than when she wades in ]i"h'r:

through angry clouds. Can rest, except to the weary, bring an real

hippn]r“f\“.’_ Can that be even called rest, which is eternal 9 Wg It
is aun‘l_l.ii;n'mr:_ itis decath. Ah! had you inhabited, as I have done

the Giants’ castle, for months in succession. you would be w 1

assured that tranquillity is not life.” 5

: !&ill _\\I:ai! ‘dn}- you call tranquil music?”

Music which is too correet, and too cold. ewW

such, if you would avoid fatigue, and the f:m'eslfaf ﬂ?.:ewgl;lﬁf:'mp%ing

As they spoke thus, they had arrived atthe base of the walls of the
priory. A fountain of clear water sponted out of a marble slobe sur-
moutited by a gilded cross, and fell down from bowl to bowl, until at
last it reaclied a large granite shell in which a quantity (nf‘guldAﬁsfh
played. Consuelo and Beppo, who were scarcely more than children
themselves, were diverted at watching their motions, when they saw
a tall white figure, appearing with a vitcher in her hand, at whose ap-
pearance they were at first somewhat alarmed ; but as soon as she dis-
covered our intruders, which she did not, being very near-sighted, un
til she had nearly filled her pitcher, she dropped it, and took to her
heels, screaming at the top of her lungs, and invoking the Holy Vir-
gin and all the saints.

“What is the matter now, dame Bridzet? " cried a man’s voice
t'rrmj the interior of the hounse. *“ Have you met an evil spirit?”

“ Two devils, or rather two thieves, are standing by the fountaiu,”
replied dame Bridget, joining the questioner, who showed himself on
the sill of the door, and stood there a few minutes, uncertain and in-
credulous. ;

“ This will be another of your panics! Is it likely that thieves
should come to attack us at such an hour as this? ”

*I swear to you,” she replied, “ that there are two black figures by
the fountain yonder, as motionless as stones. See, you can make
them out from here.”

“Tbelieve I do see something,” cried the man, attempting to talk
big. “I will call for the gardener and his two big lads, who will soon
take order with these fellows. They must have climbed the walls
fo:l shut all the doors myself.” ‘

In the mean time let us shut this,” said the old woman; “and
then we will ring the alarm.”

The door closed, and the young travellers stood doubting what the
should do. To fly was to confirm the ill opinion already formed o
them. To remain, was to await a violent attack. While they were
{:t consulting, a ray of light streamed through the chink of a shutter

the upper story. It became larger; a crimson curtain, behind
which t}']e lamp was burnine, was gently lifted, and a hand which
showed itself white and dimpled in the clear moonlight was seen at
the window, lifting the fringes of the cartain, while probably an un-
Been eye was scrutinizing their every movement from within.
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% ATl that we can do,” said Consuelo to her companion, “Is to
Allow me,—leave the words tome. No. Ra‘her take your violin
play me any ritornella you please in the first key that occurs to you.”

Joseph obeyed, and Consue.o began to sing, improvising both the
words and the poetry, a sort of rythmic chaunt in German, divided
by passages of recitation.

«We are but two young children innocens,
As small, as weak, as taneful as the bird
We imitate, the lovelorn nightingale.”

% Now Joseph,” she whispered aside, “a harmony to support the
recitative.” Then she resumed:—

«Worn by fatigue, dismayed by solitude
Of silent night, this dwelling we deseried,
At distance empty seeming; and presnmed
With timid feet its anxious wall to scale.”

% A harmony in la minor, Joseph,”—

Then in a magic paradise we stood,

Full of rare fruits, boon earth’s deliclons gift;
Hungered, athirsi, if but one smallest fruit

Be missed i the espalier, one grape I' tho bunech,
Let us be hunted hence, with shame and scorn.™

« A modulation to return in wi major, Joseph,”—

« And now they threaten us, and now suspest,
Yet will we not escape, nor yet will hide,
As who have done no wrong, unless to climb
Tha walls of the Lord’s house be wrong.
Yet, when the question is, how paradise
To scale, all roads are good, the shortest best.™

Consuelo concluded her recitative by one of those pretty canticles
in vulear Latin, which is ealled in Venice Latino de frate, and which
the people sing at night before the Madonna. When she had finished,
the two white hands which had gradually,advanced during the sing-
ing applauded eagerly, and a voice, which did not sound entirely
strange to her ear, cried from the window—- Welcome, disciples of the
muses, enter, enter. Hospitality invites and awaits you.” ]

The young people drew nigh, and a moment afterward a servant, in
& red and violet livery, opened the door to them civilly. ‘tl’ took you
for robbers, my young friends, and I beg your pardon for it,” he said
zaughing; *but itis your own fauit. Why did you not sing before?
With such a passport as your violin and your voice, you could mnot
fail of a good reception from my master. Come; it appears he is ac-
quainted with you before.”

- As he spoke thus, the civil servant had aseended a dozen steps of
very easy stairs before them, all covered with a soft Turkey carpet.
Before Joseph had time to ask his master’s name, he had opened the
two leaves of a folding door, which closed noislessly behind them, and,
after having crossed a comfortable antechamber, introd uced them into
a drawing-room where the gractous owner of this happy abode, sea
opposite to a fine roast pheasart, between two bottles of old golden
wine, was already beginning to digest his first course even while
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was paternally and majestically attacking the second. On his retarn
from his morning walk he had committed himself to the hands of his
valet to restore his complexion. He had been shaved and powdered
anew. The slightly gray curls of his fine head were daintily rounded
and besprinkled with a shade of exquisitely scented powder. His well-
shaped hands rested on his knees, clad in black satin breeches with
eold hu{'.};les, Hiswell-turned leg, of which he was a little vain, dec-
orated with a pair of very transparent violet stockings, well pulled up,
rested on a velvet cushion, and his noble corporation, enveloped in an
excellent doublet of pure-colored silk, wadded and stitched, reclined
deliciously in a great tapestry arm-chair, where no part of the elbow
saw the slightest risk of encountering an angle, so well was it stuffed
and rounded on every side. Seated near the chimney, which blazed
and crackled, behind her master’s arm-chair, dame Bridget, the house-
keeper, was preparing his coffee with a sort of religious care, while 3
second valet—not less perfect in his dress, or less courteous in his
manners than the other—was delicately detaching one of the pheas-
ant’s wings, which the holy man awaited, without either impatience
or anxiety.

Consuelo and Joseph bowed deeply, as they recognised in the per-
son of their benevolent host, monsieur, the major canon, and jubilary
of the cathedral chapel of St. Stephen, before whom they had sung
the mass on the previous day.

CHAPTER LXXVIL

MoNsIEUR the Canon was a man as comfortably situated asany
one in the world could be. At the age of seven years, thanks to royal
protection which had not failed him, he had been declared at the age
of reason, agreeably to the canons of the church, which, admit that al-
though one have not much reason at that age, he has at least enough
to receive and enjoy the fruits of a benefice. In consequence of this
decision, the young priest was admitted to the dignity of canon, al-
though the natural son of a king.—Still, in accordance with the canons
of the church—which always presumptively accept the legitimacy of
a child presented to a benefice under the protection of royalty; al-
though other articles of the same canons insist that all pretenders to
the holding of ecclesiastical benefices must be the issue of good and
lawfal marriages, in default of which they may be declared incapable,
mot to say unworthy, and infamous, as might be done upon occasion,

A man of intellect, a good orator, an elegaut writer, the canon had
promised and still promised himself that he would write a book on
the rights, privileges, and immunities of his chapter. Surrounded by
dusty quartos which he had never opened, he had not made his own
book, he was not making it, he was never likely to make it. The two
secrataries who had been engaged at the expense of the chapter to
assist him, had no occupation but to perfume his person and prepare
his table. Much interest followed his book—it was expected eagerly
—a thousand dreams of ambition, of revenge, of money, were built
npon the power of his arguments. This book, which had no exist
ence, already gained its author a repriation for perseverance, ambk




