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mire your nobleness, and believe me when I say that my royal
master shall hear of it.”

“Well, tell him that, if it lies in my power, Max Emmanuel
shall learn to dislike Austria and love France.”

“Signora, you are the instrument of a great purpose. 1
give you a whole year wherein to work ; and if, at the end of
that time, you have prevailed upon the elector to sign a treaty
of alliance with France, you, as one of France's noblest allies,
shall receive from my royal master one million of francs.
Meanwhile you shall have ten thousand francs a month for
pin-money.”

« Alas 1™ said Lucretia, “1 am forced to accept; for my
husband has so effectually impoverished me that I live on the
bounty of my brother. And he is so arrogant that I am al-
most as glad to be independent of him as to be delivered from
my detestable husband. I shall endeavor to let my acts speak
my gratitude for the deliverance.”

« Allow me, signora, to present you with your pocket-mon-
ey for this present month, and give me a receipt in the shape
of your fair hand to kiss.”

So saying, he laid a purse of gold at Lucretia’s feet, and
covered her hand with kisses.

7 shall want to consult you frequently, dear marquis,’ ob-
served Lucretia.

“T shall always beat your service.”

« And now, I take it as a matter of course, that what has
passed between us this morning is to remain a profound se-
cret.”

“ As a matter of course, signora, it goes no further,” re-
turned De Villars, * “and to insure perfect secrecy, you must
pretend not to know me when we meet abroad. Not even the
elector—or, perhaps I should say, above all men, the elector is
not to know of my visit. I must, therefore, take my leave.
for—hark ! your clock strikes one, and lovers are sure to be
punctual.”

«T shall expect you every morning at eleven ; and so we
can take counsel together, and T can report daily progress to

you.”
% & Memoirs of the Marquis de Villars,” vol. i, p. 104,
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“ Aurevoir, then, signora. All
, Signora. ow me one word more. If
be‘fore the close of the carnival, you leave Venice in cumpany;
g;th thf} elector, I shall take the liberty of refunding to you
: e entire cost of the refurnishing of your palace to-day, as
‘compensation for its temporary loss, A i £
allies of France, adien | ” iR it e
The French ambassador had h i
ardly time to make his es-
cape, before the doors of the drawing-room were ﬂungh;;eeg
)

and the lack A
s ey announced, “ His highness the Elector of Ba-

CHAPTER VIL

THE LOVERS REUNITED,

: Two weeks had elapsed since that unhappy meeting be-
fweeti-la Eugene anq Laura—two weeks of expectation and hope
rustrated. 'In vain had Eugene attempted to reach her with
3 message ; in vain had he remained for hours before her win-
Dows ; In vain had Antonio tried to penetrate into her presence
ay after da:_; came the same sorrowful news : the marchion-
eé;s w;as very ill, and no one was allowed to pass the threshold
}(: dt‘ 3 palace. Her_husbaud watched day and night at her
edside, and, excepting Mademoiselle Victorine, no living
creature was allowed to enter her room. : g
When, for .the -fourteenth time, Antonio returned vnsuc-
cessful from his mission, Eugene became so agitated and grew
s}cli palt? th?t the bravo was touched to the heart, and, takin
the p];mce s hand, covered it with kisses. ’ ; G
Do not be so cast down, excellenza,” sai i
; ; said h i :
§ ha:v'e courage, and hope for the best.”’ e
“gh, Antoltlno ! murmured the prince, “she is dead ! ?
o, excellenza, no! I swear to you that she liv :
do Z‘[‘belleve one word of this rumored illness.” P
S ]\ihy Sh(iu]l;d you not believe it, my friend 2”
cause I know the marquis well ; and this i
. ] I e
pretext for keeping his wife imprisoned.” mlip

“ 4
Thank you, Antonio, thank you,” replied Eugene, * for
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this ray of hope. Then I depend upon you to (‘ieliver my mes-
sage sooner or later. Remember my words : ‘The P'rmce of
Savoy knows why the marchioness did n?t speak to him. He
lives, loves, and hopes.’ And if you will but return to me
with one word from her lips, T will feel grateful to you for
ntonio.” !
hfe:‘?wt‘ﬁl serve you with my life, excellenza,” said Antonio,
bowing and leaving the room.
He had not been long away, before the door was opened,
and Conrad announced the Elector of Bavaria. ;
«T haye come to entice the hermit of the Capello out of his
cell” eried Max Emmanuel. “ My dear Eugene, was ever a
maé so obstinate a recluse? Every time I come I am tol'd that
you are at the arsenal, the dock-yards, the armory, a picture-
gallery, or some other retreat of arts and sciences.”
« Well, dear Max, I am a student, and find much to learn
3 3 e‘”
% YeTrcl)lcwhom do you say that?” cried Max, laughing. . “As
if I, too, were not a student, only that my tastes lie not in the
same direction as yours, and as if I were not making tremen-
in my studies ! ”
dﬂ“f glc‘)o%‘:(?isder : ;rou are far advanced in every branch of
i ile I am but a neophyte.”
lea?lt;t)gét:zhl@] thing ; you are mﬁch more deeply. learne:d than
1: but you are the victim of an unfor"tuna.te passion whlxch you
are striving to smother under a weight of study, while I—1,
my dear fellow, am distancing you every hour of t}'n's1 gay, for
my studies are all concentrated upon the ‘art of love.
“God speed you, then, and deliver you from the malady
i sting away my life | ”
tha?‘ gcjla;tre gan in{:oufprehensib]e being, Eugene. I cannot
comprehend your dogged fidelity to such an abstraction as a
woman whom you never see. You have not trusted me with
your secret, and yet I might have done you some service had
you been more frank with me.” .
“You mock me,” replied Eugene, gloomily.
“No, Eugene, I do not mock you. I know your sea:ret,
despite your taciturnity. I know that you love th(? Marchion-
ess Strozzi, and that the jealousy of her husband is such that
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you have not been able to speak a word with her since your
arrival in Venice.”

“Who could have told you?”

“ My houri—she whose love has made of Venice a Mussul-
man’s paradise to me. Oh, Eugene ! I am the happiest man
alive! T am beloved and loved for myself. My beautiful
mistress is noble and rich ; she refuses all my gifts, and yet
she is about to give me unequivocal proof of her love : she is
about to leave her lovely Italian home, and fly with me to
Munich.”

“ Are you about to leave Venice so soon 2”

“The archduchess is dangerously ill, and yesterday a cou-
rier was sent to summon me home. And, would you believe
it? my Lucretia consents to accompany me, on condition that
I force no gifts upon her acceptance, but allow her to furnish
her house in Munich at her own expense. Did you ever hear
of such disinterestedness? Now I am about to give you a
proof of my confidence, and tell you the name of my mistress.
It is the Countess Canossa. Well |—You are not overjoyed ?
You do not understand |—”

“How should I be overjoyed or understand, when I do not
know the lady, Max ?”

* Great goodness, is it possible that this unconscionable
snail has lived so closely in his shell that he does not know
how fortunate for him it is, that the Countess Canossa loves
me! Hear me, Eugene. My Luecretia is the sister of the Mar-
quis de Strozzi.”

“My enemy!” murmured Eugene, his brow suddenly
darkening.

“Yes ; but not his sister’s friend ; for although he malkes a
confidante of her, she hates him. Except Victorine, the count-
ess is the only person permitted to have access to her sister-in-
law’s apartments.”

Eugene’s eyes now brightened with expectation, and he
looked gratefully up into the elector’s handsome, flushed
face.

“ Yes, Eugene, yes,” continued Max, “and through her an-
gelic goodness, you shall visit your Laura. To-day, Lucretia
appears as Mary Stuart, at a masked entertainment given by
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Admiral Mocenigo. Before she goes, ghe is to s:ho';I oﬁ-‘lher
dress to the poor prisoner of the Palazzo Strffzm. e:o c}r;lg-
train is to be borne by a page, who of course wﬂl.hav%e -
Jow whithersoever Mary Stuart goes. This page 15 tobey
P
Gdfi-:fgez: Strh.rew himself into the elector’s avms. He was too
J h.
hﬂPK{' jg;ﬁ?z?f the same day, the gomﬁiola of the Count{iei: C:.{i
nossa stopped before the Palazzo Strozzl. The counteisl, t:sm
in a magnificent costume, went slowly up th.e mar 1e s}ve{
her long train of white satin borne by a page in purple ;u? ami
His face, like that of his mistress, was hidden I_Jy a mgs ;vaist
the broad red scarf which was tied around‘hls 5}.3}1 erto S,
confined a small dagger whose hilt was set 111.pre010;1§ s tnen._
His eyes were so large and bright t%lat the mask ccnlz)m:o ec'f
tirely conceal their beauty ; and. it was perhaps] : :z:hin
their splendor that the porter hesitated to admit him
the’lr‘)hia::;mbess, who had gone a few steps before, turned care-
lessly round, and asked why her page did not fo]:}o:. 25
“Your ladyship,” replied fselzpo. the gorter, the marq
i the admission of strangers. ?
has"f Zr:tlid;sz call that poor, little fellow of mine a stl-:.ngert"c?'
You might as well ask me to cut off my train, asteif:pec me
wear it without my page !—Come, Filippo, come ! s

Filippo passed on, while the old porter grum}':ale 5 e S

“ Never mind, Beppo,” said the countess, looking bac d]i'l
1y, ¢TI will tell my brother of your over-watchfulness, s:,n A;:E
f.o;-m him what a love of a Cerberus he has fora p.orter. o
on she went, having reached ﬂ;le 11;013 of the staircase, before

ili e train had gone half way. ; }
Fﬂﬁiﬁ:ﬁii:}:]le Victorine was a.w‘aiting their arrival, and
und courtesy to Lucretia. o
maﬂ%?gﬁ:;‘f: the marchioness awaits you in h‘?r boudoir.”
 And the marquis knows that I am here? :

“Yes, signora. He was anxious to accompany you mkyou‘::
visit to my lady : but she would not consent; and :\fosw:e(1 nfh
that he dares not go without it. He never has cro e
threshold of her dressing-room.”
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“I know it well. Now go and announce my visit to her.
But first, go to the marquis and tell him that, as soon as I shall
have returned from the apartments of my sister-in-law, I wish
to see him in his cabinet, on important business.”

This was spoken in an elevated tone, so that all the spies,
whom Lucretia knew to be eavesdropping around, might hear
her words and repeat them.

“I go, signora,” replied Vietorine, in the same tone; but
she added in a whisper to the page, “ For God’s sake, be dis-
creet | ”

The lady’s maid, in obedience to Lucretia’s orders, went
directly to the cabinet of Strozzi, while the countess proceeded
in an opposite direction. At the end of the grand corridor
was a lofty door, which, being shut, the countess remained
stationary ; while Filippo, who seemed not to have remarked
it, went on with his train, until he stood immediately behind
his mistress.

She chided him for his familiarity., “Back, Filippo,” said
she, impatiently. “When I stop, how do you presume to go
on? You are too unmannerly for a page 1"

Filippo murmured a few unintelligible words, and retreat-
ed, while the countess knocked several times at the door.

“Ttis I, Laura, the Countess de Canossa.”

If anybody had been near, the beatings of poor Filippo's
heart might have been heard during the pause that ensued be-
fore the door was opened. At length its heavy panels were
seen to move, and a sweet, soft voice was heard :

*Come in, dear Lucretia.”

The countess disappeared within ; but scarcel y had she en-
tered the room before she grasped Laura’s arm, and hurried
her into the room beyond.

*Not here, not here,” whispered she. “Go into your pri-
vate apartment, Laura. In this one you would be unsafe.

There will be listeners at the door.”

Laura made no reply : she flew back and disappeared be-
hind the portiére that led into her boudoir. The countess
looked back at her page, who leaned trembling against a mar-
ble column close by.

“Shut the door, Filippo,” said she, “ and await me here. I
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will see the marchioness in her boudoir, and Mademoiselle
Victorine will be back presently, to entertain you.”

The door was shut, and Filippo, letting Mary Stuart's train
drop without further ceremony, sprang forward and touched
the arm of his royal mistress.

“Where is she ?”

“Tn her boudoir.” The page would have gone thither at
once; but Lucretia stopped him. *Mark my words well.
Speak low ; and when Victorine summons you away, obey at
once, for delay may cost you your life. And now, impatient
youth, begone ! ”

They were together. Laura would have sprung forward to
meet him, but emotion paralyzed her limbs, and chained her
to the floor, He clasped her in his loving arms, kissed her
again and again, and each felt the wild throbbing of the oth-
er’s heart. Forgotten were the long years of their parting,
forgotten all doubt, all angunish. It seemed but yesterday that
they had plighted their troth in that moonlit pavilion ; and
nothing lay between, save one long night which now had
passed away, leaving the dawn of a day that was radiant with
sunshine.

«T have thee once more, my own! Close—close to my
heart, and would to God thou couldst grow there, blending
our dual being into one ! ”

“Not once more, my Eugene, for thou hast never lost me.
I have kept unstained the faith I pledged, and never have Ibe-
longed to any man but thee ! ”

“But alas, my treasure, I may not possess thee | Let me at
least drink my fill of thy beauty, my Laura !”

She drew him gently to her divan, and there, just as he
had done in the pavilion, he knelt at her feet, and gazed, en-
raptured, in her face. With her little white hands she stroked
his black loeks, and lifted them from his pale, high brow.

“My hero,” murmured she, tenderly. * Thou hast decked
that brow with laurels since I loved thee, Eugene; and the
world has heard of thee and of thy deeds of valor. I knew it
would be so ; T knew that the God of the brave would shield
thy dear head in the day of battle, and lift thee to mountain-
heights of glory and renown.”
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“And yet I would so gladly have yielded up my life,
Laura! What was liie without thee? One long night of
anguish, to which death would have been glorious day | Oh,
L}?ura’ ,! that day—that fearful day—on which I was bereft of

« thee |

She laid her hand upon his lips. “ Do not think of it, be-
loved, or thou wilt mar the ecstasy of the present. I, too, have
§uffered—more, it must have been more, than thou! And yet
in all my anguish I was happy ; for I was faithful, though
sorely tried, and never, never despaired of thy coming.”

“ And yet thou art the wife of another.”

2 “Say not so. When the priest laid my hand in his, I laid
it in thine. To thee were my promises of fidelity, to thee I
plighted my troth. That another—a liar and deceiver, should
have inserted his odious name for thine, laid his dishonored
hand in mine, has never bound me! I was, I am, I will ever
be thine, so help me, God ! who heard the oath I swore, and
knew that, swearing, I believed thee there | "

“ And I could doubt her, my love, my wife! Forgive me,
Laura, that in my madness I should have accused thee.”

‘“ All is forgotten, for I have thee here | ”

It was well for these impassioned lovers that a friend
watched for them without. TLucretia had mounted guard for
half an hour, when Victorine returned to say that the marquis
would be glad to see his sister; her visit had lasted long
enough.

“Take my place, then, Victorine ; bolt the door, and admit
nobody.”

“Oh, signora, if the marquis finds us out, he will assassi-
nate me | ” said Victorine, trembling.

“ He will not find us out; and you can very well endure
some little uneasiness, when for a few nervous twitches you
are to receive two thousand sequins. Think that, by to-night,
you will be on your way to Paris.”

“Would to God I were there, away from this frightful rob-
bers’ nest ! ”

Lucretia laughed. * You flatter the city of Venice. But I
am not surprised that you are not in love with the Palazzo
Btrozzi, for when its master is contradicted, he is a ‘rag-
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ing tiger, whose thirst nothing save human blood will
quench,”

“0O God! O Lord ! I am almost dead with fright | ”

“ Have patience, mademoiselle. Look at yonder clock on
the mantel. Precisely at the expiration of one hour, come
with your message to my brother’s cabinet. That will be the
signal for your release. Are your effects out of the palace ?”

*Yes, signora ; they are all at the hotel of the Marquis de
Villars.”

“ And the gondola of the elector will be here to speak the
prince’s adieux. Now remain just where you are ; and, instead
of opening your ears to what is passing in yonder boudoir,
make use of your leisure to say your prayers, which you may
possibly have forgotten this morning.”

The countess lifted up her long train, and, passing it over
her arm, went on her way to meet the amiable Strozzi,

“Really, Ottario,” said she, entering the cabinet, “your
palace is singularly like a prison. As I came through the
corridor, I felt as if I were passing over the Ponte de’ Sospiri.
The atmosphere of the place is heavy with your jealous sighs.”

“True ; there is little happiness under the marble dome of
my palace. But let us speak of other things. What can I do
to serve you?”

“You seem to intimate that I can never desire to speak with
you, except to ask a favor.”

“I find that, generally speaking, the case.”

“Foronce you are mistaken. I want nothing from you
whatever.”

“You seem to have grown rich by some legerdemain or
other, Lucretia. I hear that you have refitted your palace
with great magnificence. Has Canossa come into a fortune?
or has he been winning at the card-table ¢

“Neither ; but it was precisely of my newly acquired wealth
that I came to speak with you. I am about to quit Venice,
perhaps forever ; and before leaving I wished to have an ex-
planation with you.”

“Gracious Heaven | who will take your place by Laura?”

“Very flattering that my departure oecasions no emotion
in my brother’s fond heart, save regret for the loss of his spy !
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But never mind, I overlook the slight, and proceed with my
confession.”

So Lucretia went over all the humiliations and hardships
she had undergone within the past six months; and, after
dwelling pathetically upon her own sufferings, she related the
manner of her meeting with the Elector of Bavaria, and its
consequences. They loved each other to adoration ; he lay-
ished every gift upon her that his wealth could purchase, and
now she was about to give him substantial proof of her at-
tachment, by going off with him to Munich. No mention
was made, in the recital, of her episode with the French min-
ister,

The countess had barely arrived at the end of her confi-
dences, when a knock was heard, and Mademoiselle Victorine
walked in with a message from the marchioness,

“ What message ¢ cried Strozzi, rising at once to receive it,

“Pardon me, excellenza, it is only a message for the sig-
nora,” said Victorine, courtesying. *“ My lady wishes to know
if the countess has the French book that she promised to bring
to-day 27

“Dear me | I had forgotten it,” eried the countess. “But
stay, Victorine, it is in the gondola below. Let little Filippo
go after it.”

“Who is Filippo ¢ ” asked the marquis, frowning.

“My page, to be sure. Have you never seen him? Of
course I could not carry Mary Stuart’s long train up the stair-
case without a page to help me.”

“ And he is here, in the palace 2"

“Of course he is: where else should the child be but here
with me? And, as T was not anxious to have him eavesdrop-
ping about your cabinet while we were conversing, I gave him
in charge to Victorine,”

“T shall discharge Beppo,” growled the marquis. “How
dared he—"

“Let me intercede for poor Beppo,” laughed Lucretia.
* He would have kept out Filippo, but I insisted that your pro-
hibition could not extend to boys, and I insisted upon having
him to earry my train. Since his presence here annoys you,
he shall be made to leave, and await me in my gondola.”
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“But the book, signora,” said Victorine, with quiver.
ing‘;l 'lII‘)z:ue—the book for Laura. Will you perm.it Victtl)rine to
with Filippo, and get it? But bless me | Without her g]; (.r
gt;ctiou Beppo would not allow him to pass. You consent fo
: him?” .
her“t %2.: (’:’O;Ialiglag{rozzi. roughly. * Butif ever you come again,
! n
leave your page at hon‘ie. B
% The watchword, signor ? ”- asked Viectorine.
% tia,” returned Strozzi. g
£ ‘\;?l]::t 1" exclaimed Lueretia, * does Vu;ltonr;tzd tooz ne;(c)lu?
‘ r dear brother, mire
ord to leave the palace? My 3 adnl
Pz:?:s | You are qualified to make a ﬁx.-st-rate ;|a11e]r;. e
- Mademoiselle Victorine had not tarried to hear the 1?3111 i
compliment of the countess. She flew along the corri czrthe
the apartments of the marchioness, and, first knocking a
drew back the portiére. - :
dOO‘I‘-,YS‘S:r lrlighness,” said she, “ the hour has explrefi.’ Th(fz
dropping the portiére, that the lovers might part without wi
he waited without. :
nesie::l:a's arms were around his neck. Eugf..‘.ne dreth!cr h?e:
passionately to his heart. “Must I then go without thee
ed he. :
mu‘l:rg}:; my Eugene; this time thm_l goest alone. t,oB;::a be
‘patient and hopeful, and thy spouse will find means pe
her jailer.” : e o
fI‘m‘]‘-’I car]lnot go,” cried Eugene, despamngly._ Nor can llli
leave my enemy’s house like a frightened cur, while the woma
I love remains to bear hisanger. He must—he shall renounce
N f 1 n -
my““';h:t is, you would see me murdered before your ;yes ! ]
exclaimed Laura, well knowing Wl}ulathal-gumelixlt tt;c;;ia E ;;(;\;e
i t to discretion. “ Eugene, e has sworn to :
211::1 1rfn ;)iver speak to you—and, believe me, he will keep his
)
" ;
Oaﬂ‘]‘h&nd I must leave my treasure in his bloodtl'nrst_y hands?”
cried‘the prince, pressing her still more closely_m his art:;:
“The tiger will do me no harm, Eugene, if thou wilt go
before he sees thee.”

THE LOVERS REUNITED. 391

“Your highness,” said Victorine, imploringly through the
portiére, “ for God’s sake, tarry no longer | »

Laura, freeing herself from his e
door. “Farewell, my beloved,”
and will reunite us,”

*One more look into those d
those sweet lips.”

“Oh, your highness ! ”

Laura raised the portié
Victorine reach him his m
boudoir, she fell upon her

mbrace, led him to the
said she, “God is merciful,

ear eyes, one more kiss from

whispered Victorine, a second time.
re, and led him forward. She saw
ask, and then, darting back into her

knees, and prayed for an hour,
Meanwhile the Countess Lucretia was still discussing her

affairs ; but she seemed to have become absent-minded, some-
times stopping suddenly in her speech to listen, occasionally
directing anxious glances toward the windows.

The marquis was too keen for these symptoms to escape his
penetration.

“ Are you watchin

“Yes,” replied she
is I ”

As she spoke these last words, a voice from the water called
out three'times : “ Addio ! addio | addio 1

“Do you know what that ‘addio’ signifies?” agked Lu-
cretia,

“How can I understand
and your loves?”

“I will tell you what it means,”
her brother’s face. “I—but no ! your eyes glare too fiercely
just now ; you are ready for a spring, and T dare not wait to
be devoured. Addio, Ottario, addio. Take this note, and
swear that you will not open it before ten minutes.”

“What childishness | » exclaimed Strozzi, rudely.

“Youwill not? Then you shall not see its contents, which,
nevertheless, concern your Laura,”

“Laura I—Then I swear that T will not open it before ten
minutes, ”

*It is on the table,
You would not be safe
ten minutes.”

g or waiting for any thing ?” asked he.
, “ L await something, and—oh | there it

the signals that pass between you

said she, looking full into

Be careful how you break your oath,
were you to unfold that paper before
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So saying, she kissed her hand, and tripped merrily away
her gondola. : .
- 1::: gle expiration of the time required, Strozzi tjook. up the
pa;;er and broke its seal. It contained the following :

“ My DEAR BROTEER: You sold me to Count Canossa, aﬁ
ou fxave degraded me to the trade of a spy. You have {:’m
fne more than once, to play the dragon by Eiou; poor, mzl ;I;I:i-;
if i for my unkindness, an
wife ; but I have repaid h'er I ' e
1f also. My little Filippo is Prince Eugene,
;veeigg’tidrznn{:?n alone with your wife, exactly as lon_g a‘s I cc‘}fi
verse with you in your cabinet. The three "add-ms wt}ﬂ(t,l
ou will have heard ere this from the- Canale, signify f;hj?a ; e
ly;rinca has reached his gondola, and is saét:d AJ;O thaave ah ;
gt : o Yom g
iselle Victorine, my accomplice, ha?s _
Eglfieuc:,ts for each betrayal of her mistress; we oﬁ’fiirefl t;t’\‘o
thousand sequins, and of course she betrayed you. Addio!

To describe the fury of the marquis would be impossiblle.
But his paroxysm of rage over, he at once began to revolve in
is mind the means of revenge. : .
hm‘fr;here must be an end to this martyrdor.n,” _salcf he. ‘}'t
must end !|? He looked at the clock. “'Tis time Antonio

, and he shall do it.” i
wel:l: ztrwu::lljzl three times on his little bell, :'md the door in the
wall glided back, giving entrance to Antonio.

CHAPTER VIII.
ANTONIO'S EXPIATION.

THE next morning Antonio asked admittance to the eabinet
f his new employer. 4 S i
T Your highness,” said he, *I have seen the-mﬂﬁchloness.‘
*“What greeting does she send, good‘ Antofuo ? ; '
“ My lord, she awaits Filippo at eight o’'clock this even

ing.”
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“She awaits me ! 7 echoed Eugene. “And you are to con-
duct me to her?”

“Yes, my lord. Iam acquainted with the secret passages
of the palace. I will show you the way, and, as God in heaven
hears me, I will bring you safely back.”

“How solemnly you speak, Antonio |7

“ Ah, excellenza, it is easier to enter that palace than to
leaveit! Butyou shall leave it in safety, as I hope to be saved
from perdition 17

“ At what hour did you say 1

“ At eight this evening. And now, my lord, allow me to
leave you for a time. The marquis requires me to remain at
the palace, and I must be punctual, or he will suspect me.
You will be obliged to engage another commissionnaire ; but,
believe me, I shall better serve you in the palace than
here.”

Antonio was allowed to depart ; but instead of going toward
the Strozzi palace, he betook himself to that of the Elector of
Bavaria, where the household were in that state of confusion
which precedes a departure. The elector had chosen to leave
Venice by night,

“I have an important message from my lord, Prince Eu-
gene of Savoy to his highness of Bavaria,” said Antonio, mak-
ing his way through the busy throng of servants. “Is he in
his ecabinet 2 ?

“Yes. The chamberlain is in the anteroom. He will an-
nounce you.”

“His highness will receive the messenger of Prince Eu-
gene,” was the reply ; and Antonio, having been admitted, had
a conversation of some length with the elector, which left the
latter in a state of great agitation,

“I wish it were in my power to render assistance ; but I
dare not. He made me promise that I would not interfere in
any way ; and I must keep my word. T would but act in the
dark, and might ruin him.—And now to Lucretia, to devise
other means of rescue, if these should fajl—"

After leaving the elector, Antonio directed his steps toward
the prison near the palace of the doge. The porter that stood
near the grated door looked searchingly at the mask that pre-
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sumed to tarry before those dismal gates whereof he was the
guardian.

“Would you earn a thousand sequins ?” said Antonio, in a
whisper.

“How ?” asked the porter, opening his eyes like two full
oons.

“Do you know in which cell Catherina Giamberta is con-
fined 2"

“Yes, I know.”

“Take this flower to her. It is her birthday, and she loves
flowers. Tell her it comes from Antonio, and ask her to send
him the ribbon she wears around her neck. If you return
with it, I will give you one thousand sequins.”

He handed the porter a large rose, whose stem was carefully
wrapped in paper. Christiano scarcely saw what it was, so
dazzled were his eyes by the approaching glitter of a thousand
sequins. But he thrust it in his bosom, drew the bolts of his
prison, and disappeared within its gloomy depths.

Antonio leaned his head against the clammy prison-wall
and waited. In half an hour the turnkey returned.

“Have you your thousand sequins with you?” asked he.

“Here they are,” said Antonio, drawing from his cloak a
purse, through whose dingy silk meshes the gold was visi-
ble.

The turnkey put his hand through the grate, and Antonio
saw a faded, yellow paper, tied with a silken cord. He took
the packet, and in return gave Christiano the purse. Ashe
did so, he said : “ Make good use of it ; I have passed through
five years of misery to earn it. Make good use of it, and if
you will have a mass said for the repose of my soul, ’tis all T
ask in addition to the service you have just rendered me.”

He turned away, and, hurriedly taking the direction of St.
Mark’s, entered a side-door, and stood within its sacred walls.
The church was empty and dimly lighted. Antonio knelt
down behind one of the pillars, and opened the paper.

It contained a lock of golden hair—the hair of a child.
The bravo pressed it to his lips, and, murmuring a few fond
words, laid it lovingly upon his heart, and began to pray.
When his prayer was ended, he approached a confessional
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wherein sat an old Benedictine monk, and, kneeling down, be-
gan his confession.

The recital was a long, and apparently a terrible one;
for more than once the monk shuddered, and his vener-
able face was mournfully upraised as if in prayer for the
pem't.em. When Antonio ceased, he remained silent, still
praying.

“Reverend father,” murmured the bravo, may I not re-
ceive absolution for my sins | ?

. “Yes, my son, you shall receive such absolution as it rests
with me to give. If, as I hope, you are truly repentant, God
will do the rest. You have sinned grievously, but you are
ready to expiate.” And the priest performed the ceremony of
absolution,

“Reverend father, give me your blessin g—your blessing in
articulo mortis.”

*Come hither and receive it.”

Antonio emerged from the confessional, and knelt on the
marble pavement, while the rays from a stained window above
fell upon his head like a soft, golden halo. The priest, too,
stepped out, and, laying his hand upon that bowed head, made
the sign of the cross, and blessed him in articulo mortis,
Then going slowly up the aisle, and kneeling within the

sanctuary, he passed the night in praying for a soul that was
about to depart this world.

CHAPTER IX.

THE DUNGEON, a

THE clock on the Campanillo of St. Mark’s struck eight.
The day of longing expectation had at last worn away. and
Eugene was once more to be admitted to the presence o,f his
beloved.

Before leaving his cabinet he had sent for Antonio, and,
reaching him a purse of gold, had said : “ Here, my brave—
here are two hundred ducats. Take this purse, and, when you
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make use of its contents, remember that T gave it as a token of
my gratitude for your fidelity and friendship.”

‘No, your highness,” replied Antonio, in a tearful voice—
“no, your highness, I need no gold. If you would give me a
souvenir, let me have the glove that has covered the right hand
of a hero whose sword has never been unsheathed save in the
cause of right.”

“Singular man,” exclaimed Eugene, “ take them both, and
believe that I thank you for your attachment. And now, let
us away ! ”

“Yes, my lord ; but I implore you, not this rich cloak of
velvet. Take this black wrapping of cloth ; it is more appro-
priate for an adventure such as ours.”

The little gondola lay moored at the stairs, without gondo-
lier or light. Nobody was there except Eugene and Antonio,
who rowed without help. They made for a channel leading
to a wing of the Palace Strozzi, whose dark, frowning walls,
unrelieved by one single opening, were laved by the foul and
turbid waters of the narrow estuary. Amntonio’s practised eye
discovered the low opening that gave access to the palace ;
and, after fastening his gondola to a ring in the wall, he
knocked three times at the door. It was opened, and they en-
tered a small vestibule, dimly lighted, where they were con-
fronted by a man who asked for the password.

Antonio whispered something in his ear, and they were
permitted to ascend a steep, narrow staircase leading to a pas-
sage so contracted that Eugene’s shoulders touched on either
side, as he struggled along toward a second staircase. When
they had reached the last step, Antonio said : “We have no
farther to go. Pass in, sienor, and, whatever ensues, remem-
ber that you must patiently await my return.”

A door opened, Eugene passed through, and it closed be-
hind him. He was in a room of singular shape and construc-
tion. It was a rotunda, whose blank walls were without open-
ing whatsoever ; neither door nor window was to be seen
therein. Suspended from the lofty ceiling was an iron chain,
to which was attached a small lamp, whose light fell directly
overa table that stood in the eentre of the room. On the table
lay a piece of bread and a glass of water ; near it was placed a
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wooden chair, and this was all the furniture contained within
the dismal apartment.

“A dungeon,” said Eugene to himself, One of those
dungeons of which I have heard, but in whose existence I
never believed until now.”

_ He was perfectly collected ; but he comprehended his posi-
tion, and knew that he had been betrayed. He had been lured
into this secret prison, there to die without a sign ! But he
must make one desperate effort to escape. Death he could
confront—even the death that stared him in the face ; but to
know that Laura would be doomed to a life of utter Wl:etched-
ness, was a thought that almost unsettled his reason.

F{e surveyed the place, and then felt every stone
crevice, that came within his reach. As he raised his ;lzoum-
tul eyes to look above him, the wall just below the ceiling be-
igan to move, a small window was opened, and within its iron
dzag:;ﬂ afz)feared a pale, sinister face—the face of the Marquis

Eugene tore the mask from his face,
flashed with scorn. :

“ Assassin | ” cried he, ¢ cowardly assassin 1”

: The marquis laughed ; he could afford to laugh, ¢ Yes”
ﬁd he, ‘f‘IS am any thing you may please to term me : but ym,:,,

nce of Savoy, are no longer am ivi
S :y,fareweu.] ) o ong the living. Your days

The window closed, and the wall moved slowly back until
no trace of the opening was to be seen. A dungeon! A
grave | Eugene of Savoy would die of hunger! no human
ear would hear his dying plaint; within a few steps of one
that loved him he would disappear from earth ; and, until the
great day whereon hell would yield up its secrets of, horror to
the Eternal Judge, his fate would remain a mystery | Alas!
alas! And was this to be the end of his aspiratic;ns f01:
glory ?

‘But hark! What sound is that? The invisible door, for
which he had been groping in vain, was once more opetaned
a.ndH Antonio glided noiselessly into the room, :

e raised his hand in token of warning,
lord,” whispered he. “I come to save y]f:?)i.” p o
22

L]
every

and his Iarge eyes
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“To save me, traitor! You, the despicable tool of
Strozzi 17 _

*Oh, my lord! Have mercy, have mercy | Every mo-
ment is precious : listen to me, listen to me ! ”

Antonio sank on his knees, the mask dropped from his face,
and his pale, suffering countenance wore any aspect but that
of treachery.

“In the name of the Marchioness Laura Bonaletta, hear
me,” said he, imploringly.

“ Laura Bonaletta!” echoed Eugene, in a voice of piere-
ing anguish. “ What can such as you know of Laura Bona-
letta??

Antonio gave him a folded paper containing these few
lines : “If thou lovest me, do as Antonio bids thee. If thou
wouldst not have me die of grief, accept thy life from An-
tonio’s hands, and oh, love ! believe me, we shall meet again.
Thy Laura.”

Eugene pressed the paper to his lips, and when he looked
at Antonio again. his eye had lost its sternness, and about his
lips there fluttered a sad smile.

“What does this mean, Antonio ?” said he,

‘ Excellenza, it means that I was a hardened sinner until
you rescued my soul from perdition. Would that I had time
to lay before you the sins of my whole life, that you might
know from what depths of crime you delivered me! But time
is precious. I can only say that I am no brave soldier that
was scarred in battle. This wound upon my face was from
the hand of my father, and, for the erime of his murder, my

right hand was hewed by the arm of the executioner. Nay—
do not start, my dear, dear lord ! ’Tis you that brought me to
repentance ; ’tis you that inspired me to seek reconciliation
with Heaven. I came to you a bravo—the emissary of the
Marquis Strozzi; but when you touched my mutilated arm
with your honored hand—when you trusted me because you
believed me to be brave—I swore in my heart that you at least
I would not betray. 'Tis true, I led you hither where Strozzi
would have left you to die of hunger. Ah, my lord! you are
not the first that has looked upon these cruel walls. Giuseppi,
the gondolier whom the countess loved—he, too, poor youth,
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came hither—and six days after I was i
: 2 sent for his ¢
consigned it to the sullen waters of the lagoon, that ng'sei;atid
secrets of Strozzi’s atrocious murders.” ! 5
:lButl why, then, did you not warn me?”
Because Strozzi would have murdered me,
?_ncnther man to b.etmy You into his hands. Or, if you had be-
ﬂleve(% me, you might have remained in Venice, and you must
¥y this very night—this very hour. Until You are safe, Strozzi
must believe that you are his prisoner,” dgisaes
*Am I, then, f ,
G nrh n, lorever doomed to turn my back upon this
“My lord, my lord, no vain
d, les ! The Marchi
Bonaletta will die if vo ity S
o s e if you do not live to rescue her from his
Eugene grasped his arm, « i
e - - “Ah, yes, indeed ! Then come,
i
My dear lord, one man only can leave this room., The

P : p :
1;};:; .,1,' 1s ready with his dagger if both should aitempt to

“You would remain

and employed

? here in my place | i
fice your life to liberate me, Antongcr)l.!)” n ook

“The parricide would fain be a i
I _ t rest,” replied Antonj
ig]']entg. _ The sinner would gladly suffer death, that, exp]il:t):
g Lis crimes, he may hope to be forgiven by his Maker.”

“Never will T purchase I
Py p life at such g p
“My life is accursed.” said A i
: d, ntonio ; “my death will he
tlgtulmphant. My lord, if you knew how I longed for death
_Zre tgould I_Jtcs)t refuse me the blessing I covet, My Oatherine:
1S awalls me in the other world : T lon to rejoi
: 3 rejo
long to obtain the pardon of my murdered fagt.her ”J il
5 Eugene’s face was buried in his hand ;
I (‘:annot, I cannot,” gasped he.
“You would drive your Laura to despai
espair, th
go 1‘3‘0 Igrour grave without renown ¢? SEB e e
0; I would live. Come: we ca
: : ive. : n overpowe
——lif‘nothlng less will save us, we can Iill himpﬁ:‘ e
‘s Beiéare he dies he will call for help, and help will be
ear. But one of us can €scape ; and, by my eternal salva-

rice,” was the reply

8, and he was weeping.
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tion, T swear that I will not be that one! Away With you!
Awa’ty ! In a moment it will be too late ! _ Do you nf:t hear
me? Whether you go or stay, I never will leave this place

i ! ¢ - -
agaglgene staggered against the wall, and sighed heav;%y.
Antonio knelt at his feet. At last he murmured almost in-

dibly, *I will go.” :
. An{onio sprang from his knees, threw hlS‘ cloak af-ound the
prince, and, with eager, trembling hands, adJustec'I his maslf.

& Tila:nk God ! " said he, “ we are of the same size and bu:lfl.
There is not the least danger of recognition. The porter will
suspect nothing. The password is, ¢ One of two.’ ’]."he gondola
is moored in the place where we left it, and your friends are at
the landing, awaiting younow. The ma‘mhloness knows that
you are to leave Venice to-night. God in heaven bless you.
And now away !” i

“ Antonio,” replied Eugene, greatly affected, *with my

N
latest breath I will bless and thank you.

Then folding the bravo in his arms, he would have spoken
his thanks again, but Antonio hurried him away, closed the
door, and then fell upon his knees to pray.

The password was spoken, the door was opene‘:.l1 and Eugene
was saved | He sprang into the gondola, and it flew across
those sullen waters like an arrow. Ashereached the landing,

11-known voice called out, “ Eugene ! ”

- W‘?Mu Emmanuel, I am here!” was the reply, and the

iends were locked in each other’s arms.
fneKtslength the elector spoke :—“1I have confronted death,”
said he, “but never in my life have I passed an hou.r of suc'h
angulsfl as this. Come, Eugene, yonder lies th(? ship that is
to bear us away from this sin-laden city. Step into my gon-
dola, we have not a moment to lose.”

. %hey rowed to the ship’s side ; they mounted the 1adde.r,
and before the dawn of day Venice with her palaces and the}r
secret prisons had disappeared, and the friends were far on their

way to Trieste,

BOOK V.

CHAPTER 1.

A TWOFOLD VICTORY.

THE winter of 1688 had gone by ; the snows were melting
from the bosom of reviving earth ; and the trees that bordered
the avenues of the Prater were bursting into life. At the

_ court of Austria nobody welcomed spring ; for its approach

betokened the cessation of gayety, and the resumption of
hostilities. The year 1687 had been rendered illustrious in
the annals of Austrian history, by Charles of Lorraine, who,
on the 12th of August, had gained a signal victory over the
Turks. The rebellion in Hungary, if not suppressed, was
smothered ; for the weary and exhausted Magyars had been
totally crushed by the iron heel of General Caraffa, and they
had submitted to Austria. The conditions of the surrender
were hard : they demanded the relinquishment of some of the
dearest rights of the liberty-loving Hungarians. First, they
were to renounce all right of resistance against the King of
Hungary ; second, they were no longer to elect their own sov-
eveigns ; the crown of Hungary was made hereditary in the
house of the Emperors of Austria. The Archduke Joseph,
then ten years of age, was crowned king ; and the Hungarians
were compelled to take the oath of allegiance to this irrespon-
sible sovereign.

This being a decisive victory, the campaign ended early,
and the season of festivity had therefore been a prolonged one,
Not only the aristocracy of Vienna had celebrated the heroism
of the victors by balls, concerts, and assemblies, but the em-
peror himself sometimes prevailed upon his retiring and de-
vout empress to participate in the national gayety, by giving
entertainments to her subjects at the imperial palace,
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