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I N T R 0 D U C T I 0 N. 

IT is possible that, among my readers, there may be a 
few not unacquainted with an old bookshop, existing 
some years since in the neighbourhood of Covent Gar­
den; I say a few, for certainly there was little enough 
to attract the many in those precious volumes which 
the labour of a life had accumulated on the dusty shelves 
or my old friend D--. There, were to be found no 
popular treati11es, no entertaining romances, no histories, 
no travels, no " Library for the People," no "Amuse-­
ment for the Million." But there, perhapSt lhroughout 
all Europe, the curious might discover the most notable 
collection, ever amassed by an enthusiast, of the worn 
of Alchymist, Cabalist, and Astrologer. The owner had 
lavished a fortune in the purchase of wisaleable treas-

. ures. But old D-- did not desire to sell. It abso­
lutely went to his heart when a customer entered his 
shop ; he watched the movements of the presumptuous 
intruder with a vindictive glare ; he Buttered around 
him with uneasy vigilance ; he frowned, he groaned 
when profane hands dislodged his idols from their niches. 
IC it were one of the favourite sultanas of· his wizard 
harem that attracted you, and the price named were noi 

·· sufficiently enormous, he would not unfrequently double 
the sum. Demur, and in brisk delight he snatched the 
venerable charmer from your hands ; ~ccede, and be be­
came the picture of despair: nor unfrequently, at the 
dead of night, would he knock at your door, and entreat 
you to sell him back, at your own terms, what you had 
so egregiously bought at his. A believer himself in his 
Averroes and Paracelsus, he was as loath as the philoso-
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iv INTRODUCTION. 

phers he studied to communic11,te to the profane the 
learning he had collected. 

It so chanced that some years ago, in my younger 
days, whether of authorship or life, I felt a desire to make 
myself acquainted. with the true origin and tenets of the 
singular sect known by the name of Rosicrucians. Dis­
satisfied with the scanty and superficial accounts to be 
found in the works usually referred to on the subject, it 
struck me as possible that Mr. D--'s collection, which 
was rich, not only in black letter, but iii manuscripts, 
might contain some more accurate and authentic rec­
ords or that famous brotherhood-written, who knows i 
by one of their own order, and confirming by authority 
and detail the pretensions to wisdom and to virtue which 
Bringaret had arrogated to the successors of the Chal­
dean and Gymnosophist. Accordingly, I repaired to 
what, doubtless, I ought to be ashamed to confess, was 
once one of my favourite haunts. But are there no er­
rors and no fallacies in the chronicles of our own day, 
as absurd as those of the alchymists of old l Our very 
newspapers may seem to our posterity as full of delu­
sions as the books of the alchymists do to us ; not but 
what the Press is the air we breathe, and uncommonly 
foggy the air is too ! 

· On entering the. shop, I was struck by the venerable 
appearance of a customer whom I had never seen there 
before. I :was struck yet more by the respect with 
which he was treated by the disdainful collector. "Sir," 
cried the last, emphaticiµly, as I was turning over the 
leaves of the catalogue, "sir, you are the only man I have 
met, in five-and-forty years thaq have spent in these 
researches, who is worthy to be my customer. How, 
where, in this frivolous age, could you have acquired a 
knowledge so profound l And this august fraternity, 
whose doctrines, hinted at by the earliest philosophers, 
are still a mystery to the latest ; tell me if there really 
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exist upon the earth any book, any manuscript, in which 
their diacoveriea, their tenets, are to be learned 1" 

At the words "august fraternity" I need scarcely say 
that my attention bad been at once aroused, and I lia­
tened eagerly for the stranger's reply. 

"I do not think," said the old gentleman, " that the 
maatera o{ the echool have ever consigned, except by 

·. · obscure hint and mystical parable, their real doctrines to 
the world. And I do not blame them for their discre­
tion." 

Here be paused, and seemed a~ut to retire, when I 
said, somewhat abruptly, to the collector," l see nothinf, 
Mr.~. in thia catalogue, which relates to the Rosi­
cruciana !" , 

" The Roaicrucians !"repeated the old gentleman, and 
in his tum he surveyed me with deliberate surprile. 
" Who but a Rosicrucian could explain the Rosicrucian 
myateries t And can you imagine ihat any members of 
that sect, the most jealous of all secret IOCieties, would 
themaelvea lift the veil that bides the Isis of their wi1- V 
dom from the world t" 

" Aha!" thought I, " this, then, is 'the august fra.ter­
nity' of which you spoke. Heaven be praised! I cer­
tainly have stumbled on one or the brotherhood." 

" But," I said, aloud, " if not in books, air, wbere el.. , 
am I to Obtain informat.ion t Nowadays one can haz. 
ard JOthiog in print without authority, and one may 
acareely quote Sbakspeare without citing chapter and 
verse. Thia is the age of facts-the age of facts, sir." 

"Well," eaid the old gentleman, with a pleasant smile, 
"if we meet again, perhaps, at least, I may direct your 
Jesearcbes to the proper sou~ of intelligence." And 
with that he buttoned hia great coat, whistled to hia q, 
UICI departed. 

It eo. happened tat I did meet again with the oW 
aen1leman. exactly four days after our lnieC conveJ'l&i 

Ai 
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tion in Mr. D-'s bookshop. l was riding leisurely to­
wards Highgate, when, at the foot of its classic hill, I 
recognised the stranger; he was mounted on a black 
pony, and before him trotted his dog, which was black 
also. 

'If you meet the man whom you wish to know, on 
horseback, at the commencement of a long hill, where, 
unless he has borrowed a friend's favourite hack, he can- · • 
not, in decent humanity to the brute creation, ride away 
from you, I apprehend that it is your own fault if you 
have not gone far in your object before you have gained 
the top. In short, so well did I succeed, that on reaching 
Highgate the old gentleman invited me to rest at his 
house, which was a little apart from the village; and an 
excellent house it was-small, but commodious, with. a 
large garden, and commanding from the windows auoh a 
prospect as Lucretius would recommend to philoso-
phers : the spires and domes of London, on .a clear day, 
distinctly visible ; here the Retreat of the Hermit, and 
there the Mare Magnum of the world. 

The walls of the principal rooms were embellished 
with pictures of extraordinary merit, and in that high 
~hool of art which is so little understood out of Italy. 
I was surprised to learn that they were all from the 
hand of the owner. · My evident admiration pleased my 
new friend, and led to talk upon his part which showed 
him no less elevated in his tbeories of.art than an •dept 
in the practice. Without fatiguing the reader with irrel-
evant criticism, it is necessary, perhaps, as elucidating · i 
much of the design and character of the work which 
these prefatory pages introduce, that I should briefly ~ 
serve that he insisted aa much upon the Connexion of 
the Arts as a distinguished author bas upon that of the . 
Sciences : that be held that in all works of imagina-
tion, whether expressed by,words or by colours, the art. 
ill of the higher eeboole must make the broadeat di .. 
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tiitction between the Real and the True ; in other worde, 
beLween the imitation of actual life, and the exaltation 
of Nature into the Ideal. 

" The one," said he, " is the Dutch School, the other 
is the GJ1lek." 

" Sir," said I, " the Dutch ia the moet in faahion." 
"Yes, in painting, perhape," answered my boat, "bat 

... · -in literature-" 
" It was of literature I spoke. Our growing poets are 

all for aimplicity and Betty Foy; and our critics hold it 
the highest praise of a work of imagination, to say that 
its characters are exact to common life. Even in ICUlp. 
ture-" 

" In aculpture ! No, no ! t'-- t.he high ideal mnt at 
least be esaential !" 

" Pardon me ; I fear you have not seen Souter Johnny 
and Tam O'Sbanter." 

" Ah !" said the old gentleman, abaking his head, " I 
live very much out of the world, I see. I suppose Shab­
peare baa ceued to be admired 1" 

"On the contrary, people make the adoration of 
Shakspeare the excuse for attacking everybody elN. 
But then our critics have discovered that Sbakapeare i• 
IO real!" 

" Real ! ·The poet who has never once drawn a 
charaeter to be met ~th in actual lif~who baa never 
once deapended to a puaioo that ia falae, or a penonap 
who ia real !" 

I was about to reply very severely to this paradox, 
when I perceived that my companion wu. growing a 
little out of temper. And he who wishes to catcJt a 
Rosicrucian, must take care not to disturb the waten. 
I thought it better, therefore, to tum the conversation. 

"Rewnoru d no1 mt1Uttm1," said I; "you· promieecl to 
enlighten my igDOl'fDCe as to the Rosicrucians." 
. •Well I" quoth be, rather stel'llly; "batfor what Jl'Uf-
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pose l Perhaps you desire only to enter the temple ia 
erder to ridicule the rites 1" 

" What do you take me for 1 Surely, were I so in­
.elined, the fate of the .Abb6 de Villare is a sufficient 
warning to all men not to treat idly of the reah.ns of the 
Salaniander and the Sylph. Everybody knows bow 
mysteriously that ingenious personage was deprived of 
bis life, in revenge for the witty mockeries of his Comt• 
tie Gabalu." 

" Salamander and Sylph ! I see that you fall into the 
1'\tlgar error, and translate literally the allegorical lan­
page of the mystics." 

With that, the old gentleman condescended to enter 
into a very interesting, and, as it seemed to me, a very 
erudite, relation of the tenets of the Rosicruciaas, some 
of whom, he asserted, still existed, and still prosecuted, 
in august secrecy, their profound researches into natural 
tcience and occult philosophy. 

''Bot this fraternity," said he, "however respectable 
and virtuous-virtuous, I say, for no monastic order i• 

·dlore severe in the practice of moral precepts, or more 
ardent in Christian faith-this fraternity is but a branch 
•f others yet more transcendent in the powers they 
have obtained, and yet more illustrious in their origin. 
Are you acquainted with the Platonists 1" 

" I have occasionally lost my w_ay in their labyrinth," 
eaid -I. " Faith, they are rather difficult gentlemen to 
understand." 

" Y-et tlaelr knottiest problems have never yet been 
published. Tlteif &ttblimest works are in manuscript; 
and constitute the initiatory learning, not only of the 
Rosicrucians, but of the nobler brotherhoods I have re. 
ferred to. More solemn and sublime still is the knowl· 
edge to be gleaned from the elder Pythagoreans, and the 
immortal masterpieces of Apollonius." 
· ". A.pollonius, the im1>9"t"r· of Tvanea I are his WJ'i­

tinp extant 1" 
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" Impostor I" cried my boat. " Apolloniaa an impos. 
&or!" 

" I beg your pardon ; 111.id not know he was a fiieDll 
of yours; and if you vo11ch for bis character, I will be­
lieve him to have been a very respectable man, who only 
spoke the truth when he boasted of his power to be ia 
two places at the same time." 

" ls that so difficult 1" said the old gentleman ; " if 
so, you have never dreamed !" 

Here ended 011r conversation ; b1Jt from that time aa 
acquaintance was formed between us, which lasted till 
my venerable friend departed this life. Peace to hia 
ashes ! He was a person of singular habits and eceen· 
tric opinions, but the chief part of his time wu oc­
cupied in acts of quiet and unoatentatious goodneu. 
He wu an enthusiast in the duties of the Samaritan; 
and, as his virtues were softened by the gentlest chari­
ty, so his hopes were based upon the devoutest belief. 
He never conversed upon his owu origin and history, 
aor have I ever been able to penetrate tlle darkneu ill 
which they were concealed. He seemed to llave aeea 
much of the world, and to have been an eyewitnees of 
the first Frenck Rcwolution, a subject upon which he 
was equally eloquent and instructive. At the same 
time, he did not repid the crimes of that stormy pe­
riod with the philosophical leniency with which enlight­
ened writers (their heads safe upoa their shoulders) ue, 
in the present day, inclined to treat the massacres of the 
past : he spoke not as a student who bad read and rea­
aoned, but as a man who bad seen and auft'ered. The 
old gentleman seemed alone in the world ; nor did I 
know that he had one relation, till his executor, a dis- ._ 
tant ~ousin, realding abroad, informed me of the very 
handsome legacy which my poor friend had bequeat}lej ' 
me. Thia consisted, first, of a sum about which I think 
i1 beat to be euarded, foreseeing the possibility of a new 
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tu upon real and funded property; and, secondly, ol 
certain precious manuscripts, to which the following 
Yolumea owe their existence. 

I imagine 1 trace this latter bequel!ll to a Yisia I paid 
the sage{ if so l may be permitted to call him) a few 
weeks be~ore bia death • 

.Although be read little of our modem ltterature, my 
friend, with the affable good-nature which belonged to 
him, graciously permitted me to consult him upon vari­
ous literary undertakings meditated by the desultory 
ambition of a young and inexperienced student; and at 
•hat time I sought his advice upon a work of imagina­
tion_, intended -to depict the eft'ects of enthusiasm upon 
different modilicationa of character. He listened to my 
eonception, which was sufficiently trite and prosaic, with 
his uaual patience ; and then thoughtfully tuming to bis 
bookshelves, took down an old volume, and read to me, 
irst in Greek, and secondly in English, some extracts 
to the following effect : 

"Plato here expresses four kinda of mania, by which 
I desire to understand enthusiasm and the inspiration 
er the ~ods. :First, the musical; secondly, the teles­
tic or mystic; thirdly, the prophetic; and, fourthly, that 
which belongs to Love." 

The author he quoted, after contending that there is 
10mething in the soul above intellect, and stating that 
there are in our nature distinct energies, by the _one or 
which we discover and seize, as it were, on sciences 
and theorems with almost intuitive rapidity; by another, 
through which high art is accomplished, like the statues 
er Phidias, proceeded to state that " enthusiasm, in the 
true acceptation of the word, is, when that part of the 
1oul which is above intellect is excited to the gods, and 
thence derives its inspiration." 

The author then, pursuing his comment upon Plat()~ 
ebserves, that "one of these manias may suffice (espe. . I 
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cially that wbi<:h belongs to Love) to lead back the aaul 
to ita ftrat divinity and happiness, but that there ia an 
intimate union with them all ; and that the ordinary 
progress through which the soul aecends is, primarily, 
through the musical ; next, through the ~leetic or mys­
tic; thirdly, through the prophetic; and, lastly, throup 
the entbasiaem of Love." 

Wkile, with a bewildered understanding and a reluc­
'8nt attention, I listened to theae intricate sublimities, 
my adviser closed the volume, and aaid, with comple­
cency, "There is the motto for your book, &he theeia 
for your theme." 

" »- ,_ ** <&liptu," said I, shaking my head. 
diacontentedly. "All this may be exceedingly fine, but, 
Heaven forgive .me, I don't understand a word or it. 
The mysteMs of your Rosicrucians and-your fratemi­
tiea .are mere child's play to the jargon of the Plak>­
nists." 

" Yet, not till you rightly understand this paaage can 
you understand the higher theories of the Rosicrucians, 
or of the still nobler fraternities you apeak of with ao 
much levity." 

"Ob, if that be the case, I give up in despair. Why 
not, since you are so well versed in the matter, take the 
motto for a book of your owu 1" 

" But if I have already composed a book with that 
thesis for its tb~me, will you prepare it for the public 1" 

" With the greatest pleasure,'' said I ; alas, too rashly! 
" I aball hold you to your promise," returned the old 

gentleman; " aRd when I am no more, you will receive 
ihe manussnpta. From what you say of the prevailing 
taate in literature. I eanoot ftatter you with the hope 
&bat JOU wiU gain much by the undertaking; and I tell 
you beforehand that you will find it net a li&tle labori· 
ous." 

" Is your work a romance 1" 
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"It ia a romance, and it is not a romance. It ia a 
tna&ll for those who ean comprehend it, and an extrava­
gance for those who cannot." 

At laat there arrived the manuacripta, with a brief note 
from my deceued friend, reminding me of my impru­
dent promise. 

With mournful interest, and yet with eager impa­
tience, I opened the packet and trimmed my lamp. 
Conceive my dismay when I found the whole written in 
an uninielligible cipher. I preaent the reader with a 
specimen: · 

J::/ -17 't;' v ..J. &:ii- j 
J }I J· and so on for 940 mortal pages in 

foolscap! I could scarcely believe 
my eyes ; in fact, I began to think the lamp bomed sin­
gularly blue; and sundry misgivings as to the unhallow. 
ed nature of the characters I had so unwittingly opened 
upon, coupled with the strange hints and mystical lan­
guage of the old gentleman, crept through my disordered 
imagination. Certainly, to say no worse of it, the whole 
thing looked tniCanny ! I was" about, precipitaiely, to 
hurry the papers into my desk, with a pious deiermina­
uon to have nothing more to do with them, when my 
eye fell upon a book, neatly bound in blue morocco, and 
which, in my eagemese, I had hitherto overlooked. I 
opened this volume with great precaution, not knowing 
what might jump out, and-guess my delight-found 
that it contained a key or dictionary to the hieroglyphics. 
Not to weary the .reader with an account of my labours, 
I am contented with saying that at last I imagined myself 
capable of conetruing the characters, and set to worl in 
iood eameat. Still it was no easy task, and two years 
elapeed before I had made much progress. I then, by 
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way or experiment on the pu'blic, obtainecI the insertion 
or a (ew desultory chapters in a periodical with which, 
(or a (ew months, I bad the honour to be connected. 
They appeared to excite more curiosity than I had pre­
sumed to anticipate ; and I renewed, with better heart, 
my laborious undertaking. But now a new misfonune 

• befel me : I found, as I proceeded, that the author had 
made two copies of his work, one much more elaborate 
and detailed than the other ; I had stumbled upon the 
earlier copy, and had my whole task to re-model, and 
the chapters I had written to re-translate. I may say 
tl)en, that, exclusive oPintenals devoted to more. press­
ing occupations, my unlucky promise cost me the toil 
or several years before I could bring it to adequate ful­
filment. The task was the more diftlcult, since the style 
in the original is written in a kind of rythmical prose, u 
if the author desired that in some degree his work 
should be regarded as one of poetical conception and de­
sign. To this it was not possible to do justice, and in 
the attempt I have doubtless very onen need o( the 
reader's indulgent consideration. My natural respect 
for the old gentleman's vagaries with ,. muse of equivo­
cal character must be my only excuse, whenever the 
language, without luxuriating into verse, borrows dow­
ers scarcely natural to prose. Truth compels me also 
to confess that, with sll my pains, I am by no meana 
aure that I have invariably given the true meaning of 
the cipher; nay, that here and there either a gap in the 
narrative, or the sudden assumption or a new cipher, to 
which no key was afforded, baa obliged me to resort to 
interpolations or my own, no doubt easily di8ceruible, 
but which, I datter myself, nre not inharmonious to the 
general design. This confession leads me to the 11en­
tence with which I ahall conclude: If, reader, in this 
book there be anything that pleases you, it ia certaialy 

Voe.. J.-B 
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mine; hut whenever you 'come to something you dfa.. 
like, lay the blame upon the old gentleman! 

London, Jimuary, l!f2. . 
N.B.-The not.es appended to the text are eometimee by the au. 

tbor, eometimee by the editor; I have occuionally (but not alwaya) 
marked the diatinction: where, however, thia ia omitted, the iqe. 
nuity of the reader will be rarely at fault. · 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 

THE lllU81CLlN. 

"Due Fontane 
Che di dheno eft"etto hanno liquons !" . 

Aiuouo, Oau11D. Fva., cualo L, 78. 





Z A N 0 N L 

CHAPTER I. 

" Vergina era 
D'alta belt&, ma eua belt& non cura : 
* • * • • * 

• • • 
Di nalura, d'amor, de 'cieli amici 
Le negligenze sue eona artifici." 

Gr.aus.u •. Lie., canto ii., xiv.-nW. 

AT Naples, in the latter half of the last century, a wor­
thy artist, named Gaetano Pisani, lived and flourished. 
He was a musician of great genius, but not of popular 
reputation; there was in all his compositions something 
capricious and fantastic, which did not please the taste 
of the dilettanti of Naples. He was fond of unfamiliar 
aubjects, into which he introduced airs and symphonies 
that excited a kind of terror in those who listened. The 
names of his pieces will probably suggest their nature. 
I find, for instance, among hie MSS. these titles : " The 
Feast of the Harpies," " The Witches at Benevento," 
"The Descent of Orpheus into Hades," "The Evil Eye," 
~·The Eumenides," and m:viy others that evince a pow­
erful imagination, delighting in the fearful and supernat­
ural, but often relieved, by an airy and delicate fancy, 
with passages of exquisite grace and beauty. It is true 
that, m the selection of his subje.cts from ancient fable, 
Gaetano Pisani was much more faithful than his con­
temporaries to the remote origin and the early genius 
of Italian Opera. That descendant, however effemi­
nate, of the ancient union between Song and Drama, 
when, after Jong obscurity and dethronement, it regained. 
a punier sceptre, though a gaudier purple, by the banks 
of the Etrurian Arno, or amid the lagunes of Venice, 
bad chosen all its primary 'inspirations from the unfa-
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14 SU OKI. 

, miliar and cluaic eomeea or heathen legend ; and Pisa. 
Di's " »e.cent or Orpheua" WU but a bolder, darker, and 
more acienti6c repetition or the " Euridice" which J,,. 
copi Peri set to music at the august nuptials or Henry 
ofNavarre and Mary or Medicis.• Still. as I hue said, 
the atyle or the Neapolitan musician waa not, on the 
whole, pleasing to ears grown nice and euphuistic in the 
more dulcet melodies or the day ; and Caulta and ex­
travagances easily diacemible, and often to ~arance 
wilCul, aened the critica aa an excuse ror their distaste. 
Fortunately, or the poor musician might have starved, 
be waa not only a cempoaer, but also an excellent prac­
tical performer, especially on the violin, and by that in­
strument be earned a decent subsistence as one or the 
orchestra at the Great Theatre or San Carlo. Here for­
mal and appointed taaka necessarily kept his ecc:entrie 
fancies in tolerable check, though it is recorded that no 
leu than five times he bad been dep(>sed from his desk for 
having shocked the conosc6nti, and thrown the whole band 
into confusion, by impromptu variations or so frantic and 
startling a nature, that one might well have imagined 
that the harpies or witches who inspired his composi­
tions had clawed hold of his instrument. The impossi­
bility, however, to find any one or equal excellence as a 
performer (that is to say, in his more lucid and oiderly 
moments), had forced bis reinstallment, and he had now, 
for the most part, reconciled himself to the narrow 
~here or his appointed adagios or allegros. The au­
dience, too, aware of his propensity, were quick to per­
ceive the least deviation from the text; and if he wan­
dered for a moment, which might also be detected by 
the eye as well as the ear, in some strange contortion 
of visage, and some ominous dourish of his bow, a gen­
tle and admonitory murmur recalled the musician from 
his Elysium or his Tartarus to the sober regions of his 
desk. Then he would start as if Crom a dream, cast a 
hurried, frightened, apologetic glance around, and, with 
a crestfallen, bumbled air, draw bis rebellious instru­
ment back to the beaten track of the glib monotony. 
But at home he would make himself amends for this re­
luctant drudgery. And there, grasping the unhappy 
violin with ferocious fingers, he would pour forth, often 

• l)rpheUI wu the f&Yoari&e hero ol early Italian opera or lyri­
tal 4raiDa. Tbe on.o of Anplo Politiano wu produCed ia 1'76. 
Tbe Olflo of Kootemde wu jMnformecl at v.mce_ ~ 1807. 
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till the mominJ roae, strange, wild measures, that woukl 
startle the ea~y fisherman on the shore below with a -
superstitious awe, and make him cross himself aa if 
mermaid or sprite had wailed no earthlf music in his ear. 

This man's appearance was in keepmg with the chaJ-. 
acteristics or his art. The features were noble and reg­
ular, but wom and haggard, with black, carele11 locks, 
tangled into a maze of curia, and a fixed, speculative, 
dreamy stare in his large and hollow eyes. All his 
movements were peculiar, sudden, and abrupt, as the 
impulse seized him ; and, in gliding through the streets 
or along the beach, he was heard }tlughinJ. and talking 
to himself. Withal, he was a harmless, guileleas, f::!e 
creature, and would share his mite with any idle • 
roni, whom he often paused to contemplate as they lay 
lazily basking in the sun. Yet was he thoroughly un­
social.,. · He formed no friends, ftattered no patrons, re­
sorted to none or the merry-makings ao dear to the 
children or music and the South. He and his art seem­
ed alone suited to each other : both quaint, primitive, 
unworldly, irregular. You could not separate the man 
from his music; it was himself. Without it he was no­
thi~, a mere machine. With it, he was king over worlds 
or h1a own. Poor man, he had little enou~h in this I 
At a manufacturing town in England there 18 a grave­
stone, on which the epitaph rec1;1rd8 " one Claudius 
Phillips, whose absolute contempt for riches, and inim­
itable performance on the violin, made him the admira­
tion of all that knew him !" Logical conjunction of op­
posite eulogies ! In proportion, 0 Genius, to thy con­
tempt for riches will be thy performance on thy violin ! 

Gaetano Pisani'• talents as a composer had been chief­
ly exhibited in music appropriate to this his favourite 
instrument, of all unquestionably the most various and 
royal in its ·resources and power over the passions- As 
Shakspeare among poets, 18 the Cremona among instru­
ments. Nevertheless, he had composed other pieces, 
of larger ambition and wider accomplishment, and, chief 
or these, his precious, his unpurchased, his unpublished, 
bis unpublishable and imperishable opera of the " Siren." 
This great work had been the dream of his boyhood 

-- the mistresa of his manhood; in .advancing are" it stood 
beside him like his youth." ·Vainly bad he strurgled to 

lace it before the world. Even bland, unjealollB Paisi­
' Maestro di Capella, shook his gentle head whon tho 
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musician favoured him with a specimen or one or his 
most thrilling scenas. And yet, Paisiello, though that 
music differs from all Durante taught thee to emulate, 
there may-but patience, Gaetano Pisani! bide thy time, 
and keep thy violin in tune ! · 

Strange as it may appear to the (airer reader, this 
grotesque personage had yet formed those ties which 
ordinary mortals are apt to consider their especial mo· 
nopoly: he was married, and had one child. What is 
more strange yet, his wife was a daughter of quiet, so­
ber, unfantastic England ; she was much younger than 
himself; she was fair and gentle, with a sweet English 
race ; she had married him from choice, and (will you 
believe it 1) she yet loved him. How she came to mar­
ry him, or how this shy, unsocial, wayward creature 
ever ventured to propose, I can only explain by asking 
you to look round and explain first to me how half the 
husbands and half the wives you. meet ever found a mate ! 
Yet, on refiection, this union was not so extraordinary 
after all. The girl was a natural child of parents too no­
ble ever to own and claim her. She was brought into. 
Italy to learn the art by which she was to live, for she 
had taste and voice; she was a dependant, and harshly 
treated, and poor Pisani was her master, and his voice 
the only one she had heard from her cradle that seemed 
without one tone that could scorn or chide. And so­
well, is the rest natural l Natural or not, they were 
married. This young wife loved her husband ; and, 
young and gentle as she was, she might almost be said 
to be the protector of the two. From how many dis­
graces with the despots of San Carlo and the Conserva· 
torio had her unk nown officious mediation saved him! 
In how many ailments-for his frame was weak-had 
she nursed and tended him! Often, in the dark nights, 
she would wait at the theatre with her lantern to guide 
him, and her steady arm to lean on ; otherwise, in his 
abstract reveries, who knows but the musician would 
have walked after his " Siren" into the sea! And then 
she would so patiently, perhaps (Cor in true love there 
is not al ways the finest taste) so delightedly listen to 
those storms of eccentric and fitful melody, and steal 
him-whispering praises all the way-from the unwhole­
some night-watch to rest and sleep! I said his music 
was a part of the man, and this gentle creature seemed 
a part of the music ; it was, in fact, when she sat ho-
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tide him, that whatner wu leader or fairy-like in hia 
motley Canl&Sia crept inlO the harmony u by stealth. 
Doubtleas her presence acted on the music, and shaped 
and softened it ; but he, who nenr examined how or 
what his inspiration. knew it not. All that he knew wu 
that he loved aod blessed her. He fancied he told her 
BO twenty times a day; but be neYer did, ror be wu not 
or many words, even to bis wife. His language was bia 
music, as hers-her cares! He wu more communica­
tive to hia Hr6ito11, u the learned Menennus teachea ua 
to call all the nrieties or the great viol family. Cer­
tainly barbilOn sounds better than fiddle ; aod barbiion 
Jet il be. He would talk to tJuit by the hour together; 
praise it-scold it-coax it-nay (for such is man, even 
the most guileless), he had been known to swear at it ; 
but ror that excess he was always penitentially remorse­
ful. And the barbiton had a tongue of his own, could 
take his own part, and, when he also scolded, had much 
the best of it. He was a noble fellow, this Violin; 
a Tyroleae, the handiwork of the illustrious Steiner. 
There was something mysterious in his great age. How 
many hands, now dust, had awakened his strings ere he 
became the Robin Goodfellow and Familiar of Gaetano 
Pisani! His very case was venerable ; beautifully paint­
ed, it was said, by Caracci. An English collector had 
offered more for the case than Pisani had ever made by 
the violin. But Pisani, who cared not it he had inhab­
ited a cabin himself, wu proud of a palace for the barbi­
ton : his barbilOn, it wu bis elder child ! He had all• 
other child, and now we must tum lO her. 

How •hall I describe thee, Viola! Certainly the mu. 
sic had something lO aoawer for in the advent of that 
younr stranger; for both in her form and her charao. 
ter you might have traced a family likeness lO &hat sin­
aular and spirit-like life of sound which night after night 
threw itself in airy and goblin sport over the starry 
aeu. • • • Beautiful she was, but or a verr_ uncommon 
beauty: a combination, a harmony of opposite attributes. 
Her hair of a gold richer aod purer than that which ia 
eeen even jn the North; but the eyes, of all the dark, 
tender, subduing lirht of more than Italian-almost of 
Oriental-splendour. The complexion pxquisiiely faht, 
but never the same ; vivid in one moment, pate the next. 
And with the complexion, the expression also varied f 
QO&bing now ao aad, and nothing DOW ao joyoaa, 

Bl 
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. I grieve to say that what we rightly entitle education 
was much neglected for their daughter by this singular 
pair. To be sure, neither of them had much knowledge 
io bestow, and knowledge was not then the fashion, as 
it is now. But accident or nature favoured young Viola. 
She learned, as of course, her mother's language with her 
father's. And she contrived soon to read and to write : 
and her mother, who, by.the-way, was Catholic, taught 

·-. her betimes to pray. But then, to counteract all these 
· acquisitions, the strange habit's of Pisani, and the inces-
. sant watch and care which he required from his wife, 
often left the child alone with an old nurse, who, to be 
sure, loved her dearly, but who was in no way calcula· 
ted to instruct her. Dame Gionetta was e-rery inch 
Italian and Nea~. Her youth had been all love, 
and her age w .. t;i!'~!uperstition. She waa garrulous, 
fond-a gossipi' ~ow- she would prattle to the girl of · 
cavaliers and princfls at her feet, and now she would 
freeze her blood with tales and legeods-perhape aa old 
as Greek or Etruriau table-of demon and vampyre, of 
the dances round the great walnut·tree at Benevento, 
and the haunting spell of the Evil Eye. All this helped 
silently to weave charmed webs over Viola's imagina­
tion, that afterthought and later.years might labour vain-· 
ly to dispel. And al} this especially fitted her to .hang, 
with a fearful joy, upon her 'father's music. Those vis-

. ionary strains, ever struggling to translate into wild and 
broken sounds the laneuage of unearthly beings, were 
round her from her birth. Thus you might have said 
that her whole mind was full of music ; associations, 
memories, sensations of pleasure or pain, all were mix­
ed up inexplicably with those sounds that now delight­
ed, now terrified-that greeted her when her eyes open­
ed to the sun, and woke her trembling on her lonely 
couch in the darkness of the night The legends and 
tales of Gionetta only se"ed to make the child better 
understand the aignification of. those mysterious tones ; 
they furnished her with words to the music. It was 
natural that the daughter of such a parent should soon 
evince some taste in his art. But this developed itseJC 
chiefty in the ear and the voice. She was yet a child 
when she sang divinely. A great cardinal-great alike 
in the state and the conservatorio-fleard of her gifts, 
and sent for her. From that moment her Cate was de­
cided : she was to be the future glory of Naples, the pri-
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ma donna or San Carlo; The cardinal insisted upon the 
accomplishment of bis own predictions, and provided her 
with the most renowned masters. To inspire her with 
emulation, his eminence took her one evening to his 
own box~ it would be something to see the performance, . 
something more to hear the applauses lavished upon the 
glittering signoras she was hereafter to excel. Oh how 
gloriously that Life of the Stage-that fairy World of 
Music and Song-dawned upon her! It was the only . 
world that seemed to correspond with her strange child­
ish thoughts. It appeared to her as if, cast hitherto on. 
a foreign shore, she was brought at lasfto see the forms 
and hear the language of her native land. Beautiful and 
true enthusiasm, rich with the promise of genius ! Boy 
or man, thou wilt never be a poet if thou hast not felt 
the ideal, the romance, the Calypso's isle that opened to 
thee, when for the first time the magic curtain was 
drawn aside, and let in the W9rld of Poetry on the World 
or Prose! 

And now the initiation was begun. She was to read, 
to study, to depict by a gesture, a look, the passions she 
was to delineate on the boards ; lessons dangerous, in 
truth, to some, but not to the pure enthusiasm that comes 
from Art: for the mind that rightly conceives Art is but 
a mirror, which gives back what is cast on its surface 
faithfully only-while unsullied. She seized on nature 
and truth intuitively. Her recitations became full of 
unconscious power; her voice moved the heart to tears, or 
warmed it into generous rage. But this arose from that 
sympathy which.genius ever has, even in its earliest in­
nocence, with whatever feels, or aspires, or suffers. It 
was no premature wo~n, comprehending the love or 
the jealousy that the words expressed ; her art was one 
of those strange secrets which the psychologists may 
unriddle to us if they please, and tell us why children of 
the simplest minds and the purest hearts are o.ft'en so 
acute to distinguish, in the tales you tell them or the 
songs you sing, the difference between the True Art and 
the False-Passion and Jargon-H9mer and Racine; 
echoing back, from hearts that have not yet felt what 
they repeat, the melodious accents of the natural pathos. 
Apart from her studies, Viola was a simple, affectionate, 
but fOmewbat wayward child; wayward, not in temper, 
for that W2'S sweet and docile, but in her moods, which, 
aa 1 before hinted, changed from sad to gay and gay to 

o·,i;,.,b,Google 



IUfONI•. 

ad without an apparent cause. JC ca118e there were, it 
must be traced to the early and mysterious induencea I 
have referred to, when eeeking to explain the effect pro­
duced on her imagination by those reatleas 11treama of 
sound that constantly played around it : for it is notice· 
able, that to those who are much alive to the effects of 
music, airs and tunes often come back, in the common· 
eat pursuits of life, to vex, as it were, and haunt them. 
The music, once admitted to the soul, becomes also a 
aort of spirit, and never dies. It wanders perturbedly 
through the halls and galleries of the meinory, and is 
often heard again, distinct and living as when it first dis­
placed the wavelets of the air. Now at times, then, 
these phantoms of sound ftoated back upon her fancy ; 
if gay, to call a smile from every dimple; if mournful, to 
throw a shade upon her brow, to make her cease from 
her childish mirth, and sit apart and muse. 

Rightly, then, in a typical sense, might this fair crea­
ture, so airy in her shape, so harmonious in her beauty, 
so unfamiliar in her ways and thoughts-rightly might 
she be called a daughter, less of the Musician than the 
Music: a being for whom you could imagine that some 
fate was reserved, less o actual life than the romance 
which, to eyes that can see and hearts that can. feel, 
glides ever along with the actual life, at.ream by st.ream, 
to the Dark Ocean. 

And therefore it seemed not strange that Viola her­
self, even'in childhood, and yet more as she bloomed 
into the sweet seriousneaa of virgin youth, should fancy 
her life ordained for a lot, whether of bliss or wo, that 
should accord with the romance and l'8Very which 
made the atmosphere she breathed. Frequently she 
would climb through the thickets that clothed the neigh· 
bouring grotto of Posilypo-the mighty work of the old 
Cimmerians-and, seated by the haunted tomb of Vir­
gil, indulge those visions, the subtle vagueness of which 
no poetry can render palpable and defined : for the poet 
that surpasses all who ever sung is the heart of dream­
ing youth ! Frequently there, too, beside the threshold 
over which the vme leaves clung, and facing that dark­
blue, w11-velesa sea, she would sit in the autumn noon or 
eummer twilight, and build her ca11tles in the air. Who 
doth not do the same ; not in youth alone, but with the 
dimmed hopes or age t It is man's prerogative to 
dream, tJie common royalty or peasant and of king. 
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But those day-dreams of hers were more b lbitual, dia­
tinet, and solemn than the greater part of us indulge. 
They seemed, like the Orama of the Greek..\ propheta 
while phantasma. 

CHAPTER II. 

"Fu stupor, fu vagbezza, fu diletto." 
G&aua.u .. L1B., cant. ii., u.i. 

Now at last the education is a&complished ! Viola ii 
nearly sixteen. The cardinal declares that the time is 
come when the new name must be inscribed in the 
Libro d'Oro-the Golden Book set apart to the children 
of Art and Song. Yes, but in what character1 to who11e 

• . genius is she to give imbodiment and form 1 Ah, there 
is the secret! Rumours go abroad that the inexhausti­
ble Paisiello, charmed with her performance of his "!'lei 
cor piu non me ·sento," and his" lo son Lindoro," will 
produce some new master-piece· to introduce the debp­
tante. Others insist upon it hat h<ir forte is the comic, 
and that Cimarosa is hard at \ ·ork at another " Matri­
monio Segreto." But in the mean while there is a 
check in the diplomacy somewhere. The cardinal is 
observed to be out of humour. He has said publicly­
and the words are portentous-" The silly girl is as mad 
as her father; what she asks is preposterous !" Confer­
ence follows conference ; the cardinal talks to the poor 
child very solemnly in his closet-all in vain. Naples 
is distracted with curiosity and conjecture. The lecture 
ends in a quarrel, and Viola comes home sullen and 
PQUting : she will not act : she has renounced the en-
gagement. · 

Pisani, too inexperienced to be aware of all ·the dan­
gers of the stage, bad been pleased at the notion that 
one, at least, of his name would add celebrity to his art. 
The girl's perverseness displeased him. However, he 
said nothing ; he never scolded in words, but he took up 
the faithful barbiton. Oh, faithful barbiton, how hor.Ji­
bly thou didst scold ! It screeched, it gabbled, it moan. 
ed,it !J?OWled. And Viola's eyes filled with tears, for 
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abe understood that language. She s19le to her mother 
and wh~red in her ear; and when Pisaui turned from 
his employment, lo ! both mother and daughter were 
weeping. He looked at them with a wondering stare; 

·and then, as if be felt he bad been harsh, he ftew again 
to his familiar. And ·now you thought you heard the 
lullaby a fairy might sing to some fretful changeling it 
had adopted and sought to sooth. Liquid, low, silvery 
streamed the tones beneath the enchanted bow. The 
most stubborn grief would have paused to hear; and 
withal, at times, out came a wild, merry, ringing note, 
like a laugh, but not mortal laughter. It was one of bis 
most successful airs from hia beloved opera-the Siren 
in the act of charming the waves and the winds to sleep. 
Heaven knows what next would have come, but his arm 
waa arrested. ·Viola had thrown herself on bis breast 
and kissed him, with happy eyes that smiled through 
her sunny hair. At that very moment the door open­
ed: a message from the cardmal. Viola must go to his 
eminence at once. Her mother went with her. All waa 
reconciled and settled; Viola had her way, and selected 
her own opera. 0 ye dull nations of the North, with 
your broils and debates, your bustling liveli of the Pnyx 
and the Agora ! you cannot guess what a stir through­
out musical Naples was occasioned by the rumour of a 
new opera and a new singer. But whose the opera! 
No cabinet intrigue ever was so secret. Pisani came 
back one night from the theatre evidently disturbed and 
irate. Wo to thine ears hadst thou heard the barbiton 
t.hat uight ! They had suspended him from his office; 
they feared that the new opera, and the first debut of bis 
daughter as prima donna, would be too much for bis 
nerves. And his variations, his diablerie of sirens and 
harpies, on such a night, made a hazard not to be con­
templated without awe. To be set aside, and on the 
very night that bis child, whose melody was but an e!ll­
anation of bis own, was to perform-set aside for some 
new rival-it was too much for a musician's ftesh and 
blood. For the first time he spoke in worda upon the 
subject; and gravely aaked-for that question the barbi­
ton, eloquent as it was, could not express distinctly­
what was to be the opera, and what the part. And 
Viola as gravely answered that she was pledged to the 
cardinal not to reveal. Pisani said nothmg, but disap­
peared with the violin, and presently they heard the fa. 
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miliar from the housetop (whither, when thoroughly out 
oC humour, the musician sometimes fted), whining and 
eighing as if its heart were broken. 

'fhe -aft'ectioos of Pisani were little visible on the sur­
face. ·He was not one of those food, caressing fathen, 
whose children are. ever playing round their knees ; his 
mind and soul were so thoroughly in his art, that domes­
tic life glided by hJm seemingly as if that were a dream, 
and the art the substantial form and body of existence. 
Penons much cultivating an abstract etudy are oi\en 
thus ; mathematicians proverbially so. When bis ser­
'Vant ran to the celebrated French philosopher, shrieking, 
" 'J'he house is on ftre, sir !" " Go and tell my wife, 
then, fool !" said the wise man, settling back to bis prob­
lems ; " do I ever meddle with domestic alJ'ain 1" But 
what ·are mathematics to music-music, that not only 
composes operas, but plays on the barbiton 1 Do you 
know \vhat the illustrious Giardini said when the tyro 
asked bow long it would take to learn to play on the 
'Violin 1 Hear and despair, ye who would bend the bow 
to which that of Ulysses was a plaything : "Twelve 
boon a day, for twenty years together!" Cao a man, 
then, who plays the barbiton, be always playing also 
·With bis little ones 1 No. Pisani, often, with the keen 
ausceptibtlity of childhood, poor Viola had stolen Crom 
the room to weep at the thought that thou didst not love 
her. And yet, underneath this outward abstraction of 
the artist, the natural fondness flowed all the same ; and 
u she grew up, the dreamer had understood the dream­
·er. And now, shut out from all fame himself, to be for­
bidden to hail even his daughter's fame ! and that daugh­
ter herself to be in the conspiracy against him! Sharper 
than the serpent's tooth was the ingratitude, and sharper 
than the serpent's tooth was the wail of the pitying bar­
biton ! 

The eventful hour is come. Viola is gone to the tbe­
l\J.re-her mother with her. The indignant musician re­
mains at home. Gionetta bursts into the room: "l'tly 
lord cardinal's carriage is at the door ; the padrone is 
eeilt for. He must lay aside his violin; he must put on 
his brocade coai and his lace rutDes. Here they are-­
quick, quick !" And quick rolls the gilded coach, and 
lDajestic sits the driver, and statelily prance the steeds. 
Poor Pisani is lost in a mist of uncomfortable amaze. 
He arrives at the theatre ; he descends at the great door; 
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be turns round and round, and looks about him and about ; 
he misses something: where is the violin l Alaa ! hiit 
soul, his voice, his self of self, is left behind ! It is but 
an automaton that the lackeys conduct up the stairs, 
through the tier, into the cardinal's box. But then, what 
bursts upon him! Does he dream J ··The first act is 
over (they did not send for him till success 1$eemed no 
longer doubtful), the first act has decided all. He feels 
that by the electric sympathy which every the one heart 
has at once with a vast audience. He feels it by the 
breathless stillness of that multitude ; he feels it even 
by the lifted finger of the cardinal. He sees his Viola 
on tile stage, radiant in her robes and gems ; he hears 
her voice thrilling through the single heart of the thou­
sands ! But the scene-the part-the music l It is his 
other child-his immortal child-the spirit.:infant of his 
soul-his darling of many years of patient obscurity and 
pining genius-his master-piece-his opera of the Siren! 

This, then, was the mystery that had so galled him; 
this the cause of the quarrel with the cardinal; this the 
secret not to be proclaimed till the success was won, 
and the daughter had united her father's triumph with 
her own! 

And there she stands, as all souls bow before her, fair· 
er than the very Siren he had called from the deeps of 
melody. Oh ! long and sweet recompense of toil! 
Where is on earth the rapture like that which is known 
to genius when at last it bursts from its hidden cavern 
into light and fame! 

He did not speak, he did not move ; he stood trans­
fixed, breathless, the tears rolling down his cheeks: only 
from time to time his hands still wandered about ; me­
chanically they sought for the faithful instrument-why 
was it not there to share his triumph l 

At last the curtain fell, but on such a storm and dia· 
pason of applause ! Uprose the audience as one man; 
as with one voice that dear name was shouted. She 
came on, trembling, pale, and in the whole crowd saw 
but her father's face. The .audience followed those 

. moistened eyes ; they recognised with a thrill' the daugh· 

. ter's impulse and her meaning. The good old cardinal 
: drew him gently forward: "Wild musician! thy daughter 
. bas given thee back more than the life thou gavest !" 
. · " My poor violin !" said he, wiping his eyes, "they 
: will never hiss thee again now !" 
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• CHAPTER III. 

" Fra al contrarie tempre in ghiaccio e in Coco, 
In riso e in pianto, e fra Kaura e apene 
L'ingannatrice Donna-

GsavuL. Lia., canL iT., xciT. 

Now, notwithstanding the triumph both of the singer 
and the opera, there had been one moment in the ftrat 
act, and, consequently, befi:we the arrival of Pisani, when 
the scale seemed mote tfian doubtful. It was in a cho­
rus replete with all the peculiarities of the composer. 
And when this Maelstrom of Capricci whirled and foam-

. ed, and tore ear and sense through every variety of 
sound, the audience simultaneously recognised the hand 
of Pisani. A title had been given to the opera which 
llad hitherto prevented all suspicion of its parentage; and 
lhe overture and opening, in which the music had been 
regular and sweet, had led the audience to fancy they 
detected the genius of their favourite Paisiello. Long 
accustomed to ridicule, and almost to despise, the tireten­
sions of Pisani as a composer, they now felt as 1£ they 
bad been unduly cheated into the applause with which 
they had hailed the overture and the commencing scenas. 
Ao ominous buzz circulated round the house ; the sing­
ers, the orchestra-electrically .aeosijjve to the impres­
sion of the audience-grew themselves ~itated snd 
dismayed, and failed in tlte energy and precision which 
could alone carry oft' the grotesqueness of the music. 

There are always, in every theatre, many rivals to a 
new author and a new performer ; a party impotent 
while all goes well, but a dangerous ambush the instant 
some accident throws into confusion the march to suc­
cess. A hiss arose ; it was partial, it is true, but the 
significant silence of all applause seemed to forbode the 
coming moment when the displeasure would grow con­
tagious. It was the breath that stirred the impending 
avalanche. At that critical moment, Viola, the Siren 
queen, emerged for the first time from her ocean cave. 
As she came forward to the lamps, the novelty of her 
situation, the chilling apathy of the audience, which 

VoL. 1.-C 
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even the sight or so singular a beauty did not at the first 
arouse, the whispers of the malignant singers on the 
stage, the glare of the lights, and more, far more than 
the rest, that recent hiss, which bad reached her in her 
concealment, all froze up her faculties and suspended 
her voice. And, instead of the grand inyocation into 
which she ought rapidly to have burst, the regal Siren, 
retransformed into the trembling girl, stood pale and 

, mute before the stem cold array of those countless 
eyes. 

At that instant, and when consciousness itself seemed 
about to fail her, as she turned a timid, beseeching 
glance around the still multitude, she perceived, in a box 
near the stage, a conntemmce which at once, and like 
magic, produced on her mind an elJ'ect never to be ana.. 
lyzed or forgotten. It was one that awakened an indis­
tinct haunting reminiscence, as if she had seen it in 
those day-dreams she had been so wont from infancy to 
indulge. She could not withdraw her gu.e from that 
face ; and as she gazed, the awe and coldness that had 
before seized her, vanished like a mist from before 
the sun. 

In the dark splendour of the eyes that met her own 
there was indeed so much of gentle encouragement, of 
benign and' compassionate admiration-so much that 
warmed, and animated, and nerved-that any one, actor 
or orator, who. has ever o~served the etrect that a single 
earnest and kindly look m the crowd that is to be ad­
dressed and won will produce upon his mind, may read­
ily account for the sudden and inspiriting in.ftuence the 
eye and smile of the stranger exercised on the debu-
tante. • 

And while yet she gazed, and the glow retu,-ned to her 
heart, the stranger half rQse, as if to recall the audience 
to a sense of the courtesy due to one so fair and young; 
and the instant his voice gaYe the signal, the audience 
followed it. by a burst of gt!neroua applause. For this 
stranger himself was a marked personage, and bis re• 
cent arrival at Naples had divided with the new opera 
the gossip of the city. Aod then, as the applause ceas­
ed-clear, full, and freed "from every fetter, like a spirit 
from the clay-the Siren's voice poured forth its entran. 
cing music. From that time Viola forgot the erowd, the 
hazard, the whole world, except the fairy one OYer 
which she presided. It seemed that the stranger's prea-
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ence only served still more to heighten that delusion, in 
which the artist sees no creation without the circle of 
his art ; she felt as if that serene brow and those brill­
iant eyes ins.pired her with powers never known be­
fore : and, as if searching for a language to express the 
strange sensations occasioned by his presence, that pres­
ence itself whispered to her the melody and the song. 

Only·when all was over, and she saw her father and 
felt his joy, did this wild spell vanish before the sweeter 
one of the household and filial love. Yet again, as she 
turned from the stage, she looked back involuntarily, 
and the stranger's calm and half-melancholy smile 8UDk 
into her heart, to live there, to be recalled with con.­
fused memories, half of pleasure and half of pain. 

Pass over the congratulations of the good cardinal­
virtuoso, astonished at -finding himself and all Naples 
had been hitherto in the wrong on a subject of taste-­
still more astonished at finding himself and all Naples 
combining to confess it; pass over the whispered ecsta­
sies of admiration whi<:h buzzed in the singer's ear, aa 
once more, in her modest veil and quiet dress, she es­
caped from the crowd of gallants that choked up every 
avenue behind the scenes; pass over the sweet embrace 
of father and child, returning through the starlit streets 

·and along the deserted Chiaja in the cardinal's carriage; 
never pause now to note the tears and ejaculations of 

r the good, simple-hearted mot~er ... see them returned; 
see the well-known room, venamw ad larem JI06trum; see 
old Gionetta bustling at.the supper; and hear Pisani, as 
he rouses the barbiton from its case, communicating all 
that bas happened to the intelligent familiar ; hark to the 
mother's merry low English laugh: "-Why, Viola, strange 
child, sitiest thou apart, thy face leaning on thy fair 
hands, thine eyes fixed on space 1 Up, rouse thee ! 
Every dimple on the cheek of home must smile to-

ni'i_~ happy reunion it was round that humble table ; 
a feast Lucullus might have envied in his Hall of Apollo, 
in the dried grapes and the dainty sardines, and the lux­
urious polenta, and the old l&crima, a present from the 
l(Ood cardinal. The barbiton, placed on a chair-a tall, 
high-backed chair-beside the musician, seemed to take 

• " Ridete quidqoici eat doml cachinnorum." 
• CATVLL., ad Sinn. Peniu. 
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a part in the festive meal. Its honest varnished face 
ff lowed in the light of the lamp ; and there was an imp­
ish, sly demureness in its very silence, as its master, 
between eve.ry mouthful, turned to talk to it of some-

' thing he bad forgoUen to relate1>efore. The good wife 
looked atrectionately on, and could not eat for joy ; but 
suddenly she rose, and placed on the artist's temples a 
laurel wrea91, which she had woven beforehand in fond 
anticipation; and Viola, on the other side her brother, the 
barbiton, rearranged the chaplet, and, smoothing back 
her father's hair, whispered, " Caro Padre, you will not 
let him scold me again!" 

Then poor Pisani, rather distracted between the two, 
and excited ooth by the ltcrima and his triumph, turned 
to the younger child with so naive and grotesque a pride, 
"I don't know which to thank the most. You give me 
so much joy, child-I i.m so proud of thee and myself. 
But be and I, poor fellow, have been so often unhappy 
together!" , 

Viola's sleep was broken; that was natural. The in­
toxic-ation of vanity and triumph, the happiness in the 
happine88 she had caused, all this was better than sleep. 
But still, from all this, again and again her thoughts flew 
to those haunting eyes-to that smile, with which for­
ever the memory of the triumph, of the happiness, was 
to be united. Her feelings, like her own character, were 
strange and peculiar. They were not those of a girl 
whose heart, for the first time reached through the eye, 
sighs its natural and native language of first love. It 
was not so ·much admiration-though the face that re­
flected itself on every wave of her restless fancies was 
of the rarest order of majesty and beauty-nor a pleased 
and enamoured recollection that the sight of this stran­
ger had bequeathed ; it was a human sentiment of grat­
itude and delight, mixed with something more myste­
rious, of fear and awe. Certainly she had seen before 
those features; but when and how 1 only when her 
thoughts had sought to shape out her future, and when, 
in spite bf all the attempts to vision forth a fate of flow­
ers and sunahine, a dark and chill foreboding made her 
recoil back into her deepest self. It was a something 
found that had long been sought for by a thousand rest­
less/earnings and vague desires, less of the heart than 
min ; not as when youth discovers the one to be be­
loved, but rather as when the student, long wandering 
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, after the clew to some truth in science, sees it glimmer 
deeply before him, to beckon, to recede, to allure, and 
to wane again. She fell at last into unquiet slumber, 
vexed by deformed, fleeting, shapeless phantoms; and 
waking as the sun, through a veil of hazy cloud, glinted 
with a sickly ray across the casement, she heard, her 
father settled back betimes to bis. one pursuit, and call­
ing forth from bis familiar a low mournful strain, like a 
dirge over the dead. 

"Apd why," she asked, when she descended to the 
room below, "why, my father, was your inspiration so 
sad after the joy or last night !" 

" I know not, child. I meant to be merry, and com­
pose an air in honolir of thee ; but he is an obstinate fel-, 
low, this-and he would have it so.'' 

CHAPTER IV. 

" E cost i Pieri e timidi deeiri 
Spl'Oll&." 

GHUll.L. LIB., cant. iT., luiniii. 

IT was the custom of PislUli, except when the duties 
ot bis profession made special demand on his time, to 
devote a certain portion of the midday to sleep; a habit 
not so much a luxury as a necessity to a man who slept 
nry little during the night. In fact, whether tO com­
pose or to practise, the hours of noon were J.>l1lCisely 
those in which Pisani could ilot have been active if he 
would. His genius resembled those fountains full at 
dawn and evening, overflowing at night, and perfectly 
dry at the meridian. During this time, consecrated by 
her husband to repose, the signora generally stole out 
to make the purchases necessary for the little house. 
hold, or to enjoy, as what woman does not, a little re­
laxation in gossip with some of her own sex. And the 
day following this brilliant triumph, how many congrat­
'Ulations would she have to receive. 

At these times it was Viola's habit to seat herself 
without the door of the house, under an awning which 
shellered from the sun without obstructing the view ; 
and there now, with the tr:mpt-book on Iler knee, on 
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which her eye roves listlessly from time to time, you 
may behold her, the vine leaves clustering from their 
arching trellice,over the door behind, and the lazy white­
eailed boats skimming along the sea that stretched before. 

As she thus sat, rather in revery than thought, a man 
coming from the direction of Posilypo, with a slow step 
and .downcast eyes, paued close by the house, and Vi­
ola, looking up abruptly, started in a kind of terror as 
she recognised the stranger. She uttered an involuntary 
exclamation, and the cavalier, turning, saw and paused. 

He stood a moment or two between her and the sun­
lit ocean, contemplating, in a silence too serious and 
gentle for the boldness of gallantry, the blushing face and 
the young slight form before him : at length he spoke. 

"Are you happy, my child," he said, in almost a pa­
ternal tone, " at the career that lies before you 1 From 
sixteen to thirty, the music in the br~ath of applause is 
sweeter than all the music your voice can utter!" 

"I know not," replied Viola, falteringly, but encouraged 
by the liquid softness of the accents that addressed her ; 
"I know not whether I am happy now, but I was last 
night. And I feel, too, excellency, that I have you to 
thank, though perhaps you scarce know why!" 

"You deceive yourself," said the cavalier, with a smile. 
"I am aware that I assisted to your merited success, 
and it is you wao scarce know how. The why I will tell 
you: because I saw in your heart a nobler ambition than 
that of the woman's vanity ; it was the daughter that . 
interested me. Perhaps you would rather I should have 
admired the singer t" 

" No ; ob, no !" 
" Well, I believe you. And now, since we have thus 

met, I will pause to counsel you. When next you g~ to 
the theatre, you will have at your feet all the young gal­
lantry of Naples. Poor infant! the· flame that dazzles 
the eye can scorch the wing. Remember that the only -
homage that does not sully must be that which these 
gallants will not give thee. And, whatever thy dreams 
of the future-and I see, while I speak to thee, how wan­
dering they are, and wild-may only those be fulfilled 
which centre round the hearth of home." 

He paused as Viola's breast heaved beneath ita robe. 
And with a burst of natural and innocent emotions, 
1SC&rcely comprehending, though an Italian, the grave na­
&ure of hie advice, she exclaimed, 

o·,i;,.,b,Google 



ZANONJ, 

"Ah, excellency, you cannot know how dear to me· 
that home is already. And my father-there would be 
no home, signor, without him!" 

4 deep and melancholy shade settled over the face of 
the cavalier. He looked up at the quiet house buried 
amid the vine leaves, and turned again to the vivid, ani­
mated face of the young actress. 

" It is well," said he. " A simple heart may be its 
own best guide, and so, go on and prosper. Adieu, fair 
singer." 

" Adieu, excellency ; but-" and something she could 
not resist-an anxious, siclteninJ feeling of fear and 
hope-impelled her to the question, "I shall see you 
again, shall I not, at San Carlo!" . 

"Not at least for some time. I leave Naples to-day." 
" Indeed ;" and Viola's heart sunk within her : the po­

etry of the stage was gone. 
_-""': " And," said the cavalier, turning back, and gently 
-, !~ying his hand on hers," and perhaps, before we meet, 

you may have suffered ; known the firs.l sharp griefs of 
human life; known how little what fame can gain repays 
what the heart can lose; but be brave, and yield not­
not even to what may seem the piety of sorrow. Ob­
sei;ve yon tree in your neighbour's garden. Look how 
it grows up, crooked and distorted. Some wind scatter­
ed the germe from .which it sprung in the clefts of the 
rock; choked up and walled round by crags and build­
ings, by nature and by man, its life has been one struggle 
for the light; light, which makes to that life the neces­
sit:y and the principle : you see how it has writhed and 
twisted; how, meeting the barrier in one spot, it has la­
boured and worked, stem and branches, towards the 
clear skies at last. What bas preserved it through each 
disfavour of birth and circumstances 1 why are its leaves 
as green and fair as the vine behind you, which, with all its 
arms, can embrace the open sunshine! My child, because 
of the very instinct that impelled the struggle ; because 
the labour for the· light won to tlie light at length. So 
with a gallant heart, through every adverse accident of 
sorrow and of fate to turn to the sun, to strive for the 
heaven; that it is that gives knowledge to the strong 
and happiness to the weak. Ere we meet again, you 
will turn sad and heavy eyes to those quiet boughs; and 

• when you hear the birds sing from the,m, and see the 
sunahine come aslant from crag and housetop to be t.he 
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playfellow or their leaves, leam the leaaon that Nature -f 
teaches you, and strive through darkneas to the light!" 

As he spoke he moved on slowly and left Viola won­
derinJ. silent ; saddened with his dim prophecy of com­
ing evil, and yet, through sadness, charmed. Involun­
tarily her eyes followed him ; involuntarily she stretch· 
ed forth her arms, as if by a gesture to call him back: 
she would have given worlds to have seen him tum-to 
have heard once more his low, calm, silvery voice-to 
have felt again the light touch of his hand on hers. As 
moonlight that sol'tens into beauty every angle on which 
it falls, seemed his preeence ; as moonlight vanishes, 
!lnd things assume their common aspect of the rugged 
and the mean, he receded from her eyes, and the out­
ward scene was commonplace once more. 

The stranger passed on, through that long and lovely 
road which reaches at last the palaces that face the pub­
lic gardens, and conducts to the more populous quarters 
oCthe city. 

A group or young dissipated courtiers, loitering by the 
gateway of a house which was open for the favourite 
pastime of the day-the resort of the wealthier and 
more high·born gamesters-made way for· him, as with 
a courteous inclination he passed by them. 

"Perfede," said one," is not that the rich Zanoni, of 
whom tlie town talks 1" 

" Ay; they say his wealth is incalculable!" 
" They say-who are they 1 what is the authority 1 

He has not been so many days at Naples, and I cannot 
yet find any one who knows aught of his birthplace, his 
parentage, or, what is more important, his estates !" 

" That is true ; but he arrived in a goodly vessel, which 
they say is his own. See-no, you cannot see it here ; 
but it rides yonder in the bay. The banker he deals 
with speaks with awe of the sums placed in his hands." 

"Whence came he 1" 
"From some seaport in the East. My valet learned 

from some of the sailors on the Mole that he had resided 
many years in the interior of India." 

"Ah, I am told mea pick up gold there like pefibles, 
and there ·are valleys where the birds build their nests 
with emeralds to attract the moths. Here comes our 
prince of ga\1}esters, Cetoxa ; be sure that he already 
must have made acquaintance with so wealthy a cava­
lier; he has that attraction to gold which the magnet • 

o·,i;,.,b,Google 



ZlNONie 33 

has to steel. Well, Cetoxa, what fresh news of th., duc­
ats of Signor Zanoni 1'" 

'·'Oh," said Cetoxa, carelessly," my friend-" 
" Ha! ha! hear him ! hie friend!" 
" Yee ; my friend Zanoni is going to Rodie for a short 

time; when he returns he has promised me to fix a day 
to sup with me, and I will then introduce him to you, 
and to the best society of Naples. Diavolo I but he is a 
most agreeable and witty gentleman!" 

" Pray tell us how you came 80 suddeDly to be hia 
friend." 

"My dear Belgioso,nothing more natural. He desired 
a box at San Carlo; but I need not tell you that the ex­
pectation of a new opera (ah, how superb it is-that poor 
devil, Pisani !-who would have thought it 1), and a new 
singer (what a face-what a voice !-ah!), had engaged 
every comer of the house. I heard of Zanoni's desire 
to honour the talent of Naples, and, with my usual cour­
tesy to distinguished strangers, l sent to place my box 
at bis disposal. He accepts it; I wait on him between 
the acts ; he is most charming-; he invites me to supper. 
Cospetto, what a retinue ! We sit late ; I tell him all 
the news of Naples; we grow bosom friends; he 'press­
es on me this diamond before we part ; it is a trifle, he 
tells me ; the jewellers value it at 5000 pietolee ! The 
merriest evening I have passed these ten years !" 

The cavaliers crowded round to admire the diamond. 
"Signor Count Cetoxa," said one grave-looking, som-­

bre man, who bad crossed himself two or three times 
during the Neapolitan's narrative, "are you not aware 
of the strange reports about this person 1 and are you 
not afraid to receive Crom hint a gift, which may carry 
~ith it the most fatal consequences t Do you not know 
that he is said to be a sorcerer-to possess the mal-oc­
chio--to-" 

" Prithee spare us your antiquated superstitions," in­
terrupted Cetoxa, contemptuously. "They are out of 
Cashion ; nothing now goes down but skepticism and 
philosophy. And what, after all, do these romours, 
when sifted, amount to t They have no origin but this : 
a silly old man of eighty-six, quite in his dotage, solemn­
ly avers that he saw this same Zanoni seventy years 
ago (he himself, the narrator, then a mere boy) at Milan. 
When this very Zanoni, as you all see, is at least ae 
young as you or l, Belgioso." · 
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" But that," said the grave gentleman, "that is -the 
mystery. Old A velli declares that Zanoni does not 
seem a day older than when they met at Milan. He 
says that even then, at Milan-mark this-where, though 
under another name, this Zanoni appeared in the same 
splendour, he was attended also by the same mystery ; 
and that an old man there remembered to have seen him 
sixty years bf;fore in Sweden." 

" Tush," returned Cetoxa; "the aame thing has been 
said of the quack Cagliostro-mere fables. I will be­
lieve them when I sl!e this diamond tum to a wisp of 

·hay. For the rest," he added, gravely," I consider this 
illustrious gentleman my friend; and a whisper against 
his honour and repute will in future be equivalent to an 
affront to myself." . 

Cetoxa was a redoubted swordsman, and excelled in a 
peculiarly awkward manamvre, whieh he himself had 
added to the variations of the atoccata. The grave gen­
tleman, however anxious for the spiritual wea\ ot tho 
count, had an e<l.ual regard for hia own corporeal safety. 
He contented himself with a look of compassion, and, 
turning through the gateway, ascended the stairs to tho 
gaming-tables. 

"Ha, ha!" said Cetoxa, laughing, "our good Loredano 
is envious of my diamond. Gentlemen, you sup with 
me to-night. I assure you I never met a more delight­
ful, sociable, entertaining person than my dear friend, 
the Signor Zanoni." 

CHAPTER V. 

" Qoello Ipp_ogifo, lflUlde e etrano aucello 
Lo porta Tia." 

Oar.. Fva., c. 'fi., uiii. 

AND now, accompanying this mysterious Zanoni, am 
I compelled to bid a short farewell to-Naples. Mount 
behind me-mount on my hippogrill', reader; settle your­
self at your ease. I bought the pillion the other day of 
a poet who loves his comfort; it has been newly stull'ed 
for your special accommodation. So, so, we aacend ! 
Look as we ride aloft-look! Never fear, hippogriJl's 

; 
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never stumble; and every hippogrift'in Italy is warrant­
ed to cai:ry elderly gentlemen! Look down on the gli­
ding landscapes. There, near the ruins of the Oscan's old 
.Atella, rises Aversa, once the sironghold of the Norman; 
there gleam the columns of Capua, above the Vulturnian 
stream, no more reflecting upon gory waves the S1eel­
clad warriors of Carthage and Rome. Hail to ye, corn­
fields, and vineyards famous for the old Falernian ! Hail 
to ye, golden orange-groves of Mola di Gaeta ! Hail to 
ye, sweet shrubs and wild flowers, omnis copia nanum, 
that clothe the mountain skirts of the silent Lautuhe ! 
Shall we rest at the Volscian Anxur-the modern Ter­
racina-where the lolly rock stands like the giant that 
guards the last borders of the southern land o(. Lovet 
Away, away! and hold your breath as we fiit. above the 
Pontine Marshes. Dreary and desolate, their miasma is 
to the gardens we have passed what the rank common­
place of life is to the heart when it has left love behind. 
Mournful Campagna, thou openest on us in majestic sad­
ness. Rome, seven-hilled Rome ! receive us as Memory · 
receives the wayworn; receive us in silence, amid ruins! 
\Vhere is the traveller we pursue ·r Turn the bippogrilf 
loose to graze ; he loves the acanthus that wreathes 
round yon broken columns. Yes, that is the Arch of 
Titus, the conqueror of Jerusalem-that the Colosseum! 
Through one passed the triumph of the deified invader; 
in one fell the butchered gladiators. Monuments of mur- , 
der, how poor the thoughts, how: mean the memories ye 
awaken, compared with those that speak to the heart of 
man on the heights of Phy le, or by thy lone mound, gray 
Marathon! We stand amid weeds, and brambles, and 
long, waving herbage. Where we stand reigned Nero; 
here were his tesselated floors ; here, " mighty in the 
heaven, a second heaven," hung the vault of his ivory 
roofs; here, arch upon arch, pillar on pillar, glittered to 
the world the golden palace of its master-the Golden 

' House of Nero. How the lizard watches us with his 
bright, timorous eye! We disturb his reign. Gather 
that wild flower : the Golden House is vanished ; but 
the wild flower may have kin to those which the stran­
ger's hand scattered . over the tyrant's grave; see, over 
this soil, the grave of Rome, Nature strews the wild 
ftowers still ! 

In the midst of this desolation is an old building of 
the Middle Ages. Here dwells a singular recluse. In 
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the season of the malaria, the native peasant flies the 
rank vegetation round ; but he, a stranger and a foreign­
er, breathes in safety the pestilential air. He has no 
friends, no associates, no companions, except books and 
instruments of science. He is often seen wandering 
over' the grass-grown bills, or sauntering through the 
streets of the new city, not with the absent brow and 
incurious air of students, but with observant, piercing 
eyes, that seem to dive into the hearts of the passers­
by. An old man, but not infirm: erect and stately, as 
if in his prime. None know whether he be rich or poor. 
He asks no charity, and he gives none ; he does no evil, 
and seems to confer no good. He is a man who ap­
pears to have no world beyond himself; but appear­
ances are deceitful; and Science, as well as Benevo­
lence, lives in the universe. This abode, for the first 
time since thus occupied, a visiter enters. It is Zanoni. 

You observe them seated together, conversing ear­
nestly. Years long and many have flown away since 
they met last ; at least .bodily, and face to face. But if 
they are sages, thought can meet thought and spirit 
spirit, though oceans divide the forms. Death itself di· 
vides not the wise. Thou meetest Plato when thine 
eyes moisten over the Phredo. May Homer live with 
all men forever! They converse-they confess to each 
other-they conjure up the past and repeople it ; but 
note how differently do such remembrances affect the 
two. On Zanoni's face, despite its habitual calm, the 
emotions change and go. He has acted in the Past he 
surveys ; but not a trace o.f the humanity that partici­
pates in joy and sorrow can be detected on the passion­
less visage of his companion : the Past to him, as is 
now the Present, has been but as nature to the sage, the 
volume to the student-a calm and spiritual life, a study, 
a contemplation. . · • 

From the Past they tum to the Future. Ah! at the 
close of the last century, the Future seemed a thing tan­
gible ; it was woven up in all men's fears and hopes of 
the Present. 

"An dee Jahr hunderta Neiffe, 
Der reifete Sohn der Zei ~.' 

At the verge of that hundred years, Man, the ripest­
bom of Time, stood as at the deathbed of the Old World, 
and beheld the New Orl>, blood-red amid cloud and va-
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pour, uncertain if a comet or a sun. Beheld the icy and 
profound disdain on the brow or the old man; the lofty 
yet touching sadness that darkens the glorious counte­
nance of Zauoni. Is it that one views with contempt 
the struggle and its issue, and the other with awe or 
pity t Wisdom contemplating mankind leads but to 
the two results-compassion or disdain. He who be­
lieves in other worlds can accustom himself to look on 
this as the naturalist on the revolutions of an anthill or 
of a lear. What is the Earth to Infinity ; what its dura.­
tion to the Eternal ! Oh, how much greater is the soul of 
one man than the vicissitudes of the whole globe ! Child 
of Heaven and heir of immortality! how from some star 
hereafter wilt thou look back on the anthill and its com­
motions, from Clovis to Robespierre, from Noah to the 
Final Fire. The spirit that .can contemplate, that lives 
only in the intellect, can ascend to its star, even rrom 
the midst of ' the Burial-ground called Earth, and while 
the Sarcophagus called Life immures in its clay the Ev. 
erlasting! 

But thou, Zanoni, thou hast refused to live only in· the 
intellect ; thou hast not mortified the heart ; thy pulse 
still beats with the sweet music of mortal passion ; thy 
kind is to thee still something warmer than an abstrac­
tion; thou wouldst look. upon this revolution in its cradle, 
which the storms rock ; thou wouldst see the world 
while its elements yet wrestle through the chaos ! 

CHAPTER VI. 

" Pr6cepteura iporana de ce faible ani•era." 
VoLT.ll&I. 

"Noa• 61.iOM ~ table cbez an de nos eon!~te1 Al' Acad6mie, Grand 
Seigneur et bomme d'eaprit."-L.a. H.a.aPI. 

OH evening, at Paris, .several months after the date 
oC our last chapter, there was a reunion of some or the 
most eminent wits of the time at the house of a per­
sonage distinguished alike by noble birth and liberal ac­
complishments. Nearly all present were or the views 
that were then the mode. For as came afterward a 
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time when nothing was so unpopular as the people, so 
that was the time when nothing was so vulgar as aris­
tocracy. The airiest fine gentle map and the haughtiest 
noble prated of equality and lisped enlightenment. 

Among the more remarkable guests were Condorcet, 
then in the prime of his reputation, the correspondent 
of the King of Prussia, the intimate of Voltaire, the 
member of half the academies of Europe ; noble by 
birth, polished in manners, republican in opinions. There, 
too, was the venerable Malesherbes, "!'amour et les 
delices de la nation."• There Jean Silvain Bailly, the 
accomplished scholar, the aspiring politician. It was 
one of those petits soupers for which the capital of all so­
cial pleasures was so renowned. The conversation, as 
might be expected, was literary and intellectual, en­
livened by graceful pleasantry. Many of the ladies of 

- that ancient and proud noblesse-for the noblesse yet 
existed, though its hours were already numbered-add­
ed to the charm of the society ; and theirs were the 
boldest criticisms, and often the most liberal sentiments. 

Vain labour for me, vain labour almost for the grave 
English language, to do justice to the sparkling para­
doxes that ftew from lip to lip. The favourite theme 
was the superiority of the moderns to the ancients. 
Condorcet on this head was eloquent, and to some, at 
least, of his audience most convincing. That Voltaire 
was greeter than Homer fow there were disposed to 
deny. Keen was the ridicule lavished on the dull ped­
antry which finds everything ancient necessarily sub­
lime. 

" But," said the graceful Marquis de--, as the Cham­
pagne danced to his glass, " more ridiculous yet is the 
superstition that finds everything incomprehensible holy! 
But intelligence circulates, Condorcet; like water, it finds 
;ts level. My hairdresser said to me this morning, 
Though I am but a poor fellow, monseigneur, I believe 

as little as the finest gentleman!'" , 
"Unquestionably, the great Revolution draws near to 

its final completion-a pa6 du gMnt, as Montesquieu said 
of his own immortal work." -

Then there rushed from all-wit and noble, courtier 
and republican-a confused chorus, harmonious only in 
its anticipation of the brilliant things to which" the great 

* So called bJ hia biatorian Gaillud. 
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Revolution" was to give birth. Here Condorcet is more 
eloquent than before. 

"Il faut absolument que la superstition et le fana­
tisme fassent place b. la philosophie. Kings persecute 
persons, priests opinion. Without kings, men· must be 
safe ; and without priests, minds must be free." 

"Ah," said the marquis, " and as ce cher Diderot haa 
ao well sung, 

. ' Et de11 boyaux du dernier piitre 
Serrez le cou du dernier roi.' " 

· " And then," resumed Condorcet, " then commences 
the Age of Reason! Equality in instruction-equality 
in institutions-equality in wealth ! The great bar to ' 
knowledge is, first, the want of a common language ; and, 
next, the short duration of existence. But as to the 
first, when all men are brothers, why not a universal 
language' As to the second, the organic perfectibility 
of the ve,etable world is undisputed. Is Nature less 
powerful m the nobler existence of thinking man' The 
very destruction of the two most active causes of phys­
ical deterioration-.here, luxurious wealth ; there, abject 
penury-must necessarily prolong the general term or 
life! The art of medicine will then be honoured in the 
place or war, which is the art of murder; the noblest 
study of the acutest minds will be devoted to the discov­
ery and arrest of the causes of disease. Life, I grant, 
cannot be made eternal ; but it may be prolonged almost 
indefinitel;r. And as the meaner animal bequeaths its 
vigour to its oft"spring, so man shall transmit his impro­
ved organization, mental and physical, to his sons. Oh 
yes, to such a consummation does our age approach !" 

The venerable Maleaheroes sighed. Perhaps he fear­
ed the consummation might not come in time for him. 
The handsome Marquis de --, and the ladies yet hand~ 
eomer than he, looked conviction and delight. 

But two men there were, seated next to each other, 
who joined not in the general talk ; the one, a stranger 
newly arri\'ed in Paris, where bis wealth, his person, 
and bis accomplishments had already made him remark­
ed and courted; the other, an old man, somewhere about 
seventy-the witty and virtuous, brave and still light· 
hearted Cazotte, the author of Le Diahle Amoreu.T. 

These two conversed familiarly and apart fro·m the 
rest, and only by an occasional smile testified their at. 
tenlion to the general conversation. 
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"Yea," said the stranger, "yea, we have met before." 
" I thought I coul4 not forget ·your countenance ; yet 

l task in vain my recollections of the past." 
" I shall assist you. Recall the time wb:en, led by cu­

riosity, or perhaps the nobler desire or knowledge, you 
eought initiation into the mysterious order or Martmes 
de Pasqualis. "• 

"Ab! is it possible! You are one .of that theurgic 
brotherhood 1" 

"Nay, I attended their ceremonies but to see how 
vainly they sought to revive the ancient .marvels or the 
cabala." 

" Such studies please you 1 I have shaken oft' the in­
fluence they once bad on my own imagination." 

"You have not shaken it oft"," returned the stranger, 
gravely ; "it is on you still-on you at this hour; it 
beats 111 your heart ; it kindles in your reason ; it will 
speak in your tongue !" . 

.And then, with a yet lower voice, the stranger con­
tinued to address him, to remind him of certain cere­
monies and doctrines, to explain and enforce them by 
references to the actual experience and history or his 
listener, which Cazotte thrilled to find so familiar to a 
stranger. 

Gradually the old man's pleasing and benevolent coun­
tenance grew overcast, and he east, from time to time, 
searching, curious, uneasy glances at bis companion. 

The charming Duchess de G-- archly pointed out 
to the lively guests the abstracted air and clouded brow 

• It ia IO recotded of Cezotte. OI Martines de Puqualia little i1 
known ; e•en the country to which he belonged is matter of conjec­
ture. Equally IO the ritel, ceremonies, and nature of the cabal18tie 
order he Bltabliehed. Saint Martin waa a dieciple of the echool, 
and that, at Jeaat, is in itl faYoor; for, in epite of hie mylticiam. no 
man more beneficent, pneroue, pure, and Ylrtuoue than Saint Martin 
adorned the 1aat century. Abc:iff all, no man more diltinguiehed 
himMlf from the herd of lkeptical phil~hera by the Jallantry and 
ferYour with which he combated materiallllD, and vindicated the n&I 
ce1aity of faith amid a chaoe of unbelief. It may allO be oblerYed, 
that Cuotte, whatever et.e he teemed of the brOthediood of Mar· 
tinee, learned nothing that diminished ~ ucellence of hia life and 
the linearity of hia relicion. At once gentle and brave, he never 
ceaaed to oppoee the e:rce- of the Revolu&ion. To the laat, un· 
like the Liberal• of his time, he wae a devout and eincere Christian. 
Before bis execution, he demanded a pen and paper to write th- ·• 
words: " Ma femme, mee enf'anl, ne me pleurez paa, ne m'oubliea 
paa, mail -VeDft-VOUll nrtollt de ne jamaia oll'eDler Dieo." 
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of the poet ; and Condorcet, who liked no one else to be 
remarked when he himself was present, said to Cazotte, 
" Well, and what do !J(lll, predict of the Revolution-how, 
at least, will it affect us 1" 

At that question Cazotte started ; his cheeks grew 
pale; large drops stood on his forehead ; his lips writhed. 
His gay companions gazed on him in surprise. 

"Speak!" whispered the stranger, laying his hand 
gently upon the ann of the old wit. 

At that word Cazotte's face grew locked and rigid, lus 
eyes dwelt vacantly on apace, and in a low, hollow 
voice he thus answered :• 

" You ask how it will affect yourselves-you, its mos. 
learned and its least selfish agents. I will answer: 
you, Marquis de Condorcet, will die in prison, but not by 
the hand of the executioner. In the peaceful happiness 
of that day, the philosopher will carry about with him, 
not the elixir, bat the poison." 

" My poor Cazotte," said Condorcet, with his gentle 
smile," what have prisons, execu'tioners, and poison· to 
do with an age of liberty and brotherhood 1" 

" It is in the names of Libe~y and Brotherhood that 
the prisons will reek and the headsman be glutted." 

" You are thinking of priestcran, not philosophy, Ca.­
zotte," said Champfort. t " And what of me 1" 

"You will open your own veins to escape the frater­
nity of Cain. Be comforted ; the last drops will not fol­
low the razor. For you, venerable Malesberbes-for 
you, Aimar Nicolai-for you, learned Bailly, I see them 
dress the scaffold ! And all the while, 0 ·great philoso­
phers, your murderers will have no word but philoso­
phy on their lipll !" 

• The followinr prophecy, with eome slight nriations, and at 
treater length, in the tezt of the authority I am about to cite, ia to be 
found in La Ha~•a posthumous works. The MS. ia said to eziat 
still in La Harpe 1 handwriting, and the story ia given on M. Peti­
&ot'a authority, vol. i., p. 62. It is not for me to inquire if there be 
doubts of Its foundation on fact. The date, according to the paver 
record, is 1788 ; but, according to the p~re111 of events in th18 nar­
rative (the precise inte"ala between which are not, however, very 
clearly chronicled), it appears here refened to the ensuinJ year. 

t Champfort,one of those men of letters who, though misled by the 
fint fair show of the Revolution, refused to follow the buer m@ of 
action into ita horrible uceaaea, li•ed to ezpre111 the murderous phi· 
lanthropy of its agents by the best bon mot of the time. Seeing writ-. 
&en on the walls" Fratemi~ 011 la Mort," be obee"ed that the aenti· 
-iu abDuld be tnulated thua: " &u _..p..., av fa ,. ,__,, 

Di , 
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The hush was complete and universal when the pupil 
of Voltaire-the prince of the academic skeptics, hot La 
Harpe-cried, with a sarcastic laugh, " Do not Gaiter 
me, O prophet, by exemption from the fate or my com­
panions. Shall I have DO part to play in this dr&ma of 
your phantasies 1" 

At this queqtion Cazotte's countenance lost its un­
natural expre11ion of awe and stemne11; the sardonic 
humour most common to it came back and played in his 
brightening eyes. 

" Yes, La Harpe, the most wonderful part of all ! Y °" 
will become-a Christian !" 

This was too mnch for the audience, that a moment 
before seemed grave and thoughtful; and they burst 
into an immoderate fit of laughter, while Cazotte, as if 
exhausted by hie predictions, sunk back in hia chair, and · 
oreathed hard and heavily. 

"Nay," said Madame de G--, " yon, who have pre­
dicted such grave things concerning us, must prophesy 
something also about yourself." 

A convulsive tremour shook the involuntary prophet; 
it passed, and left his countenance elevated br an ex· 
preesion of resignation and calm. " Madame,' said he. 
after a long pause, "during the siege of Jerusalem, we 
are told by its historian that a man, for seven successive 
days, went ronnd the rampane, exclaiming ' W o to thee, 
Jerusalem, wo to myself!'" 

"Well, Cazotte, well!" 
" And on the seventh day, while he thus spoke, a stone 

from the machines of the Romans dashed him into at­
oms!" 

With these words Cazotte rose ; and the gnests, awed 
in spite of themselves, shortly after broke up and retired. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

"Qui done t'a donn6 la mi.Rion d'annoncer au peuple que la divinit6 
n'u.ine paa-quel avantap trouvea-tu a persuader l l'homme qu'une 
ti>rce aveugle pMlide l ae&deatineea et frappe au huard le crune et 
la Tertu t"-.R0uar1aaaa, Diacoura, .ll(ai 7, lTIH. 

IT was some time before midnight when the stran1er 
returned home. His apartments were situated in one 
of those vast abodes which may be called an epitome of 
Paris itself. The cellars rented by mechanics, scarce 
removed a step from paupers-often by outcasts and fu­
gitives from the law-often by some daring writer, who, 
alter scattering among the people doctrines the most 
subversive of order, or the most libellous on the charac­
ters of priest, minister, and king, retired among the rats 
to escape the persecution that attends the virtuous ; the 
ground·fioor occupied by shops ; the entresol by artists ; 
the principal stones by nobles, and the garrets by jour-
neymen or grisettes. . 

As the stranger passed up the stairs, a young man of 
a form and countenance singularly unprepossessing, 
emerging from a door in the entre1ol, brushed beside him. 
His glance was furtive, sinister, savage, and yet fearful: 
the man's face was of an ashen paleness, and the features 
worked convulsively. The-stranger paused, and follow­
ed him with thoughtful looks as he- hurried down the 
atairs. While he thus stood, he heard a groan from the 
room which the young man had just 9uitted ; the latter 
had pulled to the door w.ith hasty violence, but some 
fragment, probably or fuel, had prevented its closing, and 
it now stood slightly ajar: the stranger pushed it open 
and entered. He passed a small anteroom, meanly fur­
nished, and stood in a bedchamber of meager and sordid 
discomfort. Stretched on the bed, and writhing in pain, 
lay an old man : a single candle lit the room, and threw 
its sickly ray over the furrowed and deathlike face of the 
sick person. No attendant was by; he seemed left alone 
to breathe his last. "Water," he moaned, feebly, "wa. 
ter; I parch-I bum!" The intruder ap[>roached the 
bed, bent over him, and took his hand : '' Oh, bless thee, 
Jean, bless thee!" said the sufferer; " hast thou brought 
back the physician already l Sir, I am poor, but I can 
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pay you well. I would not die yet, for that young man's 
sake." And be sat upright in bis bed, and fixed his dim 
eyes anxiously on his visiter. 

" What are your symptoms-your disease 1" 
"Fire-fire-fire in the heart, the entrails-I- bum!" 
"How long is it since you have taken food 1" 
"Food! only this broth. There is the basin, all I have 

taken ·these six hours. I had scarce drank it ere these 
pains began." · 

The stranger looked at the basin ; some portion of the 
contents were yet left there. 

"Who administered this to you 1" 
" Who 1 Jean ! Who else should 1 I have no servant 

-none! I am poor, very poor, sir. But, no! You 
physicians do not care for the poor. I am rich! can you 
cure mel" -

"Yes, if Heaven permit. Wait but a few moments." 
The old man was fast sinking under the rapid effects 

of poison. The stranger repaired to his own apartments, 
and retumed in a few moments with some preparation 
that had the instant result of an antidote. The pain 
ceased; the blue and livid colour receded from the lips ; 
tire old man fell into a profound sleep. The stranger 
drew the curtains round him, took up the light, and in­
spected the apartment. The walls of both rooms were 
hung with drawings of masterly excellence. A portfolio 
was filled with sketches of equal skill ; but these last 
were mostly of subjects that appalled the eye and re­
volted the taste : they displayed the human figure in 
every variety of suffering: the rack, the wheel, the gib­
bet, all that cruelty has invented to sharpen the pangs 
of death, seemed yet more dreadful from the passionate 
gusto and eamest force of the designer. And some of 
the countenances of those thus delineated were suftl­
ciently removed from the ideal to show that they were 
portraits. In a large, bold, irregular hand, was written 
beneath these drawings, " The Future of tile Aristo­
crats." In a comer of the room, and close by an old 
bureau, was a small bundle, over which, as if to hide it, 
a cloak was thrown carelessly. Several shelves were 
filled with books; these were almost entirely the works 
of the philosophers of the time-the philosophers of the 
material school, especially the encyclopedistes, whom 
Robespierre afterward so singularly attacked, when the 
coward ~eemed it unsafe to leave his reign without a 
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God.• A volume lay on a table: it was one of Voltaire. 
and the page was open at his argumentative assertion of 
the existence of the Supreme Being. 'rhe margin was 
covered with pencilled notes, in the stiff but tremulous 
hand of old age ; all in attempt to refute or to :idicule 
the logic of th.e sage of Ferney. Voltaire did not go far 
enough for the annotator! .The clock struck two, when 
the sound of steJ>S was heard without. The stranger 
silently seated himself on the farther side of the bed, 
and its drapery screened him, as he sat, from the eyes 
of a man who now entered on tiptoe : it was the same 
person who had passed him on the. stairs. The man 
took up the candle and approached the bed. The old 
man's face was turned to the pillow ; but he lay so still, 
and his breathing was so inaudible, that his sleep might 
well, by that hastf, shrinking, guilty glance, be mistaken 
for the repose o death. The new-comer drew back, 
and a grim smile passed over his face·; he replaced the 
candle on the table, opened the bureau with a key which 
he took from his pocket, and loaded himself with several 

· rouleaus of gold that he found in the drawers. At this 
lime the old man began to wake. He stirred-he look­
ed up; he turned his eyes towards the li~ht, now waning 
in its socket; he saw the robber at his work; he sat 
erect for an instant, as if transfixed, more even by as­
tonishment than terror. At last he sprang from his bed: 

"Just Heaven ! do I dream ! Thou-thou-thou for 
whom I toiled and starved ! Thou r• 

The robber started; the gold fell from 'his band and 
1olled on the 4oor. 

" What!" he said, "art thou not dead yet ! Has the 
poison failed !" 

"Poison, boy! Ah!" shrieked the old man, and cov­
ered his face with his hands ; then, with sudden energy, 
he exclaimed, "Jean! Jean! recall that word. Rob­
plunder me if thou wilt, but do not say thou couldst 
murder one who only lived for thee ! There, there, take 
the gold ; I hoarded it but for thee. Go-go !" and the 

• "Cette 18Cte (lea encyclop&li8tes) propagea avec beaucoup de 
Mle l'opioioo do materlalilline, qui p~valut parmi lea grands et panni 
les be1u1: esprita, on lui doit en partie cette eap4ce de pbilosopbte , 
pratique qui, leduiaant l'egoleme en eyeteme, regard la eoci616 bu· 
maine comme un guerre de ruse, le euc~e comme la r~gle du juete 
et de l'injuate, la probit6 comme une atfaire de gout, ou de bielll6-
snce, le monde commeJe pat.rimonie dea fripoDI adroita."-Diac:iow• 
-~,May7,17~ 
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old man, who in his passion had quitted the bed, fell at 
the feet of the foiled assassin, and writhed on the ground, 
the mental agony more intolerable than that of the body 
which be had so lately undergone. The robber looked 
at him with a bani disdain. • 

" What have I ever done to thee, wretch 1" cried the 
old man; 1' what but loved and cherished thee 1 Thou 
wert an orphan-an outcast. I nurtured, nursed, adopted 
thee as my son. If men call me a miser, it was but that 
none might despise thee, my heir, because nature has 
stunted and deformed thee, when I was no more. Thou 
wouldst have had all when I was dead. Couldst thou 
not spare me a few months or days-nothing to thy 
youth, all that is left to my age 1 What have I done to 
thee 1" 

" Thou bast continued to live, and thou wouldst make 
no will." 

"Mon Dieu ! Mon Dien!" 
" Ton Dieu ! Thy God ! Fool ! bast thou not told 

me from my childhood that there is no God 1 Hast thou 
not fed me on philosophy t Hast thou not said, 'Be 
virtuous, be good, be just, for the sake of mankind, but 
there is no life after this life !' Mankind! Why should 
I love mankind 1 Hideous and deformed, mankind jeer 
at me as I pass the streets. What hast thou done to 
me 1 Thou hast" taken away from me, who am the 
scolf of this world, the hopes of another ! Is there no 
other life l Well, then, I want thy gold, that at least I 
may hasten to make the best of this !" 

" Monster! Curses light on thy ingratitude, thy-" 
"And who hears thy curses 1 Thou knowest there is 

no God! Mark me! I have prepared all to fly. See, I 
have my passport; my horses wait withQUt; relays are 
ordered. I have thy gold." (And the wretch, as he 
spoke, continued coldly to load his person with the rou­
leaus.) "And now, if I spare thy life, how shall I be 
sure that thou wilt not inform against mine l" lfe ad­
vanced with a gloomy scowl and a menacing gesture as 
be spoke. 

The old ,man's anger changed to fear. He cowered 
'before the savage. " Let me live! l~t me live! that­
that-" 

"That-what 1" 
" I may pardon thee ! Yes, thou bast nothing to fear 

from me. I swear it!" 
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"Swear! But by whom and what, old man 1 I can­
not believe thee, if thou believest not in any God ! Ha, 
ha! behold the result or thy lessons." 

Another moment, and those murderous fingers would 
have strangled their prey. But l]etween the assassin 
and his victim rose a Corm that seeined almost to both 
a visiter from the world that both denied-stately with 
majestic strength, glorious with awful beauty. 

The murderer recoiled, looked, trembled, and then 
iumed and fled from the chamber. The old man fell 
again to the ground insensible. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

"To know bow a bad man will act when in power, '"eree all the 
doctrinell he preaches when obecure."-S. llloNT4GO. 

11 Antipathies alao fonn a part of magic (falaely) llO'Called. Mait 
naturally baa the nme instinct aa the animals, which warns them 
in•oluntarily against the creatures that are hoetile or fatal to their 
exiatence. But IN ao often 11e1lecta it that it becomes dormanL 
Not ao the true cultivator of the great 1eience, &c."-Ta11xae1 .. 
TOa TH& Fovus (A. Roeicrucian). 

Wsu he again saw the old man the next day, the 
stranger found him calm, and surprisingly recovered 
from the scene and sufferings of the night. He ex­
pressed his gratitude to his preserver with tearful fer­
vour, and stated that he had already sent for a relation, 
who would make arrangements for his future safety and 
mode of life : " For I have money yet lei\," said the old 
man, "and. henceforth have no motive to be a miser.'' 
He proceeded then briefly to relate the origin and cir­
cumstances of his connexion with his intended mur-
derer. . 

It seems that in earlier life he had quarrelled with bis 
relations, from a difference in opinions of belief. Re­
jecting all religion as a fable, he yet cultivated feelings 
that inclined him-for, though his intellect was weak, 
his dispositions were good-to that false and exaggera.. 
ted sensibility which its dupes so often mistake for be­
nevolence. He had no children ; he resolved to adopi 
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·an enfant du peuple. He resolved to educate this boy 
according to " Reason." He selected an orphan of the 
lowest extraction, whose defects of person and consti­
tution onl;v yet .lhe more moved his pity, and finally en­
grossed his atr~tion. In this outcast he not only loved 
a son, he loved a theory ! He brought him up most 
philosophically. Heh'.etius had proved to him that ed­
ucation can do all ; and before he was eight years old, 
the little Jean's favourite expressions were" La lu,.U,.. 
et la vertu." The boy showed talents, espe.eially in art. 
The protector sought for a master who was as Jree 
from " superstition" as himself, and selected the painter 
David. That person, hideous as his pupil, and whose 
dispositions were as vicious as his professional abilities 
were undeniable, was certainly as Cree Crom " supersti· 
tion" as the protector could desire. It was reserved for 
Robespierre hereafter to make the sanguinary painter 
believe in the Etre &prhne. The boy was early. sensi­
ble of his ugliness, which was almost- preternatural. 
His benefactor found it in vain to reconcile him to the 
malice or nature by his philosophical aphorisms ; but 
when he pointed out to him that in this world money. 
like charity, covers a multitude of defects, the boy lis­
tened eagerly, and was consoled. To save money for 
his protege-for the only thing in the world he loved­
this became tlie patron's passion. Verily, he had met 
,;vith his reward. 

" But I am thankful he has escaped," said the old 
man, wiping his eyes. ." Had he left me a beggar, I 
could never have accused him." · ~ 

"No, for you are the author of his crimes." 
"How! I, who never ceased to inculcate the beauty 

of virtue 1 Explain r.ourself." 
" Alas ! if thy pupil did not make this clear to thee 

last night from his own lips, an angel might come from 
heaven to preach to thee in vain." · 

The -old man moved un-ly, and w:as about to reply, 
when the relative he had selit'for, and who, a native of 
Nancy, happened to be at Paris at the time, entered the 
room. He was a man somewhat past thirty, and .of a 
dry, saturnine countenance, restless eyes, and com­
pressed lips. He listened, with many ejaculations of 
.horror, to his relation's recital, and sought·\,amestly, 
but iq vain, to induce him to give information 1'88ins' 
his protege. , 
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"Tush, tush,, Rene Dumas !" said the old man, " you 
are a lawyer. You are breclito regard human life with 
contempt. Le• any man break a law, and you shout­
' Execute him !' " 

"I !" cri\d Dumas, lifting up his h~s and eyes ; 
" venerable sage, how you misjudge me. I lament 
more than any one the severity of our code. I think 
the state never should take away life-no, not even the 
life of a murderer. I agree with that young statesman, 
Maximilian Robespierre, that the executioner is the in­
vention of the tyrant. My very attachment to our ad­
vancing revolution is, that it must sweep away this le­
gal butchery." 

The lawyer paused, out of breath. The stranger re­
garded him fixedly, and turned pale. 

" You change countenance, sir," said Dumas ; "you 
do not agree with me." 

"Pardon me, I was st that moment repressing a vague 
(ear that seemed prophetic-" • 

"And that-" 
"Was that we should meet again, when your opin­

ions on Death and Revolution might be ditrerent." 
"Never!" 
" You enchant me, cousin Rene,'' said the old man, 

who bad listened to his relation with delight. '' Ah, I 
see you have proper sentiments of justice and philan­
thropy. Why did I not seek to know you before. You 
admire the Revolution! you, equally with me, detest 
the barbarity or kings and the fraud of,riests !" 

" Detest! How could I love mankin if I did not!" 
"And," said the old man, hesitatingly, "you do not 

think, with this noble gentleman, that I erred in the 
precepts I instilled into that wretched man!'' 

"Erred! Was Socrates to blame if Alcibiades was an 
aduJterer and a traitor!" 

"You bear him-you bear him! But Socrates bad 
also a Plato ; henceforth you shall be a Plato to me. 
You hear him!" exclaimed the old µian, turning to the 
stranger. 

But the latter was at the threshold. Who shall argue 
with the most stubborn or all bigotries, the fanaticism 
of nnbelief1 

"Are you going!" exclaimed D11mas; "and before I 
have thanked you-blessed xou-for the life of this dear 
and vt1nerable man! Ob, if ever I can repay you-if 
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ever you want the heart's blood of R.6116 Dama•!"· 
Thus volubly delivering himself, he followed the stran­
ger to the threshold of the second chamber, and there 
1ently detainin& him, and after looking over hie shoul­
der to be sure that he was not heard by the owner, he 
whiapered, "I ought to return to Nancy. One would 
not lose one's time; you don't think, sir, that that 
acoundrel took away all the old fool's money!" 

"Wat it thua Plato apoke of Socrates, Monsieur Du. 
maa!" 
• "Ha, ha r yoa are caustic. Well, you have a right. 
Sir, we shall meet again." , 

"AGAm!" muttered the stranger; and his brow dart. 
ened. He hastened to his chamber; he passed the day 
and the night alone, and in studies, no matter of what 
nature-they served to increMe his gloom. 

What could ever connect his fate with R6n6 Dumaa. 
or the fugitive 1p9assin t Why did the buoyant air of 
Paris seem to him heavy with the steams of blood; 
why did an instinct urge him to ily from those spe,r'kllng 
circles, from that focus of the world's awakened hopes, 
warning him from return! he, whose lofty existence 
defied-but away these dreams and omens ! lie leaves 
France behind. Back, 0 Italy, to thy majestic wrecks! 
On the Alps hill soul breathes the free air once more. 
Free air! Alas! let the world-healers exhaust their 
chymistry. Man never shall be as free in the marke&­
place as on the mountain. But we, reader, we too -. 
cape from these scenes or false wisdom clothing godl ... 
crune. Away once more 

" In den bei&ern Reitionen 
Wo die Jeiueo fonaen wolinen." 

Away to the lof\ier realm where the pure dwellers are. 
Unpolluted by the Actual; the Ideal lives only with An 
and Beauty. Sweet Viola, by the shores or the blue 
Partbenope, by Virgil's tomb and the Cimmerian cavern• 
we retum to thee once more. 
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CH.APTER IX. 

"Come 1i p118no a l'ip)lOlrifo a teml, 
Cha non YUol c!Mi 'I dal deatriar pi.a vadt la altet 

- Poi lo lega nal margine marino 
A. u "ro, mirto in meizo un lauro '.,. piwo." 

Oar.. Faa., canL .t., xxiii. 

O JOJfl~ ! art thou happy oow l Thou art rein­
•talled at thy stately desk; thy faithful barbiton bas ita 
share in the triumph. It is thy master-piece which fills 
ihy ear, ii is thy daughter who fills the scene ; the mu• 
aic, the ectress so united, that applause to one is ap­
plause to both. They make way for thee at the orches­
tra; they no longer jeer and wink, when, with a fierce 
fondoeas, thou dost caress thy familiar, that plains and 
wails, and chides and growls under thy remorseless 
b•nd. They underatand now how irregular is ever the 
•ymQJetry of reir.l genius. H is the inequalities in ita 
•urface that makes the moon luminous to mau. Gio­
vanni Paiaiello, Maestro di Capella, if thy gentle soul 
(:Ould know envy, thou must sicken to eee thy Elfrida 
•nd thy Pirro laid aside, and all Naples turned fanatic t.G 
1.~ Siren, at whose measures shook querulously thy 
gentle hea4 ! But thou, Paisiello, calm in the long pros­
perity of fame, knowest that the new will have its dar,1 
and comfo~t thyself that the Elfrida and the Pirro wu1 
live forever. Perhaps a mistake, hut it is by such mis· 
~kes that tn;ie geoiu• conquers envy. "To he immor­
tal," says Schiller," live in the whole." To be superior 
io the hour. live in thy self-esteem. The audience now 
would give their ears for tl)ose variations and ftights they 
were once wont to bisa. No! Pis'lni Has been two thirdit 
of a lire at silent work on his muter-piece : there is no­
thing he can add to that, however he mi~t have sought 
so improve on the master-pieces of others. Is not tniit 
common 1 The least little critic, in reviewing sorile work 
of art, will say, "Pity thi11, and pity that; this should 

~ have been altered, that omitted." Yea, wit.h his wil'f 
fiddlestring will he creak out his aeeursed variations. 
Bui let him sit down and compat1e himself. He sees no 

' amprovecpept ill nriatione tbm I Every man can con.-
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trol bis fiddle when ii is bis own work with which its 
ngaries would play the devil. , 

And Viola is the idol, the theme of Naples. She is 
the spoiled Sultana of the boards. To spoil her acting 
may be easy enough-shall they spoil her nature 1 No, 
I think not. There, at home, she is still good and aim· 
pie; and there, under the awning by the doorway, there 
1he sits, divinely musing. How often, crook-trunked 
tree, she looks to thy green boughs ; how often, like 
thee, in her dreams and fancies, doe11 she struggle for 
the light-not the light of the stage· lamps. Pooh, child I 
be contented with the lamps, even with the rushlight. 
A farthing candle is more convenient for hou11ehold pul"" 
poses than the stars. 

Weeks passed, and the stranger did not reappear : 
months had pa<Jsed, and his prophecy of sorrow was not 
yet fulfilled. One evening Pisani was taken ill. His sue· 
cess had brought on the long-neglected composer prea&­
ing applications for concerti and sonata, adapted to his 
more peculiar science on the violin. Ho had been em· 
ployed for some weeks, day and night, on a piece in 
which he hoped to excel himself. He took, as naual, one 
of those seemingly impracticable subjects which it was 
bis pride to subject to the expressive powers of his art­
the terrible legend connected with the transformation of 
Pbilomel. The pantomime of sound opened with the gay 
merriment of a feast. The monarch of Thrace is at bis 
banquet: a sudden discord brays through the joyous 
notes ; the strings seem to screech with horror. The 
)ting learns the ~urder Of his son by the hands Of the 
'avenging sisters : swift rage the chords through the pas· 
sions of fear, of horror, of fury, and dismay. 'fhe father 
pursues the sisters. Hark! what changes the dread­
the discord-into that long, silvery, mournful music t 
The transformation is completed; and Philomel, now 
the nightingale, pours from the myrtle bough the full, 
liquid, subduing notes that are to tell evermore to the 
world the history of her woes and wrongs. Now it was 
in the midst of this complicated and diftlcult attemP.t that 
the health of the overtasked musician, excited alike by 
past triumph and new ambition, suddenly gave way. 
He was taken ill at ni~ht. The next morning the doctor 
pronounced that his disease was a malignant and infee­
tious fever. His wife and Viola shared in their tender 
watch; but soon that task was letl to the last alo.n .. 
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The Siine>ra Pisani caught the infection, and in a few 
hours was even in a state more alarming than that of her 
husband. The Neap<>litans, iu common with the inhab­
itants or all warm climates, arti apt to become selfish aud 
brutal in their dread of inrectious disordera. Gionetta 
herself pretended to be m, to avoid the sick chamber. 
The whole labour of love and sorrow fell on Viola .. Jt 
was a. terrible trial: I am willing tG hurry ovu the de­
tails. The wife died first! 

Ona day, a little berore sunset, Pisani woke, partially 
recovered from the delirium which had preyed upon him, 
with Cew intervals, since the second day of the disease; 
and, casting about him his dizzy and' reeble eyes, he rec­
ognised Viola, and smiled. He faltered her name as 
he rose and stretched his arms. She fell upon bis breast, 
and strove to suppress her tears. 

"Thy mother 1" he said. "Does she sleep l" 
" She sleeps-ab, yes!" and the tears gushed forth. 
" 1 thought-eh ! 1 know not what I have thought; but 

do not weep ; I shall be well now-quite well. She will 
come to me when she wakes-will she l" 

Viola could not speak; but she busied herself in pour­
ing forth an anodyne. which she bad been directed tG 
give the sufferer as soon as the delirium should cease. 
The doctor had told her, too, to send for him the i'1Stant •o important a change should occur. 

She went to the door, and called to the woman who, 
during Gionetta's pretended illness, had been induced to 
supply her place; but the hireling answered not. She 
dew through the chambers to search for her in vain; 
the hireling had caught Gioaetta's fears, and vanished. 
What was to be done l The case was urgent ; tbe doc­
ior had declared not a moment should be lost in Obtain­
ing his attendance; she must leave her father-she must 
go herself! She crept back into the room ; the ano­
dyne seemed already to haYe taken benign effect ; the 
patient's eyes were closed, and he breathed regularly, 
as In sleep. She stole away, threw her veil over her 
face, and hurried from the house. 

Now the anodyne had not produced the effect whiclt 
' it appeared to have done; instead of healthful sleep, it 

had brought on a kind of light.headed somnolence, in 
which the mind, preternaturally restless, wandered about 
its accustomed haunts, waking up its old familiar in­
jJtine\e aDd iiu:linationa. It was not sleep, it waa not ~ 

E2 
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lirium'; it was that dream-wakefulness which opium 
sometimes induces, when every nerve grows tremu.. 
lously alive, and creates a correspondent activity in the 
frame, to which it gives a false and hecti<l vigour. Pi­
sani missed something, what he scarcely knew; it was 
a combination of the two wants most essential to his 
mental life-the voice of his wife, the touch of Isis fa­
miliar. He rose; he left bis bed; he leisurely put on 
his old dressing-robe, in which he had been wont to 
compose. He smiled complacently as the associations 
connected with the garment came over his memory; 
he walked tremulously across the room, and entered 
the small cabinet next to his chamber, in which his 
wife had been accustomed more often to watch than 
sleep, when illness separated her from his side. The 
room was desolate and void. He looked round wist­
fully, and muttered to himself, and then proceeded reg­
ularly, and with a noiseless step, through the chambers 
of the silent house, one by one. 

He came at last to that in which old Gionetta-faith· 
ful to her safety, if nothing else-nursed herself, in the 
remotest comer of the house, from the danger of infec­
tion. As he glided in-wan, emacialE'd, with an uneasy, 
anxious, searching look in his haggard eyes-the old 
woman shrieked aloud; and fell at his feet. He bent 
over her, passed his thin hands along her averted face, 
shook his head, and said in a hollow voice, 

"I cannot find them : where are they 1" 
· "Who, dear master1 Oh, have compassion on your. 
self; they are not here. Blessed saints ! this is terri· 
ble : he has touched me-I am dead !" 

"Dead! who is dead 1 Is any one dead 1" 
" Ah! don't talk so ; you must know it well : my poor 

mistress-she cau~ht the fever from you: it is infec­
tious enough to kdl a whole city. San Gennaro pro. 
tect me ! My poor mistress, she is dead-buried too; 
and I, your faithful Gionetta, wo ift me ! Go, go-to­
to bed again, dearest master, go !" 

'fhe poor musician stood for one moment mute and 
unmoving, then 11 slight shiver ran through bis frame; 
be turned and glided back, silent and spectre-like, as he 
had entered. He came into the room where he had 
been 11ccustomed to compose ; where his wife, in her 
sweet patience, had so often sat by his side, and praised 
aDd tlat.tered wheii t.he world had but jeered and ecorned. 
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In one comer be found the laurel wreath she bad placed 
on hie brows that happy night of fame and triumph ; 'and 
near it, half hid by her mantilla, lay in its case the neg­
lected instrument. 

Viola was not long gone ; she had found the physi­
cian ; she returned with him ; and as they gained the 
threshold. they heard a strain of music from within, a 
strain of piercmg, heart-rending anguish: it was not like 
some senseless instrument, mechanical in its obedience 
to a human hand; it was as some spirit calling in wail 
and agony from the forlorn shades, to the angels it be­
held afar beyond the Eternal Gulf. They exchanged 
glances of dismay. They hurried into the house-they 
hastened into the room. Pisani turned, and his look, 
full of ghastly intelligence and stern command, .awed 
them back. The black mantilla, the faded laurel-leaf, 
lay there before him. Viola's heart guessed all at a sin­
gle glance ; she sprung to his knees, she clasped them: 
" Father, father, I am left thee still !" 
, The wail ceased, the note changed; with a confused . 

.Ssociation, half of the man, half of the artist, the an­
guish, still a melody, was conne1:ted with sweeter sounds 
and thoughts. The nightingale had escaped the pur. 
suit; soft, airy, bird-like thrilled the delicious notes a 
moment, and then died away. The instrument fell to 
the floor, and its chords snapped. You heard that 
sound through the silence. The artist looked on his 
kneeling child, and then on the broken chords . .. . "Bury 
me by her aide," he said, in a very calm, low voice; 
••and that, by mine." And with these words his whole 
frame beca1ne rigid, as if turned to stone. The last 
change paeaed over his face. He fell to the ground, 
audden and heavy. The chords thef'e, too-the ohords 
of the human instrument, were snapped asunder. As 
he fell, his robe brushed the laurel-wreath, and that fell 
also near, but not in reach of, the dead man's nerveless 
hand. 

Broken instrument-broken heart-withered laurel. 
wreath ! the setting sun through the vineclad lattice 
streamed on all! So smiles the eternal Nature on the 
wrecks of all that makes life glorious ! And not a sun 
that sets not somewhere on the broken music-on tht 
tedecl !iurel ! 

• 
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"Qllfllto e il IQO aJberJO. 
• • • • • 
CWI dif- miclilll' ell' u.tierp • ecedo 
E la 1&111& innoceua al pet.Lo ipudo I" 

OH. La .. , e111t. •iii., au. 
AllD they buried the musician and his barbitQn to.. 

1ether, in the eame coffin. 'fbat famou. Steiner-pri· 
menl Titan of the great Tyroleee race-ol'teu hut thou 
aoqht to 1eale the heave111, and therefore must thou, 
like the meaner children of men, deseencl to the dismal 
Hade•~ Harder fate for thee than thy mortel muter. 
For t/ay soul sleep11 with thee in the coffin. And the 
mueic that belongs to Ail, eeparate from the instrument, 
ascends on high, to be heard often by a daughter'• pious 
eare, when the heaven is serene and the earth sad. For 
there is a sense of hearinr that the vulgar know not ; 
and the voices of the dead breathe soft and frequent to 
tho"e who can unite the mtimory with the faith. 

And now Viola is alone in the world. Alone ii\ the 
home where loneliness hiul aeemed from the cradle a 
thing that was not of nature. And at firet the aolitude 
and the .stillnesa were insupportable. Have you, ye 
moumf!re, to whom these sibyl leaves, weird with many 
a dark enigma, shall be home, have you not felt that when 
the death o( some beat.loved one baa made the hearth 
and the heart deaolate-have you not felt aa if the gloo1q 
or the altered home was too heavy for thought to bear 1 
you would leave it, though a palace, even for a cabin. 
And yet, sad to say, when you obey the impulse, when 
you 6y Crom tbe waUs, when in the strange place in 
which you seek your refuge nothing speaks to you of 
the•lost, have ye not felt again a yeammg for that very 
Cood to memory which waa just before but bitterness 
and gall t la it not almost impious and profane to aba~ 
clon that dear hearth to atr1&nger11 t Arid the desertion 
ol the home where your parenUI dwelt, and blessed you, 
upbr.aids your conscience as if you had sold their tombs. 
Beautiful was the Etruscan superetition, that the aocea­
tors became the honsehold gods. Deaf is the heart to 
which the I.area call from the deeola&e tloora in vaia. 

• 
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At &rat Viola had, in her intolerable anguish, gratefully 
welcomed the refuge which the house and family of a 

· kindly neighbour, much attached 10 her father, and who 
was one of the orchestra that Pisani shall perplex no 
more, had proffered 10 the orphan. But the company 
of the unfamiliar in our grief, the c6nsolation of the 
stranger, how it irritates the wound! And then, 10 hear 
elsewhere the name of father, mother, child, as if death 
came alone to you ; to see elsewhere the calm regular­
ity of those lives united in love and order, keeping ac­
count of happy hours, the unbroken timepiece of home, 
as if nowhere else the wheels were arrested, the chain 
shattered, the hands motionless, the chime still! No, 
the grave itself does not remirid us of our1oss lik.e the 
company of those who have no loss to mourn. Go back 
to thy solitude, young orphan, go back to thy home ; 
the sorrow that meets thee on the threshold can greet 
thee even in its sadness, like the smile upon the face of 
the dead. And there, from thy casement-and there, 
from without thy door, thou seest still the tree, solitary 
as thyself, and springing from the cletls of she rock, but 
forcing its way to light; as, through all sorrow, while 
the aeaaons yet can renew the verdure and bloom of 
youth, strives the instinct of the human heart ! Only 
when the sap is dried up, only when age comes on, does 
the sun shine in vain for man and for the tree. 

Weeks and months-months sad and many-again 
passed, and Naples will not longer suffer its idol to se­
clude itself from homage. The world ever plucks us 
back from ourselves with a thousand arms. And again 
Viola's voice is beard upon the stage, which, mystically 
faithful to life, is in naught more faithful than this, that 
it is the appearances that fill the scene; and we pause 
notto ask of what realities they are the proxies. When 
the actor of Athens moved all hearts as he clasped the 
burial urn and burst into broken sobs, how few there 
knew that it held the ashes of his son! Gold as well as 
fame was showered upon the young actress ; but she 
still kept to her simple mode of life, to her lowly home, 
to the one servant, whose faults, selfish as they were, 
Viola wu too inexperienced to perceive. And it wu 
Gionetta \vbo had placed her when first born in her fa­
ther's arm1. She was surrounded by every snai:e, 
wooed by every eolicitation that could beset her un­
parded beaut1 and h.er dangerous calijn,. But her 
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·9D0de1t virtue l*lecl ueulli~ tbroup them a1L It le 
&rue that 1he bad been taught by lipe now mute the 
maiden dutiea enjoined by honour and religion. And all 
love that 1poke not of the altar only shocked and rtt­
pelled her. But besides that, aa &'rief and 10litude ripe11-
ed her heart, and made her tremble at times LO think 

. bow deeply it could leel, her vague and early viaiou 
shaped tbemselve1 into an ideal of love. And till the 
ideal ia found, how the shadow that it throwa before it 
chilla n• to the actual ! With that ideal, ever and ever, 
unconscioualy, and with a certain awe and ehrinlr.i.ng, 
came the shape and the voice of the warning 1tranrer. 
Nearly .two years had paased since he had appeared at 
Naples. Nothing bad been heard of him, save that hi• 
vessel had been directed, some months after bis de­
parture, to sail for Leghorn. By the goseipa of Naples, 
his exiatence, supposed so extraordinary, wu wellnigll. 
forgotten; but the heart of Viola was more faithful 
Often be glided through her dreams ; and when the wind 
eighed through that fantutic tree, associated with hi• 
iemembriince, 11he started, with a tremour and a blush. 
p if she b"1 heard hin1 speak.. 

But among the train of her euiten wu ono to whom 
ebe listened more gently than LO the rest; partly be.­
.cauee, perhaps, be spoke in her mother's native toniue; 
partly because, in bi• diffidence, there wa11 little to alarm 
and displease ; rartly becau&e his rank, nearer to her 
own than that o lordlier wooers, prevented his admira­
tioa from appearing insult; partly because be himself, 
eloquent and a dreamer, often uttered thoughts that 
were kindred to those buried deepest in her mind. ·She 
began to like-perhaps to IQve him, but as a sister loves; 
e. sort of privileged familiarity 11pruog up between them. 
If i• the Englishman'11 breast arose wild and unworthy 
bope11, he had not yet eipreaaed them. la there dan-
1er to thee here, lone Viola 1 or ie the danger greater 
·in thy unfounded ideal 1 '-

And now, aa the overture LO aome etran1e and wisard 
•pectacle, ·cloees this opening prelude. Wilt thou bear 
more t Come with thy faith prepared. I aak not the 
l>linded eyes, but the awakened sense. At the enoball'­
e4 itle, romoie from the home• of men, 

" e•• alcun legno 
Rtdo, e DOR mai •• dell• 11oetre apoade, 
Fwir tutti i 11oetri lidi--"• 

• Oar. Lib., cuL Kiv., 1liz.-JL 
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is the apace in the weary ocean of actual life to which 
the muse or sibyl (doona giovin di viao, antica d'anni) 
oft'ers thee no unhallowed sail: 

"Quioci ella in ciula a una mon&ape uceode 
Dieabitata, e d' ombre OICUra • bruna; 
E par incanto a lei ae•oee rende 
IA! epalle • i fiancbi ; e aenaa neYe alcuna 
Gli laacia ii capo ·rerdepiante e ngo; 
E Yi fOllda \ID pa1agio app- DD laao." 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 

" Di•eni upetii In un conl'ulli e milti." 
G&aoa. L11.,canL i•., Y. 
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BO OX I I. 

CHAPTER I. 

"Centauri, e Sfingi, e pallide Gorgon!." 
0&&. Lia., cant. h'., •· 

OH moonlit night, in the gardens at Naples, some 
four or 6ve gentlemen were seated under a tree, drink­
ing their sherbet, and listening, in the internls of con­
Tenation, to the music which enlivened that gay and 
fa•ourite resort of an indolent population. One of this 
little party was a young Englishman, who had been ~he 
life of the whole group, but who for die last few mo­
ments had sunk into a gloomy and abstracted re•ery. 
One or his countrymen observed this sudden gloom, and, 
tapping him on the back~ said, " What ails you, Glyn­
don 1 Are you ill 1 You have grown quite pale-you 
tremble. Is it a sudden cbill 1 You had better go home : 
these Italian nighta are often dangerous to our English 
constitutions." 

"No, I am well now: it was a pasaing shudder. I 
cannot account for it myself." 

A man, apparently of about thirty years of age, and 
of a mien and countenance strikingly superior to those 
around him, turned abruptly, and looked steadfastly at 
Glyndon. 

" I think I UDderstand what you mean," said he; "and 
perhaps," he added, with a grave smile, "I could ex­
plain it better than yourself." Here, turning to the 
others, he added," You must often have felt, gentlemen, 
each and all of you, especially when sitting alone at 
night, a arange and unaccount~ble sensation of coldness 
and awe creep over you; yotlr blood curdles, and the 
heart stands still; the limbs shiver, the hair bristlt>s ; 
you are afraid to look up. to tum your eyes to the dark­
er comers of the room ; you have a horrible fanr.y that 
something unearthly is at hand; presently the whole 
spell, if I may so call it, paaes away, and y:ou are ready 
to laugh at your own Wtiaknea S..a you not often 
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felt what I have thus imperfectly described t it ao, you 
can understand what our young friend bu just experi­
enced, even amid tbe delights of this magicalacene, and 
amid the balmy whispers of& July night." 

" Sir," replied Glyndon,. eYidently much surprised, 
" you have defined exactly the nature of that shudder 
which came over me. But how could my manner be 
so faithful an index to my impresaions l" 

"I know the signs of the viaitation," returned the 
stranger, gravely; •• they are !;lot to be mistaken by one 
of my experience." 

All the gentlemen present then declared that they 
could comprehend and had felt what the stranger had 
described. _.,.. 

"According to one of our national superstitions," said 
Mervale, the Englishman who had first addressed Glyn­
don, " the moment you so feel your blood creep and 
your hair stand on end, some one ia walking over the 
spot which shall be your grave." 

"There are in all lands dift'erent superstitions to ac­
count for so common an occurrence," replied the stran­
ger : " one sect among the Arabians hold that at that in-

t'. stant God is deciding the hour either of your death or 
of some one dear to you. The African savage, whose 
imagination is darkened by the hideous rites ol his 
gloomy idolatry, believes that the Evil Spirit is pulling 
you towards him by the hair: so do the Grote~ue and 
the Terrible mingle with each other." 
· "It is evidently a mere physical accident-a derange­
ment of the stomach-a chill of the blood," said a young 
Nea~litan, with whom Glyndon had formed a alighi 
acquaintance. 

"Then why is it always coupled, in all nations, with 
some saperstitious presentiment or terrol'-llOme con­
nexion between the material frame and the supposed 
world without us t For my part, I think-" 

"Ay, what do you think, sir!'' asked Glyndon, curi­
ousll. 

" think," continued the stranger, "that it is the re­
pugnance and horror witb which OlU' more human ele­
ments recoil from something, indeed in•isible, but anti­
pathetic to our own nature ; and ftom a knowledge of 
which we are happily secured by the imperfection of our 
senses." 

" You are a believer in spirits, then 1" said Menale, 
with an incredulous smile. 
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" Nay, it was not precisely or spirits that J apoke; but 
there may be forms of matter aa invisible and impalpable 
to us as the animalcule in the air we breathe-in the wa· 
&er that plays in yonder basin. Such beings may have 
passions and powers like our own-as the animalcule io 
which I have compared them. The monster that lives 
.and dies in a drop of water-earnivoroue, insatiable, sub­
.aisting on the creatures minuter than himself-is not less 
.deadly in hia wnuh, less ferocious jn his nature, than the 
tiger of the desert. There may be things around us that 
would be dangerous and hostile to men, if Providence 
had not placed a wall between them and us, merely by 
.dilfereot modifications of matter." · 

" And think you that wall never can be removed 1" 
A&Sked young Glyndon, abruptly. " Are the traditions or 
.aorcerer and wizard, universal and immemorial as they 
ere, merely fables 1" 

" Perhaps yea, perhaps no," answered the atraocer, . 
indifferently. "But who, in an age in which the reason 
has chosen its proper bounds, would be mad enough to 
break the partilioa that divides him from the boa and 
the lion-to repine at, and rebel against, the law which 
confines the shark to the great deep 1 Enough of these 
idle speculations." _ 

Here the stranger roae, summoned the attendant, paid 
for hia sherbet, an4, bowing slightly to the company, 

. soon disappeared among the trees. 
" Who is that gentlemen 1" asked Glyndon, eagerly. 
The rest looked at each other, without replying, for 

some moments. 
•J I never aaw him before," said Mervale, at last. 
"Nor I." 
"Nor I." 
" I know him well." said the Neapolitan, who was, in· 

deed, t.he Count Cetoxa. "JC you remember, it was as 
my companion that he joined you. He visited Naples 
about two years ago, and has recently returned; be ia 
very rich-indeed, enormously so. A moat arreeable 
person. I am sorry to hear him talk so 11traugel)" to­
night ; it se"es to encourage th~ various foolish reports 
that are circulated concerning him." 

"And surely," said another Neapolitan," the circum· 
atance that occurred but the other day, ao well known 
to yourse.lf, Cetoxa, juat.ittbs the reports you pretend to 
depiecUOo" 

I' t 
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" Myself and my ~ountryman," said Glyndon," mix so 
little in Neapolitan society, that we lose much that ap­
pears well worthy of lively interest. May I inquire 
what arc the reports, and what is the circumstance you 
refer to!" 

"As to the reports, gentlemen," aaid Cetoxa, cour-
. teously addressing himself to the twp Englishmen, " it 

may suffice to observe, that they attribute to the Signor 
Zanoni certain qualities which everybody desires for 
himself, but damns any one else for posse88ing. The 
incident Signor Belgioso alludes to illustrates these qual­
ities, and ilf, I must own, somewhat startling. You 
probably play, gentlemen 1" (Here Cetoxa paused; 
and, as both the l!:nglishmen had probably stake.cl a few 
ecudi at the public gaming-tables, they bowed assent to 
the conjecture.) Cetoxa continued: "Well. then, not 
many days sincf', and on the very day that Zauoni re­
turned to Naples, it so happened that I had been playing 
pretty high, and had lost considerably. I rose from the 
table, resolved no longer to tempt fortune, when I sud­
denly perceived Zanoni, whose acquaintance I had be­
fore made (and who, I may say, was under some slight 
obligation to me}, standing by, a spectator. Ere I could 
express my gratification at this unexpected recognition, 
he laid his hand on my ann. • You have lost much,' said 
he ; • more than you can atrord. For my part, I dislike 
play; yet I wish to have some interest in what is going 
on. Will you i:ilay this sum for .me 1 the risk is mine, 
the half profits yours.' I was startled, as you may sup. 
pose, at such an address ; but Zanoni "had an air and tone 
with him it was :imponible to resist; besides, I was 
burning to recover my losses, and should not have risen 
bad 1 had any money left about me. I told him I would 
accept his offer, provided we shared the risk as well as 
profits. •As you will,' .said he, smiling; •we need have 
no scruple, for you will be sure to win.' I sat down ; 
Zanoni stood behind me ; my lock rose; I invariably 
won. In !act, I rose from the tabl4' a rich man." 

" There. ean be no foul play at the public tables, espe­
cially when foul play ·would make against the bank 1" 
This question was put by Glyndon. 
"~inly not," replied the count. "But our good 

fortune \f.as indeed marvellous-so extraordinary, that 
a Sicilian (the Sicilians are all ill·bred, bad· tempered fel­
lows) grew angzy &Dd inaolenL. 'Sir,' eaid he, t.u.rl1iDi 
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to my new friend,• you have no businesa to stand so near 
*«> the table. I do not understand this ; you have not 
acted fairly.' Zanoni replied, ·with great composure, 
that be bad done nothing ag-.Unst the rules ; that be was 
very sorry that one man could not win without another 
man losing; and that he could not act unfairly, even if 
disposed to do so. The Sicilian took the stranger's mild­
ness for apprehension, and blustered more loudly. In 
Caet, be rose from the table, and confronted Zanoni in a 
manner that, to say the least of it, was provoking to any 
gentleman who has some quickness of temper, or some 
akill with the small sword." 

"And," foterrupted Belgioso," the most singular part 
of the whole to me was, that this Zanoni, who stood op­
posite to where I sat, and whose face I distinctly saw, 
made no remark, showed no resentment. He fixed his 
eye steadfastly on the Sicilian : never shall I forget that 
look ! it ia impossible to describe it ; it froze the blood 
in my veins. The Sicilian staggered back as if struck. 
I saw him tremble; he sank on the bench. And then-" 

"Yes, then," said Cetoxa, "to my infinite surprise, 
our A"entleman, thus disarmed by a look from Zanoni, 
turned his whole anger upon me-the-but perhaps you 
do not know, gentlemen, that I have some repute with 
my weapon 1" 

" The best swordsman in Italy." said Belgioso. 
"Before I could guess why or wherefore," resumed 

Oetoxa, " I found myself in the garden behind the house, 
with Ugbelli (that was the Sicilian's name) facing me, 
and five or six gentlemen, the witnesses of the duel about 
to take place, around. Zanoni beckoned me aside. 
•This man will fall,' said he. ' When be is on the ground, 
go to him, and ask whether he will be buried by the side 
of his father, in the Church of San Gennaro 1' ' Do_ you 
then know his family 1' I asked, with great surprise. 
Zaoooi made me no answer, and the next moment I was 
engaged with the Sicilian. • To do him justice, bis im· 
broglwto was magnificent, and a swiner lounger never 
crossed a sword ; nevertheless," added Cetoxa, with a 
pleasing modesty," he W88 run through the body. I 
went up to him: he could scarcely speak. 'Have you 
any request to make~any aft'airs io settle 1~ He shook 
bis head.- ' Where do r.ou wish to be interred l' He 
pointed towards the Sietlian coast. ' What!' said I, In 
aorpriae, • llOI by t.lie aide of your father, in the Church 
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oC San Gennaro 1' Aa I spoke hie face altered tenibly; 
he uttered a piercing shriek, the bl9C)d gush~ from bis 
mouth, and he fell dead. 'fbe most strange part of the 
story is to come. We buried him in the Church of San 
Gennaro. In doing ao we took up his father'• coffin; 
the lid came oft' in moving it, and the skeleton was viai• 
ble. In the hollow of the scull we fouod a very slender 
wire or sharp steel: this cause~ surprise aod inquiry. 
The father, who was rich and a miser, bad died sudden· 
ly, and been buried in baste, owing, it was said, to 
the beat of the weather. Suspicion once awakened, the 
examination became minute. 'l'he old maia's servant 
waa questioned, and at last confessed that the son had 
murdered the sire : the contrivance was ingenious ; the 
wire was 10 slender that it pierced to the brain, and drew 
but one drop of bloop, which the gray hairs concealed. 
The accomplice will be executed." 

"And Zanoni-did he give evidence 1 did he account 
for-" 

" No," interrupted the count; "he declared that he hacl 
by accident visited the church that morning; that be had 
observed the tombstone of the Count Ughelli; that his 
1uide had told him the count's son was in Naples-a 
spendthrift and a gambler. While we were at play, he 
had heard the count mentioned by name at the table ; 
and when the chall6llge was given and accepted, it had OC· 
curred to him to name the place of burial, by an instinct 
which he either could not or would not account for." 

"A very lame story," said Mervale. 
"Yes! but we ltaliana are superstitious;. the allegect 

instinct was regarded by many as the whisper of Prov. 
idence. The next day the stranger became an object or 
universal interest and curiosity. His wealth, his man. 
ner of living, his extraordinary personal beauty, have as­
sisted also to make him the rage; besides, I have had 
pleasure in introducing so eminent a person to our gay-

. est cavaliers and our fairest ladies." 
" A most interesting narrative," said Mervale, rising. 

" Come, Glyndon, shall we seek. our hotel! It ia al· 
most daylight. Adieu, signor!" 

" What think you of this story 1" aaid Glyndon, as the 
young men walked 11omeward. . . 

"Why, it is very chlar this Zanoni is eome impostor-­
some clever rogue; and the Neapolitan shares booty, 
and putre him otf wi&h all the haclmeyed eharla~ ot 
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Ole marvelloua. An unknown adventurer geta into ao­
ciety by being made an object of awe and curiosity ; he 
ia more than ordinarily handsome ; and the women are 
quite content to receive him without any other recom­
mendation than his own face and Cetoxa's fables." 

" I cannot agree with you. Cetoxa, though a gambler 
and a rake, is a nobleman of birth and high repute for 
courage and honour. Besides, this stranger, with hie 
noble presence and lofty ail--eo calm, so unobtrusive-­
bas nothing in common with the forward garrulity of an 
impostor." 

" My dear Glyndon, pardon me; bu( you have not yet 
acquired any knowledge of the world : the stranger 
makes the best of a fine person, and bis grand air is but 
a trick of the trade. But, to change tlie subject, how 
advances the love aft"air !" 

"Oh, Viola could not see me to.day." 
"You must not marry her. What would they all say 

atbome1" 
" Let us enjoy the present," said Glyndon, with viva­

city ; " we are young, rich, good.looking : let us not 
think of to-morrow." 

" Bravo, Glyndon! Here we are at the hotel. Sleep 
aound, and don't dream of Signor Zanoni.'' 

CHAPTER II. 

" Prende, riovine audace e impuiente, 
L'occu(one oll'erta avidamente." 

Gsaoa. L111., canto vi., lCdL 

CLAR11:1'c11: GLY1Q>o1' was a young man of fortune, not 
large, but easy and indeyendent. His parents were 
dead, and his neareat i;elation was an only sister, left in 
Engla1;1d under the care of her aunt, and many years 
younger than himself. Early in life he had evinced con­
siderable promise in the art of painting, and, rather from 
enthusiasm than any pecuniary necessity for a profes­
sion, he determined to devote himself to a career in 
which the English artist generally commences with rap­
ture and historical composition; to conclude with av.ari-

. cious calculation and portraits of Alderman Simpkins. 
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Glyndon wu auppeeed tJr Irie friends to po.. no id. 
considerable geniU., but 1t was of a rash aacl presamp. 
tuoua order. He waaaYeise from eominuous aod •eady 
labour, and his ambition rather sought to gather She fru1' 
than to plant the tree. Jo eommun wi&b many artis.&a 
in their youth, he was fond of pleasure and eJ:CJtemeut, 
yielding with little forelhougbi to whatever impresaed 
his f1tney or appealed &o his pueiona. He hlld travellied 
through the more celebrated cities of EltlOpe with the 
avowed purpose and sincere re10lotion of studying Ute 
divine master-pie&es of his art. But in each pleasure 
had too often allured him from ambition, and living beau­
ty distracted his worship from the senseless canvaM. 
Brue, adventW'098, nin, 1"&less, inquisitive, he was 
ever involved in wild projects and pleasant dangers-the 
creature of the impulse and the slave of imaginalion. 

It was then the period when a feverish spirit of change 
was working its way to that hideoua mockery of huma11 
aspirations, the Revolution of France. And from the 
chaos into whieb were already jarritig- the sanctitie& of 
the World's Venerable Belief, arose many shapeless and 
unformed chimeras. Need I remind the reade.r, thal 
while that was the day for polished skepticism and af. 
fected wisdom, it wa11 the day also for \he most egre­
gious credulity and the most mystical superstitions• 
the day in which magnetism and magic found converts 
among the disciples of Dider&l; when prophecies were 
current in every mouth ; when the salon of a philosoph­
ical deist was converted into an Heraclea, in which nec­
romancy professed to conjure op the shadows of the 
dead; when the Crosier and the Book were ridiculed, 
and Mesmer and Cagliostro were believed. In that He­
liaeal Ris~ which heralded the new sun before which 
all vapours were to vanish, stalked from their graves in 
"9 feudal ages all the phantoms that bad tlitted before 
tbe eyes of Paracelsae and Agrippa. Dazzled by the 
dawn or the Revolut.ion, Glynden wa& yet more attract.­
ell tly its strange accompanimen'8; and natural it was 
with him, as with others, thal &he fancy, which ran riot 
amid the bopea of a soeial Utopia, should grasp with 
avidity all that promised, ou& of. &he dusty tracks of the 
beaten soience, tle bold discoveries of some marvellous 
Elvsium. 

In his travela he had listened with Yivid interest at 
· 1eut, ii not whb implici& belief, to the wooden told of 
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each more renowned GMilter-•efier, and his mind wu 
• therefore prepared for the impression which the myste­

rioas Zanoni at first sight bad produced upon it. 
There might be another cause for this disf09ition to 

credulity. A remote ancestor of Glyndon s, on the 
mother's side, bad achieved no inconsiderable reputation 
as a philosopher and alcbymist. Strange stories \Vere 
aftoat concerning this wise progenitor. He was said to 
have lived to an age far exceeding the allotted bounda­
ries of mortal existence, and to have prese"ed to the 
last the appearance of middle life. He bad died at 
length, it was supposed, of grief, for the sudden d,eath 
ofa great grandchild, the only.creature he had ever ap­
peared to love. The works of tbis P.hilosopher, though 
rare, were extant, and found in the library of Glyndon'• 
home. Their Platonic mysticism, their bold assertions, 
the high promises that might be detected through their 
figurative and typical phraseology, bad earr made a 
deep impression on the young imagination o Clarence 
Glyndon. His parents, not alive to the consequences 
of encouraging fancies which the ,very enlightenment of 
the age appeared to them sufficient to prevent or dispel, 
were fond, in the long Winter nights, of conversi~ on 
the traditional history of this distinguished progemtor. 
And Clarence thrilled with a fearful pleasure when bis 
mother playfully detected a striking likenes's between 
the features of the young heir and the faded portrait of 
the alchymist that overhung their mantelpiece, and was 
the boast of their household and the admiration of their 
friends. The child is, indeed, more often than we think 
for, "the father of the man." 

I have s'aid that Glyndon was fond of pleasure. Fa­
cile, as genius eYer must be, to cheerful impreaaion, his 
careless Artist Life, ere Artist Life settles down to la­
bour, bad wandered from fto,ver to ftower. He bad en• 
joyed, almost to the reaction of satiety, the py revel­
ries of Naples, when he fell in love with the face and 
voice or Viola Pisani. But his love, like his ambition, 
\Vas vague and desultory. It did not satisfy his whole 
heart and 1111 up his whole nature; not for want of strong 
and noble passions, but because his mind was not yet 
matured and settled enough for their development. As 
there is one season ror the blossom, another for the 
fruit, so it is not till the bloom of fancy begins to fad,e 
that the heart ripens to ihe passions ihai ihe bloom pt. • 
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cedes and foretells. Joyous alike at his lonely easel or 
amid his boon companions, he bad not yet known 
enough of sorrow to love deeply. For man must be dia.. 
appointed with the le1J1Jer things of life before be can 
comprehend the full value of the greatest. It is the 
shallow sensualists of France who call, in their HlOft.o 
language, love "a folly." Love, better 1U1deratood, ia 
wisdom. Besides, the world WIUI too much with Clar­
ence Glyndon. His ambition of art was associated with 
the applause and estimation of that miserable Minority 
of the Surface that we call the Public. 

Like those who deceive, he was ever fearful of being 
himself the dupe. He distrusted the sweet ionocence 
of Viola. He could not venture the hazard of seriously 
proposing marriage to an Italian actress; but the modest 
dignity of the girl, and something good and generous in 
his own nature, had hitherto made him shrink from any 
more worldly but less honourable designs. Thus the 
familiarity between them seemed rather that of kind­
ness and regard than passion. He attended the theatre ; 
be stole behind 'he scenes with her; he filled his port­
folio with countless sketches of a beauty that charmed 
him as an artist as well aa lover. And day aner day he 
11oated on through a changing sea of doubt and irreso­
lution, of affection and distrust. The last, indeed, con­
stantly suetained against his better reason by the sober 
admonitions of Mervale, a matter-of-fact man! 

The day following that eve on which this section of 
my story opens, Glyndon was riding alone by the shores 
of the Neapoiitan sea, on the other aide of the Cavern 
of Posilypo. It was past noon ; the sun had lost its 
early fervour, and a cool breeze sprung voluptuously 
from the sparkling sea. Bending over a fragment of 
atone near the road aide, he perceived the form of a 
man; and when he approached he recognised Zanoni. 

'rhe Englishman saluted him courteously. " Have 
you discovered some antique 1" said-he, with a smile; 
"they are common as pebbles on this road." 

" No," replied Zanooi ; " it was but one of those an­
tiques that bave their date, indeed, from the begioning 
of the world, but which Nature eternally withers and 
renews." So saying, he showed Glyndon a small herb, 
with a pale blue ftower, and then placed it carefully iQ 
hi• bosom. 

11 fou are a berb.U.H" 
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"lam." 
" It is, I am told, a study full of interest." 
"To those who understand it, doubtless." 
"Is the knowledge, then, so rare l" 
"Rare ! The deeper knowledge is perhaps rather, 

among the arts, lost to the modern philosophy of com­
monplace and surface ! Do you imagine there was no 
foundation for those traditions which come dimly down 
from remoter ages, as shells now found on the- mount­
ain-tops inform us where the seas have been l What 
was the old Colchian magic ,but the minute study of Na­
ture in her lowliest works l What the fable of Medea 
but a proof of the powers that may be extracted from 
the germe and leaff The most gifted of all the Priest­
crafts, the mysterious sisterhoods of Cuth, concerniug 
whose incantations Learning vainly bewilders itself 
amid the maze of legends, sought in the meanest herbs 
what, perhaps, the Babylonian sages explored in vain 
amid the lofliest stars. Tradition yet tells you that 
tJ:iere existed a race• who could slay th(!ir enemies from 
afar, without weapon, without movement. The herb 
that ye tread on may have deadlier powers thau your 
engineers can give to their mightiest instruments of war. 
Can you guess that to these Italian sbores, to the old 
Circiean Promontory, came the Wise from the farthest 
East, to search for plants and simples which your Phar­
macists of the Counter would filng from them as weeds l 
The first Herbalists-the master chymists of the world­
were the tribe that the ancient reverence called by the 
name of Titan1.t I remember once, by the Hebrus, 
in the reign of-But this talk," said Zanoni, checking 
himself abruptly, and with a cold smile," serves only to 
waste your time and my own." He paused, looked 
steadily at Glyndon, and continued : "Young man, think 
you that vague curiosity will supply the place of ear­
nest labourl I read your heart. You wish to know 
me, and not this humble herb : but pass on ; your desire 
cannot be satist\ed." 

"You have not the politeness of your countrymen," 
said Glyndon, somewhat discomposed. " Suppose I 
were desirous to cultivate your acquaintance, why 
should you reject my advances 1" _ 

" I reject no man's advances," answered Zanoni; "I_ 
• The nativea ofThebe.-Plut., Symp, LS, c. 7. 
t .Syncellue. p. H.-" Chymiat.ry the Invention of the Gian&e." 
VoL.1.-G 
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must know them if they so desire ; but me, in retum, 
they can never comprehend. If you ask my acquaint­
ance, it is yours ;_but I would warn you to sbu,11 me." 

"And why are you, then, 80 dangerous J" 
" On this earth men are onen, without their own 

agency, fated to be dangerous to others. If I were to 
predict your fortune by the vain calculations of the aa­
trologer, I should tell yon, in their despicable jargon, that 
my planet sat darkly in your house of lire. Cross me 
not 1f you can avoid it. I wam you now for the first 
time and last." 

" You despise the astrologers, yet you utter a jargon 
as mysterious as theirs. I neither gamble nor quarrel; 
why, then, should I fear you 1" 

"As you will; I have done." 
" Let me speak frankly ; your conversation last night 

interested and perplexed me." 
" 1 know it ; minds like yours are attracted by mys-

~i;ndon WM piqued at theae words, tbough in the 
tone in which they were spoken there was no contempt. 

" I see you do not consider me worthy of your friend­
ship. Be it so. Good-day!" Zanoni coldly replied to 
the salutation, and, as the Englishman rode on, returned 
to his botanical employment. 

The same night Glyndon went, as usual, to the thea­
tre. He was standing behind the scenes watching ViO'­
la, who was on the stage in one of her most brilliant 
parts. The house resounded with applause. Glyndon 
was transported with a young man's passion and a young 
man's pride: "'fhis glorious creature," thought he, "may 
yet be mine." 

He felt, while thus wrapped in delicious revery, a 
slight touch upon his shoulder : he turned, and beheld 
Zanooi. "You are in danger," said tlae latter. "Do 
not walk home to-night ; or if you do, go not alone." 

Before Glyndon recovered from his surprise, Zanoni 
disappeared; and when the Englishman' saw him again, 
be was in the box of one of the Neapolitan nobles, 
where Glyndon could not follow him. 

Viola now left the stage, and Glyndon accosted her 
with an unaccustomed warmth of gallantry. But Viola, 
contrary to her gentle habit, turned with an evident im­
patience from the address of her lover. Taking aside 
Gionetta, whG was her constant attendant at the theatre_, 
ahe aaid, in an earnest whisper. 
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" Oh, Gionetta, he is here again! the stranger of 
·whom I spoke to thee! and a~ain, he alone, of the whole 
theatre, withholds from me hie applause." 

" Which is he, my darling 1" said the old woman, with 
fondness- in her voice. "He must indeed be dull-not 
worth a thought." 

The actress drew Gionetta nearer to the stage, and 
pointed out to her a man in one of the nearer boxes, 
conspicuous among all else by the simplicity of his 
dress and the extraordinary beauty of his features. 

" Not worth a thought, Gionetta !" repeated Viola; 
"not worth a thought! Alas, not to think of him seems 
the absence of thought itself!" 

1'he prompter summoned the Signora Pisani; " Find 
out his name, Gionetta," said she, moving slowly to the 
stage, and passing by Glyndon, who gazed at her with a -
look of sorrowful reproach. 

The scene 011 which the actress now entered was that 
or the final catastrophe, wherein all her remarkable 
P.?.wera of voice and art were pre-eminently called forth. 
fhe house hung on every word with breathless worship; 
but the eyes of Viola sought only those of one calm and 
unmoved spectator: she e"erted herself as if inspired • 
. Zanoni listened, and observed her with an attentive gaze, 
but no approval escaped his lips; no emotion changed 
the expression of his cold and half-disdainful aspect. 
Viola, who was in the character of one who loved, but 
without return, never felt so acutely the part she played. 
Her tears were truthful ; her passion that of nature : it · 
was almost too terrible to behold. She was borne from 
the staJ1'. exhausted and insensible, amid such a tempest 
of admiring rapture as Continental audiences alone can 
raise. The crowd stood up; handkerchiefs waved: gar­
lands and flowers were thrown on the stage ; men wiped 
their eyes, and women sobbed aloud. 

"By heavens!" said a Neapolitan of great rank, "she 
has fired me beyond endurance. To-night, this very 
night, she shall be mine! You have arranged all, .Mas­
cari 1" 

"All, signor. And if this young Englishman should 
attend her home 1" 

"The presuming barbarian! .At all events, let him 
bleed for his folly. I will have no rival." 

" But an Englishman! There is always a search after 
the bodies of the ~nalish." 
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" Fool ! is not the aea deep enough, or the earth ae. 
cret enough, to hide one dead man 1 Our ruffians are 
silent as the grave itself: and I! who woold dare to 
suspect, to arraign the Prince di --1 See to it : let 
him be watched, and the fitting occasion taken. I trust 
him to you : robbers murder him-you understand ; the 
country swarms with them ; plunder and strip him, the 
better to favour such report. Take three men ; the 
rest shall be my escort." 

Mascari shrugged his shoulders, and bowed aubmia.. 
aively. 

The streets of Naples were not then so safe as now, 
and carriages were both less expensive and more neces­
sary. The vehicle which was regularly engaged by the 
young actress was not to be found. Gionetta, too aware 
or the beauty of her mistress and the number or her ad· 
mirers to contemplate without alarm the idea or their 
return on foot, communicated her distress to Glyndon, 
and he besought Viola, who recovered but slowly, to ac­
cept his own carriage. Perhaps before that mght she 
would not have rejected so slight a service. Now; for 
some reason or other, she refused. Glyndon, oft'ended, 
was retiring sullenly, when Gionetta stopped him. 
"Stay, signor," said she, coaxingly ; "the dear signora 
is not well ; do not be angry with her; I will make her 
accept your oft'er." · 

Glyndon stayed, and after a few moments spent in 
expostulation on the part of Gionetta, and resistance on 
that of Viola, the oft'er was accepted. Gionetta and her 
charge entered the carriage, and Glyndon was left at the 
door of the theatre to return home on foot. The mys­
terious warning or Zanoni then suddenly occurred to 
him ; he had forgotten it in the interest of his lover's 
quarrel with Viola. lie thought it now advisable to 
guard against danger foretold by lips so mysterious : he 
fooked round for some one he knew : the theatre was 
disgorging its crowds ; they hustled, and jostled, and 
preased upon him; but he recognised no familiar coun. 
tenance. While pausing irresolute, he heard Mervale'• 
voice calling on him, and, to his great relief, discovered 
his friend making his way through the throng. ' 

"I have secured you," said he, "a place in the Count 
Cetoxa's carriage. Come along, he is wailing for us." 

" How kind in you! How did you ftnd me out 1" 
" I met Zanoni in the passage. ' Your friend is at the 
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door or the theatre,' aaid he ; • do not let him go home 
on foot to-night; the streets of Naples are not always 
aafe.• I immediately remembered that some of the Ca­
labrian bravos had been busy within the city the last few 
weeks, and, suddenly meeting Cetoxa-but herfl he is." 

Farther explanation was forbidden, for they now join­
ed the count. As Glyndon entered the carriage and 
drew up the glass, he saw four men st11nding apart by 
the pavement. who seemed to eye him with.attention. 

"Cospetto !" cried one, " that is the Englishman!" 
Glyndon imperfectly heard the exclamation as the car­
riage drove on. He reached home in sllfety. 

'!'he familiar and endearing intim:icy which always 
exists in Italy between the nurse and the child she has 
reared, and which the ·•Romeo and Juliet" of Shaka­

, pca~ in no way exaggerates, could not but be drawn 
yet closer than usual, in a situation ao friendless as that 
of the orphan-actress. Ju all that concerned the weak­
nesses of the heart, Gionetta had large experience; and 
when, three nights before, Viola, on returning Crom the 
theatre, had wept bitterly, the nurse haA:I succeeded in 
extracting Crom her a confession that she had seen one­
not seen for two weary and eventful years, but never 
forgotten, and who, alas, had not evinced the slightest 
recognition of herself. Gionetta could not comprehend 
all the vague a1:ad innocent emotions that swelled this 
sorrow ; but she resolved them all, with her plain blunt 
understanding, to the one sentiment or love. And here 
ahe was well fitted to sympathize and console. Con­
fidante to Viola's entire and deep heart she never could 
be, for that heart never could nave words for all its se­
crets. But such confidence as she could obtain she was 
ready to repay by the most unreproving pity and the 
most ready 11ervice. 

" Have you discovered who he is 1" asked Viola, aa 
ahe was now alone in the carriage with Gionetta. 

" Yes : he is thtl celebrated Signor Zanoni, about 
whom all the great ladies have gone mad. They say 
he is so rich !-oh, 80 much richer than any or the ln­
glesi-not but what the Signor Glyndon-" 

" Cease,'' interrupted the young actress. " Zanoni ! 
Speak of the Englishman no more." 

The carriage waa now entering that more lonely and 
remote part of the city in which Viola's house was sti­
uated, when ii auddellly stopped, 

· Gi 
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Gionetta, in alarm, thmst her head out or the window, 
and perceived by the pale light of the moon that the 
driver, torn from his seat, was already pinioned in the 
arms of two men : the next momegt the door was open­
ed violently, and a tall figure, masked and mantled, ap-

pe~re~r not, fairest Pisani," said he, gently, "no ill 
shall befall you." As he spoke he wound his arms 
round the form of the fair actresR, and endeavoured to 
lifl her from the carriage. But Gionetta was no ordi­
nary ally; she thrust back the assailant with a force 
that a.'ltonished hi~ and followed the shock by a volley 
of the most energetic reprobation. 

'fhe mask drew back, and composed his disordered 
mantle. 

" By the body of Bacchus !" said he, half laughing, 
" she is well protected. Here, Luigi-Giovanni ! seize 
the bag-quick ; l\'hy loiter ye 1" 

The mask retired from the door, and another and yet 
taller form presented itself. "Be calm, Viola Pisani," 
said he, in a low voice; " with me you are indeed safe!" 
He lifted his mask as he spoke, and showed the noble 
features of Zanoni. "Be calm, be hushed-I can save 
you." He vanished, leaving Viola lost in surprise, agi­
tation, and delight. 'l"haN· were,. in · a,!l, ·nine masks: 
two were engaged with' the uriver ; one ·stood at the 
head of the .carriage horses : a fourth guarded the well­
trained steeds of the party; three others (besides Za­
noni and the one who had first accosted Viola) stood 
apart by a carriage drawn to the side of the road. To 
these three Zanoni motioned : they advanced ; he point­
ed towards the first mask, who was, in fact, the Prince 
d~ --, and, to his unspeakable astonishment, the prince 
was suddenly seized from behind. 

" Treason !" he cried. " Treason -among my own 
men ! What means this 1" • 

" Place him in his carriage! If he resist, bis blood 
be on his own head!" said Zanoni, calmly. 

He approached the men who had detained the coach­
man. 

"You are outnumbered and outwitted," said he: 
"join your lord ; you are three men-we six, armed to 
the teeth. Thank our mercy that we apue your lives. 
Go!" 

The men gave way, dismayed. The· driver re· 
mounted. 
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" Cut the traces of their carriage and tHe bridles of 
.&heir horses," said Zanoni, as be entered the vehicle con­
taining Viola, which now drove on rapidly, leaving the 
discomfited ravisher in a state of rage and stupor impos­
aible to describe. 

" Allow me to explain this mystery to you," said Za­
noni. " I discovered the plot against you-no matter 
how ; I frustrated it thus: 'fhe head of this design is a 
nobleman, who has long persecuted you in vain. He 
and two or his creatures watched you from the entrance 
of the theatre, having directed six others to await him 
on the_ spot where you were attacked; myself and five 
or my servants supplied their place, and were mistaken 
for his O\vn followers. I had ·previously ridden alone to 
&he spot where the men were waiting, and informed them 
that their master would not require their services that 
~ight. 'fbey believed me, and accordingly dispersed. 
I then joined my own band, whom I had left in the rear• 
you know al\·. We are at your door." 

CHAPTER IIL 

.. rn quale scuola, 
Da qual maatro a'apprendre 
La tua at lunga e dcbbia arte d'amare." 

AIUNTI., At. a_ 

ZAxom followed the young Neapolitan into her house: 
Gionelta vanished : they were left alone. 
. Alone, in that room so often filled, in the old happy 
days, with the wild melodies or Pisani ; and now, as she · 
aaw this mysterious, haunting, yet beautiful and stately 
stranger standing on the very spot where she had sat 
at her father's feet, thrilled and spellbound, she almost 
thought, in her fantastic way of personifying her own 
airy notions, that that spiritual music had taken shape 
and life, and stood before her glorious in the image it 
assumed. She was unconscious all the while of her 
own loveliness. She.had thrown aside her hood and 
Yeil; her hair, somewhat disordered, Cell over the ivory 
neck which the dress partially displayed; and, as her 
dark eyes swam with gra~rul tears, and her cheek 
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tushed with its late excitement, the god or light and 
music himself neyer, amid his Arcadian Yalleys, wooed, 
in his mortal guise, maiden or nymph more fair. 
. Zanoni gazed at her with a look in which admiration 
seemed not unmingled witb compassion. He muttered 
a few words to himself, and then addressed her aloud. 

" Viola, I baYe aaYed you from a great peril ; not 
from dishonour only, but perhapa from death. The 
Prince di --, under a weak despot and a Yenal admin­
istration, is a man aboYe the law. He is capable of ev­
ery crime ; but among his ~uions he has such prudence 
as belongs to ambition ; 1f yon were DOt to reconcile 
youraelf to your shame, you would neYer enter the world 
again to tell your tale. The ravisher bas no heart fOr 
repentance, but he bas a hand that can murder. I have 
aaved yon, Viola. Perhaps you would ask me wht>re­
fore 1" Zanoni paused, and llDliled mournfully as be 
added, "You will not wrong me by the thought that be 
who has preserved is not le11s selfish than he who would 
have injured. Orphan, I do not speak to you in the lan­
guage of your wooers; enough that I know pity, and am 
not ungrateful for alfection. Why blush, why tremble 
at the word 1 I read your heart while I speak, and I 
see not one thought that should give you shame. I say 
not that you love me yeq happily, the fancy may be 
roused long before the heart is touched. But it has been 
my fate to fascinate your eye, to influence your imagin­
ation. It is to warn you against what could bring you 
but sorrow, as I warned you once to prepare for sorrow 
itself, that I am now your guest. The Englishman, 
Glyndon, loves thee well-better, perbapa, than I can 

, ever love : if not worthy of thee yet, he has but to know 
thee more to deserve thee beLter. He may wed thee, 
he mar bear thee to his own free and happy land, the 
land o thy mother's kin. Forget me; teach thyself to 
return and to deserve his love ; and I tell thee that thou 
wilt be honoured and be happy !" . 

Viola listened with silent, inexpressible emotion and 
burning blushes to thia strange address, and when he 
bad concluded ahe covered her face with her hands and 
wept. And yet, much aa such words were calculated 
to humble or irritllle, to produce indignation or excite 
shame, those were not the feelings with w .. ich her eyes 
streamed and her heart swelled. The woman at that 
pioment waa losL in the cbild ; and 06 a child, with all 

• 
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its exacting, craving, yet innocent desire to be loved, 
weeps in unrebuking sadneH when its affection is thrown 
austerely back upon itself, so, without anger and with-
out shame, wept Viola. · 

Zanoni contemplated her thus, as her graceful head, 
shadowed by its redundant tresses, bent before him; and 
aner a moment's J>RUSe be drew near to her, and said, 
in a voice of the most soothing sweetness, and with a 
half smile upon his lip, , 

" Do you remember, when I told you to struggle for 
the light, that I pointed for example to the resolute and 
earnest tree : I did not tell you, fair child, to take exam­
ple by the moth, that would soar to the star, but falls 
scorched beside the lamp. Come, I will talk to thee • 
. This Englishman-" 
• Viola drew herself away, and wept yet more paasion­
ately. 

" This Englishman is or thine own years, not far above 
thine own rank. Thou mayst share his thoughts in life; 
thou mayst sleep beside him in the same grave in death ! 
And I-but that view of the future should concern ua 
not. Look into thy heart, and thou wilt see that till 
again my shadow crossed thy path, there had grown up 
for this, thine equal, a pure and calm affection that would 
have ripened into love. Hast thou never pictured to 
thyself a home in which the partner was thy young 
wooer!" 

" Never 1" said Viola, with sudden energy, " never, 
but to feel that such was not the fate ordained me. And 
ob !" she continued, rising suddenly, and putting aside the 
tresses that veiled her face, she fixed her eyes upon the 
questioner; "and oh! whoever thou art that thus wouldst 
read my soul and shape my future, do not mistake the 
sentiment that-that-" (she faltered an instant, and 
went on with downcast eyes) "that has fascinated my 
thoughts to thee. Do not tnink that I could nourish a 
love unsought and unreturned. It is not love that I feel 
for thee, stranjler. Why should I 1 Thou hast never 
spoken to me but to admonish-and now, to wound !" 
Again she paused, again her voice faltered ; the tean 
trembled on her eyelids; she brushed them away, and 
resumed. "No, not love, if that be love whkh I htLve 
heard and road or, and sought to simulate on the stage; 
but a more solemn, fearful, and, it seems to me, almost 
preternatural attraction, which makes me ueociate thee, 
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waking or dreaming, with images that at once charm ana 
awe. 'fhiokesnhou, if it were love, that I could speak 
•o thee thus J that" (she raised her looks sllddenly to his) 
" mine eyes could thus search and confront thine own l 
Stranger, l ask but at \imes to see, to hear thee! Stran· 
ger, talk not to me of others. Forewarn, rebuke, bruise 
my heart, reject the not unworthy gratitude it offers thee, 
if thou wilt, but come not always to me as an omen of 
grief and trouble. Sometimes have l seen thee in my 
dreams, surrounded by sha1>4:s of glory and light ; thy 
looks radiant with a celestial joy which they wear not 
now. Stranger, thou hast saved me, and l thank and 
bless thee ! Is that also an homage thou wouldst re· 
ject l" With these words she crossed her arms meek· 
ly on her bosom, and inclined lowlily before him. Nor 
did her humility seem unwomanly or abject, nor that of 
mistress to lover, of slave to master, but rather of a child 
&o its ruardiao, of a neophyte of .,the old religion to her 
priest. Zaoooi's brow was melancholy and thoughtful. 
He looked at her with a strange expression of kindness, 
of aorrow, yet of tender affection in his eyes, but bia 
lips were steni and his voice cold as he replied, 

"Do you know what you ask, Viola 1 Do you guess 
the danger to yourself-perhaps to both of uS.-:which 
you court l Do-you know that my life, separated froin 
the turbulent herd of men, is one worship of the Beauti­
ful, from which I seek to banish what the Beautiful in­
spires in most l As a calamity, I shun what to man 
seems the fairest fate-the love of the dau~hters of 
earth. At present I can warn and save thee Crom many 
evils; if I saw more of thee, would the power still be 
mine! You understand me not. What 1 am about to 
add it will be easier to comprehend. l bid thee banish 
from thy heart all thought of me, but as one whom the 
Future cries aloud to thee to avoid. Glyndon, if thou 
acceptest his homage, will love thee till the tomb closes 
upon both. I too," he added, with emotion," I too might 
love thee!" 

" You !" cried Viola, with the vehemence of a sudden 
impulse of deli~ht, of rapture, which she could not sup. 
press ; but the mstaot after she would have given worlds 
to recall the exclamation. . 

" Yes, Viola, I might love thee ; but in that love what 
eorrow and what change ! The ftower gives perfume to 
~· rock on whose heart it grows. A little while, and 
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\ht flower ia dead, but the rock atill endures. The anow 
at its breast, the sun11hine on its eummit. Pauee t 
think well. Danger besets thee yet. For aome days 
thou shalt be sale from thy remorsele88 persecutor; but 
the hour soon comes when thy only seeurity will be ia 
itight. I( the Englishman love thee worthily, thy hon. · 
our will be dear to him as his own ; if not, there are yec 
other lands where love will be truer, and virtue less in 
danger from fraud and force. Farewell : my own deati­
ny I cannot foresee except through cloud and shadow. 
I know, at least, that we shall meet again; but learn ere 
then, sweet flower, that there are more genial rea&Wg. 
places than the rock." 

He tumed as he spoke, and gained the o9tet' door, 
where Gionetta discreetly stood. Zanoni lightly laid hia 

· hand on her arm. Witt\ the gay accent of a jeat.ing catr• 
&lier, he said, 

"The Signor Glyndon woos your mistreas: he may 
wed her. I know;ourlove for her. Disabuse her of an1 
eaprice for me. am a bird ever on the wing." 

He dropped a purse inllO Gionetta's hand as he spoke, 
and was gone. 

CHAPTER IV. 

"Let lntelll,eneee Celeates 11e font TOir et ee eon1111uniql!ent plu 
11olontien1 !lane le silence et clans la tranqoillite de la eolita,ile. On 
aura doac one petite cllambre ou un cabinet eecre&, '' &c.-JM C"­
ic..u. tk RoJIJi Solo-. chap. iii.; ITodwitu «raa-1 du t"" Hebrn 
par M. PW.. NtWiaaoruau, Profu1tv tk1 Larcpt1 Orinat4lu t1 Stc-­
,..,_. tk le Pllilo#pllie du 848" Coh.IWu. (Jllc......,,.;pt n-.t. 
lion.) 

Taw: palace n:tained by Zanoni was in one of the leu 
frequented quarters of the city. It still stands, now ru­
ined and dismantled, a monument o( the splendour of a 
chivalry long. since vanished from Na.pies, with the 
lordly races of the Norman and the Spaniard. 

As he entered the rooms reserved for · bis private 
hours, two Indians, in the dress of their country, re­
t:eived him at the threshold wkh the grave salutation• 
of the Eu\. Tb,ey had accompaaied bim from tlle far 
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lands in which, according to rumour, he bad for many 
years fixed his home. But they .could communicate 
nothing .to gratify curiosity OI' justify suspicion. They 
spoke no language but their own. With the except.ion 
of these two, hisfrincely retinue was composed of the 
native hirelings o the city; and these his lavish but im­
perious generosity made the implicit creatures of bis 
will. In bis house and in his habits, so far as they 
were seen, there was nothing to account for the rumours 
which were circulated abroad. He was not, as we are 
told of Albertus Magnus or the great Leonardo da Vinci,. 
served by airY forms ;· and no brazen image, the inven­
tion of magic mechanism, communicated to him the in­
tluences ol the stars. Nooe of the apparatus of the al­
ehymist-the crucible and the metals-gave solemnity 
to his chambers, or ~counted for his .wealth; nor did 
he even seem to interest himselt in tbose serene studies 
which might be suppoeed to colour bis peculiar conver­
sation with abstract notions, and onen with recondite 
learning. No books spoke io him in his solitude ; and 
if ever he had drawn from thew his knowledge, it seem­
ed now that the only page he read was the wide one of 
Nature, and that a capacious and startling memory sup- · 

·plied the rest. Yet was there one exception to what 1n 
all else seemed customarr and commonplace, and which, 
according to the authority we have prefixed to this chap­
ter, might indicate the follower of the occult sciences. 
Whether at Rome or Naples, or, in fact, wherever his 
abode, he selected one room remote from tlie rest of the 
house, which was fastened by a lock scarcely larger than 
the seal of a ring, yet which sufficed to baftle the most 
cunning instruments of the locksmith-at least, one of 
his servants, prompted by irresistible curiosity, bad 
u1ade the attempt in vain; and though he had fancied it 
was tried in the most favourable time for secrecy-not 
a soul near-in the dead of night-Zanoni himself ab­
sent from home, yet his superstition or his conscience 
told him the reason why the next day the nui.jor-domo 
quietly dismissed him. He compenHted himself for 
this misfortune by spreading his own story, with a thou­
sand amusing exaggerations. He declared that, as he 
approacbed the door, invisible bands seemed to pluck 
him away; and that, when he touched the lock, be waa 
struck as by a palsy to the ground. One surgeon, who 
beard the tale, observed, to the distaste of the wonder-
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mongers, that poHibly Zanoni made a dexterous use or 
electricity. Howbeit, this room, oooe so secured, was 
neYer entered save by Zanoni himself, 

'fhe solemn voice of 'rime, from the neighbouring 
church, at last aroused the lord of the palace Crom the 
deep Jllld motionleu revery, rather resembling a trance 
than thought, in which bis mind was absorbed. 

"It ia one more aaDd out of the mighty Hourglue," ./ 
said he, murmuringly, "and yet time neither adds to, r 
nor steal• from, an atom in the Inftnite ! Soul of mine, 
the luminoua, the Augoeides, •why descendest thou from 
thy sphere; wh7 from the eternal, atarlike, and pasaion-
less Serene, sbriokeat thou back to the mists oC the dark 
aarcoph~' How long, too austerely taught that com­
panionship with the things that die brings with it but 
sorrow in ita sweetneaa, hut thou dwelt contented with 
thy majestic solitude '" · 

Aa he tho• murmured, one or tile earliest birds -that 
18lQ&e the dawn broke into audden. song from amid the 
orange-trees in the garden below hie C888ment. Aftd aa 
suddenly song answered song; the mate, awakened at the 
note, gave back its baf PY answer to the bird. He lis­
tened ; and not the sou he had questioned, but the heart, 
replied. He rGSe, and with restless strides paced the 
narrow ftoor. "A way from this world," be exclaimed 
at length, with an impatient tone. " Can no time loosen 
ibl fatal ties l As the au.raction that bolds the earth in 
space, is the attraction that fixes the soul to. earth. 
Away from tbe dark-1ray planet. Break, .ye fetters; 
arise, ye wings!" · 

He passed through the silent galleries, and up the lofty 
ltaira, and entered the secret chamber. . ~ . . . 

• • • • • v , >-- , / 
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CH.APTER V. 

" Ob quanti - incantacrlci t oh quand 
IDcaD&a&or tra DOi, cbe ~ 11 -no." 

Ou •. FoL, cant. Till., i. 

Tas next day Glyndon bent hia atepa towards Zano­
ni'a palace. 1'he 7oung man's imagination, naturally 
inftammable, was llDJUlarly excited by the little he had 
seen and heard of this strange being : a spell be could 
neither muter nor account for attracted him towards 
the stranger. Zanoni'a power seemed mysterious and 
great, his motives kindly and benevolent, yet his man· 
ners chilling and repellant. Why at one moment reject 
Glyndon's acquaintance, at another save him from dan-
1er l How had Zanoni thus acquired the knowledge of 
enemies unknown to Glyndon himselH His interest 
was deeply roused, his gratitude ap~aled to ; he reeolv-. 
ed to make another effort to conciliate the ungracious 
herbalist. 

The signor was at home, and Glyndon was admitted 
into a lofty saloon, where in a few momenta Zaooni 
joined him. 

" I am come to thank you for your waming Jut 
night," said he, "and to entreat you to complete my ob­
ligation, by informing me of the quarter to which I may 
look for enmity and peril." 

" You are a gallant," said Zanoni, with a smile, and in 
the English language, " and do you know so little of the 
South as not to be aware 'that gallants have always ri-
vals 1" ·· 

" Are you serioua 1" said Glyndon, colouring. 
"Most serious. You love Viola Pi11ani; you have for 

rival one of the most powerful and relentless of the ~ea· 
politan princes. Your danger is indeed great." 

" But, pardon ine ! how came it known to you l" 
"I give no account of myself to mortal man," replied 

Zanoni, haughtily; " and to me it matters nothing wheth­
er you regal'Cl or scom my warning." 

" Well, if I may no.t ~ueation you, be it 80 ; but at leu&. 
advise ·me what to do.' · 

"Would you follow my advice t" · 
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"Whynot !" 
•• Because you are eonstitutionally brave ; you are 

fond of excitement and mystery; you like to be the hero 
of a romance. Were I to advise you to leave Naples, 
would you do so while Naples contains a foe to confront 
or a mistreaa to pursue !" 

••You are right," said the young Englishman, with en­
ergy. ••No! and you cannot reproach me for such a 
resolution." 

" But' there is another course left to you : do you love 
Viola Pisani truly and fervently 1 if so, marry her, and 
take a bride to your native land." 

••Nay," answered Glyndon, embarrassed; "Viola is 
not of my rank. Her profession, too, is-in short, l am 
enslaYed by her beauty, but I cannot wed her." 

Zanoni frowned. 
"" Your love, then, is but seltish lust, and I advise you 

to your own bappineaa no more. Young man, Destiny 
is leas inexorable than it appears. The resdurces of the 
great Ruler or the Universe are not so scanty and so 
ateni , ~ to deny to men the divine privilege of Free 
Will; all of us can carve out our own way, and God can 
make our very contradictions harmonize with his sol­
emn ends. You have before you an option . . Honoura• • 
ble and generous love may even now work out your hap­
piness, and effect your escape; a frantic and interested 
passion will but lead you to misery and doom." . 

"Do you pretend, then, to read the Future 1" 
" I have said all that it pleaaes me to utter." 
" While you assume the moralist to me, Signor Zano­

ru," .11aid Glyndon, with a smile, •• are you yourself 80 . 
indill'erent to routh and beauty as to act the atoic to its 
allurements '' 

" IC it were neeeesary that practice square with pre­
cept," said Zanoni, with a bitter emile, ''our monitor. 
would be but few. The gests or conduct of the individ­
ual can affect but a small circle beyond himself; the per­
manent good or evil that he works to others lies rather 
in the sentiments he can dift'use. His acts !!re limited 
and momentarr; Iris sentiments may pervade the uni· 
verse, and inspire generations till the day of doom. All 
our virtues, all our laws, are drawn from books and max­
ims, which are sentiments, not from deeds. In conduct, 
Julian had the virtues of a Christian, and Con11tantine 
ihe vieea of a Pagan. The sentiments of Julian·recoa-
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verted thousands to Paganism, those or Constantine 
hel~, under HeaYen'• will, to bow to Christianity the 
nations or the earth. Jn conduct, the humblest .fisher­
man on yonder sea, who believes in the miracles of San 
Gennaro, may be a better man than Luther. To the 
sentiments or Luther the mind or modem Europe is in­
debted for the noblest reYolution it has known. Our 
opinions, young Englishman, are the angel part of us ; 
our acts, the earthly." · 

"You haYe redected deeply for an ltaliart," said 
Glyndon. • 

" Who told you I was an Italian!" 
"Are you not t And yet, when I hear you speak my 

own language as a native, 1-" 
" Tush !" interrupted Zanoni, impatiently turning 

a way. Then, after a pause, be resumed in a mild voice, 
••Glyndon, do you renounce Viola Pisani t Will you 
iake some days to consider of what I have said t" 
· " Renounce her-neYer !" 

•• Then will you marry her 1" 
•• Imposaible !" 
" Be it 10 : she will then renounce you. I tell vou 

that you have rivals." 
" Yea-the Prince di - ; but I do not fear him." 
''You have another whom you will rear more." 
•• And who is he 1" 
" Myself." . 
Glyndon tamed pale, and 1tarted from hie seat. 
" You, Signor Zanoni ! you ! and you dare to tell me 

eo1" 
" Dare ! Alas ! there are times when I wish that I 

could fear." 
These arrogant words were not uttered arrogantly, 

but in a tone of the most mournful dejection. Glyndon 
was enraged, confounded, and yet awed. However, ho 
had a brave English heart within bis breast, and be l'e. 
covered himself quickly. 

''Signor," said be, calmly," I am not to be duped by 
these solemn phrases and these mystical assumptions. 
Vo1,1 may have powers which I cannot comprehend or 
emull'ote, -Or you mar be but a keen impostor." 

''Well. proceed!' 
"I mean, then," continued Glyndon, resolutely, though 

, somewhat disconcerted, "I mean you to understand 
~t, though I am not .to be COIQpeUed or persuaded by " 
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etranger to marry Viola Pisani, I am not the lea deter. 
mined never tamely to yield her to another." · 

Zanoni looked gravely at the young man, wboee spark­
ling eyes aud heightened colour testified the spirit to 
· aupport his words, and replied, •So bold ! well; it be­
comes ·you. But take my advice: wait yet nine days, 
and tell me then if you will marry the fairest and the 
purest creature that ever crossed your path." 

" But if you love her, why-why-" 
" Why am I anxious that she should wed another: to 

eave her from myself! Listen to me. That girl, hum­
ble and uneducated though she be, has in her the seeds 
or the most lofty qualities and virtues. She can be all 
to the man she loves-all that man can desire in wife or 
mistieu. Her soul, developed by affection, will eleva&e 
your own: it will inftuence your fortunes, exalt your 
destiny: you will become a great and a prosperous man. 
I( on the contrary, she fall to me, I know not what may 
be her lot; but I know that there is an ordeal which few 
can pass, and which hitherto no woman has survived." 
. ft.a Zanoni spoke his face became colourless, and there 

wail something in his voice that froze the warm blood 
of the listener. 

"What is this mystery that surrounds you 1" exclaim­
ed Glyndon, unable to repress his emotion. " Are you, 
in truth, different from other men! Have you passed 
the boundary of lawful knowledge ! Are you, as some 
declare, a sorcerer, or only a-" 

"Hush!" interrupted Zanoni, gently, and with a smile 
of singular but melancholy sweetness: "have you earned 
the right to ask me these questions t Though Italy still 
boast an Inquisition, its power is rivelled as a leaf which 
the first wind shall scatter. The days or torture and 
persecution are over; and a man may live as be pleases, 
and talk as it suits him, without fear or the stake and 
the rack. Since I can defy persecution, pardon me if I 
do not yield to curiosity." 

. Glyndon blushed and rose. Jn spite of his love for 
Viola and his natural terror of such a rival, he felt him­
self irresistibly drawn towards the very man he had most 
cause to suspect and dread. He lield :out bit hand to 
Zanoni, saying," Well, then, if. we are to be rivals, our 
swords must settle our rights: till then I would fain be 
friends." · 

" Friends! You know not wba& you ut." 
H 11 
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"Enipu apin !" 
"Enigmas !' cried Zanoni, ~onately, " •1 ! can 

you dare to aolve them 1 Not till then could I 11ve you 
my right hand and call you friend." . 

" I could dare everythinc and all things for the attain­
ment or auperbumao wisdom," said Glyndon; and hia 
countenance waa lighted up with wild and iotenae en-
1huaiaam. 

Zanoni observed him in thoughtful silence. 
"The aeeds of the ancestor live in the son," he mut­

tered; "be may-yet-" He broke off abruptly; then. 
. apeakinc aloud, "Go, Glyndon," aaid he; " we shall meet 

apin, but I will not aak your aoawer till \he hour pre ... 
ea for decision." 

CHAPTER VI. 

"'Ti1 certain that thi1 DllD bu ID eetlte of fifty tboaaand Jim11, 
and -ma to be a penoa of very great accomplilbmente. But, then, 
if be'• a wizard, are willll1110 devoutly ren .. tbi• man -- to 
bet In abort, I could make neither bead nor t.ele on'L "-( T.U Cov1CT 
1111 Guu11, T,..,,.,._ •Ji:-1. Ill IM 8-u .Editioa o/llN "Jlepe -.f 
IM.Lod.") 

" Or all the weaknesses which little men rail against, 
there is none that they are more ,apt to ridicule than the 
tendency to believe. And of all the signs of a corruet 
heart and a feeble head, the tendency of incredulity ia 
ihe surest. 

"Real philosophy seeks rather to solve than to deny. 
While we hear every day the small pretenders to science 
talk of the absurdities of Alcbym;v and the dream of the 
Philosopher's Stone, a more erudite knowledge ia aware 
that by Alchymists the greatest discoveries in science 
have been made, and much which still seems 'abstruse, 
bad we the key to the mystic phraseology they were 
compelled to adopt, might oeen the way to yet more no­
ble acquisitions. The Ph11oaopher'a Stone italelf has 
aeemed oo visionary chimera to some of the soundest 
chymists that even the present century baa p~uced. • 

• Mr. D'lll'lleli, in bi• "CurtOlltiee of Littratore" (Article Al· 
cliifm.}, after quotin1 the ll'ulluilie jod~nll of mOdem cbym!lta u 
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Man cannot contradict the Laws or Nature. But are all ..,,,,,, _ 
the Laws oC Nature yet discovered 1 

"' Give me a prooC of your art,' aays the raiional in­
quirer. ' When I have seen the effect, I will endeavour, 
with you, to ascertain the causes.'" Somewhat to the 
above etreet were the first thoughts of Clarence Glyn­
don on quitting Zanoni. But Clarence Glyndon was no 
" rational inquirer." The more vagµe and mysterious the 
language of Zanoni, the more it imposed upon him. A 
proof would have been something tanfible, with which 
he would have sought to grapple. And it would have 
only disappointed his curiosity to find the supernatural 
reduced to Nature. He endeavoured in vain, at some 
moments rousing himself from credulity to the skepti­
cism he deprecated, to reconcile what he had heard with 
the probable motives and designs of aa impostor. Un.. 
like Mesmer and Cagliostro, Zanoni, whatever his pre­
tensions, did not make them a source of profit-; nor was 
Glyndon's position or rank in liCe sullcient to render any 
in4uence obtained over his mind subsenient to schemes, 
whether of avarice or ambition. Yet, ever and anon, 
with the suspicion of worldly kno\tledge, he strove to 
persuade himself that Zanom had at least some sinister 
object in inducing him to what his English pride and 
manner of thought considered a derogatory marria(fe 
with the poor actress. Might not Viola and the Mystic 
be in league with each other 1 Mig~t not all this jargpn 
of prophecy and menace be but artifices to dupe him 1 
He felt an unjust resentment towards Viola at her hav­
ing secured such an ally. But with that resentment 
was mingled a natural jealousy. Zanoni threatened him 
With rivalry. Zanoni, WbO, whatever his character or 
his arts; possessed at least all the external attributea 
that dazzle and command. Impatient of his own doubts, . 
he plunged into the society of such acquaintances as he 
had made at Naples-chiefly artists like himself, · men 
of letters, and the rich commercialista, who were already 
•ying with the splendour, though debarred from the priv­
ileges, of the nobles. Here he heard much of Zanoni, 
already with them, aa with the idler classes, an object 
of curiosity and speculation. 

to the transmutation of metals, obse""· of one yet rreater and more 
leeent than thoee to which Glyndon'• thooghta coord l*.e referred, 
" Sir Humphrey DaYJ told me that be did oot consider t!U4 ondiaco'f· 
ered art ae impoai~; but, should it e.er be dieco9ered, woald cer-
tainly be uael-.'' ' · · · 
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He had noticed, aa a thing remarkable, that Zanon\ 
had convened with him in English, and with a com­
mand or the language so complete that be might have 
paued for a native. On the other band, in Italian, Za­
noni was equally at ease. Glyndon found that it was 
the aame in languages leas usually-learned by foreigners. 
A painter from Sweden, who had conversed with him, 
waa posilive that he was a Swede; and a merchant from 
Constantinople, who had aold some of hie goods to Za­
noni, profeeaed hla conviction that none but a Turk, or, 
at least, a native of the East, could have so thoroughly 
mastered the soft Oriental intonations. Yet, in all these 
languages,· when they came to compare their several 
recollections, there was a slight, scarce perceptible dis­
tinction, not in pronunciation nor even accent, but in the 
key and chime, aa it were, of the voice, between him· 
eelf and a native. Thia faculty was one which; Glyndon 
ealled to mind, that sect, whoee tenets and powers have 
never been more than most partially explored, the Rosi­
eruciana, especially arrogated. He remembered to have 
heard in Germany of the work of John Bringeret, • aa­
aerting that all the languages of earth were known to 
the genuine brotherhood of the Rosy Croes. Did Za­
noni belong to this mysterious fraternity, who in an 
earlier age boasted or secrets or which the Philoso­
pher's Stone was but the least; who considered them­
eelves the heirs of all that the Chaldlllans, the Magi, the 
Gymnosophiste, and the Platonist& had taught; and who 
dill'ered from all the darker Sons of Magic in the virtue 
of their lives, the purity of their doctrines, and their iu­
aiating, as the foundation of all wisdom, on the eubjuga· 
tion of the senses, and the intensity of Religious FaiLh t 
A glorious sect, if they lied not ! And, in . truth, if Zll­
noni had powers beyond the race of worldly sages, they 

· seemed not unworthily exercised. The little known ot 
his life was in hie favour. Some acts, not of indiecrim· 
inate, but judicious gener.>sity and beneficence, were re­
corded; in repeating which, still, however, the narrators 
shook their heads, and expressed surprise bow a stran­
ger should have possessed so minute a knowledge or 
tlle quiet and obscure distreues he had relieved. Two 
or diree aiclt persons, when abandoned by their physi­
cians, he hRd visited and conferred with alone. They 
had recovered; they aacribed to him their recovery ; 

* Printed In 16111. 
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yet they could not tell by what medicines they had been 
healed. They could only depose that he came, con­
\'ersed wilh them, and they were cured ; it usually, 
however, happened that a deep sleep had preceded the / 
recovery. 

Another circumstance was also beginning to 'be re­
marked, and spoke yet more in his commendation. 
Those with whom he principally associated-the gay, 
the dissipated, the thoughtleu, the sinners and publicans 
of the more polished world-all appeared rapidly, yet' 
insensibly to themselves, to awaken to purer thoughts 
and more regulated lives. Even Cetoxa, the prince of 
pllants, duellisL8, and gamesters, was no longer the 
aame man since the night the singular eventa in which 
he had related to Glyndon. The firat trace of his re-
form was in his retirement from the pming-houaes ; the 
11ext waa his reconciliation with an hereditary enemy 
of his house, whom it had been his constant object for 
the last six years to entangle in such a quarrel aa might 
call forth his inimitable manllluvre of .the stocc•ia. Nor 
when Cetoxa and his young companions were heard to 
speak of Zanoni, did it seem that this change had been 
brought about by any sober lectures or admonitions. 
They all described Zanoni aa a man keenly alive to en­
joyment ; of manners the reverse of formal ; not pre-_ ./" 
ciaely gay, but equable, serene, and cheerful; ever ready .,,,,,, 
to listen to the talk or others, however idle, or to charm 
all ears with an inexhaustible fund or brilliant anecdote 
and worldly experience. AU manners, all nations, all 
grades of men seemed familiar to him. He was reserv-
ed only if allusion were ever ventured to his birth or 
history. The more general opinJon of his ori~n cer-
tainly seemed the more plausible. His richN, his famil-
iarity with the languages of the East, his residence in 
India, a certain gravity which never deserted bis most 
cheerful and familiar hours, the lustrous darkness of his 
eyes and hair, and even the peculiarities of his shape, in 
the delicate smallness of the bands, and the Arab-like 
tum of the stately bead, appeared to fix bim as belong-
ing to oqe, at least, of the Oriental races. And a dab-
bler in the Eastern ton,ues even sought to reduce the 
simple name of Zanom, which ' century before had 
been borne-byr an inofl'elllive naturalist of Bologna,• to 

• The author of t~o worb on botally and rut plaata. 



the radicale or the extinct language. Zan was unques­
tionably the Chaldiean .appellation .ror the sun. Even 
the Greeka, who mutilated every Onental name, had re­
tained the right one in this case, as the Cretan inscrip­
tion or. the tomb of Zeus• significantly showed. As to 
the rest, the Zan or Zaun was, with the Sidonians, no 
uncommon prefix to On. Adonis was but another name 
for Zanonas, whoee worship in Sidon Hesychius records. 
To this profound and unanswerable derintion, Mervale 
listened with great attention, and observed that he now 
ventured to announce an erudite discovery he himself 
had Ion' since made, viz., that the numerous family of 
Smiths m England were undoubtedly the ancient priests 
f the Phrygian Apollo. "For," said he, "wu not 

Apollo's surname, in Phrygia, Sminlheus t How clear 
all the ensuing corruptions of the august name : Smin­
theus-Smitheua-Smith6-Smith ! And even now, I 
may remark, that the more ancient branches of that 
illustrious family, unconsciously anxious to approxi­
snate, at least by & letter, nearer to the true title, take a 
pious pleasure in writing their names Smithe!" 

The, Philologist was much struck with,this discovery, 
and begged l'tlervale's permisaion to note it down 11s an 
illustration suitable to a work he was about to f.ublish 
on the origin of languages, to be called " Babe ," and 
publiahed in three quartos by subscription. 

CHAPTER vn. 
"Learn to be peor in 1pirit, my -. if you would penet111te that 

acred night which environs truth. Learn oC the Sages to allow to 
the Devils no pow11r in nature, lince the fatal atone hae abut 'em up 
in the depth of the abyaa. Learn of the Philosophers always to look 
b natural caueea in all e1traordinary events ; and when aucb nat­
ural caueee are wanting, recur to God. "-Tsa Coo1tT Da G.u.a.L11. 

ALL these ·additions lo his knowledge or Zanoni, 
picked up in the various lounging places and resorts that 
be frequented, were unsatisfactory to Glyndon. That 
night Viola. did not perform at the theatre; and the next 
day, still disturbed by .bewildered fancies, and averse 
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from the sober and sarcastic cempanio~hip or Me"aJe, 
Glyndon sauntered musingly into the \)Ublic gardens, 
and pauaed under the very tree under whtch he liad first 
heard the voice that had exercised upon his mind so sin­
rular an inftuence. The gardens were deserted. He 
threw himself on one of the seats pIJCed beneath the 
ahade; and again, in the midst of his revery, the same 
cold shudder came over him which Zanoni had so dis­
tinctly defined;and to which he had ascribed so extraor­
dinary a cause. 

He roused himselC with a sudden eft'ort, and started 
to see, seated next him, a figure hideous enough to have 
personated one of the malignant beings of whom Zanoni 
had spoken. It was a small ma&, dressed in a fashion 
strikingly at variance with the elaborate costume of the 
day: an aft'ectation of homeliness and poverty approach­
ill{ to squalor, in the loose trowsera, coarse as a ship's 
salls ; in the rough jacket, which appeared rent wilfully 
into holes ; and the blac;k, ragged, tangled locks, that 
atreamed from their confinement under a woollen cap, 
accorded but ill with other details which spoke of com­
parative wealth. The shirt, open at the throat, was fast­
aned by a broach of gaudy stones; and two pendant 
massive gold chain~ announced the foppery of two 
watches. · ' 

The man's figure, if not absolutely deformed, was yet 
marvellously ill favoured; his .shoulders high and square; 
hia chest flattened, as if crushed· in ; his gloveless hands 
were knotted at the joints, and, large, bony, and muscu­
lar, dangled from lean, emaciated wrists,· ail if not be­
longing to them. His features had the painful distortion 
sometimes seen in the countenance of a cripple ; large, 
exaggenJed, with the nose nearly touching the chin; 
the eyes small, but glowing with a cunning fire as they 
dwelt on Glyndon ; and the mouth was twisted into a 
grin that displayed rows of jagged, black, broken teeth. 
Y ~t over this frightful face there still played a kind of 
disagreeable intelligence, an expreasion at once astute 
and bold; and as Glyndon, recovering from the-first'im-· 
pression, looked again at his neighbour, he blushed at 
his own dismay, and recognised a French artist with 
whom he had formed an acquaintance, and who was 
poaseased of no inconsiderable talents in his calling. 
Indeed, it was to be remarked that thia creature, whose 
externals were so desened by the Graces, particularly 
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delighted in designs aspiring to majesty and grandeur. 
Though bis colouring was hard and shallow, as was that 
generally or the French school at the time, hia tlrmoing• 
were admirable (or symmetry, simple elegance, alld 
clauic vigour; at I.he same time, I.hey unquestionably 
wanted ideal grac13. He was fond or selectmg subjects 
Crom Roman History rather I.ban Crom the copious world 
of Grecian beauty, or those still more sublime s&ores or 
Scrip.tural record Crom which Raft"a6le and Michael An­
gelo borrowed their inspirations. His grandeur w,a 
that, not or gods and saints, but mortals. His delinea­
tion of beauty was that which the eye eannot blame and 
the soul does not acknowledge. In a word, as ii was 
aaid of Dionysius, he was an Anthropopograhos, or 
Painter or Men. It was also a notable contradiction in 
this pereon, who was addicted to the moat extravagant 
excesses in every passion, whether of hate or love, im­
placable in revenge, and insatiable in debauch, that be 
was in the habll of uttering t,he moat beautiful senti­
ments of exalted purity and genial philanthropy. The 
world was not good enough for him ; he was, to use the 
expreuive German phrase, a t11orld-betterer ! Nevenhe­
Jess, bis sarcastic lip of\en seemed to mock the senti­
ments he ottered, as if it sought to insinllate that he wu 
above even I.he world he would construct. 

Finally, this .Painter was in cfoae correspondence with 
the Republicans of Paris, and was held to be one of 
those missionaries whom, Crom the earliest period of the 
Revolution, the regenerators of mankind were pleased 
to despatch to the various states yet eD8laved, whether 
by actual tyranny or wholesome laws. Certainly, as 
the historian of Italy• has observed, there was no city 
in Italy where these new doctrinea would be received 
with greater Cavour than Naples, partly from the lively 
temper or the people, principally because the moat hate­
ful feudal privileges, however panially cunailed some 
years before by the great minister Taouccini, still pre-

• aented so many daily and practical evils as to make 
change wear a more substantial charm than the mere 
and meretricious bloom on the cheek of the harlot­
N ovelty. 'Olia man, whom I will call·Jean Nico&, waa 
therefore an oraele among the younger and bolder •pir­
Ua of Naples; and before Glyru,lon had met Zanooi, the 

• BoUa. 
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former had not been among the least dazzled by the elo­
quent aspirations of the Jiideous Philanthropist. 

" It is so long since we have met, cher confrere," said 
Nicot, drawing his seat nearer to Glyndon's, "th,.t you 
cannot be surprised that I see you with delight, and 

· even take the liberty to intrude on your meditations.'' 
"They were of no agreeable nature," said Glyndoo; 

"and never was intrusion more welcome.'' 
"You will be charmed to hear," said Nicot, drawing 

several letters from his bosom, "that the good work 
proceeds with marvellous rapidity. Mirabeau, indeed, 
1s no more ; but, 111(}rt dia/Jle ! the French people are 
Dow a Mirabeau themselves." With this remark, Mon­

-sieur Nicot proceeded to read and to' comment upon 
several animated and interesting passages in his cor­
respondence, in \vhich the word Virtue was introduced 
twenty-seven times, and God not once. _And then, 
warmed by the cheering prospects thus opened to hilb, 
he began to indulge in those anticipations of the Future, 
the outline of which we have already seen in the elo­
quent extravagance of Condorcet. All the Old Virtues 
were dethroned for a new Pantheon : Patriotism was a 
narrow sentiment; Philanthropy was tQ be its success­
or. No love that did not embrace all mankind, as warm 
for Indus and the Pole as for the hearth of home, was 
worthy the breast of a generous man. Opinion was 
to be free as air ; and in order to make it so, it was ne­
ceBSary to exterminate ·all those whos~ opinions were 
not the same as Mons. Jean Nicot's. Much of thia 
amused, much revolted Glyndon ; but when the Painter 
turned to dwell upon a science that all shoul6 compre­
hend, and the results of which all should enjoy-a sci­
ence that, springing from the soil of equal institutions 
and equal mental cultiVlltion, should give to all the races 
of men wealth without labour, and a life, longer than the 
Patriarchs', without care-then Glyndon listened with 
interest and admiration, not unmixed with awe. " Ob­
serve," said Nicot, " how much that we n0-w cherish as 
a virtue will then be rejected as meanness. OIH' op.. 
pressors, for instance, preach to us or the excellence or 
gratitude. Gratitude, the confession of inferiority! 
What so hateful to a noble spirit as 'the humiliating 
sense of obligation i But where there is equality there 
can be no means for pawer thus to enslave merit. The 
bent!factor and the client will alike ceaae, and-" 
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"And in the mean· time," said a low Yoice at band, 
"in the mean time, Jean Nicot t" 

The two artists started, and Glyndon recognilK'd Za­
noni. 

He gazed with a brow or unnsual sternness on Nicot, 
who, lumped together as he sat, looked up at him askew, 
and with an expression of fear and dismay upon his 
distorted countenance. 

Ho, ho! Messire Jean Nicot, thou who Cearest neither 
God nor Devil, why fearest thou the eye of a Man'! 

"It is not the first time I have been a witness to your 
opinions on the infirmity of gratitude," said Zanoni. 

Nicot suppressed an exclamation, and, after ~loomily 
surveying Zanooi with an eye villanous and simster, but 
foll of hllte impotent and unutterable, said," I know you 
not : what would you of me!" 

"Your absence. Leave us!" 
Nicot sprung forward a step, with hands clinched, and 

. showing bis teeth from ear to ear, like a wild beast in­
censed, Zanoni stood motionless, and smiled at him in 
scorn. Nicot halted abruptly, as if fixed and fascinated 
by the look, shivered from head to foot, and sullenly, and 
with a visible effort, as if impelled by a power not bi.a 
own, turned away. · 

Glyndon's eyes followed him in suprise. 
"And what know you of lhis man!" said Zanoni. 
"I know him as one like myself-a follower of art." 
"Of AaT·! Do not so profane that glorious word. 

What Nature is to God, Art should be to Man: a sub­
lime, beneficent, genial, and warm creation. That wretch 
may be a painter, not an arti8t." 

"And pardon me if I ask what you know of one you 
thus disparage 1" . 

" I know thus much, that you are beneath my care if 
it be necessary to warn you against him ; his own lips 
show the hideousness of his heart. Why should I tell' 
you of the crimes he has committed 1 He speaks crime!" 

" You do not seem, Signor Zanoni, to be one of the 
admirers of the dawning Revolution. Perhaps you are 
prejudiced against the man because you dislike the opin­
ions 1'' 

" What opiniofls !" 
Glyndon paused, somewhat puzzled to define ; . but at 

length he said, "Nay, I must wrong you; for you, of 
all men, I auppoee, cannot discredit the docVioe that 
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preaches the indet1nite. improvement of the human spe-
cies." . 

"You are ·right; the few in every age improve the 
many; the many now may be as wise as the few were; 
but improvement is at a stand-still if you tell me that the 
many now are as wise as the few are." 

" I comprehend you ; you will not allow the law of 
universal equality!" 

" Law ! If the whole world conspired to enforce the 
falsehood, they could not make it law. Level all condi­
tions to-day, and you only smooth away all obstacles to 
tyranny to-morrow. A nation that aspires to equality 
is uafit for freedom. Throughout all creation, from the 
archangel to the worm, from Olympus to the pebble, 
from the radiant and completed planet to the nebula that 
hardens through ages of miat and slime into the habit&• ~ 
ble world, the first law of nature is inequality." 

" Harsh doctrine, if applied to states. Are the C111el 
disparities of life never to be removed 1" 

" Disparities of the physical life 1 Oh, let us hope so. 
But disparities of the intellectual and the moral, never! 
Universal equality of intelligence, of mind, of genius, of 
virtue! no teacher left to the world, no men wiser, bet­
ter than others 1 were it not an impossible condition, 
tDhat a lwpele88 prospect for humanity ! No ; while the 
world lasts, the sun will gild the mountain top before it 
shines upon the plain. Diffuse all the knowledge the 
earth contains over all mankind to-day, and some men 
will be wiser than the rest to-morrow. And thu is not 
a harsh, but a loving law-the real law of Improvement; 
the wiser the few in one generation, the wiser will be 
the multitude the next!" · 

As Zanoni thus spoke, they moved on through the 
smiling gardens, and the beautiful bay lay sparkling in 
the noontide. A gentle breeze just cooled the sunbeam 
and stirred the ocean; and in the inexpresaible clearness 
of the atmosphere there was something that rejoiced the 
senses. 1'he very soul seemed to grow lighter and pu­
rer in that lucid air. 

"')(;.. "And these men, to commence their era of improve­
./ · ment and equality, are jealous even of the Creator. 

ThP.y would denr. an Intelligence-a God !"said Zanoni, 
as if involuntanly. "Are yon an Artiat, and, looking 
on the world, can .you listen to such a dogma 1 Be­
tween God and genius there is a DeCtlllsary link-tllere 
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i• almOlt a correspondent language. Well said the 
Pythagorean,• • A good intellect is the chorus of divini­
ty.'" 

Struck and touched with these sentiments, which be 
little expected to fall from one to whom be ascribed 
those powers which the superstitions of childhood as­
cribe to the darker agencies, Glyndon said, "And yet you 
have confessed that your life, separated from that of 
others, is one that man should dread to share. Is there, 
then, a connexion between ma$'ic and religion!" 

" Magic ! And what is magic ! When the traveller 
beholds in Persia the ruins of palaces and temples, the 
ignorant inhabitants inform him they were the work of 
magicians ! What is beyond their owil power, the vul­
gar cannot comprehend to be lawfully in the power of 
others. But if by magic you mean a perpetual research 
among all that is more latent and obscure in nature, I 
arawer, I profess that magic, and that be who does so 
comes but nearer to the fountain of all belief. · Know­
eat thou not that magic was taught in the schools of 
old! But how and by whom ! as the last and most sol­
emn lesson, by the Priests who ministered to the Tem­
ple. t And ~ou, who would be a painter, is not there a 
magic also ID the art you would advance l Must you 
not, after long study of the Beautiful that bas been, seize 
upon new and airy combinations of a Beauty that is to 
be! See yon not that The Grander Art, whether of 
poet or of painter, ever seeking mr tJie Tau11, abhors the 
auL; that you must seize Nature as her master, not 
lackey her 88 her slave! You demand mastery over 
the past, a conception of the future. Has not the Art 
that is truly noble for its domain the Future and the 
Past! You would conjure the invisible beings to your 
charm ; and what is painting but the fixing into sub­
stance the Invisible ! Are you discontented with this 
world! This world was never meant for genius ! •ro 
exist, it must create another. What magician can do 
more; nay, what science can do 88 much! There are 
two aveuuea from the little passions and the dear ca­
lamities of earth; both lead to the heaven and away 
from hell-Art and Science. But art is more godlike 
than scienee ; science discovers, art creates. You have 

• 8ellto1 teh Pythagorean. 
t PNllul de DelllOll (118.). 
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faculties that may command art; be contented with your 
Jot. The astronomer who catalogues the stars cannot 
add one atom to the universe; the poet can call a uni­
verse from the atom ; the chymist may heal with his 
drugs the infirmities of the human form ; the painter or 
the sculptor fixes imo everlasting youth forms divine, 
which no disease can ravage and no years impair. Re­
nounce those wandering fancies that lead you now to 
myself, and now to yon orator of tbe human race ; to 
us two who are the antipodes of each other; Your 
pencil is your wand ; your canvass may raise Utopias 
fairer than Condorcet dreams of. I ·press not yet for 
your decision; but what man of genius ever asked more 
&o cheer bis path ~o tbe grave tha.n love and glory 1" 

"But," said Glyndon, fixing his eyes earnestly on Za­
noni, " if there be a power to baftle the grave itself-" 

Zanoni's brow darkened. " And were this so," be 
aaid, after a pause, "would it be so sweet a lot to out· 
live all you loved, and to recoil from every human tie t 
Yerhaps the fairest immortality on earth is that of a 
noble name." • 

"You do not answer me-you equivocate. I have 
read of the long lives, far beyond the date common ex­
perience assigns to man," persisted Glyndon, " which 
aome of the alchymists enjoyed. Is the golden elixir 
but a fable 1" 

" If not, and th(lse men discovered it, they died be­
cause they refused .to live ! There may be a mournful 
warning in y.our conjecture. Turn once more to the 
easel and the canvass." 

So saying, Zanoni waved his hand, and with downcut 
eyee and a alow step beni his way baek into the city. 

u 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

'1'81: 80DDS88 WJ.IDOll. 

" To - •he ia the pcl9e great ; 
To 800l8 &he milch cow of &he lield ; 

T.Uir wiadom ia to calculate 
Whal butter abe will 7ield.'' 

~ Soa11.L11. 

T- last conversation with Zanoni left upon the mind 
of Glyndon a tranquillizing and salutary eft'ect. From 
the confused miats of his fancy glittered forth again 
thoee happy, golden schemes, which part from the 
young ambition of art to play in the air, to illumine the 
1pace, like rays that kindle from the sun. And with 
those projects mingled also the vision of a love purer 
and serener than his life yet had known. His mind 
went back into that fair childhood of genius, when the 
forbidden fruit is not yet tasted, and it knows of no land 
beyond the Eden which is. g1addened by an EYe. Jn. 
eensibly before him there rose the scenes of a home, 
with his art sufficing for .all excitement, and Viola's love 
circling occupation with happiness and content ; and in 
the midat of these phantasies of a future that might be 
at bis command, be waa recalled to the present by the 
clear, strong voice of Mervale, the man of common 
eense. . 

Whoever has studied the lives of pe1'80ns in whom 
the imagination is stronger than the will, who suspect 
their own knowledge of actual life, and are aware of their 
facility to impressions, will have observed the inftuence 
which a homely, vigorous, worldly understanding obtains 
over such natures. It was thus with myndoo. His 
friend had often extricated him from danger, and saved 
him from the consequences of imprudence ; and there 
was something in Mervale's voice alone that damped 
his enthusiasm, and often made him yet more ashamed 
of noble impulses than weak conduct. For Mervale, 
though a downright honest man, could not sympathize 
with the extravagance of generosity·any more than with 
that of preeumpiion and credulity. He wallted the 
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•trait line of life, and felt an equal contempt for the man 
who wandered up the hill sides, no matter whether to 
chase a butterfty or to catch a prospect of tb.e ocean. 

"I will tell you your thoughts, Clarence," said Mervale, 
laughing, " though l am no Zanoni. I know them by the 
moisture or your eyes and the half smile on your lips. 
You are musing upon that fair perdition-the little singer 
of San Carlo." 

'fhe little singer of San Carlo! Glyndon coloured aa 
he answered, 

" Would you speak thus of her.it she were my wife 1" 
" No ! for then any contempt I might venture to feel 

would be for yourself. One may dislike the duper, but 
it is the dupe that one despises." 

"Are·you so sure that I should be the dupe in such a 
union ! Where can I find one so lovely and so innocent 
-where one whose virtue bas been tried by such tempta­
tion l Does even a single breath of slander sully the 
name of Viola Pisani!" 

"I know not all the gossip of Naples, and therefore 
cannot answer; but I know this, that in England no one 
would believe that a young Englishman, of good fortune 
and respectable birth, who marries 'a singer from the 
Theatre of Naples, has noUieen lamentably taken in. I 
would save you from a fall of position so irretrievable. 
Think how many mortifications you will be subjected 
to; bow many young men will visit at your house, and 
how many young wives will as carefully avoid it.." 

"I can choose my own career, to which commonplace 
aociety is not essential. I can owe the respect of the 
world to my art, and not to- the accidents or birth and 
fortune." · 

" That is, you still persist in your second folly-the ab-
1urd ambition of daubmg canvaas. 'Heaven forbid I should 
ny anything against the laudable industry of one who 
follows such a profession for the sake of subsistence ; 
but with means and connexions that will raise you in 
life, why voluntarilf sink into a' mere artist 1 Ae an ac­
complishment in leisure moment'3, it is all very well in 
its way; but as the occupation of existence, it is a 
phrensy." · 

" Artists· have been the friends o( princes." 
"Very rarely so, I fancy, in sober England. There, 

in the grtlat centre of political aristocracy, what men 
respect is the practictl, not the ideal. Just sutrer me to 
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clraw two picturea of my own. Clarence Glyndon re­
turns to England ; be marries a lady of fortune equal to 
his own, of friends and parentage that advance rational 
ambition. Clarence Glyndon, thus a wealthy and re­
apectable man, of iood talents, of bustling energies then 
coneentred, enters into practical life. He bas a house 
at which he can receive those whose acquaintance is 
both advantage and honour; he has leisure which he 
can devote to useful studies ; his reputation, built on a 
solid base, grows in men's mouths. He attaches him­
self to a party ; he ent.ers political life ; his new connex­
ions serve to prom~te his objects. At the age of five­
and-forty, what, in all probability, may Clarence Gl.yn­
don be 1 Since you are ambitious, I leave that queSllOll 
for you to decide! Now tum to the other picture. Cla­
rence Glyndon returns to England with a wife who can 
bring him no money unless he lets her om on the stage; 
ao handsome that every one asks who she is, 'nd every 
one hears - the celebrated singer Pisani. Clarence 
Glyndon shuts himself up to grind colours JUl<} paint 
pictures in the grand historical school, which nobody 
buys. There is even a prejudice against him, as not 
having 11tudied in the Academy-as being au amateur. 
Who is Mr. Clarence Glyndou t Oh! the celebrated 
Pisani's husband I What else t Ob! he exhibits those 
large pictures. Poor man ! they have merit in their 
way; but Tenien and Watteau are more convenient, 
and almost as cheap. Clarence Glyndon, with an easy 
fortune while single, ha.a a large family, which his for­
tune, unaided by marriage, can just rear up to callings 
more plebeian than his own. He retires into the coun. 
try, to save and to paint; he grows slovenly and discon­
tented ; 'the world does not appreciate him,' he says, 
and he nms away from the world. At the age of forty. 
five, what will be Clarence Glr,ndon 1 Your ambition 
ahall decide that question also ! • 

"If all men were as worldly as you," said Glyndon, 
riaina:, "there would never have been an artiat or a 
poet!" ' · 

" Perhaps we ahould do just as well without them," 
answered Mervale. "Ia it not time to think of dinner1 
fbe mullet here are remarkably Ane !" 
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CHAPTER IX. 

i• Wollt ihr hoch auf ihnin Flugeln 1Cbweben, 
Wern die Angst dee hdi1Chen •on eucb ! 
Fliebet aua dem enaen dumpfen Leben 
In dee Ideales Reich !" · 

D.1.1 lDll.&1'.. VND DAI LJ:Hlf. 

As some injudicious master lowers and vitiates the 
taste of the student by fixing bis attention to what he 
falsely calls the Natural, but which, in reality, is the 
Commonplace, and understands not that beauty in art is 
created by what RatTa~le so well describes, viz., the idea 
o.f beauty in the painter's own mind; and t.hat in every art, 
whether .its plastic expression be found in words or 
marble, colours or sounds, the servile imitation or nature 
is the work of journeymen and tyros: so in conduct, the 
man ·or tM world vitiates and lowers the bold enthusi­
asm of loftier natures, by the perpetual reduction of 
whatever is generous and trustful to all that is trite and 
coarse. A great German poet has well defined the dis­
tinction between discretion and the larger wisdom. In 
the last there is a certain rashness which the first dis-
dains: · 

• The purblind - but the receding shore, 
Not that t.o which the bold wue wafla them o'er." 

Yet in ibis logic of the prudent and the worldly there 
is often a reasoning unanswerable of its kind. 

You must have a feeling-a faith in whatever is 
self-sacrificing and divine-whether in religion or in art, 
in glory or in love; or Common-sense will reason yoq 
out of the sacrifice, and a · syllogism will debase the di-
'Vine to an article in the market. , 

Every true critic in art, from Aristotle and Pliny-from 
Winkelman and Vasari, to Reynolds and Fuseli, baa 
BOUJht to instruct the painter that Nature is not to be 
copied, but emlted; that the loftiest order of art, selecting 
only the loftiest combinations, is the perpetual struggle 
of Humanity to approach the Gods. The great painter, 
as the great author, imbodies what is pos:til>le to man, It 
is true, but what is not common to mankind. There I.I 
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·truth in Hamlet ; in Macbeth and his witches ; in Des) 
demon&; iri Othello ; in Prospero, and in Caliban : there 
is tn1th in the cartoons of Raft"aele ; there is truth in the 
Apollo, the Antinous, and the Laocoon. But you do not 
meet the originals of the words, the cartoons, or the 
marble, in Oxford.street or St. James's. All these, to. 
return to Raft"a~le, are the creatmes of the idea in the 
artist's mind. Thi& idea is not inborn ; it bas come 
from an intense study. Bl\t that study has been of the 
ideal that can be raised Crom the positive and the actual 
into grandeur and beauty. The commonest mndel be­
COIJl88 full of exquisite suggestions to him who has 
formed this idea ; a Venus of ftesh and blood would be 
vulgarized by the imitation or him who has not. 

When asked where be got his models, Guido som-
- moned a common porter from his calling, and drew from 

a mean original a bead of surpassing beauty. It resem­
bled the porter, but idealized the porter to the hero. ll 
was true, but it was not real 'fhere are critics who 
will tell you that the Boor of Teniers is more true to 
nature than the Porter of Guido! The commonpla~ 
public scarcely understand the idealiaing principle, even 
in art ; for high art is an acquired taste. 

But to come to my comparison. Still less is the kin­
dred principle comprehended in conduct. And the ad­
vice of worldly Prudence would as often deter from the 
risks of Virtue as from the punishments of Vice; yet in 
conduct as in art, there is an idea of the great and beau­
tiful by which men should exalt the hackneyed and the 
trite of life. Now Glyndon felt the sober prudence ol 
Mervale's rea&00ings ; he recoiled from the probable 
picture placed before him in his devotion to the one 
master talent be possessed, and the one master passion 
that, rightly directed, might purify bis whole being as a 
strong wind .purifies the air. 

But, though be could not bring himself to decide in the 
teeth ofso rational a judgment, neither could he resolve 
at once to abandon the pursuit of Viola. Fearful ol being 
influenced by Zanoni's councils and his own heart, he 
had for the last two days •hunned an in&erview with the 
young actress. But af\er a ni,tit following his last con~ 
nrsation with Zanoni, and tltst we have j111tt recorded 
with Mervale-a night coloured by dreams so distinct as 
to seem prophetic-dreams tltst appeared so to shape 
his future accordiq to the hints of Zaaoni, that he could 
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have fancied tanoni himself bad sent tltem from the 
house or sleep to haunt his pillow-be resolved once 
more to seek Viola ; and though without a definite or 
distinct object, he yielded himself up to the impulse of 
bis heart. · 

CHAPTER X. 

" 0 eollecito dubbio e fredda tema 
Che pelll&lldo l'accreeci." 

T uao, Cansone YI. 

- S•• was 'seated outside her doot'-the young aetress I 
The sea before her in that heavenly bay seemed literally 
to sleep in the arms or the shore; while to the right, nor 
far oft', rose the dilrk. and tangled crags to which the 
traveller or to-day is duly brought to gaze on tlie tomb 
or Virgt1, or compare with the caYern or Posilypo the 
archway or Highgate Hill. There were a rf!w fisher­
men loitering by the cliffs, on which their nets were 
llung to dry ; and at a distance, the sound of some rus. 
tic pipe (more common at that day than at this), mingled 
now and then with the bells or the lazy mules, broke the 
voluptuous silence-tl\e silence of declining noon on the 
shores of Naples : never, till you have enjoyed it, nev· 
er, till you haYe felt its enervating but delicious charm, 
believe that you can comprehend all the meaning of the 
Dokefarniente1 and when that luxury has been known 
when you have breathed that atmosphere of ra~ry land, 
then you will no longer wonder why the heart ripens into 
fruit so sudden and so rich beneath the rosy skies and 
the glorious sunshine of the Sou1h. · 

The eyes of the actress were fixed on the broad blue . 
deep beyond. In the unwonted negligence of her dress 
might be traced the abstraction of her mind. Her beau. 
tiful hair was gathered up loosely, and partially ban­
daged by a kerchief, whose purple colour served to 
deepen the golden hue of the tresses. A stray curl es. 
caped, and fell down the graceful neck. A loose morn• 
ing robe, girded by a sash, Jet\ the breeze, that came 
ever and anon Crom the sea, to die upon the bust half 
diaelOlled ; ancl the 1.iny alipper, t~ Ciode!'91la miahl 
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-have worn, ·aeemed a world too wide fbr the tiny fool 
• which it scarcely covered. It might be the heat of the 

day that deepened the soft bloom of the cheeks, and 
gave an unwonted languor to the large dark eyes. Jn all 
the pomp of her stage attire-in all the ftush of excite­
ment before \he intoxicating lamps-never had Viola 
looked so lovely. 

By the side of the actress, and filling up the threshold, 
stood Gionetta, with her am1s thrust to the elbow in two 
huge pockets on either side her gown. 

" But I assure you," said the nurse, in that sharp, 
quick, ear-splitting tone in which the old women of the 
South are more than a match for those of the North," but 
I assure you, my darling, that there is not a finer ca~a­
lier in all Na pl es, nor a more beautiful, than this lnglue; 
•nd I am told that all the lnglui are much richer than 
they seem. Though they have no trees in their coun­
try, poor people! and instead of twenty-four they have 
only twelve hours to the day, yet I hear that they shoe 
their horse• with 1cudi; and since they cannot {the poor 
heretics!) turn grapes into wine, for they have no 
grapes, they tum gold into physic, and take a glass or 
two of pi1tole1 whenever they are troubled with the 
colic. But you don't bear me-little pupil of my eyes, 
you don't hear me!" . 

"And these things are whispered of Zanoni !" said 
Viola, half to herself, and unheeding Gionetta's eulogies 
on Glyndon and the English. 

" Blessed Maria! do not talk of this terrible Zaooni. 
You may be sure that his beautiful face, like his yet 
more beautiful pistoles, i• only witchcran. I look at the 
money he gave me the other night every quarter of an 
hour, to see whether it has not turned into pebbles." 

"Do you then really believe," said Viola, with timid 
earnestness, "that sorcery still exists 1" 

" Believe ! Do I believe in the blessed Sao Genna­
ro l How do you think be cured old Filippo, the fisher­
man, when the doctor gave him up 1 How do you think. 
he. has managed himself to live at least these three hun­
dred years 1 How do you think he fascinates every one 
to his bidding with a look, as the vampires do l" 

" Ah, is this only witchcraft 1 It is like it-it must 
be!" murmured Viola, turning very pale. Gionetta her- I 
self was scarcely more superstitious than the daughter 
of the musician. And her very ilUlOCence, chilled at &be 
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atrangeness of virgin passion, might well ascribe &o 
magic what hearts more experienced would have re­
solved to love. 

"And, then, why has this great Prince di -- been so 
terrified by him ! Why has he ceased to peraecuie us J 
Why has he been so quiet and still ! la there no sor­
cery in all that l" 

"Think you, then," said Viola, with sweet inconsist­
ency," that I owe that happiness and safety to his pro­
tection 1 Ob, let me so belie•e ! Be silent, Gionetta ! 
Why have I only thee and my own terrors to consult t 
0 beautiful sun !" and the girl pressed her hand to her. 

• heart with wild energy, "thou lightest every spot but 
this." Go, Gionetta ! leave me alone-leave me!" 

"And indeed it is time I should leave you; for the 
JIOknta will be spoiled, and you have eat nothing all dlly. 
l f rouu don't eat you will lose your beauty, my darling, 
an then nobody will care for you. Nobody cares for 
us when ·we grow ugly-I know that; and then you must, 
lilte old Gionetta, get some Viola of your own to spoil. 
I'll go and see to the polenta." . 

"Since I have known this man," said the girl. halt 
aloud, "since his dark eyes have haun\ed me, I am ne 

· longer the same. I long to escape from myself; to glide 
with the sunbeam over the hill tops ; to become some. · 
thing that is not of earth. Phantoms ftoat before me-at 
night; and a ftuttering, like the wing of a bird, within 
my heart. seems as if the spirit were terrified, and would 
llrealt its cage." · 

While murmuring these incoherent rhapsodies, a step 
\hat she did not hear approached the actress, and a light 
hand touched her arm. 

" Viola ! l>ellusima ! Viola !" 
She turned and saw Glyndon. The sight of bis fair 

Joung face calmed her at once. His presence gave her 
pleasure. 

" Viola," said the Englishman, taking her band, and 
drawing her again to the bench from which she had risen, 
as he sea\ed himself beside her, "you shall hear me 
speak! You must ltnow already that I love thee! It 
has not been pity or admiration alone that bas led me 
Her and ever to thy dear aide ; reasons there may have 
been why I have not 1pokeo, nve by my eyea, before; 
but this day-I know not how it ia-1 feel a more 101· 
tained and aeUled courage &o addreaa Ulee, and leam the 
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happiea& or the worst. I have riYa)s, I know-riYala 
who are more powerful &ban &he poor artist ; are &hey 
also more favoured 1" 

Viola blushed faintly, but her countenance was gr&Ye 
and depreued. Looking down, and marking some hi_,. 
roglypbical figures in the dust with the point of her slip. 
per, she said, with some hesitation, and a Yain attempf 
lo be gay, "Signor, whoever wastes his thoughts on an 
actl'e88 must submit to have rivals. It is our uollappy 
deatiny not to be sacred even to ourselves." 

" But you do not love this dNtiny, glittering though it 
seem; your heart is not in the vocation which your gifts 
adom." 

" Ah, no!" aaid the actreaa, her eyes filliug with tears. 
" Once l loved to be the priestess or song and music ; 
now I feel only that it is a miserable lot to be slave to a 
multitude." 

"Fly, then, with me,• said the artist, passionately. 
" Quit forever the calling that divides that heart: I would 
have all my own. Share my fate now and forever-my 
pride, my delight, my ideal ! Thou shalt inspire my 
cannaa and my song ; thy beauty shall be made at once 
holy and renowned. In· the galleries of priocea, crowds 
shall gather round the effigy of a Venus or a Saini, and 
a whisper shall break forth, ' It is Viola Pisani !' Ab! 
Viola, l adore thee: tell me that I do not wonhip in 
Tain." 

"Thou ari good and fair," said Viola, gazing on her 
lover as he pressed nearer to her, and clasped her hand 
in his. "But what should I give thee in return 1" 

" Love-love-only love !" · 
" A sister's love 1" 
" Ah ! speak not with such cruel coldne11 !" 
" Ii is all I have for thee. Listen to me, signor: when 

I look on yow face, when I hear your voice, a certain 
serene and tranquil calm creeps over and lulls thought.a-­
oh ! how feverish. how wild ! Wheo thou art gone, the 
day seems a shade more dark ; but the shadow soon 
ties. I mias thee not, I think not or thee ; no, I love 
thee not ; and I will give myself only where I love." 

" Butl woold teach thee to love me: rear it not. Nay, 
euch love as thou now deacribeat, in 0111' tranquil climates 
is the love or innocence and youth." 

" Of iooocence !"said Viola. " Ia it ao 1 Perhape-" 
abe paaaed, and adde.l with RD eiron, " Foreigner ! and 
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wouldst thou wed the orphan t Ah ! tAou at leut art 
generous. It is not the innocence thou wouldst de· 
atroy !" 

Glyndon drew back, conscience-stricken. 
" No, it may not be !" she said, rising, but not con­

scious of the thoughts, half of shame, half suspicion, tha& 
passed through the mind of her lover. "Leave me, and 
forget me. You do noi undenttand, you could not com­
prehend, the nature of her whom fOU think to love. 
From my childhood upward I have felt as if I were 
marked out for aome strange and preternatural doom­
u if I were singled from my kind. Thia feeling (and 
oh ! at times it is one of delirioua and vague delight, at 
others of the darkest gloom} deeP.ens within me day by 
day. · It is like the shadow of tw1li1ht, spreading alowly 
and solemnly around. My hour approaches: a litUe 
while, and it will be night !" 

As she spoke, Glyndon listened with visible emotion 
and perturbation. ~· Viola!" be exclaimed, as she ceas­
ed, .. your words more than ever enchain me to 1ou. A• 
you feel, I feel. I too have been ever haunted with a chill 
and unearthly foreboding. Amid the crowds of men I 
laave felt alone. In all my pleasures, my toils, my 
purauita, a warning voice has murmured In my ear, 
'Time baa a darlL mystery in etore for thy manhood.' 
When you spoke, it was as the voice of my own 80Ul !" 
1 Viola gazed upon him in wonder and fear. Her coun· 
tenance was as white as marble; and those features, so 
divine in their rare symmetry, might have sened the 
Greek with a study for the Pythoness, when from the 
mystic cavern and the bubbling spring she first bears the 
voice of the inspiring god. Gradually the rigour and 
tension of that wonderful face relaxed, the colour return­
ed, the rulse beat, the heart animated the frame. 

" Tel me," she said, turning partially aside," tell me, 
have you seen-do you know-a stranrer in this city­
one of whom wild stories are aftoat 1" 

"You speak of Zanoni ! I have seen him-1 know 
him-and you l Ah! he too would be my rival ! he 
too would bear thee from me !" 

"You err," said Viola, hastily, and with a deep U,h; 
" he pleads for you : he informed me -of your love ; be 
besought me not-not to reject it." 

" Strange bei'!f ! incomprehenable enipaa ! Why did 
you name him t 
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"Why! ah! I would h&Ye asked whether, when yo11 
Im AW him. the foreboding, the ioninct of Which you 
apolte, came on you more learloUy, more intelligibly 
than before ; wbedier yon Celt at once repelled Crom him, 
yet attracted towards him; whether you Celt" (and the 
actreea spoke with hurried animation) " that with BUI 
was connec&ed the eecret or your life 1" 

" All tbia I Celt." answered Glyndon, in a trembling 
Yoice, .. the first time I waa in bis presence. Though 
all around me was gay-music amid lamp-lit trees, light 
eo.nnne near, and -heaven without a cloud above-my 
knees knocked together, my hair bristled, and my blood 
eunlled like ice. Since then be baa divided my thooghia 
with thee." 

" No more, no more!" aaid Viola, in a stifled tone; 
" there mut be the band or late in this. I can speak to 
7ou no more now. Farewell!" She sprung past him 
mto the house, and closed the door. Glyndon did not 
f'ollow her, nor, &tl'8Jlle as it may seem, was he eo in­
clined. The thought and recollection. or that moonlit 
hour in the prdeoa, or the strange address of Zanoni, 
f'roze up all human passion. Viola hersell, if nbt forgot­
ten, shrunk back like a ah_.iow into the recesses or bis 
breast. He shivered aa he etepped into the aunlight, and 
muaingl7 retraced hie a&epe into the more poJ>8'oua parts 
of UW liveliest ot Italian cities, · 
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CH.APTER J, 

" But that which eepeciall:r diatinruiahee the brotherhood ia their 
manellou1 knowledge of all the reaourcea o( medical art. Tb•J 
workuot by cbarma, but by aimpln."-MS. -..toftluoripa Md 
-*"" ofllN uwR~,., J. v .. D--. 

AT this time it chanced that Viola had the opportuni­
ty to retum the kindnesa shown to her by the friendly 
musician, whose house had received and sheltered her 
when first left an orphan on the world. Old Bernardi 
had brought up three sons to the same profesaion u 
himself, and they bad lately left Naples to seek their 
fortunes in the wealthier cities of northern Europe, 
where the musical market was less overstocked. There 
was only leCC to glad the household of his aged wife and 
himself, a lively, prattling, dark-eyed girl of some eight 
years old, the child of bis second son, w boae mother had 
died in giyjgg ber birth. It so happened that, about a 
month p~ to the.«D.te on which ou: story has now 
entered, a paralytic ~ion bad disabled Bernardi from 
the duties of bis calling. He had been always a social, 
llarmleas, improvident, generous fellow, living on his 
pine from day to day, as if the day of sickneea and old 
age never was to arrive. Though he received a small 
allowance for bis past se"ices, it ill aufticed . for his 
wants ; neither was he free from debt. Poverty stood 
at bis hearth, when Viola's grateful smile and open hand 
came to chase the grim fiend away. But it ia not enough 
to a hea'n truly kind to send and give; more charitable 
is it to visit.and console. " Forget not thy father'• 
friend." So almost daily went \he Might idol of Na· 
plea to the house of Bemardi. SUddenly a heavier af· 
iliction than even ~verty or the palsy befell the old mu­
sician. His grandchild-his littfe Beatrice fell ill, sud­
denly and dangerously ill, of one of those rapid fever1 
common to the South; and Viola was summoned from 
her atrange and fearful reveries of love or Caney to the 
aielt-bed of the young .auff'erer. 

The child wu exceedio,iy fond of Viola, and the old 
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~ lhought that her mere presence would bring heal­
lDI; but when Viola arrived Beatrice wu insensible. 
Fortunately, there was no performance that eveniug at 
San Carlo, and she resolved to stay the night, and par­
take its fearful carea and dangerous 'Vigil. 

But during lhe night the child grew worse, the physi­
cian (the leech-craf\ bas never been very skilful at Na­
ples) shook his powdered head, kept his aromatics at hia 
nostrils, administered his palliatives, and departed. Old 
Bernardi seated himself at the bedside in stem silence: 
here wu the last tie that bound him to life. Well, let 
the aacbor break, and the battered ship go dowu ! It 
was an il'Oll resolve, more fearful than sorrow. An old 
man with one foot in the grave, watching by the couch 
of a dying child, is one of the most awful spectacles in 
human calamities. The wife wu more active, more 
bustling, more hopeful, and more tearful. Viol2' took 
heed of all three. But towards dawn, Beatrice's state 
became ao obviously alarming, that Viola herself began 
to despair. At this time she saw the old woman sud­
denly rise from before the image of the saint at which 
ehe had been kneeling, wrap herself in her cloak and 
hood, and quietly quit the chamber. Viola atole after her. 

" It is cold for thee, good mother, to brave the air; let 
me go for the physician !" 

"Child, I am not going to him. I have heard of one 
in tile city who bas been tender to the poor, and who, 
they say, bas cured the sick when physicians failed. I 
will go and say to him,' Signor, we are beggars in all 
else, but yesterday we were rich in love. We Jre at lhe 
close of life, but we lived in our grandchild's childhood • . 
Give us back our wealth-give us back our youth. . Let 
WI die blessing God that the thing we love surrivea us.'" 

She was gone. Why did thy heart beat, Viola 1 The 
infant's sharp cry of pain called her back to the couch ; 
and there still sat the old mao, unconacioua of hia wife'• 
movements, uot etiqing, hil ere• glazing fut as they 
watched the agonies of that alight frame. By degrees 
~ wail of pain died into a slight moan; the conYulaioDll 
pew feebler, but more frequent ; the glow of fever faded 
mto the blue, pa.le tinge that setllee into the last blood­
less marble. 

The daylight came broader and clearer through the 
casement-atepa were heard on the ataire-ibe old 
woman eaQll9Cl u.tily-410 raahed to the ~ a 
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glance on the patient : " She lives yet, signor-ahe 
Ii.es!" 

Viola raised her eyes-the child's head was pillowed 
on her bosom-and she beheld Zanoni. He smiled on 
her with a tender and soft approval, and took the infant 
from her arms. Yet even then, as she saw him bending 
aile11tly over that pale face, a superstitious fear mingled 
with her hopes. "Was it by lawful, by holy art that-" 
her self-questioning ceased abruptly ; . for his dark eye 
turned to her as if he read her soul : and his aspect ac­
cused her conscience for its suspicion, for it apoke re­
proach not unmingled with disdain. 

" Be comforted," be said, gently taming to the old 
man ; " the danger is not beyond the reach of human 
skill ;" and, taking from his bosom a small crystal vase, 
he mingled a few drops with water. No sooner did this 
medicine moisten the infant's lips, than it seemed to 
produce an astonishing eff'ect. The colour revived 
rapidly to the Jips and cheeks ; in a few moments the 
sufferer slept calmly, and with the regular breathing of 
painleu sleep. And then the old man rose, rigidly, aa 
.a corpse might rise-looked down-listened, and, creep­
ing gently away, stole to the comer of the room, aDd 
wept, and thanked Heaven! 

Now old Bernardi had been hitherto but a cold be­
liever ; sorrow had never before led him alot\ from 
earth. Old aa he was, he had never before thought aa 
the old should think of death ; that endangered life of the 
young had wakened up the carele11s soul of age. Za­
noni whispered to the wife, and she drew the old man 
quietly from the room. · 

" Dost thou fear to leave me an hour with thy charge. 
Viola 1 'rhinkest thou still that thia knowled1e is of 
the Fiend 1" · 

" Ah," said Viola, humbled and 1et rejoiced, " forgive 
me, forgive me, aignor. 'fhou biddeat the young Jive 
and the old pray. My taou1hts never llhall wron1 thee 
more!" 

Before the aun rose Beatrice waa out or clanger ; at 
noon Zanoni eacaped from the bleuinga of the aged 
pair, and aa be clm1ed the door or the houae ho found 
Viola awaiting him without .. 

She atood before him timidly, her hands aroased 
meekly on her besom, her downcast eye• awimminc 
with tears. 
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" Do not let me be the only one you leave unhappy t" 
"And what. cure can the herbs and anodr.nes effect 

for thee 1 If thou Canst 80 readily believe Ill Of those 
who have aided and yet would serve thee, thy disease ia 
or the bean; and-nay, weep not! nurse of the sick 
and comforter of the sad, I should rather approve than 
chide thee. Fo~ve thee! Life, that ever need8 for­
giveness, has for its first duty to forgive." 

" No, do not forgive me yet. I do not deserve a par­
don ; for even now, while I feel how ungrateful I was to 
believe-suspect aught injurious and false to my pre­
se"er, my tears ftow Crom happioe88, not remorse. 
Ob!" she continued, with a simple fervour, unconscious, 
in her innocence aod her generous emotions, or all the 
secrets she betray(\(), "thou koowest not how bitter it 
was to believe thee not more good, more pure, more aa.­
cred than all the world. .And when I saw thee-the 
wealthy, the noble, the sought of all-coming frorq thy 

, palace to minister to the sufferings of the hovel; when 
l beard those blessings of the poor breathed upon thy 
parting footsteps, I felt my very self exalted-good in 
thy goOdnes-noble at least in those thoughts that did 
not wrong thee." 

" And thinkest thou, Viola, that in a mere act of sci­
ence there is so much l'irtue 1 The commonest leech 
will tend the sick for bis fee. .Are prayers and blessings 
a less rewa ·d than gold 1" 

".And mine, then, are not wortble88 ! thou wilt accept 
ofmine1" · · 

" .Ah, Viola!" exclaimed Zaooni, with a sudden paa­
aion, that covered · her face with blushes, "thou only, 
methinks, on all the earth, hast the power to wound or 
to delight me !" He checked himself, and his face be­
came grave and sad. " .And this," he added, in an alter­
ed tone, " because, if thou wouldst heed my councils, 
methinks I could guide a guileless heart to a happy fate." 

"Thy councils! I will obey them all. Mould me to 
what thou wilt. In thine absence I am as a child that 
fears every shadow in the dark ; in thy prei;,ence my 
aoul exparids, and the whole world seems calm with a 
celestial noonday. Do not deny to me that presence. 
J am fatherless, and ignorant, and alone !" . 

Zanoni uerted bis face, and af\er a moment's ailence 
replied calmly, 

"Be- it so. Sister, I wi 1 visit thee again I" 
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CHAPTER JI. 

" Oh, ee eempre tranqaille 
Flllll!rlelucivagbe! 
• * • * • 
Onde i fioretti e l'erbe 
Si fan vaghe e •'!J:!!:J 
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Wao so happy as Viola now ! A dark load was lifted 
from her heart ; her step seemed to tread on air ; she 
would have sung for very delight as she went gayly 
home. It is such happiness to the pure to love-but oh, 
eucb more than happineaa to believe. in the worth of the 
One beloved. Between them there might be human ob­
etacles-wealth, rank, man's little world. But there 
was no longer that dark JUlf which the imagination re­
ceils to dwell on, and wh1eh separates forever soul from 
soot He did not love her in return. Love her ! But 
did she ask for love ! Did she herself love! No ; or 
she would never have been at once 80 humble and so 
bold. How merrily the ocean murmured in her ear; 
bow radiant an a8pect the commonest paaser-by seemed 
to wear! She gained her home ; she looked upon the 
tree, glancing, with fantastic tiranches, in the sun. 
"Yes, brother mine!" she said, laughing in her joy, . 
"like thee, I AafH struggled to the light !" 

She had never hitherto, like the more instructed 
daughters of the North, accustomed herself to that de­
licious Confessional, the transfusion of thought to wri­
ting. Now, suddenly, her heart Celt an impulse-a new­
born instinct. that bade it commune with itself; bade it 
diaentangle its web or golden fancies ; made her wish 
to look upon her inmost self as in a glass. Up sprung 
from the embrace of Love and Soul-the Eros and the 
Payche--tbeir beautiful oft'apring, Genius ! She blushed, 
she eighed, she trembled as she wrote. And from the 
fresh World that she bad built for herself, she was awa­
kened to prepare for the glittering stage. How dull be­
came the music, bOw dim the scene, 80 exquisite and ao 
bri1ht of old. St.a1e, thou art the Fairy LaQd io ihe 
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•iaion or the worldly. Fancy, whoee muaic is not heard 
by men, whose scenes shif\ not by mortal hand, as the 
Stage to the present world an thou to the Futnte and 
the Past! 

CHAPTER Ill. 

" A te le loci ml• 
V olao, a ll&elie, clw eerri ed eprl 'l die." 

T ""°• Cazone x•. 

Tas next day, at noon, Zanoni visited Viola : and the 
next day, and the next, and apin the next; days that 
.to her seemed like a special time set apan from the rest 
of life. And yet he never spoke to her in the language 
of ftattery, and almost of adoration, to which she bad 
been accustomed. Perhaps his very eoldneu, so gentle 
as it was, assisted to this mysterious charm. He talked 
to her much of her past life, and she was scarcely sur­
prised (she now never thought of terror) to perceive how 
much of that past seemed known to him. 

He made her speak to him of her father; be made her 
recall some of the airs of Pisani's wild music, and those 
airs seemed to charm and lull him into revery . 

.. As music to him," said he, .. mar science be to the 
wise. Your father looked abroad m the world. All 
was discord to the ftne sympathies that he felt with the 
harmonies that daily and nightly ftoat to the throne of 
Heaven. Life, with its noisy ambition and its mean 
passions, is so poor and base ! Out of his soul he cre­
ated the life .and the world for which hie soul was fitted. 
Viola, thou an the daughter of that life, and will be the 
denizen of that world." 

Jn hie earlier visits he did not speak of Glyndon. The 
day soon came on wbieh be renewed the subject. And 
so great, trustful, obedient, and entire was the allegiance 
that Viola now owned to hia dominion, that, unwelcome 
as that subject waa, she restrained her bean, and listen­
ed to him in silence I 
· At last he said, " Thou hast promised thou wilt Obey 
my counsels; and if, Viola, I should qsk thee-nay, ad­
jure, to accept this stranger's hand and share Ilia fate, 
should ht of"er to thee such a lot, wouldat thou nstuae !" 
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And then she pressed back the tean that gushed to 
her eyes ; and With a strange pleaaure in the midst of 
pain-the pleasure of one who sacrifices heart itself to. 
the one who commands that heart, she answered, fal• 
teringly," If thou canst ordain it, why-" 

"Speak on." 
" Dispose of me as thou wilt!" 
Zanoni stood in silence for some moments ; he sa\10' 

the strug~le the girl th.ought she concealed so well ; he 
made an mvoiuntary movement towards her, and press­
ed her hand to his lips; it was the first time he bad ever 
departed even so far from a certain austerity, which 
perhaps made .her fear him and her own ihoughts the 
less. 

"Viola," said he, and his voice trembled," the danger 
that I can avert no more, if thou linger still in Naples, 
comes hourly near and near to thee-! On the third day 
from this thy fate must be decided. I accept thy prom­
~se. Before the last hour of that day, come what mar., 
I shall see thee again, here, at lhine own house. Till 
then, farewell !" 

CHAPTER IV. 

" Between two world1t life hOTera like a atar, 
'Twixt oi1ht and mom." 

BYROlf. 

W au Glyndon left Viola, as . recorded in ,the concla-
. ding chapter of the second division of this work, he was 
absorbed again in those mystiClll desires and conjec­
tures which the haunting recollection of Zanoni always 
served io create. And as he wandered through the 
streets, he was scarcely conscious of his owil. move. 
ments till, in the mechanism of custom, he found him­
-self in the midst of one of the noble collections of pic­
tures which form the ooast of those Italian cities whose 
glory is in the past. Hither he had been wont, almost 
daily, to repair, for the gallery contained some of the 
finest specimens of a master especially the object of his I 
enthusiasm and study. Here, before the works of Sal- V 
vator, he had often paused in 'deep and earnest revet• 
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eoce. The striking characteristic of that artist is the 
Vigour of Will; void of the elevated idea of abstracl 
beauty, which furnishes a model and archetype to the 
genius of more illustrious order, the singular energy of 
the man hews out of the rock a dignity or his own. 
His images have the majesty, not of the god, but the 
savage ; utterly free, like the &0blimer BChools, from the 
commonplace of imitation-apart, with them, from the 
conventional littleness of the Real-he grasps the im- · 
agination, and compels it to follow him, not to the heav­
en, but through all that is most wild and fantastic upon 
earth; a sorcery, not or the starry magian, but of the 
gloomy wizard-a man or romance, whose heart beat 
strongly, griping art with a hand of iron, and forcing it 
to idealize the scenes of his actual' life. Before this 
powerful Will, Glyndon drew back, more awed and ad­
miring than before the calmer beauty which rose from 
the soul of Ralfa~le, l.ike Venus from the deep. And 
now, as, a.waking from his revery, he stood opposite to 
that wild abd magni6cent gloom of Nature which frown­
ed on him from the canvass, the very leaves on those 
gnomelike, distorted trees seemed to rustle sibylline se­
crets in his ear. Those rugged and sombre Apennines, 
the cataract that dashed between, suited, more than the 
actual scenes would have done, the mood and temper of 
his mind. The stern, uncouth forms at rest on the crags 
below, and dwarfed by the giant size of the Matter that 
reigned around them, impressed him with the might of 
Nature and the littleness of Man. As in the genius of 
the more spiritual cast, the living man, and tho soul that 
lives in him, are studiously made the prominent image, 
.and the me~e accessories of scene kept down, and cast 
back, as if to show that the exile from paradise is yet 
the monarch of the outward world, so in the landscapes 
or Salvator, the tree, the mountain, the waterfall be­
come the principal, and man himself dwindles to the ac­
cessory. · The Mauer seems to reign supreme, and its 
true lord to creep beneath its stupendous shadow. Mat­
ter giving interest to the human 6gure, not the figure to 
the matter. A terrible philOflophy in art ! 

While something of these thoughts passed through the 
mind .of the painter, he felt his arm touched, aad aaw 
Nicot by his side. 

"A ~at master," said Nicot, "but I do not love the 
school.• 
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"I do ndt loYe, but I am awed by it. We loYe the 
beautiful and serene, but we have a feeling as deep u 
love for the' terrible and dark." 

"True," said Nicot, thoughtfully. "And yet that feel­
ing is only a sqperstition. The nursery, with its tales of 
ghosts and goblins, is the cradle of many of our impres­
sions in the world. But art should not seek to pander 
to our ignorance ; art should represent only truths. I 
confess that Ralf~le himself pleases me less because I 
bave no sympathy with his subjects. His saints and 
'Yirgins are to me only men and women." 

"And fro1u what source should pajnting then take its 
themes!" 

" From History, without doubt," returned Nicot, prag­
matically; "those great Roman actions which inspil"Q 
men with sentiments of liberty and valour, with the vit.:. 
tues of a republic. I wish the cartoons of Ralf~le bad 
illustrated the story of the Horatii; but it remains for 
France and her Republic to give to posterity the new and 
the true school, which could never have arisen in a 
eouot}y of priestcraft and delusion." 

"And the saints and virgins of Ralfa~le are to you 
only men and women1" repealed Glyndon, going back 
to Nicot's candid confession in amaze, and scarcely 
hearing the deductions the Frenchman drew from his 
proposition. 

" Assuredly. Ha, ha!" and Nicot laughed hideously; 
"do·you ask me to believe in the calendar, or what 1" 

" But the Ideal l" 
"The ideal!" interrupted Nicot. " Stuff! The ltal­

ian critics and your English Reynolds have turned your 
bead. They are so fond of their ' gusto grande,' and 
their 'ideal beauty that speaks to the soul !'-soul! 11 

there a soul1 l understand a man when he talks of 
composing for a relined taste-for an educated and in­
telligent reason-for a sense that comprehends truths. 
But as for the soul-bah! we are but modifications of 
matter, and painting is modification of matter also." 

Glyndon turned his eyes from the picture before him 
to Nicol, and Crom Nicot to the picture. 'fhe dogmatist 
gave a voice to the thoughts which the sight of the pic­
ture had awakened. He shook his head without reply. 

"Tell me," said Nicot, abruptly," that impostor-Za.­
noni 1 oh! I bave now learned his name and quackeries, 
forsooth-what did he say to thee of me 1" 
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II or thee! Nothing' but to warn me ilgainst thy 
doctrines." 

"Aha! was that nll 1" said Nicot. "He is a notable 
inYentor, and since, when we met last, I unmasked his 
delusions, l thought he might retaliate by some tale of 
alander." 

., Unmaaked hia delusions! How 1" 
'' A dull and long story : he wished to teach an old 

doting friend of mine his secrets of prolonged life and 
philosophical alchymy. I advise thee to renounce so 
discreditable an acquaintance.'' With that Nicot nodded 
1ignificantly, and, not wishing to be farther questioned, 
went his way. 

Glyndon's mind at that moment had escaped to his 
art, and the comments and presence of Nie~ had been 
no welcome interruption. He turned from the landacape 
of Salvator, and his eye falling on a Nativity by Correg. 
gio, the contrast between the two ranks of genius struck 
him as a discovery. 'fhat exquisite repose-that ~r­
fect senae of beauty-that strength without eft'ort-that 
breathing moral of high art, which apeaks to the mind 
through the eye, and raises the thoughts, by the aid of 
iendemess and love, to the regions of awe and wonder 
-ay ! that was the true school. He quitted the gallery 
witl) reluctant steps and inspired ideas : he sought his 
own home. Here, pleased not to find the sober Mer-
•ale, he leaned his face on his hands, and endeavoured · 1 

to recall the words of Zanoni in their last meeling. 
Yes, he felt ~licot's talk even on art was crime; it de- I 

based the imagination itaelf to mechanism. Could he, 
who saw nothing in the soul but a combination of mai. 
ter, prate of sehools that should excel a Ralfallle 1 Yes, 
art was magic ; and as he owned the truth of the apho-
rism, he could comprehend that in magic there may be 
religion, for religion is an essential to art. His old 
ambition, freeing itself from the frigid prudence with 
which Mervale sought to desecrate all images less sub-
stantial tha1) the golden calf of the world, revived, and 
stirred, and kindled. The subtle detection of what he 
conceived to be an error in the school be had hitherto 
adopted, made more manifest to him by the grinning 
commentary of Nicot, seemed to open to him a new 
world of invention. He seized the happy moment ; he 
placed before him the colours and the canvass. Lost in 
ma coneeptions of a fresh ideal, his mind was lifted alon 
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Imo the airy realms of beauty; dark thoughts, unhal­
lowed desires vanished. Zanoni was right : the mate­
rial world shrunk from his gaze; he viewed nature as 
Crom a mountain-top afar; and as the waves of his un­
quiet heart became calm and still, again the angel eyes 
of Viola beamed on them as a holy star. 

Locking himself in his chamber, he refused even the 
visits of Mervale. Intoxicated with the pure air of his 
fresh existence, he remained for three days, and almost 
nights, absorbed in his employment; but on the founh 
morning came that reaction to which all labour is ex­
posed. He woke listless and fatigued ; and, as he cast 
his eyes on the canvass, the glory seemed to have gone 
from it. Humiliating recollections of the great mai;ters 
he aspired to rival forced themslllves upon him ; defects 
before unseen magnified themselves to deformities in 
his languid and discontented eyes. He touched and re­
touched, but his hand failed him ; he threw down his in­
stn1ments in despair; he opened his casement; the day 
without was bright and lovely ; the street was crowded 
with that life which is ever so joyous and amuent in the 
animated population of Naples. He saw the lover as he 
passed conversing with his mistress, by those mute ges­
tures which have survived all changes of languages, the 
same now as when the Etruscan painted yon vases in 
the Museo Borbonico. Life from without beckoned his 
youth to its mirth and its pleasures; and the dull walls 
within, lately large enough to comprise heaven and 
earth, seemed now cabined and confined as a felon's 
prison. He welcomed the step of Mervale at his thresh­
old, and unbarred the door. 

"And is that all you have done l" said.Mervale, glan­
cing disdainfully at the canvass. "Js it for this that you 
have shut yourself out from the sunny days and moon­
lit nights of Naples 1" 

" While the fit was on me, I basked in a brighter sun, 
and imbibed the voluptuous luxury of a softer moon." 

"You own that the fit is over. Well, that is some 
sign of returning sense. After all, it ill better to dadb 
canvass for three days than make a fool of yourself for 
life. This little siren l" 

"Be dumb! I hate to hear you name her." 
Mervale drew bis chair nearer to Glyndon's, thrust 

his hands deep in his breeches pockets, stretched his 
legs, and was about to begin a serious strain of expos-

L 2 I 
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tuluion, when a knock waa beard at the door, and Ni­
cot, without waiting for leave, thrust in his ugly head. 

••Good.day, mon chcr confrere. I wished to speak to 
you. Hein! you have been at work, I see. Th1!1 is 
well-v.ery well! A bold outline ; great freedom in that 
right hand. But hold ! is the composition good 1 You 
have not got the great pyramidal form. Don't you 
think, too, that you have lost the advantage of contrasi 
in this figure 1 since the right leg is put forward, surely 
the right arm should be put back! Peste ! but that little 
finger is very fine l" 

Mervale detested Nioot; for all speculators, Utopians, 
alterers of the world, and wanderera from the high road, 
were equally hateful to him; but he could have hugged 
the Frenchman at that .moment. He saw in Glyndon's 
expressive countenance all the weariness and disgust he 
endured. After so rapt a study, to be prated to about 
pr,ramidal forms, and right arms, and right legs-the ac­
cidence of the art-the whole conception to be over­
looked, and the criticism lo end in approval of the little 
finger! 

"Oh," said Glyndon, peevishly throwing the.cloth over 
his design, "enough of my poor performance, What is 
it you have to say to me 1" 

"In the first place," said Niaot, huddling himself to­
gether upon a stool, " in the first place, this Signor Za­
noni-tbis second Cagliostro..,.-who disputes my doc­
trines! (no doubt, a 1py of the man Capet). I am not vin­
dictiive; as Helvetius says, •our errors arise from our 
passions.' I keep mine in order 1 but it is virtuous to 
bate in the cause of mankind: I would I had the de­
no11ncing and the judging of Signor Zanoni at Paris." 
And Njcofs SJDall eyes ahot fire, and he gnashed his 
teeth. 

"Have you any new cause to hate him 1" 
" Yes," said Nicot, fiercely, " Yes; I hear he is cou~ 

Ing the girl I mean to marry," . 
"You! Whom do you speak of1" 
"The celebrated Pisani! She is divinely handsome, 

She would make my fortune in a republic. And a re. 
public we shaH have before the year 1s out !" 

Mervale rubbed his hands, ·and chuckled. Glyndon 
coloured with rage and shame. 

" Do you know the SigQQJ'Q. Pisani 1 ff ave )'OU ever 
spolum to bw 1" 
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"Not yet. But when I make up my mind to anything, 
it is soon done. I am about to return to Paris. 'rhey 
write me word that a handsome wife advances the career 
of a patriot. The age of prejudice is over. The subli­
mer virtues be&in to be understood. I shall take back 
the handsomest wife in Europe.I' 

"Be quiet ! What are you about 1" said Mervale, seiz.. 
ing Glyndon, as he saw him advance towards the French­
man, his eyes sparkling and bis hands clinched. 

" Sir!" said Glyndon, between bis teeth, " you know 
not of whom you thus speak. Do you affect to suppoee 
that Viola Pisani would accept you 1" 

"Not if .she could get a better oft"er," said Me"ale" 
looking up to the ceiling. 

"A better offer 1 You don't understand me," said Ni· 
cot. " I, Jean Nicot, propose to marry the girl-marry 
her! Others may make her more liberal offers, but no 
one, I apprehend, would make one so honourable. I 
alone have pity on her friendless situation. Besides, 
according to the dawning state of things, one will al­
ways, in France, be able to get rid of a wife whenever 
one wishes. We shall have new laws of divorce. Do 
you imagine that an Italian girl-and in no country in the 
world are maidens, it seems, more chaste (though wives 
may console themselves with virtues more philosophi· 
cal)-would refuse the hand of an artist for the settle­
ments of a prince' No; I think better of the Pisani thaa 
you do. I shall hasten to introduce myself to her." 

"I wish you all success, Monsieur Nicot," said Mer. 
vale, rising and shaking him heartily by the hand: 

Glyndon cast on them both ll disdainful glnnc'e. 
" Perhaps, Monsieur Nicot," he said, at length, con­

straining his lips into a bitter smile, "perhaps you may 
have rivals." • 

" So much the better,'' replied Monsieur Nicot, care­
lessly, kicking his heels together,and appearing absorbed 
in admiration at the size of his large feet. 

" I myself admire Viola Pisani." 
"Every painter must!" 
"I may offer her marriage as well as yourself." 
"That would be folly in you, though wisdom in me. 

You would not know bow to draw profit from the spec­
ulation! Cher confrere, you have prejudices." 

''You do not dare to say you would make prodt from 
)'Our own wife in 
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" The virtuous Cato lent his wile to a friend. I love 
virtue, and cannot do better than imitate Cato. But, to 
be serious, I do not rear you as a rival. You are good 
looking, and I am ugly ; but you are irresolute, and I 
decisive. While you are uttering fine phrases, I shall 
say, simply, 'I have a bon ~tat : will you marry me 1' 
So do your worst, cher confrere. Au revoir, behind the 
scenes!" 

So saying, Nicot -rose, stretched his long arms and 
short JegJ, yawned till he showed all his ragged teeth 
from ear to ear, pressed down his cap on his shaggy head 
with an air of defiance, and casting over his Jen shoulder 
a glance or triumph and malice at the indignant Glyndon, 
sauntered out of the room. 

Mervale burst into a violent fit of laughter. " See 
how your Viola is estimated by your friend. A line vic­
tory, to carry her off rrom the ugliest dog between LaP-
land and the Calmucks." · 

Glyndon was yet too indignant to answer, when a new 
visiter arrived. It was Zaooni himself. Mervale, on 
whom the appearance and aspect of this personage im­
posed a kind or reluctant deferenc;e, which he was un­
willing to acknowledge, and still more to betray, nodded 
to Glyndon, and saying simply, " More when l see you 
again," left the painter and his unexpected vh~iter. 

" I see,'' said Zanoni, lifting the cloth from the can­
vass, " that you have not slighted the advice I gave you. 
Courage, young artist, this is an escape rrom the schools; 
this is full of the bold self-coqlldence of real genius. 
You had no Nicot, no Mervale at.your elbow when this 
image of true beauty was conceived!" . 

Charmed back to his art by this unlooked-for praise, 
Glyndon replied, modestly, " I thought well of my de­
sign till this morntng, and then I was disenchanted of 
my happy persuasion." 

"Say, rather, that, unaccustomed to continued labour, 
you were fatigued with your employment." 

" That is true. Shall I confess it 1 I began to miss · 
the world without. It seemed to me as if, while I lav­
ished my heart and my youth upon visions of beauty; I 
was losing the beautiful realities of actual life. And I 
envied the merry fisherman, singing as he passed below 
my casement, and the lover conversing with his mis­
uess." 

" And," said Zanoni,. with an encouraging smile, "do 
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you blame yourself for the natural and necessary retum 
to earth, in which even the most habilual visiter of the 
Heavens of Invention seeks his relaxation and repose. 
Man's genius is a bird lhat cannot be always on the 
wing; when the craving for the actual world is felt, it 
is a hunger that must be appeased. They who command 
best the ideal, enjoy ever most the real. See the true 
artist, when abroad in men's thoroughfares, ever observ- '-"""' 
ant, ever diving into the heart, ever alive to the least aa 
to the greatest of the complicated truths of existence­
descending to what pedants would call the trivial and 
the frivolous. From every mesh in the social web he 
CJD disentangle a grace. And for him each airy gosaa-
mer Boats jn the gold of the sunlight. Know you not 
that around the. animalcule that sports in the water 
there shines a halo, as around the star• that revolves in 
bright pastime through the space 1 True art finds beau-
ty everywhere. In the street, in the market-place, in 
the hovel, it gathers food for the hive of its thoughts. 
In the mire of politics, Dante and Milton selected pearls 
for the wreath of aonr. Who ever told you that Raffa. 
6le did not eujoy the life without, carrying everywhere 
wi1h him the one inward idea of·beauty, which attracted 
and imbedded in its own amber every straw that the feet 
of the dull man trampled into mud 1 .As some lord of 
the forest wanders abroad for its prey, and scents and 
follows it over plain and hill, through brake and jungle, 
but, seizing it at last, bears the quarry to its unwitness-
ed cave, so Genius searches through wood and waste, 
untiringly and eagerly, every sense awake, every nerve 
~trained to speed and strength, for the scattered and fly. 
mg images of matter, that it seizes at last with its mighty 
talons, and bears away with it into soliludes no footstep 
can invade. Go, seek. the world without; it is for art 
the inexhaustible pasture-ground and harvest to the 
world within!" 

" You eomfort me," said Glyndon, brightenill$'· " I 
had imagined my weariness a proof of my deficiency I 
But not now would I speak to you of these labours. 
Pardon me if I pass from the toil to the reward. You 
have uttered dim prophecies of my future if I wed one 
who, in the judgment of the sober world, would only 

• The monu mica, found in the pu1'88t poolll, it encompeued with 
• halo. And thia it frequent amon1 many other a~ie1 of animal· 
cw.. ' 
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darken its prospects and obstruct its ambition. Do yoii 
speak from the wisdom which is experience, or that 
which aspires to prediction 1" 

.. Are tbey not allied 1 Is it not he best accustomed 
to calculation who can solve at a glance any new prob­
lem in the arithmetic of chances 1" 

"You evade my question." 
" No; but I will adapt my answer the better to your 

comprehension, for it is upon this very point that I sought 
you. Listen to roe!" Zanoni fixed his eyes earnesily 
on his listener, and continued. " For the accomplish­
ment of whatever is great and lofty, the clear percep-

f1' tion of truths is the first requisite-truths adapted to the 
object desired. 'fhe warrior thus reduces the chances 
of battle to combinations almost of mathematics. He 
can predict a result ir he can but depend upon the ma­
terials he is forced to employ. - At such a loss he can 
cross that bridge; in such a time he can reduce that fort. 
Still more accurately, for he depends less on material 
causes than ideas at his command, can the commander 
of the purer science or diviner art, if he once perceive 
the truths that are in him and around, foretell what he 
can achieve, and in what he is condemned to fail. But 
this perception of truths is disturbed by many causes : 
vanity, passion, fear, indolence in himself, ignorance of 
the titting moans without to accomplish what he designs. 
He may miscalculate his own forces; he may have no 
chart of the country he would invade. It is only in a 
peculiar ,iate of the mind that it is capable of perceiving 
truth, and that state is profound serenity. Your mind 
is fevered by a desire for truth; you would compel it to 
your embraces; you would ask me to impart to you, 
without ordeal or preparation, the grandest secrets that 
exist in nature. But truth can no more.. be seen by the 
mind unprepared for it, than the sun can dawn upon the 
midst of night. Such a mind receives truth only to pol­
lute it; to use the simile of one who has wandered near 
to the secret of the sublime Goetia (or the magic that 
lies within nature, as electricity within the cloud),' He 
who pours water into ~he muddy well does but disturb 
the mud.' "• -

••What do you tend to 1" 
" Thia: that you have faculties that may attain to aur-

I. • Iamb., ct. Vit. Pyth11. 
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passing power ; that may rank you among those en· 
chanters who, greater than the magian, leave behind 
them an enduring inftuence, worshipped wherever beau. 
ty is comprehended, wherever the soul is sensible of a 
higher world than that in which matter sLrUgglea for 
crude and incomplete existence. 

"But to make available those faculties, need I be a 
prophet to tell you that you must learn to concentre 
upon great objects all your desires. The heart must 
rest, that the mind may be active. .At present, you 
wander from aim to aim. As the ballast to the ship, so 
to the spirit are Faith and Love. With your whole 
heart, affections, humanity, centred in one object, your 
mind and aspirations will become equally steadfast and 
in earnest. Viola is a child as yet; you do not perceive 
the high nature the trials of life will develop. Paidon 
me if I say that her soul, purer and loftier than. your 
own, will bear it upward, as a sacred hymn carries aloft 
the spirits of the world. Your nature wants the barmo. 
ny, the music which, as the Pythagoreans wisely taught, 
at once elevates and sooths. I oJl"er you that music in 
her love." 

" But am I sure that she does love me 1" 
"Artist, no; she loves you not at present; her all'ec. 

tions are full of another. But if 1 could transfer to you, 
as the loadstone transfers its attraction to the magnet, 
the love that she has now for me ; if I could cause her 
to see in you the ideal of her dreams-" 

" Is such a gift in the power of man 1'' 
"I offer it to you, if your love be lawful, if-your faith 

in virtue and yourself be deep and loyal; if not, think 
you I would !lisenchant her with truth to make her 
adore a falsehood 1" 

" But if," persisted Glyndon," if she be all that you 
tell me, al\d if she love you, bow can you rob yourself 
of so priceless a treasure l" 

" Oh, shallow and mean heart of man!" exclaimed 
Zanoni, with unaccustomed passion and vehemence, 
••dost thou conceive so little of love as not to know that 
it sacrifices all-love itself-for the happiness of the 
thing it loves 1 Hear me !" And Zaooni's face grew 
pale. " Hear me ! I press this upon you, because I love 
her, and because I fear that with me her fate will be less 
fair .than with yourself. Why-ask not, for I will not 
tell you. Enough! Time presses now for your an· 
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ewer; it cannot long be delayed. ' Before the night of 
the third day from this, all choice will be forbid you !" 

"But," said Glyndon, still doubting and suspicious, 
"but why this has\e 1" 

" Man, you are not worthy of her when you ask me. 
All I can tell you h<:re, you should have known your­
self. This rafisher, this man of will, this son of the old 
Visconti, unlike you-steadfast, resolute, earnest e9en 
in his crimes-ne9er relinquishes an object. But one 
passion controls his lust : it'is his avarice. The day after 
his attempt on Viola, hl.s uncle, the Cardinal --, from 
whom he has large expectations of land and gold, sent 
for him, and. forbade him, on pain of forfeiting all the 
possessions which . his schemes already had parcelled 
out, to pursue with dishonourable designs one whom the 
cardinal had heeded and lo,ed from childhood. This is 
the cause of his present pause from his pursuit. While 

' we speak the cause expires. Before the hand of the 
clock reaches the hour of noon, the Cardinal -- will 
be no more. At this very moment, thy friend, Jean 
Nicot, is with the Prince di -·-." 

!• He ! Wherefore t" 
"To ask what dower shaH go with Viola Pisani the 

morning that she leaves the palace of the prince." 
"And how do you know all this!" 
" Fool! I tell thee again, because a lover is a watcher 

by night and by day; because love never sleeps when 
danger menaces the beloved one !" 

"And you it waa that informed the Cardinal --!" 
" Yes; and what hss been my task might as easily 

have been thine. Speak : thine answer!" 
· "You shall have it on the third day from this." 

."Be it so. Put off, poor waverer, thy happiness to 
the last hour. On the third day from this I will ask 
thee thy resolve." · · 

"And where shall we meet!" 
· "Before midnight, where you may least expect me. 

You cannot shun me, though you may seek to do so!" 
"Stay one moment! You condemn me as. doubt­

ful, irresolute, suspicious. Have I no cause 1 Can I 
yield without a struggle to t.he strange fascination you 
exert upon my mind t What interest can you have in 
me, a stranger, that you should thus dictate. to me the 
gra\•est action in the life of man~ Do you suppose that 
any one in his senses· would not pause, and deliberal~ 
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and ask himself, ' Why should this stranger care tint• 
. for me 1'" 

".And yet," said Zanoni, "if I told thee that I could 
initiate thee into the secrets of that magic which the phi­
losophy of the whole existing world *eats as a chimera 
or imposition ; if I promised to show thee how to com­
mand the beings of air and ocean; how to accumu~ate 
wealth more easily than a child can gather pebbles on 
the shore; to place in thy hands the essence of the herbs '-""'" 
which prolong life from age to age; the mystery of that 
attraction by which to awe all danger, and disann .all 
~olence, and subdue man as the serpent charms the 
b'i.rd: if I told thee that all these it was mine to posse8s 
and to communicate, thou wouldst listen to me then, and 
obey me without a doubt!" 

"It is true; and I can account for thifl only by the im­
perfect associations of my childhood-by traditions in 
our house of-" 

"Your forefather, who, in the revival of science, V 
aought the secrets of .Apollonius and Paracelsus." 

" What !" said Glyndon, amazed, "are you so well 
acquainted with the annals of an obscure lineage 1" 

"'ro the man who aspires to know, no man who has 
been the meanest student of knowledge should be un­
known. You ask me why I have shown this interest 
in your fate 1 There is one reason which I have not 
yet told you. There is a Fraternity to whose laws and 
whose mysteries the most inquisitive schoolmen are in v' 
the dark. By µiose laws, all are pledged to warn, to aid, 
and to guide even the remotest descendants of men who 
have toiled, though vainly, like your ancestor, in the 
mysteries of the Order. We are bound to advi11e them 
to their welfare; nay, more, if they command us to it, 
we must accept them as our pupils. I am a surviver of 
that most ancient and immemorial union. This it was 
that bound me to thee at the first ; this, perhaps, at­
tracted thyself unconsciously, Son of our Brotherhood, 
to me." 

" If this be so, I command thee, in the name of the 
laws thou obeyest, receive me as thy pupil!" 

" What do you ask 1" said Zanoni, passionately. 
"Learn first the conditions. No Neophyte must have, 
at his initiation, one alfection or desire that chains him V 
to the world. He must be pure from the love of woman, 
free from avarice and ambition, free from the dreams 
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eYen or art, or the hope or earthly fame. The first HO• 
rifice Lhou must make is-Viola herself. And for what 1 

/ For an ordeal Lhat the most daring courage only can en­
V counter, the most etilereal natures alone survive! Thou 

art uufit Cor the science that has made me and others 
what we are or have been; for Lhy whole nature is one 
fear!" 

" Fear,'' cried Glyndon, colouring with resentment, 
and rising ~ the full height or his stature. 

" Fear, and the worst fear: fear of ihe world's opinion; 
fear of the Nicota and the Mervales; fear of thine own 
impulses when most generous; fear of thine own powers 
when thy genius is most bold; fear that virtue is not 
eternal; fear that God does not live in heaven to keep 
watch on earth; fear, the fear of little men, and that fear 
is never known to the great." 

With these words Zanoni abruptly lell the artist-hum. 
bled, bewildered, and not convinced. He rcmainetl alone 
with bis thoughts till he was roused by the striking of 
the clock; he then suddenly remembered Zanoni's pre­
diction of the cardinal's death; and, seized with an in· 
tense desire to learn its.. truth, he hurried into the streets 
-he gained the cardinal's palace. Five minutes before 
noon his eminence had expired, aner an illness of less 
than au hour. Zanoni's visit had occupied more time 
than the illness of the cardinal. A wed and perplexed, 
be turned from _the palace, and as he walked through the 
Chiaja he saw Nicot emerge from Lhe portals of the 
Prince di --. 

. I 1 ~~ 

:: >~I 

CHAPTER V. 

"Col tuo1ume mi giro." 
Tueo, Canzone n. 

V &N1nl>.BL1: Brotherhood, so sacred and so liUle known, 
from whose secret and precious archives the materials 
for.this history have been drawn; ye who have retained, 
from century to century, all that time has spared of the 
august and venerable science, thanks to you if now, for 
the first time, some record of the thoughts and actions 
of no false and self-styled luminary of your Order are 
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glven, however imperfectly, to the world. Many have 
called themselves of your band; many spurious pretend­
ers have been so called by the learned ignorance which 
still, bamed and perplexed, is driven to confess that it 
knows nothing or your origin, your cere1uonies or doc-
trines, nor even if you still have local habitation on the .,. 
earth. Thanks to you if I, the only one of my country, 
in this age, admitted, with a profane footstep, into your 
mysterious Academe,• have been by you empowered and 
instructed to adapt to the comprehension oC the uninitia-
ted some few of the starry truths which shone on the 
great Shemaia of the Chaldean Lore, and gleamed dimly 
through the darkened knowledge of later disciples, la­
bouring, like Psellus and Iamblichus, to revive the em-
bers of the fire which burned in the Hamarim of the East. 
Though not to us of an aged and hoary world is vouch­
safed the NAME which, so say the earliest oracles of the L. 
earth, "rushes into the infinite worlds, a1eotµ11rt,> apo;aMy- tUW< 
>''•"t yet is it ours to trace the reviving truths, through ;ff',d 
each new discovery of the philosopher and chymist. 'rhe ~ • 
laws of Attraction, of Electricity, and of the yet more 0 
mysterious agency of that Great Principle of Life, which, 
if drawn from the Universe, would leave the Universe a 
Grave, were but the code in which the 'l'heurgy of old 
sought the guides that led it to a legislation and science 
of its own. •ro rebuild on words the fragments of thia 
history, it seems to me as if, in a solemn trance, I waa 
-Jed through the ruins of a city whose only remains were 
tombs. l<'rom the sarcophagus and the um I awake the 
Geoiust of the extinguished Torch, and so closely doea 
its shape resemble Eros, that at moments I scarcely 
know which of ye dictate to me-0 Love! 0 Death! 

And it stirred m the virgin's heart-this new, unfathom· 
able, and divine emotion! Was it only the ordinary aC· 
fection or tbe pulse and the fancy, of the eye to the 
Beautiful, of the ear to the Eloquent, or did it not justify 
the notion she herself conceived of it-that it was born 
not of the senses, that it was less of earthly and human 
love thari the etrect of some wondrous, but not unholy 
charm 1 I said that from that day in which, no longer 
with awe and trembling, she surrendered henelf to &he 

• Tiie reader will bne &be IOOCI- to remember that t.ble ia lli4 
by the author of the original &188., not bJ &be editor. 

t Excerpta Orac. Cbald. ap ProcL 
t The Greek Oelliu of Deatb. 
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' inftuenee ot Zanoni, she bad sought to put her thoughts 
into words. Let the thoughts attest their own nature. 

TH HLF·COlfrlBSIO!fAL. 

"Is it the Daylight that shines on me, or1he memory 
ot thy presence 1 Wherever I look, the world seems full 
ot thee ; in every ray that trembles on the water, that 
smiles upon the leaves, I behold but a likeness to thine 
eyes. What is this change, that alters not only myself, 
but the face of the whole universe! . • • . . • • 

How instantaneously leaped into life the power with 
which thou swayest my heart in its ebb and flow. Thou­
sands were around me, and I saw but thee. That was 
the Night on which I first entered upon the world which.. 
crowds life into a Drama, and has no language but mu­
sic. How strangely and how suddenly with thee be· 
came that world evermore connected ! What the delu­
sion of the stage was to others, thy presence was to me. 
My life, too, seemed to centre into those short hour&, 
and from thy lips I heard a music, mute to all ears but 
mine. I sit in the room where my father dwelt. Here, 
on that happy night, forgetting why tliey were so happy, 
I sbrunk into the shadow, aod sought to guess what thou 

. wert to me; and my mother's low voice woke me, and 
I crept to my father's side, clos~lose, from tear of my 
own thoughts. 

" .Ah ! sweet and sad was the morrow to that night, 
when thy lips warned me of the Futµre. An orphan 
now, what is there that lives for me to think of, to dream 
upon, to revere, but thee ! 

"How tenderly thou hast rebuked me for the grievous 
wrong that my thoughts did thee! Why should I have 
shuddered to feel thee glancing upon my thoughts like 
the beam on the solitary tree, to which thou didst once 
likeR me so well 1 It was-it was that, like the tree, I 
struggled for the light, and the light came. They tell 
me of love, and my very life of the stage breathes the 
language of love into my lips. No; again and again, I 
know that is not the love I feel for thee ! it is not a pas· 
sion, it is a thought ! I ask not to be loved again. I 
murmur not that thy words are stern and thy looks are 
cold. I ask not if I have rivals ; I sigh not to be fair in 
thine eyes. It is my lpirit that would blend itself with 
thine. 1 would give worlds, though we were apart, 
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though oceans rolled between us, to know the hour in 
which thy gaze was lifted to the stars-in which thy heart 
poured itself in prayer. They tell me thou art more 
beautiful than the marble images, that are fairer than all 
human forms ; but I have never dared to gaze steadfast­
ly on thy face, that memory might compare thee with 
the rest; Only thine eyes, and thy soft, calm smile haunt 
ine. As when I look upon the moon, all that passes into 
my heart is her silent light. · 

" Often, when the air is calm, I have thought that I 
hear the strains of my father's music; often, though 
long stilled in the grave, have they waked me from the 
dreams of the solemn night. Methinks, ere thou com­
est to me, that I hear them herald thy approach. Me­
thinks I hear them wail and moan when I sink back into 
myself on seeing thee depart. Thou art of that music­
its spirit, hs genius. My father must have guessed at 
thee and thy native regions, when the winds hushed to 
listen to his tones, and the world deemed him mad ! I 
hear, where I sit, the far murmur of the sea. Murmur 
on, ye blessed waters ! The waves are the pulse of the 
·shore. They beat with the gladness of the morning 
wind : so beats my heart in the freshness and light that 
make up the thoughts of thee! 

" Often in my childhood I have mused and asked for 
what I was born ; and my soul answered my heart, and 
nid, 'Thou wert born to worship!' Yes; I know wh:r. 
the real world has ever seemed to me so false and col • 
I know why the world of the stage charmed and dazzled 
me.' I know why it was so sweet to sit apart and gaze 
my whole being into the distant heavens. My nature is 
not formed for this life, happy t.hough it seem to others. 
It is its very want to have ever before it some image 
loftier than itself! Stranger, in what realm above, when 
the grave is past, shall my soul, hour afler hour, wor~ 
ship at ihe, same source as thine l 

.. 
" In the f ardens of my neighbour there is a small 

fountain. stood by it this morning after snririse. 
How it sprung up, with its eager spray, to the sun. 

tU 
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beams I And then I thought that I should see thee again 
this day, and so sprung my heart to the new monting 
which thou bringest me from the skies. . .. 
I Ao~ seen, I have liltenetl to thee again. How bold I 
have become! I ran on with my childlike thoughts and 
stories, my recollections or the past, as u I had known 
thee rrom an inrant. Suddenly the idea or my pre­
sumption struck me. I stopped, and timidly sought 
thine eyes. · 

" • Well, and when you found that the nightingale re­
. fased to sing !' 

"•Ah!' I said,' what to thee this history of the heart 
of a child t' 

'"Viola,' didst thou answer, with that voice, so inex­
pressibly calm and earnest! •Viola, the darkness of a 
child's heart is often but the shadow of a star. Speak 
on! And thy nightingale, when they caught and caged 
it, refused to sing !' 

"•And I placed the cage yonder, amid the vine-leaves, 
and took up my Jute, and spoke to it on the strings; for 
I thought that all music was its native language, and it 
would understand that I sought to comfort it.' 

"'Yes,' saidst thou. •And at last it answered thee, 
but not with song-in a sharp, brier cry; so mournful 
that thy bands let fall the lute, and the tears gushed 
from thine eyes. So, softly didst thou unbar the cage, 
and the nightingale tlew into yonder thicket; and thou 
beardst the foliage rustle, and looking through the moon­
light, thine eyes saw that it had found its mate. It sang 
to thee then from the boughs a long, loud, joyous jubi­
lee. And, musing, thou didst feel that it was not the 
vine-leaves or the moonlight that made the bird give · 
melody to night; and that the secret of its music was 
the presence or a thing beloved.' 

" How didst thou know my thoughts in that childlike 
time better than I knew myself! How is the humble 
life or my past years, with its mean events, so myste· 
riously ra{lliliar to thee, bright stranger! I wonder-but 
I do Jlot again dare to fear th~e !' 

" Once ihe thought of him oppressed and weighed me 
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down. As an infant that longs for the moon, my belna 
was one vague desire for something never to be attain­
ed. Now I feel rather as if to think of thee sufficed to 
remove every fetter from my spirit. I float in the still 
seas or light, and nothing seems too high for my wings, 
too glorious for my eyes. It was mine ignorance that 
made me fear thee. A knowledge that is not in books 
seems to breathe around thee as an atmosphere. How 
little have I read! bow little have I learned! Yet when 
thOu art by my side, it seems as if the veil were lined 
from all wisdom and all nature. I startle when I look 
even at the words I have written; they seem not to 
come from myself, but are the signs o( another language 
which thou h11st taught my heart, and which my hand 
traces rapidly, as at thy dictation. Sometimes, while I 
write or muse, I could fancy that I beard light wings 
hovering around me, and saw dim shapes of beauty float­
ing round, and vanishing as they smiled· upon me. No 
unquiet and fearful dream ever comes to me nO\V in 
sleep, yet sleep and waking are alike hut as one dream. 
In sleep, I wander with thee, not through the paths of 
earth, but through impalpable air-an air which seems 
a music-upward and upward, as the soul mounts on 
the tones of a lyre! Till I knew thee, I was as a slave 
to the earth. Thou hast given to me the liberty of the 
universe! Before, it was life; it seems to me now as if 
I had commenced eternity ! 

" Formerly, when I was to appear upon the stage, my 
heart beat more loudly. I trembled to encounter the 
.audience, whose breath gave shame or fame; and now 
I have no fear of them. I see them, heed them, bear 
them not! I know that there will be music in my voice, 
for it is a hymn that I pour to thee. Thou never comest 
to the theatre, and that no longer grieves me. Thou 
art become too sacred to appear a part of the common 
world, and I feel glad that thou art not by when crowds 
have a right to judge me . . 

" And he spoke to me of another-to another he would 
consign me! No, it is not love that I feel for thee, Za­
noni, or why did I hear thee without anger! why did 
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thy command seem to me not a thing impossible ! A.a 
the strings or the instrument obey the hand or the mas­
ter, thy look modulates the wildest chords of my heart 
to thy will. If it please thee-yes-let it be so. Thou 
art Lord of my destinies; they cannot rebel a~nst 
thee! I almost think I could love him; whoever 1t be, 
on whom thou wouldst shed the p.ys' that circumruse 
thyself. Whatever thou hast touched, I love; whatever 
thou apeakeat of, I love. Thy hand played with these 
vine-leaves: I wear them in my bosom. Thou seemest 
to me the source of all love ; too high and too bright to 
be loved thyself, but darting light into other objects, on 
which the eye can gaze leas dazzled. No, no, it is not 
love that I feel for thee, and therefore it is that I do not 
blush to nourish and confess it. Shame on me if I loved, 
knowing myself so worthless a thing to thee ! 

" Another! my memory echoes back tbat word. An­
other! Dost thou mean that l shall see thee no more I 
It is not aadoese-it is not despair that seizes me. I 
~not weep. It is an utter sense of desolation. I am 
plunged back into the common life, and I shudder coldly 
at the solitude. But I will obey thee if thou wilt. Shall 
I not see thee again beyond the grave! Oh, how sweet 
it were to die ! 

" Why do I not struggle from the web in which my 
will is thus entangled l Jlast thou a right to dispose of 
me thus 1 Give me back-give tne back.,.....the life I 
knew before I gave life itself away to thee. Give me 
back the careless dreams of my youth-my liberty or 
heart, that sung aloud as it walked the earth. Tho11 
bast disenchanted me of everything that is not of thy-
1elf. Where was the sin, at least, to think of thee-to 
see thee! Thy kiss still glows upon my hand; is that 
hand mine to bestow! Thy kiss claimed and hallowed 
it to thyself. Stranger, I will not obey thee. 

" Another day-one day of the fatal three is gone ! It 
la strange to me that since the sleep of the last lliJht, a 
deep calm has settled upon my breast. I (eel so as­
sured that my very being is become a part o( thee, that 
I ~annot be~ieve. that f!IY. life can be separated from 
thme; and tn this eoov1ct1on I repose, and smile even 
\t thy won!s and my own fears. Thou art fond oC one 
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maxim, which thou re.peatest in a thousand Corms: that 
the beauty of the soul is faith ; that as ideal loveliness 
to the sculptor, faith is to the heart ; that faith, rightly 
understood, extends over all the works of the Creator, 
whom we can know but throu3h· belief; that it E!mbraces 
a calm confidence in ourselves, and a serene repose as 
to our future ; that it is the moonlight that sways the 
tides of the human s:ia. That faith. I comprehend now. 
I reject all doubt, all fear. I know that I have inextri­
cably linked the whole that makes the inner life to thee ; 
and thou canst not tear me from thee, if thou weuldst ! 
And this change froin struggle into calm came to me 
with sleep-a sleep without a dream ; but when I woke, 
it was with a mysterious .-ense of happiness-an iudis. 
tinet memory of something blessed-as if thou hadst 
east from afar oft" a smile upon my slumber. At night 
I was so sad; not a blossom that had not, closed itself 
up as if never more to open to the sun; and the night 
itself, in the heart as on the earth, has ripened the blos-: 
soms into tlowers. The world is beautiful once more, 
but beautiful in repose; not a breeze stirs thy tree, not 
a doubt my soul!" 

CHAPTER VI. 

" Tu vegp o per violenzia o per inganni> 
Patire o dieonore o mortal danno." 

Oar.. Fua., cant. xiii., i. 

, IT was a small cabinet ; the walls were covered with 
pictures, one of which was worth mdre than the whole 
lineage of the owner of the palace. Oh, yes! Zanoni 
was right. The painter i8 a magician; the gold he at 
least wrings from his crucible is no delusion. A Vene­
tian noble might be a fribble or an assassin, a scoundrel 
or a dolt ; worthless, or worse than worthless, yet he 
might have sat to Titian, and his portrait may be inesti­
mable ! A few inches of painted canvass a thousand 
times more valuable than a man with his veins and mus­
cles, brain, w~Jl, heart, and intellect! 

In this cabinet sat a'man-of about three-and-forty;-· 
dark-eyed, sallow, with short, prominent features, a 

, ,i;,.,b,Google 



142 ZANONI. 

massive conformation of jaw, and thick, sensual, but 
resolute lips; this man was the Prince di --. His 
form, above the middle height, and rather inclined to 
corpulence, was clad in a loose dressing-robe of rich 
brocade. On a table before him lay an oldfashioned 
swonl and hat, a mask, dice and dicebox, a portfolio, 
11nd an inkstand of silver curiously carved. 

·•Well, Mascari," said the prince, looking up towanls 
his parasite, who stood by the embrasure of the deep-set 
barricadoed window, "well! the cardinal sleeps with 
his fathers. I require comfort foi: the loss of so excel. 
lei .t a relation; and where a more dulcet voice than 
1 iola Pisaui's 1" 

" Is your excellency serious 1 So soon af\er the death 
of his eminence 1" 

" It will be the less talked oi,and I the less suspected. 
Hast thou ascertained the name of the insolent who 
baffled us that night, and advised the cardinal the next 
day!" 

"Not yet." 
" Sapient Mascari ! I will inform thee. It was the 

atrange Unknown." 
"1'he Si~or Zanoni ! Are you sure, my prince 1" 
" Mascan, yes. There is a tone in that man's voice 

ihat I never can mistake; so clear and so commanding; 
when I hear it I almost fancy there is such a thing as 
conscience. However, we must· rid ourselves of an im­
pertinent. Mascari, Signor Zanoni hath not yet honour­
ed our poor house with hie presence. He is a distin­
guished stranger: we muat give a banquet in his honour." 

"Ah ! and the cypress wine! The cypresa is a proper 
emblem of the grave." 

" But this anon. I am superstitious : there are strange 
atories of his power and foresight ; remember the death 
of Ughelli. No matter! though the fiend were hie ally, 
he should not rob me of my prize-no, nor my revenge." 

" Your excellency is infatuated ; the actress has be· 
witched you." 

" Mascari," said the prince, with a haughty smile, 
•• through these veins rolls the blood of the old Visconti 
--of those who boasted that no woman ever escaped 
their lust, and no man their resentment. ~he crown or 
my fathers has shrunk into a gewgaw and a toy; their 
ambition and their· spirit are u11decayed. My honour is 
tWW enlisted in this pursuit : Viola must be mine r' 
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"Another ambuscade 1" said Mascari, inquiringly. . 
"Nay, why not enter the house itself! the situation 

is lonely, and the door is not made of iron." 
" But what if, on her return home, she tell the tale o( 

our violence 1 A house forced, a virgin stolen! Re­
ftect; though the feudal privileges are not destroyed, 
even a Visconti is not now above the law." 

" Is he not, Mascari 1 Fool ! in what age of the world, 
even if the Madmen of France succeed in their chimeras, 
will the iron of law not bend itself, like an ozier twig, to 
the strong hand of power and gold 1 Bot look not so 
pale, Mascari ; I have foreplanned all things. The day 
that sheJeaves this palace, she will leave it for Fraafp 
with Mo1\sieur Jean Nicot." 

Before Mascari could reply, the gentleman of thf$ 
chamber announced the Signor Zanoni. 

The prince involuntarily laid his hand on the sword 
placed on the table ; then, with a smile at his own im~ 
pulse, rose, and met his visiter at the threshold, with all 
the profuse and respectful courtesy of Italian simulation. 

" This is an honour highly prized," said the prince. 
" I have long desired to clasp the hand of one so distin­
guished." 

" And I give it in the spirit with which you seek it," 
replied Zanoni. 

The Neapolitan bowed over the hand he pressed; but 
as he touched it a ·shiver came over him, and his heart 
stood still. Zanoni bent on him his dark, smiling eyes, 
and then seated himself with a familiar air. 

" Thus it is signed and sealed-I mean our friendship, 
noble prince. And now I will tell you the object of my 
visit. I find, excellency, that, unconsciously perhaps, 
we are rivals. Can we not accommodate our preten­
sions!" · 

"Ah!" said the prince, carelessly, "you then were 
the cavalier who robbed me of the reward of my chase. 
All · stratagems fair, in love as In war. Reconcile our 
pretensions! Well, here is the dicebox; let us throw 
for her. He who casts the lowest shall resign his claim." 

" Is this a decision by which you will promise to be 
bound 1" _ 

"Yes, on my faith." 
" And for him who brealts his word so plighted, what 

shall be the forfeit 1" · 
" The sword lies next to the dicebox, 'sipor Zano-
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ni. Let him who stand.a not by his honour, fall by th~ 
sword." 

"And you invoke that sentence if either of us fail his 
word 1 Be it so: let Signor Mascari cast for us." 

" Well said ! Mascari, the dice !" • 
The prince threw himself back in his chair ; and, 

world-hardened as he was, could not suppress the glow 
or triumph and satisfaction that spread itself over his 
features. Mascari took up the three dice, and rattled 
them noisily in the box. Zanoni, leaning his cheek 
on his hand, and bending over the table, fixed his eyes 
steadfastly on the parasite : Mascari in vain struggled to 
extricate )limself from that searching gaze: he grew 
pale, and trembled ; he put down the box. 

"I give the first throw to your excellency. Signor 
Mascari, be pleased to terminate our suspense." 

·Again Mascari took up the box; again his hand shook, 
ao that the dice rattled within. He threw: the numbers 
were sixteen. 

" It is a high throw," said Zanoni, calmly ; "neverthe-
less, Signor Mascari, I do not despond." · 

Mascari gathered up the dice, shook the box, and roll­
ed the contents once more on the table ; the number 
was the highest that can be thrown-eighteen. 

The prince darted a glance of fire at his minion, who 
stood with gaping mouth, staring at the dice, and trem­
bling from head to foot. 

· " I have won, you see," said Zanoni ; "may we be 
.friends still 1'' 

· " Signor," said the prince, obviously struggling with 
anger and confusion, " the victory is alreadr yours. 
But, pardon me, you have spoken lightly of this young 
girl : will anything tempt you to yield your claim 1" 

" Ah, do not think so ill o.r my gallantry; and," re­
sumed Zanoni, with a stem meaning in his voice, " for­
get not the forfeit your own lips have named." 

The prince knit his brow, but constrained the haughty 
answer that was his first impulse. 

" Enough !" he said, forcing a smile ; " I yield. Let 
me prove that I do not yield ungraciously : will you fa­
vour me with your presence at a Jiule feast I propose to 
give, in honour," he added, with a sardonic mockery," of 
the elention of my kinsman, the late cardinal, of pioua 
memory, to \be true seat of St. Peter 1" 

" It is, indeed, a happiness to hear one command of 
yo.rrs I can obey." 
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Zanoni then tamed the conversation, talked lightly 
and gayl)'" and soon afterward departed. · 

"Villam !" then exclaimed the prince, grasping Mas­
cari by the collar, " you betrayed me." 

" I aaaure your excellency that the dice were properly 
arranged : he should have thrown twelve; but he is the 
devil, and that's the end of it." 

" 1'bere is no time to be loat," said the prince, quitting 
hie hold of his parasite, who 9uietly resettled his cravat. 

" My blood is up: I will wm this girl, if I die for it! 
What noise is that 1" . 

" It is but tile sword of your illustriou. ancestor that 
hu fallen from the iable." 

CHAPTER VII. 

"n ne feat llPJl8!1er aucun onire ei ce n'eet en tems clalr et 141:­
lllUI. .. _.z... c~ •&lb/Ji S•L01101t. 

LJ:TTll:a raoK :UMOlU TO lllll:Jl(OUa. 

Mv art is alread;r dim and troubled. I have lost the 
tranquillity which 1s power. I cannot intluence the de­
cisions or those whom I would most guide to the shore; 
I see them wander farther and deeper into the infinite 
ocean, where our barks sail evennore to the horizon 
that flies before us ! .A.mazed and awed to find that I can 
only warn where I would control, I have looked into my 
own soul. It is true that the desires of earth chain me 
to the Present, and abut from me the solemn secrets 
which Intellect, purified from all the Moss of the clay, 
alone can examine and saryey. The stern condition on 
which we hold our nobler and diviner gifts, darkens our 
vision towards the future of those for whom we know 
the human infirmities of jealousy, or hate, or love. Mej-
nour, all around me is mist and haze; I have gone back 
in our sublime existence ; and from the bosom of the 
imperishable youth that blooms only in the spirit, springs ..,/ 
up the dark pc>ison-ftower of human love. 

Thia man 1s not worthy of her: I know that truth; yet 
in his nature are the seeds of good and greatness, if the 
tares and weeds of worldly vanities and fears would su&. 

VoL.1.-N . 
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fer them to grow. IC she were his, and I had thus trans­
planted to another soil the passion that obscures my 
gaze and disarms my power, unseen, unheard, unrecog­
nised I could watch over his fate, and se.cretly prompt 
Jiis deeds, and miniister to her welfare through his own. 
But time rushes on! Through the shadows that encir­
cle me I see gathering round her the darkest dangers. 
No choice but flight, no escape save with him or me. 
With me! the rapturous thought, the terrible conviction! 
With me ! Mejnour, canst thou wonder that I would save 
her from myself t A moment in the life of ages; a bub­
ble on the shoreless sea! What else to me can be bu· 
man love t And in this exq.nisite nature of hers-more 
pure, more spiritual even m its young alfections than 
ever heretofore the countless volumes of the heart, race 
after race, .have given to my gaze-there is yet a deep· 
buried feeling that warns ine of inevitable wo. Thou, 
austere and remorseless Hieropbant-thou, who hast 
sought to convert to our brotherhood every spirit that 
seemed to thee most high and bold-even thou knowest, 
by horrible experience, how vain the hope to banish/ear 
from the heart of woman. My life would be to her 
one marvel Even if, on the other hand, I sought to 
guide her path through the realms of terror to the light, 
think of the Haunter of the Threshold, and shudder with 
ine at the awful hazard ! I have sought ·to fill the Eng. 
lishman's ambition with the true glory of his art ; but 
the restless spirit of his ancestor still seems to whisper 
in him, and to attract to the spheres in which it lost its 
own wandering way. There is a mystery in man's in­
heritance from his fathers. Peculiarities of the mind, as 
diseases of the body, rest dormant for generations, to re­
vive in some distant descendant, to baftle all treatment 
and elude all skill. Come to me from thy solitude amid 
the wrecks of Rome ! I pant for a living confidant-for 
one who in the old time has himself known jealousy and 
love. I have sought commune with A~on-Ai; but his 
presence, that once inspired such heavenly content with 
knowledge, and so serene a confidence in destiny, now 
only troubles and perplexes me. From the height from 
which I strive to search into the shadows of things to 
come, I see confused spectres of menace and wrath. 
Methinks to behold a ghastly limit to the wondrous ex­
istence I have held : methinks that, after ages of the 
Ideal Life, I see my course merge into ihe most stormy 
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whirlpool or the' Real. Where the stars opened to me 
their gates, there looms a scaffold ; thick steams of blood 
rise as from .a shambles. What is more strange to me, 
a creature here-a very type of the false ideal of com­
mon men, body and mind; a hideous mockery of the art 
that shapes the beautiful, and the desires that seek the 
perfect-ever haunts my vision in these perturbed and 
broken clouds of the fate tO' be. By that shadowy scaf­
fold it stands and gibbe!'R at me, with lips dropping slime 
and gore. Come, 0 friend of the far-time ! for me, et 
least, thy wisdom has not purged away thy human affec­
tions. According to the bonds of our solemn order, re­
duced now to thee and· myself, lone survivers of so many 
haughty and glorious aspirants, thou art pledged, too, to 
warn the descendant of those whom thy counsels sought 
to initiate into the great secret in a former age. The 
last of that bold Visconti, who was once thy pupil, is the 
relentless persecutor of this fair child. With thoughts 
of lust and murder, he is digging bis own grave; thou 
mayst yet daunt him from his doom. And I also, mys· 
teriously, by the same bond, am pledged to obey, if he 
so command, a Jess guilty descendant of a baffled but no­
bler student. If he reject my council and insist upon 
the pledge, Mejnour, thou wilt have another Neophyte. 
Beware of another victim ! Come to me ! 'rhis will 
reach thee with all speed. Answer it by the pressure of 
one hand that I can dare to clasp ! · 

CHAPTER VIII. 

"II lupo 
Ferito, credo, mi conobbe e 'ncontro 
Mi venne con la bocca nnguinoea." 

AllINTA, At. iv., IC. I. 

AT Naples, the tomb or Virgil, beetling over the cave 
of Posilypo, is reverenced, not with the feelings that 
should hallow the memory of the poet, but the awe that 
wraps the memory of the niagician. To his charms they 
ascribe the hollowing of that mountain passage ; and 
tradition yet guards his tomb by the spirits he had raised 
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to construct the cavern. This spot, in the immediate 
vicinity of Viola's home, had of\en attracted her solitary 
footsteps. She had loved the dim aod solemn fancies 
that beset her as she looked into the lengthened gloom 
of the grotto, or, ascending to the tomb, gazed from the 
rock on the dwarfed figures of the busy crowd that 
seemed to creep like insects along the windings of the 

• soil below; and now, at noon, she bent thither her 
thoughtful way. She threaded the narrow path, she 
passed the gloomy vineyard that clambers up the rock, j 
and gained the lofty top, green with moss and luxuriant .

1 foliage, where the dust of him who yet sooths and ele-
vates the minds of men is believed to rest. From afar 
rose the huge fortreaa of St. Eln10, frowning darkly 
amid spires and domes that glittered in the sun. Lulled 
in its azure splendour lay the Siren's sea; and the gray 
smoke of Vesuvius, in the clear distance, soarfld like a 
moving pillar into the lucid sky. Motionless on the 
brink of the precipice, Viola looked upon the lovely and 
living world that stretched below; and the sullen vapour 
of Vesuvius fascinated her eye yet more than the scat-
tered gardens or the gleaming CaJ>rea, smiling amid the 
smiles of the sea. She heard not a step that had fol-
lowed her on her path, and siarted to hear a voiqe at 
band. So sudden was the apparition of the form that 
stood by her side, emerging from the boshes that clai:' 
the crags, and so singularly did it harmonize in its un-
couth ugliness witl!. the w~ld nature of the scene imme-
diately around her, and the wizard traditions of the place, 
that the colour left her cheek, and a faint cry broke Crom 
her lips. 

"Tush, pretty trembler! do not be frightened at my 
face," said the man, with a bitter smile. ~·Aller three 
months' marriage there is no difference between ugli­
ness and beauty. Custc>m is a great leveller. I was 
coming to your house when I saw you leave it; so, as I 
have matters of importance to communicate, I ventured 
to follow your footsteps. My name is Jean Nicot, a 
name already favourably known as a French artist. 
The art of painting and the llrt of music are nearly con­
nected, and the stage is an altar that unites the two." 

There was something frank and unembarrassed in the­
man's addreu that se"ed to dispel the fear his appear. 
ance had occasioned. He seated himself, aa be spoke, 
on a crag beside her, and, looking up steadily into her 
lace, continued : · 



"You are very beautiful, Viola Pisani, and I am not 
aarprised at the numbe'r of your admirers. If I presume 
to place myself in the list, it is because I am the only 
one who loves thee honestly, and woos thee fairly. 
Nay, look not so indignant! Listen to me. Has the 
Prince di -- ever spoken to thee of marriage1 or the 
beautiful impostor, Zanoni 1 or the young blue-eyed 
Englishman, Clarence Glyndon 1 It is marriage, i~ 1s a 
home, it is safety, it is reputation that I offer to thee. 
And these last when the straight form grows crooked 
and the bright eyes dim. What say you 1" and he at­

. tempted to seize her hand. 
Viola shrunk from him, and silently turned to depart. 

He rose abruptly, and placed himself on her path . 
. "Actress, you must hear me ! Do you know what 
this calling of the stage is in the eyes of prejudice-that 
is, of the common opinion of mankind. It is to be a 
Princess before the lamps and a Pariah before the day. 
No man believes in your virtue, no man credits your 
vows : you are the puppet that they consent to trick out 
with tinsel for their amusement, not an · idol for their 
worship. Are you so enamoured of this' career that you 
acorn even to think of security and honour 1 Perhaps 
you are different from what you seem. Perhaps you 
laugh at the prejudice that would degrade yon, and would 
wisely turn it to advantage. Speak frankly to me; I 
have no prejudice either. Sweet one, I am sure we 
should agree. Now, this Prince di--, I have a mes­
sage from him. .Shall I deliver it 1'' 

Never had .Viola felt as she felt then; never had she 
so thoroughly seen all the perils of her forlorn condition 
aad her fearful renown. Nicot continued : 

" Zanoni would but amuse himselr with thy vanity ; 
Glyndon would despise himself if he offered thee his 
name, and thee if thou wouldst accept it ; but the Prince 
di -- is in eamest, and he is wealthy. Ljsten !" 
. And Nicot approached his lipe to her, and hissed a 

sentence which she did not suffer him to complete. She 
darted from him with one glance of unutterable disdain .. 
As he strove to regain his hold of her arm, he lost his 
footing and fell down the sides of the rock, till, bruised 
and lacerated, a pine branch saved him from the yawn­
ing abyss below. She heard his exclamation of rage 
and pain as she bounded down the path, and, without 
once turning to look behind, regained her home. By 
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the porch stood Glyndon, conversing with Gionetta. 
She passed him abruptly, entered the house, and, sink­
ing on the door, wept loud and passionately. 

Glyndon, who had followed her in surprise, vainly 
110ught to sooth and calm her. She would not reply to 
hie questions; she did not seem to listen to his protes­
tations of love, till suddenly, as Nieot'e terrible picture 
of the world's judgment of that profe88ion, which to her 
younger thoughts bad eeemed the service of song and 
the beautiful, forced itself upon her. She raised her 
face from her hands, and, looking steadily upon the Eng­
lishman, said," False one, dost thou talk to me of love 1" 

"By my honour, words fail to tell thee bow I love, .. 
"Wilt thou give me thy home-thy name 1 Dost thou· 

woo me as thy wife 1" And at that moment, had Glyn­
• ./ don answered as his better angel would have counselled, 
V perhaps, in that revolution of her whole mind which the 

words of Nicot had effected, which made herdeiise her-
. very self, sicken of her lofty dreams, despair o the fu­

ture, and distrust her whole ideal-perhaps, I say, in re-
1toring her self-esteem, he would have won her confi­
dence, and ultimately secured her love~ But against the 
prompting . of his nobler nature rose up at that sudden 

·question all those doubts that, as Zanoiu had so well im-
plied, made the true enemies of bis soul. Was he thus 
suddenly to be entangled into a snare laid for his credu­
lity by deceivers 1 Was she not instructed to seize the 
moment to force him into an avowal prudence must re­
pent 1 Was not the great Actress rehearsing a premed­
itated part 1 He turned round as these thoughts, the 
children of the world, passed a~ross him, for he literal­
ly fancied that be heard the sarcastic laugh of Mervale 
without. Nor was he deceived. Mervale .was passing 
by the threshold, and Gionetla had told him bis friend 
was within. Who does not know the effect of the 
world's .Jaug~1 Mervale was the personation of the 
world. The whole world seemed to about derision in 
those ringing tones. He drew back-be recoiled. Vi· 
ola followed him with her earnest, impatient eyes. .At 
last he faltered forth, " Do all thy profe88ion, beautiful 
Viola., exact marriage as the sole condition of love 1" 
Ob, bitter question! ob, poisoned taunt! He repented 
it the moment after. He was seized with remorse of 
reason, of feeling, and of conscience. He saw her form 
•hrink, aa it were-1 at his cruel words. He saw ihe col-
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our come and go, to leave the writhing lips like marble ; 
and then, with a sad, gentle look.of aelf·pity rather than 
of reproach, she pressed her bands tightly to her bosom, 
and said, 

" He was right! Pardon me, Englishman; I see now, 
indeed, that 1 am the Pariah and tbtt outcast." 

"Hear, then, me. I retract. Viola! Viola! it is for 
you to forgive!" 

But Viola waved him from her, and, smiling mournful­
ly as she passed him by, glided from the chamber, and 
he did not dare to detain her. 

CHAPTER IX. 

,. DAPKL )fa, cbi hma' ~ d'Amor. 
T1aa1. Chi teme e lune-. 
DArn. E che aion fuggtr da lui ch' ha l'ali ! 
T1aaL Amor_,,,. Aa _,. roli !" 

AKIKTA, At. ii., ac. U. 

Wnw Glyndon found himself without Viola's house, 
:Mervale, still loitering th~, seized his arm. Glyndon 
shook him off abruptly. . 

" Thou and thy counsels," said he, bitterly, "b&Ye 
made me a coward and a wretch. But I will go home-
1 will write to her. I will pour out my whole soul; she 
will forgive me yet." 

Mervale, who was a man of impenetrable temper, ar­
ranged his ruftles, which his friend's angry gesture had 
a little discomposed, and not till Glyndon had eJ:hausted 
himself a while by passionate exclamations and reproach­
es did the expenenced angler begin to tighten the line. 
He then drew from Glyndon lhe explanation of what had 
passed, and artfully sought not to irritate, butaooth him. 
Mervale, indeed, was by no means a bad man; be bad 
stronger moral notions tha!l are common among the 
young. He sincerely reproved his friend for harbouring 
dishonourable intentions with regard to the actress. 
"Because I \vould not have her thy wife, I never dream­
ed that thou shouldst degrade her to thy mistress. Bet. 
ter of the two an imprudent match than an illicit connex• 
ion. But pause yet ; do not act on the impul&e of the 
moment." 
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"But there is no time to lose. 1 ·bave promised Za­
aoni to give him my answer by to-morrow night. Later 
than that time, all option ceases." . 

"Ah!" said Mervale," that seems auspicious. Explain 
yourself!" j And Glyndon, in the earnestness of his passion, told 
bis friend what had passed between bimse1f and Zanoni, 
suppressing only, he scarce knew why, the reference to 
his ancestor and the mysterious brotherhood. 

This recital gave to Mervale all the advantage be could 
1 desire. Heavens!. with what sound, shrewd common 

sense he talked ! How evidently some charlatanic coa· 
Iii.ion between the actress andJ'erhaps-who knows 1-
ber clandestine protector, sate with possession! How 
equivocal the character of one, the position of the other! 
What cunning in the question of the actress ! How pro-
foundly had Glyndon, at the first suggestion of his sober 
reason, seen through the snare! What ! was he to be 
thus mystically cajoled and hurried into a rash marriage, 
because Zanoni, a mere strdnger, told him with a grave 
face that he must decide before the clock struck a certain 
bourl 

" Do this, at least," said Mervale, reasonably enough; 
"wait till the time expires; it is but another day. Baf­
fle Zanoni. He tells thee that he will meet thee before 
midnight to-morrow,and defies thee to avoid him. Pooh! 
let us quit Naples for some neighbouring place, where, 
unless he be indeed the devil, be cannot possibly find us. 
Show him that you will not be led blindfold even into an 
act that you meditate yourself. Defer to write to her, 
or to see her, till after to-morrow. This is all I ask. 
Then visit her, and decide for yourself." 

Glyndon was staggered. He could not combat the 
reasonings of bis friend : be was not convinced, but be 
hesitated ; and at that moment Nicot passed them. He 
turned round, and stopped as he saw Glyndon. 

" Well, and do you think 11till of the Pisani l" 
" Yes ; and you-" 
" Have seen and conversed with her. She shall be 

Madame Nicot befol'e this day week ! I am going fo the 
cafe, in the Toledo; and, hark ye, when next you meet 
~ur friend, Signor Zanoni. tell him that be has twice 
crossed my path. Jean Nicot, though a painter, is a 

_ plain, honest man, and always pays bis debts." 
"' It is a good doctrine in money matters," said Mer· 
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Tale ; '' as to reveft1e, it is not so moral, and certainly 
not so wise. But is it in your love that Zanoni bas 
crossed your path l How that, if your suit prosper so 
well1" 

" Ask Viola Pisani that question. Bah ! Glyndon, she 
is a prude only to Uiee. But I have no prejudices. Once 
more, farewell!" 

" Rouse thyself, man !" said Menale, slapping Glyn­
don on the shoulder. "What think you of your fair one 
now!" 

" This man- must lie." 
" Will you write to her at once I'' 
"No : if she be really playing a game, I could renounce 

her without a sigh. I will watch hflr closely ; and, at all 
events, Zanooi shall not be the masterof my fate. Let 
ua, as you advise, leave Naplea at daybreak to-morrow." 

CHAPTER X. 

" 0 cbianqae ta ma, che faor d'ogni ueo, 
Piqbi Natura ed opre altere e atnme, 
E, epiando i eecreti, entro al piu chiuao 
Spazj a taa •o•lia delle menti umane, 
Dlth-Dimmi!'' 

ouv .. Lta., eanL x., Dill. 

E.lRLY the .next mo ming the young Englishmen mount­
ed their horses, and took the road towards Baim. Glyn­
don lei\ word at bis hotel that, if Sir;nor Zanoni eougbt 
him, it was in the neighbourhood of that once celebrated 
watering·place of the ancients that he should be found. 

They passed by Viola's house, but Glyndon resisted 
the temptation of pausing there ; and, after threading the 
grotto of Pos.ilypo, they wound, by a circuitous route, 
back into the suburbs of the city, and took the opposite 
road, which conducts to Portici and Pompeii. It was 
late at noon when they arrived at the former of these 
places. Here they halted to dine; for Mervale had heard 
much of the excellence of the macaroni at Poniei, and 
Mervale was a /Hm tlit1mit. 

'fhey put up at an inn of very bumble pretensions, and 
dined under an awning. Mervale was more than usual. 
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ly gay ; he presaed the L6.crim11. upon bis friend, and 
conversed gayly. 

"Well. my dear friend, we have foiled Signor Zanoni 
in one of his predictions at least. You will have no 
faith in him hereafter." 

"The ides are come, not gone." · 
" Tush ! if he be the soothsayer, you are not the Ca­

sar. It is your vanity that makes you credulous. 1'hank 
Heaven, I do not think myself of so much importance 
that the operations of nature should be changed in order 
to frighten me." . · 

" But why should the operations of nature be chan­
ged t There may be a deeper philosophy than we dream 
of-a philosophy that discovers the secrets of nature, 
but does not alter, by penetrating, its courses." 

"Ah! you relapse into your heretical credulity; you 
seriously suppose Zanoni to be a prophet, a reader or 
the future ; perhaps an a880Ciate or genii and spirits!" 

Here the landlord, a little, fat, oily fellow, came up 
with a fresh bottle of Ltcrima. He hoped their excel­
lencies were pleased. He was moat touched-touched 
to the heart, that they liked the macaroni. Weni their 
excellencies going to Vesuvius 1 'fhere was a slight 
eruption ; they could not see it where they were, but ii 
was prett~, an!1 would ~ prettier still after sunset. 

"A capital idea 1" cned Mervale. " What say you; 
Glyn<lon1" 

" I have not yet seen an eruption; I should like it 
much." • 

" But ia there no danger 1" asked the prudent Mer-
vale. · · 

" Oh, not at all ; the mountain is very civil at present •. 
It only plays a little, just to amuse their excellencies 
the English." 

"Well, order the horses and bring the bill; we will go 
before it i1 dark. Clarence, my friend-Fune ut l>ihen­

. dum ; but take care of the pede lil>ero,. wbiclt"will acarce 
do for walking on lava !" 

The bottle was finished, the bill paid; the gentlemen 
rnounted, the landlord bowed, and they bent their way, 
.in the cool of the delightful evening, towards Reaina. 

The wine, perhaps the excitement of his thoughts, an­
imated Glyndon, whose unequal spirits were at times 
high and brilliant as those o( a schoolboy released ; and 
the laughter or the northern tourists sounded on and 
merrily alonr the melancholy domaina or buried cities. 
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Hesperus had lighted his lamp amid the rosy skies as 
they arrived at Resina. Here they quitted their Mr­
ses, and took mules and a guide. As the sky grew 
darker and more dark, the Mountain Fire burned with 
an intense ·lustre. In various streaks and streamlets, 
tire fountain of llame rolled down the dark summit, and 
the Englishmen began to feel increase upon them, as 
they ascended, that sensation of solemnity and awe 
which makes the very atmosphere that surrounds the 
Giant of the Plains of the Antique Hades. 

It was night, when, leaving the mules, tlJey ascended 
011 foot, accompanied by their guide and a peasant who 
bore a rude torch. The guide, was a conversable, gar­
rulous fellow, like most of his country and his calling; 
and Mervale, who possessed a sociable temper, loved to 
amuse or to instruct himself on every incidental oc­
casion. 

" Ah! excellency,'' said the guide, "your country· 
men have a strong passion for the volcano. Long life 
to them! they bring us plenty of money. If our for­
tunes depended on the Neapolitans, we should starve." 

"True, they have no curiosity," said Mervale. "Do 
you remember, Glyndon, the contempt with which that 
old count said to us,' You will go to Vesuvius, I sup­
pose 1 I have never been; why should I go! you have . 
cold, you have hunger, you have fatigue, you have dan­
ger, and all for nothing but to see fire, which looks just 
as well in a brazier as on a mountain.' Ha! ha! the 
old fellow was right." 

"But, excellency," said the guide, " that is not all; 
some cavaliers think to ascend the mountain without 
our help. I am sure they deserve to tumble foto the 
crater.' 

" They must be bold fellows to go alone; you don't 
often find such.'' · 

"Sometimes . among the French, signor. But the 
other ni~ht.-....I never was so frightened-I had been with 
an English party; and a lady had left a pocket-book on • 
the mountain, where she had been sketching. She 
offered me a handsome sum to return for it, and bring it 
to her at Naples. So I went in t~e evening. I found 
it, sure enough; and was about to return, when I saw a 
figure that seemed to emerge from the crater itself. 
The air there was so pestiferous that I could not have 
conceived a human creature could breathe it and live • 

• .. . 
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I was so astonished· that I stood still ae a atone, till ~ 
figure came over the hot ashes and stood before me face 
to face. Santa Maria, what a head!" 

" What ! hideous 1" 
" No i s.o beauti(ul, but so terrible. It had nothins 

human m its aspect." · 
, " And what said the salamander 1" . 

" Nothing! It did not even seem to perceive me, 
though I was ·near as I am to you ; but its eyes seemed 
prying into the air. It passed by me quickly, and, walk. 
ing across a stream of burning Ian, soon vanished on 
the other side of the mountain: I was curious and fool. 
hardy, and resolved to see if I could bear the atmosphere 
which this visiter baa left; but, though I did not advanee 
within thirty yards of the spot at which he had first ap­
peared, I was driven back by a vapour that wellnigh 
stifted me. Cospetto, I have spat blood ever since." 

"Now will I lay a wager that you faocy this .fire-king 
must be Zanoni," whispered Mervale, laughing. 

The little party had now arrived nearly ai the summit 
of the mountain, and unspeakably grand was the speci.. 
cle on which they gazed. From the crater arose a va. 
pour, intensely dark, that overspread the whole b~ 
ground of the heavens, in the cenli'e whereof rose a 
ftame that assumed a form singularly beautiful. It might 
have been compared to a crest of gigantic feathers, tbe 
diadem of the mountain, high-arched, and -drooping 
downward, with the hues delicately shaded oft', and the 
whole shifting and tremulous as the plumage on a war. 
rior's helm. The glare of the ftame spread, luminous 
and crimson, over the dark and rugged ground on which 
they stood, and drew an innumerable variety of shad· 
ows from crag and holltlw. An oppressive and adl· 
phurous exhalation served to increase the gloomy and 
sublime terror of the place. But, on turning from ·the 
mountain, and towards the distant and unseen ocean, 
the contrast was wonderfully great; the heavens serene 
and blue, the stars still and calm as the eyes ·of Divine 
love. It was as if the realms of the opposing principles 
of Evil and of Good were brought in one view before 
the gaze of man! Glyndon, once more the" enthusiast, 
the artist, was enchained and entranced by emotions 
vague and undefinable, half of delight and halt of pain. 
Leaning on the shoulder of his friend, he gazed around 
him, and heard with deepening awe the rumbllilg of the 
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4!tlt'th belo•, the wheels and voices ot the Ministry ot 
Nature in het darkest and most inscrutable recess. 
Suddenly; as a bomb from a shell, a huge stone was 
ftung hundreds or yards tip from the jaws or the crater, 
and, falling with a mighty crash upon the rock below1 
split into ten thousand fragments, which bounded down 
the sides or the mountain, sparkling and groaning as 
they went. One of theec, .the largest fragment, struck 
the narrow apace or soil between the Englishmen and 
the guide, not 1.hree feet from the spot where the formel' 
stood. Mervale uttered an exclamation of terror, and 
Glyndon held his breath and shuddered . 

.. Diavolo !" cried the guide. " Descend, excellenoies1 
deacend ! we hue not a moment to lose : follow me 
close!" 

So saying, the guide and the peasant fted with as muc1i 
ewiftness as they were able to bring to bear. Mervale• 
ever more prompt and ready than his friend, imitated 
their example and Glyndon, more eonfused than alarm• 
ed, followed close. But they had not gone many yards, 
l>efore, with a rushing and sudden blast, came from the 
erater an enormous volume of vapour. It pursued, it 
overtook, it overspread them. It swept the light front 
the heavens. All was abrupt and utter darkness J and 
through the gl09m was beard the shout of the guide, al• 
l'eady distant1 and lost in an instant amid the sound o( 
the rushing gust, and the groans of the earth beneath. 
Glyndon paused. He was separated from his friend-­
from the guide. He was alone with the Darkness and 
&be Terror. The vapour rolled sullenly away ; the form 
of the plumed fire was again dimly visible, aud its strug: 
gling and perturbed refteetion again shed a glow over 
the horrors of the path. Glyndon recovered himself, 
and sped onward. Below, he heard the voice of Mer• 
•ale calling on him, though be no longer saw his form. 
'l'be sound eerYed as a gulife. Dizzy and breathless, hf 
bounded forward, when-bark! a sullen, slow, rolling 
sound in his ear! He halted, and turned back to gaze, 
The fire had overftowed its course ; it had opened itself 
a channel amid the furrows . of the mountain. The 

·Strelltn puraued him fut-fast ; and the bot breath o( 
. the chasing and preternatural foe came closer and closer 
upon his cheek! He turned aside ; he climbed· despe.­
rat;ely, with bands. and feet, UPQn a erag, that, to th.ti 

• rtrb. t, broke the · 8cat1le4 alid blaated leYel of Uie e<>iL 
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The stream rolled beside and beneath him, and then; 
taking a sudden wind round the spot on which he stood, 
interposed its liquid fire, a broad and impassable barrier, 
between his resting-place and escape. There he stood, 
cut off from descent, and with no alternative but to re­
trace his steps towards the crater, and thence seek. 
without guide or clew, some other pathway. 

For a moment his courage left· him : he cried in de­
spair, and in that overstrained pitch of voice which is 
never heard afar otf, to the guide, to Mervale, to return 
to aid him. 

No answer came; and the Englishman, thus abandon­
ed solely to his own resources, felt his spirit and energy 
rise against the danger. He turned back, and ventured 
as far towards the crater as the noxious exhalation 
would permit; then, gazing below, carefuHy and deliber­
ately, he chalked out for himself a path, by which he 
trusted to shun the direction the fire-11tream had taken, 
and trod firmly aud quickly over the crumbling and 
heated strata. 

He · had proceeded about fifty yards, when he balled 
abruptly; an unspeakable and unaccountable horror, not 
hitherto felt amid all his peril, came over him. He 
shook in every limb; his muscles refused his will; he 
felt, as it were, palsied and death-stricken. The borror, 
I say, was unaccountable, for the path seemed clear 
and safe. The fire, above and behind, burned clear and 
far; and beyond, the stars lent him their cheering guid­
ance. No obstacle was visible; no danger seemed at 
hand. As thus, spellbound and panic-stricken, he stood· 
c:hained to the soil, his. breast heaving, large drops roll­
ing down his brow, llnd his eyes starting wildly from 
their sockets, he saw before him, at some distance, 
gradually .shaping itself more and more distinctly k> his 
g"dze, a Colossal Shadow-a shadow that seemed par­
tially borrowed from the human shape, but immeasu­
rably above the human stature ; vague, dark, almost 
formless, and dill'eriug, he cpuld not tell where or why, 
not only from the proportions, but also from the limbs 
and outline of man. · 

'J'he glare of the volcano, that seemed to shrink and 
collapse from this giganiic and appalling apparitioD, 
'Deverthelesa threw its li&'ht redly and steadily upon 
another 1hape . that stood beside quiet aad motionleBS ; 
attd it was, perhap1, the coatra4\ of theae two thinge-
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the Being and the Shadow-that impressed the beholder 
with the difference between them-the Man and the 
Superhuman. It was .but for a moment, nay, for the 
·tenth part of a moment, that this sight was permitted 
to the wanderer. . A second eddy of sulphurous va­
pours from the ·volcano, yet more rapidly, yet more 
densely than its predecessor, rolled over the mountain; 
and either the nature of the exhalation or the excess of 
his own dread was such, that Glyn.don, after one wild 
gup for breath, fell senseless on the earth. 

CHAPTER XI. 

"Wuhab'icb 
Wenn icb nicht Alles habe!-eprach der Jiingliq." 

D.u VsaecHLJUSRTC Bu.o zu Sue. 

M&aVAL& and the Italians arrived in safety at the spot 
where they had left the mules, and not till they had re­
covered their own alarm and breath did they think of 
Glyndon. But then. as the minutes passed, and he ap­
peared not, Mervale, whose heart was as good, at least, 
aa human hearts are in general, grew seriously alarmed. 
He insisted on returning, to search for his fnend; and, 
by dint of prodigal promises, prevailed at last on the 
guide to accompany him. The lower part of the 
mountain lay calm and white in the starlight; and the 
guide's practised eye could discern all objects on the 
aurface at a considerable distan~e. They had not, how. 
Her, gone very far before they perceived two forms 
slowly approaching towards them. 

As they came near, Mervale recognised the form or 
hi• friend. "Thank Heaven, he is safe," he cried, turn· 
ing to the guide. . 

" Holy angels befriend us !" said the Italian; trem· 
'bling. " Behold the very being tbat crossed me last 
Friday night ! It is he ! but bis face is human now !" 

" Signor Inglese," said the voice of Zanoni, as Glyn­
don, pale, wan, and silent, returned passively the joy­
ous greeting of Mervale, " Signor Inglese, 1 told your . 
friend that we should meet to-night. You see you hav~ · 
not foiled my prediction." -
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" Bot how 1 but where 1" atammered .Marnie, la 
pat confusion and aurpriae. 

" 1 found your fl'iend atreiched on the pound, oveJlr 
powered by the mephitic exhalation of the crater. i 
bore him to a purer atmosphere ; and, as I know the 
mountain well, I have conducted him aafely to you, 
Thie is all our hieto~. You see, sir, that were it no$ 
for that prophecy which you desired to frwstrate, your 
friend would, ere this time, hue been a corpae ; on• 
fllinute more, and·the va~ur had done iw work. Adieu 0 
JOOd-night, and pleasant dreams." · 

" But, my preael'\"er, you will ~ot . leave ua !" said 
Glyndon, a~1ously, and speaking for the first time. 
1• Will you not. return with us 1" 

Zanoni paused, and drew Glyndon uide, " Young 
man," said he, gravely," it is necel8llry that we ahould 
~in meet to-night. It is neceaeary that you should, 
ere the first hour or morning, decide on yclur own fate. 
I know that you }\ave inauUed her whom you profeaa io 
love. It ia not too late to repent. Conauh pot your 
friend; he is seqeible amt wise, but noJ now is bis wia.. 

. clom needed, There are times in life when from the 
.,/ imagination, and not the reason, should wisdom come ; 

this, for you, is one of them. I ask not your answef 
iiow, Collect 7our thoughts, recove> your Jl'ded and 
acattered spirits. It wants two hours of midnight. Be· 
fore midniiht I will be with you." 

" Incomprehensible being I" replied the Englishman, 
1• 1 wo1ud leave thtt life you have preserved ie your owQ 
)lands ; but what I have seen this night llaa awept even 
Viola from my thoUJhta. A fiercer desire than tbat of 
love burns · in my veme ; the desire . not to resemble, bu$ 
io surpass my kind ; the desire to penetrate and to 
11bare the secret of your own exiate!lCe ; the desire or It 
preternatural knowledge and unearthly power. I make 
my choice. In my ancestor's name, I adjure and re~ 
fllllld thee or thy pledge, lnstiiuct me, aohool m~ 
n1ake me thine ; and l surrender to thee at once, and 
without a murmur, the woman whom, till I aaw thee, l 
would have defied a world to obtain." 

" I bid thee consider well : on the one hand, Viola, a 
iranquil hQme, a happy and serene life. On the other. 
nand, all is d11rkness-darkneas, that evep these eyea 
~annot penetrate." 

" 81n t!>.oq liast tol!l JlJI? lhai, if l wed Viola, I must 
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lte contented with the common existence; if I refuse, It 
is to aspire to thy knowledge and thy power." 

" Vain man ! knowledge and power are not happi­
ne111." 

" But they are better than happiness. Say ! if I mar­
ry Viola, wilt thou be my master-my guide 1 Say this, 
and I am resolved." 

"It were impossible." 
" Then I renounce her ! I renounce love. I re­

nounce happiness. Welcome solitude, welcome de­
spair, if they are tbe entrances to thy dark and sublime 
eecret." 

"I will not take thy answer now. Before the last 
hour of night thou shalt give it in one word-ay or no! 
Farewell till then." 

Zanoni waved his hand, and, descending rapidly, was 
seen no moce. 

Glyndon rejoined his impatient and wondering friend ; 
but Mervale, gazing on his face, saw that a great change 
had passed there. The ftexile and dubious expression 
or youth was forever gone. The features were locked, 
rigid, and stem; and so faded was the natural bloom, 
that an hour seemed to have done the work of years. 

CHAPTER XII. 
"-Wu let'• ., 

Du hinter dietem Scbleier licb Yerbrigt t" 
Du VsucHLJU••T& B1LD zv S.ua. 

• 
()11 returning from Vesuvius or Pompeii, you enter 

Naples through its most animated, its most Neapolitan 
·quarter; through that quarter in which modem life most 
closely reaembles the ancient, and in which, when, on 
a fair day, the thoroughfare swarms alike with indolence 
and trade, you are impressed at once with the recollec­
tion of that restless, lively race from which the popula­
tion of Naples derives its origin; so that in one day 

. you may see at Pompeii the habitl!.tions of a remote 
age: and on the Mole, at Naples, y1>u may imagine you 
behold the very beings with whom those habitations had 
been peopled. 

But now, as the Englishmen rode slowly through the 
tleeeried .... lighced but by the IUipa .of heaven, ..U 

DI 
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the pyety or day was hushed and . breatblea. Here 
and there, llretcbed under a portico or a dingy booth, 
were 1leepin1 gronpa of houseleu lazzeroni, a tribe 
JIOW merging its indolent individuality amid an energet. 
ie and active population. 

The Engliahmen rode on in silence ; for Glyndon nei· 
iher appeared to heed nor hear the questions and com. 
menta of Me"ale, and Me"ale himself waa almost aa 
weary u the jaded animal he bestrode. 

Suddenly the silence of earth and ooean waa broken 
by the sound of JA distant clook, that proolaimed the quar. 
ter preceding the last hour of night. Glyndon started 
rrom hi• l'f)very, and looked anxiously round. As the 
final stroke died, the noise of hoofs rung on the broacl 
atones of the pavement, and rrom a narrow street to 
the rifbt emerged the form of a solitary ho1'88man. He 
neared the Englishmen, and Glyndon recognised the fea. 
iurea and mien of Zanoni. 

"What! do we meet a1ain, sirnor1" said Mernle, iQ 
a vexed but drowsy lone. 

' 1 Vour frieQd and I have businea tofetber," replied 
~anoni, as he wheeled bis steed to the aide of Glyndon, 
'' Bui it will be soon transacted. Pefhapa you, sir, will 
ride on to your hotel." 

1' Alone 1" 
•1 There ia no danger!" returned Zanoni, with a slighi 

expre11ion of disdain in bis voice. 
"None to me ; but to Glyndon 1" 
" Danrer from me ! Ah, perhaps you are rifht." 
1' Go on, my dear Mervale," said Glyndon; ,. will joiQ 

you J>efore you reach the hotel." 
Mervale nodded, whistled, and pushed bia horse intQ 

a kind of amble. 
"Now your answer-quick." 
'' I have decided. The love or Viola baa vaniahe4 

from my heart. The pursuit is over.•: 
"You have decided 1" · 
'' I have; and now my reward." 
'' Thy reward ! Well, ere thia hour k>·monow it 

pall await thee." ' 
~anoni gave the rein to his horse ; it sprang rorwarcl 

witli a bound ; the sparks ftew from its IJoofa, and horse 
and rider disappeared amid ihe shadows of the street 
whenoe they hacl emerged, 

)fervale was aurpriaed to eee JM 6iea4 bf bit aide • 
Plinutf .it.er I.liq hid partaS, • · · · · · 
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"What baa paaaed between yon and Zanoni 1" 
" Mervale, do not ask me to-night ; I am in a dream." 
" I do not wonder at it, for even I am in a sleep. Let 

ua push on." 
In the retirement or his chamber, Glyndon sought to 

re.collect his thou~hts. He sat down on the foot of his 
bed, and pressed his hands tightly to his throbbing tem­
ples. The events of the last few hours ; the apparition 
f)f the gigantic and shadowy Companion of the Mystic, 
amid the fires and clouds of Vesuvius ; the strange en­
eounter with Zanoni himselC on a spot in which he could 
Jiever, by ordinary reasoning, have calculated on finding 
·Glyndon, filled hia mind with emotions, in which terror 
..00 awe the least prevailed. A fire, the train of which 
had been long laid, was lighted at his heart-the asbestoa­
~re, that, once lit, is never to be quenched. All his 
early aspirations, his young ambition, his longings for 
~e laurel, were merged in one passionate yearning to 
overpau the bounds of the common knowledge of man, 
and reach that solemn spot between two world•, on 
whieh the mysterious atranger appeared to have fixed 
his home. 

Far from recalling with renewed affright the remem• 
brance of the apparition that bad so appalled him. the 
recollection only served to kindle and concentrate hia 
curiosity into a burning focus. . He had said aright­
looe Tatu/. "tmillaetl from laU heart; there waa no longer a 
aerene space amid ita disordered elements for human 
affection to move and breathe. The enthusiast was 
rapt from this earth 1 and he would have surrender­
ed all that beauty ever promised, that mortal hope ever 
whispered, for one hour with Zanoni beyond the portals 
of the visible world. 

He rose, oppressed and fevePed with the new thoughta 'bat raged within.him, and threw open his casement for 
air. The ocean lay. suffused in the starry light, and 
the stillness of the heavens never more eloquently 
preached the mQrality of repose to the madness of earth- V' 
Jy paaaiona. But auch was Glyndon's mood, that their 
nry bush only served to deepen the wild desires that 
preyed upon his soul. And the solemn stars, that are 
piysteriea in themselves, seemed, by a kindred sympathy, 
to agitate the wing11 of the spirit no longer contented 
with its cage. As he gazed, a star shot from it.a breth· 
Jeat,~.~~~m~.df~.o{•~I .: . .. _ . 
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.. ,CHAPTER XIII. 

" Fra rll occulti pen1ieri 
Che YUOl T ch 'io tema, 0 1peri ! 

T "''°• camoae 'Ii. 

Tes young actress and Gionetta had returned from 
the theatre, and Viola, fatigued. and exhausted, bad 
thrown herself on the sofa, while Gionetta busied herself 
with the long tresses which, releued from the fillet that 
bound them, ha)( concealed the form of the actress, like 
a •eil of threads of gold. As she smoothed the luxuri­
ant locks, the old nurse ran gossiping on about the little 
events of the night, the scandal and politics of the scenes, 
and the tire-room. · Gionet\a was a worthy soul. .Al· 
manzor, in Dryden's tragedy of "Almahide," did not 
change aides with more gallant indifference than the ex­
emplary nurse. She was at last grieved and 11eandalized 
that Viola had not selected one chosen cavalier. But 
the choice she. left wholly to her fair charge. Zegri or 
.Abencerrage, Glyndon or Zanoni, it had been the same 
to her, except that the rumours she had collected re­
specting the latter, combined with his own recommenda­
tions of his rival, had given her preference to the Eng­
lishman. She interpreted ill the impatient and· heavy 
sigh with which Viola greeted her praises of Glyndon. 
and her wonder that he had of late so neglected his at­
temioos behind the scenes, and she exhausted all her 
powers of panegyric uF.n the sup~sed object of the 
sigh. " And then, too,' she said," 1f nothing elw were 
to be said agaiitst the other signor, it is enough that he 
is about to leave Naples." 

" Leave Naples! Zanoni 1" · 
"Yes, darling! Jn passing 'by the Mole to-day, there 

was a crowd round some outlandish-looking sailors. 
His ship arrived this mbming, and anchors in the bay. 
The sailors say that they are ~ be prepared to sail 
with the first wind ; they were taking in fresh stores. 
They-" 

" Leave me, Gionetta ! Leave me !" 
'rbe time hid al "eGdypueed wbeo the girl c:oaJcl -.. 
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Ade in Gionetta. Her thouirhts had advanced to that 
point when the heart recoils from all confidence, and 
feels that it cannot be comprehended. Alone now, in 
the principal apartment of the house, she paced its nar­
row boundaries with tremulous and agitated steps ; she 
recalled the frightful suit of Nicot ; the injurious taunt 
of Glyndon 1 and ahe sickened at the remembrance of 
the hollow applauses which, bestowed on the actress, 
not the woman, only subjected her to contumely and in. 
sult. In that room the recollection of her father's death, 
the withered laurel and the broken chords, rose chilling­
ly before her. Hers, she felt, was a yet gloomier fate: 
&he chords may brelk while the laurel is yet green. The 
Jamp, waning in its aocket, burned pale and dim, 1 and 
)I.er eyes instinctively turned from the darker comer of 
the room. Orphan ! by the hearth of thy parents, dost 
Uiou fear the presence of the dead ! 

And was Zanoni indeed about to quit Naples 1 Should 
1he see him no more 1 Oh, fool, to think that there was 
grief in any other thought ! The Past ! that was gone ! 
The Future! there was no Future to her-Zanoni ab-
1ent ! But thia waa the night of the third day on which 
Zanoni had told her that; come what mitiht, he would 
Tisit her again. It was, then, if she might believe him, 
some apPQinted crisis in her fate ; and how should she 
ien him of Glyndon's hateful words 1 The pure and the 
proud min<l can never confide its wrongs to another, only 
its triumphs and its happine1S. But at that late hoqr 
would Zanoni visit her 1 could Rhe receive him 1 Mid. 
night was at hand. Still, in undefined suspense, in in­
tense anxiety, she lingered in the room. The quarter 
before midnight sounded dull and distant. All was still, 
1md she was about to pass to her sleeping-room, when 
she heard the hoofs of a horse at full speed ; the sound 
ceased; there was a knock at the door. Her heart beat 
violently ; but fear gave way to another sentiment when 
Jbe heard a voice, too well known, calling on her name. 
J;he paused, and then, with the fearfulness of innocence, 
descended, and unbarred tbe door. . 

Zanoni entered with a light and hasty step. Hia 
horseman's cloak fitted tightly to his noble form; and 
bis broad hat threw a gloomy shade over his command­
ing features. 

The girl followed him into the room she bad just left, 
iremhling an~ blushing deeply, and stood before him 
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with the lamp she held_shioiog upward on her cheek, 
and the long hair that fell like a shower of light over the 
half-clad shoulders aod heaving bust. 

" Viola," said Zanoni, iu a voice that spoke deep emo­
tion. •• I am by thy side once more Lo save thee. Not a 
moment is Lo be lost. Thou must fty with me, or remain 
the victim of the Prince di --. I would have made 
the charge l oow uodenake another's ; thou knowest I 
would-thou knowest it ! but be is not worthy of thee, 
the cold )<;ugliahman ! I throw myself at thy fet:t; have 
trust in me, and fty." 

He grasped her haod passionately as he dropped on 
his kuee, aod looked up ioLo her face with bis bright be.. 
eeeching eyes. 

" Fly with thee!" said Viola, scarce believing her 
eeoses. 

" With me. Name, fame, honour-all will be sacri­
ficed if thou dost oot." 

"Theo-then," said the wild girl, falteringly, and turn­
ing aside her face, "then I am not indifferent to .thee1 
Thou "°ouldst not give me to another!" 

Zanoni was silent; but his breast heaved, his cheeb 
flushed, his eyes darted dark and impassioned fire. 

" Speak !" exclaimed Viola, in jealous suspicion of hi• 
silence. 

" Indifferent to me! No; but I dare not yet aay that 
I love thee." · 

" Then what ·matters my fa(e 1" said Viola, turning 
pale, and shrinking from bis side; "leave me; I fear no 
Clanger. My life, and therefore my hoaour, are in mine 
own hands." 

"Be not so mad," said Zanoni. "Harlt ! do you bear 
the neigh or my steed 1 it is an alarum that warns us of 
the approaching peril Haste, or you are lost!" 

"Why dost thou c• for me 1" said the girl, bitterly. 
"Thou hast read my litart ; thou knowest that thou art 
the lord of my destiny. But to be bound beneath the 
weight of a cold obligation; to be the beggar on the eyes 
or lndilference; to throw myself on one who loves mJ 
not; that were indeed the vilest a.in of my sex. Ah, Za­
noni, rather let me die !" 

She bad thrown back her clustttring hair from her face 
as she spoke; and as she now stood, with her arms 
drooping mournfully, and her hands clasped together 
with the proud bitterne" of her wayward spirit, giviftf 
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new zest and charm to her singular beauty, it was im­
possible to conceive a sight more irresistible to the 
senses and the heart. 

" Tempt me not to mine own danger-pJlrhaps destruc­
tiOii !" exclaimed Zanoni, io faltering accents. "Thou 
canst not dream of what thou wouldst demand-come !" 
and, advancing, be wound his arm round her waist. 
" Come,. Viola; believe at least in my friendship, my 
honour, my protection-" 

"And not thy love," said the Italian, turning on him 
her reproachful eyes. Those e7es met his, and he could 
not withdraw from the charm o their gaze. He felt her 
heart throbbing beneath bis own ; her breath came warm 
upon his cheek. He trembled-He! the lofty, the mys­
terious Zanoni, who seemed to stand aloof from his ·race. 
With a deep and burning sigh, he murmured, "Viola, I 
love thee ! Oh !" he continued, pasaionately, and re- .// 
leasing his hold, he threw himself abmptly at her fees, v 
"I no more command; as woman should be wooed, I 
woo thee. From the first glance of those eyes, from 
the first sound of thy voice, thou becamest too fatally 
dear to me. Thou speakest of fascination-it lives and ' 
it breathes in thee! I fled from Naples to fty from thy 
presence-it pursued me. Months, years passed, and. 
thy sweet face !\till shone upon my heart. I returned, 
because I pictured thee alone and sorrowful in the world, 
and knew that dangers from which I might save thee 
were gatber~g near thee and around. Beautiful Soul ! 
whose leaves l have read with reverence, it was for thy 
sake, thine alohe, that I would have given thee.to one 
who might make thee happier on eanh ·than I can. 
Viola! Viola ! thou knowest not-never canst thou 
know-how dear thou an to me!" 

It is in vain to seek for words to describe the delight, 
the proud, the ·filll, the complete, and the entire delight 
that filled the bean of the Neapolitan. H~ whom she 
had considered too lQfty even for love, more humble to 
her than those she had half despised ! She was silent, 
but her eyes 990ke to him; and then slowly, as aware, 
at last; that the human love had advanced on the ideal, 
abe shrunk into the terrors of a modest and virtuous na­
ture. She dbl not dare-she did not dream to ask him 
the question she had, so fearlessly made to Glyndon; 
but sbe felt a sudden coldness-a sense that a barrier 
waa yet between love and love. " Oh, Zanoni I" she 
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murmured, with downcast eyea," ask me not to tfy with 
thee ; tempt me not to my shame. Thou wouldst pro­
tect me from others. Oh, proter.t me from thyself!" 
. "Poor orphan I" said he, tenderly, "and canst thou 
think that I ask from thee one sacrifice, still less the 
greatest that woman can give to love 1 As my wife I 
woo thee, and by every tie and by e¥ery vow that can hal­
low and endear aft'ection. Alas! they have belied love to 
thee, indeed, if thou dost not know the religion that be­
longs to it ! Ther who truly love would seek for the 
treasure they obtam, eYery bond that can make it last­
ing and secure. Viola, weep not, unless thou giveat 
me the holy right to kiss away thy tears!" 

And that beautiful face, no more averted, drooped 
upon his bosom; and as he bent down, his lips sought 
the rosy mouth: a long and burning kiss-danger-life 
-the world was forgotten ! Suddenly Zanoni tore 
himself from her. 

"Hearest thou the wind that sighs and dice away J 
As that wind, my power to presene thee, to guard thee, 
to foresee the stonn in thy skies, is gone. No matter. 
Haste, haste ; and may love supplr the loss of all that 
it bas dared to saeritice ! Come !' . 

Viola hesitated no more. She threw her mantle over 
her shoulders, and gathered up her dishevelled hair J 
a moment, and she was prepared, when a sudden crash 
was heard below. 

"Too late !-fool that I was-too late!" cried Zanoni, 
in a sharp tone of agony, as he hurried to the door. He 
opened it, Qnly to be borne back bJ the press of armed 
men. The room literally swarmed with the follower& 
of the ravisher, masked and armed to the teeth. 

Viola was already in the grasp of two of tbe mymU­
dons. Her shriek emote the ear of Zanoni. He sprang 
forward, and Viola heard his wild cry in a foreign 
tongue ! She saw the blades of the ruffians pointed 8' 
bis breast! She lost her senses ; and when she re• 
covered, she found herself gagged, and in a carriage 

· that was driYen rapidly, by the side of a masked and 
motionless figure. The carriage stopped at the portala 
of a gloomy mansion. The gates opened noiselessly ; 

·a broad 1light of steps, brilliantly illumined, was before 
her. She waa in the palace of the Prince di __,_., 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

"Ma Iaaciamo, per Dio, signore, ormaf 
Di parjar d'ira, e di cant.ar di morte." 

0 .11 .. Fua., canto xvii., nii. 

• Tum young actress was led to, and left aloJle in, a 
chamber adorned with all the luxurious and half-East­
em taste that at one time characterized the palaces of 
the great seigneurs of Italy. Her first thougllt was for 
Zanoni. Was he yet living t Had be escaped un­
scathed the blades of the foe 1 her new treasure-the 
new light of her life-her lord, at last her lover 1 · 

She bad short time for reflection. She heard steps 
approaching the chamber; she drew back, but trembled 
not. A courage, not of herself, never known before, 
sparkled in her eyes and dilated her stature. Living 
or dead, she would be faithful still to Zanoni ! 'fhere 
was a new motive to the llreservation of honour. The 
door opened, and the pnnce entered in the gorgeous 
and gaudy costume still worn at that time in Naples. 

"Fair and cruel one," said be, advancipg, with a half 
sneer upon his lip, " thou wilt not too harshly blame the 
nolence of love." He attempted to take her hand as 
he spoke. 
· "Nay," said he, as she recoiled, "reflect that thou 

art now in the power of one that never faltered in the 
pursuit of an object less dear to him than thou art. Thy 
lover, presumptuous though he be, is not by to save 
thee. Mine thou art; but instead of thy master, suft"er 
me to be thy slave." 

"Prince," said Viola, with a stem gravity, "your 
boast is in vain. Your power! I am not in your power. 
·Life and death are in my own hands. I will .not defy, 
but I do not fear you. I feel-and in some feelings," 
added Viola, with a solemnity almost thrilling, " there 
is all the strength and all the divinity of knowledge-I 
feel that I am safe even here; but you-you, Prince di 
--, have brought danger to your home and hearth !" 

The Neapolitan seemed startled by an earnestness 
and a boldness he was but little prepared for. He was 
11ot, however, a man easily intimidated or'deterred from 
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any purpose be had formed ; and, approaching Viola, he 
wu about to reply with much warmth, real or aff'ecied, 
when a knock WU heard at the door Of the chamber. 
The sound was repeated, and the prince, chafed at the 
interruption, opened the door and demanded, impatient­
ly, who had ventured to disobey his orders and ioiade 
bis leisure. Mascari presented himself, pale and agi­
tated: "My lord," said he, in a whisper, "pardon me; 
but a stranger is below, who iosists on seeing you; and 
from SOJDe words he let fall, I judged it adviaable eveia 
to infringe your commands." 

" A stranger ! and at this hour ! What b•inelle cu 
be pretend 1 Why was be even admitted 1" 

" He asserts that your life is in imminent danger. The 
souree whence it proceeds be will relate to your ex. 
cellency alone." 

The prince Crowned, but his colour ch&111ed. Ha 
muaed a moment, and then re-entering the chamberr 
and advancing towards Viola, be said, 

"Believe me, fair creature, I haYe no wiab to laks 
advantage of my power. I would Cain truat alone to tile 
gentler authorities of d"eet.ion. HoJd youraelf queea 
within these walls more abeolutely than you have ever 
enacted that part on the stage. 'fo-nigh&, farewell ! 
May your sleep be calm, and your dreams propitious to 
my hopes." -

With these words be retired, aad in a few momenta 
Viola was surrounded by ofticiolltl attendants, whom 1he 
at length, with some difficulty, dismiseed ; awl refulltng 
to retire to rest, she spent tilt: night in examining the 
chamber, which she found was secured, and in thoughl.9 
of Zauoni, in whose power she felt an almoat preter­
natural confidence. 

Meanwhile, the prince descended the· stairs, and 
aought the room into which the stranger bad been 

- abown. 
He found the visiter wr.tpped Crom bead to Coot in a 

long robe-half gown, half mamle-such as was some­
-times worn by ecclesiastics. The face of this stranger 
was remarkable. so· sunburned and swarthy were bis 
hues, that be must, apparently, have derived 'his origin 
among the races of the farthest East. His forehead 
was lofty, and his eyes so penetrating, yet so calm in 
their gaze, that the prince shrunk from them as we 
shrink from a questioner who is drawing forth the guilL­
ieat secreta of our beane. 
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" What would you with me 1" asked the prince, mo­
tioninc his. visiter to a aeat. 

" Prince of --," said the stranger, in a voice deep 
and aweet, but foreign in its accent, " son of the most 
energetic and masculine race that ever applied godlike 
genius to the service of Human Will, with its winding 
wickedness and its stubborn grandeur; desceudnut or 
the great Visconti, in whose chronicles lies the Hi11tory 
of Italy in her palmy day, and in whose rise was the de­
velopment of the mightiest intellect, ripened by the most 
relentless ambition, I come to gaze upon the last star in 
a darluminar firmament. By this hour to-morrow, space 
shall lmow at not. Man! unless thy whole nature change, 
thy day• are numbered !" 

" What means this jargon t" said the prince, in visible 
aatoaiahment and secret awe. "Comest thou to menaco 
me in my own halls; or wouldst thou wam me of a dan. 
1er t Art thou some itinerant mountebank, or some un. 
guesaed-of friend 1 Speak out, and plainly. What dan­
ger threatens me !" 

" Zanooi and thy ancestor's sword,'' replied the atran­
aer. 

"Ha! ha!" said the prince, laughing scomfully, "I 
balf au~ted thee from the first. Thou art, then, the 
accomplice or the tool of that most' dexterous, but, at 
present, defeated charlatan 1 And I suppose thou will 
&ell me, that if I were to release a certain captive I have 
made, the danger would vanish and the hand of the dial 
would be put tiack !" 

" Judge of me as thou wilt, Prince di - • I confess 
my knowledge of Zanoni, Thou, too, wilt know his 
power, but not till it consume thee. I would save, there. 
fore I wam thee. Doat thou ask me why 1 I will tell 
thee. Canst thou remember to have heard wild tale• of 
thy grandaire 1 of his desire for a knowledge that passes 
that of the schools and cloisters 1 of a strange man from 
the East, who was his familiar and master in lore, against 
which the Vatican has from age to age launched its mim- • ~ 
ic thunder t Dost thou call to mind the fortunes of thy """'" 
ancestor! how he succeeded ii\ youth to little but a 
namel how, al\cr a career wild and dissolute as thine, 
he disappeared from Milan, a pauper and a self-exile 1 
how, after yeara •pent, none knew in what climes or in 
what pursuill, he again revisited the city where his pro­
genitors had reigned 1 how with him came this wise man 
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of the East, the mystic Mejnour ! bow they who beheld 
him, beheld with amaze and fear that time had ploughed 
no furrow on his brow ; .that youth seemed fixed, as by 

_ / a spell, upon his face and form 1 Dost thou not know 
V that from that hour his fortunes rose 1 Kinsmen the 

most remote died ; estate after estate fell into the hands 
of the ruined "oble. He allied himself with the royalty 
of Austria; be became the guide of princes, the first 
magnate of Italy. He founded anew the house ofwhicb 
thou art the last lineal upholder, and transferred his splen· 
dour from Milan to the Sicilian realms. Visions of high 
ambition were then present with him nightly and daily. 
Had he lived, Italy would have known a new dynasty, 
and the Visconti would have reigned over Magna-Gnecia. · 
He was a man such as the world rarely sees ; but bis ' 
ends, too earthly, were at war with the means he aougbL 
Had his ambition been more or leu1 he had been worthy 
of a realm mightier than the ClleSars swayed; worthy of 
our solemn order ; worthy of the fellowship of Mejnour, 
whom you now behold before you." -

The prince, who had listened with deep and breath­
less attention to the words of his singular guest, started 
from his seat at his last words. " Impostor!" he cried, 
"can you dare thus to play with my credulity 1 Siny 
1eara have flown since my grandsire died; were be liv­
mg, be bad paaaed his hundred and twentieth· year; and 
you, whose old age is erect and vigorous, have the as­
surance lo pretend to have been his contemporary ! But 
r.ou have imperfectly learned your tale. You know not, 
at seems, that my ~randsire, wise and illustrious, indeed, 
iq all save bis faith in a charlatan, was found dead in 
bis bed, in the very hour when his colossal plans were 
ripe for execution, and that Mejnour was guilty of his 
murder." 

" Alas!" answered the stranger, in a voice. of great 
sadneaa," had he but listened to Mejnour, had he but de­
layed the last and most perilous ordeal of daring wisdom 

• until the requisite training and initiation had been com­
pleted, your ancestor would have stood with me upon 

/ an eminence which the waters of Death itself wash ever­
.,. lastingly, but cannot overflow. Your grandsire resi!Ked 

my fervent prayers, disobeyed my most absolute com­
mands, and in the sublime rashness of a soul that panted 
for secrets which he who desires orbs and sceptres never 
can obtain, perished, the victim of his own phrensy." .. 
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" He was poisoned, and l\fejnour fted." 
•• Mejnour fted not," answered the stranger, proudly; 

"Mejnour could not fty from danger; for, I.<> him, danger 
is a thing Jong Jef\ behind. It was the day before the 
duke took the fatal draught which he believed was to 
confer on the mortal the immortal boon, that, finding my 
power over him was gone, I abandoned him to bis doo1n 
JJut a truce with this; I loved your grandsire. I would 
•ave the last of bis race. Oppose not thyself to Zanoni. 
Oppose no~ thy soul to thine evil passions. Draw back 
from the.precipice while there is yet time. In thy front 
jUuf in thine p.yes I detect some of that diYiner glory 
which belonged to thy race. Thou nast in thee some 

; germ.es of their hereditary genius, but they are choked up 
by worse than thy hereditary vices. RecolleM that by 
genius thy house rose; by vice it ever failed to perpetuate 
jta power. In the laws which regulate the Univer1e it 
Is decreed that nothing wicked can long endure. Be 
wise, and let history warn thee. Thou atandest on the 
•erge or two worlds, the Psst and the Future, and voicea 
(rom P.ither shriek omen in thy ear. I have done. l bid 
thee farewell !" 

" Not so; thou shalt not quit these walls. I lfill make 
. experiment or thy boasted power. What, ho there l 
I ho!" • 

The prince shouted ; the room was ftlled with bia 
minions. 

" Seize that man!" be cried, pointing to the spot which 
1tad been filled by the form of Mejnour. To his· incon. 
,~eivable amaze and horror, the spot was vacant. The 
mysterious stranger had v11nished like a dream. But a 
thin and fragrant mist undulated, in pale volumes, round 
the walls of the chamber. " Look to my· lord," cried 
Mascari. The prince had fallen to the ftoor insensible. 
For many hours he seemed in a kind of trance. Wbea 
he recovered, he dismissed his attendants, and his step 
was heard in his chamber, pacing to and fro with heavy 
and disordered strides. Not till an hour before his ban· 
quet the next day did he ieem restored to his won&ed 
ftlC. . 

Pl 
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CHAPTER XV. 

" Oime ! come poee 'io 
Altti troYar, •me tronr DOii peao." 

AlllKT., at. i., IC. ii. 

TR& sleep of Glyndon, the night after his last interview 
with Zanoni, was unusually profound, and the sun 
streamed full upon his eyes as he opened them to the 
day. He rose refreshed, and with a strange sentiment 
of calmness, that seemed more the result of resolution 
than exhaustion. The incidents and emotions of the ' 
.past night had settled into distinct and clear impressions. 
He thought of them but slightly-he thought rather of the 
future. He was as one of the initiated in the old Egyp­
tain mysteries, who have crossed the gate only to long 
more ardently for the penetralia. 

He dressed himself, and was relieved to find that Mer­
vale had joined a party of his countrymen on an excur­
sion to Ischia. He spent the heat of noon in thought­
ful eolitude, and gradually the image of Viola returned 
to hie heart. It was a holy-for it was a human---image. 
He had resigned her ; and though he repented not, be 
was troubled at the thought that repentance would have 
come too late. 

He started impatiently from his seat and strode with 
rapid steps to the humble abode of the actress. 

The distance was considerable and the air oppressive. 
Glyndon arrived at the door breathless and heated. He 
knocked; no answer came. He lifted the latch and en­
tered. He ascended the stairs ; no sound, no sight of 
life met his ear and eye. Jn the front chamber, on a ta­
ble, lay the guitar of the actress and some manuscript 
parts in the favourite operas. He paused, and, sum­
moning courage, tapped at the door which seemed to 
lead into the inner _apartment; The door was ajar; and, 
hearing no sound within, he pushed it open. It was the 
sleeping chamber of the young actress, that holiest 
ground to a lover; and well did the place become the 
presiding deity; none of the tawdry finery of the profes­
sion was visible on the one hand ; . none of the slovenly 
disorder common fo the humbler clasres.of th~ So.uth 011 
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the other. All was pure and simple; even the orna-
ments were those of an innocent refinement; a few 
books, placed carefully on shelves, a few half.faded dow­
ers in an earthen vase, which was modelled and painted 
in the J<;truscan fashion. The sunlight streamed over 
the snowy draperies or the bed, and a few articles of 
clothing on the chair beside it. Viola .was not there ; 
but the nurse ! was she gone also 1 He made the house 
resound with the name of Gionetta, but there was not 
even an echo to reply. At last, as he reluctantly quit· 
ted the desolate abode, he perceived Gionetta coming to­
wards him from the street. The poor old woman utter­
ed an exclamation of joy on seeing him ; but, to their 

f mutual disappointment, neither had any che~rful tidings 
or satisfactory explanation to afford the other. Gionet. 
ta had been aroused from her slumber the night before. 
by the noise in the rooms below, but ere she could mus. 
ter courage to descend Viola was gone ! She found the 
marks of violence on the door without; and all she had 
since been able to learn in the neighbourhood was, that 
a lazzerone, from his nocturnal resting-place on the Chi· 
aja, had seen by the moonlight a carriage, which he rec­
ognised as belonging to the Prince di --, pass and re.. 
paBB that road about the first hour of morning. Glyn­
don, on gathering from the confused words and broken 
sobs of the old nurse the lleads of this account, abrupt­
ly left her and repaired to the palace of Zanoni. There 
he was informed that the signor was gone to the ban­
quet of the Prince di --, and would not return till late. 
Glyndon stood motionless with perplexity and dismay; 
he knew not what to believe or how to act. J<~ven Mervale 
was not at hand to advise him. His conscience smote 
him bitterly. He had had the power to save the woman 
be had loved, and had foregone that power; but how 
was it that in this Zanoni·himself had failed1 How was 
it that he was g0ne to tt.e very banquet of the ravisher1 
Could Zanoni be aware of what had passed l If not, 
should he lose a moment in apprizing him l 'rbough 
mentally irresolute, no man was more physically brave. 
He would repair at once to the palace of the prince him­
self; and if Zanoni failed in the trust he had half ap­
peared to arrogate, he, the humble foreigner, would de­
mand the captive of fraud and force in the very halls 
and before the a1Jaembled guests of the Prince di--. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

"Ardua Yallatur duri1 eapientia scruple." 
HAD&. Jui.., Em6ln&., m'fil. 

W s must go back aome houra iu the progress of thi1 
narrative. It was the firs~ faint and gradual break of 
tbe summer dawn, and two men stood in a balcony 
overhanging a garden fragrant with the scents of the 
awakening dowers. The stars had not yet left the sky, 
the birds were yet silent on the boughs : all was still, 
hu.thed, and tranquil ; but how different the tranquillity 

• of reviving day from the solemn repose of night ! 111 
the music of 11ilence there are a thousand variations, 
These men, who alone aeemed awake in Naples, were 
Zanoni and the mysterious siranger who had but an 
hour or two ago startled the Prince di - in his volup. 
tuous palace. 

"No," said the latter; "hadst thou delayed the &e• 
eepiance of the AJ'Ch Gift until thou hadst attained to 
the years. and passed throullh all the desolate bereave· 
menta that chilled and aeared myself ere my researches 
bad ma.de it mine, thou wouldst have escaped the curse 
of which thou complainest now ; thou wouldst not have 
mourned oyer the brevity of human affection a.s compa· 
red to the duration of thine own existence, for thou 
wouldst have auniYed the very desire and dream of the 
love of woman. Brightest, aud, but for that error, per• 
haps the loftieat of the secret and solemn race that fills 
up the intenal in creation between mankind and the 
children of the empyreal, aae after age wilt thou rue 
the splendid folly which made thee ask to carry the 
beauty and the passions of r,outh inq, ·the dreary gran. 
deur of earthly immortality. ' 
· "I do not '.repent, nor shall I," answered Zanolri. 

" The tranapor't and the sorrow, so wildly blended, 
which have at intervals diversified my doom, are better 
&ban the calm and hloodlese teoour of thy solitary way. 
Thou, who loveat nothing, hatest -nothing, feelest no. 
ihing; and walkest the world with the noiseless aod joy. 
laaa footsteps or a dream !" . 

"YO)i uaie&ake•" replied he who bad oweed tbe uame 
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oC Mejnour; " thou I care not for love, and am dead to 
every pusion that agitates the sons of clay, I am not 
dead to their more serene enjoyments. I carry down 
the stream of the countless years, not the turbulent de- ~ 
sires of youth, but the calm and spiritual delights of age. 
Wisely and deliberately I abandoned youth forever when 
I separated my lot from men. Let us not envy or re-
proach each other. I would have saved this Neapoli-
tan, Zaooni (since so it now pleases thee to be called), 
partly because his grandsire was but dtvided by the last 
airy barrier from our own brotherhood, partly because I 
know that in the man himeelf lurk the elements of an-
cestral courage and power, which in earlier life would 
have fitted him for one of us. Earth holds but few to 
whom nature has given the qualities that can bear the 
ordeal! But time and excess, that have thickened the 
grosser sense.a, have blunted the imagination. I relin-
quish him to his doom." 
· "And still, then, Mejnour, you cherish the desire to 
revive our order, limited now to ourselves alone, by new 
converts anti allies; surely, surely thy experience might 
have taught thee that scarcely once in a thousand years 
is born the being who can pass through the horrible 
gates that lead into the worlds without. Is not thy path 
already strewed with thy victims 1 Do not their ghastly 
faces of agony and fear-the blood-stained suicide, the 
raving maniac-rise before thee, and warn what is yet 
left to thee of human sympathy from thy insane ambi. 
tion 1" 

"Nay," answered Mejnour; "have I not had success 
to counterbalance failure 1 And can I forego this lofty 
and august hope, worthy alone of our high condition ; 
the hope to form a mighty and numerous race with a 
force and power sufficient to permit them to acknowl~ 
edge to mankind their majestic conquests and dominion, 
to· become the true lords of this planet, invaders, per­
chance, of others, masters of t.he inimical and malignant 
tribes by which at this moment we are !jUrrounded-a 
race that may proceed, in their deathless aestinies, from 
stage to stage of celestial glory, and rank at last among 
the nearest ministrants and agents gathered round the 
Throne of Thrones 1 What matter a thousand victims V 
for one convert to our band! And you, Zanoni," con-
tinued Mejnour, after a pause, "you, even you, should 

· this affection for a mortal beauty that you have dared, 
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deapite yourself, to cherish, be more than a pusinc 
fancy; ahould it, once admitted into your inmost nature, 
putake of ita brighL and enduring essence, even you 
may brave aU things to raise Lhe beloved one into your 
equal. Nay, interrupt me not. Can you see sicknee• 
menace her, danger hover around, years creep on, the 
eyes '-!Ow dim, the beauty fade, while the heart, youtl>­
ful still, clings and fastens round ~rour own ; can yoa 
aee this, and know it i• youra to-' 

" Cease !" cried Zanoni, fiercely. "What is all other 
fate aa compared to the death of terror 1 What ! when 
the coldeat uge, the moat heated enthusiast, the hardi· 
e1t warrior, with bia nenea of iron, have been found 
dead in their beda, with straining eyeballs and horrent 
hair, at the ftrat atep of the Dread Procress-thinkest 
thou that this weak woman-from whose cheek a sound 
at the window, the acreech of the night-owl, the sight 
of a drop of blood on a man's sword, would start the col­
our--could brave one glance of-away! the very thou~ht 
of such sighfa for her makes even myself a coward !' 

" When you told her you loved her-when you elaap­
ed her to your breut, you renounced all power to fore. 
aee her future lot or protect her from harm Hence­
forth to her you are human, and human only. How 
know you, then, to what you may be tempted 1 how 
know you what her curiosity may learn and her courage 
brave 1 But enough of this; you are bent on your pur. 
auit 1" 

" The fiat ha• gone forth." 
"And to-morrow 1" 
"To-morrow, at this boor, our bark will be boundin• 

over yonder ocean, and the weight of ages will have fal· 
len from my heart! I compassionate I.bee, 0 fooliah ..,e ; t4ou bast given up tiy youth !" 
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CHAPTER XVU. 

"As.cs. Thou alwaya apeakeat riddlea. Tell me ii thou ul tbat 
fountain of which Bernard Lord Tre•izan writ 1 

"Msac. I am not that fountain, but I am the water. The fount­
ain companetb me about."-15.&NDJToatoa, Nn1 Li8hl ~f AlcAymy. 

T1111: Prince di - was not a man whom Na plea could 
euppoae to be addic&ed to superstitious Ca~es. Still, in 
~he aouth of Italy, there was then, and there still lingers, 
e certain spirit of credulity which inay, e•er and anon, 
be visible amid the boldest dogmas of their philosophers 
and skeptics. In his childhood the prince had teamed 
etrange tales of the ambition, the gemus, and the career 
of his grandsire ; and secretly, perhaps inftuenced by an­
eestral esample, in earlier youth he himself had follow­
ed science, not only through her legitimate course •. but 
her antiquated and erratic windings. I have, indeed, 
been shown, in Naples, a little volume, bla%0ned with 

'the arms of the Visconti, and ascribed to the nobleman V 
I refer to, which treats or alchymy in a spirit half mock-
ing and half reverential. 

Pleasure soon distracted him from such speculatiomt, 
and his talepts, which were unqt1estionably great, were 
wholly perverted to extravagant intrigues, or to the em­
bellishment or a gor~eous ostentation with eomething 
of classic grace. His immense wealth, his imperious 
pride, his unscrupulous and daring character, made him 
an object of no inconsiderable fear to a feeble and timid 
court : and the ministers of the indolent government 
willingly ·connived at excesses which allured him, at 
least, from ambition. The strange visit, and yet more / 
strange departure, of Mejnoor, filled the breast of the 
Neapolitan with awe and wonder, against which all the 
haughty arrogance and learned skepticism of his ma. 
turer manhood combated in vain. The apparition of 
Mejnour se"ed, indeed, to invest Zanoni with a char­
acter in which the prince had not hitherto regarded him. 
He felt a strange alarm at the rival be had braved-at 
the foe he bad provoked. When, a little before hie 
banquet, he had resumed his self-po1:1ses1tion, it waa 
with a fell and gloomy reeolution that he brooded oYet 
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the perfidious schemes that he had previously formed. 
He felt as if the death of the mysterious Zanoni were 
necessary for the preservation of his own life ; and if at 
an earlier period of their rivalry he had determined on 
the fate of Zanoni, the warnings of Mejnour only served 
to confirm his resolve. 

·•We will try if his magic can invent p antidote to 
the bane," said he, half aloud, and witha stem smile, as 
he summoned Mascari to his presence. The poison 
which the prince, with. his own hands, mixed into the 
wine intended for his guest, was compounded from ma­
terials, the secret of which had been one of &he proudest 
heirlooms of thai able and evil race, which gave to 
Italy her wisest and guiltiest tyrants. Its operation 
was quick, yet not sudden ; it produced no pain ; it left 
on the form no grim convulsion, on the skin no purpling 
spot, to arouse suspicion; you might have cut and 
carved every membrane and fibre of the corpse, but the 
sharpest eyes of the leech would not have detected the 
presence of the subtle life-queller. For twelve hours 
the.victim felt nothing, save a joyous and elated exhila­
ration of the blood ; a delicious languor followed, the 
sure forerunner of apoplexy. No lancet then coulct 
save! Apoplexy bad run much in the families of the 
enemies of the Visconti ! 

The hour of the feast arrived; the guests assembled. 
There were the dower of the Neapolitan aeip~, the 
descendants of the Norman, the Teuton, the Goth ; ·for 
Naples had then a nobility, but derived it from the 
North, which baa indeed been the NutriJI IAonvm, the 
nurse of the lio.n-hearted chivalry of the world. 

Last of the guests caQle Zanoni ; and the crowd gave 
way aa the dazzling foreigner moved along to the lord 
of the palace. The prince greeted him with a meaning 
smile, to which Zanoni answered by a whisper, " He 
who plays with loaded dice does not always win." • 

The prince bit his lip ; and Zanoni, passing on, 
seemed deep in conversation with the fawning Mascari. 

"Who is the prince's heir 1" asked the guest. 
" A distant relation on the mother's side ; with bis 

excellency dies the male line." 
"Is the heir present at our host's' banquet 1" 
"No; .they are not friends." 
"No matter; he will be here to-morrow." 
Mascari stared in surprise; but the signal for the 
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banquet was given, and the guests were marshalled "' 
the board. As was the custom then, the feast took 
place not long aner midday. It was a long oval hall, 
the whole of one side opening by a marble colo0J1adt 
upon a court or garden, in which the eye rested gsace­
fully upon cool fountains and statues of whitest marble, 
half sheltered by orange-trees. Every art that luxury · 
could invent to give freshness and coolness to the lan­
guid and breezeless heat of the day without (a day on 
which the breath of the sirocco was abroad) had been 
called into existence. Artificial currents of air through . 
invisible tubes, silken blinds waving to and fro as if to 
cheat the senses into the belief of an April wind, and 
miniature jets d'eau in each comer of the apartment, 
gave to the Italians *he same sense of exhilaration and 
comfort (if I may use the word) which the well-drawn 
curtains and the blazing hearth afford to the children of . _" 
colder climes. 

The conversation was somewhat more lively and in­
tellectual than is common among the languid pleasure. 
hunters of the South ; for the prince, himself accom­
plished, sought his acquaintance not only among the 
beauz uprit.r of bis own country, but among the gay for­
eigners who adorned and relieved the monotony of the 
Neapolitan circles. There were present two or three 
of the brilliant Frenchmen of the old regime, who had 
already emigrated from the advancing revolution, and 
their peculi'll.r turn of thought and wit was well calcu­
lated for the meridian of a society that. made the Dolce 
jar niente at once its philosophy and its faith. The 
prince, however, was more silent than usual; and when 
he sought to rouse himself, his spirits were forced and 
ex~gerated. To the manners of his host, those of Za­
nom afforded a striking contrast. The bearing of this 
singular person was at all times characterized by a calm 
and polished ease, which was attributed by the courtiers 
to the long habit of society. He could scarcely be call­
ed gay; yet few persons more . tended to anjmate the 
general spirits of a convivial circle. He seemed, by a 
kind of intuition, to elicit from each companion the qual­
ities in which he most excelled ; and if occasionally a 
certain tone of latent mockery characterized his re­
marks upon the t-0pics on which the conversation fell, it 

'• seemed to men who took Rothing in earnest to be the 
language both of wit and wisdom. To the Frenchmen • 

VoL. 1.-Q 
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in particular there •as something startling in hie intf. 
mate knowledge of the minutest ev11nta in their own 
eapital and country, and hie profound penetration (erin­
eed but in epigrams and sarcasms) into the eminent char· 
acters who were then playing a part upon the great stage 
of Continental intrigue. It was while thiit con•ersat.ion 
grew animated, and the feast was at its height. that Glyn· 
don arrived at the palace. The porter, perceiving by hie 

' dresa that he was not one of the invited gueata, told him 
that Hie excellency was engaged, and on . no account 
could be disturbed; and Glyndon then, for the first time, 
became aware bow strange and embarrassing was the 
duty he had taken on himself. To force an entrance 
into the banquet hall of the great and powerful noble, 
surrounded by the rank of Naples, and to arraign him 
for what to his boon companions would appear bot an 
act of gallantry, was an exploit that could not fail to be 
at once ludicrous and impotent. He mused a moment ; 
and, slipping a piece of gold into the porter's hand, said 
that he ,.was commissioned to aeek the Si(llOr Zanoni 
upon an errand of life and death, and easily won bis 
way across the court and into the interior building. 
He passed up the broad staircase, and the voices and 
merriment of the revellers smote his car at a distance. 
At the entrance of the reception-rooms he found a page, 
whom he despatched with a message to Zanoni. The 
page did the errand ; and Zanoni, on hearing the whis­
pered name of Glyndon, turned' to his boat: 

" Pardon me, my lord ; an Engliah friend of mine, the 
Signor Glyndon (not unknown by name to your excel· 
lency) waits without; the business must indeed be ur­
gent on which he has sought me in such an hour. You 
will forgive my momentary absence." 

"Nay, signor," answered the prince, courteously, bot 
1Vith a sinister smile on bis countenance, "woulct it not 
be better for your friend to join us l An Englishman is 
welcome everywhere; and even were he a Dutchman, 
your friendship would invest bis presence with attrac­
tion. Pray his attendance : we would not spare you 
even for a moment." 

Zanoni bowed; the"page was despatched with all flat­
tering messages to Glyndon ; a seat nest to Zanoni was 
placed for him, and the young Englishman entered. 

" You are most welcome, sir. I trust' your busineas 
to our illustrious "1est ie of good omen.. and pleasan& 
;'Dport. If you brmg evil news, defer it, 1 pray you." 
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Glyndop's brow was sullen; and he was abont to 
atanle the guests by his reply, when Zanoni, touching 
his arm significantly, whispered in English, "I know 
why you have sought me. Be silent, and witness what 
ensues." _ 

"You know, then, that Viola, whom you buasted you 
had the power to save from danger-" 

" Ia in this house ! yes. I know also that Murder 
sits at the right hand of our host. But his fate is now 
separated from hers forever ; and the mirror which 
glasses it to my eye is clear through the steams of 
blood. Be still, and learn the fate that awaits the wick­
ed!" 

"My lord," said Zanoni, speaking aloud, "the Signor 
Glyndon baa indeed brought me tidings not wholly unex­
pected. I am compelled to leave Naples : an additional 
motive to.make the most of the present hour." 

" And what, if I may venture to ask, may be the 
cause that brings such amiction on the fair dames of 
Naples!" • 

"It is the approaching death of one who honoured 
me with most loyal friendship," replied Zanoni, gravely. 
" Let us not speak of it; grief cannot put back the 
dial. As we supply by new ftowers those that fade in 
our vases, so it 1s the secret of worldly wisdom to re­
place by fresh friendships those that fadfl from our path." . 

"True philosophy!" exclaimed the prince. ••' Not to • 
tuJmi,.e,' was the Roman's maxim; •Never to mourn.' is 
mine. There is nothing in life to grieve for, save, in. 
deed, Signor Zanoni, when some young beauty on whom 
we have set our heart slips from ·our grasp. Jn such a 
moment we have need of all our wisdom, not to auc. 
cumb 1o despair, and shake hands with death. What 
say you, signor 1 'You smile! Such never could be 
your lot. Pledge me in a sentiment: • Long life to the ~ 
fortunate lover; a quick release to the bamed suiter !'" 

" I pledge you," said Zanoni. And as the fatal wine 
was poured into his glass, he repeated, fixing his eyes 
on the prince, ''I pledge you, even in this wine!" -

He lifted the glass to his lips. 1'he prince seemed 
ghastly pale while the gaze of his guest bent upon him, 
with an intent and stern brightness beneath which the 
conscience-stricken host cowered and quailed. Not till 
be had drained the draught, and replaced the glass upon 
lb• board, did Zanoni tum his eyes from the prince ; 
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and b,• then said, " Your wine has been kept too long ; 
it hai. 10st its virtues. It might disagree with many, 
but d1> trot fear; it will not harm me, prince. Signor 
Mascari, you are a judge or the grape; will you favour 
us with your opinion!" 

" Nay," answe..00 Mascari, with well-affected com­
posure," I like not the wines of Cyprus ; they are heat­
mg. Perhaps Signor Glyndon may not have the same 
distaste 1 The English are said to love their potations 
warm and pungent." 

" Do you wish my friend also to ta11te the wine, 
prince 1" said Zanoni. " Recoll'lct, all cannot drink it 
with the same impunity as mysE:lf." 

"No," said the Prince, hastily ; "i( you do not recom­
mend the wine, Heaven forbid that we should constrain 
our guests! My lord-duke," turning to one or the 
Frenchmen, " yours is the true soil of Bacchus. What 
think you of this cask from Burgundy ! Has it borne 
the journey !" -

"Ah," said Zanoni, "let us change both the wine and 
the theme." . 

·With that, Zanoni grew yet more animated and bril­
liant. Never did wit more sparkling, airy, exhilarating, 
flash from the lips of reveller. His spirits fascinated all 
present-even the prince himself, even Glyndon-with 
a strange and wild contagion. The former, indeed, 
whom the words and gaze of Zanoni, when he drained. 
the poison, had filled with fearful misgivings, now hailed 
.in the brilliant eloquence of his wit a certain sign of the 
operation of the bane. The wine circulated fast; but 
none seemed conscious of its effects. One by one the 
rest of the party fell into a charmed and spellbound si­
lence, as Zanoni continued to pour forth sally upon sally, 
tale upon tale. They hung on his words, they almost 

~ held their breath to listen. Yet, how bitter was his 
mirth ! how full of contempt for .the trifters present, and 
for the triftes which made their life. 

Night came on; the room grew dim, and the feast had 
.lasted several hours lonl{er than was the customary do· 
ration of similar entertainments at that day. Still the 
guests stirred not, and still Zanoni continued, with glit­
tering eye and mocking lip, to lavish his stores of intel­
lect and anecdote; when suddenly the moon rose, and 
shed its rays over the flowers and fountains in the court 
without, leaving the room itself half in shadow and half 
tinged by a quiet and ghostly light. 
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· It was then •that Zanoni rose. "Well, gentlemen." 
eaid he, " we have not yet wearied our host, I hope; 
and bis garden offers a new temptation to protract our 
stay. "Have you no musicians among your train, prince, 
that might regale our eara while we inhale the fragrance 
or your orange-trees 1" . 

" An excellent th~ugbt !" said the prince. " Mascari, 
see to the music." 

The party rose simultaneously to adjoum to the gar­
den ; and then, for the first time, the effect of the wine 
they had drunk seemed to make itself felt. 

With ftushed cheeks and unsteady steps they came 
into the open air, which tended yet more to stimulate 
that glowing fever or the grape. As if to m~e up for 
the silence with which the guests had hitherto listened 
to Zanoni, every tongue was now loosened ; every man 
talked, no man listened. There was something wild and 
fearful in the contrast between the calm beauty of the 
!light and scene, and the hubbub and clamour of these 
disorderly roisters. One of the Frenchmen, in especial, 
ihe young Dnc de R-, a nobleman of the highest rank, 
and of all the quick, vivacious, and irascible tempera­
ment of his countrymen, was particularly noisy and ex­
cited. And as circumstances, the remembrance of which 
is still preserved among certain circles of Naples, ren­
dered it afterward necessary that the due should him· 
ielf give evidence of what occurred, I will here tr.mslate 
•the short account he drew up, and which was kindly 
submitted to me some few years ago by my accomplish­
ed and lively friend, il Cavaliere di B--. 

"I never remember," "writes the due, "to have felt 
my spirits 110 excited as on that evening; we were like 
80 many boys released from school, jostling each other 
as we , reeled or ran down the ftight of seven or eight 
iltairs that led from the colonnade into the garden ; some 
laughing, some whooping, some scolding, some babbling. 
The wine had brought out, as it were, each man's inmost 
character. Some were loud and quarrelsome, others 
sentimental and whining; some whom we had hitherto 
'bought dull, most mirthful; some whom we had ever 
regarded as discreet and taeitum, most garrulous and 
uproarious. I remember that in the midst of our clam­
orous gayety, my eye fell upon the cavalier, Signor Za-
110Qi, wboe GODl'ersaiion had eo. elilChanted ua all; ud l 
'. Q~ 
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felt a certain chill come over me to perceite that he wore 
the same calm and unsympathizing smile upon his coun-. 
tenance which had characterized it in his singular and 
curious stories of the court of Louis XIV. I felt;indeed, 
half inclined to seek a quarrel with one whose compo­
sure was almost an insult to our disorder. Nor was 
such an eft"ect of this irritating and mocking tranquillity 
confined to myself alone. Several of the party have 
told me since, that, on looking at Zanoni, they felt their 
blood yet more heated, and garety changed to resent­
ment. There seemed in his icy smile a very charm 
to wound vanity and provoke rage. It was at this 
moment that the prince came up to me, and, passing 
his arm _into mine, led me a little apart from the rest. 
He had certainly indulged in the same excess as our­
selves, but it did not produce the same effect of noisy 
excitement. There was, on the contrary, a certain cold I 

arrogance and supercilious scorn in his bearing and Ian- . · 
guage, which, even while affecting so much caressing 
courtesy towards me, roused my self-love against him. 
He seemed as if Zanoni had infected him ; and, in imi-
tating the manner of his guest, he surpassed the original. 
He rallied me on some court gossip which had honoured 
my name by associating it with a certain beautiful and 
distinguished Sicilian lady, and affected to treat with 
contempt that which, had it been true, I should have 
regarded as a boast. He spok~ indeed, as if he him-
self had gathered all the dowers of Naples, and left us· 
foreigners only the gleanings he had scorned. At this 
my natural and national gallantry was piqued, and I re-
torted by some sarcasms that I should certainly have 
spared had my blood been coofer. He laughed heartily, 
and left me in a strange lit of resentment and anger. 
Perhaps (I must own the truth) the wine had produced 
in me a wild disposition to take oft"ence and provoke 
quarrel. As the prince left me, l turned and saw Za-
noni at my side. 

"'The prince is a braggart,' said he, with the same 
smile that displeased me before. ' He would monopo­
lize all fortune and all love. Let us take our revenge.' 

" ' And how~· 
" ' He has at this moment in his house the most en­

chanting sin~er in Naples-the celebrated Viola Pisani. 
She is here, it is true, not by her own choice ; he car­
ried her hither by force, but he will pretend that she 
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adores him. Let us insist on bis producing this secret 
· treasure; and when she enters, the Due de R-- can 

have no doubt that his tlatteries and attentions will charm 
the lady, and provoke all the jealous fears of our host. 
It would be a fair revenge upon his imperious self-con­
ceit.' 

" This suggestion delighted me. I hastened to the 
prince. At that instant the musicians had just com­
menced ; I waved my haod, ordered the music to stop, 
and, addressing the prince, who was standing in the 
centre of one of the gayest groups, complained of his 
want of hospitality in affording to us such poor profi­
cients in the art, while he reserved for his own solace 
the lute and voice of the first performer in Naples. I 

• demanded, half laughingly, half seriously, that he should 
produce the Pisani. My demand was received with 
shouts of applause by the rest. We drowned the re­
plies of our host with uproar, and would hear no denial. 
•Gentlemen,' at·last said the prince, when he could ob­
tain an audience,·, even were I to assent to your pro­
posal, I could not induce the signora to present herself 
before an assemblage as riotous as they are noble. You 
have too much chivalry to use compulsion with her, 
though the Due de R-- forgets himself sufficiently to 
administer it to me.' 

" I was stung by this taunt, however well deserved. 
' Prince,' said I, 'I have for the indelicacy of compulsion 
so illustrious an example, that I cannot hesitate to pur­
sue the path honoured by your own footsteps. All Na­
ples knows that the Pisani despises at once your gold 
and your love ; that force alone could have brought her 
under your roof; and that you refuse to produce her, 
because you fear her complaints, and know enough of 
the chivalry your vanity sneers at to feel assured that 
the gentlemen of France are not more disposed to wor­
ship beauty than to defend it from wrong.' 

"'You speak well, sir,' said Zanoni, gravely. 'The 
prince dares not produce bis prize!' · 

" The prince remained speechless for a few moments, 
as if with indignation. At last be broke out into ex­
pressions the most injurious and insulting again~ Signor 
Zanoni and myself. Zanoni replied n9t; I was more 
hot and hasty. The guests appeared to delight in our 
dispute. None, except Mascari, whom we pushed aside 
and diadained to bear, stroYe to conciliate ; some took 
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oee aide, eome anoiber. The iaue may be well fore. 
seen. Swords were called for and procured. Two were 
otrered me by one of ibe party. I was about to choose 
one, when Zanoni placed in my band the other, whieb, 
from its hilt, appeared of antiquated workmaoahip. At 
the same moment, looking towards the prince, he said, 
11milingly, • The due tall.ea your graodsire'a awo{'d. 
Prince, you are too braYe a man for superstition ; yoll 
baYe forgot the forfeit !' Our host seemed to me to re. 
coil and tum ~e at those words; nevertheless, he .re. 
turned Zanoni a smile with a look of defiance. The next 
moment all was broil and disorder. There might be 
110me six or eight persona engaged in a strange and con­
fused kind of nultt, bot the prince and myseJf only sought 
each other. The noise around us, the confoaion of the , 
guests, the cries of the muaiciana, the clash of our oW"Q 
swords, only sened to stimulate our unhappy fury. 
We feared to be interrupted by the attendants, and 
fought like madmen, without skill or i:netbod. I thrust 
and parried mechanically, blind and frantic as if a demon 
bad entered into me, till I saw the prince stretched at 
my feet, bathed in his blood, and Zanoni bendini over 
him and whiaperinr in his ear. That sigM cooled us 
all. The strife ceased ; we gathered in shame, remorse, 
and horror round our ill-fated host : but it wu too late; 
bis eyes rolled fearfully in his head. I have seen many 
men die, but never one who wore such horror ou his 
countenanoe. At laat aU waa over! Zaaoni roae froDl 
the corpee, and, taltiDf with great compoaure the sword 
from my hand, said, calmly,' Ye are '"itneasea, gentle. 
men, that the prince brought his fate upon himself. The 
last of that illustrious house baa perished in a brawl!' 

" I saw no more of Zanoni. I hastened to our eDYoy 
io narrate the event, and abide the issue. I am grateful 
to the Neapolitan pvemment, and to the illustrious heir 
of the unfortunate nobleman, for the lenient and gener. 
oua, yet just. interpretation put upon a misfortune, the 
memory of which will aftlict me to the laat hour of my 
life. 

(Signed) '' Lou1S V 10Toa, Due Ds R." 

Jn the above memorial, the reader wiJl find the mos& 
eue& and minute account yet given of an event which. 
created the mos& li•ely sensation at Naples in that day. 
. GlyDdoo bad tUen DO part ila &he dray, neiSUr bad 
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he participated largely in the excesses or the revel. For 
his exemption from both, he was perhaps indebted to the 
whispered exhortations of Zanoni. When the last rose 
from the corpse, and wi~hdrew from that scene of con­
fusion, Glyndon remarked that, in passing the crowd, he 
touched Mascari on the 1;ihoulder, and said something 
which the Englishman did not overhear. Glyndon fol 
lowed Zanoni into the banquet-room, which, save where 
the moonlight slept on the marble floor, was wrapped in 
the sad and gloomy shadows of the advancing night. 

" How could you foretel this fearful event 1 He fell 
not by your arm !" said Glyndon, in a tremulous and 
hollow tone. 
· " The general who calculates on the victory does not 

· fight in person," answered Zanoni ; " let the past sleep 
with the dead. Meet me at midnight by the seashore, 
half a mile to the left of your hotel. You will know 
the spot by a rude pillar-the only one near-to which 
a broken chain is attached. There and then, if thou 
wouldst learn our lore, thou shalt lind the master. Ho; 
l have business here yet. . Remember, Viola is still in 
the house or the dead man !" 

Here Mascari approached, and Zanoni, turning to the 
Italian, and waving his hand to Glyndon, drew the former 

· aside. Glyndon slowly departed. 
"Mascari," said Zanoni, "your patron is no more; 

your se"ices will be valueless to his heir, a sober man, 
whom poverty has preserved from vice. For yourself, 
thank me that I do .not give you up to ihe executioner ; 
recollect the wine of Cyprus. Well, never tremble, 
man; it could not act on me, though it might react on 
others ; in that it is a common type of crime. I forgive 
you ; and, if the wine should kill me, 1 promise you that 
my ghost shall not haunt so worshipful a penitent. 
Enou~h of this ; conduct me to the chamber of Viola·. 
Pisam. You have no farther need of her. The death 
of the jailer opens the cell of the captive. Be quick, I 
would be gone." 

Mascari uttered .some inaudible words, bowed low, 
and led the way to the chamber in which Viola was 
confined. 
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CHAPTER xvm. 
/ ")(sao.-Tell me, therefore, what thou -~ after, and whaa ti' &laoa wilt ba•e. What doet tboll delire to make t ' 

.. Ai.oa.-Tbe Pbiloeopber'• Stone. "-S.u111noo10L 

IT wanted aeveral minutes of midnight, and Glyndon 
repaired to the appointed spot. The myateriO\ls empir9 
which Zanoni bad acquired over him was still more sol­
emnly confirmed by the eYenta of the laat few hours ; 
the sudden fate of the prince, ao deliberately foreshad­
owed, and yet ao aeem1n1ly accidental, brou1ht out by 
causes the moat commonptaoe, and yet associated with 
words the moat prophetic, impre888d bjm with the dee~ 
est sentiments of admiration and awe. It waa as if th1a 
dark and wondroaa beinc coWd convert the most onli­
DBry events and the meanest inatruruents inM> the agen­
cies or bis inscrutable will ; yet, if so, why have permit­
ted the capture of Viola 1 Why not haYe prevented the 
erime rather than puniith the criminal 1 And did Zanonl 
really feel love for Viola 1 Love, and yet oft'er to resip 
her to himself; to a rival whom bis arts could not have 
failed to ba111e 1 He no loDfer reYerted to the belief· 
that Zanoni or Viola bad aought to dupe him into m.,.. 
riage. Hi• fear and reYerence for the former now Cor. 
bade the notion of ao poor an ilnpoature. Did he any 
longer love Viola bimaelf1 No; when that morning he 
faad heard of her d!mger, he bad, it is true, returned to 
the sympathies and the fears of affection; but with the 
death of the prince, her image faded again from bis heart. 
and·be felt no jealoua pang at the thought that she had 
been saved by Zanoni, that at that moment she was, pel'w 
haps, beneath hia roof. Whoever haa, in the course of 

~ his life, indulged the absorbing passion of the gamester, 
•ill remember how all other pursuits and objects van­
•hed from hia mind ; bow aolely be was wrapped in the 
one wild delusion ; with what a sceptre of magie powe• 
ihe despot.demon ruled eYery feeling and every thought, 
Far more intense than the passion of the gamester was 
the l'rantio, yet sublime desire that mastered the breas& 
of Glyndon, Ho would be the rival of Zanoni, not ill 
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human and perishable aft'ections, but in preternatural and 
eternal lore. He would have laid down life with con­
tent-nay, rapture, as the price ofleaming those ai>lemn 
secrets which separated the stranger from mankind. 
Enamoured of the goddess of goddeeses, be stretched 
forth his arms-the wild Ixion-and embraced a cloud ! 

'fhe night was most lovely and serene, and the wave• 
ecarcely rippled at his feet, as the Englishman glided Oil 
by the cool and starry beach. At length be arrived at 
the spot, and there, leaning against the broken pillar, be 
beheld a man wrapped in a long mantle, and in an atti­
tude of profound repose. He approached and uttered 
the name of Zanoni. The figure turned, and he saw the 
face of a stranger; a face not stamped by the glorious 
beauty of Zanoni, bot equally majestic in its aspect, and 

· perhaps still more impressive from the mature age and 
the passionless depth of thought that characterized th• 
expanded forehead, and deep-set but piercing eyes. 

" You seek Zanoni," said the stranger; "he will be 
here anon ; but, perhaps, be whom you see before yon 
is more connected with 1our destiny, and more disposed 
to realize your dreams.' 

" Hath the earth, then, another Zanoni 1" 
"tr not," replied the stranger," why doJou cherish 

the hope and the wild faith to be yourse a Zaooni t 
Think you that none others have burned with the same 
godlike dream 1 Who, indeed, in bis first youth-youth 
when the soul is nearer to the heaven from which it 
sprung, and its divine and primal longings are not all ef­
faced by the sordid passions and petty cares that are 
begot in time-who is there in youth that bas not nour• 
ished the belief that the universe has secrets not known 
&o the common herd, and panted, as the hart for the 
water-springs, for the fountains that lie hid and Car away 
amid the broad wilderness of trackless science 1 The 
music of the fountain is heard in the soul within, till the 
steps, deceived and erring, rove away Croin its waters, 
and the wanderer dies in the mighty desert. Think you 
that none who have cherished the hope haYe found the 
troth; or that the yearning after the ineft'able knowledlJe 
was given to us utterly in vain t No ! Hery desire m 
human hearts is but a· glimpse of things tb,at exist, alike 
distant and divine. No ! in the world there have been, 
Crom age to age, some brighter and happier spirits who 
have a&Wned &o Che eir in wbkb tbe bemp &UO"l'e m• 
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kind move and breathe. Zanoni,. great though he be, 
stands not alone. He has had his predecessors, ·and 
long lines oJ successors may be yet to come." 

"And will you tell me," said Glyndon," that in your­
self I behold one of that mighty few over whom Zanoni 
has no superiority in power and wisdom 1" 

" In me," answered the stranger, "you see one from 
whom Zanoni himself learned some of his loftiest secrets. 
On these shores, on this spot have I stood in a~es that 
your chroniclers but feebly reach. The Phamic1an, the 
Greek, the Oscan, the Roman, the Lombard, I have seen 
them all ! leaves gay and glittering on the trunk of the 
universal life, scattered in due season and again renewed; 
till, indeed, the same race that gave its glory to the an­
cient world bestowed a second youth upon the new. For 
the pure Greeks, the Hellenes, whose origin has bewil­
dered your dreaming scholars, were of the same great 
family as the Nonnan tribe, born to be the lords of the 
universe, and in no land on earth destined to become the 
'hewers of wood. Even the dim traditions of the learned, 
which bring the sons of Hallas from the vast and unde­
termined territories of northern Thrace, to be the victol'll 
of the pastoral Pelasgi, and the founders of the line of 
dimi-gods ; which assign to a population bronzed be­
neath the suns of the west, the blue-eyed Minerva and 
the yellow.haired Achilles (physical characteristics of 
the north) ; which introduce among a pastoral people, 
warlike aristocracies and limited monarchies, the feudal­
ism of the classic time: even these might serve you to 
trace back the primeval settlements of the Hellenes to 
the same region whence, in later times, the Norman 
warriors broke on the dull and savage hordes of the Celt, 
and became the Greeks of the Christian world. But this 
interests you not, and you are wise in your indifference. 
Not in the knowle~e of things without, but in the per­
fection of the 80ul within, lies the empire of man aspiring 
to be more than men." 

" And what books contain that science 1 from what 
laboratory is it wrought '" 

"Nature supplies the materials; they arc around you 
in your daily walks; In the herbs that the beast devours 
and the chemist disdains to cull ; in the elements, from 
which mat.ter in its meanest and its mightiest 11hapes is 
deduced; Ill the wide bosom or the air; in the black 
abysses of the earth; everywhere are given to mortals 
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the resources and libraries of immortal lore. But as th* 
simplest problems in the simplest of all studies are ob. 
ecure to one who braces not his mind to theircomprehen­
aion, as the rower in yonder nssel cannot tell you why 
two circles can touch each other only in one point, so, 
though all earth were carved over and inscribed with the 
letters of diviner knowledge, the characters would be 
•alueless to him who does not pause to inquire the lan­
guage and meditate the truth. Young man, if thr im­
agination is vivid, if thy heart is daring, if thy cunosity 
ia insatiate, I will accept thee as my pupil. But the first 
lessons arc stem and dread." 

" Jr thou hast mastered them, why not 11" answered 
Glyndon, boldly. "I have felt from my boyhood that 
atrange mysteries were reserved for my career ; and 
from the proudest ends of ordinary ambition, I have car­
ried my gaze into the cloud and darkness that stretch 
beyond. The instant I beheld Zanoni, I felt as if I had 
discovered the guide and the tutor for which my yoatb 
had idly languished and vainly burned." 

"And to me his duty is transferred," replied the stran· 
ger. "Yonder lies, anchored in the bay, t.he vessel in 
which Zanoni seeks a fairer home; a little while, and 

· the breeze will rise, the sail will swell, and the stranger 
will have passed, like a wind, away. Still, like the 
wind, he leaves in thy heart-the sqp_ds that may bear the 
blossom and the fruit. Zanoni hiih performed bis task, 
he is wanted no more; the per(ecter of his work is at 
thy side. He comes! I hear the dash of the oar. You 
will have your choice submitted to you. According as 
you decide, we shall meet again." With these words 
the stranger moved slowly away, and disappeared be­
neath the shadow of the cliffs. A boat glided rapidly 
across the waters ; it touched land ; a JDan leaped 011 
shore, and Glyndon recognised Zanoni. 

" I give thee, Glyndon, I give thee no more the option 
of happy love and serene enjoyment. That hour is past, 
and fate baa linked the hand that mifht have been thine 
own to mine. But I have ample git\a to bestow upon 
thee, if thou wilt abandon the hope that gnaws thy heart, 
and the realization of which even I have not the power 
to foresee. Be thine ambition human, and I can gratify 
it to the full. Men desire four thin~ in life, love, wealth, 
fame, power. The ftrat I cannot give thee; the rest are 
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at my disposal. Select which of them thou wilt, and let 
ua part in peace." 

"Such are not the gifts I covet. I choose knowledge 
(which, indeed, as the schoolman said, ia power, and the 
loftiest) ; that knowledge must be thine own. For this, 
and for this alone, I surrendered the love of Viola ; this, 
and this alone, must be my recompense.'' 

" I cannot gainsay thee, though I can warn. The de-
1ire to learn does not always contain the faculty to ac­
quire, I can give thee, it is true, the teacher; the rest 
must depend on thee. Be wise in time, and take that 
which l can assure to thee." 

" Answer me but these iuestions, and according to 
your answer I will decide. s it in the power of man to 
attain intercourse with the beings of other worlds l la it 
in the power of man to inftuence the elements, and to 
ensure life against the sword and against disease 1" 

" All this may be possible," answered Zanoni, eva­
.;' sively, "to the few. .But for one whn attains such se­

crets, millions may perish in the attempt." 
" One question more. 'l'bou-" 
"Beware ! Of myself, as I bave said before, I render 

no account." 
"Well, then, the stranger I have met this night, are 

his boasts to believed ! la he in truth one of the chosen 
seers whom you allo,: to have mastered the mysteries 
I yearn to fathom l" · , 

••Rash man," said Zanoni, in a tone of comrmssion, 
" thy crisis is past, and thy choice made! I can only 
bid thee be bold and prosper ; yes, I resign thee to a 
master who has the power and the will to open to thee ' 
the gates of an awful world. 'fhy weal or wo is as 
nought in the eyes of his relentless ·wisdom. I would 
bid him spare thee, but he will }\eed me not. Mejnour, 
receive thy pupil !" Glyndon turned, and his heart beat 
when he perceived that the stranger, whose footsteps he 
bad not heard upon the .JM.lbbles, whose approach be had 
not beheld in the moonlight, was once more by his side. 

" Farewell," resumed Zanoni; "thy trial commenet>a. 
When next we meet, thou wilt be the victim or the vic­
tor." 

Glyndon's eyes followed the receding form of the mys­
terious stranger. He saw.him enter the boat, and he 
then for the lirst time noticed that besides the rowers 
there was a female, who stood up as Zanoni pined the 
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boat. Even at the distance he recognised the once 
adored form of Viola. She waved her hand to him, and 
across the still and shining air came her voice, mourn­
fully and sweetly in her mother's tongue: " l<'arewell, 
Clarence; I forgive thee! farewell, farewell !" 

He strove to answer, but the voice touched a chord 
at his heart, and the words failed him. Viola was then 
lost forever; gone with this dread stranger; darkness 
was round her lot! And he himself had decided her fate 
and his own! 1'he boat bounded on, the soft waves 
flashed and sparkled beneath the oars, and it was along ' 
one sapphire track of moonlight that the frail vessel bore 
away the lovers. Farther and farther from bis gaze 
sped the boat, till at last the speck, scarcely visible, 
touched the side of the ship that lay lifeless in the glo­
rious bay. At that instant, as if by magic, up sprang, 

·with a glad murmur, the playful and freshening wind : 
and Glyndon turned to Mejnour and broke the silence. 

"Tell me (if thou canst read the future), tell me that 
Aer lot will be fair, and that her choice at least is wise 1" 

_ "My pupil !" answered Mejnour, in a voice the calm-
ness <>f which well accorded with the chilling words, 
"thy first task must be to withdraw all thought, feeling, 
sympathy from others. The elementary stage of knowl-
edge is to make self, and self alone, thy study and thy 
world. Thou hast decided thine own career; thou bast V 
renounced love ; thou bast rejected wealth, fame, and 
the vulgar pomps of power. What, then, are all mankind 
to thee 1 To perfect thy faculties and concentrate thy 
emotions is henceforth thy only aim !" 

"And will happiness be the end 1" 
"If happiness exist," answered Mcjnour, " it must be 

centred in A su.r to which all passion is upknown. But 
happiness is the last state of being ; and as yet thou art 
on the threshold of the first." 

As Mejnour spoke, the distant vessel spread its sails 
to the wind, and moved slowly along the deep. Glyn­
don sighed, and the pupil and the master retraced thelr 
1tepa towards the city. 
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• BOOK THE FOURTH. 

THE DWELLER O~ TBE THRESHOLD. 

"Sey hinter ihm - will I Jell beb illll aaC- • 
Ea 111ft'1 mit lauter Stimm t Icb will 1ie 11ebl-." 

Du T&a1eau111:aT11: Bu.o :1111 l.ua. 
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BO OK IV. 

.. 
CHAPTER I. 

" C- 'rittima io 'leDgO all' UL" t 
lbun., K. ii., ec. Yi. 

IT was about a month after the date of Zanoni'• d .. 
parture, and Glyndon'• introduction to Mejoour, when 
two Englishmen were walking, arm in arm, through the 
Toledo. 

"I iell you," aaid one (who •poke warmlf), "that if 
you have a particle of common aense left 10 you, you 
will accompany me to England. Thia Mejnour ia an 
impoatnr more dangerous, becauae more in earnest, 
than Zauoni. After all, what do bis promieea amount 
to 1 You allow that nothing can be more equivocal. 
You say that be baa lefl Naplea; that he has selected a 
retreat more congenial than the crowded tboroughfaree 
of men to the studies in which he is to initiate you ; and 
this retreat is among the haunts of the fierceat bandiLf 
of Italy; haunts which justice itself darea not penetrate. 
Fitting hermitage for a &agfl ! I tremble for you. What 
if this stranger, of whom nothing is known, be leagued 
with the robbers ; and these lures for your credulity 
bait but the trapa for your property, perhaps your life t 
You might come oft" cheaply by a ransom of half your 
fortune. You smile indianautly ! Well; put common 
1ense out of the question ; take your own view of the 
matter. You are to undergo an ordeal which Mejnour 
himselt does not profess to describe as a very tempting 
one. It may, or at may not succeed ; if it does not, you 
are menaced with the daTkest evils ; and if it doee, you 
cannot be better oft" than the dull and joyleaa myetic 
whom you have taken for a master. Away with this 
Colly ; enjoy youth while it is left to you. Return with 
me to England ; forget these dreama. Enter your prop. 
er career; form alrectiooa more respectable than tho" 
which lured y:ou a while to an Italian aciYeuturen. At­

-~to yoar to11ane, make (DO&eJ, ~become a~ 
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and distieguished man. This is the advice o( sober 
friendship; yet the promises I hold out to you are fairer 
than those of Mejnour." 

"Mervale," said Glyndon, doggedly,'' I cannot, if I 
would, yield to your wishes. A power that is above me 
urgt>s me on; l cannot resist its influence. I will pro­
ceed to the last in the strange career I have commenced. 
Think of me no more. Follow yourself the advice you 
giva to me, and be happy." 

" This is madness," said Mervale ; " your health is 
already (ailing ; you are so changed I should scarcely 
know you. Come; I have already had your name en­
tered in my passport ; in another hour I shall be gone, 
and you, boy that you are, will be left without a friend, 
to the deceits of your own fancy and the machinations 
of this relentless mountebank." 

"Enough!" said Glyndon, coldly; "-you cease to be 
an effective counsellor when you suffer your prejudices 
to be thus evident. I have already had ample proof," 
added the Englishman, and his pale cheek grew more 
pale, "of"the power of this man, if man he be, which I 
sometimes doub't, and, come life, come death, I will not 
shrink from the paths that llllure me. Farewell, Mer­
vale : if we never meet again ; if you bear amid our old 
and cheerful haunts that Clarence Glyndon sleeps the 
last sleep by the shores of Naples or amid yon distant 
hills, say to the friends of our youth, 'He died worthily, 

. as thousands of martyr-students have diell before him, 
in the pursuit of knowledge.'" 

He wrung Mervale's hand as he spoke, darted from 
his side, and disappeared amid the crowd. - · 

By the corner of the Toledo he was arrested by Nicot. 
" Ah, Glyndon! I have not seen you this month. 

Where have you hid yourself J Have you been absorb­
ed in your studies 1" 

"Yes." 
"I am about to leave Naples for Paris. Will you 

accompany me 1 Talent of all order is eagerly sought 
for there, and will be sure to rise." 

"I thank you ; I have other schemes for the present. n 
"So laconic ! what ails you J Do you grieve for the 

loss of the Pisani l Take example by me. I have al­
ready consoled myself with Bianca Sacchini-a hand­
BOflle woman-enlightened-no prejudices. A valnable 
creature I shall find her, no doubt. But aa for this Za.. .... nom-
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.. What or him 1" 
" IC ever I paint an allegorical subject, I will take hi• 

likeness as Satan. Ha, ha! a true painter'• revenge­
eh 1 And the way of the world, too! When we can do 
nothing else against a man whom we hate, we can a& 
least paint his effigies as the devil. Seriously, thouah, 
1 abhor that man-" 

" Wherefore 1'" 
" Wherefore ! Has he not carried off the wife and the 

dowry I had marked for myself1 Yet, after all," added 
Nicot, musingly," bad be eerved illlltead of iojured me, 
I should have hated him all the aanle. His very form 
and his very face made me at once envy and detest him. 
I feel that there is something antipathetic in our natures. 
1 feel, too, that we shall meet again, when Jean Nicot'a 
hate may be leu impotent. We too, claer confrW­
we too may meet again! Vwe la lUpM/Jlif!U I l to my 
new world!" 

" And I to mine. Farewell !" 
That day Me"ale lei\ Naples; the next morning 

Glyndon also quitted the City of Delight, alone and on 
horseback. He bent his way into those pictureeciue, 
but dangerous parts of the country, which at that tune 
were infested by bandiui, and which few travellen dared 
to pau. even in broad daylight, without a strong escort. 
A road more lonely cannot well be conceived than thai 
on which the hoofs of bis steed, •triking upon the frac· 
ments• of rock that encumbered the neglected way, 
woke a dull and melancholy echo. Large tracts of 
waste land, varied by the rank and profuse foliage of the 
South, lay before him ; occasionally, a wild goat peeped 
down from aome rocky crag, or the discordant cry of a 
bird of prey, startled in its sombre haunt, was heard 
above the hills. These were the only signs of life ; not 
a human being was met-not a hut was visible. Wrap. 
ped in his own ardent and solemn thoughts, the young 
man continued bis way, till the aun had spent its noon. 
day heat, and a breeze that announced the approach of 
eve sprung up from the unseen ocean which lay far dis. 
tant to his right. U wu then that a ium in ihe road 
brought before him one of those long, desolate1 gloomy 
•illagea wbich are fouad in the interior of the Neapol· 
itan dominiona ; and now he came upon a small chapel 
on one aide the road. with a gaudily-painted image of 
the Vifain in tile open wine. Around thia spot, which, 
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in the heart or a Christian land, retained the vestige of 
the old idolatry (for just such were the chapels that in 
the pagan age were dedicated to the diemon-saints or 
mythology), gathered six or seven miserable and 11qualid 
wretches, whom the Curse of the Leper had cut off from 
mankind. They set up a shrill cry as they turned their 
ghastly visages towards the horseman; and, without 
atirring from the spot, stretched out their gaunt arms, 
and implored charity in the name of the Merciful Mother! 
Glyndon hastily threw them some small coins, and, 
turning away his f!lce, clapped spurs to bis horse, and 
relaxed not his speed till be entered the village. On 
either side the narrow and miry street, fierce and hag­
gard forms-some leaning against the ruined walls of 
blackened huts, some seated at the threshold, some lying 
at full in the mod-presented groups that at once invoked 
pity and aroused alarm : pity for their squalor, alarm 
for the fMocity imprinted on their savage aspects. They 
gazed at him, grim and sullen, as he rode slowly up the 
rugged street: sometimes whispering significantly to 
each other, but without attempting to stop his way: 
Even the children hushed their babble, and ragged ur­
chins, devouring him with sparkling eyes, mmtered to 
their mothers, "We shall feast well to-morrow!" lt 
was, indeed, one of those hamlets in which Law sets 
not its sober step, in which Violence and Murder house 
aecure-hamlets common then in the wilder parts or 
Italy-in which the peasant was but the gentler name 
for the robber. 

Glyndon's heart somewhat failed him as he looked 
around, and the question he desired to ask died upon 
his lips. At length, from one of the dismal cabins 
emerged a form superior to the rest. Instead of the 
patched and ragged overall, which made the only gar­
ment of the men he had hitherto seen, the dress of this 
person was characterized by all the trappings of the na­
tional bravo. Upon his raven hair, the glossy curls 
of which made a notable contrast to the matted and elfin 
locks of the savages around, was placed a cloth cRp with 
a gold tassel that hung down to his shoulder: his mus­
taches were trimmed with care, and a silk kerchief of 
gay hues was twisted round a well-shaped but sinewy 
throat; a short jacket of rough cloth was decorated with 
several rows of gilt filagree buttons ; his nether gar­
ments fitted tight to hia limbs, and were curioualy braid-
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ed; while in a broad parti·coloured sash were placed 
two ailver•hilted pistols and the sheathed knife usually. 
worn by Haliana of the lower order, mounted in ivory 
elaborately carved. A small carbine of handsome work­
manship was slung across his shoulder, and completed 
his costume. The man himself was of middle. size, 
athletic, yet slender, with straight and regular features, 
sunburned, but not swarthy ; and an expression of coun­
tenance which, though reckless and bold, had in it frank­
ness rather th~n ferocity, and, if defying, was not alto­
gether unprepossessing. 
· Glyndon, after eying this figure for some moments 

with great attention, checked his rein, and asked the 
way to the " Castle of the Mountain." 

The man lifted his cap as he heard the question, and, 
apt>roaching Glyndon, 1¥d his hand upon the neck. of the 
horse, and said, in a lo\\l"Voice, " Then you are the cava­
lier whom our patron the signor expected. He bade me 
wait for you here, and lead you to the castle. And in­
deed, signor, it might have been unfortunate if I had neg­
lected to obey the command." 

The man then, drawing a little aside, called out to the 
by-standers in a loud voice, "Ho, ho! my friends, pay 
henceforth and forever all respect to this worshipful 
cavalier. He is the expected gueat of our blesaed pa­
tron of the Castle of the Mountain. Long life to him ! 
May he, like his host, be safe by day and by night-on 
the hill and in the waste-~nst the dagge1 and the 
bullet-in limb and in life! Cursed be he who touches. 
a hair of his head or a baioccho in his pouch. Now 
and forever we will protect and honour him-for the 
law or against the law-with the faith, and.to the death. 
Amen! Amen!" ·. . 

" Amen!" responded, in wild chorus, a· hundred 
voices; and the scattered and straggling groups press­
ed up the street, nearer and nearer to the horseman. 

"And that he may be known," continued the English­
man's strange protector, "to the eye and to the ear, I 
place around him the white sash, and I give him the 
sacred watchword, ' Peace to the Brave.' Signor, when 
you wear this sash, the proudest in these parts will bare 
the head and bend the knee. Signor, when you utter 
this watchword, the bravest hearts will be bound to your 
bidding. Desire you safety or ask you revenge, to 
gain a beauty or to lose a foe, epeak but the word. 
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and we are yoma, we are yuan! I• it not eo.- com• 
radea !" And again the ho.r8e Yoieea llhouted, " Amen ! 
Amen!" 

"Now, aipcll'," wbiapered lhe bruo, "if you have 
a few coina '° apare, ecauer them amona the crowd, and 
le\ ua be&one." 

Glyndon, not diapleued al the concluding sentence, 
emptied hie parse in the a&reeta; and while with mingled 
oatha, bleump, abrieJta, and yella, men, women, aad 
cbilctren 1crambled for the money, the bravo, taking lhe 
rein of the horae, led it a few pacee tbrou(lh the village 
at a briak trot, and then, turning up a narrow lane to the 
Jen, in a few miautea neither houaea nor men were viai­
ble, and the mountains doaed their path on either aide. 
n was tbea that, releuing the bridle and alackeniog bis 
pace, the guide turned hie dark eyea on Glyndon with 
an arch expre•ion, and said, 

"Your excellency waa 1iot. per~ prepared I.Or tlae' 
beany welcome we hue gi•en you. ' 

•.•Why, in truth, I Of16ht to have been prepared for it,. 
aince the signor, to whose houae I am bound, did not dis­
guiae from me the character of the neirhbourbood. .And 
your name, my friend, if I may ao call you 1" 

"Oh, no ceremonies with me, excellency. In the 
village I am generally called Ma6atro P'°1o. I had a 
aumame once, though a Yery equiYocal one; and l have 
forgotten tlUlt aince I retired from the world." 

"And was it from disgust, from JM?Verty, or from 
eome-aome ebullition of puaion which entailed pun­
iabment, that you betook youreelf eo the mountaina 1" 

" Why, U,nor," Mid the bravo, with a gay laugh, 
"hermits of my clasa aeldom love the confessional. 
However, I have no secrete while my step is in lbese 
defiles, my whistle in my pouch, and my carbine at ,.y 
back." With that the robber, u if be loved permiffion 
to talk at his will, hemmed thrice, and began with much 
bemour; lbough, as bie tale proceeded, the memories 
it roused seemed to cany him fanher tbaa be at fim 
intended, and reckleu and light.hearted ease gave way 
&o tbat fierce aild Yaried play of co11ntenanee aud. pas­
Bion of 1'98ture which ebaracleriae the emotioaa oLhia 
countrymen. 

" l waa bol'll at Terracina, a fair spot, is it. not t My 
lather waa a leamed monk, of high birth; my moiher, 
UP'en reat ber ! an an-beper's preity daughter.. Of 
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I "°"'"' there could be no marriage in the case ; ancl 

when I waa born, the monk gravely declared my •Po 
pearance to be miraculous. I was dedicated from my 
Cradle to the altar, and my head waa llniveraally de­
clared to be the onhodox shape for a cowl. As I grew 
ap, the monk took great pains with my education ; and 
I learned Latin and paalmody as soon as lesa miraculous 
infaots leamed crowiag. Nor did the holy man's care 
etint itself to my interior accomplishments. Although 
vowed to ponrty, he always contrived that my mother 
should have her pockets full ; and between her pockets 
cid miae there was soon Mtablished a clandestine com· 
munication ; acconlin'1y, at fourteen I wore my cap 011 
one aide, stuck piatola m my belt, and aasumed the swag· 
ser oC a cavalier and a pliant. · At that age my poor 
mother died ; and about the same period, my father. 
bavfng wriiten a History or the Pontifical Bulla, ht 
(orty volumes, and being, as I said, of high binh, obtained 
a eanlinal's hat. From that time he thought fit to dis· 
own yo11r hamhle eenant. He oound me ewer to an hon­
est notary at Naples, and gave me two hundred crowns 
by way of provision. Well, signor, I aa w enough of the 
law to convince me that I should never be ro~ue enough 
to shine in the profession. So, instead of spoiling parch­
ment, I made love to the notary's daughter. My master 
discovered our innocent amusement, and tamed me out 
of doors; that was disagreeable. But my Ninetta loved 
me, and took care that I should not lie out in the streets 
with the lazzeroni. Little jade, I think I see her now, 
with her bare feet and lier finger to her lips, opening 
the door in the summer nights, and bidding me creep 
eoftly into the kitchen, where, praised be the saints ! a 
daak and a manchet 8lways awaited the hungry amoro­
eo. At last, however, Ninetta grew cold. It is-the way 
oC the sex, signor. Her father found her an excellent 
marriage in the person of a withered old picture-dealer. 
She took the spouse, and \'ery properly clapped the door 
in lbe face of the lover. I waa not disheartened, excel· 
leney; no, not I. Women are plentiful while we &l8 
young. So, without a ditcat in my poc~et or a crust 
for my teeth, I set out to aeek my fortune on boanl of 
a Spanish merchantman. That was duller work than I 
expected; but, luckily, we were attacked by a pirate; 
half the crew were butchered, the rest captured. I was 
one of the ~t; alway• in luck, you see, 1i1nor ;-monb' 
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aona have a knack that way ! The captain or the plratee 
took a fancy to me. ' Serve with us,' said he. 'Too 
happy!' said I. Behold me, then, a pirate! 0 jolly 
life ! how I ble11ed the old notary Cor turning me out of 
doors ! What feasting, what fighting, what wooing, 
what quarrelling! Sometimes we ran ashore and en­
joyed ourselves· like princes ; aometimes we lay in a 
calm for days together, on the lonliest sea that man 
ever traversed. And then, if the breeze l'Otle and a sail 
came in sight, who so merry as wet ~ paased three 
years in that charming profession, and then, signor, I 
grew ambitious. I caballed agaiDllt the captain ; I 
wanted bis poat. One still night we struck the blow. 
The ship was like a log in the sea; no land to be seen 
from the masthead ; the waves like glass, and the moon 
at its full. Up we rose, thirty of us and more. Up we 
rose with a shout; we J><l.Ured into the captain's cabin, 
I at the head. The brave old boy bad caught the alarm, 
and there he stood at the doorway, a pistol in each hand; 
and his one eye (he bad only one !) ·worse to meet than 
the pistols were. 

" Yield!' cried I ; 'your life shall be saf1t.' 
"•Take that,' said he, and whiz went the pistol ; but 

the saints took care of their own, and the ball passed 
by my cheek, and shot the boatswain behind me. I 
closed with the captain, and the other pistol went off 
without mischief in the struggle. Such a fellow be 
was; six feet four without his shoes ! Over we went, 
rolling each on the other. Santa Maria! no time to 
get bold of one's knife. Meanwhile, all the crew were 
up, some for the captain, some for me ·; clashing and 
firing, and swearing and groaning, and now and then a 
heavy splash in the sea ! Fine supper for the aharka 
that nigbt ! At last old Bilboa got uppermost; out flash­
ed his knife; down it came, but not m my heart. No! I 
gave.my left arm as a shield; and the blade went through 
to the hilt, with the blood spirting up like the rain Crom 
a whale's nostril. With the weight of the blow the stout 
fellow came down, so that bis face touched mine ; with 
my right band I caught him by the tbroai, turned him 
over like a lamb, signor, and faith it was soon all up 
with him; the boatswain's brother, a fat Dutchman, ran 
him through with a pike. 

" ' Old fellow,' said I, as be turned hia tenible eye to 
me, ' 1 bear you Do malice, but we must try to get on ill . 
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the world, you know.' The captain grinned and gave up 
the ghost. I went upon deck-what a sight! Twenty 
bold fellows stark and cold, and the moon sparkling on 
the r.uddles of Llood as calmly as if it were water. 
Wei , signor, the victory was ours and the "hip mine; 
I ruled merrily enough for six months. We then attack­
ed a French ship twice our size; what sport it was! 
And we had not bad a good fight so long, we were quite 
like virgins a\it ! We got the best of it, and won ship and 
cargo. They wanted to pistol the captain, but that waa 
against my laws; so we gagged him, for he scolded as 
loud as if we were married to him; left him and the 
rest of his crew on board our own vessel, which was 
terribly battered ; clapped our black flag on the French­
man's, and set oft' merrily, with a brisk wind in our fa­
vour. But luck deserted us on forsaking our own dear 
old ship. A storm came on, a plank struck; .several of 
ua escaped in the boat; we ~ad lots of gold with us, 
but no water! For two days and two nights we suffer­
ed horribly; but at'last we ran ashore near a French 
seaport. Our sorry plight moved compassion, and as 
we had money we were not suspected ; people only sus­
pect the' poor. Here we soon recovered our fatigues, 
rigged ourselves out gayly, and your bumble servant waa 
considered as noble a captain as ever walked deck. But 
now, alas! my fate would have it that I should fall in 
love with a silk-mercer's daughter. Ah, how I loved 
her! the pretty Clara! Yes, I loved her so well that l 
was seized with horror at my past life! I resolved to 
repent, to marry her, and settle down into an honest 
man. Accordingly, I summoned my messmates, told 
t.hem my resolution, resigned my command, and persua­
ded them .to depart. They were good fellows: enga­
ged with a Dutchman, against whom I afterward heard 
they made a successful mutiny, but I never saw .them 
more. I had two thousand crowns still left; with this 
sum I obtained the consent of the silk-mercer, and it was 
agreed that I should become a partner in the firm. I 
need not say that no one suspect.ed that I bad been so 
great a man, and I passed for a Neapolitan goldsmith's 
eon instead of a cardinal's. I was very happy then, 
signor, very ; I could not have harmed a tly ! Had I 
married Clara, I had been as gentle a mercer as ever 
handled a measure." 

. The bravo paused a moment,, and it was easy to see 
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that he feU more than bia words and tone betokened. 
••Well, well, we must not loot back at the past too 
earnestly ; the sunlight upon it makes one's eyes water. 
The day was fixed for our wedding-it approached. 
On the enning before the appointed day, Clara, her 
mother, her little sister, and myself were walking by 
she port, and as we looked on the sea 1 was telling them 
old gossip-tales of mermaids and sea-serpents, when a 
red-faced, bottle-nosed l<'renchman clapped himself rip& 
before me, and placing his 11pectacles very deliberately 
astride his proboscis, echoed out, ' Sacri, mille tomaerru ! 
this is the damned pirate who boarded the Ni<>H !' 

"• None of your jests,' said I, mildly. 'Ho, ho!' 
aaid he; 'I can't be mistaken; help there!' and he 
griped me by the collar. I replied, as you m8J suppose, 
by laying him in the kennel ; but it would not do. The 
French captain had a l<'rench lieutenant as his back, 
whose memory was as good as his chief:!s. A crowd 
assembled ; other fl&ilors came up ; the' odd• were 
against me. I slept that night . in prison ; and in & 
few weeks afterward I was sent to the galleys. They 
Bpared my life1 because the old Frenchmao politely 
averred that I had made my crew spare his. You rpay 
believe that the oar and the chain were not to my taste. 
I and two others escaped ; they took to the road, and 
have, no doubt, been long since broken on the wheel. 
I, aol\ soul, would not commit another crime to gain my 
bread, for Clara was still at my heart with her swtiet 
eyes ; so, limiting my rogueries to the theft of a begpr'a 
rags, which I compensated by leaving him my galley 
attire instead, I begged my way to the town where I left 
Clara. It was a clear winter's day when I approached 
the outskirts of the town. I had no fear of detection, 
for my beard and hair were as good as a mask. Ob 
Mother of Mercy ! there came across my way a fune;.;! 
procession ! There, now you know it ; l can tell yoq 
no more. She had died, perhaps of love ; more likely 
of shame. Can you guess how I spent that night l I 
stole a pickaxe from a mason's shed, and all alone aod 
unseen, under the frosty heavens, I duf the freab mould 
from the grave ; 1 lifted the coffin, I wrenched the lid, I 
aaw her again-again ! Decay had not touched her. 
She wa~ always pale in life! I could have swom "he 
JiTed ! · It was a blessed thing to see her once more, 
aud all alo~ too! B11t then, at dawn to 1ive her back 
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IO the earth-to close the lid, to throw down the mould, 
tO hear the pebbles rattle on the coffin-that was dread. 
ful ! Signor, l never knew before, and I don•t wish to 
think now, how valuable a thing human life is. At sun­
rise I was. again a wanderer; but now that Clara was 
gone, my scruples vanished, and again I was at war 
with my betters. I contrived at last, at 0--, to get 
taken on board a vessel bound to Leghorn, working out 
my passage. From Leghorn I went to Rome, and sta­
tioned myself at the door of the cardinal's palace. Out 
he came, his gilded coach at the gate. 

" ' Ho, father !' said I; • don't you know me l' 
" ' Who are rou 1' 
"'Your son, said I, in a whisper. 
"The cardinal drew back, looked at me earnestly, and 

mused a moment. ' All men are my sons;' quoth he 
then, very mildly; 'there is gold for thee! To him who 
begs once, alms are due ; to him who begs twice, jails 
are open. Take the hint, and molest me no more. 
Heaven bless thee !' With that be got into his coach, 
and drove off to the Vatican. His purse which he had 
left behind was well supplied. I was grateful and con­
tented, and took my way to Terracina. · I had not long 
passed the marshes, when I saw two horsemen approach 
at a canter. 

"'You look poor, friend,' said one 9f them, halting; 
•yet you are strong.' · 

"' Poor men and strong are both serviceable and 
dangerous, Signor Cavalier.' 

" ' Well said ; follow us.' 
" I obeyed, and became a bandit. I rose by degrees ; 

and as I have always been mild in mI calling, and have . 
taken purses without cutting throats, bear an excellent 
character, and can eat my macaroni at Naples without 
any danger to life and limb. For the last two years I 
have settled in these parts, where I hold sway, and 
where I have purchased land. I am called a farmer, 
signor ; and I myself now only rob for amusement, and 
to keep my hand ih. I trust I have satisfied your curl. 
osity. We are within a hundred yards of the castle." 

"And how," asked the Englishman, whose interest 
bad been much excited by his companion's narrative, 
" and how came you acquainted with my host 1 and by 
what uteans has he so well conciliated the good will ot 
younell and your friends 1" 
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llMa1ro P.6olo turned bia black eyea veJ:Y PT•;:~ 
~anls bis questioner. "Why, signor," said he, • yo11 
most surely know more or the Coreifn cavalier with the 
hard name than I do. All I can say 1s, that about a fort.­
night ago I chanced to be standing by a booth in the 
Toledo at Naples, when a sober-looking geotlem1,11 
1ouched me by the arm, and said, • Ma~tro PioJo, I 
want to make your acquaintance ; do me the f&Your to • 
come into yonder tavern, and drink a ftaskof LacrimLF 
•Willingly,' said I. So we entered the tavern. When 
we were seated, my new acquaintance thus accosted 
Ille : ' The Count d'O-- baa oll'ered to let me hire m. 
old castle near B••H. You know the spot !' 

" ' Extremely well ; no one baa inhabited it for a cea­
&ary at least; rt ia half in ruins, signor. A queer plaee 
to hire; I hope the rent is not heavy.' · 

" ' Ma~stro Pliolo,' said be, ' I am a philosopher, and 
don't care for luxuries. I want a quiet retreat for some 
.Cientific eii;periments. The castle will suit me Ye'f 
well, provided you will accept me as a neighbour, aoa 
flace me and my friends uader your special protection. 

am rich ; but I shall take nothing to the castle worth 
robbing. I will pay one rent to the count, and another 
to you.' 

"With that we soon came to terms ; and u the strange 
aignor doubled the sum l myself proposed, b~ is in high 
fayour with all his neithboura. We would guard liie 
old castle against an army. And now, signor, thaL I 
have been thus frank, be frank with me. Who ia thia· 
aingnlar cavalier t" 

" Who l he himself told you, a pbiloao~her." 
" Hem! searching for the philosophers atone-eh 1. 

a bit of a. IJl!llician ; afraid of the priests t" 
"Precise1y. Yo~ have hit it." 
" I thought so ; and you are hi8 pupil 1" 
"I am." 
"I wish1ou .w.ell throu(fh it," said the robber, serioUlly, 

and crossuig himself with much devotion ; "I am not 
much better than other people, but one's soul i1 one's 
soul. I do not mind a little honest robbery, or kn<>e.k.­
iug a man ou the head if need be ; but to make a bar­
g~in with the devil ! Ah ! take care, young gentlemq, 
u.ke care." 

"You need not fear," said Glyndon, smiling; 11 mJ. 
preceptor i• too wise and too 1ood for auch a compac~ 

I 
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Jt11t .here we. are, I auppo,se. .A. aoble ni1I, a. glorious 
p,:ospect !" . 

Glyndon paused delightedly, and surveyed the scene 
before and below with the eyci or a painter. Insensibly, 
while listening to the bandit, he had wound up a con­
siderable ascent, and now he waa upon a broad ledire 
of rock covered with mosses and dwarf shrubs. Be­
tween this eminence and another of equal beigM upon 
1Vhich the castle was built, there was a deep but narrow 
Assure, overgrown with the moet profuse foliage, ao that 
the eye could not penetrate manf yard6 below the l'llf" 
ged surface of the uyu ; but the· prof oundneaa migbt 
be well conjectured by the hoarse, low, mono&oooue roar 
of waters unseen that rolled below, and the subsequent 
course or which was visi!Jle at a distance in a pt!rturbed 
aJid rapid stream, that intersected the waate· and deaolate. 
vAlleyL To the left the prospect seemed almost tiound­
less; the extreme clearness of the purple aif eervins: 
~ render diuinct the features of. a l'IUJI~ or codntry that 
8t conqu.eror of old might have deeiped. in itself. a . king- . 
clom •. Lonely and desolate as the road which Glync!Oa 
bad passed that day had appeared, the landscape now 
aeemed studded with castles, spires, and villages. Afarz 

·Naples gleamed whitely in the last rays of the sun, anc1 
the rose-tints of the horizon melted into the azure of her 
glorious bay. Yet more remote, and in another part 
of the/rospect, might be caught, dim and shadowy, and 
backe by the darkest foliage, the ruined pillars or the 
BDCient Polidonia. There, in the midst or his blacken­
ed and ateril realms, rose the dismal Mount of Fire: 
while on the other band, winding through variegated 
p)aina, to which distance lent all its magic, glittered 
many and many. a stream, by which Etruac&ll and Syb­
.,-ite, Roman, and Saracen..aud Norman, had, at inte11- . 
vals Of ages, pitched the invading tent. All the Yilions, 
of the past, I.be stormy and dazzling historiea of south· 
e·rn Italy, l'Wlhed over the artist's mind as he aazed 
below. And then, ~owly turning to look behind,.~' 
aii.w the gray aQd mouldering walls or the castle ia. 
which he sought the secrets that. were to give to hope , 
in the Future a mightier empire than memory owns ia . 
the Past. It was one of those baronial f1>rtreMea wi~. 
,(hich Italy was studded in the earlier Middle Age11, baJ~ 
I.a but little of the Gothic grace or irandeur which i. 
lfaP.. to tbe eoolelliu&i4;l81 arc~rooftbe IUle f.iae; 
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bat rude, •aat. and menancing, even bl decay. A. wood­
en bri~ was thrown over the chasm, wide enough io 
admit two horsemen abreast ; and the planks trembled 
and ga•e back a hollow sound as Glyndon urged his ja-
ded steed acroea. · 

A road which had once been broad, and paved with 
rough 8aga, but which now was hair obliterated by long 
grass and rank weeds, conducted to the outeir court or 
the castle hard by : the gatf!s were open, and half the 
boildin( in this part was dismantled; the ruins partially 
hid by 1ry that was the growth of centuriee. But on 
entering the inner court, Glyndon was not sorry to notice 
that there was leas appearance of neglect and decay ; 
eome wild roeea gave a smile to the gray walls, and in 
the centre there was a fountain, in which the waten 
atill trickled coolly, and with a pleasing murmur, from 
the jawa or a gigantic Triton. Here he was met by 
:lllejnour with a amile. 
"W~lcome, my friend and pupil," said he ; "he who 

aeeb for Truth can find in these solitudes an immortal 
Academe." 

. . , .. ' ., 
;.,.l"•· .... ..J . 

CHAPTER II. 

. ·:.. ...... _ 

"And Abarie, eo far from eeteemina Pytbaaoru, who taqbt 11-
tbinp, a necromancer or wizard, rather re•efed md admired him • 
90metbinf di•ine."-l4••L1ca., Vil. P~. 

Tn attendants whom Mejnour had engaged for hie 
atrange abode were such as might suit a philosopher 
of few wants. An old Armenian, whom Glyndon rec­
ognised aa in the mystic's service at Naples; a tall, 
hard-featured woman from the vill~e, recommended . 
by M~stro Paolo, and two long-haired, smooth-apo­
ken, but fierce-visaged youths from the same place, and 
honoured by the same sponsorship, constituted the es­
tablishment. The rooms ulfed by the sage were com­
modious and weather-proof, with some remains or an­
cient splendour in the faded arras that clothed the walls, 
and the huge tables or costly marble and elaborate car­
ving. Glyndon'• lleeping apartment communicated 
with a ~ or belvidere, or terrace, that commaiaded 
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prospects of unrivalled beauty and extent, and wa1 sep-
arated on t.he other side by a long gallery, and a ftight 
of ten or a dozen stairs, from tbe private cbambel'll of 
the mystic. There was about the whole place a aom· 
bre and yet not displeaaing depth of repose. It suited 
well with the studies to which it was now to be appro­
priated. 

For several days Mejnour refused to confer with 
Glyndon on t.he subjects nearest to his heart. 

" AD without," said he, " is prepared, but not all witb­
in ; your own soul must grow accustomed to the spot, 
ud lilied with the surrounding nature; for nature is the V" 
source of all in1piration." . 

With these words Mejnour turned to li3hter topics. 
He ma.de the Englishman accompany him in long ram­
bles through the wild scenes around, and he smiled ap. 
proringly when the younf artist gave way to the entho­
sium which their fearfu beauty could not have failed 
to rouse in a duller breaat ; and then .Mejnour poured 
forth to his wondering pupil the stores of a knowledge 
that seemed inexhaustible and boundleas. He gave BC• 
counts the most curions, graphic, and minute, of the va­
rious races (their characters, habits, creeds, and man­
ners) by which that fair land had been successively 
overrun. It is true that bis descriptions could not be 
found in books, and were unsupported by learned au­
thorities; but be posse111r.d the true charm of the tale­
ieUer, and spoke of all with the animated confidence of 
a personal witne111. Sometimes, too, be would con­
verse upon the more durable and the loftier mysteries 
of nature with au eloquence and a researeh which in­
Teated them with all the colours rather of poetry than 
science. lnaensibly the young artist found himself ele­
T&ted and soothed by the lore of his companion ; the 
feyer of bis wild deairea was slacked. 811 mind be­
came more and more lulled into the divine tranquillity 
of contemplation ; he felt bimeelf a nobler being; anii 
in t.he ailence of his aenaes be imagined that he heard 
the •oice of his soul. 

It waa to thia state that Mejnour evidently sought to 
bring the Neophyte, and in this elementary initiation the 
mystic was like every more ordinary aage. For be 
who seeks to D11Covsa, must first reduce himself into a 
kind of abstract idealism, and be rendered up, in aolemn 
and sweet bondage, to the facultiea which co11T1MPLAT• V 
and 1111.1.e1N1. ' 
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Glyndon noticed that, in tJieir. rambles, Mejnour often 
paused where the foliage was rifest, to gather some herb 
or dower; and this reminded him that be had seen Za­
noni similarly occupiea. " Can these humble children 
of nature," saicl be one day to Mejnour, "things that 
bloom and wither in a day, be ee"iceable to the science 
of the higher secrets 1 la there a pharmacy for the 
soul as well as the body, and do the nuralinga of the 
summer minister not only to human health, but spiritual 
immonality 1" 

/ "If," answered Mejnour, "a stranger had visited a 
V wandering tribe before one property of herbalism wu 

known to them; if he bad told the suagea that the 
herbs, which every day they trample under Coot, were 
endowed with the most potent virtues; that one would 
restore to health a brother on the verge of death ; that 
another would paralyze into idiocy their wisest sage ; 
that a third would strike lifeless to the dust their most 
stalwart champion; that tears and laughter, vigour and 
disease, madnesa And reason, wakefulness and sleep, 
existence and di88olution, were coiled up in those unre­
garded leaves, would they not have held him a sorcerer 
or a liar 1 To half the virtues o( the vegetable world 
mankind are yet in the darkness of the savages I have 
supposed. There are faculties within us with which 
certain herbs have alllnity, and over which they have 
power. The moly of the ancients is not all a fable." 

The apparent character of Mejnour ditrered in much 
from that of Zanoni ; and while it fascinated Glyndon 
le88, it subdued.and impressed him more. The conver­
eation of Zanoni evinced a deep and general interest for 
mankind-a feeling approaching to enthusiasm for Art 
and Beauty. The atories,circulated concerning his hab­
its elevated the mystery or his life by actions of chari­
ty and beneficence. And in all this there was some­
thing genial and humane that sonened the awe he cre-

v ated, and tended, perhaps, to raise suspicions aa to the 
loftier secrets that he arrogated to himself. But Mej­
nour seemed wholly inditrerent to all the actual worta. 
If he committed no evil, he seemed equally apathetic to 
good. His deeds relieved no want, his words pitied no 
distress. What we call the heart appeared to have mer­
ged into the intellect. He moved, tho~ht, and lived 
like some regular and calm Abstraction, rather than one 
who yet retained, with the form, the feelings and sym­
pathies of hi• kind I 

o·,i;,.,b,Google 



ZANONJ, 215 

Glyndon once, observing the tone of supreme indift'er­
ence with which he spoke of those changes on the face 
of earth, which he asserted he had witnessed, ventured 
to remark to him the distinction he had noted. 

"H is true," said Mejnour, coldly. "My life is the 
life that contemplates; Zaooni's is the life that enjoys : 

: when I gather the herb, I think but of its uses ; Zanoni. 
will pause to admire its beauties." 

" And you deem your own the superior and the lofti­
er existence l" 

"No. His is the existence of youth; mine of age. 
We have cultivated different faculties. Each has pow­
ers the other cannot aspire to. Those he associates 
with, live better; those who associate with me, know 
more." . 

" I have heard, in truth," said Glyndon, "that his com­
panions at Naples were observed to lead purer and no­
bler lives after intercourse with Zanoni; yet, were they 
not strange companions, at the best, for a sage l This ter­
rible power, too, that he exercises at will, as in the death 
of the Prince di --, and that of the Count Ughelli, 

_scarcely becomes tbe tranquil seeker after good." 
" True," said Mejnour, with an icy smile ; " such 

must ever be tbe error of those philosophers who would 
meddle with the active life of mankind. You cannot 
serve some without injuring ot.hers; you cannot protect~ 
the good without warring on the bad; and if you desire. 
to reform the faulty, why you must lower yourself to 
live with the faulty to know their faults. Even so saith 
Paracelus, a great man, though often wrong.• Not mine 
this folly; I live but in knowledge: I have no life in man· 
kind!" 

Another time, Glyndon questioned the mystic as .!O 
the nature of that union or fraternity to which Zanoni 
bad once referred. 

" I am right, I suppose," said he, "in conjecturiDg 
that you and himself profess to be the brothers of t a v 
Rosy Cross." 

" Do you imagine," answered Mejnour, "that there 
were no mystic and solemn unions of men seeking the 
same ends, through the same means, before the Arabi- t 
ans of Damns, in 1378, taught to a wandering German L 

• " It is as necesMry to know e•il .tbinp a1 good ; for who can 
know what is good without tbe knowing what ia evil 1" &c.-P•r· 
""""6, D~ Na1. &r., lib. iii. 
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the secrets which founded the Institution of the Rosi. 
crucians t I allow, however, that the Rosicrucians form­
ed a sect descended Crom the greater and E'arlier school 
They were wiser than &he Alchemists; their masters are 
wiser than they." 

" And of thia early and primary order, bow many still 
exist 1" · 

" Zanoni and myself." . 
" What, two only ! and you profess the power to teach 

to all the secret that baffles Death 1" 
" Your ance1ttor attained that secret ; be died rather 

than au"ive the only thing he loved. We have, my po· 
pil, no arts by which we can put Death out of our optum, 
or out of the will of Heaven. These walls may crush 
me as I stand. All that we profess to do is but this : to 
find out the aeereta'of the human frame, to know why 
the parts ossify and the blood stagnates, and to ~ply 
continual preveatiYeS to the etreeta of Time. Thia 1a 
not Magic; it ia the Al1 of Medicine· rightly understood. 
In our order we hold moat noble, first, that knowledge 
which elevates the intellect; secondly, that which pre­
serves the body. But the mere art (extracted from the 
juices and simples) which recruits the animal vigour 
and arrests the progress of decay, or that more noble 
secret which I will only hint to thee at pre8ent, by which 
,n:AT or CALOarc, as ye call it, being, as Heraclitus wise­
ly taught, the primordial principle of life, can be made 
its perpetual renovator; these, I say, would not suffice 
for safety. It is ours also to disarm and elude the wrath 
of men, to turn the swords of our foes against each oth­
el', to glide (if not incorporeal) invisible to eyes over 
·which we can throw a mist and darkness. And this 
some -seers have professed to be the virtue of a stone of 
agate. Abaria placed it in his arrow. I will find you an 
herb in yon valley that will give a surer charm than the 
agate and the arrow. In one word, know this, that the 
humblest and meanest products or Nature are those 
from which the sublimest properties are to be drawn." 

"But," said Glyndon," if possessed of these great se­
crets, why so churlish in withholding their diffusion! 
Does not the false or charlatanie science ditrer in this 
t\'om the true and indisputable, that ·the last communi­
cates to the wprld the process by which it attains its 
discoveries; the first bOaats of marvellous results, and 
refuses to explain the causes 1" · · 
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" Well said, 0 Logician of the schools ; but think 
again. Suppose w~ were to impart all our knowledge 
to all mankind indiscriminately, alike to the vicious 
and the virtuous, should we be benefactors or scourges 1 
Imagine the tyrant, the sensualist, the evil and corrupt­
ed, being posseHed of these tremendous powers ; would 
he not be a demon let loose on earth 1 Grant that 
the same privilege be , accorded also to the good; and 
in what state would be society 1 Engaged in a Titan 
war-the good forever on the defensive, the bad for­
ever in assault. In the present condition of the earth, 
evil is a more active principle than good, and the evil 
would prevail. It is for these reasons that we are not 
only solemnly bound to administer our lore only to those 
who will not misuse and pe"ert it, but that we place 
our ordeal in tests that purify the passions and elevate 
the desires. And Nature in this controls and assists us; 
f«X' it places awful guardians and insurmountable bar­
riers between the ambition of vice and the Heaven of 
the loftier science." 

Such made a small part of the numerous conversa­
tions Mejnour held . with his pupil; conversations that, 
.while they appeared to address themselves to the rea­
aon, inftamed yet more the fancy. It was the very dis­
claimin~ of all powers which Nature, properly investi· 
gated, did not suffice to create, that gave an air of prob­
ability to those which l\lejnour asserted Nature might 
bestow. 

Thus days and weeks rolled on; and the mind of Glr.n· 
don, gradually fitted to this sequestered and musing life, 
forgot at last the vanities and chimeras of the world 
without. 

One evening he had lingered alone and late upon the 
ramparte, watching the stars as, on by one, they broke 
upon the twilight. Never bad ha felt so sensibly the 
mighty power of the Heavens and the Earth upon man t 
how much the springs of our intellectual being are mov­
ed and acted upon by the solemn induences of Nature ! 
As a patient on whom, slowly and by degrees, the agen­
cies of mesmerism are brought to bear, he acknowl­
edged to his heart the growing force of that vast and 
universal magnetism which is the life of creation, and 
binds the atom to the whole. A strange and ineffable 
consciousneH of power, of the aoMrrHtNo oR&AT within 
the perishable clay, appealed to feelings at· once dim 

Voi.. 1.-T 
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and glorious, like the faint recognition of a holier and 
former being. An impulse that he could not resist led 
him to seek the mystic. He would demand, that hour, 

\/ his initiation into the worlds beyond our world : he was 
prepared to breathe a diviael' air. He entered the cas­
tle, and strode the shadowy and star-lit gallery which 
conducted to Mejnour's apartment. 

( . 
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BOOK IV. 
CONTUWD. 

CHAPTER III, 

fl Kan le the ~ye of things."-EoavPR., a V-at. :e-. 
• • • fl There it, therefore, a certain ecetatical or traneportlnr pow· 

er which, if at any time it shall be eJ:cited or 1tirred up by au aident 
duire and moet etrong imagtnation, ie able to conduct the spirit of 
.the more outward even to 10me abeent and far-di»tant object."­
Vo.N H11:LJ10NT. 

Ta11: rooms that ?tJejnour occupied consisted o( two 
chambers communicating with each other, and a third 
in which he slept. All these rooms were placed in the 
huge square tower that beetled over the dark and bush­
grown precipice. The first chamber which Glyndon en­
tered was empty. With a noiseless step he passed on, 
and opened the door that admitted into the inner one. 
He drew back at the threshold, overpowered by a strong 

. fragrance wbtch filled the chamber : a kind of mis& 
thickened the air rather than obscured it, for this vapour 
was noi dark, but resembled a snow-cloud moving slow­
ly and in heavy undulations, wave upon wave, regularly 
over the space. A mortal cold struck to the English­
man's heart, and his blood froze. He stood rooted to 
the spot, and, as his eyes strained involuntarily through 
the vapour, he fancied (for he could not be sure that it 
was not the trick of his imagination) that he saw dim; 
1pectre-like, but gigantic forms ftoating through the mist; 
or was it not rdther the mist itself that1 formed its va­
pours fantastioally into those moving, impalpable, and 
bodiless apparitions 1 A great painter of antiquity is 
said, in a picture of Hades, to have represented the mon­
sters that glide through the ghostly River of tile Dea~. 
so artfully, that the eye perceived at once that the river 
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itaelr was but a spectre, and the bloodless things that 
tenanted it had no life, their forms blending with the 
dead waters, till, as the eye continued to gaze, it ceased 
to discern them from the preternatural element they 
were supposed to inhabit. !Such were the moving out­
lines that coiled and ftoated through the mist; but before 
Glyndon had even drawn breath in this a1mosphere-for 
his life it11elf seemed 'arrested or changed into a kiud of 
horrid trance-he felt his hand seized, and he was led 
from that room into the outer one. He heard the door 
close, his blood rushed again through his veins, and he 
aaw !\tejnour by his side. Strong convulsions then sud­
denly seized his whole frame; he fell to the ground in­
sensible. When he recovered, he found himself in the 
open air, in a rude balcony of stone that jutted from the 
chamber, the stars shining serenely over the dark abyss 
below, and resting calmly upon the face of the mystic. 
who stood beside him with folded arms. 

" Young ll)an," said Mcjnour, "judge, by what you 
have just felt, how dangerous it is to seek knowledge 
until prepared to receive it. Another moment in the air 
of that chamber, and you had been.a corpse." 

"Then of what nature was the knowledge that you, 
once mortal like myself, could safely have sought in that 
icy atmosphere which it was death .for me to breathe. 
Mejnour t" continued Glyndon, and his wild desire, 
sharpened by the very danger he had passed, once more 
animated and nerved him. " I am prepared at least for 

· the lirst steps. I come to you as of old, the pupil to the 
Hierophant, and demand the iniliation." 

Mejnour passed his hand over the young man's heart; 
it beat loud, regularly, and boldly. He looked at him 
with something almost like admiration in his passion­
less and frigid features, and muttered, half to himself, 
" Surely, in so much courage the true disciple is found 
at last." 'rhen, speaking aloud, he added, " Be it so; 
man's ftrst initiation is in TRANCE.. In dreams com­
mences all human knowledge; in dreams hovers 'over 
measureless space the first faint bridge between spirit 
and spirit-this world and the worlds beyond! Look 
steadfastly on yonder star!" . 
. Glyndon obeyed, and Mejnour retired into the cham­
ber, from which there then slowly emerged a vapour, 
somewhat paler and of fainter odour than that which 
bad nearly produced .so fatal an effect on his frame. 

\ 
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This, on the contrary, as it coile4 around him, and then 
melted in thin spirea into the air, breathed a refreshing 
and healthful fragrance. He still kept his eyes on the 
star, and the star seemed gradually to fix and command 
bis gaae. A sort of languor next seized his fran1e, but 
without, as he thought, communicating itself to the 
mind ; and as this crept over him he felt bis tempJea 
sprinkled with some volatile and fiery easence. At the 
same moment a slight tremour shook bis limbs and thril­
led throUJb bis veins. The languor increased; still 
he kept his gaze upon the star; and now its luminous 
circumference seemed to expand and dilate. It became 
gradually softer and clearer m its light; apreadinf.' wider 
and broa<ler, it diffused all space-all apace aeemeJ swal­
lowed up in it. And at last, in the midst of a silver.shi­
ning atmosphere, he felt as if something burst within hie 
brain-as if a strong chain were broken ; and at that mo­
ment a sense of heavenly liberty, of unmterable delight, 
of freedom f~m the body, of bird-like lightness, seem· 
ed to ftoat him into the space itself. " Whom, now upon 
earth, dost thou wish to see 1" whispered the voice of 
Mejnour. "Viola and Zanoni !" answered Glyndon, ill · 
bis· heart; but he felt that bis lips moved not. Suddenly, 
at that thought-through this space, in which nothing, 
aave one mellow, translucent light, had been discernible 
-a swift succession of shadowy landscapes seemed to 
roll : trees, mountains, cities, seas, glided along like the 
changes of a phantasmagoria; and at last, settled and 
stationary, he saw a cave by the gradual marge of an 
ocean shore, myrtles and orange-trees clothing the gen­
tle banks. On a height at a distance gleamed the white 
but shattered relics of some ruined heathen edifice ; and 
the moon, in calm splendour, shining over all, literally 
bathed with its light two forms without the cave, at 
whose feet the blue waters crept, and he thought that 
he even heard them murmur. He recognised both the 
figures. Zanoni was seated on a fragment of atone; 
Viola, half reclining by bis side, was looking into hie 
face, which. was bent down to her, and in her counte­
nance was the expression of that perfect happineaa which 
belongs to perfect love. "Wouldst thou hear them 
speak 1" whispered Mejnour; and again, without sound, 
Glypdon inly answered, "Yea!" '!'heir voices then 
came to his ear, but in tones that seemed to him strange; 
so subdued ""'8 \be7, and IOWJding. aa i& were. 80 fer 
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oft", that they were as voiees heard in the visions of some 
holier men from a distant sphere. 

"And huw is it," said Viola, "that thou canst find 
pleasure in listening to the ignorant l" 

" Because the heart is never ignorant ; because the 
mysteries of the feelings are ae full uf wonder aA those 
of the intellect. Jr at times thou canst not comprehend 
the language of my thoughts, at times, also, 1 hear sweet 
enigmas in. that of thy emotions." 

" Ah, say not so!" said Viola, winding her arm. ten­
derly round his neck, and under that heavenly light her 
face 11eemed lovelier for its blushes. "For the enigmas 
are but love's common language, and love should solve 
them. Till I knew thet>-till I lived with tbee-till I 
learned to watch for thy footstep when absent, yet even 
in absence to see thee everywhere-I dreamed not how 
strong and all-pervading is the connexion between Na· 
ture and the human suul !" . . . • . 

"And yet," she contiaued," I am now assured of what 
I at first believed-that the feelings which attracted me 
to wards thee at jir8l were not those of love. I know 
that by comparing the present with the past; it was a 
sentiment then wholly of the· mind or the spirit! I could 
uot hear thee now say,' Viola, be happy with another!'" 

"And I could not now tell thee so! Ah, Viola! nev­
er be weary of assuring me that thou art happy !'' 

"Happy, while thou art so. Yet at times, Zanoni, 
thou art so sad!" 
· " Because huml\ll life is so short; because we must 
part at last; because yon moon shines on when the 
ni~htingale sings to it no more! A little while, and 
thme eyes will grow dim, and thy beauty haggard, and 
theise Jocks that 1 toy with now will be gray and love-
less." -

"And thou, cruel one!'' said Viola, touchingly, "I 
shall never see the signs of age in thee ! But shall we 
not grow old together, and our eyes be accustomed to a 
change which the heart shall not share l" 

Zanoni sighed. Hetumedaway,and seemed tocom­
mune with himself. 

Glyndon's attention grew yet more earnest. 
" But were it so," muttered Zanoni; and then looking 

steadfastly at Viola, he said~ with a half smile, "Hast 
thou no curi011ity to learn more of the Lover thou onoe 
oouJdai belieft &he apQt ol tho Evil Ooe 1" 
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" None ; aU that one wishes to know of the belovei 

one, I know-that thou loout me !" 
. "I have -told thee that my life is apart from others. 
Wouldst thou not seek to share it 1" 

" I share it now !" 
"But were it possible to be thus young and fair forev­

er, till the world blazes round us as one funeral pyre!" 
"We shall be so when we leave the world!" 
Zanoni was mute for some moments, and at length he 

said, 
"Canst thou recall those brilliant and ai!rial dreams 

which once visited thee when thou didst fanlly that thou 
wert preordained to some fate aloof and afar froru the 
common children of the earth!" 

" Zanooi, the fate is found." 
"And hast thou no terror of the future 1" 
"The future ! I forget it! Time past, and present, 

and to come, reposes in thy smile. Ah! Zanoni, play 
· not with the foolish credulities of my youth ! I have 

been better and humbler since thy presence has dispel.ed 
the mist of the air. The Future ! well, when I h 1ve 
cause to dread it, I will look up to Heaven, and remem.. 
her who guides our fate!" • 

As she lifted her eyes above, a dark cloud swept su4-
denly over the scene. It wrapped the orange-trees, the 

• azure ocean, the dense sands; but still the last images 
that it veiled from the charmed eyes of Glyndon were 
the forms of Viola and Zanoni. The face of the one 
rapt, serene, and radiant; the face of the other dark, 
thoughtful, and locked in more than its usual rigidness 
of melancholy beauty and profound repos.e. 
. " Rouse thyself,'' said Mejnour; " thy ordeal bas eoqa.. 
menced ! There are pretenders to the solemn science, 
who could have shown thee the absent, and prated to 
thee, in their charlatanic jargon, of the secret electrici­
ties and the magnetic ftuid, of whose true fropertiea 
they know but the germes and elements. will lend 
thee the books of those glorious dupes, and thou wilt 
find, in the dark ages, how many erring steps have stum­
bled upon the threshold of the mighty learning, and fan­
cied they had pierced the temple. Hermes, aud Albert, 
and Paracelsus, I knew ye all; but, noble as ye were, 
ye were fated to be deceived. Ye had not souls of faith 
and daring fitted for the destinies at which ye aimed! 
Yet. Puicelsus, mo4eat Paraoelaua, bad aa arropnoe 

o,g,,,edb,Google 

r 

·' 



8 z.utONl. 

that 10ared higher than all our knowledge. Ho I ho I 
be thought he could make a race or men from chemia­
try; he arrogated to himself the Divine gift-the breath 
of life.• He would have made men, and, after all, coo­
fessed that they could be but pigmies ! My art is to make 
men above mankind. But you are impatient of n1y di­
greHione. Forgive me. All these men (they were great 
dreamers, 88 you desire to be) were intimate friends or • 
mine. But they are dead and rotten. They talked of 
spirits-but they dreaded to be in other company than 
that of men. Like orators wham I have heard, when I 
1tood by the Pnyx of Athens, blazing with words like 
eomets in the aasembly, and extinguishin1 their ardour 
like holyday-rockets when they were in the field. "'Ho! 
ho ! Demosthenes, my hero-coward, how nimble were 
thy heels at Chieronea ! And thou art impatient still! 
BOy, I could tell thee such truths of the Past as would 
make thee the luminary of 1chool1. But thou lustest 
only for the shadows of the Future. Thou shalt have 
thy wish. But the mind must be first exercised and 
trained. Go to thy room and sleep ; fast austerely ; 
read no books; meditate, imagine, dream, bewilder thy­
self it thou wilt. Thought shapes out ita own chaos at 
laat. Before midnight seek me again t" 

CHAPTER IV. 

" It ia fit lhat we who endeuour to rise to an elevation so 111blime, · 
lhould atudy fil'llt to leaYe behind carnal aft'eclion•. the frailty of the 
-. tbe pauiooa tba' beloor to matter; .econdly, to learn bf 
what mean• we may aacend to the climax of pure intellect. united 
with the powera above, without which never can we piu the Jore 
of secret things, not the magic that eft'ecta true wondtira."-TaiT•· 
Juue °" Stuel Thi11g• ofld Secret SpiriU. 

IT wanted still many minutes or midnight, and Glyn. 
don was once more in the apartment of the mystic. He 
bad ,rigidly obServed the fast ordained to him; and in 
the rapt and intense reveries into which hia excited fan­
cy had plunged him, he was not only W.Cnaible to the 
wants of the ftesh-he felt above them. 

'..._...J:llt.NU.l&,llb.t. 
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Mejnour, seated beside bis disciple, thus addreseecl 
him: . · . , 

" Man is arrogant in proportion to his ignorance. 
Man's natural tendency is to egotism. Man, in his in­
fancy of knowledge, thinks that all creation was formed 
for him. For several ages he saw in the countle .. 
worlds that sparkle through space like the bubbles of a 
shoreless ocean, onlJC the petty candles, the household 
torches that Providence had been pleased to light for no 
Other purpose but to make the night more agreeable to 
man. Astronomy has corrected this delusion of human 
vanity ; and man now reluctantly confesses that the 
stars are worlds, larger and more glorious than his own; 
that the earth 011 which he crawls is a scarce visible 
speck on the vast chart of creation. But in the small 
as in the vast, God is equally profuse of life. The trav­
eller looks upon the tree, and fancies its boughs were 
formed for his shelter in the summer sun or his fuel in 
the winter frosts. But in each leaf of these boughs the 
Creator has made a world : it swarms with innumerable 
races. Each drop of the water in yon moat is an orb 
more populous than a kingdom is of men. Everywhere, 
then, in this immense Design, Science brings new life to 
light. Life is the one-pervading principle, and even the 
thing that seems to die and putrify, but engenders new 
life, and changes to fresh forms of matter. Reasoning, 
then, by evident analogy, if not a leaf, if not a drop of 
water, but is, no less than yonder star, a habitable and ./' 
breathing world, nay, if even man himself is a world to V"'" . 
other lives, and millions and myriads dwell in the rivers 
or his blood, and inhabit man's frame, as man inhabits 
earth, common sense (if your schoolmen had it) would 
suffice to teach that the e1rcumftuent Infinite which )OU 
call space-the boundless Impalpable which divides earth 
from the moon and stars-is filled also with its corre-
spondent and appropriate life. ls it not a visible absurd-
ity to suppose that Being- is crowded upon every leaf, 
and yet absent from lite immensities of space 1 The 
Law of the Great System forbids the waste even of an 
atom ; it knows no spot where something or life does 
not breathe. In the very charnel-house is the nursery 
of production and animation. Is tl'Pat true 1 Well, then, 
can you concei¥e that space. which is the lnfirtite itself, · 
is alone a waste, is alone tireless, is less useful to the 
one deeign of universal being than the dead ·carcau of a 
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dogi than the peopled leaf, than the swarming globule' 
The microscope shows you the creatoi:es 01,1 the leaf; 
nq mechanical tube is yet invented to dicover tlie nobler 
an<l more ·git\ed things that hover iu the illimitable air. 
Yet between these last and man is a mysterious and 
terrible affinity. And hence, by ta.les and legends, not 
wholly false, nor wholly true, have arisen, from time 
to time, beliefs in apparitions and spectres. If more 
common to the earlier and simpler tribes than to the 
men of your duller age, it is but that, with the first, the 
senses are more keen and qyiick. And as the savage 
can see or scent, miles.away, the traces of a foe invisi. 
ble to the gross sense of the civilized animal, so the bar­
rier itself between him and the creatures of tht1 airy 
world is less thickened and obscured. Do you listen 1" 

"With my soul !" W 
" But first, to penetrate this barrier, the soul with 

which you listen must be sharpened by intense enthu­
aiasm, purified from all earthlier desires. Not without 

. reason have the so-styled IJ)agicians, in all lands and 
times, insisted on chastity and abstemious revery as the 
coll)municants of inspiration. When thus prepared, sci­
ence can be brought to aid it ; the sight itself may be 
rendered more subtle, the nerves more acute, the spirit 
more alive and outward, and the element itself-the air, 
the space-may be made, by certain secrets of the high­
er chemistry, more palpable and clear. And this, too, 
is not magic, as the credulous call it; as I have so often 
said before, magic (or science that tiolates nature) ex­
ists not ; it is but the science by which Nature can be 
CQJltrolled. Now, in space there are millions of beings, 
not literally spiritual, for they have all, like the animal· 
culle unseen by the naked eye, certain forms of matter, 
though matter so delicate, air-drawn, and subtle that it 
is, as it were, but a film, a gossamer, that clothes the 
spirit. Hence the Roscicrusian's lovely phantoms of 
sylph and goomen. Yet, in truth, these races and tribes 
daft"er more widely, each from each, than the Callnuc 
from the Greek-dift"er in attributes and powers. In the 
drop of water you see how the animalcuhe vary, how 
Yast and terrible are some of those monster-mites, aa 
compared with others. Equally so with the Inhabitants 
of the atmosphere : some of surpassing wisdom, some 
of horrible malignity ; some hostile as fiends to men, 
others gentle as meuengers between earth and heaven. 
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He who would establish intercourse with theee nryiDI 
beings, resembles the traveller who would penetrate into 
unknown lands. He is exposed to strange dangers and 
unconjectured terrors. Tiaot inlen:our6e once gained, I 
cannot 6ecure thee from the ohancu to wAicla tlty j""'114Y v 
upoaed. I cannot direct thee to paths free from the 
wanderings of the deadliest foes. Thou must alone, and 
of thyself, face and hazard all. But if thou art 90 .enam­
oured of life as to care only to live on, no matter for 

·what ends, recruiting the nerves and veins with the al-
chemist's vivifying elixir, why seek these dangers from 
the intermediate tubes t Because the very elixir that 
pours a more glorious life into the frame, 90 sharpeu. 
the senses that those larvm of the air become to thee 
audible and apparent ; 90 that, unleBB trained bf degree• 
to endure the phantoms and subdue their mabce, a life 
thus gin.eel would be the moat awful doom man could 
bring upon himself. Hence it is, that though the elixir 
be compounded or the simplest herbe, his frame only i• 
prepared to receive it who has gone through the subtlest 
trials. Nay, some, scared and daunted into the most in. 
tolerable horror .by tlte sights that burst upon their eye• 
at the first draught, have found the potion leas powerful 
to save than the agony and travail of Nature to destroy. 
To the unprepared, the elixir is thus but the deadliest 
poison. Amid the dwellers of the threshold is one, too, 
surpassing in malignity and. hatred all her tribe; one 
whose eyes have paralyzed the bravest, and whose 
power increases over the spirit precisely iQ propor&ion 
to its fear. Does thy courage falter 1" 

" Nay ; thy words but kindle it." 
_ "' Follow me, then, and submit to the initiatory 1&­

boura." 
With that, Mejnour led him into the interior chamber, 

and proeeeded to explain to him certain chemical opera. 
tions, which', though extremely simple in themselves, 
Glyndon soon perceived were capable of very extraordi-
nary results. · 

"In the remoter times," said Mejnour, smiling," our 
brotherhood were often compelled to recur to delusions 
to protect realities; and, as dexterous mechaoicians or 
expert chemists, they obtained the name of sorcerers. 
Observe how easy to construct is the Spectre Lion that 
auended the renowned Leonardo da Vinci !" 

.lnd GI~ beheld, witll delight'9cl lllU'priee• the lim-
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pie means by which the wildest cheats or the imagina• 
tion can be formed. The magical landscapes in which 
Baptista Porta rejoiced ; the apparent change of the sea­
sons with which Albertus Magnus startled the Earl of 
Holland ; nay, even those , more dread delusions or the 
Ghost and Image with which the Necromancers of Her­
aclea woke the conscience of the Conqueror of Plata!a ;• 
all these, as the showman enchants some trembling 
children on a Christmas Eve with his lantern and phau­
wmagoria, Mejnour exhibited to his pupil. . . . . . . . . . . 

" And now laugh forever at magic ! when these, the 
nry tricks, the very sports and frivolities of science, 
were the very acts which men viewed with abhorrence: 
and inquisitors and kings rewarded with the rack and 
the stake." 

" But the alchemist's transmutation or metals-" 
4 ' Nature herself is a laboratory in which metals, and 

all elements, are forever at change. Easy to make, 
gold-easier, more commodious, and cheaper still to 
make the pearl, the diamond, and the ruby. Oh, yes; 
wise men found sorcery in this, too ; but they round no 
sorcery in the discovery, that by the simplest combina­
tion of things or every-day use they could raise a devil 
that would sweep away thousands of their kind by the 
breath of consuming fire. Discover what will destroy 
life, and you are a great man ! what will prolong it, 
and you are an impostor! Discover some invention in 
machinery that will make ,the rich more rich and the 
poor , more poor, and they will build you a statue! 
Discover some mystery . in art that would equalize 
physical disparities, and they will pull down their own 
houses to stone you ! Ha, ha, my pupil ! such is the 
w:orld Zanoni still cares for! you and I will leave this 
world to itself. And now that you have seen some few 
of the effects of science, begin to learn its grammar." 

Mejnour then set before his pupil certain taab, in 
which the rest of the night wore itself away. 

• hu•niH - Plutarc:b. 
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CHAPTER V. 

" Great truell bath the gentle Calidore, 
And toyle endured • • • • • 
There on a day- _ 
He cbaanet to epy a 11>rt a( ebepheard gtOOmee, 
Playing on pipee and caroling apace. 
• • • • He, there, beeyde 
Saw a faire damzell." 

18 

SrsNan, Fal..U qr.-, oant. iL 

Foa a considerable period, the pupil of Mejnour was 
now absorbed in labour de1;>endant on the most vigilant 
attention, on the most mLnute and subtle calculation. 
Results astonish_ing and various rewarded his toils and 
stimulated his interest. Nor were these studies limited 
to chemical discovery-in which it is permitted me to 
say that the greatest marvels upon the organization or 
physical life seemed wrought by experiments of the 
vivifying intluence of Heat. Among the rest, Glyn­
don was surprised to find Mejnour attached to the more 
abstnise mysteries which the Pythagoreans ascribed to 
the occult science of NUMBERS. In this last, new lights 
glimmered dimly on his eyes ; and he began to perceive 
:hat even the power to predict, or, rather, to calculate 
results, might by--• . . . . . . . . . . 
But he observed that the last brie( process by which, in 
each of these experiments, the wonder was achieved, 
Mejnour reserved for himself, and refused to communi­
cate the secret. The answer he obtained to his remon­
strances on this head was more stem than satisfactory : 

" Dost thou think," said Mejnour, "that l would give 
to the mere. pupil, whose qualities are not yet tried, 
powers that might change the face or the social world l 
'l'he last secrets are intrusted only to him of whose 
'virtue the Master is convinced. Patience! Jt is labour V 
itself that is the great purifier of the mind; and by de­
grees the secrets will grow upon thyself as thy mind 
becomes riper to receive them." 

At last Mejnour professed himself satisfied with the -
progreas made by his pupil. " The hour now arrives," 

• Here tbae u ua erawre ill ti. llS. 
Vor.. 11.-B 
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he laid, " when thou mayst pus the great but airy bar­
rier-when thou mayst graduall)' confront the terrible 
Dweller of the Threshold. Contmoe thy laboon-con­
tinoe to suppress thy iRlpatience tor results until thou 
canst fathom the causes. I leave thee for one month; 
ii at the end of that period, when I return, the tasks set 
thee are completed, and thy mind prepared for contem­
pluion and austere thought for the ordeal, I promise 
thee tbti ordeal shall commence. One caution alone I 
give thee, regard it as a peremptory command-~nter 
not this chamber !" (They were tht>n statiding in that 
one where their experiments had been chiefly made, 
and in which Glyndon, on the night he had sought the 
eolkude or the Mystic, had nearly fallen a victim to his 
intrusion.) "Enter not this chamber till my retum; 
or, above all, if by any search for materials necessary to 
thy toils, thou shouldst venture hither, forbear to light 
ihe naptha in those vessels, and to open the nses on 
yonder shelves. I leave the key of the room in thy 
keeping, in order to try thy abstinence and self-control. 
Young man, this very temptation is a part of thy trial." 

With that, Mejnour placed the key in bis hands, and 
at sunset he left the castle. 

For several days Glyndon continued immersed in 
employments which strained to the utmost all the facul­
ues or his intellect. Even the most partial success 
depended so entirely on the abstraction of the mind and 
the minuteness of its calculations, that there was 
ecarcely room for any other thought than those absorb­
ed in the occupation. And, doubtless, this perpetual 
strain of the faculties was the object of Mejnour in. 
works that did not seem exactly pertinent to the purpo­
ses in view. As the study of the elementary mathe· 
matics, for example, is not so profitable in the solving 
of problems useless in our after-callings, as it is ser­
viceable in training the intellect to the comprehension 
and analysis of general truths. 

But in less than half the time which Mejnour had 
stated for the duration of bis absence, all that the Mys­
tic had appointed to his toils was completed by the Pu­
pil ; and then his mind, thus relieved from the drudgery 
and mechanism of employment, once more sought oc­
cupation in dim conjecture and restless fancies. His 
inqui11itive and rash nature grew excited by the prohibi­
tion of Mejaour. ud he ""*1 bimeelC piiDg too often, 
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with perturbed and daring curiosity, upon the key or \he 
forbidden Chamt>E-r. He began fo feel indignant at a 
trial of constancy which he deemed frivolous aod pu .. 
rile. What nursery tales of Bluebeard and his cloaea 
were revived to daunt and terrify him! How could the 
mere walls o( a chamber, in which he had so often se. 
curely pursued his labours, start into living danger! IC 
haunted, it could be but by those delusions which r.,ej. 
nour had taught to despi!le. A shadowy lion-a chemi­
cal phantasma ! 'rush! he lost half his awe of Mej· 
nour when he thought that by such tric~s the sage 
could practise upon the very intellect he had awakeuecl 
and instructed ! Still he resisted the impulses of hi• 
curiosity and his pride, and, to escape from their die. 
&atioe, he took long rambles on the hills, or amid the 
valleys that surrounded the castle, seeking by bodily 
fatigue to subdue the unreposing mind. One day, sud· 
denly emerging from a dark ravine, he came upon one 
of those Italian scenes of rural festivity and mirth i11 
which the classic age appears to revive, It was a fes­
tival, partly agricultural, partly religious, held yearly by 
'1te peasants of that district. Assembled at the out­
skirts of 11. village, animated crowds, just returned front 
a procession to a neighbouring chapel, were now form. 
big themselves into groups-the old to taste the vin~r•, 
the young to dance-all to be gay and happy. 'rhi• 
sudden picture of easy joy and careless ignorance, eon. 
•rasting so forcibly with the intense studies and tha' 
parching desire for wisdom which had so long made up 
bis own life, and bun1ed at his own heart, sensibly af· 
fected Glyndon. As he stood aloof and gazing OU them, 
the young man felt once more that he was young! The 
111emory of all that he had been content to sacrifice 
spoke to him like the sharp voice of remorse. The tlit­
\ing forms of the women in their - picturesque atti1'.9, 
\heir happy laughter ringing through the cool, •till air 
of the autumn noon, brought back to the heart, or rath• 
er, perhaps, to the senses, the images of his past tlmo, 
the "golden shepherd hours," when to live was bu''° 
enjoy. 

He approached near and nearer to the !ICene, and sud. 
denly a noisy lfroup swept round him; and Ma6stre 
Paolo, tapping him familiarly on the shoulder, exclaim­
ed, in a hearty voice, "Welcome, excellency! we are 
rejoiced to see you amonr us." Glyndon wu abot1' 
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to reply to his salutation, when his eyes rested upon the 
face of a young girl, leaning on Paolo's arm, of a beauty 
ao attractive, that his colour rose and his heart beat aa 
be encountered her gaze. Her eyes sparkled with a 
roguish and petulant mirth, her parted lips showed teeth 
like pearls ; as if impatient at the pause of her compan­
ion from ihe revel of the rest, her little foot beat the 
ground to a measure that she half hummed, half chant­
ed. Paolo laughed as be saw the effect the girl had 
produced upon the young foreigner. 

" Will you not dance, excellency 1 Come, lay aside 
your greatness, and be merry, like us poor devils. See 
how our pretty Fillide is longing for a partner. Take 
compassion on her." 

Fillide pouted at this speech ; and, disengaging her 
am1 from Paolo's, turned away, but threw over her 
shoulder a glance half inviting, half defying. Glyndon 
almost involuntarily advanced to her, and addressed 
her. 

Oh yes, he addresses her! She looks down, and 
smiles. Paolo leaves them to themselves, sauntering 
off with a devil-me-carish air, Fillide speaks now, and 
looks up at t.he sooolar's face with arch mvitation. He 
shakes his bead : Fillide laughs, and her laugh is sil­
nry. She points to a gay mountaineer, who is tripping 
up to her merrily. Why does Glyndon feel jealous l 
Why, when she 11peaks again, does he shake his bead 
no more 1 He offers his hand ; Fillide blnsbes, and 
takes it with a demure coquetry. What! is it so, in­

.deed! They whirl into the noisy circle of the revel­
lers. Ha ! ha ! is not this better than distilling herbs, 
and breaking thy brains on Pythagorean numbers 1 How 
lightly Fillide bounds along ! How her lithesome waist 
supples itself to thy circling arm! Tara-ra-tara, ta­
tara, rara-ra ! What the devil is in the measure, that 
it makes the blood course like quicksilver through the 
nins 1 Was there ever a pair of eyes like Fillide's t 
Nothing of the cold stars there! Yet how they twinkle 
and laugh at thee! And that rosy, puraed-up mouth, 
that 'will answer so sparingly t9 thy fta~teries, as if 
words were a waste of time, and kisses were their 
proper language. Oh, pupil of Mejnour ! oh, would-be 
Rosicrusian-Platonist-Magian-1 know not what ! I 
nm ashamed of thee ! What, in the names of Averroes, 
and Burri, and Agrippa, and Hermes, have become of 
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thy aua&ere contemplatiQns 1 Was it for this thou didst 
resign Viola 1 I don't think thou hast the smallest rec­
ollection of t.Qe elixir or the cabala. Take care ! What 
are you about, sir 1 Why do you clasp that email hand 
locked within your own 1 Why do you-'fara-rara 
tara-rd, tara-rara-ra, rarara, tarara-ra ! Keep your eyee 
off those slender ankles and that crimson bodice ! 
Tara-rara-ra ! There they go again ! And now they 
rest under the broad trees. ·The revel has whirled 
away from them. They hear-or do they not hear­
the laughter at the distance 1 They see-or, if they 
have their eyes about them, they •lwuld see-couple af­
ter couple gliding by, love-talking and love-looking. 
But I will lay a wager, as they sit under that tree, and 
the round sun goes down behind the mountains, that 
they see or hear very little except themselves ! 

"Hollo, Signor Excellency! and how does your part­
ner please you 1 Come and join our feaat, loiteren ; 
one dances more merrily aner wine." 

Down goes the round aun; up comes the autumn 
moon. 1'ara, tara, rarara, rarara, tarara-ra ! Danciug 
again ; is .jt a dance, or some movement gayer, noisier, 
wilder still 1 How they glance and gleam through the 
night-shadows, those flitting forms ! What confusion I 
what order! Ha, that is the Tarantula dance ; Mwtro 
Ptolo foots it bravely! Diavolo, what fury ! the tarant­
tda has stung them all. Dance or die ; it is fury-the 
Corybantes-the Mamads-the- Ho, ho! more wine! 
the Sabbat of the Witches at Benevento is a joke to 
this ! Froln cloud to cloud wanders the moon ; now 
ahining, now l08t. Dimness while the maiden blushea; 
light when the maiden smiles. 

•• Fillide, thou art an euchantre1s !" , 
" Buona notte, excellency ; you will see me again !" 
" Ah, young man," said an old decrepit, hollow-eyed 

octogenarian, leaning on his stair, " make the best of 
your youth. I too once had a Fillide ! I was hand-
110mer than you then! Alas ! if we could be alway• 
young!" 

' " Always young !" Glyndon started as he turned his 
gaze from the fresh, fair, rmsy race of the girl, and saw 
the eyes dropping rheum, the yellow wrinkled skin, the 
tottering frame of the old man. 

" Ha, ha!" said the decrepit creature, hobbling near 
tit him, 8Dd wi~ a malicious lauP· " Y.et 1 400 WBll 

Bi 
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youn! once I Give me a baioccbo Cor a glasa or acqua 
vita! 

Tara, rara, ra-rara, tara, rara-ra ! There dances 
· youth I Wrap thy rags round thee and totter off, Old 

A1e! 

CHAPTER VI. 

" Wbileet Calidore doea follow that faire mayd, 
Unmindrut or bis YOW 1md high bebeaat 
Which by the Faerie Queene wu on him layd." 

Sr&111&11, FaiN q...-, cant. x., a. I. 

IT was that gray, indistinct, struggling interval be. 
tween the night and the dawn, when Clarence stood 
once more in his chamber. The abstruse calculations 
lyin~ on his table caught his eye, and filled him with a 
sentiment or weariness and distaste. But-" Alas, if 
we could be always young !" Oh, thou horrid spectre 
of the old rheum-eyed man ! What apparition can the 
mystic chamber shadow rorth more ugly and more hate­
ful than thou 1 Oh, yes; if we could be always young! 
"But not (thinks the Neophyte now)-not to labour for. 
ever at these crabbed figures and these cold compounds 
or herbs and drugs. No; bu~ to enjoy, to love, to revel! 
What should be the companion of youth but pleasorei 
And the gift or eternal youth may be mine this very 
hour ! What means this prohibition of Mejnour's t is 
it not of the same complexion as his ungenerous reserve 
even in the minutest secrets of chemistry or the num. 
bers of his cabala 1 compelling me to perform all the 
toils, and yet withholding from me the knowledge of 
the crowning result 1 No doubt he will still, on his re­
turn, show me that the great mystery can be attained, 
but will still forbid me to attain it. ls it not as ir he de­
sired to keep my youth the slave to his age 1 to make 
me dependant solely on bimself1 to bind me to a jour-

. neyman's service by perpetual excitement to curiosity, 
and the sight of the fruits he places beyond my lips 1" 
These, and many reftections still more repining, disturb­
ed and irritated him. Heated with wine-excited by the 
wild revels he had left-be was unable to sleep. The 
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image or that revolting Old Age which Time, unless 
defeated, must bring upon himself, quickened the eager­
ness of his desire for the dazzling and imperishable 
Youth he ascribed t.o Zanoni. The prohibition only 
lerved to create a spirit of defiance. The reviving day, 
laughing jocundly through his lattice, dispelled all the 
rears and superstitions that belong to ni~ht. The mys· 
tie chamber presented to his imagination nothing to 
ditrer frQm any other apartment in the castle. What 
foul or malignant apparition could harm him in the light 
of that blessed sun ! It was the peculiar, and, on the 
whole, most unhappy, contradiction in Glyudon's nature, 
that while his reasonings led him t.o doubt-and doubt 
rendered him in moral conduct irresolute an~ unsteady 
-he was physically brave to rashnei.s. Nor is this un­
common: skeptieit1m and presumption are often twins. 
When a man of this character determines upon any ac­
tion, personal fear never deters him ; and for the moral 
(ear, any sophistry suffices to self-will. Almost without 
analyzing himselr the mental process by which his 
.nerves hardened themselves and his limbs- moved, he 
traversed the corridor, gained Mejnour's apartment, and 
opened the forbidden door. All was as- he had been ac. 
customed to see it, save that on a table in the centre or 
the room lay open a large volume. He approached, and 
gazed on the characters on the page ; they were in a 
cipher, the study or which had made a part of his la­
bours. With but slight difficulty he imagined that he 
interpreted the meaning of the first sentences, and that 
they ran thus: 

"To quatr the inner life is to see the outer life ; to 
live in defiance of time is to live in the whole. He who 
discovers the elixir, discovers what lies in space; for 
the spirit that vivifies the frame strengthens the senses. 
There is attraction in the elementary principle of light. 
In the lamps of Rosierusius, the fire is the pure elemen· 
tary principle. Kindle the lamps while thou openest the 
vessel that contains the elixir, and the light attracts to 
those beings whose life is that light. Beware of Fear: 
Fear is the deadliest enemy to Knowledge." Here tbe 
ciphers changed their ehar:acter, and became incompre· 
bensible. But had he not read enough 1 Did not the 
last sentence suffice 1 " Beware of Fear!" It was as 
if Mejnour had purposely left the page open-as if the 
trial wu, in truth, the reYene of'tbe one pretended; 
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as if the Mystic had designed to make experiment o( 
his courage ·while affecting but that or his f<Yrl>farane1. 
Not boldness, but Fear was the deadliest enemy to 
Knowledge. He moved to the shelves on wbich th.e 
crystal vases were placed; with an untrembling hanll 
be took from one of them the stopper, and a deliciou• 
odour suddenly diffused itself through the room. The 
air sparkled as if with a diamond dust. A sense or on• 
earthly delight-of an existence that seemed all spirit, 
flashed through his whole frame; and a faint, low, but 
exquisite music, crept, thrilling, through the chamber. 
At this moment he heard a voice in the corri~or calling 
on his name; and preisently there was a knock at the 
door without. "Are you there, signor," said the clear 
tones or Maestro Paolo. Glyndon hastily recloaed and 
replaced the vial ; and, bidding Paolo await him in his 
own apartment, tarried till he heard the intruder's step1 
depart ; he then reluctantly quitted the room. As he 
locked the door he still hearil the dying strain or that 
fairy music; and with a light step and a joyous heart, 
he repaired to Ptiolo, inly resolving to vjsit again the 
chambf\r at an hour when his experiment would be safe 
from interruption. 

As he crossed his threshold, Paolo started back, and 
exclaimed," Why, excellency! I scarcely recognise you ! 
Amusement, I see, is a great beautifier to the young. 
Yesterday you looked so pale and haggard ; but Fillide'a 
merry eyes have done more for you than the philoso­
pher's stone (saints, forgive me for naming it!) ever-did 
for the wizards." And Glyndon, glancing at the old Ve­
netian mirror, as Paolo spoke, was scarcely less startled 
than Paolo himself at the change in his own mien and 
bearing. His form. before bent with thought, seemed 
to him taller by half the head: so lithesome and erec& 
rose his !!lender stature, his eyes glowed. his cheeks 
bloomed with health and the innate and pervading pleas­
ure. Ir the mere fragrance of the elixir was thus po­
tent, well might the alchemists have ascribed life and 
youth to the draught ! 

"You must forgive me, excellency, for disturbing 
you," said Paolo, producing a letter from his pouch ; 
"but our patron has just written to me to say that he 
will be here to-morrow, and desired me to lose not a mo-. 
~ent in giving to yourself thisbilloi, whic:JVeeDCl.oaed" 

.... Who broopl &he letterl" . 
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"A horseman, who did not wait for any reply." 
Glyndon opened the letter and read as follows : 

21 

" I retum a week sooner than I had intended, and you 
will expect me to-morrow. You will then enter on the 
Qrdeal you desire ; but' remember that, in doing ao, you 
must reduce Being as far as possible into Mind. 'fhe 
senses must·be mortified and subdued-not the whisper 
of one passion heard. Thou mayst be master of toe 
Cabala and the Chemistry, but thou must be master also 
over the Flesh and the Blood-over Love and Vanity, 
Ambition and Hate. I will trust to find thee so. Fast 
and meditate till we meet !" 

Glyndon crumpled the letter in hia band with a smile 
of disdain. What! more drudgery, more abstinence! 
Youth without love and pleasure t Ha, ha! baftled Mej­
nour, thy pnpil shall gain thy secrets without thine aid ! 

"And Filhde ! I passed her cottage in my way; she 
blushed and sighed when I jested her about you, excel­
lency!" 

" Well, Ptolo ! I thank thee for so charming an intro­
duction. Thine must be a rare life." 

"Ah, excellency, while we are young nothing like ad­
venture-except love, wine, and laughter !" 

"Very true. Farewell, Master Ptolo; we will talk 
more with each other in a few days." 

All that morning Glyndon was almost overpowered 
with the new sentiment of happiness that had entered 
into him. He roamed iDM> the woods, and he felt a pleas­
ure that resembled his earlier life of an artist, but a 

• pleasure yet more_ subtle and vivid in the various colours 
of the autumn foliaJe. Certainly, Nature seemed to be 
brought closer to him ; he comprehended better all that 
Mejnour had ol\en preached to him of the mystery of 
sympathies and attractions.· He was about to enter into 
the same law as those mute children of the forests! He 
was to know the remwal of life ; the aeaaons that chilled 
to winter should yet bring again the bloom and the 
mirth -0f spring. Man's common existence is as one 
year to the vegetable world : he bas his spring, his sum­
mer, his autumn, and winter-but only onc1. But the 
giant oaks around him go through a revolving aeries ol 
verdure and youth, and the green of the centenarian is 
as vivid in the beams May as that of the sapling by ita 
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aide. " Mine shall be your spring, but no& your winter!" 
exclaimed the Aspirant. 

Rapt in these Sllnguine and joyous reveries, Glyndon, 
quitting the woods, found himself amid cultivated fields 
and vineyards to which his footstep had not before wan­
dered ; and there stood, by the skirts or a green lane 
that reminded him of verdant England, a modelft house, 
h~r collage, half farm. The door was open, and ho saw 
a girl at work with her distaff. She looked up, uttered 
a slight cry, and, tripping gayly into the lane to bis side, 
h~ recognised the dark eyed t'illide. 

" Hist!" she said, archly putting her finger to her lip; 
"do not speak loud-my mother is asleep within; and I 
knew you would come to see me. It is kind!" 

Glyndon, with a little embarrassment, accepted the 
compliment to his kindness, which he did not exactly 
deserve. .. You have thought, then, of me, fair Fillide 1" 

"Yes," answered the girl, colouring, but with that 
frank, bold ingenuousness which characterizes the fe­
males of Italy, especially of _.he lower cla118, and in the 
southern provinces; "oh, yes! I have thought of litUe 
else. Paolo Sllid he knew you would visit me." 

"And what relation is Ptolo to you!" . · 
"None ; but a good friend to us all. My brother ia 

one of his band." 
"One of bis band ! A robber!" 
"We of the mountains do not call a mountaineer 'a 

robber,' signor." · ' 
" I ask pardon. Do you not tremble sometimes for 

your brother's life 1 The law-" 
" Law never ventures into these defiles. Tremble for 

him! No. My father and grandsire were of the same 
c&lling. I onen wish I were a man !" 

" By these lips 1 am enchanted that your wish can-
not be realized !" 

"Fy, signor! And do you really love me!" 
" With my whole heart I" . 
"Attd I thee .!" said the girl, with a candour that 

seemed innocent, as she suffered him to clasp ber hand. 
" But," she added, "thou wilt soon leave us, and 1-" 

She stopped short, and the tears stood in her eyes. 
There was something dangerous in this, it must be 

eonfesaed. Certainly Fillide had not the seraphic love­
liness of Viola; but hers was a beauty that equally, at 
leut, touched the senses. Perhaps Glyudon had never 
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realty loved Viola; perhaps the feelings with which 1he 
bad inspired him were not of that ardent cltaracter 
which deserves. the name of love. However that be, he 
thought, as he gazed on those dark eyes, that he hM 
never loved before. 

".And couldst thou not leave thy mountains 1" he 
whispered, as be drew r,et nearer to her. . 

" Dost thou ask me~ ' she said, retreating, and look· 
ing him steadfllstly in the face. " Dost thou know 
what we daughters of the mountains are 1 You pf, 
smooth cavaliers of cities seldom mean -what you speak. 
With you, love is amusement ; with us, it is life. Leave 
these mountains ! Well ! I should not leave my na-

. ture." 
" Keep thy nature ever-it is a sweet one." 
"Y'es, sweet while thou art true; stern, if .thou art 

faithless: Shall I tell thee what I, what the girls of this 
country are 1 Daughters of men whom you cull rob­
bers, we aspire to be the companions of our lovers or 
our husbands. We love ardently-we own it boldly. 
We stand by your aide in danf.er ; we sel'Ve you as 
slaves in safety ; we never c aange, and we resent 
change. You may reproach, strike us, trample us as a 
dog-we bear all without a murmur; ·betray us, and no 
tiger is more relentless. Be true, and our hearts re­
ward you ; be false, and our hands revenge ! DQst thou 

· love me now 1" 
During this speech the Italian's -countenance had most 

eloquently aided her words, by turns son. frank, fierce; 
and at the last question she inclined her head humbly, 
and stood, as in fear of his reply, before him. The 
stem, brave, wild spirit, in which what seemed unfem. 
inine was yet, if I may so say, still womanly, did not 
recoil, it rather captivated Glyndon. He answered 
readily, briefty, and freely, "Fillide, yes!" .•.. 

Oh, " yes !" forsooth, Clarence Glyndon! Every light. 
nature answers "yes" lightly to such a question from 
lips so rosy! Have a care, have a care! Wby the 
deuce, Mejnour; do you leave your pupil of four.and. 
twenty to the mercy of these wild cats-a-mountain ! 
Preach fast, and abstinence, and sublime renunciation 
of the 'Cheats of the senses! Very well in you, sir, 
Heaven knows how · many ages old! but at four-and­
twenty your hierophant would have kept you out or 
).i'illide'a way, or you would haw bad small taste for the 
Catialal 
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And so they stood, and talked, and vowed, and whis­
pered till the girl's mother made some noise within the 
house, and Fillide bounded back to the distaff, her finger 
once more on her lip. 

" There is more magic in Fillide than In Mejnour," 
aaid Glyndon to himself, walking gayly home-; "yet, 
on second thoughts, I know not if I quite so well like a 
character so ready for revenge! But he who has the 
real secret can ba4le even the vengeance of a woman, 
and disarm all danger !" 

Sirrah ! dost thou even already medita,te the possibil­
ity of treason 1 Ob, well said Zanoni, '' to pour pure 
water in the muddy well does but disturb the mud !" 

CHAPTER VII. 
" Cemis, c:,uatodia qualia 

Veatibulo aedeat"l faciea qua limina ""el f" 
. ..£11&10, lib. •i., 574. 

AND it is profound night. All is at rest within the old 
castle, all is breathless . under the melancholy stars. 
Now is the time. Mejnour, with his austere wisdom ; 
Mejnour, the enemy to love; Mejnour, whose eye will 
read thy heart, and refuse thee the promised secrets, 
because the sunny face of Fillide disturbs the 'lifeless 
shadow that he calls repose ; Mejnour comes to-mor­
row ! Seize the night! Beware of fear! Never, or 
this hour! So, brave youth, brave despite all thy er­
rors, so, with a steady pulse, thy hand unlocks once 
more the forbidden door! 

He placed his lamp on the table beside the book, which 
still lay there opened; he turned over the leaves, but 
could not decipher their meaning till he came to the fol­
lowing passage : 

" When, then, the pupil is thus initiated and prepared, 
let him open the casement, light the lamps, and bathe 
bis temples with the elixir. He must beware how he 
presume yet to 9.uaft" the volatile and fiery spirit. To 
taste, till repeated mhalations have accustomed the frame 
gradual.ly to the ecstatic liquid, is to know not life, but 
aeath." 
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He could penetrate no farther into the 101truction1 ; 
the cipher again changed. He now looked steadily and 
earnestly round the chamber. The moonlight came 
quietly through the lattice as his hand opened it, and seem. 
ed, as it rested on the lloor and tilled the walls, like the 
pres11nce of some ghostly and mournful power. He ran­
ged the mystic lamps (nine in number) round the centre 
or the room, and lighted them one by one. A silvery 
and blue tinted 11ame sprung up from each, and lighted 
the apartment with a calm and yet more dazzling splen­
dour; but presently this light grew IDO{e sol\ and dim, 
as a thin gray cloud like a mist gradually spread over 
the room, and an icy thrill shot through the heart of the 
Englishman, and quickly gathered over him like the cold­
ness of death. Instinctively aware of his danger, he 
tottered, though with difllculty, for his limbs seemed rigi4 
and stone-like, to the shelf that contained the crysial 
vials ; hastily he inhaled the spirit, and laved his temple• 
with the sparkling liquid. The same sensation of vigour 
and youth, and.joy, and airy lightness that he had felt 
in the morning, instantaneously replaced the deadly 
numbness that just before had invaded the citadel of life. 
He stood, with his arms folded on his bosom, erect and 
dauntless, to watch what should ensue. 

The vat><>ur had now assumed almost the thickneaa 
and seem111g consistency of a anow-cloud, the lampis 
piercing iilike stars. And now he distinctly saw shapes 
somewhat resembling in outline thoRe of the human form 
gliding slowly and with regular evolutions through tho 
cloud. They appeared bloodless ; their bodies were 
transparent, and contracted or expanded like th.e folds of 
a serpent. As they moved in majestic order, he heard a 
low sound-the ghost, as -it were, of voice-which each 
caught and echoed from the other; a low aound, but 
musical, which seemed the chant of some unspeakably 
tranquil joy. None of these apparitions heeded him. 
His intense longing to accost them, to be of them, to 
make one of this movement of aerial happiness-for such 
it seemed to him-made him stretch forth bis arms· and 
seek to cry aloud, but only an inarticulate whisper passed 
his lips; and the movement and the music went on 1he 
same as if the mortal were not there. Slowly they glided 
round and alon, till, in the same majestic order, one af\er 
one, they Boated through the casement and were lost in 
'he moonlight ; .then, as his eyes followed them, the case-

V oL. 11.-C 
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ment became darkened with some object undiatingui1h­
able at the first gaze, but which auflleed mysteriously to 
change inio ineft'able horror the delight he had before ex­
perienced. By degrees this object shaped itself to his 
sight. It was as that of a human head, covered with a 

. dark veil, through which glared, with livid and demoniac 
fire, eyes that froze the marrow ()( hie bones. Nothing 
else of the face was distinguishable-nothing but those 
intolerable eyes; but bis terror, that even at the first 
seemed beyond nature to endure, was increased a thou­
sand fold, when, after a pause, the Phantom glided slowly 
into the chamber. The cloud retreated from it as it ad­
vanced; the bright lamps grew wan, and ftickered rest­
lessly as at the breath of its presence. Its form was 
veiled as thtl face, but the outline was that of a female ; 
yet it moved not as move even the ghosts that simulate 
the living. It seemed rather to era wl as some vast mis­
shapen reptile; and pausing, at length it cowered beside 
the table which held the mystic volume, and again fixed 
its eyes through the filmy veil on the rash invoker. All 
fancies, the most grotesque, of Monk or Painter in the 
early North, would have failed to give to the visage of 
imp or fiend that aspect Qf deadly malignity which spoke 
to the shuddering nature in those eyes II.lone. All else 
ao dark-shro11ded-veiled and larva-like. But that 
burning glare so intense, so livid, yet so livifl&', had in it 
something that was almost human, in its paasioc of hate 
and mockery ; something that served to show \bat the 
shadowy Horror was not all a spirit, but partook of mat­
ter enough, at least, to make it more deadly and fearful 
an enemy to material forms. As, clinging with the grasp 
of agony to the \Vall, his hair erect, his eyeballs start­
ing, he still gazed back upon that appalling gaze, the 
Image spoke to him-his soul rather than his ear com­
prehended the words it said. 

"Thou hast entered the immeasurable region. I am 
the Dweller of the Threshold. What wouldst thou with 
me 1 Silent 1 Dost thou fear me 1 Am I not thy be­
loved 1 . ls it not for me that thou hast rendered up the 
delights of thy race 1 Wouldst thou be wise t Mine is 
the wisdom of the countless ages. Kiss me, my mortal 
lover." And the Horror crawled near and nearer to 
him.; it crept to his side, its breath breathed upon his 
cheek! · With a sharp cry he fell to the earth insensi­
ble, and knew· no more till, far in the noon of the next 
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day, lie opened his eyes and found himself in his bed, 
the glorious sun streaming through his lattice, and the 

.bandit Ptolo by his aide, engaged in polishing his car-
bine and whistling a Calabrian love air. · 

CHAPTER VIII. 

" T' 411'"ft¢0/UVO' 
K/.eivorarci rav ao;icv, 
Alei cfta Mp1rporcirov 
Baivovrer d6p<jf al8ep°' 
·Evea 11'o8' urvar 
'Ew~a 11'iepi6ar 
Afyooai Mo6aar 
::iav8av 'App.oviav ftvTriaai. 

EuatP., Med., I. 83l. 

IN one of those islands whose history the iRJperisha­
ble literature and renown of Athens yet inveat with 
melancholy interest, and on which Nature, in whom 
"there is nothing melancholy," still bestows a glory of 
scenery and climate equally radiant for the freeman or 
the slave-the Ionian, the Venetian, the Gaul, the Turk, 
or the restless Briton-Zanoni had fixed his bridal home. 
There the air carries with it the perfumes of the plains 
for miles along the blue, tran~ueent deep.• Seen from 
one of its green sloping heights, the island he had se­
lected seemed one delicious garden. The towers and 
turrets of its capitol gleaming amid groves of oranges 
and lemons ; vineyards and olive woods filling up the 
valleys, and clambering .along the hill-sides; and villa, 
farm, and cottage covered with luxuriant trellises of dark 
green leaves and purple fruit. For there the f rodigal 
beauty yet seems half to justify those gracefu super­
stitions of a creed that, too enamaured of earth, rather 
brought the deities to man than raised the man to their 
leas alluring and less voluptuous Olympus. 

" Durch die scopfung fton da Lebenafulle, 
An der Liebe Buaen 1ie zu druclr.en 
Gab man hobem Adel der Natur. t" 

• See Dr. Holland'• Travels to the Ionian I1Ie1, &c., p. 18. 
t Die GOtter Griechenlaud1. 
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And 1ti11 to the ft1hermen, wening yet their antique 
c!ances on the sand ; to the maiden, adorning yet with 
inany a silver fibula her glo1&y tresses under the tree 
that overshadows her tranquil cot ; the 1ame great moth­
er that watched over the wise of Samoa ; the democra­
cy of Corcyra; the graceful and deep-taught loveliness 
of Miletus, 1miles as graciously aa of yore. For the 
Nonh, philosophy and freedom are e11&eutial1 to buma11 
happiness. lo the lands which Aphrodite rose from the 
waves to govern, as the Seasona, hand in hand, stood to 
welcome her on the shores,• Nature is all-sufficiept. 

The isle which Zanoni had selected was one of the 
loveliest in that divine sea. His abode, at some dis­
tance from the city, but near one of the creeks in the 
shore, belonged to a Venetian, and, thou~h small, had 
more of elegance than the natives ordinanly cared for. 
On the seas, and in sight, rode hie vessel. His Indians, 
as before, ministered in mute gravity to the service of 
the household. No spot could be more beautiful, no 
solitude less invaded. To the mysterious knowl(\dge of 
Zanoni-to the harmless ignorance of Viola-the bab­
bling and garish world of civilized man was alike un­
heeded. 'l'he loving sky and the lovely earth are com­
panions enough to Wisdom and to Ignorance while they 
love!· 

Although, as I have before said, there was nothing in 
the visible occupations of Zanoni that betrayed a culti­
vator of the occult acienges, his 'habits were those of a 
man who remembers or reflects. He loved to roam 
alone, chiefly at dawn, or at night when the moon was 
clear (especially in each month, at its rise and full), 
miles and miles away over the rich inlands of the island, 
and to cull herbs and ftowers, which he hoarded with 
jealous care. Sometimes at the dead of night Viola 
would wake by an instinct that told her he was not by 
her side, and, stretching out her arms, find that the in­
stinct had not deceived her. But she early saw that he 
was reserved on his peculiar habits; and if at times a 
chill, a foreboding, a suspicious awe crept over her, she 
forbore to question him. But his rambles were not al­
ways uncompanioned ; he took pleasure in excursions 
less BOlitary. Ofien, when the sea lay before them like 
a lake, the barren dreariness of the opposite coa1t. of 

• Homeric Hymn. 
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Gephallenia contrasting the smiling shores on which 
they dwelt, Viola and himself would pass days in cruis­
ing slowly around the coast, or in visits to the neigh­
bouring isles. Every spot of the Greek soil, "that fair 
fable-land," seemed to him familiar; and as he con­
versed of the Past, and its exquisite traditions, he taught 
Viola to love the race Crom which have descended the 
poetry and the wisdom of the world. There was much 
in Zanoni, as she knew him better, that deepened ·the 
fascination in which Viola was from the first' enthralled. 
His love for herself was so tender, so vigilant, and had 
that best !llld most enduring attribute, that it seemed 
rather grateful for the happinest1 in its own cares than 
vain of the happiness it created. His habitual mood 
with all who approached him was calm and gentle, al­
most to apathy. An angry word never passed his lips; 

• an angry gleam never shot from his eyes. Once they 
had been exposed to the danger not uncommon in those 
then half-savage lands. Some pirates who infested the 
neighbouring coasts had heard of the arrival of the 
strangers, and the seamen Zanoni employed had gossip. 
ed oftheir master's wealth. One night, after Viola had 
retired to rest, she was awakened by a slight noise be­
low. Zanoni was not by her side ; she listened in some 
alarm. Was that a groan that came upon her ear1 
She started up, she went to the door; all was still. A 
footstep now slowly approached, and Zanoni entered 
calm as usual, and seemed unconscious of her fears. 
The next morning, three men were found dead at the 

- threshold of the principal entrance, the door of which 
had been forced. They were recognised in the neigh­
bourhood as the most sanguinary and terrible marauders , 
of the coasts-men stained with a thousand murders, 
and who had never hitherto failed in any attempt to 
which the lust of rapine had impelled them. The foot­
steps of many others were tracked to the seashore. It 
seemed that their accomplices must have fted on the 
death of their leaders. But when the Venetian proved­
itore, or authority, of the island, came to examine into 
the matter, the most unaccountable mystery was the 
manner in which these ruffians had met their fate. Za­
noni had not stirred from the apartment in which be or­
dinarily pursued his chemi'cal studies. None of 1he ser­
vants had even been disturbed from their slumbers. No 
marks of human violence were on the bodies of the 

C2 
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fiad. They died, and made DO lign. From that mo­
ment :Zanoni's house-nay, the whole Yicinity, was sa­
cred. The neighbourin&' villages, rejoiced to be deliv­
ered from a scourge, regarded the stranger as one whom 
the Pagiana (or Virgin) held under her especial protec­
tion. ln truth, the lively Greeks around, facile to all 
external impressions, and struck with the singular and 
majestic beauty of the man who knew their language as 
a native, whose voice of\en cheered them in their hum­
ble sorrows, and whose band was never closed to their 
ws.nts, long after he had left their shore, preserved hia 
memory by grateful traditions, and still point to the 
lofty platanus beneath which they had often seen him 
aeated, alone and thoughtful, in the heats of noon. But 
Zanoni had haunts less open to the gaze than the shade 
of the platanus. In that isle there are the bituminous 
springs which Herodotus has commemorated. Often at 
night, the moon, at least, beheld him emerging from 
the myrtle and cystus that clothe the hillocks around 
the marsh that imbeds the pools containing the inftam­
mable materia, all the medical uses of which, as applied 
to the nerves and organic life, modem science has not 
yet perhaps explored. Yet more often would he pasa 
his hours m a cavern, by the loneliest part of the beach, 
where the stalactites seem almost arranged by the hand 
of art, and which the superstition or the peasants asso­
ciate, in some ancient legends, with the numerous and 
almost incessant earthquakes to which the island is so 
singularly subjected. · · 

Whatever the pursuits that instigated these wander­
ings and fayoured these haunts, either they were linked 
with, or else subordinate to, one main and master desire, 
which every fresh day, passed in the sweet human com­
pany of Viola, confirmed and strengthened. 

The scene that Glyndon had witnessed in his trance 
was faithful to truth. And some little time after the date 
of that night, Viola was dimly aware that an inftuence, 
she knew not of what nature, was strugglin~ to estab­
lish itself over her happy life. Visions, indistinct and 
beautiful, such as those she had known in her earlier 
days, but more constant and impressive, began to haunt 
her night and day when Zanoni wae absent, to fade in hi.Ii 
presence, and seem less fair than that. Zanoni quea­
tioned her eagerly and minutely of these visitations, but 
eeemed disaatisfied, and at times perplexed, by her aa­
anra. 
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"Tell me not," he eaid, one day," or those uneonnee~ 
ed images, those evolutions or starry shapes in a choral 
dance, or those delicious melodies that seem to thee or 
the music and the language of the distant spheres. Has 
no one shape been to thee more distinct and more beau­
tiful than the rest 1 no voice uttering, or seeming to ut­
ter, thine own tongue, and whispering to thee of strange 
secrets and solemn knowledge 1" 

" No ; all is confused in these dreams, whether of day 
or night ; and when, at the sound of thy footsteps, I re­
cover, my memory retains nothing but a vague impres­
sion of happinesa. How different, how cold, to the rap­
ture of hanging on thy smile, and listening to thy voice, 
wh!ln it says, ' I love thee !" 

" Yet ho.w is it that visions less fair than these once 
8eemed to · thee so alluring ! How is it that they then 
stirred thy fancies and filled thy heart 1 Once thou didst 
desire a fairy-land, and now thou ·seemest so contented 
with common life !" 

"Have I not explained it to thee before 1 Is it com­
mon life, then, to Jove and to live with the one we love 1 
My true fairy-land is won! Tell me of no other." 

And so Night surprised them by the lonely beach; and 
Zan1:mi, allured from his sublimer projects, and bending 
<>ver that tender face, forgot that in the Hannonious In­
finite which spread around, there were other worlds 
than that one human heart. ! 

CHAPTER IX 

••There la a principle of the llOlll, 1uperior to all riature, tlitourla 
which we are capabfe of aurpauing the order and 1yatema of di• 
world. When the aoul 11 elevated to naturee better than itllelf, tAill 
ft ia entirely eepareted from aubordinate naturea, elcbanpa tbia kw 
another life, and, d-rtinr the order of Lhioga with which it wu COD­
nec:Led, link.a and mingles iLaelf with another."-l.t.11BLICHV1. 

"AnoK·AI ! Adoh-Ai ! appear, appear!" 
And in the lonely cave, whence .once had gone forth 

the oracles of a heathen god, there emerged from the 
shadows of fantastic rocks a luminous and gigantic col­
umn, ~littering and shifting. It resembled the shining 
bu~ misty •pray, which, seen afar olf, a fountain seem• 
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to And up on a starry night. The radiance lit the sta­
lactites, th&' crags, the arches of the cave, and shed a 
pale and tremulous splendour on the features of Zanoni. 

"Son of Eternal Light," said the invoker, "thou to 
whose knowledge, grade after grade, race after race, I 
auained at laat on the broad Cbaldiean plains ; thou from 
whom I have drawn so largely of tbe unutterable knowl­
edge that yet eternity alone can suffice to drain; thou 
who, congenial with myself, so far as our various beings 
will permit, hast been for centuries my familiar and my 
friend, answer me, and counsel." 

From the column there emerged a shape of unimagin­
able glory. Its face was that of man in bis first routh; 
but solemn, as with . the cousciousne~s of eternity and 
the tranquillity of wisdom; light, like starbeams, ftowed 
through its transpareDL veins ; light made its limbs them­
selves, and undulated in restless sparkles through the 
waves of itR dazzling hair. With its arms folded on its 
breast, it stood ·distant a few feet from Zanoni, and its 
low voice murmured gently," My counsels were sweet 
to thee once ; and once, night after night, thy soul could ... 
follow my wings through the untroubled splendours of. 
the Infinite. Now thou bast bound thyself back to the 

· earth by its strongest chains, and the attraction to the 
clay is more potent than the sympathies that drew to 
thy charms_ the Dweller of the Starbeam and the Air ! 
When last thy soul hearkened to me, the senses already 
troubled thine intellect and obscured thy vision. Once 
again I come to thee ; but thy power even to summon 
me to thy side is fading from thy spirit, as sunshine fades 
from the wave, when the winds drive the cloud between 
the ocean and the sky." 

"Alas, Adon-Ai!" answered the seer, mournfully, "I 
know too well the conditions of the being which thy 
presencewas wont to rejoice. I know that our wisdom 
comes but from the inditrerence to the things of the 
world which the wisdom masters. The mirror of the 
soul cannot reftect both earth and heaven; and the one 
vanishes from the surface as the other is glassed upon 

. its deeps. But it is not to restore me to that sublime 
abstraction in which the Intellect, free and disimbodied, 
rises, region after region, to the spheres, that once again, 
and with the agony and travail of enfeebled power, I 
have called thee to mine aid. I love; and in love I be­
gin t.o live in 1he sweet humanities of another! If wise, 
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yet in all which makes danger powerless against myselr, 
or those on whom I can gaze from the calm height of 
indifferent science, I am blind as the merest mortal to 
the destinies of the creature that makes my hem beat 
with the passiona that obscure my gaze." . 

" What matter l" asked Adon-Ai. "Thy love must be 
but a nioekery of the name ; thou canst not love as they 
do for whom there is death and the grave. A short 
time I like a day in thy incalculable life, and the form 
thou dotest on is du'st ! Others of the nether world go 
hand in hand, each with each, unto the tomb; hand iu 
hand they ascend from the world to new cycles of ex­
istence. For thee, below are ages; for her, but hours. 
And for her and thee-oh poor but mighty one !-will 
there be even a joint hereafter l Through what grades 
and heavens of spiritualized being will her soul have 
passed when thou, the solitary Loiterer, comest from 
the vapours of the earth to the gates of light !" 

" Son of the Starbeam, thinkest thou that this thought 
is not with me ever ; and seest thou not that I have in­
voked thee to hearken and ministet to my design 1 
Readest thou not my desire and dream to niise the con­
ditions of her being to my own l Thou, Adon-Ai, bath­
ing the celestial joy that makes thy life in the oceans of 
etel'llal splendour, thou, save by the sympathies of 
knowledge, canst conjecture not what I, the offspring of 
mortals, feel-debarred yet from the objects of the tre­
mendous and sublime ambition that first winged my de­
sires above the clay-when I see myself compelled to 
stand in this low world alone. I have sought among my 
tribe for comrades, and in vain. At last I have found a 
mate! The wild bird and the wild beast have theirs; 
and my ma11tery over the malignant tribes of terror can 
banish their larvie from the patll that shall lead her up­
ward till the air of eternity fits the frame for the elixir 
that baffles death." 

"And thou hast begun the initiation, and thou art foiled! 
I know it. Thou hast conjured to her sleep the fairest 
visions ; thou hast invoked the loveliest children of the 
air to murmur their music to her trance, and · her aoul 
heeds them not, and, returning to the earth, escapes 
from their control. Blind one, wherefore! Canst thou 
not perceive 1 Because in her soul all is love. There 
is no intermediate passion with which the things thou 
wouldst charm to her have auociation and affinities. 

o'g'"'edbyGoogle 



TJleir aUractioo is but to me deaiiea and era · of ibe 
intellect. What haYe they with the pusio~ is of 
earth, and &he hope that goes direct to Heaven l" 

" Bat can &ltere be no mediam-oo link-in which our 
souls, as our hearts, can be united, and ao mine may 
have io4uence cner her own !" 

" A.at me not; thou wilt not eomprehepd me!" 
" I adjure thee ! speak !" 
" When two aoo1a are divided, Jmoweat tllou not that 

a third, in which both meet and live, is the link between 
them!"' 

" I do comprehend thee, Adon.Ai," said Zaooni, with 
a lifbt of more human joy upon bia face than it bad ever 
before been seen to wear; "and if my destiny, which 
here is dark to my eyes, :vouchsafes to me tbe happy lot 
of the humble, if ev.er there be a child that I may clasp 
&o my bosom and call my own-" 

" And is it to be man at last, that thou bast aspired &o 
be more than man!" · 

"But a ch~ second Viola!" murmured Zaooni, 
scarcely beediog the Son of Light ; " a young soul fresh 
from Heaven, that I may rear from the first moment it 
touches earth, whose wings I may train to follow mine 
through the glories of creation, and through whom the 
mother bersell may be led upwaid over the realm of 
death!" · 

" Beware, retleet ! Knowest thou not that thy dark- . 
eat enemy dwells in the Real! Thy wiahea bring thee 
near and nearer to Humanity." 

" Ah, Humanity is sweet!" auawered Zanooi. 
And as the Seer spoke, on the glorious face.of Adon­

Ai tbere broke a amne. 
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CHAPTER X. 

" &tema 11temus tribuit, mortalia confeit 
Mortalis ; divina Deus, peritura caducua." 

AoaaL., Pauo. coNTR.t. Sr1111.1.cu1111, lib. ii. 

BXTRA.OTS FROM THE LICTTBRS or ZANONI 0TO MICINOUR 

LETTER I. 

Teou bast not informed me or the progress or thy pu­
pil; and I fear that so differently does Circumstance 
shape the minds or the generations to which we are de­
scended, from the intense and earnest children of the 
earlier world, that even thy most careful and elaborate 
guidance would (ail, with loftier and purer natures than 
that of the Neophyte thou hast admitted within thy gates. 
Even that third state of being, which the Indian sage• 
rightly recognises as being between the sleep and the 
.waking, and describes imperfectly by the name or 
Taucx, is unknown to the children of the Northern 
world ; and few but would recoil to indulge it, regarding 
its peopled calm as the maya and delusion of the mind. 
Instead of ripening and culturing that airy soil, from 
:trhich nature, duly known, can evoke fruits so rich and 
ftowers so fair, they strive but to exclude it from their 
gaze ; they esteem that struggle of the intellect from 
men's narrow world, to the spirit's infinite home, as a 

· disease which the leech must extirpate with pharmacy 
and drugs, and know not even that it is from this condi­
tion of their being, in its most imperfect and infant 
form, that Poetry, Music, Art-all that belong to an Idea 
o~ Beauty, to which neither aleeping nor wakirw c:an fur-

. msh archetype and actual semblance-take their immor­
tal birth. When we, 0 Mejnour, in the far time, were 
ourselves the Neophytes and Aspirants, we were of a 
class to which the actual world was shut and 'barred. 

- Our forefathers had no object in life but knowledge. 
From the cradle we were predestined and reared to wis­
dom as to a priesthood. We commenced research 

" The Bramina, speaking of Brahm, say, "To Ute Omniecient 
the three modes of being-sleep, waking, and trance-are not ;" dia­
tinctly reeognieiug ,,_as a third and coequal coodition ofbeiq. 
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where modem Col\lectare cloaea ita faitblen wings. 
And with us, those were the common elemen\a of sci· 
ence which the Alea of tcHiay diadain as wild chimera.a, 
or despair of u unfathomable mysteries. EYen the 
fundamental principles, the large, yet simple theories of 
Electricity and Magnetism, rest obscure and dim in the 
disputes of their blinded schools ; yet, eYeu in our youth, 
how few ever attained &o the first circle of the brother­
hood; and after wearily enjoying the sublime priYileges 
they sought, thef voluntarily abandoned the light of -the 
sun, and sunk, without effort, to the graYe, like pilgrims 
in a traeldeaa desert, oyerawed by the stillneaa of their 
eolitnde and ~ed by the abeeoee of a toaJ. Thou, 
in whom DDthmg aeema &o liYe 1'td tie anre to ao­
thou, who, indifferent whether it leada to weal or to wo, 
lendest thyself to all who would &read the path of mys. 
terioua BC1ence, a Human Book, inaenaate &o the pre· 
cepta it enoancea, thou bast ever sought, and often 
made, additions to our number. But &o these haYe only 
beell vouchsafed partial secrets; vanity and puaioo un­
fitted them for the rest ; and now, without other inter­
est than that of an experiment in science, without love, 
and without pity, thou expoaest this new soul to the 
hazards of the tremendous ordeal ! Thou thinkest that 
a zeal so inquisitive, a courage so absolute and dauni­
leaa, may suftice to conquer when austerer intellect and 
purer virtue have ISO often failed. Thou thinkea&, too, 
that the germe of art that liea in the Painter's mind, u 
it comprehends in itself the entire embryo of ·Power 
and Beauty, may be e:s:paaded into the stately flower of 
the Golden Science. h is a new experiment to thee. 
Be gentle with thy Neophyte; and if his nature cliaap­
point thee in the first stages of the proceaa, dismiu 
him back to the Real, while it is yet time &o enjoy the 
brief and outward life which dwells in the senses and 
closes with the tomb. And as I tbu• admoniah thee, O 
Mejnour, wilt thou smile at my inconsistent hopes 1 I, 
wlao have ISO invariably refused .to initiate others into 
our mysteries, I begin at lut to comprehend why the 
Jreat law that binds man to his kind, eYen when seek­
mg moat to set :bimaelf aloof from their condition, bas 
made thy cold and bloodless science the lialt between 
thyself and t.hy race; why tAou hast sought converts and 
pupil•; why, in 1eeing life after life voluntarily droppius 
from our •tarry order, thou atill aapiren to renew tlie 
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nnished and repair the lost; why, amid thy calcula­
tions, restless and unceasing as the wheels of Nature 
herself, thou recoilest from the thought To Bl: ALO!fl: I 
Bo with myself; at last I too seek a convert-an equal 
-I too shudder to be alone! What thou hast warned 
me of has come to pase. Love reduces all things to it. 
self. Either must· I be drawn down to the nature of the 
beloved, or hers must be lifted to my own. As what· 
ever belongs to true Art has always necessarily had at. 
traction for us, whose very being is in the ideal whence 
art descends, so in this fair creature I have learned, at 
last, the secret that bowid me to her at the first glance. 
The daughter of music-music passing into her -being, 
became poetry. It was not the stage that attracted her, 
with its hollow falsehoods ; it was the land in her own 
fancy which the stage seemed to centre and represent. 
There the poetry found a Yoice-there it struggled into 
imperfect shape ; and then (that land insufficient for it) 
it fell back upon itself. It coloured her thoughts, it 
suffused her soul ; it asked not words, it created not 
things; it gave birth but to emotions, and htv~shed it· 
self on dreams. At last came love; and there, as a riv· 
er into the sea, it poured ita restless waves, to become 
mute, and deep, and still-the everlasting mirror of the 
heavens. 

Aµd is it not through this poetry which lies within 
her that she may be led into the large poetry of the uni· 
verse l Often I listen to her careless talk, and find ora~ 
cles in its unconscious beauty, as we find strange vir· 
tues in some lonely flower. I see her mind ripeninlJ 
under my eyes ; and in its fair fertility what ever-teem• 
ing novelties of thought ! 0, Mejnour ! how many of 
our tribe have unravelled-the laws of the universe, have 
solved the riddles oC the exterior nature, and deduced 
the light from darkness! And is not the POET, who 
studies nothing but the human heart, a greater philoso­
pher than all l Knowledge and atheism are incompati­
ble. To know nature is to know that there must be a 
God! But does it require this to e:samine the method 
and architectlll'e of creation 1 Methinks, when I look 
upon a· pure mind, however ignorant and childlike, tba& 
I see the · August and Immaterial One more clearly than 
in all the orbs of matter which career at His bidding 
t~_Ufh the space. 

. Riglltly·iS it tbe fundamental decree ot our order, tbai 
Vos..11.-D 
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we must impart our secrets only &o lhe pure. The moat 
terrible part of the ordeal ia in the temptations that our 
power alfords to the criminal. If it were poasible that 
a malevolent being could attain to our faculties, what 
disorder it might introduce into the globe I Happy that 
it is not possible ; the malevolence would disarm the 
power. lt ia in the purity of Viola that I rel'" as thou 
more vainly hast on the courage .or the genius of thy 
pupils. Bear me witneas, Mejnour ! Never since the 
distant day in which I pierced the Arcana of our knowl­
edge, have I ever sought to make its mysteries subse"i· 
ent to unworthy objects ; though, alas ! the extension 
of our existence robs us of a country and a home ; 
thongh the law that places all science, as all art, in the 
abstr.i.ction from the noisy passions and turbulent am­
bition of actual life, forbids us to inftuence the destinies 
or nations, for which Heaven selects ruder and blinder 
·agencies; yet, wherever have been my wanderings, I 
have EiOught to soften distress and to convert from sin. 
My power has been hostile only to the guilty: and yet, 
with all our lore, how in each step we are reduced to 
be but the permitted instruments of the Power that 
vouchsafes our own, but only to direct it. How all our 
wisdom shrinks imo naught, compared with that which 
gives the meanest herb its virtues, and peoples the 
smallest globule with its appropriate world. And while 
we are allowed at times to influence the happiness of 
others, how mysteriously the shadows thicken round 
our own future doom! We cannot be prophets to our­
selves! With what trembling hope I nurse the thoUJh~ 
that I may preserve to my solitude the light of a livmg 
amile ! • 

SXTaACTS FROM LETTER U. 
Deemintr myaelf not pure enough to initiate so pure 

a heart, I invoke to her trance those fairest and moat 
tender inhabitants of space that have furnished to Poe­
try, which is the instmctive guess into creation, the 
ideas of the Glendoveer and Sylph. And these were 
leas pure than her own thoughts, and leas tender than 
her own love ! They could not raiae her above her hu­
man heart, for that baa a heaven of its own. 
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I have just looked on her in sleep-I have heard her 
breathe my name. Alas! that which is so sweet 4\o 
others has its bitterness to me; for I think how soon 
the time may come when that sleep wiU be without a 
dream; when ,the heart that dictates the name will be 
cold, and the lips that utter it be dumb. What a two­
fold shape there is in love I If we examine it coarsely 
-if we look but on its fleshly ties, its enjoyments of a 
moment, its turbulent fever and its dull reaction, how 
strange it seems that this passion should be the supreme 
mover of the world ; that it is this which has dictated 
the greatest sacrifices, and inftuenced all societies and 
all times; that to this the loftiest and loveliest genius 
bas ever consecrated its devotion ; that but for· love 
there were no civilization, no music, no poetry, no 
beauty, no life beyond the brute's. 

But examine it in its heavenlier shape-in its ut~r 
abnegation of self-in its intimate connexion with all 
that is most delicate and subtle in the spirit ; its power 
above all · that is sordid in · existence ; its mastery «»'er· 
the idols of the baser worship ; its ability to create a 
palace of the cottage, an oasis in the desert, a summer 
an the Iceland, where it breathes, and fertilizes, at'ld 
glows, and the wonder rather becomes how so few re­
gard it in its holiest nature. What the sensual call ita 
enjoyments, are the least of its joys. True love is len 
a passion than a symbol. Mejnour, shall the time come 
when I can speak to thee of Viola as a thing that wcu 1 

llTRAOT 1'80111 LJ:TTJCB · W. 

Knowest thou that of late I have sometimes asked 
myself, " Is there no guilt in the knowledge that has so 
divided us from our race 1" It is true that, the higher 
we ascend, the more hateful seem to us the vices of the 
short-Jived creepers of the earth; the more the sense 
of thP. goodness of the All-good penetrates and suffuses 
us, and the more immediately does our happiness seem 
to emanate from Him. But, on the other hand, how 
many virtues must lie dead in those who live in the 
world of death, and refuse to die ! Is not this sublime 
egotism, this state of abstraction and revery, this self. 
wrapped and self-dependant majesty of existence, a res­
ignation o! that nobility which incorporates onr own 
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welfare, our joys, our hopes, our fears with others 1 To 
live on in no dread or roes, undegraded by infirmity, -­
cure through the cares, and free from the disease or 
fieeh, is R spectacle that captivates our pride. And yet 
dost thou not more admire-him who dies for another! 
Since I have loved her, Mejno~r, it seems almost cow- . 
ardiee to elude the grave which devours the hearts that 
-wrap us in their folds. I feel it ; the earth grows upon 
my spirit. Thou wert right; eternal age, serene and 
pauionleat, is a happier boon than eternal youth, with 
1ta yearnings and desires. Until we can be all spirit, the 
tranquillity or aolitnde must be inditl'erence. 

SXTRAOT8 rao• L&1TJ:R IV. 

I have received thy communication. What! is it so! 
Hu thy pupil diaappointed thee 1 Alas, poor pupil! 
But-

(Here follow comments on those paaaages in Glyn­
don'& life already known to the reader, or about to be 
rAade so, with earnest adjurations to Mejnour to watch 
yet over the rate or hi• scholar.) 

But I cherish the same desire with a warmer heart. 
My pupil! how the terrors that shall encompass thine . 
ordeal warn me from the task.! Once more I will seek. 
the Son of I;Jgbt. 

· Yea, .Adon-Ai, long deaf to my call, at last has descend­
ed to my vision, and left behind him the glory or his 
presence in the shape of Hope. Oh, not impossible, 
Viola, not impossible, that we yet may be united, soul 
with soul. 

UTRACT J'ROM LETTER v.-(Many month.rafter the last.) 
Mejnour, awake from thine apathy-rejoice! A new 

soul will be born to the world. A new soul, that shall 
call me rather. Ah, if they for whom exist all the oc­
cupations and resources or humiin life; if they can 
thrill, with exquisite emotion, at the thought or hailing 
again their own childhood in the races of their children; 
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tr, in that birth, they are bom once more into the holy inno­
cence which is the lirst state of existence: if they can feel 
that on man devolves almost an angel's duty when he 
bas a life to goidt1 from the cradle, and a soul to nurture 
for the heaven, what to me must be the rapture to wel­
come an inheritor of all the gifts which double them­
selves in being shared. How sweet the power to watch 
and to guard; to instil the knowledge, to avert the evil, 
and to guide back the river of a life in a richer, and broad­
er, and deeper stream, to the paradise from which it 
flows ! And beside that river our souls shall meet, sweet 
Mother. Our child shall supply the sympathy that fails 
as yet; and what shape shall haunt thee, what terror 
shall dismay, when thy initiation is beside the cradle of 
thy child! 

CHAPTER XI. 

" They thus beguile tne way 
Untill the bluetring etorme 11 overblowne, 
When, weening to returne whence th•y did stray, 
They cannot finde that path which first waa ahowne, 
But wandl'r to anrl fro m waiea unknowne." 

Sr.snr.a'a }'al!rie Queue, book i., canto•·• eL z. 

Yu. Viola, thou art another being than when, by the 
threshold of thy Italian home, thou didst follow thy dim 
fancies through the land of shadow: or when thou didst 
vainly seek to give voice to an ideal beauty on the boards 
where illusion counterfeits earth and heaven for an hour, 
till the weary sense, awaking, sees but the tinsel and the 
scene-shifter. Thy spirit reposes in its own happiness. 
Its wanderings have found a goal. In a moment there 
often dwells the sense of eternity; for when profoundly 
happy, we know that it is impossible to die. Whenever 
th~ soul feel• its •elf. it feels everlasting life! The initi­
ation is deferred : thy days and nights are left to no oth­
er visions than those with which a contented heart en-

. ehants a guileless fancy. Glendoveers and SJtlphs, par­
don me if I question wh.ether those visions are not love­
lier than yourselves. 

They stand by the .beach, and see the sun sinking into 
the sea. How long now have they dwek on tbat ialan i 1 

Di 
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What matten I it may be montia. or yearll; what mat. 
ten ! Why should I or they keep account of that hap­
py time 1 Aa in the dream of a moment ages may aeeqa 
to pass, ao shall we measure transport or wo ; by the 
length of the dream, or the number of emotions that the 
dream involves! 

The sun sinks slowly down ; the air ia arid and op. 
preeaive ; on the sea, the stately veaael lies motiooleaa ; 
on the shore, no leaf trembles on the tree•. 

Viola drew nearer to Zanoni ; a presentiment she 
could not define made her heart beat naore quickly ; and• 
looking into his face, she was struck wiih its expreaaion ; 
it wu anxioua. abstracted, r:rturbed. 

"Thia atillneaa awes me,' •be whiapered. 
Zanoni did' not seem to 'hear her. He muttered to 

himself, and his eyes gazj!d round restlessly. She knew 
not whJ, but that gaze, which seemed to pierce into· 
•t>Bce, that muttered voice in some foreign language, re­
vived dimly her earlier superstitions. She was uaore 
fearful since the hour when she knew that she was to 
be a mother. Strange crisis in the life of woman, and 
in her loye ! Something yet unborn begins already to 
divide her heart with that which had been before its only 
monarch! 

" Look on me, Zanoni," she said, presaing his hand. 
He turned: "Thou art pale, Viola; thy hand trem­

bles!" 
" It ia true. I feel aa if some enemy were creeping 

near us." 
" And the instinct deceives thee not. An enemy ia 

indeed at hand. I see it through the heuy air, I hear 
it through the silence ; the Ghostly One, the Destroyer, 
the PsSTJLl:lfC• ! Ah, aeest thou. how the leaves swarm 
with insects, only b1 an effort Yisible to the eye. 'rhey 
follow the breath o the plague !" As be spoke, a bird 
fell from the boughs at Viola's feet; it fiuttered, it 
writhed an instant, and was dead. 

"Oh, Viola!" cried Zanoni, passionately, "that is 
death. Dost thou not fear to die 1" 

" To leave thee 1 Ah, yes !" 
"-And if I could teach thee bow Death marbff defied: · 

if I could arrest for thy youth the course o time ; if I 
could-" 

He paused abn1ptly, for Viola's eyet •poke only tel'­
ror ; her oheek and lips were pale. 
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."Speak not thus-look not thus," lhe aaid, recoiling 
from him. "You dismay me. Ah, speak not thu1, or 
I should tremble-no, not for myself, but for thy child." 

" 'J'by child ! . But wouldst thou reject for thy child 
the same glorious boon 1" 

•• Zanoni !" 
"Well!" 
" The slUl has sunk. from our eyes, but to rise on thoee 

of others. !fo disappear from this world is to liYe in 
the world afar. Oh,.loYer-oh, husband!" she· contin­
ued, with sudden energy, "tell me that thou didst but 
jest, that thou didst but t.rille with my folly ! There i11 
leas terror in the pestilence than in thy words." 

Zanoni's brow darkened ; he looked at her in silence 
for some moments, aud then said, almost seYerely, 

" What bast thou known of me to distrust 1" 
"Oh, pardon, pardon! nothing!" cried Viola, throw­

ing herself on Ilia breast, and bursting into tears. " I will 
not belieYe even thine own words, if they seem to wrong 
thee !" He kissed the tears from her eyes, but made. no 
answer. 

"And, ab !" she resumed, with an enchanting and 
cbi!dlike smile, "if thou wouldst giYe me a charm against 

• the pestilence, see, I will take it from thee." And she 
laid her hand on a small antique amulet that he wore on 
bis breast. · 

" Thou knowest how often this has made me jealous 
of the past ; surely, some love-gift, Zanoni 1 But no ; 
thou didst not love the giver as thou dost me. Shall I 
steal thine amulet~" 

"Infant!" said Zanoni, tenderly; "she who placed 
this round my neck deemed it indeed a charm, for she 
bad supersiit.ions like thyself; but to me it is more ·than 
lbe wizard's spell ; it is the relic of a sweet nnished 
time, when none who loved me could distrust." 

He said these words in a tone of such melancholy re­
proach, that it went to the heart of Viola ; but the tone 
changed into a solemnity which chilled back the gush of 
her feelings as he resumed: ·•And this, Viola, one day, 
perhaps, I will transfer from my breast to thine ; yes, 
whenever thou shalt comprehend me better-toherlner 
the law• of our being 61.all he t!e •ame !" 

He moved on gently. They returned slowly home; 
but fear still was in the heart of Viola, though she s&rove 
to shalte it off. Italian 'llM Catholic she was, with all 
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the 1uperstitiona or land and aeet. She atole to her 
chatnber, and prayed before a little relic of Bennaro, 
which the priest of her house had given to her in child· 
hood, and which had accompanied her in all her wan­
derings. She bad never deemed it poeaible to part witht 
it before. Now, if there was a charm against the ~s­
tilence, did she fear the pestilence for herselrt rhe 
next morning, when he woke, Zanoni found the relic or 
the aaint suspended, with bia mystic amulet, round hia 
neck. 

" Ah ! thou wilt have nothing to fear rrom the pesti· 
lence now,"said Viola, between tears and smiles; "and 
when thou wouldst talk to me ~in as thou did11t last 
night, the samt shall rebuke thee. ' 

Well, Zanoni, can there ever indeed be commune of 
thought and spirit, except with equals 1 

Yes, the P111~e broke out ; Ute island-home must be 
abandoned. Mighty Seer, tl11m htut no"'°"'" to HU tM81 
thou Zo.it8t ! Farewell, thou bridal roof! sweet resting. 
place from Care, farewell ! Climates as soft may greet 
ye, 0 lovers-skies as serene, and waters as blue and 
calm. But that time, can it evermore return t Who 
1hall say that the heart does not change with the scene 
-the place where we first dwelt with the beloved one t 
Every spot tlitre has so many memories which the place 
only can recall. The past that haunts it seems to com­
mand such constancy in the future. If a thought less 
kind, less trustful, enter within us, the sight of a tre·e 
under which a vow has been exchanged, a tear bas been 
kissed awa1, restores us again to 1he hours or the first 
divine illusion. But in a home where nothing speaks or 
the first nuptials, where there is no eloquence or associ­
ation, no holy burial.places or emotions, whose ghostf 
are angels! yes, who that has gone through the sad his­
tory of Alf'ection will tell us that the heart changes 
not with the scene ! Blow fair, ye favouring winds; 
cheerily swell, ye sails; away from the land where 
Death has come to snatch the sceptre of Love ! The 
shores glide by ; new coasts succeed to the green hills 
and orange-groves or the Bridal Isle. From afar now 
gleam in the moonlight the columns, yet extant, of a 
temple which tbP. A,thenian dedicated to Wisdom ; and, 
1tanding on the bark that bounded on in the freaheninc 
gate, the votary who had sunived the aoddess murmMr-
ed to himeelf, . 
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" Has the wisdom of ages brought me no happier 
hours than those common to the shepherd and the 
herdsman, with no world beyond their :village, no aspi-
ration beyond the kiss and the smile of home 1" ' 

And the moon, resting alike over_ the ruins of the tem­
ple of the· departed creed; over the hut of the living 
peasant; over the immemorial mountain top, and the 
perishable herbage that clothed its sides, seemed to 
smile back its answer of calm disdain to the being who, 
perchanc~, might have seen the temple built, and who, 
in his inscrutable existence, might behold the mountain 
ahattered from its hase. 
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BOOK THE FIFTH. 

THB . J:PPBCT9 OP TBB ELIXIR. 

11 Fiommt'• den 8cbleier au&ubeben, 
Wo du nabe 8cbreclini• drobt f 
Nur da• lrrtbulll. iat du Leben 
Uud du w-.i lat cler Tod." 

8CKILLH,Jr ........ 
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BOOK V • 

• 
CHAPTER I. 

" Zwei Seeleo wobneo, ach I iD meiDer Bl'Ulll. 

Waa ~do ~ 11~ blkut ~ta~nt hlna111t" 
F.uil'I'. 

IT will be remembered thnt we left Muter P6olo by 
the bedside ol: Glyndon ; and !ls, waiting from that ero· 
found slumbttr, ·0 tbe recollections of Che paased night 
came horribly btlck to his mind, the Englishman uttered 
a cry, and covered his face with his hand.a. 

" Good-morrow, excellency," said P6olo, gayly. "Cor­
po di Bacco, you have slept soundly !" 

The sound of this man's voice, so lusty, ringing, and 
healthful, served to scatter before it the phantasma that 
yet haunted Glyndon's memory. . 

He rose erect in his bed. "And where did you find 
me 1 Why are you here 1" · 

" Where did I find you !" repeated P6olo, in surprise; 
· " in · your bed, to be sure. Why am I here ! because 

the padrone bade me await your waiting, and .attend 
your commands.'! 

"The padrone, Mejnour! is he arrived 1" 
" Arrived and departed, signor. He has left this let. 

ter for you." 
" Give it me, and wait without till I am dressed." 
" At your service. I have bespoke an excellent 

breakfast; you must be hungry. I am a very tolerable 
cook: a monk's son ought to be! You wiH be stJrtied 
at my genius in the dresaing of fish. My singing, I 
trust, will not disturb you. I alwar• sing while I pre­
pare a salad ; it harmonizes the m~ienta." And 
slinging his carbine over his shoulder, Paolo sauntered 
from the room and closed the door. 

Glyndon was already deep in the contents of the fol­
lowing letter : 

" When I ftnt received thee u my pupil, I promised 
VoL.lt--E · 
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Zanoni, i( CODYinced by thy ftnt trials that thou couldat 
- but swell, not the number o( our olfler, bu& the Im of 
the Yictime who hue aspired to it in nin, I would DOC 
rear thee io thine own wfeichedneu and doom ; I would 
diemiae thee back to the world. I Calfil my promise. 
Thine ordeal bu been the eaSieet that Neophyte eYer 
knew. I asked (or not~ but abstinence from the 
eell8U8l, and a brief apenment of thy patience and 
faith. Go back to thine own world; thou hut no na­
ture to aspire to oma ! 

" It wae I who prepared Ptolo to receiYe thee at the 
reYel. It wae I who instigated the old beggar to aak 
thee for alms. It was I who left open the boot Uial 
thou couldet not read without Yiolaung my command. 
Well, thou hut seen what awaits thee at the threshold 
of knowledge. Thou hut comronted the fim Coe that 
menaces him whom the eeneee yet grasp and enthral. 
Dost thou wonder that I close upon thee the gates for­
ever ! Dost thou not comprehend, ai last, that it needs 
a soul tempered, and purified, and raised, not by exter­
nal epelle, but by ite own sublimity and Yaloor, to pus 
the threshold and disdain the Coe l Wretch ! all my 
science availa nothing for the rash, for the aenaual ; for 
him who desires our secrets but to pollute them to grose 
enjoyments and selfish vice ! How have the impostors 
and sorcerers of the earlier iimee perished by their very 
attempt to penetrate the mysteries that should purify, 
and not deprave ! They have boasted of the .philoso­
pher'• stone, and died in rags ; of the immortal elixir, 
and sank to their grave, gray before their time. Le­
gends tell you tllat the ftend rent them into fragments. 
Yes; the fiend of their own unholy desires and criminal 
designs ! What they coveted thou covetest ; and if 
thou hadst the wings of a seraph, thou couldst soar not 
from the slough of thy mortality. Thy desire for 
knowledge but petulant presumption ; thy thirst for 
happiness but the dieeaeed longing for the unclean and 
muddied waters of corporeal pleasure ; thy very love, 
which usually elevates even the mean, a paesion that 
calculate• treason amid the first glow or lust: tliou 
one of us ! Thou a brother of the august order! Thou 

· an aspirant to the stars that shine in the ShemaiA of the 
Chaldean lore ! The eagle can raise but the eaglet to 
the son. I abandon thee to thy twilight! 

" Bot, alas for thee, dilobedient and profane ! thou 

o,g,,,edbyGoogle 



lU.NOJ.'fl. 61 

hut inhaled ihe elixir ; thou hast attracted to illy pres­
ence a ghastly and remorseless foe. Thou thyself must 
exorcise the phantom thou bast raised. Thou must re­
turn to the world ; but not without punishment and 
strong effort canst thou regain the calm and the joy of 
the life that thou hast left behind. Thia for thy comfort 
will I tell thee: he who has drawn iuto his frame even 
ao little of the volatile- and vital energy of the al!lrial 
juices aa thyself, bas awakened faculties that cannot 
sleep-faculties that may yet, with patient humility, 
with sound faiih, and the courage that 1s not of the body 
like thine, but of the resolute and virtuous mind, attain, 
if not · to the knowledge that reigns above, to high 
achievement in ihe career of men. Thou wilt find the 
restless inftuence in all that ihou wouldst undertake. 
Thf heart, amid vulgar joys, will aspire to something 
bolter ; ·illy ambition, amid coarse excitement, to some­
thing beyond thy reach. . But deem not that this of itself 
will suffice for glory. Equally may the craving lead \bee 
to shame and guilt. It is but au imperfect and new-born 
energy, which will not suft'er thee to repose. As ihou 
directest it, must thou believe it to be the emanation oC 
thine evil genius or illy good. 

" But wo to thee ! insect meshed in the web in which 
t.bou bast entangled limbs and wings ! Thou hast not 
only inhaled the elixir, thou hast conjured the spectre ; 
of all the tribes of the apace, no foe 1s 80 malignant to 
man-and thou hast lifted the veil from thy gaze. I 
cannot restore thee to the happy dimness of thy vision. 
Know, at least, that all of us-the highest and the wisest 
-who have, in sober truth, passed beyond the threshold, 
have had, as our first fearful task, to master and subdue 
its grisly and appalling guardian. Know that thou 
caMt deliver thyself from those livid eyes-know that, 
while they haunt, they cannot harm, if thou resistest the 
thoughts to which they tempt and the horror they en-

~ gender. Dread them moat when thou /Jeholdeat them not • 
.And thus, son ohhe worm, we part ! All that I can tell 
thee to encourage, yet to warn and to guide, I have told. 
thee in these lines. Not from me, from thyself has 
come the gloomy trial, from which I yet trust thou wilt 
emerge into peace. Type of the knowledge that I serve, 
I withhold no lesson from the pure aspirant; I am a dark 
enigma to the. general seeker. As man's only indestruc­
tible poaael!lion is his memory, 80 it is not in my art to 

o,g,,,edb,Google 



6i 

crumble into matter the Immaterial thoughts dW MTe 
epriln(( up within thy breast. The tyro might shatter 
this castle to the dust, and topple down the mountain to 
the plain. The master bas no power to say • E:l:ist no 
more,' .to one THOUGHT that hi• knowledge bas inspired. 
Thou mayst change the thought into new forms ; thou 
mayst rariry and sublimate it into a finer spirit ; but thou 
canst not annihilate that which bas no home but in the 
memory, no substance but the idea. Enav TBouen 
11 A aouL ! Vainly, thererore, would I or thou undo the 
put, or restore to thee the gay blindne• of thy youth. • 
Thou must endure the inftuence of the elixir thou hast 
inhaled; thou· must wrestle with the spectre thou hast 
invoked!" 

The letter fell from Glyndon'e hand. A sort of stupor 
succeeded to the various emotions which had chased 
each other in the perusal ; a stupor resembling that 
which follows the sudden destruction of any ardent and 
long-nursed hope in the human heart, whether it be of 
love, of avarice, of ambition. The world for which be 
had so thirsted, sacrificed, and toiled, was closed upon 
him "forever," and by his own faults of rashness 8nd 
presumption. But Glyodon's was net of that nature 
which submits long to condemn itseU. His indignation 
began to kindle against Mejnour, who owned he had 
tempted, and who llow abandoned him-abandoned him 
to the presence of a spectre. The Mystic's reproaches 
atung rather than humbled him. What crime had he 
committed to deae"e language so harsh and disdainrul t 
Was it so deep a debasement to feel pleasure in the 
smile and the eyes of Fillide t Had not Zanoni himself 
confessed love for Viola ! had he not fted with her aa 
hie companion! Glyndon never paused to consider if 
there are no distinctions between one kind of love and 
another. Where, too, was the great olreuce of yielding 
to a temptation which only existed for the brave! Had 
not the mystic volume Mejnour had purposely left open, 
bid him but" Beware of fear1" Was not, then, every 
\vilful provocative held out to the strongest inftuencea 
of the human mind, in the prohibition to enter the cham­
ber-in the possession of the key which excited his cu­
riosity-in the volume which seemed to dictate the mode 
by which the curiosity was to be gratified 1 As, rapidly, 
these thoughts passed over him, he began to consider 
the whole conduct of Mejnour either u a perftdioua de-
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1lgn to entrap him to hia own misery, or u the trick or 
an impostor, who knew that he could not realize the 
great professions he had made. On glancing again over 
the more mysterious threats and warnings in Mejnour'a 
letter, they seemed to assume the language or mere par­
able and allegory ; the jargon or the Platoniats and Pyth• 
agoreana. By little and little he began to consider that 
ttie very spectre he had seen-even that one phantom 
10 homd m its aspect-were but the delusions which 
Mejnour's science had enabled him to raise. The health­
ful sunlight, tilling up every cranny in his chamber, 
seemed to laugh away the terrors of the past night. His 
pride and his resentment ne"ed his habitual courage ; 
and -when, having hastily dressed himself, he rejoined 
Ptolo, it was with a flushed cheek and a haughty step. 

" So, Ptolo," said he, " the padrone, as you call him, 
told you to expect and welcome me at your village 
feast 1" 

" He did ao, by a message from a wretched old cripple. 
Thia surprised me at the time, for I thought he was far 
distant. But these great philoaopbers make a joke of 
two, or three hundred leagues." 

" Why did you not tell me you had heard from Mej· 
nour!" 

" Because the old cripple forbade me." 
" Did you, not see the man at\erward during the 

dance 1" 
"No, excellency." 
"Humph!" 
" Allow me to serve you," said Ptolo, ~iling Glyndon'a 

plate, and then tilling his glass. " I wish, signor, now 
the padrone is gone-not," added Ptolo, as he cast rath­
er a frightened and auspicious glance round the room, 
" that I mean to say anything disrespect.ful of him-I 
wish, I say, now that he is gone, that you would take 
pity on yourself, and aak your own heart what your 
youth was meant for. Not to bury yourself alive in 
these old ruins, and endanger body ud soul by studies 
which I am sure no saint could approve or." 

" Are the saints so partial, then, to your own occupa­
tions, Master Ptolo 1" 

"Why," answered the bandit, a little confused, "a 
gentleman with plenty of pistoles in his purse need not, 
of necessity, make it his profession to take away the 
piatolea of ot.l&er people. lt ia a diff'erent thing for ua 

E9 
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poor rogues. After all, too, I alwaya devote a tithe of 
m1 pins to the Virgin ; and I share the rest charitably 
with. the poor. But eat, drink, enjoy younelf-be ab­
solved by your confessor for any little peccadilloea, 
and don't run too long score• at a time-that's my ad­
vice. Your health, excellency ! Pshaw, signor, fasting, 
except on the days prescribed to a good Catholic, only 
engenders phantoma." 

" Phantoms !" 
• " Yes ; the devil always tempta the empty stomach. 
To covet, to hate, to thieYe, to rob, and to murdel.'­
these are the natural desires or a man who ia famishing • . 
With a full belly, signor, we are !lt peace with all the 
world. That's right ; you like the partridge! 'Coapetto ! 
When I myself have passed two or three days m the 
mountains, with nothing from sunset to sunrise but a 
black crust and an onion, I grow as fierce as a wolf. 
That's not the worst, too. In these times I see liule 
imps dancing before me. Oh, yes ; fasting is as full of 
spectres as a field or battle." 

Glyndon thought there was some sound philoa.ophy in 
the reasoning of his COll\panion; and, certainly, the more 
he ate and drank the more the recollection of the -east 
night and of Mejnour's desertion faded from his mmd. 
The casement was open, the breeze blew, the sun 
shone-all Nature was merry; and merry as Nature 
herself grew Ma~atro Paolo. He talked of adventures~ 
of travel, of women, with a hearty gusto that had ita in­
fection. But Glyndon listened yet more complacently 
when Paolo. turned, with an arch smile, to praises of the 
eye, the teeth, the ankles, and the shape of the handsome 
~lli~ . 

Thia man, indeed, seemed the very personation of an­
imal sensual life. He would have been to 1''aust a more 

· dangerous tempter than Mephistophilea. There was no 
sneer on hil hp at the pleasures which animated his 
voice. To one awaking to a sense of the vanities in 
knowledge, this reckless, ignorant joyousness of temper 
was a worse corrupter than all the icy mockeries of a 
learned Fiend. But when Paolo took his leave, with a 
promise to return the next day, the mind of the English• 
man again settled back to a graver and more thoughtful 
mood. The elixir seemed, in truth, to have let\ the re· 
fininl{ effects Mejnour ~ad ascri~ to _it. A~ Glyndon 
pllC8d to and fro the lJOl&tary comdo·r •. or, pau•ng, gazed 
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·upon the extended and glorious scenery that stretched 
below, high thoughts of enterprise and ambition-bright 
visions of glory-passed in rapid succession through his 
soul. 

"Mejnour denies me his science. Well," said the 
painter, proudly," he has not robbed me of my art." 

What! Clarence Glyndon ! doet . thou return to that 
from which thy career commenced t Was Zanoni right 
after all t 

He founa himself iirthe chamber of the Mystic : not a 
vessel-not an herb ! the solemn volume is vanished­
the elixir shall sparkle for him no more ! But still, in 
the room itself seems to linger the atmosphere of a · 
charm. Faster and fiercer it bums within thee, the de· 
sire to achieve, to create ! Thou longest for a life be­
yond the sensual! but the life that is permitted to all 
genius-that which breathes through the immortal work 
and endures in the imperishable name. · 

Where are the implements for thine art 1 Tush! 
when did the true workman ever fail to find his tools t 
Thou art again in thine own chamber-the white wall 
thy canvass-a fragment of charcoal for thy pencil. 
They suffice, at least, to give outline to the conception, 
that may otherwise vanish with •be morrow. 

The idea that thus excited the imagination of the art­
ist was unquestionably noble and august. It was de­
rived from that Egyptian ceremonial which Diodorus 
bas recorded-the Judgment of the Dead by the Living.• 
\Vhen the corpse, duly embalmed, is placed by the mar­
gin of the Acherusian Lake, and before it may be con­
signed to the bark which is to bear it across the waters 
to its final resting-place, it is permitted-to the af pointed 
judges to hear all accusations of the' past life o the de­
ceased, and, if proved, to deprive the corpse of the rites 
of sepulture. 

l"nconsciously to himself, it was Mejnour's descrip­
tions of this custom, which he had illustrated by several 
anecdotes not to be found in books, that now suggested 
the. design to the artist, and gave it reality and force. 
He supposed a powerful and guilty king, whom in life 
11earcely a whisper had dared to arraign, but against 
whom, now the breath was gone, came the alave from 
)la fetten, the mutilated victim from his dungeon, livid 

• Dlolt, lib. l 
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and squalid aa if dead them1elves, invoking with parch­
ed lips the justice that outlives the grave. 

Strange fervour this, 0 Artist ! breaking suddenl;r 
forth from the mists and darkness which the occult sci­
ence had spread so long over thy fancies ; strange that 
the reaction of the night's terror and the day's disap­
pointment should be back to thine holy art ! Oh, how 
freelr goes the bold hand over the large outline ! How, 
despite those rude materiala, speaks forth no more the 

· pupil, but the master! Fresh yet from the glorious elix­
ir, bow thou givest to thy creatures the finer life denied 
to thyself! some power not thine own writes the grand 
symbols on the wall. Behind rises the mighty sepul­
chre, on the building of which repoee to the dead, the 
lives of thousands had been consumed. There sit in a 
semicircle the solemn judges. Black and sluggish flows 
the lake. There lies the mummied and royal dead. 
Dost thou quail at the frown on his lifelilr.e brow 1 Ha! 
bravely done, 0 Artist! up rise the haggard forms! 
pale speak the ghastly faces! Shall not Humanity af­
ter death avenge itself on Power 1 Thy conception, 
Clarence Glyndon, is a sublime truth ; thy design prom­
ises renown to genius. Better this magic than the 
charms of the volume and the veasel. -Hour after hour 
has gone ; thou bast lighted the lamp ; night sees thee 
yet at thy labour. Merciful Heaven! what chills the 
atmosphere t why does the lamp grow want why does 
thy hair bristle l There ! there ! a• the casement ! it 
gazes on thee, the dark, mantled, loathsome thing ! 
There, with their devilish mockery and hateful craft, 
glare on thee those horrid eyes ! 

He stood a'nd gazed. It was no delusion; it spoke 
not, moved not, till, unable to bear longer that steady 
and burning look, he covered his face with his bands. 
With a start, with a thrill, he removed them ; he felt the 
nearer presence of the Nameless. There, it cowered 
on the floor beside his design ; and, lo ! the figures 
seemed to start from the wall ! Those pale, accusing 
fitrures, the shapes he himself bad raised, frowned at 
him and gibbered. With a violent effort, that convulsed 
his whole being and bathed his body in the sweat of ag­
gony, the young man mastered his horror. He strode 
towards the Phantom ; be endured its eyes ; he accost­
ed it with a steady voice ; he demanded its purpose and 
defied its power. 
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And then, as a wind rrom a cbarnel, was beard it. 
wice. What it said, what revealed, it is forbidden the 
lips to repeat, the ·band to record. Nothing, save the 
subtle life that yet animated the frame, to which the in­
halations of the elixir had given vigour and energy be­
yond the strength of the strongest, could hnve survived 
that awful hour. Better to wake in the catacombs and 
see the buried rise from their cerements, and bear the 
ghouls, in their horrid orgies, among the festering ghast­
liness or corruption, than to front those features when 
the veil was lifted, and listen to that whispered voice! 

. . . . . . . . . 
The next day Glyndon tied rrom the ruined castle. 

With what hopes of starry light had he crossed the 
threshold! with what memories to shudder evermore 
at the darkness, did he look back at the frown of ita 
time-worn towers! · 

CHAPTER IV. 

"FAU•T. Wohin eoll ea non gebn T 
M.11PH11T. Wohin es der pfillt. 

Wir eebn die ltleine, dann die croue Welt.'' 
F.1.virr. 

Duw your chair to the 
hearth, and trim the lights. 
order, substance, comfort ! 
thou, Matter-or-Fact! 

fireside, brush clean the 
Oh, home or sleekness, 
Oh, excellent thing art 

H is some time after the date of the last chapter. 
Here we are, not in moonlit islands or mouldering cas­
tles, but in a room twenty-six feet by twenty-two, well 
~ted, well cushioned. solid arm-chairs, and eight 
such bad pictures, in such fine frames, upon the walls! 
Thomae Mervale, Esq., merchant, of London, you are 

· an enviable dog ! 
It was the easieet thing in the world for Mervale, on 

returning from his Continental episode of life, to settle 
down to his desk; his heart had been always there. 
Tile death or his father gave him, as a birthright, a high 
position in a respectable though second-rate firm. To 
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make thia establishment Ara trate waa an honourable am. 
bition ; it was his ! He had lately married-not entirely 
for money-no! he was worldly rather than mercenary. 
He had no romantic ideas of love ; but he was too sen­
sible a man not to know that a wife should be a com­
panion, not merely a speculation. He did not care for 
beauty and genius, but he liked health and good temper, 
and a certain proportion of useful undemanding. He 
chose a wife from hie reaeon, not his heart, and a very 
good choice he made. Mrs. Me"aJe was an excellent 
young woman, bustling, managing, economical, but affec­
tionate and good. She had a will of her own, but was 
no shrew. She had a great notion of the rights of a 
wife, and a strong perception of the qualities that ensure 
comfort. She would never hue forgiven her husband, 
had she found him guilty of the most passing fancy for · I 
another ; but, in return, she bad the most admirable 
sense of propriet1 herself. She held iu abhorrenee all 
levity, all ffirtat1on, all coquetry-email Yices, which 
often ruin domestic happiness, but which a giddy nature 
incurs without consideration. But she did not think it 
right to lo"Ye a husband oYer much. She left a surplus J 
of affection for all her relations, all her friends, some of 
her acquaintances, and the possibility of a second mar-
riage, should any accident happen to Mr. M. She kept 
a good table. for it suited their station, and her temper \ 
was considered even, t.hough firm ; but she could say a 
shup thing or two if Mr. Mervale was not punctual to 
a moment. She was Yery particular that he should 
change his shoes on coming home-the carpets were 
new and expensive. She was not sulky, nor passiQnate 
-Heaven bless her for that !-but when displeased she 
ahowed it, administered a dignified rebuke, alluded to 
her own Yirtues, to her uncle, who waa an admiral, and 
to the ~hirty thousand pounds which she had brought to 
the obJect of her choice. But as Mr. Mervale w:as a 
good-humoured man, owned his faults, and subscribed 
to her excellence, the displeasure was soon over. 

Every honsehold has its little disagreements, none 
fewer than that of Mr. and Mrs. Mervale. Mrs. Mer­
vale, without being improperly fond of dress, paid due 
attention to it. She was never seen out of her chamber 
with papers in her hair, nor in that worst or disillusions. 
a mommg wrapper. At half past eight every morning 
Mrs. Merval~ was dressed for the day ; that ia, till ahe 
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redressed for dinner; her etaya wen laced, her cap 
prim, her gown, winter and summer, of a thick, hand­
some silk. Ladies at that time wore very short waista ; 
so "did Mrs. Mervale. Her morning ornaments were a 
thick gold chain, to which was suspended a gold watch-­
none of those fragile dwarfs of mechanism, that look so 
pretty and go so ill, but a handsome repeater, which 
chronicled Father Time to a moment ; also a mosaic 
brooch; also a miniature of her uncle, the admiral, set 
in a bracelet. For the evening, she had two handsome 
sets-necklace, earrings, and bracelets, complete-one 
of amethysts, the other topazes. With these, her cos­
tume, for the most part, was a gold-coloured satin and 
a turban, in which last her pictnre had been taken. Mrs. 
Mervale had an aquiline nose, good teeth, fair hair, and 
light eyelashes, rather a high complexion, what is gen­
arctlly called a fine bust, full cheeks, large, userul feet, 
made for walking, large white hands, with filbert nails, 
on which not a speck of dust had, even in childhood, 
ever been known to alight. She looked a little older 
than she reaJly was ; but that might arite from a certain 
air of dignity and the aforesaid aquiline nose. She 
generally wore short mittens. She never read any poe­
try but Goldsmith's and Cowper's. She was not amused 
by novels, though she had no prejudice against them. 
She liked a play and a pantomine, with a slight supper 
anerward. She did not like concerts or operas. At the 
beginning of the winter she selected some book to read, 
and some piece of work to commence. The two lasted 
her till the spring, when, though she continued to work, 
she left off' reading. Her favourite study was history, 
which she read throu~h the medium 0£ Dr. Goldsmith. 
Her favourite author m the belles lettres was, of course, 
Dr. Johnson. A worthier woman, or one more respected, 
·was not to be found, except in an epitaph ! 

It was an autumn night. Mr. and Mrs. Mervale, lately 
returned from an excursion to Weymouth, are in the 
drawing-room; " the dame sate on this side, the man 
sat on that." 

"Yes, I assure you, my dear, that Glyndon, with all 
his eccentricities, was a very engaging, amiable fellow. 
You would certainly have liked him ; aJl the women 
did." 

"My dear Thomas, you will forgive the remark; but 
that expression of yours, ' all the women-'" 
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" I beg your pardon; you are right. I meant to ~ 
that be waa a general favourite with your charming aex. 

"I underatand; rather a frivoloua character." 
"Frivoloua ! no, oot exactly; a little unateady, very 

odd, but certainly not frivoloua ; presumptuous and head­
strong in character, bot modest and shy in bia manners, 
rather too much ao ; just what you like. However, IO 
return : I am seriously uneasy at the accounta I haYe 
beard of him to-day. He has been liYing, it aeema, a 
Tery strange and irregular life, travelling from place to 
place, and must have spent already a great deal ol mon-
ey." , 

"Apropos of money," nid Mra. Menale; "I feu we 
must change our botcher ; be is certainly in leagne with 
the cook." 

"That is a pity ; bis beef is remarkably fine. Tbeae 
London servants are aa bad as the Carbonari. But, u 
I was saying, poor Glyndon-" 

Here a knock was beard at the door. "Bleu me!" 
aaid Mra. Mervale, "it is past ten ! Who can that pos­
sibly be 1" 

•• Perhapa your uncle, the admiral," said the husband, 
with a alight peeYiahneH in hie accent. " He generally 
favours us about this hour." . 

" I hope, my loYe, that none or my relations are un­
welcome viaitera at your house. The admiral is a moat 
entertaining man, and-his fortune is entirely at bis own 
disposal." 

" No one I respect more," said Mr. Mervale, with em-
phasis. -

The servant threw open the door and announced Mr. 
Glyndon. 

" Mr. Glyndon! what an extraordinary-~ exclaimed 
Mra. Mervale; but before she could conclude ihe sen­
tence Glyndon was in the room. 

The two friends greeted each other with all the warmth 
of early recollection and long absence. An appropriate 
and proud presentation to Mrs. Mervale ensued ; and 
Mra. Mcrvale, with a dignified smile, and a furtive glance 
at his boots, bade her haaband'a friend welcome to Eng­
land. 

Glyndon waa greatly altered since Mervale had seen 
him last. Though leas than two yeara had elapsed 
since then, his fair complexion was more bronzed and 
manly. Deep linea of care, or thought, or diaaipation, 
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had replaced the snt00th contour of happy youth. To 
a manner once gentle and polished, had succeeded a cer-­
tain recklessness of mien, tone, and bearing, which be­
spoke the habits of a society that cared little for the calm 
decorums of conventional ease. Still a kind of wild no­
bleness, not hefore apparent in him, eharacterized bis 
aspect, and gave something of dignity to the freedom of 
bis language and gestures. 

" So, then, you are settled, Mervale ; I need not ask 
you if you are happy. Worth, aense, wealth, character, 
and so fair a companion, ,dese"e happiness, and com­
mand it." 

"Would you like some tea1 Mr. Glyndon t" asked 
Mrs. Mervale, kindly.. . 

" Thank you, no. I propose a more convivial stimu­
lus to my old friend. Wine, Mervale, wine, eh! or a 
bowl or old English punch. Your wife will excuse us i 
we will make a night of it!'' 

Mrs. Mervale drew back her chair, and tried not to 
look aghast. Glyndon did not give his friend time to 
reply. 

" So at last I am In England," be said, looking rotind 
the rootn, with a slight sneer on his lips; " surely this . 
10ber air must have its inftuence; surely here I sh&ll be 
like the rest." 

"Have you been ill, Glyndon?" 
"Ill! yes. Humph r you have a ftne house. Does it 

contain a spare room for a solitary wanderer 1" 
• Mr. Mervale glanced at his wife, and his wife looked 

steadily on the carpet "Modest and shy in his man­
ners--ratber too much so !" Mrs. Mervale was in the 
seventh heaven of indignation and amaze ! 

"My dear!" said Mr. Mervale at last, meekly and in· 
terrogatingly. 

" My dear !" returned Mrs. Mervale, innocently and 
sourly. 

" We can make up a room for my old friend, Sarah t" 
The old friend bad sunk back ou his chair J and, ga. 

zing intently on the fire, with his feet at ease upon the 
lender, seemed to have forgotten bis question. 

Mrs. Mervale bit her lips, looked thoughtful, and at last 
coldly replied, "Certainly, Mr. Mervale. Your friends 
do right to make themselves at home." 

With that ehe liJhted a dandle, an~ moved majeatical· 
e'\"oi.. U.-F 
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ly from the room. When ahe returned, the ""° meoa. 
had nnished into Mr. MerYBle's atudy. 
Twelv~ o'clock atruck, one o'clock, two ! Thrice had 

Mrs. Me"ale a.ent into the room to know, flnt, if they 
wanted anything: ReCondly, if Mr. Glyndon slept on a 
matti:esa or a feather-bed; thirdly, to inquire if Mr. Glyn­
don'• trunk, which he had brought with him, should 
be unpacked. And to the answer to all these questions 
waa added, in a loud voice from the visiter, a voice that 
pierced from the kitchen to the attic, "Another bowl! 
stronger, if you please, and be quick with it!" . 

At last, Mr. l\lervale appeared in the conjugal cham­
ber, not penitent, not apblogetic ; no, not a bit or it. His 
eyes twinkled, his cheek flllshed, his feet reeled; be 

, sung-Mr. Thomas Mervale positively sung! 
.. Mr. Me"ale ! ia it possible, ~ir--" 

"•Old King Cole wu a merry old -1-• • 

.. Mr. Mervale ! air! leave me alone, sir !" 
"•And a merry old 8011l wu be-'" 

"Wha& an example to tbe seriaota !" 
• •And he called for bia pipe, and be called f'or bia bowl-' • 

., Jr 7ou don't keep your bands to yourself, air, I shall 
call-' 

" • Call for hil fiddlera three !' " 

CHAPTER III. 

•Jn der Welt weit, 
Au• der Einamkeit 
Wo Sinnen und Salte etocken 
Wollen aie dich locken."-1''411n. 

Tn next morning at breakfaat; Mrs. Menale l0t>ked 
•if all the wronga of injured woman aat upon her brow. 

·Mr. Me"ale seemed the picture of remol'llCful guilt and 
avenging bile. He said little, except to complain of bead­
ach~, and to requeat the eggs to be removed from the 
table. Clarence Glyndon-impe"ious, unconscious, un­
ailing, impenitent-was in noi1y •pirits, and talked for 
three. • 
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" Poor Mervale ! he has lost the habit of Joed fellow­

ahip. mad11m. Another night or two, and he will be him· 
aelf again." 

" Sir," said Mrs. Mervale, launching' a premeditated 
sentence with more than Johusonian dignity, "permit 
me to remind you that Mr. Mervale is now a married 
mao, the destined father or a family. and the present mas­
t.er or ll household ... 

" l'rceisely the reasons why I envy him so much. I :. 
my""lf have a great mind to marry. Happinesa iii con-
tagious." . 

" Do you still take to painting l" asked Mervale, Jan. 
guidly, endeavouring to turn the tables on bis guest. 

"Oh, no; I have adopted vour advice. No art, no 
ideal. uothing loftier than commonplace for me now. u 
I were to paint again, I positively think you' would pul­
chase my pictures. Make haste and fimsh your break· 
fast, man; I wish to consult you. I hav.e com11 to Eng­
land to see after my aff'.iirs. My ambition is to make 
money ; your counsels and experieuce caunot fail to as. 
eist me here." 

"Ah! you were eoon disenchanted of your Pbiloso. 
pher'11 stone. You must know, Sarah, that when l lut 
left Glvudon, he was bent upon turning alchemiat aa4 
magician.'' 

"You are witty to-dar, ~Ir. Mervale." 
"Upon my honour it as true. Have I not told you eo 

~fureP -
Glyndon rose abruptly. -
" Why revive those recollections or folly and presump. 

tion' H;ive I not said that I have returned to my na­
tive land to pursue the healthful avocations or my kind' 
0 yes! what so healthful, so noble, so fitted to our n&• 
ture as what you call the practical life! IC we h~ve fac­
ulties, what is their use, bui to sell them to advantage 1 
Buy knowledge as we do our goods; buy it at the cheap. 
est market, sell it at the dearest. Have you not break­
fasted yet!" 

The friends walked into the streets, and Mervalt 
ehrunk from t!te irony with which Glyndon compliment. 
ed him on his respectability. his station, his pursuitll, his 
happy marriage, and his eight pict_ures in.Jheir hand110me 
frames. , Formerly the sober Mervale had commanded 
an inftuence over his friend ; AU had been- the sanmsm ; 
Glyndon'• the irresolute ehame at hi• own peculiaritiea. 
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Now thle position was reversed. There was a fierce 
earnestne11 in Glyndon'• altered tem~r ~hich awed 
and eilenced the quiet common-place of his fnend'e char 
acter. He seemed to take a malignant delight in per. 
1111adiog himself that the sober life of the world was con. 
temptible and base. 

"Ah!" be exclaimed, "how right you were to tell me 
to marry respectably; to have a solid position; to live 
in decorous fear of the world and one's wife; and to 
command the envy of the poor, the good opinion of the 
rich. You have practised what you preach. Delicious 
existence ! The -merchant'• desk and the curtain lec­
ture! Ha! ha! Shall we have another night of it!" 

Mervale, embarrassed and irritated, turned the conver. 
iaation upon Glyndon's affairs. He was surprised at the 
knowledge of the world which the artist seemed to hav• 
suddenly acquired, surprised still more at the acuteness 
and energy with which he spoke of th.e speculations most 
iu vogue at the market. Yes; Glyndon was certainly 
in earnest ; be desired to be rich and respectable, and 
to make at least ten per cept. for bis money ! 

.After spending some days with the merchant, dnring 
. which time he contrived to disorganize all the mechan­
. ism of the house, to tum night into day, harmony into 

discord, to drive poor Mrs. Mervale half distracted, and 
to convince her husband that be was horribly henpecked, 
the ill-omened •islter left them as suddenly as he had 
arrived. He took a house of hie own; he sought the 10-
ciet)t or pereona of substance; he devoted himself to the 
money-market; he seemed to have become a man of 
business ; his schemes were bold and colossal ; his cal­
culations rapid and profound. He startled Mervale by 
bis·energy, and dnzled him by his success. Mervale 
began to enYy him; to be discontented with hiit own 
regular and slow gains. When Glynd?n bought or sold 
in the funds, wealth rolled upon him hke the tide of a 
aea ; what years or toil could not have done for him in 
art, a few wontbs, by a succe11sion of lucky chances, did 
for him in speculation. Suddenly, however, be relaxed 
bis e:icertions; new objects of ambition seemed to attract 
him. lfhe heard a drum in the streets, what glory like 
the aoldier's 1 If a new poem were published, what. re 
nown like the poet's 1 He began works in li~rahir~ 
which promised great excellence, to throw them aside io 
diapat. .All at once he abandoned the decorous and for. 
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aal .society he had courted : he joined bimaell with 
young and riotous associates ; he plunged into the wild· 
eat excesses of the great city, where Gold reigna alike 
over Toil and Pleasure. 'fhruugh all he carried with 
him a certain power and heat of soul. In all society he 
aspired to command ; in all pursuits to excel. Yet 
whatever the passion of the moment, the reaction wu 
terrible in its gloom. He sunk, at times, in&o the moat 
profound and the darkest reveries. His fever wu &hat 

_ of a mind that would escape memory: hit repoae. that 
of a mind which the memory seizes again, and devoan. 
•••prey. Mervale now saw little of him; they abua­
ned . each other. Glyndon had no confidant &nd no 
mead. -

CHAPTER IV. 

• Ich fiillle didl mir llalHt, 
Die Einamkeat belebc 1 

Wie iiberMinen Welten 
Der Unaichtbare .c:hwebt." 

U11w.n. 

Fao• this state oT restlessness and agitation, rather 
than t'Ontiuuous ae~ion, Glyndon was aroused by a visit.. 
er who seemed to exercise the most anlutary influence 
over him. His sister, an orphan with himself, had 
resided in the country with her aunt. Jn the early yeara 
or hope and home, he had loved this girl, much younger 
ihan himself, with all a hrother's tendemeu. On his 
return to England, he bad seemed to forget her exist­
ence. She recalled herself to him on ht1r aunt'• death 
by a touching and melancholy lettf!r : she had now no 

- home but his, no dependance save on his affection : he 
wept when he read it, and waa imi>atient till A.dela 
arrived. 

Thia girl, then about eighteen, concealed benealh a 
pntle and calm exterior much of the romance or enthu· 
aiaam Lbat had at her own age characterized her 
brother. Bu\ her enthusiasm was of a far purer order, 
and wu restrained within proper bounds. partly by f.be 
. .W.t\DeN ot a .-y fominine uau»e,· aD4 parUJ -19 a 

- -FI 
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lltriot and metbodical education. She di.l'ered f'rom bifll 
especially in a limidity of character, which exceeded 
that usual at her age, but which the habit of self-com­
mand concealed no less carefully than that timidity 
itself concealed the romance I have ascribed to her. 

Adela wu not handsome ; she had the complexion 
and the form or delicate health ; and too fine an Orpll• 
ization of the nerYea rendered her susceptible to every 

.,,. impression that could inftuenoe the health of the frame 
through the aympathy or the mind. But as abe never 
complained, and as the singular serenity of her manners 
aeemed to betoken an equanimity of temperament 
which, with the vulgar, might have passed for indift"erence, 
her sufferings bad so long been borne unnoticed tbat it 
ceased to be an effort to disilJise them. Thouirh, as I 
have said, not handsome, her countenanoe was mterest­
ing and pleasing ; and there was that caressing kindness, 
that winning charm about her smile, her manners, her 
anxiety to please, to comfort, and to sooth, which went 
at once t.o the heart, and made her lovely, because so 
loving. 

Such waa the sister whom Glyndon had so long neg­
lected, and whom be now so cordially welcomed. . Adela 
had passed many rears a victim to the caprices and a 

· nurse to the maladies of a selfish and exacting relation. 
The deiicate, and generous, and respeclfui affection of 
her brother was no less new to her than delightful. He 
iook pleasure in the happiness he created; be gradually 
weaned himaelf from other society ; he felt the charm 
of home. It is not surprising, then, that this young 
creature, free and virgin from every more ardent attach­
ment, concentrated all her grateful Jove in thia cherished 
and protecting relative. Her study by day, her dream 
by mght, was to repay him for his affection. 8he wu 
proud of bis talenta, devoted to his w6lfare ; the smallest 
trifte that dould interest him swelled in her eyes to the 
gravest affairs of. life. In short, all the long-hoarded 
enthusiasm, which was her periloua and only heritage, 
she invested in this one object of her holy tendemeu 
and her pure ambition. 

But in proportion as Glyndon shunned those excite- . 
~ents by . which ~e bad 10 long sought to occupy his 
time or distract bis thoughts, the gloom ~ bis calmer 
hours became deeper and more continuous. He ever. 
anct especa.lly dreaded Iii> be alone·; be could noi bear 

, 
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his new companion to be abeent from his eyes ; he rode 
with her, walked with her, and it was w\th visible reluc­
taDce, which almost partook of horror, that he retired 
to rest at an hour when even revel grows fati111ed. 
Thia gloom was not that which could be called by the 
·llOI\ name of melancholy, it was far more intense; it 
•eemed, rather, like despair. Often, after a silence u 
of death-llo heavy, abstracted, motionless did it appear 
-be would_ start abruptly and cast hurried glance~ 
around him, his limbs trembling, bis lips livid, bis brows 
bathed in dew. Convinced that some secret sorrow 
preyed upon bis mind and would consume bis health, it • 
was the dearest as the most natural desire of .Adela to 
become his confidant and consoler. She obeened, 
with the quick tact of the delicate, that be disliked her to 
seem aft'ected by, or even sensible of his darker moods. 
She echooled herself to suppress her fears and her feel~ 
ings. She would not ask bis confidence ; she sought to 
ateal into it. By little and little, she felt that she wu 
aucceeding. Too wrapped in his own strange .existence 
to be acutely observant of th~ character of others, Glyn­
don mistook the self-content of a generous and bumble 
affection for constitutional fortitude, and this quality 
pleased and soothed him. It is fortitude that the dis­
eased mind requires in the confidant whom it select- as 
its physician. And how irresistible is that desire to 
communicate ! How often the lonely man thought to 
himself," My heart would be lightened of its misery, if 
once confessed!" , 

He felt, too, that in the very youth, the inexperience, 
the poe\ical temperament of .Adela, be could find one 
who would comprehend and bear with him better than 
any sterner and more practical nature. Mervale would 
have looked on bis revelations as the ravings of mad­
neaa, and most men at beat as the sicklied chimeras, the 
optical delusions, of disease. T.hua gradually preparing 
himself for that relief for which be yearned, the mo­
ment for bis dieclosure arrived thus : 

One evening, as they sat alone together, Adela, who 
inherited some portion of her brother's taleat in art, was 
employed in drawing, and Glyndon, rousing himself from 
meClitations leas gloomy than usual, rose, and aft'ection-· 
ately passing bis arm round her waist, looked over her 
as she sat. An exclamation of dismay broke from bis 
'lips; he snatched the drawi~ from her baa8: "Wba& 
.are you about 1 what portrait ts tbis 1" 
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• s.uro.n. 
" Dear Clarence, do you not .remember the orltfnal 1 

h is ll copy rrom that 11ortrait o( our wise anceetor which 
our poor mother used to say so strongly resembled you. 
J thought it would pie~ you iJ' I copied it rrom mem­
ory." 

" Accursed was the likeness !" said Glyndon, gloom­
ily. "Guess you oot tbe reason why I have shunoed to 
return to the home o( my fathers 1 because I dreaded to 
meet that portrait! becaull8-becaute-but pardon me­
J alarin you!" 

" Ab, no, no, Clarence, you never alarm me when 
you speak, only wheu you are silent! Oh, i( you 
thou1ht tne worthy o( your trust! ob, i( you had given 
mo the right to reason with you in the sorrows I.bat I 
)'earn to share!" 

Glvudou made no ans\ver, but paced the room (OI' 
tome momenta with disordered strides. He stopped ~t 
last, and gazed at her earnestly. "Yea, you too ar, 
his descendant ! you know that such men have lived 
and suffered-you will not mock mt-you will not ma. 
believe! Listen! bi&rk! what sound ia that l" 

" But the wind on the house-top, Clarence ' but the 
wind." 

"Give me your hand, let me reel its living clasp, and 
whflll I have told you, nevf!r revert to the tale again. 
Conceal it from nU ; swear that it shall die with us, lh!t 
last o( our predestined race!" 

" Never will I betray]·our. tn1st-I swear it-never!" 
said Adela, firmly; an 11he drew closer to his side. 
Then Glyndon commenced his story. 'l'hat which, per- I 
haps in writing and to minds prepared to question and I 

clisbelieve, may 11eem cold and terrorlesa, became rar 
different when told by those colonrless lips, with all that 
truth of suffering which convinces and -appal•. Much, 
indeed, he concealed, much he involuntarily softened ; 
but he revealed enough to make his tale intelligible and 
diatiuct to his pale and trembling listener. "At day. 
break," he said, " I left that unhallowed and abhorred 
abode. l bad one hope still ; I would seek Mejnour 
throuah the world. I would rorce him to lay at rest t~e 
fiend that haunted my aoul. With this intent I journey. 
ed from city to city. l instituted the moat vigihtut re-
11earchea through the vulice of Italy. I even employe4 

• the 1ervict>.a of the l11qui1itio11 at Home, which had Jate­
q uaerMd ite ~ ponre ill U. tiJll ol~t.Jao _, 
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dangerous Cagliostro. .All was in vain ; not a traee or 
him could be discovered. I was not alone, .Adela." 
Here Glyndon faused a moment, as if embarrassed; for 
in his recital, need scarcely say that he bad only in­
distinctly alluded to Fillide, whom the reader may sur. 
mise to be his companion. " I was not alone, but the ' 
associate of my wanderings was not one in whom .my 
soul could confide ; faithful and affectionate, but without 
education, without faculties -to comprehend me, with 
natural instincts rather than cultivated reason ; one in 
whom the heart might lean in its careless hours, but 
with whom the mind could have no commune, in whom 
the bewildered spirit could seek no guide. Yet in the 
aociety of this person the d1Emon troubled me not. Let 
me explain yet more fully the dread conditions. or its 
presence. In coarse excitement, in commonplace life, 
in the wild riot, in the fierce excess, in the torpid Jeth. 
argy of that animal existence which we share with the 
brutes, its eyes were invisible, its whisper was unheard. 
But whenever the soul would aspire, whenever the im. 
agination kindled to the loftier ends, whenever the con­
sciousness of our proper destiny struggled against the 
unworthy life I pursued, then, Adela, then it cowered by 
my side m the hght of noon, or sat by my bed-a Dark­
ness visible through the Dark. If, in the galleries of Di­
vine Art, the dreams of my youth woke the early emu­
lation; if I turned to the thoughts of sages ; if the exam- . 
pie of the great, if the converse with the wise, aroused 
the silenced intellect, the dremon was with me as by a 
spell.· .At last, one evening, at Genoa, to which city I 
had travelled in pursuit of the mystic, suddenly, and 
when least ex~ctec;J, he appeared before me. It was 
the time of the Carnival. It was in one of those half. 
frantic scenes of noise and revel, call it not gayety, 
which establish a heathen saturnalia in the midst of a 
Christian festival. Wearied with the dance, I had en. 
tered a room in which several revellers were seated, 
drinking, singing, shouting ; and in their fantastio dress. 
es and hideous masks, their orgy seemed scarcely hu­
man. I placed myself among them, and in that fearful 
excitement of the spirits which the happy never know, 
I was soon the most riotous of all. The conversation 
fell on the Revolution of France, which bad always pos. 
·aessed for me an absorbing fascination. The masks 
spoke of the Millennium it was to bring on earth, not as 
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philOIOphen rejoicing in the advent of lifbt, but &a rui. 
fiana exuhing in the annihilation of law. I know not 
why it was, but their licentious l"nguage infected m1-
eelf; and, always desirous to be foremost in every cir­
ele, I soon exceeded even these rioters in declamittiona 
on the nature of the liberty which wu about to embrace 
all the families of the globe : a liberty tba.t should per­
nde not only public legislation, but domestic life ; an 
emancipation from every feUer that men had forged for 
themselve11. Jn the midst or tbi• tirade, one or the 
maskll whispered me, 

" •Take care. One listens to you who seems to be a 
spy!' 

"My eyes followed those of the. mask, and I observ­
ed a man who took no part in the conversation, but 
.whose gaze wart bent upon me. He was disguised like 
the rest, yet I found by a treneral whisper that none had 
observed him enter. Hts silence, bis attention, bad 
alarmed the fears or the other revellers; they only ex­
cited me the more. Rapt in my subject, 1 pursued 
it, insensible to the signs of those about me; and, ad­
dressin gmyself only to the silent mask, who sat alone, 
apart from the gr<•up, J did not even observe that, ooe 
by one, the revellers slnuk oft', and that I and the sile11t 
listener were left al1>11e, until, pam1ing Crom my heated 
and impetuou11 declamations, I said, 

"•And you, si~nor, what is your view of this mighty • 1· 

era ! Opinion without persecution ; brotherhood with-
out jealousy ; love without bondage-' I 

"•And life without God,' added the mask, as I heai-
&ated· for new images. 

"The sound of that well.known voice chaqed the 
curnmt of my thought. I sprung forward, and cried, 

••'Impostor or Fiend, we meet at last!' 
" The figure rose as I advanced, and, unmaaki!IJ, 

ahowed the features of Mejnonr. His fixed eye, his 
_ majestic aspt>.ct, awed and repelled rue. I stood rooted 

to the ground. 
''•Yes.' he said, solemnly, 'w'e meet, and it- ia tbi$ 

meeting thllt I have lfOught. How bast thou followed 
my admonitions! Are these the aeenea in which the 
Aspirant for the Serene Science thinks to escape the 
Ghastly Enemy t Do the thoughts thou hut uttered-

. thoughts that would strike all order Crom the universe..... 
expreu the hopes of the sage who would ria4tl to &he 
Harmony of the Eternal S11herea t' 
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• ' It it thy f'aqlt-it is thine !' I e:rclaimed. • E:ror­
ciae the phantom! Take the haunting 'ferror f'rom mf 
auol !' 

.. Mejnour looked at. me !l moment with a cold and 
cynical disdain, which provoked at once my fear and 
r-c112e, and replied, 

" • No, fool of thine own senses! No: thou mutt have 
full and entire experience of the illusio11s to which the 
Knowledge that is without Faith climbs its 'ritim way. 
Thou pante11t for this Millennium: thou shalt bt•hold it! 
Thou 11halt be one of the agents of the era of Light 11nd 
Reason. I see, while I speak, the Phantom thou ftiest 
by thy side: it marshals thy path: it has power over 
thee as yet; a power that defies my own. In the last 
days of that Revolution which thou hailest, amid the 
wrecks of the Order thou cursel't as Oppression, seek 
the fulfilment of thy destiny and await thy cure.' 

"At that instant a group of masks, clamorous, intox­
icated, reeling, and rushing a11 they reel< d, poured into 
the room and separated me from the mystic. I broke 
through them and sought him everywhere, but in vain. 
AU my researches the next day were P.qually fruitless. 
Weeks were consumed in the same pursuit: not a trace 
of Mejnour could. be discovered. · We11ried with false 

r.Jeasures, roused by reproaches I had dese"ed, recoil­
ng from Mejnour's proph~c)l of the scene in which I 

was to seek deliverance. it occurred to me, at last, that 
in the sober air of my native country, and amid its or­
derly and vigorous pursuits, I might work out my own 
emancipation from the spectre. I left all whom I had 
before courted and clung to : J came hither. Amid mer­
cenary schemes and selfish speculations, I found the 
eame relief as in debauch and excess. 'fhe Phantom 
was invisible, but these pursuits soon became to me dis­
tasteful as the rest. Ever and ever I felt that I was 
born for something nobler than the greed of gain; that 
life may he made e<Jually worthless, and the soul equal­
ly degraded by the icy lust of Avarice, as by the ilo1:1ier 
passions. A higher Ambition neYer ceased to torment 
me. But, but," continued Glyndon, with a whitening 
lip and a visible shudder, " at every attempt to rise into 
loftier existenee came thi1t hideous form. It gloomed 
beside me at the easel. Before the volumes of Poet and 

_Sage it stood with its burning eyes in the stillness ot 
hight, and I thought I heard its horrible whispers utter-
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ing temptations never to be divulged." He paaaed, and 
the drops stood upon his brow. 

"But I," said Adela, mastering her fears, and throw­
ing her arms round him, " but I henceforth will have no 
life but in thine. And in this love, 80 pure, 80 holy, thy 
terror shall fade away." 

" No, no!" exclaimed Glyndon, starting from her. 
"The worst revelation is to come. Since thou hast 
been here, since I have sternly and resolutely refrained 
Crom every haunt, every scene in which this preternat­
ural enemy troubled me not, 1-1-have-0 Heaven ! 
Mercy-merer,! There it stands-there, by'thy side­
there-there ! ' And be fell to the 1round insensible. 

CHAPTER V • 

.. Wie Sterbenden zn 'Mutb, wer ma, ee •pn f 
Docb wnnclfirbar ergrift' micb'1 dieee Nacbt ; 
Die Glieder ICbienen ecbon in Todee M1cht." 

UPLA!fD. 

A nn:a, attended with delirium, Cot' several days de­
prived Glyndon of consciousness; and when, by Adela's 
care more than the skill or the physicians, he was re­
stored to life and reason, he was unutterably shocked by 
the change in his sister's appearance ; at first he fondly 
imagin~c} that her health, affected by her vigils, would 

, recover with his own. But he soon saw, with an an­
guish which partook of remorse, that the malady was 
deei>-seated-deep, deep beyond the reach of JEsculapiua 
and his drugs. Her imagination, little leas lively than 
bis own, was awfully impressed by the strange confes­
sions she bad heard, by the ravings of his delirium. 
Again and again had he shrieked forth, " It is there, 
&here by thy aide, my sister!" He had transferred to 
her fancy the spectre, and the horror that cursed him­
eelf. He perceived this, not by her words, but her si­
lence ; by the eyes that strained into apace ; by the 
abiver that came over her frame : by the start or terror; 
by the look that did not dare to tum behind. Bitterly 
be repented bis confession; bitterly he felt that between 
bis sufferinp and human sympathy there could be no 
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-gentle and holy commune; vainly he sought to retract, 
' to undo what be had done, to declare all was but the 

chimera oC an overheated brain. 
And brave and generous was this denial oC hlmselC; 

for ol\en and oCten, as he thus spoke, he saw the thing 
oC dread gliding to her side, and J.laring at him as be 
disowned its being. But what chilled him, iC possible, 
yet more than her wasting Corm and trembling ne"es, 
was the change in her love Cor him ; a natural terror 
bad replaced it. She turned paler iC he approached, she 
shuddered iC he took her hand. Divided from the rest 
oC earth, the gulf oC the foul remembrance yearned now 
between bis sister and himselC. He could endure no 
more the presence oC the one whose life Ai.8 life had im­
bittered. He made some excuses for departure, and 
writhed to see that they were greeted eagerly. The 
first gleam or joy he had detected, since that fatal night, 
on Adela's Cace, he beheld when he murmured," Fare­
well." He travelled for some weeks through the wild· 
est parts of Scotland; scenery, which make1 the artist, 
was loveless to his haggard eyes. A letter recalled him 
to London, on the wings or new agony and fear ; be ar­
rived to find bis sister in a condition, both oC mind and 
health, which exceeded his worst apprehensions. 

Her vacant look, her lireless po!lture, appalled him : 
it was as one who had gazed on the Medusa's head, and 
Celt, without a struggle, the human being graduallr, hard­
en to the stat11e. It was not phrensy, it was not idiocy : 
it was an abstraction, an apathy, a sleep in waking. 
Only as the night advanced towards the eleventh hour­
the bour in which Glyndon bad concluded his tale-she 
grew visibly uneav, anxious, and perturbed. Then her 
lips muttered, her hands writhed; she looked round with 
a look' of unspeakable appeal for succour, for protection ; 
and suddenly, as the clock struck, fell with a shriek to 
the ground, cold and lifeless. With difficulty, and not till 
after the most earnest prayers, did she answe·r the ago-

. nized questions of Glyndon ; at last she owned that at 
that hour, and that hour alone, wherever she was placed, 
however occupied, she distinctly beheld the apparition 
oC an old bag; who, aCter thrice knocking at the door, 
entered the room, and hobbling up to her with a counte­
nance distorted by hideous rage and menace, laid its icy 
fingers on her forehead ; from that moment she decla­
red that sense fors6ok her; and when she woke again, 

VoL. 11.-G . 
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ti was only to wait, in auspen116 that froze up her blood, 
&hr repetition of the ghastly visitation. 

The physician, who had been summoned before Glyn­
don'• return, and whose letter had recalled him to Lon­
don, was a commonplace practitioner. ignol'llnt or the 
case, and honestly anxious that one more experienced 
should be employed. Clarence called in one or the 
moat eminent of the faculty, and to h1.u he recited the 
optical delusion or his sister. 'l'he physician listened 
attentively, and seemed sanguine in his hopes or cure. 
He came to the house two hours before .the one so 
dreaded by the patiP.nt. He bad qnietly arl'llDged that 
&he clocks should be put forward half an hour, unknown 
to Adela, and even to her brother. He was a man of 
the most extraordinary powel'1' or conversation, or sur­
passing wit, of all the faculties that interest and amuse. 
He first administered to the patient a harmless potioa, 
which he pledged himself would dispel thtt delusion. 
His confident tone woke her own hopes : he continued 
to excite her attention, to rouse her lethargy : he jested, 
be laughed away the time. 'fhe hour struck. •1 Joy, 
my brother!" she exclaimed, throwing herself in bis 
arms ; " the time is past !" And then, like one released 
from a spell, she suddenly assumed more than her an­
cient cheerfulness. "Ah, Clarence!" she whispered, 
" forgive me for my former desertion; forgive me that 
I reared y()fJ. I shall live, I shall live ! in my turn to 
banish the spectre that haunts my brother!" And Clar­
ence smiled, and wiped the tears from his burning eyes. 
The physician renewed his stories, his jests. Jn tho 
midst or a stream or rieh humour, that seemed lo carry 
away both brother and sister, Glyndon suddenly saw 
over Adela's face the same fearful change, the same 
anxious look, the same restless, straining eye he had 
beheld the night before. He ro,,e, he approached bu. 
Adela started up. " Look, look, look !" she exclaimed. 
" She comes ! Save me. save me !" and she fell at his 
feet in strong convulsions, as the clock, falsely and in 
vain put back, struck the half hour. 

The physician lifted her in his arm.a. "My worst rears 
are confirmed," he said, gravely; ~the disease is·epilep. 
~~ . 

The next night, at the same hour, Adela Glyndon diec!. 
• The most celebrated practitionrr in Dublin related to the ediler 

a etory of optical deluainn preciaely similar. in U. circ111111ta1:1cw Uld 
tte pby.ical ca1119, to the one here nar~ 
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CHAPTER VI. 
"La loi dont le ~goe voue #po11•1nt• a - 'laive left aur voae: 

elle voua frappera toua ; le genre bu111ai11 a bellOID de eel eumple. "­
Cuu rHOJl, 

. " Os,,joy,joy ! thou art come again! This is thy hand, 
these thy lips. Say that thou didst not desert me from 
the love of another: say it again-say it ever! and i will 
pardon thee all the rest !" 

" So thou hast mourned for me 1" 
" Mourned ! and ihou wert cruel enough to leave me 

gold ; there it is-there-untouch~ !" 
" Poor child of Nature ! how, then, in this strange town 

of Marseilles, hast thou found bread and shelter t" 
" Honestly. soul of my soul! honestly, but yet by the 

face thou didst once think so fair: thinkest thou tlual 
nowt" 

"Yea, Fillide, more fair than ever. But what mean­
est thou!" 

"1'here is a painter here-a great . man, one of their 
great men at P11ri1-I know not what they call them ; 
but he rules over all here-life and death; and he baa 
paid nu1 largely but to sit for my portrait. U is for a 
picture to be given to the Nation ; for he paints only for 
glory. Think of thy Fillide'a renown!" And the girl's 
wild eye11 spQrkled: her vanity was roused. ~ And be 
would have married me if I would! divorced his wife to 
marry me! But I waited for thee, ungrateful !" 

A knock at the door was heard-a man entered • 
.. Nicot!" 
" Ah, Glyndon! hum! welcome! What! thou art 

twice my rival! But Jean Nicot bears no malice. Vir­
tue is my dream-my country, my mistress. Se"e my 
lountry, citizen, and I forgive thee the preference of 
beau1y. Caira! fa ira!" 

Uut as the painter spoke, it hymned, it rolled through 
the streets-the lit>ry song of the Marseillaise! There 
was a crowd-a multitude-a people up, abroad with col­
ours and anus, enthusiasm, and song: with song, with 
enthusiasm, with colours and anns ! And who could gue.u 
lhat that martial movement was one, not of war, but mas­
sacre-Fren~hmen againat Frenchmen 1 For there :ire 

· two parties in Marseilles-and all\(,le work for Jounlan 
Coupe-tete ! But this, the Englishman, juat arrived, a 
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atranger to all rac,tiona, did not as yet comprehend. He 
comprehended nothing but the eong, the enthuslllsm, the 
arms, and the colours that lifted to the sun the glorious lie 
-" Le peupk fr~, tlel>out contre lu tyraru !" 

The dark brow of the wretched wanderer pew ani­
mated ; he gazed from the Window on the throng that 
marched below, beneath their waving oriftamme. They 
shouted as they beheld the patriot Nico&, the friend ef 
Liberty and relentleaa H6bert, by the stranger'• aide, at 
the casement. 

"Ay, about again!" cried the ~ter, "about for the 
brave Englishman who abjures bis Pitts and bis Coburga 
to be a citizen or Liberty and France !" 

A thousand voices rent the air, and the hymn or the 
Manellaise rose in majesty again. 

"Well, and if it be among these high hopes and tbia 
brave peor: that the ph.antom is to vanish and the cure 
to come ! muttered Glyndon ; and he thought he felt 
again the elixir sparkling through his veins. 

" Thou shalt be one of the Convention with Paine and 
Cloot.z-1 will manage it all for thee!" cried Nicot, slap­
ping him on the shoulder ; .. and Parle-" . 

" Ah, if I could but see Paris!" cried Fillide, in her 
Joyous voice. Joyous! the whole time, the town, the 
air-aave where, unheard, rose the cry of agony and the 
yell of murder-were joy ! ~leep unhaunting in thy 
pve,cold Adela! Joy, joy! In the Jubilee of Human­
ity all private griefs should cease ! Behold, the vast 
whirlpool draws thee to its stormy bosom. There, the 
individual is not. All things are of the whole ! Open 
thy gates, fair Paris, for the stranger.citizen ! Receive 
in your ranks, 0 meek Republicans, the new champion 
of liberty, of reason, of mankind! "Mejnour is right: 
it was in virtue, in valour, in glorious atn1ggle for the 
human race, that the spectre was to shrink to her kif­
dred darkness." 

And Nicot's shrill voice praised him, and lean Robes­
pierre-" Flambeau, colonne, pierre angulaire de I' edifice 
de la R6pablique"•-smiled ominously on him from his 
bloodshot eyes ; and Fillide clasped him with passionate 
arms to her tender breast. And at his up-rising and 
down-sitting, at board and in bed, though he saw it not, 
the Nameless One guided him to the sea, whose waves 
were gore, with the demon eyes. 

• Lett1' do Citoyen P-. Paptera ioedite trou•6e cbn Robel 
Pierre, tom. st., p. un. 
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BOOK VI. 

CHAPTER I. 

" Therefore the Genil were painted with a platter full oC prlande 
and dowen In one hand, and a wbip in the other."-A1ollliKl>U 
.llo11, Jly•fiV· Pod. 

AccoRDING to the order of the eventS related in thi• 
narrative, the departure of Zanoni and Viola Crom the 
Greek Isle, in which two happy years appear to have 
been passed, must have been somewhat later in date 
than the arrival of Glyndon at Marseilles. IL must ha Ye 
been in the course of the 7ear 1791 when Viola fted from 
Naples with her mystenous lover, and when Glyndon 
sought Mejnour in the fatal castle. It is now towards 
the close or 1793, when our story again returns to Za­
noni. The stars of winter shone down on the Lagunes 
oCVenice. The hum ofthe Rialto was hushed; the last 
loiterers bad deserted the place of St. Mark's, and only 
at distant intervals might be heard the oars or the rapid 
gondolas, bearing reYeller or lover to his home. But 
lights still ftitted to and fro acroq the windows of one 

' oC the Palladian palaces, whose shadow slept in the 
great canal ; and within the palace watched the twin 
Eumenides, that never slept for man-Fear and Pain. 

" I will make thee the richest man in all Venice if 
thou savest her." 

" Signor," said the leech, "your gold cannot control 
death and the will of Heaven; signor, unless within the 
next hour there is some blessed change, prepare your 
courage." 

Ho, ho, Zanoni ! man of mystery and might, who 
hast walked amid the passions of the world, with no 
~es on thy brow, art thou tossed at last upon the 
billows of tempestuous fear1 Does thy spirit reel to 
and fro 1 knowest thou at last the strength and the maj­
eaty of Death 1 

He tled, trembling, Crom the pale-faced man of art ; 
8ed Uuouih •tely hall and looa·draWD oorridor, and 
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pined a remote chamber in the palace, which othet' 
etep than his was not permitted to profane. Out with 
thy herbs and vessels. Break from the enchanted ele­
ments, O silvery-a:aure flame! Why comes he not, the 
Son of the Starbeam 1 Why is Adon-Ai deaf to thy sol­
emn call 1 It comes not., the luminous and delightsome 
Presence! Cabalist ! are thy charms in vain 1 Has thy 
throne vanished from the realms of space 1 'rhou 
staodest pale and trembling. Pale trembler ! not thus 
didst thou look when the things -0f glory gathered at 
thy spell. Never io the pale trembltir bow the thinp 
of glory : the soul, and not the herbs, nor the ailvery­
azure flame, nor the chemistry of the Cabala., commands 
the children of the air: and thy sonl, by Love and Death, 
is made sceptrelen and discrowned ! 

At length the ftame quivers, the air grows cold n the. 
wind in charnels. A thing not of earth is present ; a 
mistlike, formless thing. It cowers in the distance-a 
silent horror~ it rises, it creeps, it nears thee-dark in 
its mantte of dusky haze; and under its veil it looks on 
thee with its livid, malignant eyes-the thing or malig­
nant eyes! 

" Ha., young Cbaldrean ! young in thy countless ages; 
young as when, cold to pleasure and to beauty, thou 
stoodest on the old Fire-tQwer:and heardest the sh1rry 
silence whisper to thee the la~t mystery that balftes 
Death, rearest thou Dt'ath at length ! Is thy knowledge 
but a circle that brings thee back whence thy wanderings 
began! Generations on generations have withP.red 
since we two met! Lo! thou beholdest mfl now !" 

"But I behold thee without fear! Though beneath· 
thine eyes thousands have perished; though, where they 
burn, spring up the foul poisons or the human heart, 1tnd' 
io those whom thou canst subject to thy will, thy pres­
ence glares in tho dreams of the raving maniac, or black· 
ens the dungeon of despairing crime, thou art eot my 
Tanquisher, but my slave!" 

" And as a slave will I servo thee! Command thy 
slave, 0 beautiful Chalda:ian ! Hark, the wail or wom• 
en! hark, the sharp shriek or thy beloved one ! Death 
is in thy palace~ Adon-Ai comes not to thy call. Only 
where no cloud of the passion and the flesh veils the 
eye or the Serene Intelligence can the Sons of the Sta .... 
beam ¥1ide to man. But I can aid thee ! h11rlt !" And 
~ band di~ m IWt i.rt,·eftD a tW--~. 
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tance Crom the chamber, the Yoice of 'Viola calling in 
delirium on her beloved one. 

"And I can save thee not!" exclaimed the Seer, pas­
sionately; "my love for thee has made me powerless!" 

"Not powerless; I can gift thee with the an to save 
her ; I can place healing iq thy hand !" 

" For both 1 child and mother-for both 1" 
"Both!" . 
A convulsion shook the limb1 or thfl Seer, a mighty 

struggle shook him as a child : the Humanity and the 
Hour conquered the repugnant spirit. 

" I yield ! Mother and child-saye both!" .. . . . . . . . . . 
Jn the dark chamber lay Viola, in the sharpest ago.. 

nies or travail; life seemed rending itselC away in the 
groans and cries that spoke or pain in the midst or phren­
sy; and still, in groan and cry, she called on · Zanoni, 
her beloved. The phyeician looked l.O the clock; on it 
beat, the Heart or Time, regularly and slowly ; Heart 
that never sympathized with Life, and never ftagged for 
Death. ·"The cries are fainter,'' said the leech; "in 
ten minutes more all will be past." 

Fool! the minutes laugh at thee; Nature even now, 
like a blue sky through a shattered temple, is smiling 
through the tortured frame. The breathing grows more 
calm and hushed; the voice or delirium is dumb : a sweet 
dream hae come to Viola. Is it a dream, or is it the soul 
that sees 1 ·she thinks suddenly that she is with Za­
noni, that her burning bead is pillowed on his bosom ; 
she thinks, u be gazes on her, that his eyes dispel the 
tortures that prey upon her; the touch or his band cool• 
the fever on her brow ; she hears his voice in murmurs; 
it is a music Crom which the fiends fty. Where is the 
mountain that seemed to press upon her temples 1 Like 
a vapour, it roll• away. In the frosts ohhe winter night, 
she sees the sun laughing in luxurious heaven; she hears 
the whisper or green leaves ; the beautiful world, valley 
and stream, and woodland, lie before, and with a com. 
mon voice speak to her : " We are not yet past for thee !" 
Fool of drugs and formula, look to thf dial-plate I the 
hand bas moved on ; the minutes are with Eternity : the 
eoul thy sentence would have dismisaed still 'dwells on 

. the shores of Time. She sleeps; the fever abates; the 
convulsions are gone; the.livmg rose blooma upon her 
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cheek ; the crl1l1 is pat! Husband, thy wife liYes ! 
lover, thy universe is no solitude. Heart of Time. bea& 
on! A while, a little while-joy! joy! joy ! father, 
embrace thy child ! 

CHAPTER II. 

"Trittie F.ri11ny1 
Pnatulit infaustaa atn111inolenta face1.• 

Ono. 

Aim they placed the child in the rather's arms! :A11 
silently he bent over it, tears-tears how human !-fell 
from his eyes like rain! And the little one smiled 
through the tears that bathed its cheeks! Ah, with 
what h11ppy tears we welcome the stranger into our 
aorrowing world ! With what agonizing tears we dis­
miBI the stranger back to the angels! Unselfish joy; 
but how selftsh is the sorrow ! 

And now through the silent chamber 9. faint, sweet 
\'Oice is heard ; the young mother's voice. 

" I am here : I am by thy side !" murmured ZanonL 
The mother smiled, and clasped his hand, and asked 

no more ; she \Va& contented. . . 
Viola recovered with a rapidity that startled the phy. 

lician ; and the young stranger thrived as if it already 
loved the world to which it had deacended. From that 
hour Zanoni seemed to live in the infant's life; and ill 
that life the aoula or mother and Cather met as in a new 
bond. Nothing more beautiful than this infant had eyo 
ever dwelt upon. It was strange to the nursea that i& 
came not w11iling to the light, but smiled to the light u 
a thing familiar to it before. Jt never uttered one cry 
or childi11h p11in..- In its very repose it seemed lo be 
listening to aome happy voice within its heart: it seem. 
eel itself au happy. In its eyes you would have 1 honght 
intellect alrRady kindled, 1hongh it had not yet found a 
language. Already it seemed to recognise its parents; 
already it atretched forth ita arms when Zauoni beDL 
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O\'flt the bed, in which it breathed and bloomed-the 
budding ftower ! And from that bed he was rarely ab­
sent: gazing upon it with his serene, delighted eyes, 
his soul seemed to feed its own. At night 'and in utter 
darkness he was still there: and Violaonen heard him 
murmuring over it as she lay in a half sleep. But the 
murmur was in a language str.mge to her : and some­
times, when she heard, 11he feared,,and vague, undefined 
superstitions came haclr. to her ; the superstitions of ear­
lier vouth. . A mother fears everything, even the gods, 
for her new-born. 'l'he mortals shrieked aloud when 
.or olrl they saw the great Demeter seeking to make their 
chiltl immortal! 

But Zanoni, rapt in the sublime designs that anima­
ted the human love to which he was now aw11kened, 
forgot all, evP.n all he had forfeited and incurred, in the 
love that blinded him. 

But the dark, ibrmleas thing, though he nor inYolr.ed 
nor saw it, crept onen round and round him, and often 
aat by the infant's couch with its hateful eyes. 

CHAPTER III. 

H Faacle tellarem amplectitar alia."-V1aeu~ 

LICTT&R raoM ZA1'01'l TO M&mova. 

Mu11ova, Humanity, with all its sorrows and all its 
joys, is mine once more. Day by day I am forging my 
own f4'tters. J Jive in other lives than my own, ar.d in 
them I have lost more than half my empire. Not lifting 
them aloft, they drag me by the strong bands of the af­
fections to their own earth. Exiled from the beings 
only visible to the most abstract sensti, the grim F..ne­
rny that guards the 'fhreshold has entangled me in its 
web. Canst thou credit me when I tell thee that I have 
atleepted its gins, and endure the forfeit 1 Ages musi 
J>llllll ere the brighter beings can again obey the spirit 
that baa bowed to the ghastly one ! And-
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In this hope, then, Mejnour, I triumph still ; I yet have 
mpreme power over this young life. Insensibly and 
inaudibly my soul speaks to its own, and prepares it eYen 
now. Thou knowest that for the pure and unsullied 
infant spirit, the ordeal has no terror and no peril. Thus 
unceasingly I nourish it with no unhol1 light; and ere 
it yet be conscious of the gin, it will gatn the privileges 
it bas been mine to attain : the child, by slow and scarce 
seen degrees, will communicate its own attributes to 
the mother : and content to see Youth forever radiant 
on the brows of the two that now suffice to fill up my 
whole infinity of thought, shall I regret the airier king­
dom that vanishes hourly from my grasp 1 But thou, 
whose vision is still clear and serene, look into the far 
deeps shut from my gaze, and counsel me, or forewarn ! 
I know that the gifts of the Being whose race is so hos­
tile to our own, are, to the common seeker, fatal and 
perfidious as itself. And hence, when, at the outskirts 

'of knowledge, which ia earlier ages men called Magic, 
they encountered the things of the hostile tribes, they 
believed the apJ>lll'!tions to be fiends, and, by fancied 
compacts, imagmed they had signed away their souls; 
as if man could give for an eternity that over which he 
bas control but while he lives! Dark, and shrouded for­
ever from human sight, dwell the diemon rebels, in their 
impenetrable realm : in them is no breath of the Di­
vine One. In- evf}l'y humap creature, the Divine One 
breathes; and He · alone can judge his own hereafter, 
and allot its new career and home. Could man sell 
himself to the fiend, man could prejudge himself, and 
arro~ate the disposal of eternity ! But these creatures, 
mod11ications as they are of matter, and some with more 
than the malignity of man, may well seem, to fear and 
unreasoning superstition, the representatives o( fiends. 
And from the darkest and mightiest of them I have ac­
cepted a boon-the secret that startled Death from those 
so dear to me. Can I not trust that enough of power 
yet remains to me to baffle or to daunt the Phantom, if 
1t seek to pervert the gift 1 Answer me, Mejnonr ; for 
in the darkness that veils me I see only the pure eyes 
of the new-born ; I hear only the low beating of my 
heart._ Answer me, thou whose wisdom is without Ion ! 
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Mlll'IOU& TO ZUO!IL 

Rome. 
F ALLP On r I see before-thee, EYil, and Death, and 

Wo ! Thou to have relinquished Adon-Ai for the 
nameless Terror-the heavenly stars for those fearful 
eyes ! Thou at the last to be the victhn of the Lana 
of the dreary Threshold, that, in thy first novitiate, fted, 
withered and shrivelled, rrom thy kmgly brow ! When, 
at the primary grades or initiation, the pupil I took from 
thee on the shores ofthe changed Parthenope, fell semse-
le'5 and cowerin~ before that Phantom-Darlmeaa, I 
knew that his spint was not formed to front the worlds 
beyond ; ro·r r&AR i3 the attraction of man to earthiest 
earth ; and while he rears he cannot soar. But fhou, / 
seest thou not that to love ts but to rear 1 seest thou 
not that the power of which thou boastest over the 
malignant one is already gone 1 It awes, it masters 
thee; it will mock thee, and betray. · Lose not a mo­
ment; come to me. If there can yet be sufficient sym­
pathy between us, through mr. eyes shalt thou see, and 
perhaps guard against the penis that, shapeless yet, and 
looming through the shadow, marshal themselves around 
thee and those whom thy very love has doomed. Come 
from all the ties of thy rond humanity; they will but 
obscure thy vision! Come forth from thy fears and 
hopes, thy desires and passions. Come as alone Mind 
can be the monarch and the seer, shining through the . 
home it tenants-a pure, impressionless, sublime In­
telligence ! 

CHAPTER IV. 

" Pl1111 que •ous ne pensez ce moment eat terrible." 
L.i. Hun, Le ConiU de Wanoic:k, act. 3, ec. 5. 

Foa the first time since their union Zanoni and Viola 
were separated: Zanoni went to Rome on important 
business. " It was," he said, ••but for a few days;" and 
ho went so suddenly that there was little time either for 
surprise or sorrow; But first parting is always more 
melancholy than it need be; it eeems an interruption to 

Vi)t. 11.-H . . · · •; 
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the existencf! which love ~bares with loYe ; it makes the 
heiirt feel what a void life will be when the laat parting 
shall succeed. as 1ucceed it must, the first. But Viola 
had a uew companion ; abe was enjoying that moat de. 
liciou1 novelty which ever renews \he youth and dazzle• 
the eyes of .woman. Aa the mistress, the wife, 1he leans 
on another; from another are reflected her happiness, her 
being, aa au orb that takes light from iLS auo. But uow. 
in turn, aa the mother, she is raised from depimdance 
into power; it is another that leans on her-a atar has 
1pruug into space, to which she herself baa become the 
sun! 

A few days, but they will be aweet through the sor. 
row! A few days, every hour of which suems au era 
to the iufant. over w hQm bend watchf1d the eyes anJ the 
heart. From its w11king to its sleep, from us sleep to 
ha waking, is a revolution in time. Kvery gesture to btt 
poled, every a1nile to seem a new progreais into the world 
h ha.a come to bless ! Zanoni has gout> ! the . last dash 
of the oar is lost. the last apeck of the gondola has van. 
iahed from the ocean-atreetll of Venice ! Her infant i8 
aleeping in the cradle at the mother'• feet ; and she 
thinkt through her teara what tales of the fairy-land, that 
aprellds far and wide, with a thousand wonders, in that 
narrow bed, she shall have to tell the father! Smile on, 
weep on, young mqther ! Already the fairest leaf in 
the wild volume is closed for thee ! and the inviaibl~ 
fiJJger turns the page!/ · 

. . . . . . . . . 
By the bridge of the Rialto stood two Venetians, ar­

dent Republicans and Democrdta, looking to the Reva. 
lotion or l<·rdnce as the earthquake which must shatter 
their own expiring and vicious cor.atitutioo, aud give 
equality of ranks u.nd rights to Venice. 

"Yea, Cottalto," 11aid one, "my correspondent of 
Paris has promised to elude all obstacles and b~tBe all 
danger. He will arrange with us the hour of revolt. 
when tht1 legions of France shall be within hearing of 
our guns. One day in this week, at this hour, he ia to 
111eet me h41re. This ia Put the fourth day." 

He had ~a~tt ~llid thea~ worda before a man. wp.p. 
.. d in Ail ~,.,, tmer&iDI (JORl one Of th, .. arruW 
llrtfta \Q tilt litl\1 ~alted opposite the p8ll', anci. eyU., =:cg,:::; Jf"1J'!3\f wt~ lj.q ewJWll& ~J, w~ 
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"Etftwtemiti," answered the speaker. 
"You, then, are the brave Daudolo, with whom the 

Comiti deputed me to correspond t And this citizen-" 
" la Cottalto, whom my leUers have ao often men-

tioned."• ' 
" Health and brotherhood to him ! I have much to 

impart to you both. I will meet you at night, Uandolo. 
But in the streets we may be observed." 

"And I dare not appoint my own house: tyranny 
hlakes spies of our very w1tlla. But the place herein 
designated is 11ecure ;" aud he slipped an addre11s into the 
band of his correspondent. 

'"fo-night, then, at nine! Meanwhile I have other 
business." 'rhe man paused, his colour changed, 1tnd it 
was with an eager and passionl\,.le voice that he resumed, 

"Your last letter menlioned this weallhy and my11tcri· 
ous vh1iter, this Zanoni. He is still at Venice 1" 

"I heard that he had left this morning; but his wife 
la still here." 

"His wife! that is well!" , 
" What know you of him 1 Think you that he would 

join us! His weallh would be-" 
•· His house, his addre11s, qnick !" interrupted the man. 
"'fhe Palazzo di-, ou the Gfllnd Canal." 
" 1 thank you at nine we meet." 
The man hurried ou through the street from which he 

bad emerged; and, passing by the house in which he had 
iaken up his lodging, (he had arrived al Venice the night 
before), a woman who stood by the door caught hi» arm. 

"Momieur," she said, in French, "I have been watch­
ing for your return. Do you underswud me 1 1 will 
br,ve all, risk all, to go b11ck with you to !''ranee: to 
atand, through life or iu death, by my husband's side!" 

"Citoyenne, 1 promised your husband that, if such your 
choice, 1 would hazard my own safety to aid it. But, 
ihink again! Your husband is one of the faction which 
Robespierre's eyes have already marked : he cannot fty • 
.All France is become a prisoner to the 'lfUFcf.' Y 011 
do buteudanger yourself by retum. Frankly, citoynme, 
ihe fate you would share may be the guillotine. I speak 
(aa you know by his letter) aa your husband bade me." 

• I know not if the author of the oriainal M SS. deaigne. under thHe 
11amee, to introduce th• real· Cottalto aud the true l>&ndolo. who, in 
'197, dietinauiahed tbem&el•et by their aympalhy wilh the Frencta. 
.lllld Uieir deml>uatic ardour.-E11. 
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"Momieur, I will return wilh you," 8'id the woman, 
with a smile upon her pale face. 

" And yet you deserted your husband in the fair llUll­
abine of the Revolution, to return to him amid its storms 
and thunder!" said the man, in a tone half of wonder, 
half rebuke. 

" Because my father's days were doomed ; becauae 
he had no safety but in ftight to a foreign land ; becauae 
he was old and penniless, and had none but me to wort 
for him ; because my husband was not then in danger, 
and my father was; he is dead-dead ! My husband ia 
in danger now. 'fhe daughter's duties are no more ; lhe 
wife's return !" 

" Be it so, citoyenne; on the third night I depart. Be-
fore then you may retract your choice." 

"Never!" 
A dark smile passed over the man's face. 
" 0 guillotine !" he said, " how maoy virtues hast 

thou brought to light ! Well may they call thee ' A 
Holy Mother,' 0 gory guillotine!" 

He passed on, muttering to himself, hailed a gondola, 
and was soon amid the crowded waters of the Grand 
Canal. 

CHAPTER V. 

" Ce que j'ignore • 
Ett plu trme peut·•tre et plu. aft'reux eucoie." . 

L£ H.aH, .i. C_,,u .U W......,., Kt. .... ; ec. f. 

TB& casement stood open, and Viola was seated by it. 
Beneath sp•rkled the broad watere. in the cold but cloud­
less sunlight ; and to that fair form, that half-averted 
face, turned the eyes of many a gallant cavalier, aa their 
gondol&a glided by. 

But at Jast, in the centre of the canal, one of these 
dark veaaels halted motionleu, u a man fixed his gaze 
from its lattice upon that stately palace. He g&Te the 
word to the rower-the1 vessel approached the marge. 
The stranger quitted the gondola ; .he passed up the broad 
stairs; he entered the palace. Weep on! smile no 
more, young mother ! the lut pare is tlll'lled : 
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An &ttettdal'lt entered the room, and ga•e to Viol• a 

card, with these words in English : " Viola, I must aee 
you ! Clarence Glyndon." 

Oh, yes, how gladly would Viola see him! how glad­
ly speak to him or her happiness-or Zanoni ! bow glad· 
Jy show to him her child ! Poor Clarence ! she had for• 
gotten him till now, as she had all the fever or het ear• 
lier life-its dreams, its vanities, it• poor exeitement, 
the lamps o( the gaudy theatre, the applause or the noisy 
crowd. 

He entered. She started to beJ1olcl him, so changed 
were his gloomy brow, his resolute, care-worn features; 
from the graceful form and careless cou11ten1tnce or thf 
anist.lover. His dress, though not mean, was rude, neg­
lected, and disordered. A wild1 desperate, half-aav11ge 
air had supplanted that ingenuous mien-diftident in itt 
grace, earnest in its difftdencc-which had ollele charac• 
terized the young worshipper of Art, the dreaming Al• 
pirant after some starrier lore. 

" Is it you 1" she said, at last. " Poor Clarence, how 
changed!" 

"Changed!" he said, abruptly, u he placed himself 
by her side. " And whom am I to thank but the ftends, 
the sorcerers, who have seized npon thy existence, as 
upon mine 1 Viola, hear me. A few weeks sinre, the 
news reached me that you were in Venice. Under 
other pretences, and through innumerable dangers, i 
have come hither. risking liberty, perhaps lire, if my 
name and career are known in Venice, to warn and sne 

')'OU. Changed; you called me! ch1mged without; but 
what is that to the ravages within 1 Be warned, be 
W1trned in time !" 

The voice or Glyndon, sounding bC'lltow and sepnt. 
chral, alarmed Viola. even more than hi• words. P1tle, 
haggard, emaciated, he seemed almost as one t;,isen 
from the dead to appal and awe her. " What," she 
said, at last, in a faltering voiee, "what wild words 
de you utter! Can you-" -

" Listen !" interrupted Glyndon, laying his hand upon 
her arm, and its touch was as cold as death ; " listen 1 
You have heard of the old stories of men who have 
leagued them!19lves with devils for the 11.ttainment of 
preternatural powers. Those stories are not fablea. 
Buch men li•e. Their deligbt i• to increase the unhal­
-ldnd eil'ete or ~ Ji!Mt t.Ma111e1we. . u ..., 

H9 
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proaelytea fail in the ordeal, the demon aeiaea them, 
even in this life, aa it hath seized me ! if they succeed, 
wo, yea, a more lasting wo ! There ia another life, 
where no iq>ella can charm the E•'il One or allay the 
torture. I have come from a scene where blood 4owa 
ill.riven ; where death stands by the aide or the bravest 
and the highest, and the one monarch is the guillotine ; 
but all the mortal perils with which men can be beset 
are nothing to the dreariness of a chamber where the 
horror that passes death moves and stin !" 

It was then that Glyndon, with a cold and dietinct pre­
cision, detailed, aa he bad done to Adela, the initiation 
through which be had gone. He described, in worda 
that froze the blood or his listener, the appearance of 
that formless phantom, with the eyes that seared the 
brain and congealed the marrow of those who beheld. 
Once seen, it was never to be exorcised. It came ai its 
own will, prompting black thoughts, whispering strange 
temptations. Only in scenes of turbulent excitement 
was it absent ! Solitude, serenity, the struggling desires 
after peace and virtue, theae were the elements it loved 
to haunt! Bewildered, terror-stricken, the wild account 
confirmed by the dim impressions that never, in the 
delllh and confidence ol affection, had been closely ex­
amined, but rather banished as soon as felt, that the life 
and attributes of Zanoni were not like those of monala; 
impressions which her own love had made her hitherto 
censure aa suspicions that wronged, and which, thus 
mitigated, bad perhaps only se"ed. to rivet the facsinated 
chains in which he bound her heart and senses, but 
which now, as Glyndon'• awful.narrative filled her with 
.contagious dread, half unbound the very spells they had 
woven before, Viola started up in fear-not for lteraelf­
and clasped her child in her arms ! 

"Unhappiest one!" cried Glyndon, shuddering," hast 
thou indeed given birth to a victim thou canst not save ! 
Refuae it sustenance ; let it look to thee in vain for food! 
In the grave, at least, there are repose and peace !" 

Then there came back to Viola's mind the remem­
brance of Zanoni's nightlong watches by that cradle, 
and the fear which even then bad crept over her as she 
heard his murmured, half-chanted words; and, aa the 
child looked. at her with its clear, steadfast eye, in ihe 
.atrange intelligence of that look there was something 
t.bal only conArmed hlBr awe. So .&here bo&h Mo&her 
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and Forewarner stood in silence, the nn smiling u))OR · 
them through the casemeot, and dark, by the craCile, 
though they saw it not, sat the motioDleaa veiled Thin«! 

But by degrees better, and juster, and more grateful 
memories of the past returned to the young mother. 
The features of the infant, as she gazed, took the aspect 
of the absent father. A voice seemed to break from 
those rosy lips, and say, mournfully, "I speak to thee 
in thy child. In return for all my love for thee and 
thine, dost thou distrust me at the first sentence of a 
maniac who accuses !" 

Her breast heaved, her stature rose, her eyes shone 
with a serene and holf li'ht. 

" Go, poor victim o thine own delusions," she said to 
Glyndon; "I would not believe mine own senses if they 
accused iU father! Aod what knowest thou of Zanoni ! 
What relation have Mejnour and the grisly spectres he 
invoked, with the radiant image with which thou wouldst 
connect them !" 

"Thou wilt learn too soon," replied Glyndon, gloom--. 
ily. " And the very phantom that haunts me wbisper1, 
with its bloodless lips, that its horrors await both thiDe 
and thee ! I take not thy decision yet ; before l leaY9 
Venice we shall ineet again." 

He said, and departed. 

CHAPTER VI. 

" Quel eet l'epremet oa ton ame ae li'ft'e f" 
L.t. Hurs, :c,, Cl#ltpU. w~ act. IT., .. iY. 

· Ar.As, Zanoni ! the aspirer, the dark-bright one ! didst 
thou think that the bond between the surviver of aeea 
and the daughter of a day could endure 1 Didst thou not 
foresee that, until the ordeal was past, there could be no 
equality between thy wisdom and her love 1 Art tho11 
absent now, seeking, amid thy solemn secrets, the 
110lemn safeguards for child and mother, and forgetteat 
thou that the phantom that served_thee hath power over 
its own girts; over- the lives it taught thee to resoue 
from the graw' ,.Do.t thou aet know dm Fear aad 



J>ietrutt. onee eowa In the beart or LoTe, spring up fl'Oft!I 
the seed into a forest that excludes the atars 1 Dark· 
brif ht one ! the hateful eyes glare beside the mother 
and the child ! 

All that day Viola was distracted by a lhooaand 
thO\lfhts and terrors, which fled aa she examined them, 
to 1etUe back the darklier. She remembered that, as 11he 
had. once said to Glyndon, her very childhood had been 
haunted with 1trange forebodings that she wall ordained 
for some /retematnral doom. She remembered that1 
aa she ha told him this, sitting by the seas that slum­
bered in the arms of the Day of Naples, be too had ac. 
knowledged the same forebodinp, and a my1teriou1 
1ymp11thy had appeared to unite their fates. She te­
membered, above all, that. comparing their entangled 
thooghl8, both had then said that with the first sight or 
Zanoni the foreboding, the instinct, had spoken to theit 
hearts more audibly than before. whispering that "with 
a1111 was connected the secret of the unconjectured 
life."• 

And now, when Glyndon and Viola met again, the 
haunting fears of childhood, thus referred to, woke from 
their enchanted sleep. With Glyndon'• terror she felt 
a sympathy, against which her reason and her love st rug• 
gled in vain. And still, when she turned her looks upon 
her child, it walched her with that steady, earnest eye, 
and it& lips moved as if it sought to speak to her; but no 
sound came. 'l'he infant refused to sleep. Whenever 
she gazed upon its face, still those wakeful, watchful 
eyes ! and in their earnestness there spoke something 
of pain, of upbraiding, of accusation. 'l'hey chilled her 
as she looked. Unable to endure, of herself, this sudden 
and complete revulsion of all the feelings which had 
hitherto made up her life, abe formed the resolution nat­
ural to l\•r land and creed: she sent for the priest who 
had habitually attended her at V eniee, and to him she 
confe!Saed, with passionate sobs and mtense terror, ihe 
c1oubts that had broken upon her. 'rhe good father-.a 
worthy and pious man, with litlle education and leas 
1ense, one who held (as many of the lower lutliaua do 
to this day) even a poet to be a sort of aorcerer-aeem­
ecl to abut the gatea of hope upon her heart. His te­
IDOD8'1'alleea were urgent, for his horror waa Ufeill*L 
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He joined with Glyndon in imploring her to tJ.y if ahe felt 
the smallest doubt that her husband's pursuits were of 
the nature which the Roman Church had benevolently V 
burned so many scholars for adopting. And , even the 
little that Viola could communicate seemed to the igno· 

_ rant ascetic irrefragable proof of sorcery and witchcraft ; 
he had, indeed, previously heard some of the strange ru­
mours which followed the path of Zanoni, and was there­
fore prepared to believe the worst ; the worthy Barto- ~ 
lom~o would have made no bones of sending Watt to the 
stake, bad be beard him speak of the steam-engine ! But 
Viola, as untutored as himself, was tenitied by his rough 
and vehement el09uence ; terrified, for by that penetra­
tion which Catholic priests, however dull, generally ac­
quire in their vast experience of the human heart hourly 
exposed to their probe, Bartolomoo spoke less of danger 
to herself than tq her child. "Sorcerers," said he, 
"have ever sought the most to decoy and seduce the 
souls of the young-nay, the infant;" and therewith be 
entered into a long catalogue of legend11:17 fables, which 
be quoted as historical facts: all, at which an English 
woman would have smiled, appalled the tender but su­
perstitious Neapolitan ; and when the priest left her, 
with solemn rebukes and grave accusations of a derelic­
tion of her duties to her child if she hesitated to 1ly witll 
it from an abode polluted by the darker powers and un­
hallowed arts, Viola, still clinging to the image of Za­
nooi, sunk into a passive lethargy, which held her very 
reason in suspense. 

The hours passed ; night came on ; the house was 
ht18hed ; and Viola, slowly awakened from the numb­
ness and torpor which had usurped her faculties, tosaed 
to and fro on her couch, restless and perturbed. The 
stillness became intolerable ; yet more intolerable the 
sound that alone broke it, the voice of the clock, knell­
ing moment after moment to its grave. The Moments, 
at last, seemed themselves to find voice, to gain shape. 
She thought she beheld them springing, wan and fairy­
like, from the womb of darkness ; and ere they fell 
again, extinguished. into that womb, their grave, their 
low, small voices murmured," Woman! we report to 
eternity all that is done in time ! What shaU we report 
of thee, 0 guardian of a new-born soul 1" She became 
sensible that her fancies bad brought a sort of partial de-

• lirium, that abe was in 11o state beiween sleep and wa-
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king, when suddenly one thought became more precbm.. 
inant than the rest. The chamber which, in that and 
every house they had inhabited, even that in the Greek I 
isle, Zanoni had set 11part to a solitude on which none 
might Intrude, the threshold of. which even Viola's step ~ 
was forbid to cross, and never, hitherto, in that sweet 
repose or confidence which belongs to contented love4 
ahe even felt the curious desire to disobey; now, that 
chamber drew her towards it. .Perhaps, there, might be 
found a somewhat to solve the riddle, to dispel or con-
firm the doubt : that thought grew and deepened in its 
intenseness ; it fastened on her as with a palpable and 
irresistible grasp; it seemed to raise her limbs without 
her will. 

And now, through the chamber, along the plleries 
thou glidest, 0 lovely shape! sleepwalking, yet awake. 
The moon shines on thee as thou glidest by l'asement af­
ter casement,' white-robed and wandering spirit! thine 
arms crossed upon thy bosom, thine eyes bed and open, 
with a calm, unrearing awe. Mother ! it is thy child 
1hRt leads thee on. 'fhe fairy Moments go before thee. 
Thou hearest atill the clock-knell tolling them to their 
gra•es behind. On, gliding on, thou hast gained the 
door ; no lock bars thee, no magic s!>f!ll drives thee 
back. Daughter or the duet, thou standest alone with 
Night in the chamber where, pale and numberless, the 
hoets of apace have gathered round the seer! · 

-
CHAPTER VII. 

" Dee Erdenlebelui 
Schw- Traambild ainkt, und •iokt, und 1inkL" 

D.u ID&41. UllD DU L&•&••· 

Bas stood within the chamber, and gazed around ber; 
no signs by which an Inquisitor of old could hne de. 
teeted the ScholRr of the Dlack Art were •ieible. So 
erucibles and caldronei no braes-bound volumes 11nd ci­
phered girdles, no sculls and croeebones. Quietly 
atreamed the broad moonlight through the desolate 
chamber, with its bare white walls. A few bunches of 
withered berbe. a few antique Hssela of' brooae, placed 
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careleuly on a wooden form, wore an which that cu­
rious gaze could identify with the pursuits o( the ab. 
aent owner. The magic, if it existed, dwelt io the ar· 
tificer; and the materials, to other handl, were but 
herbs and bronze. So is it ever with thy works and 

. wonders, 0 Genius-Seeker of the Stars I Words 
themselves are the common propertr of all men ; yet, 
from words themselves, Thou, Architect of Immortali· 
ties, pilest up temples that shall outlive the Pyramids, ")( 
and the very leaf of the Papyrus becomes a Shinar, I -
stately with towflra, round which the Deluge of Ages 
•hall roar in vain ! · · 

But in that 10litude has the Preaence that there had 
invoked its wonders lei\ no enchantment or its own! It 
seemed so; for, as Viola stood in the chamber~ she be­
eame sensible that some mysterious change was at work' 
within herat>lf. Her blood coursed rapidly, and with a 
Nnsation or delight, through her veins ; she felt as if 
chains were falling from her limbs, a if cloud after 
cloud was rollin1 from her g&Je. All the confused 
thoughts which had moved through her trance settled 
and centred themselves in one intense desire to see the 
Abaent One, to be with him. 'the mo11ads that make 
up space and air seemed charged with a spiritual at­
traction; to become a medium through which her spirit 
could pass from its clay, and confer with the spirit to 
which the unutterable desire compelled it. A famtoeae 
seized her ; she tottered to the seat on which the ves­
sels and herbs were placed, and, as she bent down, she 
saw in one or the vessels a small vase of crystal. By 
a mechanical and involu11tary impulse her hand seized 
the vase ; she opened it, and the volatile essence it con­
tained sparkled up, and 11pread through the room a pow­
erful and delicious fragrance. She inhaled the odour, 
she laved her temples with the liquid, and audd~nly her 
life seem~d to aprmg up from the previous faintneN : to 
sbprinJ, ~o aoar, to ftoat, to dilate, · '1Jl0~ ~~ wi°'a of'° 

1rd. 
fh~ room vani11he4 from her •Y"· ~way, a••Y• 

Qver land1, and aeu, aad s.,_., on Ill• rushing linire 
fies the dilf)riaoned mind ! ·· 

Upon a ~tratum, not Q( \bi!' ,rQrl4, -to~ ~~ wQr)4-
borp isha~e QC th~ aon,s Qf ~elen~ : UP9!1 an ~bryQ 
YOrl~.,.,,.upQn &. crude, waa, at~nuate!l _lllua or mauer, 
ODe Ot dl'o NtDuW, wblcl'a ibl i1aDa' ol • .,_ .,.. 
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tems throw o«,u they roll round the Creator'• throne,• 
to become themselves new worlds or symmetry and 
Jlory ; planets and suns, that forever and forever shall 
m their turn multiply their shining race, and be the fa­
thers of suns and planets yet to come. 

There, in that enormous solitude. of an infant world, 
which thousands and thousands of/ears can alone ripen 
into Corm, the spirit of Viola bebel the ahape of ZanOni, 
or, rather, the lik.eness, the simulacrum, the Lava of his 
shape, not its human and corporeal substance, u if; like 
hers, the Intelligence was paned from the Clay ; and aa 
the sun, while it revolves and glows, bad cut oft" into 
remotest space that Nebular image of itself, ao the thing 
of earth, in the action of its more luminous and enduring 
being, had thrown its likene.ss into that new-born stran­
ger of the heavens. There stood the phantom-a pban­
tom-Mejnour by its side. Jn the gigantic cbaoa around 
raved and struggled the kindling elements-water and 
fire, darkness and light, at war-vapour and cloud hard­
ening into mountains, and the Breath of Life moving 
like a steadfast splendour over all ! 

As the dreamer looked and shivered, she beheld .that 
even there the two phantoms of humanity were not 
alone. Dim monster-forms, that that disordered chaos 
alone could engender, the first reptile colossal race that 
wreathe and crawl throngh the earliest stratum of a 
world labouring into lire,. coiled in the oozing matter or 
hovered through the meteorous vapours. But these the 
two seekers seemed to heed not; their gaze was fixed 

• " Astronomy instructs as that, in the original condition oC the 
1C1lar 1y1tem, the sun wu the nucleua of a nebuloeity or luminous 
IDIUll which reTolYed on its axil, and extended far beyond the orbits 
of ;if the planete, the planet& u yet hHing no exitteoce. lta tem· 
perature gradually diminiehed, and, becoming contracted by cool· 
mg, the rotation increued in rapidity, and zones of nebuloeit7 were 
1111ccenively thrown oft', in coneequence of the centrifugal force 
overpowering the central auraction. The c:ondeneatioo of th­
eeparata ma- collltituted the planets and aatellites. Bat thia 
•iew of the conversion of paeoua matter into planetary bodiee is 
not limit«! to our own 1y1tem ; it exlenda to tlie formation ·of the 
innumerable eon• and worlds which are distributed throughout the 
universe. The eublime diecoveriea of modern utronotdera hue 
lho~ that e•el'J part of the realms of apace aboandt in large e:t• 
~1ona of attenuated matter termed .....,._, which are irregularly 
ieftective of light, of various figures, and in different 1tatea of con­
deneation, froni that of a dift'uaed luminous mU11 to auna and planet.a 
like our own."-From Mantell'• eloquent and delightful work, enti· 
tled, " Tht Wondluw of Geology,'~ v.ol. i., p. 22. . 
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intent upon an object in the farthest space. With the 
eyes of the spirit, Viola followed theirs ; with a terror 
far greater than the chaos and its hideous inhabitants 
produced, she beheld a shadowy likeness of the very 
room in which her forrn yet dwelt, ils white walls, the 
moonshine sleeping on its ftoor, its open casement, with 
the quiet roofs and domes of Venice looming over the 
sea that sighed below ; and in that room the ghost-like 
image ()f herself! This double phantom-here herself 
a phantom-gazinr there upon a phantom-self, had in it 
a horror wbicb no words can tell, no length of life 
roreio. 

B11t presently she saw this image of her.elf rise slow. 
ly, leave the room with its noiseless feet-it Jl88Ses the 
eorridol'-it kneels by a cradle! Heaven of Heaven ! 
-ahe beholds her child ! still with its wondrous child-like 
betluty, and its silent, wakeful eyes. But beside that 
cradle there sits, cowering, a mantled shadowy form­
cbe more fearful and ghastly from its indistinct and un­
eub&tantial gloom. The walls of that chamber seem to 
open as the scene of a theatre. A grim dungeon- · 
etreeta throngh which pour shadowy crofVds-wrath 
and hatred, and the aspect of d1emons in their ghastly 
fl'sages-a place of death-a murderous instrument-a 
shamble-bouse of human ftesh-herself-her child-aH, 
all, rapid, phantasmagoria, chased each other. Suddenly 
the phantom-Zanoni tumed; it seemed to perceive her­
self-her second self. ltsprangtowards her; her spirit 
could bear no more. She shrieked, she woke ! She 
found that in truth she had Jen that dismal chamber ; 
the cradle was before her-the child! all, all as that 
trance had seen it, and, vanishing into air, even that dark 
fonnleas Thing! , 

" My child! my child! thy mother eball save thee 
~r . . 

VoL. IJ.-1 
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98 .ZANONJ. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

"Qui f Toi ! m'abandonner, oil .,. ... tu f non ! demeare, 
Demeure!" 

LA Hun, IA Comte .U Warwick, act 4, IC. 5. 

LETTER FROM VIOLA. TO ZANONI. 

"IT has come to this! I am the first to part! I, the 
unfaithful one, bid thee farewell forever. When thine 
eyes fall upon this writing, thou wilt know me as one 
of the dead. For thou that wert, and still art my life, I 
am lost to th~e ! 0 lover ! 0 husband ! 0 still worship­
ped and adored ! if thou hast ever loved me, if thou canst 
.still pity, seek not to discover the steps that fiy thee. IC 
. thy charms can detect and track me, spare me, spare our 
child ! Zanoni, l will rear it to love thee, to call thee 
.father! Zanoni, its young lips shall pray for thee! Ab, 
spare thy child, for infants are the saints of earth, and 
their mediation may be heard on high! Shall I tell thee 
why I part 1 No; thou, the wisely terrible, canst di­
vine what the hand trembles to record ; and while I shud­
der at thy power-while it is thy power I fiy (our child 
upon my bosom)-it comforts me still to think that thy 
power can read the heart ! Thou kuowest that it is the 
faithful mother that writes to thee ; it is not the faithless 
wife! ls there sin in thy knowledge, Zanoni 1 Sin 
must have sorrow; and it were sweet-oh, how sweet, 
to be thy comforter. But the child, the infant, the soul 
that looks to mine for its shield ! Magician, I wrest 
from thee that soul ! Pa~on, pardon, if my words 
wrong thee. See, I fall on my knees to write the rest! 

" Why did I never recoil before from thy mysterious 
lore 1 why did the very strangeness of thine unearthly 
life only fascinate me with a delightful fear 1 Because, 
if thou wert sorcerer or angel.demon, there was no peril 
to other but myself; and none to me, for my love was 
my heavenliest part; and my ignorance in all things, ex..: 
cept the art to love thee, repelled every thought that 
was not bright and glorious as thine image to my eyes. 
But NOW there is another! Look, why does it watch 
me thus 1 why that never-sleeping, earnest, rebuking 
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gaze 1 Have thy spells encompassed it already 1 llaet 
thou marked it, cruel one, for the terrors of thy unut­
terable art 1 Do not madden me, do not maddlln me ! 
unbind the spell ! · 

" Hark! the oars without ! They come, they come, 
'to bear me from thee! I look round, and methinks that 
1 see thee everywhere. Thou speakest to me from ev­
ery shadow, from every star. There by the casement 
thy lips last pressed mme; there, there by that thresh­
old didst thou turn again, and thy smile seemed so trust­
ingly to confide in me ! Zauoni-husband ! I will stay ! 
I cannot part from thee! No, no! I will go to the room 
where thy dear voice, with its gentle music, assuaged 
the pangs of travail! where, heard through the thrilling 
darkness, it first whispered to my ear, ' Viola, thou art 
a mother!' A mother! yes, I rise from my knees-I am 
a mother ! They come ! I am firm ; farewell!" 

Yes; thus suddenly, thus cruelly, whether in the de­
lirium of blind and unreasoning superstition, or in the 
resolve of that conviction which springs from duty, the 
being for whom he had resigned so much of empire and 
of glory forsook Zanoni. This desertion, never fore­
seen, never anticipated, was yet but the constant fate 
that attends those who place Mind beyond the earth, and 
yet treasure the Heart within it. Ignorance everlasting- · 
-ly shall recoil from knowledge. But never yet, from 
nobler and purer motives of self-sacrifice, did human 
love link itself to another, than did the forsaking wife 
now abandon the absent. For rightly had she said that 
it was not the faithless wife, it was the faithful mother 
that fled from all in which her earthly happiness wtla, 
centred. 

As long as the passion and fervour that impelled the 
act animated her with false fever, she clasped her infant 
to her breast, and was consoled-resigned. But what 
bitter doubt of her own conduct, what icy pang of re­
mqrse shot through her heart, when, as they rested for· 
a few hours on the road to Leghorn, she heard the 
woman who accompanied herself and Glyndon pray for 
safety to reach her husband's side, and strength to share 
the perils that would meet her there ! Terrible contrast 
to her own desertion ! She shrunk into the darkness of 
her own heart, and then no voice from Within con-
aoled her. · 

.j_(~;;~:_; ~ ~L; 
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CHAPTER IX. 

.. ZU:unl bllllt da mir ..,ellen, 
Docbda naluM&dloA~· 

~ ....... 
" Msaova, behold thy work ! Out, oat upon oar little 

noitiea of wildom ! out upon our agea of lore and life I 
To aave her from Peril, I lef'l her preaence, and t.h• 
Peril haa seized her io ita grasp!" 

" Chide oot thy wisdom, but thy passions I Abandon 
thine idle hope of the love of woman. See, for thole 
who would unite the lofty with the lowly, the innitable 
cune ; thy very nature uncompreheoded, thy eacrificea 
UDflleued. The Jowly one views but in the loftf a pe­
cromancer or a fiend. Titan, canat thou weep t' · 

" I koow it now ; I see it all! It -. her spirit thl.i 
stood beside our own, and etieaped my airy claaP. ! W.. 
strong desire of motherhood and nature ! unvedinr all 
our secrets, piercing apace, and traversing worlds ! 
Mejnour, what awful leamiog lies hid in the ignoranoe 
of the heart that loves !" 

"The heart," answered the Mystic, aoldly; "ay, for 
five thousand yeara I lfave raneaelted the mysteries ol 
creation ; but I have not yet discovered all I.he wonders 
in the heart of the aimpleat boor!" 

" Yet our solemnity deeei.ed ua not ; the prophet. 
shadows, dark with terror and red with blood, •till fol9-
told that, even in the dungeon, and before the deatbamaa. 
1-I had the power to eave them both!" 

·~ But at some uneonjeetured and moat fatal 1aorifice &o 
thyself." 

· " To my1elf I Icy sage, there ia no self in love I I 
go. Nay, alone; I want thee not. I want now no 
other guide 'but the human instineta of alfection. No 
cave so dark, no 10Jitude ao vast, Ii.a to conceal her. 

· Though mine art fail me, though'the stara heed me not. 
thourh apace, with its solemn myriad•, is again &o,me 
but the azure void, I return but to love, and youth, and 
hope ! when have &hey ever failed to triump1' and io · • 
aavet" . 
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BOOK THE. SE V:ENTH. 

THE REIGN OF TERROR. 

"Orrida maesta nel fero aspetto 
. Terrore accresce, e ptil auperbo ii rende; 
Rosseggian gli occhi, e di veneno infetto 
Come infausta cometa, ii gu3rdo splende. 
Gii involve ii mento, e sull 'irsuto peLto 
lspida e folta 14 gran barbe scende ; 
E in guua di voragi..- profonda 
S'apre la l>occa tratro aangue immonda." 

G&R. LIB., canL b'., 'fl. 
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BO OK VII. 

CHAPTER I. 

" Qui 1ilil-je, moi qn'on accnae' Un eeelne de i. liberU, nn 
martyr •i•ant de 11 .Repnbliqne."-D1ecouH n• Roll&IPIH&•, I 
n.n.udor. 

IT JOan:-the river or hell, whole fil'9t outbreak ... 
ehanted. ae the gush or a channel to Elysium. How 
burst into blossoming hopes fair hearts that had nour. 
ished themselves on the diamond dews or the rosy .da WD, 
when Liberty came from the dark ocean, and the arms 
of decrepit 'l'hraldom-Aurora from the bed or Tithon ! 
Hopes! ye have ri~ned into fruit, and the fruit is gore 
and ashes! Beautiful Roland, eloquent Vergniaud, vis­
ionary Condorcet, high-hearted Maleaberbe1 ! wits, phi· 
Josophera, statesmen, patriots, dreamers! behold me mil· 
lennium for which ye dared and laboured ! 
. I invoke the ghosts ! Saturn hath devoured hie chi~ 
cJren,• and lives alone, in bis true name or Moloeb ! 

It 11 the Reign or Terror, with Robespierre the king. 
The struggles between the boa and the lion are put; 
the boa has consumed the lion, and is heHy with the 
gorge ; Danton has fallen, and Camille Deemoulios. 
Danton had said before his death, " The poltroon Robes­
Jtierre, I alone could have saved him." From that hour, 
10deed, the blood of the dead giant clouded the craft or 
" Mu:imilien the Incorruptible,,, as at Jut, amid the din 
or the roused Convention, it choked his voice. t Ir, a(. 
ter that last sacrifice, essential, perhaps, to his eafeiy, 
Robespierre bad proclaimed the close or the Reign of 
Terror, and acted upon the mercy which Danton had be­
gun to preach, he might ban lived and died a monarch. 

• La R6•olntioo ea comme S1t11J11e, elle de•orera ton• 111 ... 
,....._V&&Olfl.\UD. 

t "Le 1ang de Danton t'6ton1f'e," •id Gamier de l'Aube, wbea, 
ea the fatal 9th of Tbennidor, Robeepierre ~up41d feebly forth­
"Poor la d8l'lliUe ioil. P191idenl .. •••m1, ~ t.e ~ la ........ . .. 
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But the prisons continued to reek; the glaive to (a.I'· 
and Robespierre perceived not .that his mobs were glut. 
ted to satiety with death, and the strongest excitement 
a chief could give would be a return Crom devils into j 
men.. · 

We are transported to a room in tJle houa(' of Citizen . 
Dupleix, the menui.fier, in the month of July, 1794; or 
in the calendar of the Revolutionists it was the 'l'hermi­
dor of the year 11 of the Republic, one and indiyisible ! 
'!'hough the room was small, it was furnished and deco­
rated with a minute and careful effort at elegance and 
refinement. It seemed, indeed, the desire of the owner 
to avoid at once what was mean and rude, and what was 
luxurious and voluptuous. It was a trim, onlerly, pre­
cise grace that shaped the classic chairs, arranged the 
ample draperies, sunk the frameless mirrurs into the 
wall, placed bust and bronze on their pedestals, and fill­
ed up the niches here and there with well.bound book&t 
filed regularly in their appointed ranks. An observer 
would have said, "This man wishes to imply to you, 
I am not rich; I am not ostentatiops; I am not luxuri­
ous; I am 110 indolent Sybarite, with couches of down 
and pictures that provoke the sense ; I ant no haughty 
noble, with spacious halls, and galleries that awe the 
echo. But 80 much the greater IS my merit if I. dis­
dain these excesses of the· ease or the pride, since I love· 
the elegant, and have a taste! Others may be simple 
and honest, Crom the very coarseness of their habits ; if 
I, with so much refinement and delicacy, am simple and 
honest; reflect, and admire me!" · 

On the walls of this chamber hung many portraits ; 
most or them represented but one face ; on the formal 

' pedestals were grouped many. busts; most of them sculp­
tured but one head. In that small chamber Egotism sat 
supreme, and made the Arts its looking-glasses. Erect 
in a chair, before a large table spread with letters, sat 
the original or bust and canvass, the owner·of the apart­
ment. He was alone, yet he sat erect, formal, stiff, pre­
cise, as if in his very home he was not at ease. His 
dress was in harmony with his posture and his chamber; 
it affected a neatness of its own, foreign both to the 

. sumptuous fashions of the deposed· nobles, and the filthy 
ruggedness of the sans-culottes. Frizzled and coijfl, 
not a hair was out of order, not a speck lodged on the 
aleelt surface of the blue coat, noi a wrinkle crUmpled 
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· the anowy vest, with its under relief of delicate pink. 
.At the first glance, you might have seen in that face 
nothing but the ill-favoured features of a sickly counte. 
nance. At a second glance you would have perceived 
that it had a power, a character of its own. The fore­
head, though low and compressed, was not without that 
appearance or thought and intelligence which, it may be 
observed, that breadth between the eyebrowa almost in­
-variably givee; the lipa were firm and tightly drawn to­
gether, yet ever- and anon they trembled, and writhed 
restleaaly. The eyes, sullen and gloomy, were yet pier. 

_ cing, and full of a concentrated vigour, that did not seem 
supported by the thin, feeble frame, or the green livid­
peas of the hues which told of anxiety and diseaae. 

Such was Maximilien Robespierre; such the chamber 
over the menui&ier'1 shop, whence issued the edicts that 
launched armies on their career of glory, and ordained 
an artificial conduit to carry otr the blood that deluged 
&he metropolis of the most martial people in the globe I 
Such was the man who had resigned a judicial appoint. 
lbent (the early object Of his ambition), rather than Vi• 
olate bis philanthropical principles by subscribing to the 
death of a single fellow-creature! aucb was the virgin 
enemy to capital punishments, and such, Butcher-Dicta­
tor now, was the man whose pure and rigid manners, 
whoae incorruptible honesty, whose hatred of the ex­
oessea that tempt &o love and wine, would, bad he died 
five years earlier, hRVe left him the model for prudent 
fathere and careful citizena to place before their sons. 
Such waa the man who seemed to have no vice, till cir­
eumataoce, that bot-bed, brought forth the two which, in 
ordinary times, lie ever the deepest and most latent in 
a man's heart-Cowardice and Envy. To one of these 
eources is to be traced every murder that master­
fiend eommitted. His cowardice was of a peculiar 
and strange sort ; for it was accompanied with the moat 
unscrupulous and determined will-a will that Napoleon 
reverenced, a will or iron, and yet nerves of aspen. 
Mentally, he was a hero-physically, a dastard. When 
the veriest shadow of danger threatened bis person, the 
frame cowered, but the will swept the danger to the 
slaughter-house. So there he sat, bolt upright, bis 
•mall, lean finJers clinched convulsively, his sullen 
e'}'e$ straining mto space, their whites yellowed with 
atreaks of corrupt blood, bis ean literally moving to a~ 
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fro like the ignobler animal's, to catch every sound-a. 
Dionysius in his cave-but his posture decorous and col- j 
lected, and every formal hair in its frizzled flace. 

"Yes, yes," he said, in a muttered tone, " hear them; 
my good Jacobins are at their post on the stairs. Pity 
they swear so! J have a law against oaths-the man­
ners of the poor and virtuous people must be reformed. 
When all is safe, an example or two among those good 
Jacobins would make effect. Faithful fellows, how they 
love me! Hum! what an oath was that! the:}' need not · 
swear so loud, upon the very staircase, too! It detracts 
from my reputation. Ha! steps!" 

The soliloquist glanced at the . opposite mirror, and 
took up a volume ; he seemed absorbed in its contents 
as a tall fellow, a bludgeon in his hand, a girdle, adorned 
with pistols, round his waist, opened the door, and an­
nounced two visiters. The one was a young man, said 
to resemble Robespierre in person ; but of a far more 
decided and resolute expression of countenance. He 
entered first, and looking over the volume in Robes­
pierre's hand. for the latter seemed still intent on hi• 
lecture, exclaimed, · 

" What! Rousseau's Deloise 1 A love tale !" 
"Dear Payan, it is not the love-it is the philosophy 

that charms me. What noble sentiments! what ardour 
of virtue! If Jean Jacques had but lived to see this day!" 

While the dictator thus commented on his favourite 
author, whom, in his orations, he laboured hard to imi­
tate, the second visiter was wheeled into the room in a 
chair. This man was also in what, to moat, ia the prime 
of life, viz. , about thirty-eight; but he was literally dead 
in the lower limbs; crippled, paralytic, diatorted, he was 
yet, as the time soon came to tell him, a Hercules in 
crime! But the sweetest of human smilea dwelt upon 
his lips, a beauty almost angelic chanicterized. his fea­
tures;• an inexpressible aspect of kindness, and the 'res­
ignation of suffering but cheerful benignity, stole into 
the hearts of those who for the first time beheld him. 
With the most caressing. silver, flute-like voice, Citizen 
Couthon saluted the admirer of Jean Jacques. 

• "Ficure d'Ange," aaya one of hi• contemporar!ee, in deeariblng 
Couthon. The addreee, drawn up m'at probably by Payan (Ther· 
m1dor 9), after the arreet of Robespierre, thus mentions hia crippled 
colleague: "Couthon, ce citoyen vertueux, qui n'a f:u 14 - ·II 111 
llu IU 11i111111U, mais qui let a brUlants de patrioUtine. 
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"Nay, do not say that it is not the love that attracta 
thee; it if the lave! but not the gross, sensual at.tach­
ment of man for woman. No! the sublime atrection for 
the whole human race, and, indeed, for all that lives!" 

And Citizen Couthon, bending down, fondled the little 
spaniel that be invariably carried in his bosom, even to 
the Convention, as a vent for the exuberant sensibilities 
which overflowed bis atrectionate hea'rt •• 

"Yes, for all that lives," repeated Robespierre, tender­
ly. ••Good Couthon-poor Couthon ! Ab, the malice 
of men ! how we are misrepresented ! To be calumni­
ated as the executioners of our colleagues ! Ah, it is 
tliat which.pierces the heart! To be an object of ter­
ror to the enemies of our country-that is noble; but to 
be an object of terror to the good, the patriotic, to those 
one loves and reveres-that is the most terrible of human 
tortures ; at least, to a susceptible and honest heart! "t 

"How-I love to hear him!" ejaculated Coutbon. 
"Hem!" said Payan, with some impatience. "But 

now to business !" 
"Ab, to business 1" said Robespierre, with a sinister 

glance from his bloodshot eyes. 
"The time has come," said Payan, "when the safety 

of the republic demands a complete concentration of its 
power. These brawlers of the Cumite du &Jut Public 
can only destroy; they cannot construct. They bated 
you, Maximilien, from the moment you attempted to re. 
place anarchy by institutions. How they mock at the 
festival which proclaimed the acknowledgment of a Su-

* This tendemeas for some pct animal was by no means peculiar 
to Couthon ; it seems rather a common fasb10n with the gentle 
but.cbera of the revolution. .M. George Dunl informs us(" Souve­
nirs de ' la Terreur," vol. iii., p. 183) that Chaumette had an aviary, 
to which he devoted his harmless leisure ; the murderous Fournier 
carried on bis shoulders a pretty little squirrel, attached by a silver 
cbain ; Panis bestowed the superfluity of his affections upon two 
gold pheasants ; and Marat, who would not abate one of the three • 
hundred thouHnd heads he demanded, rtlJt'td dow1 I A propoa of the 
spaniel of Coutbon, Duval givea us an amusing anecdote of Sergent, 
not one of the least relentlesa agents of the massacre of September. 
A lady came to implore hie protection for one of her relations con· 
fined in the Abbaye. He acarcely deigned to s~ to her. Ae aha 
retired in despair, ahe trod by accident on the paw of his favourite 
!ljl8Diel. Sergent, tumiag round, enraged and furious, exclaimed, 
"Madam, haw JI"" no humanity I" 

t Not to fatigue the reader with annotations, I may here obeerve 
tbat nearly every sentiment ascribed in the text to Robespierre ill to 
be found expreased in hie various diacoursea. 
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preme Being: they would have no ruler, eTea in Ilea~ t 
Your cleRr and vigorous intellect saw tbat, baring wreck­
ed an old world, it became oeceasary to ebape a new 
one. The first step towards cooatruction muet be to de. 
etroy the destroyers. While we deliberate, your ene­
mies act. Better this very night to attack the handful 
of gensdarmes that guard them, than to confront the bat­
talions they may raise to-morrow.-" 

" No," said Robespierre, who recoiled before die de­
termined spirit of Payan ; " I have a better and a safer 
plan. This is the 6th of Thermidor; on the IOth-oa 
the 10th, the Convention go in a body to the nu Deet6-
daire. A mob shall form 1 the canoo1Mer1, ti.e troopa of 
Henriot., thezoung pupile de r Ecole de Mori, shall mis 
in the crow . Easy, then, to atrite the conspiratora 
whom we shall designate to our agents. On the same 
day, too, Fouquier and Dumas shall not rett; and a ·auf. 
ficient number of• tlie. 11Upect' to maintain salutary awe, 
and keep up the revolutionary excitement, shall perish 
by the glaive of the law. The 10th shall be the great 
day of action. Payan, of these last culpri&s have you 
prepared a list 1" 

"It it here," retumed Payan, laconically, presenting a 
paper. . 

Robespierre glanced over it rapidly. "Collot d'Her• 
bois ! good! Barr~re ! ay, it was Barrere who said,• Let 
us strike; the dead alone never return.•• Vadier, the 
savage jester! good, good ! Vadier of the Mountain. 
He has called me • Mohammed r &eleral ! blasphe. 
mer!" 

" Mohammed is coming to the Mountain," said Ooo. 
thon, with his silvery accent, as he caressed his spanieL 

"But how is this 1 I do not see the name or Tallien ! 
Tallien-1 hate that man; that is," said Robespierre, 
correcting himself with the hypocrisy or self-deceit 

• which those who formed the c911ncil of this phraae­
monger exhibited habitually, even among themselves, 
" that is, Virtue and our Country bate him ! There is 
no man in the whole Convention who inspires me with 
the same horror as Tallien. Couthon, I see a thousand 
Dantons where Tallien sits !" 

" Tallien has the only head that belongs to this de· 
formed body," said Payan, whose ferocity and crime, 

• "Frappooe ! il n'y a que le1 morti qui ne revient pu. "-Ba­
asaa. 
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like those of St. Just, were not unaccompanied by tal­
ents of no common order. "Were it not better to draw 
away the head, to win, to buy him, for the time, and 
dispose of him better when lei\ alone 1 He may bate 
you, but he loves muney !" 

" No," said Robespierre, writing down the name of 
Jean-Lambert Tallien with a slow hand, that shaped 
each letter with stem distinctness ; " that one head ii 
my nece11ity r• . 

" l have a lllUlll list here," said Couthon, sweetly; "a 
"W!J small liat. You are dealing with the Mountain ; it 
is necessary to make a few examples in the Plain. 
These moderates are as straws which follow the wind. 
They turned against us yesterday in the Convention. A 
little terror will correct the weathercocks. Poor crea­
tures ! 1 owe them no ill will ; I could weep for them. 
But, before all, la clibe patrie !" · 

The terrible glance of Robespierre devoured the list 
.which the man of sensibility submitted to him. " Ah, 
these are well chosen ; men not of mark enough to be 
regretted, which is the best policy with the relics of that 
party: some foreigners too; yes, they have no parent. 
ln Paris. These wives and parents are beginning to 
plead against us. Their complaints demoralize the guil­
lotine!" 

" Couthon is right," said. Payan ; "my list contains 
those whom it will be safer to despatch en mas1e in the 
crowd assembled at the C~te. Hits list selects those 
whom we may prudently consign to the law. Shall it 
not be signed at once 1" 

" It ii signed," said Robespierre, formally replacing 
his pen upon the inkstand. " Now to more important 
matters. These deaths will create no excitement; but 
Collot d'Herbois, Bourdon de l'Oise, Tallien"-the last 
name Robespierre gasped as he pronounced-" they are 
the heads of parties. This is life or death to us as well 
as them." 

"Their heads are the footstools to your curule chair," 
said Payan, in a half whisper. "There is no danger if 
we are bold. Judges, juries, all have been your selec­
tion. You seize with one hand the army, with the oth­
er the law. Your voice yet commands the people-" 

"The poor and virtuous people," murmured Robes­
pierre. 

" And even," continued Payan, " if our design at the 
VoL. Il.-K 
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ftte fail ue, we must not shrink from the 1'88011Me8 stil 
at onr command. Reftect ! Henriot, the general of die 
Parisian army, furnishes you with troops to arrest; the 
Jacobin club with a public to approve; inexorable Du­
mas with judges who never acquit. We must be bold!" 

" And we are bold !" exclaimed Robespierre, with 
sudden passion, and striking his hand on the table 88 he 
rose, with his crest erect, 88 a serpent in the act to 
strike. " In seeing the mgltitude of vices that the rev­
olutionary torrent mingles with civic virtues; I tremble 
to be sullied in the eyes of posterity by the impure 
neighbourhood or these pe"el"8e men, who thrust them­
selves among the sincere defenders of humanity. What!,, 
they think to divide the country like a booty ! I thank 
them for their hatred to all that is virtuous and worthy! 

• These meR"-and be grasped the list of Payan in hi• 
band-" these ! not ioe, have thrown the line of demar­
cation between themselves and the lovers of France!" 

" True, we most reign alone !" muttered Payan ; " in 
other words, the state needs unity· of will ;" working, 
with his strong practical mind, the corollary from th• 
logic of his word-compelling colleague ! 

" I will go to the Convention," continued Robespierre. 
" I have absented myself too long, lest I might seem 
to overawe the republic that I have created. Away 
with such scruples ! I will prepare the people ! I will 
blast the traitors with a look !" 

He spoke with the terrible firmness of the orator that 
bad never failed-of the moral will that marched like a 
warrior on the cannon. At that instant he was inter­
rupted ; a letter was brought to him ; he opened it ; his 
face fell ; he shook from limb to limb ; it was one of the 
anonymous warnings by which the hate and revenge 
of those yet left alive to threaten tortured the death-­
giver. 

" Thou art smeared," ran the lines, " with the best 
blood of France. Read thy sentence ! I await the hour 
when the people shall knell thee to the doomsman. If 
my hope deceive me, if deferred too long-bearken­
read ! This hand, which thine eyes shall search in vain 
to discover, shall pierce thy heart. I see thee every 
day-I am with thee every day. At each hour my arm 
rises against thy breast. Wretch 1 live yet a while, 
though but for few and miserable days-live to think of 
me-sleep to dream of me! Thy terror, and thy thought , . 
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oC me, are the herald• of thy doom. Ailieu ! thia day it­
aelf J go forth to riot on thf fears !',. 

" Your lists are not ful enough !" said the tyrant, 
with a hollow voiee. aa . the )>aper dropped from hit 
trembling hand. " Give them me-,ive them nie ! 
Think again-think again ! Barrere is right-right l 
'Frappona ! il n'y a que lea morts qui no reviem pu !' " 

CHAPTER XI. 
" La haine dane cea lie11x n'a qa•'nn glai'te ....in. 

Elle marche dane l'ombre. 
W. Hara, J- 4- NltfllM, act. iT., ec. 1. 

WstLlli such the designs and fears of Maximilien 
Robespierre, common danger-common hatred, what­
ever was yet left of mercy or of virtue in the agents of 
the Revolution, served to unite strange opposites in hos­
tility to the universal death-dealer. There was, indeed, -
an actual conspiracy at work against him among men 
little less bespattered than himself with innocent blood. 
But that conspiracy would have been idle of itself, de. 
spite the abilities of Tallien and Barras (the only men 
whom it comprised worthy, by foresight and energy, 
the names of " leaders"). The sure and destroying el­
ements that gathered round the tyrant were Time and 
Nature; the one, which he no longer suited; the other, 
which he had outraged and stirred up in the human 
~reast. The most atro<;ious party of the Revolution. 
the followers of Hebert, gone· to his last account, the 
butcher-atheists, who, in desecrating heaven and earth, 
still arrogated inviolable sanctity to themselves, were 
equally enraged at the execution of their filthy chief, 
and the proclamadon of a Supreme Being. The popu­
lace, brutal as it had been, started'as from a dream or 
blood, when their huge idol, Danton, no longer filled the 
sta~e of terror, rendering crime popular by that combi­
nation of careless frankness and eloquent energy which 
endears their heroes to the herd. The gloive of the 
guillotine had turned against themulve1 ! They bad 
. • See Papiera iaedita, tl'Oln'a cbla Robe9plen9, &c., Yo!. i., p. 
.151. (No. a.) . 
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yelled and shouted, and sang and chanced, when the ven. 
erable age, or the gallant youth, or aristocracy or letters, 
~ued by their streets in the dismal tumbrils ; but they 
ahut up their shops, and ·murmured to each other, when 
their own order was invaded, and tailors and cobblers, 
and journeymen and labourers, were huddled off to the 
embracee oC the " Holy Mother Guillotine" with as lit­
tle ceremony as ir they had been the Montmorencies or 
the La Tremouilles, the Malesherbes or the Luoisiers. 
"At this time," said Couthon, justly, "lei omlwe1 tk 
Danto,., d' Hi/Jert, de Cha1.11Mtte, 1e prornAnent parmi flOU8 r• 

Among those who had shared the doctrines, and who 
now dreaded the Cate, or the atheist Hbbert, was the 
painter, Jean Nicot. Mort.ified and enraged to find that, 
by the death of his patron, his career was closed ; and 
that, in the zenith or the Revolution for which he bad 
laboured, be was lurking in caves and cellars, more poor, 
more obscure, more despicable than he had been at the 
commencement-not daring to exercise even his art, and 
fearful every hour that his name would swell the lists 
or the condemned, be was naturally one or the bitterest 
enemies or Robespierre and his government. He held 
secret meetings with Collot d'Herbois, who was anima­
ted by the same spirit ; and. with the creeping and fur­
tive craft that characterized bis abilities, he contrived, 
undetected, to disseminate tracts and invectives against 
the Dictator, and to prepare, amid "the poor and virtu. 
ous people," the train for the grand explosion. But still 
80 firm to the eyes, even or profounder politicians than 
Jean Nicot, appeared the sullen power of the incorrupti­
ble Maximilien; so timorous was the movement against 
him, that Nicot, in common with many others, placed 
bis hopes rather in the dagger of the assassin than the 
revolt or the multitude. But Nicot, though not actu­
ally a coward, shrunk himself from braving the rate of 
the martyr; he had sense enough to see that though all 
parties might rejoice in the assassination, all parties 
would probably concur in beheading the assassin. He 
had not the virtu,e to become a Brutus. His object was 
to inspire a proxy-Brutus; and in the centre of that in­
ftammable population, this was no improbable hope. 

Among those loudest. and sternest against the reign 
or blood-&l\19Dg those moat disenchanted or the Revo­
lution-among those most appalled by its excesses, 
wu, ~ mi1ht be expected, the Engliahman, Clarence 
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Glyndon. The wit and accompliahments, the uneertain 
- virtues that had lighted with fitful gleama the mind of 

Camille Desmoulins, had fascinated Glyndon more tbu 
the qualities of any other agent in the Rtwolution. And 
when (for Camille Desmoulins had a heart which eeem­
ed dead or dormant in moat or hia contemporaries) that 
vivid child of genius and of error, shocked at the mu­
aacre of the Girondins, arid repentant of his own el'orte 
against them, began to rouse the serpent malice of 
Robespierre by new doctrines of mercy and toleration, 
Glyndon espoused his views with his whole atrengtk 
and soul. Camille Desmouline perished, and Glyndon, 
hopeless at once o{ his own life and the cause of human­
ity, from that time sought only the occasion of ftight 
from the devouring Golgotha. He had two lives to heed 
besides his own ; for them he trembled, and for them he 
schemed and plotted the means of escape. Though 
Glyndon hated the principles, the party,• and the •ices 
of Nicot, he yet extended to the painter's penury the 
means of subsistence ; and Jean Nicot, in return, de­
figned to exalt Glyndon to that very immortality of a Bru­
tus from which he modestly recoiled himself. He found­
ed his designs on the physical courage, on the wild and 
unsettled fancies of the Engliah artjst, and on the vehe­
ment hate and indignant loathing with which he openly 
regarded the government of Maximilien. 

At the same hour, on the eame day in July on which 
Robespierre conferred (as we have seen) with his allies, 
two persons were seated in a small room in one of the 
•treets leading out of the Rue St. Honore : the one, a 
man, appeared listening impatiently, and with a sullen 
brow, to his companion, a woman of singular beauty, 
but with a bold and reckless expression, and her face, as 
she spoke, was animated by the passions of a half sav­
age and vehement nature. 

" Englishman," said the woman, "beware ! you know 
that, whether in ftight or at the place of death, I would 
brave all to be by your aide; you know tAat I Speak!" 

" Well, J'illide, did I ever doubt your fidelity 1" 

• None were more opposed to the H61iertiate than Camille 0.. 
-line and bis friende. It is curioue and amulin1 to eee tbele 
leaden of the mob calling the mob "the people" one day, and tile 
" canaille" the next, accord mg ae it euite them. " I know," eay• 
Camille, " tbet they, the Heben.ista, 1aa.,. all the c:aD1ille witb them." 
~ oac twta la cuaill& pour eux.) 

KB 
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"Doubt it you cannot; betray it you may. You tell 
me that in flight you muat have a companion besides 
111yaelf, and that companion ia a female. It aball not be !" 

" Shall not!" . 
"It aball not!" repeated Fillide, firmly, and folding 

her arma across her breast; before Glyndon could reply, 
a alight knock at the door waa heard, and Nicot opened 
the latch and entered. 

Fillide auok into a chair, and, leaning her face on her 
handa, appeared unheeding of the intruder and the con­
nraation that ensued. 

"I cannot bid thee good-day, Glyndon," said Nicot, aa 
in hi• --cvloue fashion he strode towards the artist, 
hia ragged bat on hia head, his hands in his pockets, and 
the beard of a week's growth upon his chin; " I cannot 
bid thee good-day, for while the tyrant lives evil is 
every sun that aheds its beams on France." 

" It is true ; what then ! We have sowed the wind, 
we must reap the whirlwind." 

" And yet," said Nicot, apparentll not hearing the 
reply, and as if musingly to himsel, "it is strange to 
thtok that the butcher ia as mortal as the butchered ; 
that his life hangs on as slight a thread; that between the 
cuticle and the heart there is aa short a passage ; that, 
ha short, one blow can free France ancl redeem man­
kind!" 

Glyndon surveyed the speaker with a careless and 
haughty acorn, and made no answer. 

" And," proceeded Nicot. " I have sometimes looked 
around for the man born for this destiny, and whenever 
J have done so, my steps have led me hither!" 

" Should they not rather have led thee to the side of 
Maximilien Robespierre!" said Glyndon, with a sneer. 

"No," returned Nicot, coldly, "no; for I am a • ltU· 
p1ct ;' I could not mix with h18 train ; I could not ap­
proach within a hundred yards of his person, but I should 
he seized; you, aa yet, are aafe. Hear me !" and his 
\'oice became eameat and expreuive, " hear me ! There 
aeema danger in this action ; there is none. I have 
been with Collot d'Herbois and Billaud-Vareouea ; they 
will hold him harmless who strikes the blow; the pop-
ulace would run to thy support ; the Convention would ... 
hail thee aa their deliverer ; the-" 
• " Hold, man ! How darest thou couple my namtl with 
• the act of an aSS888in t Let the tocaia sound from 
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yonder tower to a war between Humanity and the Ty­
rant, and I will not be the last in the field ! but Liberty 
never yet acknowledged a defender in a felon!" 

There was something so brave and noble in Glyndon'• 
voice, mien, and manner, as he thus spoke, that Nicot at 
once was silenced; at once be saw that he had mis­
judged the man. 

"No," said Fillide, lifting her face from her bands, 
" no ! your friend has a wiser scheme in preparation : 
he would leave you wolves to mangle each other. He 
is right ; but-" 

" Flight!" exclaimed Nicot; "is it posaible ! Flight! 
how 1 when ! by what means 1 All France begirt with 
spies and guards ! Flight ! would to Heaven it were in 
our power !" · 

~· Dost thou too desire to escape the blessed Revolu­
tion 1" 

" Desire ! Oh!" cried Nicot, suddenly, and, falling 
down, he clasped Glyndon'a knees; " Oh! save me witll 
thyself! My life is a torture : every moment the guil­
lotine frowns before me. I know that my hours are 
numbered; I know that the tyrant waits but his time 
to write my name in his inexorable list; I know that 
Rene Dumas, the judge who never pardons, has, from 
the first, resolved upon my death. Oh! Glyndon, by 
our old friendship, by our common art, by thy loyal 
English faith and good English heart, let me share thy 
J!ight!" 

" If thou wilt, so be it." 
" Thanks ! my whole life shall thank thee. But bow 

hast thou prepared the means-the passports-the dis­
guise-the-" 

" I will tell thee. 1'bou knoweat C--, of the Con­
vention : he baa power, and he is covetous. ' Qu'on 
me meprise paurw gue Je.dim,' said he, when reproached 
for his avarice." 

"Well 1" 
" By the help of this sturdy republican, who baa 

friends enough in the Comite, I have obtained the means 
necessary for flight ; l have purchased them. For a 
consideration, I can procure thy passport also." 

" Thy riches, then, are not in anignau 1" 
" No, I have gold enough for us all." 
And here Glyndon, beckoning Nicot into the next 

roopa, first brie4y and rapidly delailed to him the phua 
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proposed, and the dis1uises to be assumed conformably 
to the passports, and then added, " In retum for the 
service I render thee, grant me one favour, which I 
think is in thy power. Thou remembereat Viola Pi-
sani 1" . 

" Ab, remember! yes ! and the lover with whom she 
fted." 

"And.from whom she is a f'ngitive now." 
" Indeed ! what ! I understand. · Sacre Neu ! but you 

are a lucky fellow, cher confrere." . 
" Silence, man ! with thy eternal prate of brotherhood 

and virtue, thou seemest never to believe in one kindly 
action, or one virtuous thought!" 

Nicot bit his lip, and replied, sullenly, "Experience 
is a great undeceiver. Humph ! What service can I do 
thee with regard to the Italian 1" 

" I have been accessory to her arrival in this city of 
snares and pitfalls. I cannot leave her 1Uone amid dan­
gers f'rom which neither innocence nor obscurity are 
safeguards. In your blessed Republic, a good and un.­
suspected citizen, who casts a desire on any woman, 
maid or wife, has but to say, ' Be mine, or I denounce 
you!' In a word, Viola must share our ftight." 

" What so easy 1 I see your passports provide for 
her." 

" What so easy ! What so difficult 1 Thia FiHide­
would that I had never seen her! would I had never en• 
slaved my soul to my senses ! The love of an unedu. 
cated, violent, unprincipled woman, opens with a heaven, 
to merge in a hell ! She is jealous as all the Furies ; 
she will not hear of' a female companion; and, when 
once she sees the beauty or Viola ! I tremble to thin'k 
or it. She i1 capable or any excess in the storm of' her 
passions." 

" Aha, I know what such women are ! My wife,• 
Beatrice Sacchini, whom I took from Naples, when I 
failed with this very Viola, divorced me when my mon­
ey failed, and, as the mistreu of a judge, passes me· in 
her carriage while I crawl through the streets. Plague 
on her ! but patience, patience ! such is the lot of vir­
tue. Would I were Robespierre for a day!" 

" Cease these tirades !" exclaimed Glyndon, hnpa.. 
tiently, "and to the point. What would you advise 1" 

"Leave your Fillide behind." 
'' LeaJvo ber io her own ignorance; leave her 1UlPl'O-
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~ted even by the mind ; leave her in the satumalia of 
Rape and Murder! No ! I have sinned against her 
once. But, come wha,t may, I will not 80 basely desert 
one who, with all her errorll, trusted her fate to my 
love." -

" You deserted her at Marseilles." 
"True; but I left her in eafety, and I did not then be­

lieve her love to be so deep and faithful. I left her gold, 
and l imagined she would be easily consoled ; but, since 
then, toe Alltle knoeo11 danger together ! And now to leave 
her alone to that dau~er which she would never have 
incurred, but for devotion to me ! no, that is impossible! 
A project occurs to me. Canst thou not say that thou 
hast a sister, a relative, or a benefactress, whom thou 
w:ouldst 11ave ! Can we not, till we have left France, 
make Fillide believe that Viola is one in whom ti\ou onlr. 
art interested; and whom, for thy sake only, I permit 
to share in our escape l" 

"Ha, well thought of! Certainly!" 
" I will then appear to yield to Fillide's wishes, and 

resign the project, which she 80 resents, of saving Ute 
innocent object of her frantic jealousy. You, mean­
while, shall yourself entreat Fillide to intercede with 
me to extend the means of escape to-" 

" To a lady (she knows I have no sister) who has 
aided me in my distress. Yea, I will manage all ; never 
fear. One word more: what baa become of that Za.-
noni 1" · 

" Talk not of him : I know not." 
" Does he love this girl still !" 
" It would seem 80. She is his wife, the mother of 

bis infant, who is with her." 
"Wife! mother! He loves her. Aha! and why-" 
"No questions now. I will go and prepare Viola for 

the fiight; you, meanwhile, return to Fillide." · 
. "But the address of the Neapolitan t It is necessary_, 

I should know, lest Fillide inquire." '. 
" Rue M-- T--, No. 27. Adieu." 
Glyndon seized his hat, and hastened from the house. 
Nicot, left alone, seemed for a few moments buried 

in thought. " Oho!" he muttered to himself, " can I 
not turn all this.to my account t Can I not avenge my­
self on thee, Zanoni, as I have often sworn, through 
thy wife and child t Can I not possess myself of thy 
gold, thy passports, and thy Fillide, bot Englishman, 
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who wouldst humble me with thy loathed benefits, and 
who haat chucked me thine alms as to a beggar! And 
Fillide, I love her; and,.tby gold, I love thal more! Pup. 
pets, I move your strings!" 

He ~sed slowly into the chamber where Fillide yet 
sat, wuh gloomy thought on her brow and tears stand­
ing in her dark eyes. She looked up eagerly as the 
door opened, and turned from the rugged face of Nicol 
with an impatient movement of disappaintment. · 

"Glyndon,'' said the painter, drawmg a chair to Fil­
Jide's, "has left me to enliven your solitude, fair Italian. 
He is not jealous of the ugly Nicot-ba ! ha !-yet Nicol 
loved thee well once, when his fortunes were more fair. 
Jlut enough of such paat follies." 

" Your friend, then, bas lefi the house. Whither 1 
Ah! you look away, you falter; you cannot meet my 
'yes ! Speak! I implore, I command thee, speak!" 

"Enf01lt ! and what dost thou fear!" 
" Fear! yes, alas; I fear!" said the Italian ; and her 

whole frame seemed to shrink into itself as she fell 
once more back into her seat. ' 

Then, after a pause, she tossed the long hair from her 
ttyes, and, startmg up abruptly, paced the room with 
disordered strides. At length ahe stopped opposite to 
Nicot, laid her hand oo his arm, drew him towards an 
escritoire, which she unlocked, and opening a well, 
.pointed to the gold that lay within, aod said: " Thou ar& 
poor-thou lovest money; take what thou wilt, but un­
aeceive me! Who is this woman whom thy friend 
visits 1 and does be love her 1" 

Nicot's eyes sparkled, and his hands opened and 
clinched, and clinched and opened, as he gazed upon the 
eoins. But reluctantly rea1Sting the impulse, he said 
with an atrected bitterness, "Tbinkest thou to bribe me! 
If so, it cannot be with gold. But what if he does love 
a rival t what if be betrays thee! what if, wearied by 
thy jealousies, he designs in his flight to leave thee be­
hind 1 Would such knowledge make thee happier!" 

"Yes!" exclaimed the Italian, fiercely; "yes, for it 
would be happiness to bate and to be avenged ! Oh, 
&hou knowest not bow sweet is hatred to those who 
have really loved!" 

" But wilt thou swear, if I reveal to thee the secret, 
ihat thou wilt not betray me ; that thou wilt not fall, as 
women do, into weak tears and Concl reproachea whesi 
ihy betrayer retuma 1•• · 
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11 Tean-reproaches ! Revenge hides itself in smiles.,. 
"Thou art a brave creature!" said Nicot, almost ad· 

miringly. " One condition more : thy lover designs to 
1Jy with his new love, to leave thee to thy fate; if I prove 
this to thee, and if l give thee revenge against thy rival, 
wilt thou fty with me! I love thee ! I will wed thee!" 

Fillide's eyes flashed fire; she looked at him with un-
utterable disdain, and.was silent. . 

Nicot felt he had gone too far; and with that knowl­
edge of the evil part of our nature, which his own 
heart and association with crime had taught him, he re· 
aolved to trust the rest to the passions of the Italian, 
when raised to the height to which he was prepared to 
lead them. 

" Pardon me," he said ; " mx love made me too pre­
eumptuous ; and yet it is only that love, my sympathy 
for thee, beautiful and betrayed, that can induce me to 
wrong with my revelations one whom I have regarded 
u a brother. I can depend upon thine oath to conceal 
all from Glyndon!" 

" On my oath, and my wrongs, and my mountain 
blood!" .'. - . 

" Enough ! get thy hat and mantle,. and follow me !" 
As Fillide left the room, Nicot's eyes again rested on 

the gold ; it was much, much more thau he bad dared to 
hope for; and as he peered into the well, and opened 
the drawers, he perceived a packet of letters in the well­
known hand of Camille Desmoulins. He seized, he 
opened the packet; his looks brightened as he glanced 
over a few sentences. "This would give fifty Glyndooa 
to the guillotine !" be muttered, and thrust the packec 
into his bosom. 

0 Artist ! 0 hunted one! 0 erring Genius ! Behold 
the two worst foes; the False Ideal that knows no God, 
and the False Love that burns from the corruption of 
tile senses, ~d takes no lustre from the soul I 
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CHAPTER III. 

" Liebe IOllDt du Reich der Nach&.,. 
DH Ta1o•P• 1>aa LISSL 

LRTTJ:• raoM liltONI TO llllNOUL 

Paris. 
DOST thou remember in the old time, when the Beau­

tiful yet dwelt in Greece, how we two, in the vast Athe­
nian Theatre, witnessed the birth of Divine Words as 
undying as ourselves 1 Dost thou remember the thrill 
of terror that ran through that mighty andience, when 
the wild Cassandra burst from her awful silence to 
shriek to her relentless god~ How ghastly, at the en­
trance of the House of Atreus, about to become her 
tomb, rang out her exclamations of foreboding wo: 
"Dwelling abhorred of Heaven! human shamble-house, 
and floor blood-bespattered !"• Dost thou remember 
how, amid the breathleslawe of those assembled thou­
sands, I drew close to thee and whispered," Verily, no 
prophet like the Poet ! This scene of fabled horror 
comes to me as a dream, shadowing forth some likeness 
in my own remoter future!" As I enter this slaughter­
house that scene returns to me, and I hearken to the 
voice of Cassandra ringing in my ears. .A solemn and 
warning dread gathers round me, as if I too were come 
to find a grave, and "the Net of Hades" had already en­
tangled me in its web! What dark treasure· houses of 
vicissitude and wo are our memories become ! What 
our lives, but the chronicles of unrelenting Death ! It 
seems to me as yesterday when I stood in the streets 
of this city of the Ga11l, as they shone with plumed chiv­
alry, and the air rustled with silken braveries. Young 
Louis, the monarch and the lover, was victor of the 
Tournament at the Carousal, and all France felt herself 
splendid in the splendour of her gorgeous chief! Now 
there is neither thro_ne nor altar; and what is in their 
stead 1 I see it yonder-TB• e111LL0TIN11: ! It is dismal 
to stand amid the ruins of mouldering cities, to startle 

• Esch., Agam., 1098. 
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the serpent and the lizard amid the wrecks of Peraepo­
lis and Thebes ; but more dismal still to stand as I-the 
stranger from empires that have ceased to be-stand 
now amid the yet ghastlier ruins of Law and Order, the 
shattering of mankind themselves ! Yet here, even 
here, Love, the Beautifier, that bath led my steps, can 
walk with unshrinking hope through the wilderness or 
Death! Strange is the passion that makes a world in 
itself, that individualizes the One amid the Multitude; 
that, through all the changes of my solemn life, yet sur· 
vives, though ambition, and hate, and auger are dead ; 
the one solitary angel, hovering over a universe or 
tombs on its two tremulous and human wings-Hope 
and Fear! 

How is it, Mejnour, that, as my diviner art abandoned 
me-as, in my search for Viola, I was aided but by the 
ordinary instincts of the merest mortal-how is it that I 
have never desponded, that I have felt in every difficulty 
the prevailing prescience that we should meet at last 1 
So cruelly was every vestige of her tlight concealed 
from me-so suddenly, so secretly had she fled-that 
all the spies, all the authorities of·Venice, could give me 
no clew. AU Italy I searched in vain.! Her young 
home at Naiiles ! how still, in its humble chambers, 
there seemed to linger the fragrance of her presence ! 
All the sublimest secrets of our lore failed me-failed to 
bring her soul vislble to mine; yet,. morning and night, 
·thou lone and childless one, morning aad night, detach­
ed from myself, I can commune with my child,! 'rhere, 
in that most blessed, typical, and mysteriou11 of all rela­
tions, Nature herself appears to supply what Science 
would refllse; Space cannot separate the Father's 
watchful soul Crom the cradle of his first-born ! I know 

, not of its resting-place and home : my visions picture 
not die land, only the small and tender life to which all 
space is as yet the heritage ! For to the infant, before 
reason dawns-before man's bad passions can dim the 
essence that it takes from the element it beth lel't-there 
is no peculiar country, no native city, and no mortal 
language. Its soul, as yet, is the denizen of all airs and 
of every world, and in space its aoul meets with mine­
the Child communes with the Father ! Cruel and for­
nking one ! thou for whom I left the wisdom of the 
spheres-thou, whose fatal dower bas been the weak· 
ne11s and terrors of humanity-couldst thou think that 

Voi.. 11.-L 
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)'Olllll' IOUl lees nf'e on eanh beea1lle I wbald l8IMI It 
•vennore up to Heaven! Didn thou think that I could 
have wronged miue own 1 Didst thou not know that in 
its eereneet eyes the li(e that l gave it spolr.e \0 warn, to 
Upbraid the mother who would bind it \0 the darlmeee 
and pangs of the prison-house or clay t Did8t thou "°' 
feel that it wae I who, permitted by the Heavens, ehiekl­
etl ii from euft'ering and dieeaee t And in its wondrous 
beauty I bleeeed the holy mediam through which, at 
last, my spirit might confer with thine! 

And bow have I tracked them hither! I learned that 
thy pupil had been at Venice. I could not trace the 
young and gentle Neophyte of Parthenope in the de. 
ecription of the haggard and savage visner who had 
come to Viola before she ted ; but when I would have 
summoned his 1Du before me it refused \0 ober, and I 
knew then that bis fate had becOme entwined with Vio. 
la'•· I have tracked him, then, to this Lazar House; I 
arriYed but yesterday ; I have not yet di.aeovered him. 

I have juet ~tum"ed fri>m t~ir ~ ~f ja~tice--Oena 
where tigers arraign their prey. I find not whom I wow.I 
seek. They are saved as yet; but I recognise in the 

. crimes of mortals the dart wisdom of the Everlasting. 
Mejnour, I see here, for the first time, bow maj~atic and 
beauteous a thing is Death! Of what sublime virtues we 
robbed ourselves, when, in the thirst for virtue, we at­
tained the art b1 which we can refuee to die ! When ia 
some happy cbme, where to breathe is to enjoy, the 
ehamel-bouae swallows up the younf( and fair-when, in 
the noble pursuit of knowledge, Death comes to the 1tD­
dent, and abuts out the enchanted land which was opening 
to hie gaze, how natural for ue to desire to liYe ; how 
natural to make perpetual life the first object of relliearch ! 
But here, from my tower of time, looking over the dart­
aome past and into the starry future, I learn how great 
hearts feel what sweeineu and glory there is to die for 
the things they love! I saw a father ucrifieing himself 
f'or hie eon; he was subjected to chargee which a word of 
bis could dispel-be was mistaken for his boy. With 
what Joy he seized the error-confeued the noble crimes 
.of valour and fidelity which the eon had Indeed commi*­
ted-and went to the doom, exulting that hie death saved 
Ille life he bad given, not in vain ! I eaw women, yo11111, 
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clelicate, iD the bloo.. o( their beauty ; they b.d vow9' 
~heraselves to the cloister. Hand11 smeared with the 
blood' of saints opened the grate tllat laad shu\ them frooa 
the world, and bade them go forth, fol'iet their vow .. 
forswear the Divine One these demons would depo-. 
find lovers and helpmates, and be free. And eome oC 
these young hearts had loved, and even. tllougla in strug. 
gles, loved yet. Did they forswear lhe vow! Did they 
~bandon the faith 1 Did even love allure them l Mejnour, 
with one voice, they preferred to die! And whence 
eomes this courage 1 because such Maru liff in s(JflU tMl"f 
.,!ntf'act .,uJ lwlier life tAa1t tMir 0t011. &t lo liott f 11f'nft' 
"pota tAU earlli, u u live in 1t01Aifl(f ~ tAim owulou. 
Yea, even amid this gory butcherdom, God, the Ever­
Uviog, viwlicatea to man ~ sanctity of His aorvu&. 
l>eath! 

Again I h~ve ~n tll~ in tpirit ~ 1.-ve ~n ucl bl-. 
fl! thee, my sw:eet child! Dost thou not know Qle '180 
iq tl\J dreams 1 Dost thou not feel the beitinf ot IDJ' 
"6U1 throuch the "eil of thy rosy slumbers' Doat tho11 
llO\ .__,.r the wings of the brichtor beil~~ that I yet ~aa 
conjure around thee, to watch, to nounsh, and to suet 
And whea the spell fades at thy wakiDIJ, wllen thine eyeit 
open to \he day, will they not look. round for me, and aak 
thy mother, with their mute eloquence, " wby .a. U. 
robbed thee pf a father 1!' 

Woman, dpst thou npt repent thee ! Flying from im­
aginary fears, hast thou not come to the very lair ofter­
ror, where Dangersits visible and incarnate t Oh, if we 
could but meet, wouldst thou aot fall upon the bosom thou 
bast so wronged, and feel, J>Q<>r wanderer of the storms, 
as if thou hadst regained the shelter 1 Mejnour, still m1 
researches fail me. I mingle with all men, eveu their 
judges and their spies, but l cannot yet gain the clew. I ;. 
know that she is here. I know it by an instinct ; the 
breath or my child seems warmer and more familiar. ' 

They peer at me with venomous looks as I pau 
through their streets. With a glance I disarm their mal­
ice, and fascinate the basilisks. Everywhere I see the 

· tr·.tck and scent the presence of the Ghostly One that 
dwells on the threshold, and whose vi•tima are the souls 
that would aspire, and can only J-. I see it• dim shape­
launeu go~ before lhe men pf blood, &Pd manbal1iDI 
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their way. Robespierre passed me with his furtive step. 
Those eyes of horror were gnawinJ into his heart. I 
looked down upon their Senate ; the grim Phantom sat 
cowering on its fioor. It hath taken up its abode in the 
city of Dread. And what, in truth, are these would-be 
builders of a new world ! Like the students who have 
vainly strnwed at\er our supreme science, they have at­
tempted wliat is beyond their power; they have passed 
from this solid earth of usages and forms into the land 
of shadow, and its loathsome keeper has seized them as 
its prey. I looked into the tyrant.'s shuddering soul as it 
trembled past me. There, amid the ruins of a thousand 
systems which aimed at virtue, sat Crime, and shivered 
at its desolation. Yet this man is the only Thinker, the 
only Aspirant, among them all. He still looks for a fu­
ture of peace and mercy, to begin-ay ! at what date 1 
When he baa swept away ~very foe. Fool! new foes 
spring from every drop of blood. Led by the eyes or 
the Unutterable, be is walking to bis doom. 

0 Viola, thy innocence protects thee! Thou whom 
the sweet humanities of love shut out even from the 
dreams of aerial and spiritual beauty, making thy heart 
a universe of visions fairer than the wanderer over the 
rosy Hesperus can survey, shall not the same pure af­
fection encompa88 thee even here with a channed at­
mosphere, and terror itself fall harmless on a life ioo 
innocent for wisdom t 

CHAPTER IV. , 
"Ombra pill che Iii notte, In cai di lace 
Rap mia&o aoo ~ tutto ii c:erconda. 

Ni piil ii pal~gio ~ppa;, JM piil l~ IUB 
Vaeticia; Ill dir puoui-egli qui fue." 

. Gaa. Lia., canto :ni.-lxbt. 

Tas clubs are noisy with clamorous phrensy ; the 
leaders ·are grim with schemes. Black Henriot ftiea 
~re and dlore, muttering to his armed iroopa, " Robelt. 
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plene, your beloved, is in danpr !" Robeapiene a&alb 
perturbed, his list of victims swelling every hour. Tal­
lien, the Macduff' to the doomed Macbeth, is ~thisperlng 
courage to his pale conspirators. Along the streets 
heavily roll the tumbrils. The ehops are cloeed; the 
people are gorged with gore, and will lap no more. Ani 
night after night, to the eighty theatres fiock the chil· 
dren of the revolution, to laugh at the quipe of comedy, 
and weep gentle tears over imaginary woea ! , 

In a small chamber, in the heart of the city, aita the 
mother, watching over her child ! Ii ia quiet, happy 
noon ; the sunlight, broken by the tall roofa in the nar­
row street, comes yet through the open casement, the 
impartial playfellow or the air, gleesome alike in temple 
•nd prison, hall and hovel ; as golden and aa blithe, 
whether it laugh over the first hour of life or quiver ill 
its gay delight on the terror and agony of the last! The 
child, where it lay at the feet of Viola, stretched out its 
dimpled hands as if to clasp the dancing motes that rev. 
elled in the beam. The mother turned her eyes from 
the glory ; it saddened her yet more. She turned ud 
sighed. 

Is this the same Viola who bloomed fairer than tlleir 
own Idalia under the skies o( Greece t How changed I 
How pale and worn! She sat listlessly, her arms 
drooping on her knee ; the smile that was habitual &o 
her lips was gone. A. heavy, dull despondency, aa if 
the life of life were no more, seemed to weigh dowa 
her youth and make it weary or that happy sun I ha 
truth, her existence had languished away since it had 
wandered, as some melancholy stream, from the aource 
)hat fed it. The sudden enthusiasm of fear or super­
stition that had almost, as if still in the unc()nec1ou. 
"10vements of a dream, led her to fiy from Zanoni, had 
ceased from the day which dawned upon her in a foreign 
land. Then, there, she felt that in the smile she had 
evermore abandoned lived her life. She did not repent; 
she would not have recalled the impulse that winged 
her fiight. Though the enthusiasm was gone, the super· 
stition yet re111ained ; she still believed she had saved 
her child fro~ that dark and guilty sorcery, concerninc 
which the traditions of all lands are prodigal, but in no~ 
do they tlnd such credulity or excite such dread alt in 
ibe south of Italy. This impression wu confirmed by 
tjle myeteriou. conversations of GlyndoD, aD4 by Mi 
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own perception of the f'eanul change that had passed 
OYer one who represented himself as the victim of tho 
enchanters. She did not therefore repent, but her very 
volition seemed gone. 

On their arrival at Paris, Viola saw her companion, 
the faithful wife, no more. Ere three weeks were passed 
husband and wife had ceased to live. 

And now, for the first time, the drudgeries of this 
bard earth claimed the beautiful Neapolitan. In that 
profession, giving voice and shape to poetry and son,, 
in which her first years were passed, there is while 1t 
lasts an excitement in the art that lifts it Crom the la. 

: boor of a calling. Hovering between two lives, the Real 
and Ideal, dwells the life of music and the stage. 
But that was lost evermore to the idol of the· eyes and 
ears of Naples. Lifted to the higher realm of passion· 
ate love, it seemed as if the fictitious genius which 
represents the thoughts of others was merged in the 
genius that grows all thought itself. · It had been the 
worst infidelity to the lost to have descended again to 
live on the applause of others. And so-for she would 
not accept alms from Glyndon-so, by the commonest 
arts, the humblest industry which the sex knows, alone 
and unseen, she who had slept on the breast of Zanoni 
found a shel~r for their child. As when, in the noble 
verse prefixed to this chapter, Armida herself has de· 
etroyed her enchanted palace, not a vestige of that 
bower, raised of old by Poetry and Love, remained to 
eay " it had been !'' 

And the child avenged the father : it bloomed, it thri· 
ved, it waxed strong in the light of life. But still ii 
seemed haunted and preserved by some other being than 
her own. In its sleep there was that slumber, so deep 
and rigid, which a thunderbolt could not have disturbed; 
and in such sleep often it moved its arms, as to embrace 
the air : often its lips stirred with murmured sounds of 
indistinct aff'ection-not for her; and all the while upon 
its cheeks a hue of sucti celestial bloom-upon its lips, 
a smile of such mysterious joy ! Then, when it waked, 
its eyes did not turn first to her-wistful, earnest, wan­
dering, they roved around, to fix on her pale face, at last. 
in mute ·sorrow and reproach. 

Never had Viola felt before how mighty was her love 
for Zanoni ; how thought, feeling, heart, soul, life-all 
Jay cr.uahed and dormant in Ute icy absence &o whicb 
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she had doomed herself! She heard not the roar with­
.out, she felt not one amid those stormy millions-worlds 
of excitement labouring through every hour. Only 
when Glyndon, haggard, wan, and spectre-like, glided 
in, day after day, to visit her, did the fair daughter or the 
careless South know how heavy and universal was the 
Death-Air that gin her round. Sublime in her passive 
unconsciousness, her mechanic life, she sat, and feared 
not, in the den of the Beasts of Prey ! 

The door of the room opened abruptly, and Glyndon 
entered. His manner was more agitated than usUal. 

" la it you, Clarence!" she said, in her sort, languid 
tones. " You are before the hour I expected you." 

"Who can count on his hours at Paria 1" returned 
Glyndon, with a frightful smile. " Is it not enough that 
I am here t Your apathy in the midst or these sorrows 
appals me. You say calmly, 'Farewell!' calmly you 
bid me ' Welcome !' as if in every comer there was not 
a spy, and as if every day there was not a massacre!" 

" Pardon me ! But in these walls lies my world. I 
can hardly credit all the tales you tell me. Everything 
here, save that" (and she pointed to the infant)," seems 
already so lifeless, that m the tomb itself one could 
ecarcely less heed the crimes that are done without." 

Glyndon paused for·a few moments, and gazed with 
strange and mingled feelings upon that face and form. 
still so young, and yet so invested with that saddest of 
all repose-when the heart feels old. · 

" Oh, Viola !" said he, at last, and in a voice of sup. 
pressed passion, " was it thus I ever thought to see 
you, ever thought to feel for you, when we two ftrst 
met in the gay haunts of Naples! Ah! why then did 
you refuse my love! or why was mine not wonhy of 
you 1 Nay, shrink not! let me touch your hand. No 
passion so sweet as that youthful love can return to me 
&pin. I feel for you but as a brother for some younger 
and lonely sister. With you, in your presence, sad 
though it be, I seem to breathe back the purer air of my 
early life. Here alone, unless in scenes of turbulence 
and tempest, the Phantom ceases to pursue me. I for­
get even the Death that stalks behind, and ~aunts me aa 
my ahadow. But better days may be in store for ua 
yet. Viola, I at last begin dimly to perceive how to 
bafBe and subdue the Phantom that has cursed mr Ufe ; 
a is to brave and defy i&. In ain and iD rio&,,. ba9' 
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iold thee, it haun$a me not. But I comprehend now 
what Mejnour aaid in hia dark apothe~m1, ' that I should 
dread the spectre moat uA.n uu11111. In Yinaoue and 
calm resolution it appeal'8-87, I behold it now-there 
-there, with ita liivid eyea !' (and the drope fell from 
hie brow). " But it ahall no longer daunt me from that 
resolution. I face it, and it g~ually dark.ens ~k into 

1 the shade." He paused, and bia eyea dweU with a \er· 
rible exultation upon the sunlit apace ; then, with a. 
heayY and deep-drawn J>reath, be resumed : " Viola, I 
have found the means of escape. We will leave t.bia 
city. Jn some other land we will eodeaYour to comfort 
each other, and forget the paat." 

"No," aaid Viola, calmly ; " I have DO farther wish 
to atir till I am home hence to the last resting-place. 
J dreamed o( hiqi lut night, Clarence I dreamed of him 
for the ftret time ainee we parted ; and, do not moclr. 
111e, methought that be forgave the deaerter, and ealled 
me' Wife.' That dream hallowa the room. Perhapa it 
will visit me again before I die." 

" Talk not of him-of the demi-fiend !" cried GI~ 
don, ftercely, and •tamping hi• foot. "Thank the heav. 
ens for any fate tliat hath reacued thee from him." 

"Hush!" said Viola, graYely. And as she waa abotll 
to proceed, her eye fell upon the child. It was standing 
In the very centre of that slanting column of light wbicll 
tbe sun pouretl into the chamber, and the rays aeelnei 
to surround it as a halo, and settled, crown-like, on the 
J.Old of its shining hair. In its small shape, so .-xquis­
Jtely modelled-in its large, 1\ead:r., tranquil eye1, thent 
waa something· th•t awed, while it charmed the meth­
fr'a ~e. lt gazed on Glyndon aa he spoke, with a 
k>ot which allJIOBt might have 1eemed disdain, and 
which Viola, at least, interpreted as a defew:• of &be 
~bst;nt, Stronger than her OWD lips eould frame. 

t Glyndon broke the pause. · 
F .. Thou wouldst stay, for what t To betray a moth-

t1r's duty ! If any evil happen to thee here, what be .. 
~mea of thine infant l Shall it be brought up an orphan, 
In a eountry that has desecrated thy religion, and where 
biiman charity e~stl no more ! All, weep •nd clasp it 
1Q th_I bosom ! But tea,. do not protect and save." 

" ThOll baat COP4JU41l'ed, my friend; l will fty witla 
ibee." 

"TO-IJ)OD'OW iti&hi, ~p, ~ PftfUld. 1 will IJdDa 
Cbee iblalecelRI')' disguilew.,, .• 

• 
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And Glyndon then proceeded to sketch rapidly the 
outline of the path they were to take, and the story they 
were to tell. Viola listened, but scarcely comprehend­
ed ; he preHed her band to hie heart, and depaned. 

CHAPTER V. 

"Van eeco pur anco 
.Sdegno eel Amor, quui due Veltri al fianco." 

Gaa. Lia., caoL n., crrti. 

GLYKDOK did not perceive, aa be hurried from the 
house, two forms crouchin~ by the angle of the wall. 
He saw still the spectre Jbding by hie side, but he be­
held not the yet more po180nous eyes of human enyY 
and woman's jealousy that glared on hie re&reating Coo&­
atepa. 

Nicot advanced to the house ; Fillide followed him in 
ailence. The painter, an old MIM·culotte, knew well 
what language to assume to the porter. He beckoned 
the latter from his lodge: "How ie this, citiaeo 1 Thou 
barbourest a • IWp«t. • " 

"Citizen, you terrify me! if ao, name him." 
" It is not a man ; a refugee, an Italian woman. Jodi• 

here.'' 
" Yes, au troiNme; the door to tho left. But what ol 

her! she cannot be dangerous, poor child !" 
" Citizen, beware ! Dost thou dare '° pity her!" 
" I! No. No, indeed. But-" 
" Speak the truth ! Who visits her !" 
" No one but an Englishman." 
" That is it ; an Engliabman, a apy oC Pilt and Co. 

bvrg." 
"Just Heaven! is it possible!" 
" How, citizen! dost thon speak of Heaven 1 Thou 

must be an aristocrat !" 
" No, indeed ; it was but an old, bad habit, and eeca-

ped me unawares." 
"How often· does the Englishman visit her1" 
"Daily." 
Fillide uttered an exclamation. 
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"'fllle never l&ire out," l,8id the porter. "Her i,ole 
oceupadoa• are ia wort and care of her infant." . 

" Her i11fant !" · 
- Fillide oaade a bound fonirud. Nicot in vain eodeav. 
oured to arrest her. She sprung up the stairs ; she 
paused not till she was before the door indicated by the 
porter ; il stood ajar ; she en\ered ; she stood at the 
threshold, and beheld that face, still so lovely ! The 
sight of so much beauty left her hopeless. And" the 
cllild, over whom the molher bentt she who had never 
been a mother ! she uttered no sound-the furies were 
at work within her breast. ·Viola turned, and saw her; 
and, terriled by the strange apparition, with features 
that expreseed ihe deadliest hate, and scorn, and ven­
geance, uttered a cry, and snatched the child to her bo-
8081. The Italian laUlfhed aloud ; tu~, descended, 
and. pinillf tlM epet where Nioot still oonve~d. wit._ 
&he frightened porter, drew him from the houae. Wheia =were ill tu ope• a&reet, abe halted abr\lpily, and 

· " Avenge me, and name thy price !" . 
" My erice, aweet one I is but permission to love thee. 

'ftou wik ty. witll me t,o.190(l'Ow niJht; thou wilt pos-
... tlt)eeelf or the puapone and &be plant" · 1 

.. And they-" I 
"lhall, be~re dlen, W their aayi..a. in the ConcW. 

1 

prie. The guillotine shall requite thy wronge." . 
" Do thia, and I am eati196ed;" •aid Fillide, firmly. •nd &My lpab no aore till they repiwid the house. 

But when ahe there, looting up to the dull building, aaw 
the wladcawa or the room whiell the belief of Glyndon'• 
love had once made a paradiae, the tiger relented at the 
heart ; 80meu.ior of the woman guabed back upon her 
nawre, dark and aavage as it wu. She pressed the 
arm on which 1he leaned convulaively, and exclaimed, 
"No, no! not him! denouace her; let her perish; but 
I have alept on Ail bo10m-oot llimr' 

"It shall be as thou wilt," aaid Nicot, with a devil'!! 
aneer ; " but he must be anuted for the moment. No 
llama 1hall bappmt to him, for ao ace'"' •haU appear. 
But her-thou wilt not relent for her t" · 

FiHide tJUll'ld upon him Jaer ey8', 11Ml their 4"1' 1lance 
wu 1uftlc1ent anawer. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" Vlder picciola nate ; e in poppa qaellJa 
Che SUMiar gli do-, fatal l>OaAlla·" 
' Gaa. Lm., can&. rr., I. 

" Poat isnem echerel domo 
Subductum, maciee et llOft fefiri-
Terrie incubllit cohcn. "-Ho&AT. 

Tas Italian did not cwerrate that. craft of aimalatloa 
proverbial with her country aad her aex. No& a wonl, 
not a look that day revealed to Glyndoa the deadly 
change that had converted devotion into hate. He him­
self, indeed, absorbed in bis own aclaemee. ·and in redeo­
tions on his owa strange destiny, was no nice obeener. 
But her manner, milder and more wbdued then ueual, 
produced a softening elrect upon his meditations &owarde 
the evening ; and be then began to convene with lter on 
the certain hope of aecape, and on t.ha flHW'e &hat would 
await them in leaa unhallowed lailde. 

"And thy fair friend," said Fillide, with an averted 
eye and a falae smile, " who wlia to be our companion 1 
Thou bast resigned her, Nicot tell• me, in faYOUl' of one 
in whom he ts interested. Is it eo t" 

" He told thee this!" returned Glyndon, evuively. 
" Well ! does the change content thee t" 

" Traitor!" muttered Fillide ; and ahe roee suddenly:, 
approached him, parted the long hair from his forehead 
caressingly, and pressed her lipe convulsively on bia 
brow. 

" This were too fair a bead for the doomsman," aaicl 
ell•, With a slight laugh, and, t•minJ away, appeared 
oooupled in preparations for their departure. 

The next morning when he roee, Glyndon did not see 
the Italian; abe was absent from the house when he 
lei\ it. It waa necessary that he should once more visit 
C-- before bis final departure, not only to arrange for 
Nicot's participation in the digbt, but lest any auapicion • 
ahould have arisen to thwart or enda11ger the plan he 
had adopted. C--, though nm one or the immedia'8 
coterie of Robespierre, and, indeed, &ecretly hostile to 
him, bad possessed the ~rt of keeping well with e&c!h 
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faction as it roee to power. Sprung from the dregs of 
the_ populace, be bad, nevertheless, the grace and vivacity 
eo ot\en found impartially ·among every class in France. 
He had contrived to ennch himself-none knew how­
iu the course of bis rapid career. He became, indeed, 
ultjmately one of the wealthiest proprietors of Paris, 
and at that time kept a splendid and hospitable mansion. 
He was one of those whom, from various reasons, · 
Robespierre deigned to favour; and he had often saved 
the pl'GBCribed and suspected, by procuring them pass­
ports under disguised names, and advising their method 
of escape. But C-- was a man who took this trouble 
only for the rich. "The incorruptible Maximilien," who 
did not want the tyrant's faculty of penetration, proba­
bly saw through all his manmuvres, and the avarice which 
he cloaked beneath his charity. But it was noticeable 
that Robespierre frequently seemed to wink at, nay, 
partially to encourage such vicea in men whom be meant 
hereafter to destroy, as would tend to lower them in the 
public estimation, and to contrast with his own austere 
and unaaeailable integrity and pv.riam. . And, doubtless, 
he ot\en grimly smiled in his slee¥e at the sumptuous 
mansion and the griping covetousness of the worthy 
Citizen C--. • 

To this personage, then, .Glyndon musingly bent hie 
way. It was true, as he had darkly said to Viola, that 
in proportion as be had resisted the spectre, its terrors 
had lost their influence. The time had come at last, 
when, seeing crime and vice in all their hideousness, 
and in so vast a theatre, he had found that in vice and 
crime there are deadlier horrors than in the eyes of a 
phantom-fear. His native nobleness began to return to 
him. As be passed the streets, he revolved in his mind 
projects of future repentance and reformation. He even 
meditated, as a just return for Fillide's devotion, the 
sacrifice of all the rea11onings of his birth and education. 
He would repair whatever errors he had committed 
against her, by the self-immolation of marriage with one 
little congenial with himself. He who bad once revolt­
ed fl'Om marriage with the noble and gentle Viola !-he 
had learned in that world of wrong to know that right is 

· ng~i, and that Heaven did not make the one sex to be 
the victim of the other. The young visions of the beau. 
tiful and the good rose once more before him, and along 
UMI dart ocean of hie mind lay the smile of reawakeninJ 
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Yirtue, as a path of moqnlight. Never, perhaps, had the 
condition of his soul been so elevated and unselJiah. 

In the mean while, Jean Nicot, equally absorbed in 
dreams of the future, and already, in his own mind, lay­
ing out to the best advantage the gold of the friend he was 
about to betray, took his way to the house honoured by 
the residence of Robespierre. He had no intention to 
comply with the relenting prayer of Fillide, tbat the life of 
Glyndon should be spared. He thought with Barrere," ii 
n'y a que les morts qui ne revient pas." In all men who 
have devoted themselves to any study or any art with suf­
ficient pains to attain a certain degree of excellence, there 
most be a fund of energy immeasurably above that of the 
ordinary herd. Usually this energy is concentred on the 
objects of their professional ambition, and leaves I.hem, 
therefore, apathetic to the other pursuits of men. Bii 
where those objects are denied-where the stream ba:1 
not its legitimate vent, the energy, irritated and aroused, 
possesses the whole being, and, if not wasted on desultory 
schemes, or if not purified by conscience and principle, 
bec~mes a dangerous and destructive element in the so. 
cial system, through" which it wanders in riot and disor­
der. Hence, in all wise monarchies-nay, in all well­
cons,tituted states, the peculiar care with which channels 
are opened for every art and every science ; hence the 
honour paid to their cultivators by subtle and thou~htful 
statesmen, who, perhaps, for themselves, see nothmg in 
a picture but coloured canvass-nothing in a problem 
but an ingenious puzzle. No state is ever more in dan­
ger than when the talent that should be consecrated to 
.peace has no occupation•but political intrigue or person­
al advancement. Talent unhonoured is t,alent at war 
with men. And here it is noticeable that the class of 
actors having been the most degraded by the public opin­
ion of the old regime, their very dust deprived of Chris­
tian burial, no meri (with certain exceptions in the com­
pany especially favoured by the court) were more re­
lentless and revengeful among the scourges of the revo­
lution. In the savage Collot d'Herbois, mauvais cmnedi­
en, were imbodied the .wrongs and the vengeance of a 
class. 

Now the energy of Jean Nicot bad never been sufti­
ciently directed to the art he professed. Even in his 
earliest youth, the political disquisitions of his master, 
David, had distracted him from the more tedious laboura 
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6f the easel. The defects of his person had imbittered 
bis mind; the Atheism of his benefactor had deadened 
his conscience. For one great excellence of Religion­
above all, the Religion of the Crosa-is that it raises P.t­
T11tKc11: first into a Virtue, and next into a Hope. Take 
away the doctrine of another life, of requital hereafter, 
of the smile of a Father upon our 11utrerings and trials in 
our ordeal here, and what becomes of Patience 1 But, 
without patience, what is man 1 and what a people 1 
Without patience, Art never_can be high; without pa· 
tience, J,iberty never can be perfected. By wild throes, 
and impetuous, aimless struggles, Intellect seeks to soar 
from-Penury, anti a Nation to struggle into Freedom. 
And wo-thus unfortified, guideless, and unenduring­
wo to both! 

Nicot was a villain as a boy. Jn most criminals, how­
ever abandoned, there are touches of humanity-relics 
of virtue ; and the true delineator of mankind often in­
curs the taunt of bad hearts and dull minds, for showing 
that even the worst alloy has some particles of gold, and 
even the best that come stamped from the mint of Na­
ture have some adulteration of tne dross. But· there. 
are exceptions, though few, to the general rule; excep­
tions, when the conscience lies utterly dead, and when 
good or bad are things indifferent but as means to some 
selfish end. So was it with the protege of the atheist. 
Envy and hate filled up his whole being, and the con­
sciousneu of superior talent only made him curse the 
more all who passed him in the sm1ligb1 with a fairer 
form or happier fortunes. But, monster though he waa, 
when hi11 murderous fingers griped the throat of his ben­
efactor, 'fime, and that ferment of all evil passions, the 
Reign of Blood, had made in the deep hell of his heart 
a deeper still. Unable to exercise his calling (for, even 
had he dared to make his name prominent, revolutions 
are no season for painters ; and no man-no ! not the 
richest and proudest magnate of the laad, has so great 
an interest in peace and order, has so high and essential a 
stake in the well-being of society, as the poet and the art­
ist), his whole intellect, ever reslless and unguided, was 
left to ponder over the images of guilt most congenial to 
it. He had no Future but in this life; and how, in this 
life, had the men of power around him, the great wres­
tlers for dominion, thriven 1 All that was good, pure, 
unaeUish-whether ainong the Royalists or Republicau 
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-swept to the sharqbles, and the deathsmen left alone 
in the pomp and purple of their victims! Nobler pau­
pers than Jean Nicot would despair ; and Poverty would 
rise in its ghastly multitudes to cut the throat of Wealth, 
and then gash itself lin1b by limb, if Patience, the Angel 
of the ~oor, sat not by its side, pointing with solemn fin­
ger to the life to come! And now, as Nicot neared the 
house of the Dictator, he began to meditate a reversal of 
his plans of the previous day; not that he faltered in his 
resolution to denounce Glyndon, and Viola would neces­
sarily share his fate as a companion and accomplice­
no, there he was resol11ed ! for he hated both (to say no­
thing of his old but never-to-be-forgotten grudge against 
Zanoni)-Viola had scorned him, Glyndon had served, 
and the thought of gratitude was as intolerable to him 
as the memory of insult. But why, now, should he fiy 
from France t he could possess himself of Glyndon's 
gold ; he doubted not that he could so master Fillide by 
her wrath and jealousy that he could command her ac­
quiescence in all he proposed. The papers he had pur• 
loined-Desmoulin's correspondence with Glyndon­
while it ensured the fate of the latter, might be eminent­
ly serviceable to Robespierre; mi~ht induce the tyrant to 
forget his own old liaisons with Hebert, and enlist him 
among the allies and tools of the King of Terror. Hopes 
of advancement, of wealth, of a career, again rose before 
him. 'rhis correspondence, dated shortly before Ca­
mille Desmoulin's death, was written with that careless 
and daring imprudence which characterized the spoiled 
child of Danton. It spoke openly of designs against 
Robespierre ; it named confederates whom the tyrant 
desired only a popular pretext to cru11h. It was a new 
instrument of death in the himds of the Death-compel­
ler. What greater gift could he bestow on Maximilien 
the Incorruptible ~ 

Nursing these thoughts, he arrived at last before the 
door of Citizen Dupleix. Around the threshold were 
grouped, in admired confusion, some .eight or ten sturdy 
Jacobins, the voluntary body-guard of Robespierre; tall 
fellows, well armed, and insolent with the power that 
reflects power, mingled with women, young and fair, 
and gayly dressed, who had come, upon the rumour thai 
Maximilien had had an attack of bile, to inquire tenderly 
of his health ; for Robespierre, strange though it seem, 
was the idol C\f the sex! 

o,g,,,edb,Google 



'136 Z!NONI. 

Through this eDf"tege, stationed without the door, and 
reaching up the stairs to the landing-place-for Robes­
pierre's apartments were not spacious enough to aft"o1d 
auftlcient antechambt>r for levees so numerous and mia­
cellaneo11s-Nicot forced his way; and far from friendly 
·or flattering were the expressions that regaled his ears. 

" .Aha, le joli Polichinelle r• said a comely matron, 
whose ·robe his obtrusive and angular elbows cruelly 
discomposed. " But how could one expect gallantry 
from such a scarecrow!" 

••Citizen, I beg to avise thee• that thou art treading 
on my feet. I beg thy pardon, but now I look at thine, 
I see the hall is not wide enough'for them." 

"Ho! Citizen Nicot," cried a Jacobin, shouldering his 
formidable bludgeon, "and what brings thee hilher 1 
thinkest thou that Hebert's crimes are forgotten already! 
Off, sport of Nature ! and thank the Etre Supreme that 
he made thee insignificant enough to be forgiven." 

"A pretty face to look out of the National Window,"f 
said the woman whose robe the painter had ruffled. 

" Citizens," said Nicot, white with passion, but con­
$training himself so that his words . seemed to come 
from grinded teeth, " I have the hpnour to inform you 
that I seek the Representanl upon business of the utmost 
importance to the public and himself; and," he added, 
slowly, and malignantly glaring round," I call all good 
citizens to be my witnesses when I shall complain to 
Robespierre of the reception bestowed on me by some 
among you." 

There was in the man's look and his tone of voice so 
much of deep and concentred malignity, that the idlers 
drew back ; and as the remembrance of the sudden ups 
and downs of revolutionary life occurred to them, sever­
al voices were lifted to assure the squalid and ragged 
painter that nothing was farther from their thoughts than 
to · oft'er affront to a citizen, whose very appearanf!e 
proved him to be an exemplary sans-cufott1. .Nicot re-

• The courteous uee of the plunil was proscribed at Parie. The 
Soc:WU.• Populairu bad decided that, whoever used it abould be 
proeecuted as nap«I e1 adulat...,. ! At the door of the public admin­
btrations and popular 1ocirtie1 wu written np, ••lei on s'honore du 
Citoyen, d on •• IUloy•" 11 ! Take away murder from the French 
Revolution, and ii becomes the greatest farce ever played before dae 
angels! . 

t The 1uillotina. 
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eei~ these apologies in sullen silence; and (oldiag hl1 
arms, leaned agaiDBt the wall, waiting in grim patience 
for his admission. 

The loiterers talked to each other in separate knots of 
twe and three ; and through the general bum rung the 
clear, loud, careless whistle of the tall Jacobin who stood 
pard by the stairs. Next to Nicot, an old woman and 
a young virgin were muuering in earnest whispers, and 
&he atheist painter chuckled inly to overhear their dis­
course. 

"I assure thee, my dear," said the crone, with a mf&­
terioua shake of her head, "that the divine Cathanne 
Tbeot, whom the impious 11ow persecute, is really in­
spired. There can be no doubt that the elect, of whom 
Dom Gerle and the virtuous Robespierre are destined to 
be the two grand propbe&a, will enjoy eternal life here, 
and extenninate all their enemies. There ia no doubt 
of it-not the least!" 

" How delightful !" said the girl: "ce clter Ro/Je8PietTe ! 
he does not look very long-lived either !" 

"The greater the miracle," said the old woman. "I 
am just eighty-one, and I don't feel a day older since 
Catharine Tbeot promised me I should be one of the 
elect!" 

Here the women were jostled aside by some new com­
ers, who talked loud and eagerly. 

"Yes," cried a brawny man, whose garb denoted him 
to be a butcher, with bear arms, and a cap of liberty on 
bis head, " I am come to warn Robespierre. They lay 
a snare for him; they ofl'er him the Palaia National. 
On ne peut 2tre mni .," peuple et ltabfur un palaU. ,,. 

" No, indeed," answered a cordonnier; "I like him best 
in bis little lodging with the TMnuUier; it looks like one 
of us." 

Another n1sh of the crowd, and a new group were 
thrown forward in the vicinitv of Nicol. And these 
111en gabbled and chattered faster and louder than the rest. 

" But my plan is-" 
".Au dia/Jle with yow plan. I tell you my scheme 

is-" 
" Nonsense !" cried a third. " When Robespierre 

understands my new method of making gunpowder, the 
enemies of France shall-" 
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" Bah ! who fears foreign enemies 1" interrupted a 
fourth : " the enemies to be feared are at home. My 
new guillotine takes off fifty heads at a time!" 

" But my new Constitution !" exclaimed a fifth. 
"My new religion, citizen!" murmured, complacen&ly, 

a sixth. 
" Sacre mille tt»lnM'e1, silence !" roared forth one of 

the Jacobin guard. · 
And the crowd suddenly parted as a fierce~looking 

man, buttoned up to the chin, bis sword rattling by bis 
aide, hie spurs clinl_ting at bis heel, descended the stairs, 
bis cheeks swollen and purple with intemperan.,, his 
eyes dead and 11avage as a vulture's. There was a •till 
pause as all, with pale cheeb, made way for the relent­
less Heoriot. • Scarce had this gruff and iron minion 
of the tyrant stalked through the throng, than a new 
movement, of respect, and agitation, and fear, swayed 
the inereasing <:rowd, as there glided in, with the noise- · 
lessness of a ..t1hadow, a smiling, sober citizen, plainly 
but neatly clad, with a downcast, humble eye. A milder, 
meeker face no pastoral poet could assign to Corydon 
or Thyrsis: why did the crowd shrink and hold their 
breath 1 As the ferret in a burrow, crept that slight 
form among the larger and rougher creatures that 
huddled and pressed back on each other as he passed. 
A wink of his stealthy eye, and the huge Jacobma lei\ 
the passage clear, without sound or question. On ha 
went to the apartment of the tyrant ; and thither will 
we follow him. · 

CHAPTER VII. 

" Conslllutum eat ut quiaquis eum ltominma. dixiaeet, rui-, cap­
italem '{>8nderet pmnam, ST. AuG.-0/ tJac God Smspu, I. lB, a 
Civ. Dt1., c. "· . 

RoHSPIHRll: was reclining languidly in his fautetiil, 
hie cadave_rous countenance more jaded and fatigued 

• Or Hnnriot. It ia singular how undetermined are not only the 
characters of the French Revolution, but even the spelling of their 
Dami!•· .\\'.•Lh the ~islorians .it is Vergniaud, wit.h the jou~nali9ts of 
the uma 1t 11 VerJ111•ua.- W11la one authority It 1a RobeapMlmt, w1til u.ithw RobMpi&m. · 
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than usual. ·He to whom Catharine Theot assured im­
mortal life, looked, indeed, "like a man at death's door. 
On the table before him was a dish heaped with oran­
ges, with the juice of which it is said that he could 
.alone assuage the acrid bile that overflowed bis system. 
And an old woman, rirhly dressed (she had been a 
marquise in the old regltne), was employed in peeling 
the Hesperian fruits for the sick Drdgon, with delicate 
·fingers ·covered with jewels. I .have before said that 
Robespierre was the idol of the women. Strange, cer­
'8inly ! but then they were ·French women ! The old 
marquue, who, like Catharine Theot, called him" son," 
really seemed to love him piously and disinterestedly 
as a mother; and as she peeled 'he oranges, and heaped 
on him the most caressing and soothing expressions, 
the livid ghost of a smile lluttered about his meager 
lips. At a dietance, Payan and Couthon, seated at an­
other table, were writing rapidly, and occasionally palls­
ing from their work to consult with each other in brief 
whispers. 
· Suddenly, one of the Jacobins opened the door, and 
approaching Robespierre, whispered to him the name 
of Guerin.• At that word the sick man started up0as 
if new life were in the sound. . 

" My kind friend," he said to the m<JNJUUe, " forgive 
me ; I must dispense with thy tender cares. France 
demands me. l am never ill when I can serve my 
country!" • 

'fhe old- marquise lifted up her eyes to hea•en and 
murmured, " Quel Ange!" 

Robespierre waved his hand impatiently, and the old 
woman, .with a sigh, patted his pale cheek, kissed bis 
forehead, and submissively withdrew. The next mo­
ment, the smiling, sober man we have before described 
stood, bending low, before the tyrant. And well might 
Robespierre welcome one of the subtlest agents or bis 
power; one on whom be relied more than the clubs or 

·bis Jacobins, the tongues of his orators, the bayo­
nets or his armies ; Guerin, the most renowned of 
his ecouleur.r, the searching, prying, universal, omni­
present spy, who glided like a sunbeam through chink 
and crevice, and brought to him intelligence, not only 
of the deeds, but the hearts of men ! 

• See, for the espionage on which Gu,rin wu employed, Leap., 
pieR ~ &tr:, '°11 i;1 p. 3118. No. n•iii. . 
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"Well, citisen, well! and what or Tallien 1" 
" This morning, early, two minutes after eight, he 

went out." 
" So early 1 hem !" 
" He passed Rue des Quatre Fils, Rue du Temple, 

Rue de La Reunion, au Maraia, Rue .Martin ; nothing 
observable except that-" "' 

" 'rha.t what l" 
'' He amused himself at a stall in bargaining for aome 

books." 
" Bargaining..Cor books ! · Aha, the charlatan ! he 

would cloak the intriguant under the 8avant I Well !" 
"At last, in the Hue des Fosses Montmartre, an in­

dividual in a blue surtout (unknown) accosted him. 
They walked together about the street some minutes, 
and were joined by Legendre." 

" Legendre! approach Payan! Legendre, thou hear­
est!" 

"I went into a rruit-stall and hired two little girls to 
go and play at ball within hearing. They heard Legen­
dre say, • I believe hi• power is weanng itself out.' 
.And Tallien answered, ' And himself too. I would not 
give three months' purchase for his life.' I do not 
know, citizen, if they meant thee!" 

" Nor I, citizen," answered RObespierre, with a fell 
smile, succeeded by an expression of gloomy tbought~ 

_" Ha!" he muttered, "I am young yet-in the prime of 
life. I commit no excess. No ; my constitution is 
sound-sound. Anything farther of Tallien 1" 

"Yes. The woman whom he loves-Teresa de Fon­
tenai-who lies in prison, still continues to correspond 
with him; to urge him to save her by thy destruction; 
This my listeners overheard. His servant is the mes­
senger between the prisoner and himself.'' 

" So ! The servant shall be seized in the open streets 
of Paris. The Reign of Terror is not over yet. With 
the letters found on him, if such their context, I will 
pluck Tallien from his benches in the Convention." 

Robespierre f()se, and, after walking a few moments to 
and fro the room in thought, opened the door, and sum­
moned one of the Ja.cobins \\ithout. To him he gaYe 
his orders for the watch and arrest of Tallien's servant, 
and threw himself a~ain into his chair. As the Jacobin 
departed, Guerin whispered, 

"II not that the Citizen .A.ristidea 1" 
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"Yes; a faithful fellow, If be would wash himself, 

and not swear so much." 
"Didst thou not guillotine his brother1" 
"But Aristides denounced him." 
" Nevertheless, are such men safe about thy person 1" 
"Humph! that is true." And Robespierre, drawing 

out his pocket-book, wtote a memorandum in it, replaced 
it in his vest, and resumed : 

" What else of 'l'allien 1" 
"Nothing more. He and Legendre, with the un. 

known, walked to the Jardin Egalile, and there parted. 
I saw Tallien to his house. li11t I have other news. 
Thou badst me watch for those who threaten .thee in se­
cret letters." 

" Guerin ! Hast thou detected them 1 Hast tbou­
hast thou-" 

And the tyrant, as he spoke, opened and shut both his 
hands, as if already grasping the lives of the writers, and 
one of those convulsive grimaces, that seemed like an 
epileptic aft"ectioo, to which he was subject, distorted his 
features. 

"Citizen, I think I have found 011e. Thou must know, 
that among those most disaft"ected is the painter Nicot." 

"Stay, stay!" said Robespierre, openintr a manuscripi 
book, bound in red morocco (for Robespierre was neat 
and p~cise, even in his death-lists), and turning to an 
alphabetical index-" Nicot ! I have him-atheist, 8aru­
culotte (l hate slovens)-friend of Hebert! Aha! N.8 .. 
Rene Damas knows of his early career and crimes. 
Proceed!" 

" Th'8 Nicot has been suspected of diffusing tracts and 
pamphlets agsinst thyself and the Comite. Yesterday 
evening, when he was out, his porter admitted me into 
his apartment, Rue Beau-Repaire. With my master-key 
I opened his desk and escritoire. I found therein a 
drawing of thyself at the guillotine; and underneath was 
written, ' Bourreau de ton pay8 Ju r arret de ton chdtiment !' 
I compared the words with the fragments of the various 
letters thou gavest me : the handwriting tallies with one. 
See, I tore olf the writing." 

Robespierre ·1ooked, smiled, and, as if his vengeance 
were already satisfied, threw himself on his chair. " It 
is well ! I feared it was a more powerful enemy. Thia 
man must be arrested at on~e." 
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"And he waits below. I brushed by him as I ascend­
ed the stairs." 

"Does he so 1 admit-nay-hold! hold! Gu6rin, with­
draw into the inner chamber till I summon thee again, 
Dear Payan, see that this Nicot conceals no weapons." 

Payan, who was as brave as Robespierre was pusil­
lanimous, repressed the smile of disdain that quivered 
on his lips a moment, and left the room. 

:Meanwhile, Robespierre, with his head buried in his 
bosom, seemed plunged in deep thought. " l..ife i1t a 
melancholy thing, Couthon !" said he, suddenly. 

"Begging your pardon, I think death worse," answer­
ed the philanthropist, gently. 

RobesP.ierre made no rejoinder, but took from his 
portefemlle that singular letter which was found after­
ward among his papers, and is marked LXI. in the pu~ 
lished collection.• 

"Without doubt," it began, "you are uneasy at not 
having earlier received news from me. Be not alarm­
ed ; you know that I ought only to reply by our ordi­
nary courier;. and, as he has been interrupted dtmS 1a 
dernih-e cour1e, that is the cause of my delay. \Vhen 
you receive this, employ all diligence to fty a theatre 
where you are about to appear and disappear for the 
last time. It were idle to recall to you all the reasons 
that expose you to peril. The last step that should 
place you 1ur 'le 1opha de la prelidence, but brings you 
to the scaffold; and the mob will spit on your face as 
it has spat on those whom you have judged. Since, 
then, you have accumulated here a sufficient treasure 
for existence, I await yon with great impatience, to 
laugh with you at the part you have played in the 
troubles of a nation as credulous as it is avid of nov­
elties. Take your part according to onr arrangements: 
all iR prepared. I conclude : our courier waits. I ex-
pect your reply." · · 

Musingly and slowly the Dictator devoured the con­
tents of this epistle. "No," he said to himself, "no; 

•he who has tasted power can no longer enjoy repose. 
¥et, Danton, Danton ! thou wert right ; better to be ·a 
poor fisherman than to govern men. "t 

* Papisre m6dite, &c., vol. ii., 'P· 158. 
t "Il -Wait mi,,.iz," 11id Danton, in hie donaeon, "ltn • 

1""""1 pie/mu l/U• tk 1- U:1 hommu !" 
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The door opened, and Ps:yan reappeared, and whis­
pered Robespierre, " All is safe I See the man." 

The Dictator, satisfied, summoned hia attendant Jaco- · 
bin to conduct Nicot to his presence. The painter en­
tered with a fearless expression in his deformed fea­
tures, and stood erect before Robespierre, who scanned 
him with a sidelong eye. 

It is remarkable that most of the principal actors of 
the ReYolution were singularly hideous in appearance ; 
from the colossal ugliness of Mirabeau and Danton, or 
the villauous ferocity in the countenances of David and 
Simon, to the filthy squalor of Marat, the sinister and 
bilious meanness of the Dictator's features. But Robes­
pierre, who was said to resemble a eat, had also a cat's 
cleanness ; and his prim and dainty dress, his shaven 
smoothness, the womanly whiteness of his lean hands, 
made yet more remarkable the ~isorderly ruffianism 
that characterized the attire and mien of the painter-
1ans-culotte. 

"And so, citizen," said Robespierre, mildly, "thou 
wpuldst speak with me 1 I know thy merits and civism 
have been overlooked too' long. Thou wouldst ask 
some suitable provision in the state 1 Scruple not ; 
say on!" 

" Virtuous Robespierre, toi qui eclaires runivers, I 
come not to ask a favour, but to render service to the 
state. I have discovered a correspondence that lays 
open a conspiracy, of which many of the actors are 
yet unsuspected." And he placed the papers on the ta- 1 

hie. Robespierre seized, and ran his eye over them 
rapidly and eagerly. 

"Good! good!" be muttered to himself; "this is all 
J wanted. Barrere-Legendre ! I have them ! Ca­
mille Desmoulins was but their dupe. I loved him 
once ; I never loved them ! Citizen Nicot, I thank 
thee. J observe these letters are addressed to an Eng­
lishman. What Frenchman but must distrust these 
Enirlish wolves in sheep's clothing ! France wants no 
longer citizens of the world ; · that farce ended with 
Anach~is Clootz. I beg pardon, Citizen Nicot; but 
Clootz and Hebert were thy friends." . • 

"Nay," said Nicot, apologetically, "we are all liable 
to be deceived. I ceased to honour them when thou 
didst declare a~inst; for I disown my own senses 
rather than thy JUstice." 
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" Yee. I pretend to justice ; ibat u the virtue I a(. 
feet," said Robespierre, meeldy; and with his feline 
propensities he enjoyed, even in that critical hour of 
vast schemes, of imminent danger, of meditated re­
venge, the pleasure of playing with a solitary victim.• 
" And my justice shall no longer be blind to thy ee"i· 
ces, good Nicot. Thou knowe11t this Glyndon 1" 

"Yes, well, intimately. He wu my friend, but I 
would give up my brother if he were one of the ' in­
dulgentl.' I am not ashamed to say that I have receiv­
ed favours from this man." 

" Aha ! and thou dost honestly hold the doctrine, that 
where a man threatens my life, all personal favours are 
to be forgotten 1" 

"All!" 
" Good citizen ! kind Nicot ! oblige me by writing the 

address of this Glyndon." 
· Nicot stooped to the table, and suddenly, when the 
pen was in his hand, a thought flashed across him, aud 

.he paused, embarrassed and confused. 
"Write on, kind Nicot !'' • . 
"The painter slowly obeyed. 
" Who are the other familiars of Glyndon 1" 
"It was that I was about io· name to thee, repre1m­

tant," said Nicot. "He visits daily a woman, a foreign­
er, who knows all his sec:rets ; she atrects to be poor, 
and to support her child by jndustry. }Jut she is the 
wife of an Italian of immense wealth, and there is no 
doubt that she has money.s which .are spent in corrupt­
ing the citizens. She should be seized aud arrested." 

"Write down her name also." 
" But no time is to be lost; for I know that both have 

a design to escape from Paris this very night." . 
" Our government is prompt, good Nicot-never fear. 

Humph! humph!" and Robespierre took the paper on 
which Nicot bad written, and, stooping over it-for he 
was near-sighted-added, smilingly," Dost thou always 
write the same hand, citizen 1 '!'his seems almost like 
a disguised character." 
· •• 1 should not like them to know who denounced them. 
repre1entant." 

· * The moat detestable anecdote of this peculiar hypocrisy in 
Robespierre i1 that in which he i1 recorded to haYe tenderly preeeed 
the bend of hie old .chooJ.friend, Camille Desmoulina, the day tbal 
be 1iped I.he warrant for hie arreet. 
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· "Good ! good ! 'Thy virtue ahall be rewarded, truat 
me. &Jut et fratemile I" 

Robespierre half rose aa he spoke, and Nicot with­
drew. 

"Ho, there! without!" cried the dictator, ringing bis 
bell : and as the ready Jacobin attended the aummona, 
"Follow that man, Jean Nicot. 'fhe instant he has 
cleared the house, seize him. At once to the Concie11o 
Jerie with him ! Stay! nothing against the law: there 
is thy warrant. The public accuser ahall hue my in­
struction. A way ! quick !" 

The Jacobin vanished. All trace of illoeu, of infirm­
ity, had gone from the nletudinarian; he stood erect 
on the ftoor, his face twitching convulsively, and his arms 
folded. " Ho! Guerin !" (the spy reappeared), " take 
. .these addre88es ! Within an hour this Englishman and 
this woman must be in prison : their revelations will aid 
me against worthier foes. 'fhey shall die; they shall 
perish with the rest on the tenth : the third day from this. 
There!" and he wrote haat.ily, "there, alao, is thy war­
rant! Oft'!" 

"And now, Couthon-?ayan-we will dally no longer 
with Tallien and his crew. I have information that the 
Convention will not attend the f~te on the tenth. · We 
must trust only to the sword of the law. I must com­
pose my thoughts-prepare my harangue. To.morrow 
I will reappear at the Convention; to-morrow the bold 
St. Just joins us, fresh from our victorious armies: to­
morrow, from the tribune, I will dart the thunderbolt on 
the masked enemies of France ; to-morrow I will d .. 
mand, in the face of the country, the heads of the con_. 
spirators." 

CHAPTER VIII. 

"Le glam eet eontre toi toom6 de toute1 pal1e8." 
L.t. H.un, J-. Nap/#, acL iY., IC. " 

lit the mean t.ime, Glyndon, after an audience of some 
length with C-, in which the final preparations were 
arranged, sanguine of safety, and foreseeing no obstacl~ 
&o escape, bent his way back to Fillide. Suddenly, in 

VoL. Il.-N 
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the midst of his cheerful thoughts, he fancied he heard 
a voice, too well and &oo terribly recognised, hissing in 
hi8 ear," What ! thou wouldst defy and escape me ! thou 
wouldst go back to virtue and content. It is in vain ; it 
is too late. No, I will not haunt thee; human footsteps, I 

.no lesa inexorable, dog thee now. Me thou shalt not . 
aee again till in the dungeon, at midnight before thy 
doom! Behold !" 

And Glyndon, mechanically turning his head, saw close 
behind him the s&ealthy figure or a man, whom be had 
observed before, but with little heed, p888 and repass him, 
aa be quitted the house or citizen C--. Instantly and 
iustinc\,ively he knew that he· wu watched-that he was 
pursued. 'fhe street be was in was obscure aod deser­
ted, for the day was oppressively sultry, and it was the 
hour when few were abroad, either 011 busineaa or pleas­
ure. Bold aa he was, an icy chill shot through his heart. 
He knew too well the tremendous system that then 
reigned in Paris not to be aware or his danger. As the 
aight or the first plague-boil to the victim of the Pcisti­
lence was the first sight of the shadowy spy to that of 
the Revolution ; the w•tch, the arrest, the trial, the goil- -
lotine--theae made the regular and rapid steps of the 
monster that the anarchists called Law! He breathed 
hard, he heard distinctly the loud beating of his heart. 
And so he paused, still and motionless, gazing upon the 
abadow that halted also behind him ! 
. Presently, the absence of all allies to the spy, the soli­
tude.or the streets, reanimated his courage; he made a 
atep towards bis pursuer, who retreated as he advanced. 
''Citizen, thou followest me," he said. "Thy busineas 1" 

" Surely," answered the man, with a deprecating smile, 
" the streets are broad enough for both 1 Thou art not 
so bad a republican as to arrogate all Paris to thyself!" 

" Go on first, then. I make way for thee." 
The man bowed, doffed his hat politely, and passed 

forward. The next moment Glyndon plunged into a 
winding lane, and fled fast throngh a labyrinth of atreeta, 
passages, and alleys. By degre~s he composed himself, 
and, looking behind, imagined that he had baffled the pur­
suer; he then, by a circuitous route, bent bis way once 
more to bis home. Ashe emerged into one of the broad­
er streets, a passenger, wrapped in a mantle, brushing so 
quickly by him that he did not observe his countenance, 
whi11pered1 " Clarence Glyndon, you are dogged ; follow 
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me!" and the stranger walked quickly before him. Clar­
ence turned, and sickened once more to aee at his heels, 
with the imme servile smile on his face, the pursuer be 
fancied he had escaped. He forgot the injunction of the 
stranger to follow him, and perceiving a crowd gathered 
close at hand, round a caricature shop, dived amid them, 
and, gaining another street, altered the direction he bad 
before taken, and, after a long and breathless course, 
gained, without once more seeing the spy, a distant par­
tier of the city. Here, indeed, all seemed so serene and 
(air, that his artist-eye, even in that imminent hour, rested 
with pleasure on the scene. It was a comparatively 
broad space, formed by one of the noble quais. The 
Seine ftowed majestically along with boats and craft rest­
ing on its surface. The sun gilt a thousand spires and 
domes, and gleamed on the white palaces of a fallen chiv­
alry. Here, fatigued and panting, he paused an instant, 
and a cooler air from the river fanned his brow. "A "while, 
at least, I am safe here," he murmured; and as be spoke, 
some thirty paces behind him he beheld the spy. He 
atood rooted to the spot : wearied and spent as be was, 
escape seemed no longer possible-the river on one 
side (no bridge at hand}, and the long row of manaions 
closing up the other. As he halted he heard laughter 
and obscene songs from a house a little in his rear; be­
tween himself and the spy. It was a caje fearfully known 
in that quarter. Hither often resorted the black troop 
of Henriot-the minions and huissiers of Robespierre. 
The spy, then, had hunted the victim within the jaws 
of the hounds. The man slowly advanced, and pausing 
before the opened window of the cafe,put his head through 
the aperture, as to address and sum·mon forth its armed 
inmates. • 

At that very instant, and while the spy's head wu thus 
turned from him, standing in the half-open gateway of 
the house immediately before him, he perceived the 
stranger who had warned; the figure, scarcely diatin­
guishable through the mantle that wrapped it, motioned 
to him to enter. He sprang noiselessly through the 
friendly opening: the door closed; breathlessly be fol­
lowed the stranger up a ftight of broad stairs, and through 
a suit of empty rooms, until, having gained a small cabi­
net, his conductor doft'ed the lai:ge hat and the' long man­
tle that had hitherto concealed his shape and features, 
and Glyndon beheld Zanoni. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

;. Think not mJ maric wondlll'll W101Jght by aid 
Ol Stygian angele 1ummon'd up from hell; 
8corn'd and accul'Md be thoae who hue -y•J 
Her rloomy Divea and Alritea to compel 
But b.J perception of the eecret t>OWere 
Of m1oeral 1prin_., in Nature's mmoet cell. 
Of berbe In curtam of her greenest bowera, 
And of tbe movinr etare o'er mountain-top• and-towere." 

Wirra11'1 Tr~ of T-, cant. xiv., ldiil. 

" You are safe here, young Englishman !" said Zanoni, 
motioniq Glyndoa to a seat. "J."ortunate for you that 
I come on your track at last !" · . 

" Far happier had it been if we had never met! Yet, 
even m these last hours of my fate, I rejoice to look 
once more on the 11.ce of that ominous and mysterious 
beinc to whom I can ascribe all the sufferings I have 

•known. Here, then, thou shalt not palter with or elude 
me! Here, before we part, thou 1balt unravel to me the 
dark enigma, if qot of thy life, of my own!" 

. "Hast thou suft'ered 1 Po·or Neophyte!" said Zanonl, 
pityingly. "Yes; I see it on thy brow. But where­
fore wouldst thou blame me t Did I not warn thee 
against the whispers of thy spirit 1 did I not warn thee 
to forbear.1 Did I not tell that the ordeal was one of 
awful hazard and tremendous fears t nay, did I not offer 
to resign to thee the heart that was mighty enough, 
while mine, Glyndon, to content met Was it not thine 

•own daring and resolute choice to brave the initiation t 
Of thine own free will didst thou make Mejnour thy 
muter, and his lore thy study!" 

"Bm whence came the irresistible desires of that wild 
and unholy knowledge 1 I knew them not till thine evil 
eye fell upon me, and I was drawn into the magic at­
mosphere of thy being !" 

.J • "Thou errest ! the desires were in thee; and wheth-
er in one direction or the other, would have forced their 
way! Man ! thou askest me the enigma of thy fate and 
my own! Look round ·all being: is there not mystery 

.everywhere1 Can thine eye trace the ripening of thf. 
arain beneath the earth 1 In the moral and the physi 

o,g,,,edb,Google 



-ZANCllfl. 149 

cal world alike, lie dark · portents, far more wondroua 
than the powers thou wouldst ascribe to me !" 

" Dost thou diso_wn those powers 1 dost thou confess 
thyself an impostor! or wilt thou dare to tell me that 
thou art indeed sold to the Evil One 1 a magician, whose 
familiar has haunted me night and day!" 

"It matters not what I am," returned Zanoni; "it 
matters only whet.her I can aid thee to exorcise thy dis­
mal phantom, and return once more to the wholesome 
air of this common life. Something, however, will I 
tell thee, not to vindicate myself, but the Heaven and 
the Nature that thy doubts malign." . . 

Zanol)i paused a moment, and resumed, with a alight 
smile, 

"Jn thy younger days thou hast doubdeaa read 'with 
delight the great Christian poet, whose Muse, like the -
morning it celebrated, came to earth •crowned with 
ftowers culled in Paradise.•• No spirit was more im­
bued with the knight.ly superstitions of the time ; and 
surely the Poet of Jerusalem hath sufficieatly, to satisfy 
even the Inquisitor he consulted, execrated all the prac­
titioners of the unlawful spells invoked, 

• Per ieforzar Cocito o Flegetonte.' 

But in his sorrows and hia wrongs, in the prieon of his 
madhouse, know you not that •raaso himself found his 
solace, his escape, in the recognition of a holy and apir· 
itual Theurgia, of a magic that could summon the Angel 
or the Good Genius, not the Fiend 1 And do you not 
remember how be, deeply versed as he was, for his age, 
in the mysteries of the nobler Platonism, which hints -at 
the secrets of all the starry brotherhoods, from the Cbal­
dman to the later Rosicrucian, discriminates, in his love-
ly verse, l:!etween the black art of Ismeno and the glori­
ous lore of the Enchanter who counsels and guides upon 
their errand the Champions of the Holy Landt Hu, 
not the charms wrought by the aid of the Stygian Reb­
els, t but the perception of the secret powers of the fount-

• " L' aurea- telta 
Di roa8 colta in Paredi9o inliore!' 

T ueo, Ger. Lib,, iv., 1. 
t Sea thia remarkable panage, which doas, indeed, not unfaith­

fully repreeent the doctrine of the Pftbagorean end the Platoniat, ill 
Taaeo, cant. xiv., etanzu xii. to :dvil. (Ger. Ub.) Tiiey '" beaa-
Ufully traAflat.d bJ Wl&a. N e 
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·ain and the herb, the Arcana of the unknown nature, and 
the nriou.a motioas of the stan. His, the holy haunw 
of. Lebanon and Carmel : beneath his feet he aa w the 
doude. the snows, the hues of Iris, the generations of 
the rains and dews. Did the Christian Hermit who con­
verted that Enchanter (no fabulous being. but the type 
of all spirit that would aspire through Nature up to God) 
eommand him to lay aside these sublime studies.• Le 
IOlite arte e J'uao mio l' No ! but to cherish and direct 
thein to wortby ends. And in this grand conception of 
the poet lies the secret of the true Theurgia, which 
startles your iporance in a more learned day with pue­
rile appreheDll.ODa, and the nightmares of a sic;k man's 
dreams." 

Again Zanoni panaed, and again resumed : " In ~es 
far remote, of a civilization far different from that which 
now merges the individual in the state, there existed 
men of ardent minds, and an inteBBe desire of knowl­
edge. In the mlghty and solemn kingdoms in which 
they dwelt, there were no turbulent and earthly chan­
nels to work off the fever of their minds Set in the an­
tique mould of caatea through which no intellect could 
pierce, no nlour could force its way, the thirst for wia. 
aom alone reigned in the hearts of those who received 
ita study as a heritage from sire to son. Hence, even 
in your imperfect record• or the progress of human 
knowledge, you find that, in the earliest ages, Philoao. 
pby descended not to the business and homes of men. 
It dwelt amid the wonders of the. loftier creation; it 
sought to analyze the formation of matter, the easen­
tials of the prevailing soul ; to read the mysteries of the 
starry brbs; to dive into those depths of Nature in which 
Zoroaster is said, by the schoolmen, first to have discov­
ered the arts which your ignorance classes under the 
i:aame of magic. In such an age, then, arose some men, 
who, amid the vanities and delusions of their class, ima. 
Jined that they detected gleams of a brighter and stead· 
aer lore. They fancied an affinity existing among all 
the works of Nature, and that in the lowliest lay the 
secret attraction that might conduct them upward to tbe 
loftiest.• Centuries paased, and lives were wasted in 

· • A11M4bly, it would -m. to the notion of Jamblichu1 &lid Plo­
tlnua, \hat the uni•e1'81 i1 ae an animal ; eo that there i• eympath:;' 
11111-11nicatioa between one part and the other; in the amaJf,. 
tit put _, be &Ile aub&lett nene. Auel beDc:e Uie um.....i mar· 

o,g,,,edb,Google 



·:U.MOM. 

-these discoveries ; but ttep after step WU chronicled 
and marked, and became the guide to the few who alone 
had the hereditary privilege to track their path. At Ian 
from this dimness upon some eyes the light broke ; but 
think not, young visionary, that to tho'8 who nuned 
unholy thoughts, over whom the Origin of Evil held a 
sway, that dawning was vouchsafed. It could be given 
then, as now, only to the purest ecstacies of imagination 
and intellect, undistracted by the cares of a vulgar life or 
the appetites of the common clay. Far from descending 
to the assistance of a ftend, theirs was but the august 
ambition to approach nearer to the Fount of Good; the 
more they emancipated themselves from this li_mbo of the 
planets, the more they were penetrated by the aplendour 
and beneficence of God. And if they sought, and at last 
discovered, bow to the eye of the Spirit all the 1ub&ler 
modifications of being and of matter mi!fhl be made ap­
.parent; if they discovered bow, for the wings oC the Spar· 
at, all space might be annihilated; and while the body 
stood heavy and solid here, as a detenecl tomb, the freed 
lua might wander from star to star : if such diacover­
ies·beciune in truth their own, the sublimest luxury of 
their knowledge was but this-to wonder, to venerate, fl" 
and adore! For, as one not unlearned in these high 
matters baa expressed it, • There is a principle · of the 
soul superior to all extemal nature ; and through this 
principle we are capable of surpassing tl1e order and 
1YStems of the world, and pai;ticipating the immo1ul life 
and the energy of the Sublime Celestials. When the 
soul 'la elevated to natures above itself, it deserts the 
order to which it is a while compelled, and by a religioua 
magnetism is attracted to another and a loftier, with 
which it blends and mingles.•• Grant, then, that such 
beings found at last the secret to arrest death ; to fasci· 
nate danger and the foe ; to walk the reTolutions of the .,_ 
earth unharmed ; think you that this life could teach 
them other desire than to yeam the more for the Jm. 
mortal, and to fit their intellect the better for the high~ 
being to which they might, when Time and Death exist 

11etieu\ of Natnre. But man eontemplatea the 11niv81'1e aa an ant.· 
malcule would an elephant. The animalcule, eeeinr acarcaly the 
tip of the hoof, would be incapable of comprebendinc that the tnank 
belonged to the nme creature, that the effect produced upon one U:• 
&remity would be felt in an inetant by the other. 

• From laaabliahut Oil U. Mretenu, o. ~ • .ct. ?. 
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no longer, be tratlalerred 1 A way with your gloomy 
pbantaaies of aorcerer and d12mon ! the soul . can aspire 
only to the light; and even the error of our lofty knowl-

·.;edge was but the forgetfulness of the weakness, the pas­
sions, and the bonds, which the death we ao vainly con­
q11ered only can p11rge away!" 

This address was so different from what Glyndon bad 
anticipated. that be remained Cor some momenta speech­
less, and at length faltered out, 

" But why, then, to me-" 
•• Why," added Zanoni, "why to thee have been only 

the penance and the terror, the Threshold and the Phan­
tom t Vain man! look to the commonest elements or 
the common learning. Can every tyro at his mere wish 
and will become the master 1 can the student, when he 
has bought his Euclid, become a Newton 1 can the youth 
whom the Muses haunt, say, 'I will equal Homer 1' yea; 
can yon pale tyrant, with all the parchment-laws of a 
hundred system-shapers, and the pikes or bis dauntlen 
'muUitude, carve at bis will a constitution not more vi­
cious than the one which the madness of a mob could 
overthrow 1 When, in .that far time to which I have re­
ferred, the student aspired to the heights to which thou 
wouldst have sprung at a single bound, ·be was trained 
Crom his very cradle to the career he was to run. The 
internal and the Gutward nature were made clear to his 
eyes, year after year, as they opened on the day. He 
was not admitted to the practical initiation till not one 

. ,,, earthly wish chained that · sublimest faculty which you 
"' call the bu.a1nnolf, one carnal desire clouded the pen­

etrative essence that you call the llfTKLLECT. And even 
then, and at the beat, how few attained to the last mys­
tery ! Happier inasmuch as they attained the earlier to 
the holy ~loriea for which Death is the heavenliest gate." 

Zanom paused, and a shade of thought and sorrow 
darkened his celestial beauty. 

".And are there, indeed, others besides thee and Mej· 
nour, who lay claim to thine attributes, and have attained 
to thy secrets 1" · 

" Others there have been before us, but we two now 
are alone on earth." 

" Impostor! thou betrayest thyself! If they could 
conquer Death, why live they not yet 1"• 

• Glyndon appea111 to forpt that Mejnour had before ~ere4 
Ole 'f«1 queet4cD which bi8 duubW bere a l800lld &ilne .. ,.._ 
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" Child or a day !" answered Zanoni, moaraf'ully, 
"have I not told thee the error of our knowledge was 

. the forgetfulness of the desires and passion• which the 
apirit never can wholly and pe11nanently conquer while 
this matter cloaks it t Canst thou thmk that it is no 
sorrow, either to reject all human ties, all friendahip, 
and all love, or to see, day aner day, friendship and love 

· wither from our life, as blossoms. from the stem 1 Canst 
thou wonder how, whh the power to live while the 
world shall last, ere even our ordinary date be finished 
we yet may prefer to di~ ! W ondei: rather that there 
are two who have clung so faithfully to .earth! Me, I 
.:onfess, that earth can enamour yet. Attaining to the 
last secret while youth was in its bloom, youth still 

. colours all around me with its own luxuriant beauty ; 
to me, yet, to breathe is to enjoy. The freshness has 
not faded from the face of Nature, and not an herb 

· in which I cannot discover a new charm, an undetected 
wonder. As with my youth, so with Mejnour's age ; he 
will tell you, that life to him is but a power to examilMI ; 
and not till be has exhausted all t.be·marvels which the' 
Creator has sown on earth, would he desire new habita­
tions for the renewed Spirit to explore. We are the 
types of the two essences of what is imperishable: • Aa'l', 
that enjoy. s, and Sc1ucie, that contemplates !' ~nd now, 
that tho~ mayst be contented that the secrets are not 
vouchsafed to thee, learn that so utterly must the idea 
detach iteelC from what makes up the occupation and 
excitement of men, so must' it be void ef whateJer 
would covet, or love, or hate ; that for the ambitious 
man, for the lover, the hater, the power avails not. And 
I, at last, bound and blinded by the most common of 
household ties-I, darkened and helpless, adjure thee, 
·the ballled and discontented-I adjure thee to direct, to 
guide me ; where are they-oh, tell me-speak ! My 
wife, my child 1 Silent ! ob, thou knowest now that I 
am no sorcerer, no enemy. I cannot give thee what 
thy faculties deny-I cannot achieve what the paaalon­
leu Mejnour failed to accomplish; but I can give thee 
the next best boon, perhaps the fairest-I can reconcile 
thee to the daily world, and place peace between ihy 
conscience and thyself." 

" Wilt thou promise 1" 
" By their sweet lives, I promise!" 
Glyndon looked and believed. He whispered t.be a4- · 
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clreu to the home whither bis fatal step already had 
brought wo and doom. · · . 

" Hlesa thee for this !" exclaimed Zanoni, paaaionate- . 
ly, "and thou shalt be blesaed ! What! couldst thou 
not perceive that at the entrance to all the grander 
worlds dwell tile race that intimidate and awe! Who in 
thy daily world ever left the old regions of Custom and 
Prescription, and felt not the first seizure of the shape­
leas and nameless Fear l Everywhere around thee, 
where men aspire and la~ur, though they see it not-­
in the closet of the sage, m the council of the demagogue, 
in the camp of. the warrior:....Cverywhere cowers and 
darkens the Unutterable Horror. But there, where thou 
hast ventured, alone is the phantom vUihle ; and never 
will it c:ease to haunt, till thou canst pasa to the Infinite, 
as the seraph, or return to the Familiar, as a child ! But, 
amwer me this : When, seeking to .adhere to some calm 
resolve of virtue, the Phantom hath stalked suddenly to 
thy aide; when its voice hath whispered thee despair; 
when its ghastly eyes would scare thee back to those 
ece~es of earthly craft or riotous excitement, Crom 
which, as it leaves thee to worse foes to the sow, its 
presence is ever absent, bast thou never bravely resisted 

. lhe spectre and thine own horrorl hast thou never &aid, 
•Come what may, to Virtue I will cliogl'" 

" Alas !" answered Glyndon, " only of late have I 
dared to do so." 

" And thou hast felt then that the Phantom grew more 
dim and its .power more faint." · 

"It is true." . 
" Rejoice, then ! thou hast overcome the true terror 

and mystery of the ordeal. Resolve is the first success. 
Rejoice, for the exorcism is sure ! Thou art not of those 
who, denying a life to come, are the victims of the In­
exorable Horror. Oh, when shall men learn, at last, 
that if the Great Religion inculcates so rigidly the ne­
cessity of FAITH, it is not alone that FAITH leads to the 
world to be ; but without faith there is no excellence in 
this ; faith in something wiser, happier, diviner, than we 
see on earth! the Artist calls it the Ideal, the Priest 
Faith. 1'he Ideal and Faith are one and the same. Re­
turn, 0 wanderer L return. Feel what beauty and holi­
ness dwell in the Customary and the Old. Back to thy 
gateway glide, thou Horror ! and calm, on the childlike 
beart, smile again, 0 azure heaven, with thy night and 

o,g,,,edb,Google 



IANONI. 166 

thy morning star but as one, though under ita double 
name of Memory and Hope!" 

.As he thus spoke, Zanoni laid his band gently on the 
burning temples of his excited and wonderi!lg liaten~r; 
and presently a sort of trance came over him : he im­
agined that he was returned to the home of his infancy; 
that he was in the small chamber where, over his early 
slumbers, his mother had watched and prayed. There 
it was-visible, palpable, solitary, unaltered. In the re­
cess, the homely bed ; on the walls, the shelves filled 
with holy books; the very easel on which he had first 
sought to call the ideal to the canvass, dust-covered, 
broken, in the corner. Below the window lay the old 
churchyard ; he saw it green in the distance, the sun 
glancing through the yew-trees; he saw the tomb where 
father and mother lay united, and the spire pointing up 
to heaven, the symbol of the hopes of those who con­
signed the ashes to the dnst; in his ear rang the bells, 
pealing, as on a Sabbath day ; far fted all the visions of 
anxiety and awe that had haunted and convulsed; 
youth, boyhood, childhood, came back to him with inno­
cent desires and hopes ; he thought he fell upon his 
knees to pray. He woke-he woke in delicious tears ; 
he felt that the Phantom was 'fled forever. He looked 
round-Zanoni was gone. On the table lay these lines, 
the ink yet wet : 

" I will find ways and means for thy escape. .At 
nightfall, as the clock strikes nine, a boat shall wait thee 
on the river before this house ; the boatman will guide 
thee to a retreat where thou mayst rest in safety, till 
the Reign of Terror, which nears its close, be past. 
1'hink no more of the sensual love that lured, and well­
nigh lost, thee. It betrayed, and would have destroyed. 
Thou wilt regain thy land in saCety-long years yet 
spared to thee to muse over the past, and to redeem it. 
For thy future, be thy dream thy guide, and &by ttears 
thy baptism." _. w" 

The Englishman obeyed the injunctions· of the letter, 
and found their truth. 
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CHAPTER X. 

" Quid IJlirue meu ~ in uno c:orpore forma1 !" • 
Paoru ... 

' 
ZUOlfl TO ••mova. 

"'811& is in one or their prisone-their inexorable pri~ 
ona. It is Robespierre's order-I have tracked the 
ca'ulle to Glyndon. Thia, then, made that terrible con­
nexion between their rates which I could not unravel, 
but which (till severed aa it now is) wrapped Glyndon 
himself in the same cloud that concealed her. In pris­
on-in prison! it is the gate of the grave ! Her trial, 
and the inevitable execution that follows such trial, is 
the third day from this. The tyrant has fixed all his 
schemes of slaughter for the 10th of Thermidor. While 
the deaths of the unolfeµding strike awe to the city, his 
aatellites are to massacre his foes. There is but one 
hope left-that the Power which now doom\the doom. 
er, may render me an instrument to expedite his fall. 
But two days left-two days ! In all my wealth of time 
I see but two days; all beyond-darkness-solitude. I 
inay save her yet. The tyrant shall ran the day befoni 
that which he has set apart for slaughter! For the first 
time I mix among the broils and stratagems of men, and 
my mind leaps up Crom my despair, armed and eager for 
the contest." 

A !Cl.'QWd had gathered round the Rue St. Hono~ 
young ·man was just arrested by the order of Robes. 
piemi. He was known to be in the service of Tallieo, 
that hostile leader in the Convention whom the tyran$ 
had hitherto trembled to attack. This incident had 
therefore produced a greater excitement than a circum· 
stance ao customary as an arrest in the Reign of Terror 
might be supposed to create. Among the crowli were 
many friends of Tallieil, many foes to the tyrant, many 
weary of beholding the tiger dragging victim after vie-
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tim to its den. Hoarse, foreboding murmurs were 
heard ; fierce eyes glared upon the officers as they seiz.. 
ed their prisoner; and though they did not yet dare 
openly to resist, thoee in the rear pressed on those be­
fore, and encumbered the path of the capti'fe and his 
captors. The young man struggled haril for escape, 
and, by a yiolent effort, at last wrenched himself Crom 
&he grasp. The crowd made way, and closed round &o 
protect him, as he dived and darted through their ranks ; 
but suddenly the trampling of horses was heard at hand ; 
the savage Henriot and his troop were bearing down 
upon the mob. The crowd ane way in alann, and the 
prisoner Was again seized by one of the partisans of tlll 
Dictator. · At that moment a voice whispered the pris­
oner: "Thou bast a letter, which, if found on thee, 
ruins thy last hope. Give it me ! I will bear it to Tal­
lien." 'fhe' prisoner, turning in amaze, read eomething 
that encouraged him in the eyes. of the. stranger who 
thus accosted him. .1'he troop were now on the spot ; 
the Jacobin who had seized ·the prisoner released hold 
or him for a moment, to escape the hoofs of the horses; 
in that moment the opportunity was found, the straager 
bad disappeared • . · .......... 

• · At the ho11se of Tallien the principal foes of the ty. 
rant were assembled. Common danger made common 
fellowship. All factions laid aside their feuds for the 
heur; \o unite against the formidable man who was 
marching over all factions to his gory throne. 'fhere 
was bold Lecointre, the declared enemy ; there, creep. 
ing Barrere, who would reconcile all extremes, the hero 
of the cowards; Barras, calm and collected ; Collot 
d'Herbois, breathing wrath and vengeance, and seeing 
not that the crimes of Robespierre alone sheltered his 
own. 

The council was agitated and irresolute. The awe 
which the uniform success, and the prodigious energy 
of Robespierre excited, still held the greater part under 
its control. Tallien, whom the tyrant most feared, and 
who alone could give head, and substance, and direction 
to so many contradictory passions, was too sullied by 
the memory of his own cruelties, not to feel embarrass. 
ed hr, his position as the champion of mercy. "It is 
true, ' he said, after aa anim!'tiog harangue from ~ 
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cointre, "that the Usurper menaces us all. But he is ltill 
so beloved by his mobs, still so supported by his Jaco­
bins; better delay open hostilities till .the hour is more 
ripe. To au.empt and not succeed, is to give us, hand 
and foot, to the guillotine. Every day his power must 
decline. Procrastination _is our be11t ally-" While ye& 
speaking, and while yet producing the effect of water on 
the fire, it was announced that a stranger demanded to 
see him instantly on business that brooked no det.y. 

"I am not at leisure," said the orator, impati4tndy. 
The servant placed a note on the table. Tallien openecl 
it, and found these words in pencil : '' From the prison 
·• Teresa de Fontenai." He turned pale, started bp, 
and hastened to the ante-room, where he beheld a face 
entirely strange to him. ' 

" Hope of France!" said the •isiler to him, and the 
•eq sound of his-voice went straight to the heart, "your 
servant is arrested in the streets. I have saved your 
life, and that of your wife who will be. Jt bring to you 
this letter from 'feresa de Fontenai." 

Tallien, with a trembling hand, openeci the letter, and 
read, " Am I ever to implore you .in vain 1 Again and 
again I say, Lose not an hour, if you value my life and 
your own. My trial and death are fixed the third day 
from this, the 10th Thermidor. Strike YAie it is yet 
time-strike the monster! you have two •n yet. IC 
you fail. if you procrastinate, see me for tlJe last time 
as I pass your windows to the guillotine!" 

"Her trial will give proof againsi you," said the 
stranger. " Her death is the herald of your own. Fear 
not the populace ; the populace would have rescued your 
servant. Fear not Robespierre ; be gives himself to 
your hands. To-morrow he comes to the Convention; 
to-morrow you must cast the last throw (or his head or 
your own." 

" To-morrow he comes to the f:onvention ! · And who 
are you that inows so well what ia concealed from 
met" 

"A man like you, who would save the woman be 
loves." 

Before Tallien could recover his surprise the viaiter 
was gone. • . 

Back went the Avenger to his conclave, an altered 
man. "I have heard tidings, no matter what," he cried, 
"Ulat have changed my purpose. On the Joth we are 
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destined for the guillotine. I revoke my counsel for de­
lay. Robespierre comes to the Convention to-morrow; 
th.ere we must confront and crush him. From the Mount­
ain shall frown a~inst him the grim shade of Danton ; 
from the Plain shall rise, in their bloody cerements, the 
spectres of Vergniaud and Condorcet. Frapp0118 !" 

"Frap]KJttaa !" cried even Barrllre, startled into new en­
ergy by the new daring of his colleague. " Fr"PJ'0118 ! il 
n'y .ague les morts gui ns revient pas." 

-J.t was observable (and the fact may be found in one 
o( the memoi• of the time) that, during that day and 
night (the 7th Thermidor), a stranger to all the previous 
events of that stormy time was seen in various parts et 
the city, in ·the cafes, the clubs, the haunts of the various 
factions ; that, to the astonishment and dismay of his 
hearers, he talked aloud or the crimes of Robespierre, 
and prediated his coming fall; and as he spoke he stirred 
up the hearts of men, he loosed the bonds of \heir fear, 
he inflamed them with unwonted rage and daring. But 
.what surprised them most was, that no voice replied, no 
band was lined against him, no minion, even of the ty­
rant, cried, ·•" Arrest the traitor." In that impunity men 
Jead, as ht a book, that the populace had deserted the 

·man of bit . 
Once a fierce, brawny Jacobin sprung up from 

tbe table · hich be sat, drinking deep, and, approach­
ing the stringer, aaid1 '' I seize thee in the name of the 
Republic." 

"Citizen Aristides," answered the stranger, in a whis­
per, " go to the lodgings of Robespierre; he is from 
home, and in the left pooket of the vest, which he cast 
oB not an hour since, thou wilt find a. paper; when thou 
hast read that return. I will await thee : and, if thou 
wouldst then seize me, I will go without a struggle. 
Look round on those lowering brows! touch m~ now, 
i.nd thou wilt be tom to pieces." 

The Jacobin felt as if compelled to obey against his 
will. He went forth, muttering: he returned; the stran­
ger was still there~ "Mille tonnerres," he said to him, 
" I tha~k thee ; the poltroon had my name in his list for 
the guillotine." -

With that the Jacobin Aristides sprung upon the table, 
and shouted, "De \th iQ ~4e T7rant !" . 
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CHAPTER XI. 

" Le lendemaln, 8 Tbermidor, Rohaplerre .. dkid9l prononcer 
*ID fameux dilcoura."-Ta1ca1, Hui. i.a la Remlwtior&. 

The morning rose-the 8th of Thermidor (July i6th). 
Robeapierre baa gone to the Convention.. He baa gone 
with his laboured speech; be baa tone with bis phrase. 
Q{t philanthropy and virtue; be baa g:>ne to single out 
his prey. All bis agents are prepared for his reception; 
t.he fierce St. Just baa arrived from the anuies, to second 
bis courage and inftame his wrath. His ominous appa­
ntion p~parea the audience for the crisis. "Citizens!'' 
~reecbed the ahrill voice of Robespierre, "others have 
placed before you ftattering pictures ; I come to announce 
\o you ~aelul truths. 

And they attribute to me, to me alone ! \irUtever ot 
harsh or evil is committed: it i8 Robespierre who wiah­
es it, it is Robespierre who ordains it. Is there a new 
tax! it is Robespierre who ruins you. ThaF call me 
iyrant ! and why t Because I have acquired 116me inftu~ 
ence; but bow t in s~aking truth ; and who pretend• 
that truth is to be Without force in the mouths or the 
Repreaentatives of the French people 1 Doubtless, Truth 
has its power, its rage, its despotism, its accents, touch­
ing, terrible-which resound in the pure heart as in the 
guilty conscience; and which· Falsehood can no more 
imitate than Salmoneus could forge the thunderbolts of 
Heaven. What am I whom they accuse t A slave or 
liberty; a living martyr or the Republic ; the victim, as 
the enemy, of crime! All ruffianism aft"ronts me; and 
actions, legitimate in others, are crimes in me. It is 
enough to know me to be calumniated. In my very 
zeal they arraign my guilt. Take from me my con. 
aeience, and I should be the most miserable of men !" 

He paused, and Couthon wiped his eyes, and St. Just 
murmured applause as with stem looks he gazed on the 
rebellious Mountain, and there was a dead, mournful, 
aud chilling silence through the aqdience. The touch­
ing sentiment woke no echo. 
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The orator cast hie eyee around. Ho! be will sc>on 
arouse that apathy. He proceeds: he praisee, he pitiee 
himself no more. He de.nounces-he accuses. Over­
ftooded with his venom, he vomits it forth on all. At 
home, abroad, finances, war-on all ! Shriller and sharp­
er rose his voice : 

" A conspiracy exiete against the Public Liberty. It 
owee its strength to a criminal coalition in the very bo­
•om of the Convention; it has accomplices in the bosom 
of the Committee of Public Safety. . . . What is ' 
ibe remedy to ·this evil J To punish the traitors; to ,pu­
rify this Committee ; to crush all factions by the weight 
of the National Authority; to raise upon their ruins the 
power of Liberty and Justice. Such are the principles 
of that Reform. Must I be ambitious, to profese them 1 
then the principles are proscribed, and Tyranny reigns 
among us! For what can you object to a man who is 
in the right, and baa at least this knowledge: he knows 
how to die for his native land ! I am made to combat 
crime, and not to govern it. The time, alas ! is not yet 
arrived when men of worth can se"e with impunity. 
their country. So long as the knaves ~e, the defend­
ers of liberty will be only the proscribed. · 

For two aours, through that cold and gloomy audi­
ence, shrilled the death-speech. In silence it began, in 
ailence clOSe<l. The enemies of the orator were afraid 
to express resentment ; they knew not yet the exaot 
balance of power. His partisan• were afraid to approve; 
they knew not whom of their own friends and relations 
the accusationa were designed to single forth. "Take 
care!" whispered "'each to each, "it ie thou whom he 
threatens." But silent though the audience, it was, at 
f.he first, wellnigh subdued. 1'here was still about this 
terrible man the spell of an over-mastering will. Al­
ways-though not what ie called a great orator-reso-

. lute, and sovereign in the use of words, wonls seemed 
· as things when nuered by one who with a nod moved the 
troops of Henriot, and inlluenced the judgment of R6n6. 
Dumas, grim President of the Tribunal. Lecointre of 
Vereaillea rose, and there· was an anxious moyement of 
attention ; for Lecointre was one of the fiercest foes of 
ihe tyrant. What was the dismay of the Tallien faction 
~what the complacent smile of Couthon, when Lecoin­
~re demaniled only that the oration should be f.rinted 1 All ...,lldMI ~ralyztia. ,A.t length, Bourdoa de l Oie'e, wboe9 
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name waa doubly marked in the black list· or the Dicta­
&or, stalked to the tribune,· and moved the bold counter­
rMOlution, that the speech sbould be ieferred t.o the two 
committees whom that very speech accused. Still no 
.applause from the conapiratora : they sat still u frozen 
men. The shrinking Barrere, ever on the prudent side, 
looked round before he rose. He rises, and sides with 
Lecointre ! Then Couthon seized the occasion, and from 
his seat (a privilege permitted alone to the paralytic 
philanthropist),• and with his melodious voice, sought to 
eoovert the crisis into a triumph. He demanded, not 
only that the· harangue should be printed, but sent to all 
$he communes and all the armies. "It was necessary 
to sooth a wronged and ulcerated heart. Deputies the 
moat fai~hful had been accused of shedding l>lood. Ab ! 
if u had contributed to the death of one innocent man, 
he should immolate himself with grief." Beautiful ten­
demees ! and while he spoke he fondled the spaniel in. 
bis boeom. Bravo, Couthon ! Robespierre triumphs! 
The Reign of TerrQr shall endure ! the old submission. 
eettles dove.like back in the assembly I They vote the 
printing of the death-speech, and its transmiasion to aH 
the municipalities. From the benches or the Mountain', 
Tallien, alarmed, dismayed, impatient, and indignant, cast 
his gaze where sat the strangers admitted to bear the de­
bates; alld aaddenly be 1net the eyes of the Unknown 
who had brought to him the letter from Teresa de Fon­
tenai the preceding day. The eyes fascinated him as 
be gazed. ln after times, he onen said, that their re-
1ard, fixed, earnest, half reproachful, and yet ·cheering 
and triumphant, filled him with new life and courage; 
They spoke to his heart as the trumpet speaks tQ the 
war-horse. He moved from his seat ; be whispered 
with his allies; thu spirit he had drawn in was cont&• 
gious; the men whom Robeapierre especially had de" 
nouooed, and who aaw the sword over their heads, woke 
from their torpid trance. Vadier, Cambon, Billaud-Va- . 
rennes, Panis, Amar, rose at once--all at once demand­
ed speech. Vadier is first beard, the rest succeed. It 
burs•, forth, the Mountain, with its fires and consuming 
lava ! ftood upon ftood they rush, a legion oC Cicero_• 

• M. Thiera iu hie Hi1tory. vol. iv., p. 79. mUM a eurioua bl~ 
der : he eaye, " Coutbon •'•lane. a la tribune." Poor Cout.bon I 
whoee half body w .. dead, and who wu alway• wheeled in bi. 
dWt Uito &be OllclftD&iola, ud 8jl0ke li!Uaf. -
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.tlpon the startled Cataline. Robespierre ~lten-hesi­
tates-wOllld qualify, retract. They gather new courage 
from his new fears ; they interrupt him ; they drown , 
his voice ; they demand the reversal of the motio11. 
Amar moves again that the speech be referred to the 
committees-to the committees-to his enemies ! Con­
fusion, and noise, and clamour! Robespierre wraps 
himself in silent and superb disdain. Pale, defeated, 
but not yet destroyed, he stands, a storm in the midst 
of a storm! 

The motion is carried. All men foresee in that defeat 
the Dictator's downfall. A solitary cry rose from the 
plleries ; it wu caught up ; it circled through the hall 
,-the a11dience.. " A • i. tyrim 1 Viw 1a mrbli'Jue t" 

CHAPTER XII • 

.. Aupni1 d'un C2't19 •l!llli uili que la Convention ii ratait cha 
daance1 pour que KOllelpiene .ortit nioqueur de c:eUe latte. "-LA· 
ca&TSLLS, vol m 

As Robespierre left the hall there waa a dead and 
ominous silence in the crowd without. Tbe herd in 
eve7. country side with success, and the rats run from 
lhe Wing tower. But Robespierre, who wanted cour­
age, never wanted pride, and the last often supplied the 
place of the first: thoughtfully, and with an impenetra­
ble ltrow, he paaaed through the throng, leaning on Ss. 
Just, Payan and his brother following him. 

AJ they got into the open space, Robespierre abruptly 
broke the silence. 

" How many heads were to fall upon the tenth t" 
" Eighty," replied Payun. 
" Ah, we must not tarry so long ; a day may lose an 

empire; terrorism must serve us yet!" · 
He was silent a few moments, and his eyes roved 

nspiciously through the street. 
"St. Just," be said, abruptly, "they hll.ve not found 

this Englishman, whose revelations or whose trial would 
have crushed the Aman and the Talliens. No, no ! 
my Jacobin& themselves are growing duU and blind. 
But they have seized a woman ouly a woman I" 
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u-A woman'• hand •tabbed Marat,"- 1aid St. Jud. 
Robespierre atop~ short, and breathed hard. 

"St. Juat," said he, "when this peril is pa111ed, we 
' will found the Reign of Peace. There shall be homea 

and gardens set apart for the old. David is alread:y de­
•igning the porticos. Virtuous men ahall be appointed 
to instruct the young. All vice and disorder shall be, 
flOt exterminated; no, no I only bai1i11bed ! We mu• 
not die yet. Posterity cannot judge us till our work i• 
done. We have recalled L'Etre Supreme; we must 
no·w remodel this corrupted world. All shall be love 
•nd brotherhood; and-ho! Simon ! Simon !-hold! 
Your pencil, St. Just I" And Robespierre wrote haatily. 
"Thia to Citizen President Dumas. Go with it quicft, 
Simon. These eighty heads must fall to.-morr-to­
"'°"°"'•Simon. Dumas will advance their trial a day. 
J will write to Fouquier Tioville, the public accuser. 
We meet at the Jacobina to-night, Simon: there we 
will denounce the Conveption itself; there we will rally 
J'OIJJld us the last friend• of liberty and France." 

4 1Jlpqt w.- heard in the distance behind-'' Yiw kl 
Republiqtuf" 

'fhe tyrant's eye shot a vindictive gleam. " The 
republic ! faugh ! We did not destroy the throne of a 
ihoueand years for that ct1114ille r' 

The trial, the e.recution of the victim# ia aJvanced a day I 
By the aid of the mysterious intelli~ence that had ~ided 
and animated him hitherto-, Zanon1 learned that his arts 
had been in vaiti. He knew that Viola was safe if she 
coul4 but survive an hour the life of the tyrant, He 
knew that Robespierre's hours were numbered; that the 
tenth Thermidor, on which he had originally designed 
ihe execution of his last victims, would see himself at I 

ihe scaffold. Zanoni had toiled, had schemed for the 
fall of ihe Butcher and his reign. To what end ! - A 
single word from the tyrant had baffied the result of all. I 

TKe execution of Viola is advanced a day. Vain seer, 
who wouldst make thyself the instrument of the Eter- .I 
nal; the very dangers that now beset the tyrant but ex-
pedite the doom of his victims! To-morrow, eighty 
beada, and-hers whose pillow has been thy heart I 'fg­
morrow~ 8DIJ Maximilien is safe 10-night I 
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CHAPTER XIII. -

• Erde 11181 nn'ielt in Erde etiuben 
lo'liqt der Geist doch au• dem mortChea Hau•! 

Seine Aacbe mar der Sturmwind treiben 
. Seioe ·Leibe dauert ewiJ aus !" 

ELaa1a. 

To-xouow ! and it is already twilight. One after one 
the gentle stars come smiling through the heaven1. The 
Seine, in its slow waters, yet trembles with the last kiaa 
or the rosy day; and atill, in the blue sky, gleam• the 
1pire of Notre Dame; and still, in the blue eky, looms 
ihe guillotine by the Barmre du Trine. Tum to that 
time-worn building, once the Church and the Convent or 
the Fnlrea-p~cheurs, known by the then holy name of 
Jacobin•; there the new Jacoblns hold their club. There, 
in that t>blong hall, once the library or the peaceful 
monka, assemble the idolators or Saint Robespierre. 
Two immense tribunes, raised at either end, contain 
the lees and dregs of the atrocioua populace, the ma­
jority or that audience consisting or the furiea or the 
guillotine (fariu tie JrUillotine). In the midst or the hall 
are the bureau and chair or the president-the chair long 
preserved by the piety or the monks as the relic of St. 
Thomae Aquiaas ! Abo\'8 this seat scowls the harsh 
bust" or Brutus. An iron lamp, and two branches, scat­
ter oYer the vaat room a murky fuliginous ray, beneath 
the light of which the fierce faces of that Pand&lmonium 
1eem more grim and haggard. There, from the orator's 
tribune, ahrieks the shrill wrath of Robespierre ! 

· Meanwhile, all is chaos, disorder, half daring and half 
cowardice, in the committee or his foes. Rumours fty 
from street to street, from haunt to haunt, from house 
to house. The swallows filt low, and the cattle group 
together before the storm. And above this roar or the 
)iYeB and things of the little hour, alone in bis chamber 
stood He on whose starry youth-symbol of the imper­
ishable bloom of the calm Ideal amid the mouldering 
Actual.:...the clouds of ages had rolled in vain. 

All those exertions which ordinary wit and courage 
could sunest bad been tried in vain. All auch e:a:er-
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tions wer1 In vain, whl.'re, in that saturnalia or death, a 
life was the object. Nothing but the fall of Robespierre 
oould have saved his victims; now, too late, that fall 
would only serve to avenge. 

Once more, in that last agony or excitement and de­
apair, the Seer had plunied into solitude, to invoke again 
the aid or counsel of those mysterious intermediates 
between earth and heaven who bad renounced the inter­
course of the spirit when subjected to the common bond­
age of the mortal. In the intense desire and anguish of 
his heart, perhaps, lay a power not yet called forth; for 
who has not felt that the sharpness of extreme grief 
cuts and grides away many of those strongest bonds of 
jnftrmity and doubt which bind down the souls of men 
to the cabined darkness or the hour; and that from &he 
cloud and thunder-storm often awoofS the OlympiQ 
C!&gle that can ravish us alo(l. . 

And the invocation waa heanl-the bondap of sen .. 
was rent away from the •isual mind. He looked an4 
aaw-no, not the being be bad called, :with its limbs of 
liaht, and unutterably tranquil aqiile-oot his familiar, 
A1on-Ai, the Son of Glory and the Star-but the Evil 
Omen, the dark Chimera, tile implacable Foe, with ex­
ultation and malice burqing in its bell-lit eyes. The 
f!;pectre, no longer cowering and retreating into shadow, 
roae before him, gigantic and erect ; the face, whose 
veil no mortal hand had ever raised, still concealed, but 
the form more distinct, corporeal, and casting from it, 
as an atmosphere, horror, &Qll rage, and awe. As an 
icebe~, the breath of that presence froze the air ; as a 
cloud, it filled the chamber, and blackened the stars from 
heaven. 

" Lo !" said its voice, " I am here onoe more. ThQu 
hast robbed me of a meaner prey. Now exorcise tl1!Jaelf 
from DlY power ! Thy life has lei\ thee, to live in the 
heart of a daughter of the chamel and the worm. In 
that life I come to thee with my ineiol'&bl~ tread. Thou 
art returned to the Threshold-thou w.bose steps have 
trod the verges of the Jpfinite ! And as the goblin of its 
phantasy seizes on a child in the dark, mighty one, who 
wouldst conquer Death, I seize on thee !" 

t• Back to thy thraldom, slave ! if thou art come to 
the voice that called thee not, i~ is again qol ~ com­
'°and, but to obey I Thou, (rom whose whisper I gain­
ed th11 boons ~f the lives lovelier an~ dearer than my 
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own-thotr, I command t11ee1 n"ot by spell and charm1 

but by the force of a soul mightier than the malice of 
thy being, thou se"e me yet, and speak again the se­
cret that can rescue the lives thou hast, by permission 
of the universal Masttlr1 permitted me to retain a whiie 
in the temple of the clay!" 

Brighter and more devouringly bumed the glare from· 
those lurid eyes ; more visible and colossal yet rose the 
dilatin~ shape; a yet fiercer and more disdainful hate 
spoke m the voice that answered, " Didst thou think that 
my boon would be other than thy curse 1 ltappy for 
thee hadst thou mourned over the deaths which come by 
the gentle hand of Nature: hadst thou never known how 
the name of Mother consecrates the face of Beauty,and 
never, bending over thy first-born, felt the imperish11ble 
sweetness of a father's love I They are saved, for what 1 
the mother, for the death of violence, and · shame, and 
blood-for the doomsman's hand to put aside that shining 
hair which has entangled thy bridegroom kisses; the 
child, first and last of thine offspring, in whom thou didst 
hope to found a race that should hear with thee the -mu· 
sic of celestial harps, and fioat, by the side of thy famil­
iar, Adon-Ai, through the azure rivers of joy-the child, 
to live on a few days, as a fungus in a burial vault, a 
thing of the loathsome dungeon, dying of cruelty, and 
neglect, and famine. Ha! ha! thou who wouldst baffie 
Death, learn how the deathle88 die if they -dare to love 
the mortal. Now, Chaldiean, behold my boons! Now 
I seize and wrap thee with the pestilence of my pres­
ence; now, evermore, till thy long race is run, mine 
eyes shall glow into thy brain, and mine arms shall clasp 
thee, when thou \vouldst take the wings of the Mornior, 
and' ftee ftom the embrace of Night!" 

" I tell thee no ! And again I compel thee, speak and 
answer to the lord who can command his slave. I know, 
though my lore fails me, and the reeds I clasp pierce my 
aide, I know yet that it is written that the life of which 
I question can be saved from the headsman. Thou 
wrappest their future in the darkneS8 of thy shadow, 
but thou canst not shape it. Thou mayst foreshow the 
antidote ; thou canst not effect the bane. From thee I 
wring the secret, though it torture thee to name. I ap­
proach thee ; I look dauntless into thine eyes. The soul 
that loves can dare all thinp. Shadow, I defy thee, and 
compel!" 
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The spectre waned and recoiled. Like a npour that 
lessens as the sun pierces and pervades it, the f'orm 
ahrunk cowering and dwarfed into the dimmer distance, 
and through the easement again rushed the stars. . 

"Yea," said the voice, with a faint aod hollow accent, 
" thou ctm1t eave her from the headsman; for il is written 
that sacrifice can save. Ha ! ha !" And the shape again 
auddenly dilated into the gloom of' i&a giant stature, and 
its ghastly laugh exulted, as if the foe, a moment bamed, 
had regained its might. "Ha! ha! thou canat save her 
life, if thou wilt ncriftce thine own ! Is it f'or this thou 
hast lived on through crumbling empires and countless 
generations of thy race 1 At last shall Death reclaim 
thee1 Wouldst thou save her1 die for her! Fall, 0 

·stately column, over which stan yet unformed may 
gleam-fall, that the herb at thy ~ may driuk a few 
hours longer the sunlight and the dews I Silent ! Art 
thou ready for the sacrifice 1 See, the moon moves up 
through heaven. Beautiful and wise one, wilt thou bid 
'her smile to-morrow on thy headless clay !" 
· " Bi.ck ! for my soul, in answering thee f'rom deptba 
·where-thou canst not bear it, baa regained its glory; and 
I hear the wings of Adon-Ai gliding musical through 
the air." 

He spoke ; and, with a low shriek of baftled rage and 
·bate, the thing was gone, and through the room 1'U8hed, 
luminous and sudden, the Presence of silvery light. 

As the Heavenly Visiter stood in the atmosphere of 
his own lustre, and looked upon the face or the Theur­
gist with an aspect of inetTable tendemeaa and love, all 
space seemed lighted from his smile. Along the blue 
air without, from that chamber in which his wings had 
halted, to 1he farthest star in the azure distance, it seemed 
as if the track of his ftigh.t were visible, by a lengthened 
splegdourin the air, like the column of moonlight on the 
·sea. Like the ftower that diffuses perfume as the very 
breath of his life, so the emanation of that presence was 
joy. Over the world, as a million time's swifter than 
light, than electricity, the .Son of Glory had aped his way 
·to the side of Love, his wings had aeattered. delight as 
·the morning scatters dews. For that brief moment, 
Poyerty had ceased to mourn, Disease fted from its 
prey, and Hope breathed a dream of Heaven into the· 
darkness of Despair. . . 

"Thou art right," said the melodious Voice. "Thy 
courage hu restored thy power. Once more, In the 
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haunts of earth, thy soul charms me to thy side. Wiser 
now, in the moment when thou comprehendest Death, 
than when thy unfettered spirit learned the solemn mys­
tery of life; the human alfections that thralled and 
humbled thee a while, bring to thee, in these last hours 
o( thy mortality, the sublimest heritage of thy race-the 
eternity that commences from the grave." 

"0 Adon-Ai," said the Chaldiean, as, circumfused in 
the splendour of the visitant, a glory more radiant than 
human beauty settled round his form, and seemed al­
ready to belong to the eternity of which the Bright One 
spoke, " as men, before they die, see and comprehend 
the enigmas hidden from them before,• so in this hour, 
when the sacrifice of self to another brin~ the course 
of ages to its goal, I see the littleness of hfe, compared 
to the majesty of Death ; but oh, Divine Consoler, even 
here, even in thy presence, the aft"ections that inspire 
me, sadden. To leave behind me in this bad world, un­
protected, those for whom I die ! the wife ! the child ! 
oh, speak comfort to me in this !" 

" And what," said the visiter, with a slight accent or 
reproof in the tone of celestial pity, "what, with all thy 
wisdom, and thy starry secrets ; ·with all thy empire 
of the past, and thy visions of the future-what art 
thou to the All-Directing and Omniscient t Canst thou 
yet imagine that thy presence on earth can give to 
the hearts thou lovest the shelter which the humblest 
take Crom the wings of the Presence that lives in Heav­
en t Fear not thou for their future. Whether thou live 
or die, their future is the care of the Most High ! In the 
dungeon and on the scaffold looks everlastingly the Eye 
of Hllf, tenderer than thou to love, wiser than thou to ' 
guide; mightier than thou to savo !" 

Zanoni bowed his head, and, when he looked up again, 
the last shadow had left his brow. The visiter was 
gone ; but still the glory of his presence seemed to shine 
upon the spot, still the solitary air seemed to murmur 
with tremulous delight. And thus ever shall it be with 

· those who have once, detaching themselves utterly from 
lif'e, received the visit or the Angel FAITH. Solitude and 
space retain the splendour, and it sottlea like a halo 
round their graves. · 

• The greatat poet, and one of the noblest thinkel'!I, of the last 
age, Aid, on hill deathbed, " Many thlnp obecure to me before, now 
clear up, and bec:o11111 Yiaible."-See tbe Life of Schiller. 

VoL. 11.-P 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

" Dann &Ur Blumentlur der Sterne 
Aufgeacbauet liebewarm 
Fue' ibn freundlicb arm in arm 
Trag' ihD iD die blaue Jo'eme." 

VBLABD, Aa"" Tool. 

Ha stood upon the lofty balcony that oYerlooked the 
quiet city. Though afar the fiercest paaaiona of men 
were at work on the web of strife and doom, all that 
pve itself to his view was calm and still iu the rays of 
\he summer moon, for his soul was rapt from man and 
man's narrow sphere, and only the serener glories of 
creation were present to the vision of the seer. There 
he stood, alone and thoughtful, to take the last farewell 
of the wondrous life that he had known. 

Coursing through the fields of space, be beheld the 
gossamer shapes whose choral joys his spirit had so 
often shared. There, group upon group, they circlell in 
the starry silence, multiform in the unimaginable beauty 
of a being fed by ambrosial dews and serenest light. In 
his trance all the universe stretched visible beyond : in 
the green valleys afar he saw the dances of the fairies; 
in the bowels of the mountains he beheld the race that 
breathe the lurid air of the volcanoes, and hide from the 
light of heaven; on every leaf in the numberless for­
ests, in eYery drop of the unmeasured seas, he surveyed 
its separate and swarming world ; far up in the farthest 
blue he saw orb upon orb ripening into shape, and plan­
ets starting from the central fire io run their day of ten 
thousand years. For every~here in Creation ia the 
breath of the Creator, and everywhere in which the 
breath breathes is life ! And alone in the distance the 
lonely man beheld his Magian brother. There, at work 
with his numbers and his cabala, amid the wrecks of 
Rome, passionless and calm, sat in his cell the mystie 
Mejnour; living on, living ever while the world laata, 
indifferent. whether his knowledge produees wdal or wo; 
a mechamcal agent of a more tender and a wiser Will, 
that guides every spring to its inscrutable designs. 
Living on-living ever-as Science that cares alone for 
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knowledge, and halts not to consider how knowledp 
advances happiness; how Human Improvement, rush­
ing through civilization, crushes iu its march all who 
cannot grapple to its wheels;• ever, with its cabala and 
its numbers, lives on to change in its bloodless move­
ments the face of the habitable world! 

And, "Oh, farewell to life !" murmured the glorious 
dreamer. " Sweet, 0 life, hast thou been to me. How 
fathomless thy joys ; how rapturously has my soul . 
bounded forth upon the upward paths! To him who 
forever renews his youth in the clear fount of nature; 
how exquisite is the mere happiness to lJe ! Farewell, 
ye lamps of heaven, and ye million tribes, the Pop'11ace 
of Air. Not a mot~ in the beam, not an herb on the 
mountain, not a pebble on the shore, not a seed far-blown 
into the wilderness, but contributed to the Jore that 
sought in all the true f.rinciple of life, the Beautifnl, the 
Joyous, the Immorta . To others, a land, a city, a 
hearth, bas been a home ; my home, wherever the intel­
lect could pierce, or the spirit-could breathe the air." 

He paused, and through the immeasurable space, his 
eyes and bis heart, penetrating the dismal dungeon, rest­
ed on his child. He saw it slumbering in the arms of 
the pale mother, and ki.r soul spoke to the sleeping soul. 
"Forgive me, if my desire was sin ; I dreamed to have 
reared and nurtured thee to the divinest destinies my 
visions could foresee; betimes, as the mortal part was 
strengthened against disease, to have purified the spirit­
ual from every sin ; to have led thee, heaven upon 
heaven, through the holy ecstasies which make up the 
existence or the orders that dwell on high; to have form­
ed from thy sublime affections the pure and everliving 
communication between thy mother and myself. The 
dream was but a dream ; it is. no more ! In sight myself 
of the grave, I feel, at last, that through the portals of 
the grave lies the true initiation into the holy and the 

• "Y oa colonize the lmd• of the aa•age with the Aoglo-Su:on; 
700 civiliae that oortion of IM tGTtJi; but is the aa•age civilized T He 
1t1 e:rtennin8ted f You accumulate machinery; you increue the 
total of wealth : but what becomes of the labour you displace! One 
poeration is 1acrificed w tho oeJ:t. You dift"oee knowledge, and the 
world -m• to grow brighter; bot Diecontent at PoYBrty replacM 
Jpor.- happy with ila crust. E•ery improvement, every advance- 't/ 
ment in civihzatiun, injures some to benefit othe111, and either cher-
ishes . the want of to-day or prepares the revolution of to-morrow."-
'ST&ru•• MoXT.i.0111. · 
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wiM. Beyond those portals I await ye botb, belOYed 
pil~ma!" . 

From bis numbers and bis cabala in his cell, amid the 
wrecks of Rome, Mejnour, startled, looked up, and, 
through the spirit, felt that tile spirit of his distant 
friend addreaaed him. ' 

" Fare thee well forever upon thia earth ! Thy last 
companion forsakes thy aide. Thine age su"ives the 
youth of all ; and the Final Day shall find thee still the · 
contemplator of our tombs. I go with my free will into 
the land of darkness ; but new suns and systems blaze 
around us from the grave. I go where the souls of those 
tor whom I resign the clay shall be my co-mates through 
eternal youth. At last, I recogniae the true ordeal and 
the real victory. Mejnour,cast down thy elixir; lay by 
thy load of years! Wherever the soul can wander, the 
Eternal Soul of all c.hings protects it still!" 

CHAPTER XV. 
" Ila ne •eulent plua perdre on moment d'on nuit Ii pr6cieoee. "­

L.loa& 'HLL&, tom. xii 

It was late that nightt aod R6ne..Fra~is Dumas, 
President of the Revolutionary Tribunal, had re-entered 
his cabinet, on his return from the Jacobin club. With 
him were two men, who might be said. to represent, 
the one the moral, the other the physical force of 
the Reign of Terror: Fouquier-Tinville, the Public Ac­
cuser, and Fl'all<{Oia Henriot, the General of the Parisian 
National Guard. This formidable triumvirate were at· 
aembled to debate on the proceedings ofthe next day; and 
the three sister-witches, over their hellish caldron, were 
scarcely animated by a more fiend-like spirit or engaged 
in more execrable designs than these three heroes of 
the revolution in their premeditated massacre of the 
n1orrow. · 

Dumas waa but little altered in appearance since, in 
the earlier part of this narrative, he was presented to 
the reader, except that his manner was somewhat more 
abort and severe, and his eye yet more restless. But 
he seemed almost a superior being by the side ef his 
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ueociate11. M~ Dllllias, bom bf respectable parents, 
and well educated, despite his ferocity, was not without 
a certain refinement, which perhaps rendered him the 
more acceptable to the precise and formal Robespierre.• 
But lknriot had been a lackey, a thief, a spy of the police; 
be had drank the blood of Madame de Lamballe, and had 
risen to his present rank for no quality but his ruffian-

. ism ; and Fouquier-Tinville, the son of a provincial ag­
riculturist, and afterward a clerk at the Bureau of the 
Police, was little lees base in bis manners, and yet 
more, Crom a certain loathsome buft'oonery, revolting in 
his speech; bull-beaded, with black, sleek hair, with a 
narrow aod livid forehead, with small eyes, that twin­
kled with a sinister malice; strongly and coarsely built, 
he looked what .be was, the audacious Bully of a law­
less and relentless Bar. 

Dumas trimmed the candles, and bent over the list or 
the victims for the morrow. 

" It is a long catalogue," said the president: " eighty 
triala for one day ! And Robespierre's orders to despatch 
the wbole/~B are unequivocal." 

"Pooh!" said Fauquier, with a coarse, loud laugh, · 
" we must try them m ma11e. I know how to deal 
with our jury. 'Je pe111e, CitoyetU, que "°"' 2161 con­
tiaitlCUI du cri1M du accwe11' Ha ! h& ! the longer the 
list the shorter the work." 

" Oh, yes," growled out Henriot, with an oath-as 
usual, half drunk, and lolling on his chair, with his 
spurred heels on the table-" little Tinville is the man 
far despatch." 

" Citizen Henriot," said Dumu, gravely, " permit me 
to request thee to select another footstool ; and, for 
the rest, let me wam thee that to-morrow is a critical 
'and important day ; one tha"t will decide the fate of 
France." · 

" A fig for little France ! Vitie le V ertueu.T Robes· · 
tM:e, la Culonne de la !Upuhlique ! Plague on this tallt­
aug ! it is dry work. Hast thou no eau de tiie in that lit-
1.le cupboard 1" 

Dumas and Fouquier exchanged looks of disgust. 
Dumas shrugged his shoulders, and replied, 

" It is to guard thee against eau de tiie, Citizen Gen: 

• Dllmas was a beau in hie way. Hie gala d ..... wa1 " 61-i. 
ml_,, with the bea rulllea. 

pg 
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eral Henrio&, that 1 have requested thee to meet me here. 
Listen, if thou canst!" 

" Oh, talk away! thy metier is to talk, mine to fight 
and to drink." 

"To-morrow, I tell thee, then, the populace will be 
abroad ; all factions will be astir. It is probable enough 
that they will even seek to arrest our tumbrils on their 
way to the guillotine. Have thy men armed and ready ; 
keep the streets clear; cut down without meroy whom­
aoever may obatruct the waya." 

" I understand," said Henriot, striking his sword ao 
loudly that Dumas half started at the clank ; " Black 
Henriot is no ' Indulgent.' " . 

" Look to it, then, citizen! look to it ! And hark 
thee," he added, with a grave and sombre brow, "if thou 
wouldst keep thine own head on thy shoulders, beware 
of the eau de vie." 

"My own head! 1acre mille ttlnMfTU ! Dost tho11 
threaten the General of the Pariaian army t" 

Dumas, like Robespierre, a precise, atrobilious, and 
arrogant man, was about to retort, when the craftier 

. Tinville laid his hand on his arm, and, turning to the 
general, said, " My dear Henrio&, thy dauntless republi- · 
canism, which is too ready to give oft'ence, must learn 
to take a reprimand from the representative of Republi­
can Law. Seriously, mon cher, thou must be sober for 
thl' next three or four days; after the crisis is over, thou 
and I will drink a bottle together. Come, Dumas, relax 
thine austerity, and shake hands with our friend. No 
quarrels among ourselves !" 

Dumas hesitated, and extended his hand, which the 
ruffian clasped ; and, maudlin tears succeeding his fe­
rocity, he half sobbed, half hiccoughed forth his protesta. 
tions of civism and his prbmises of sobriety. 

" Well, we depend on thee, mon general," said Dumas ; 
"and now, since we shall all have need of vigour for to­
morrow, go home and sleep soundly." 

" Yes, I Coqpve thee, Dumas, I forgive thee. I am 
not vindictive-I ! but still, if a man threatens me-if a 
man insults me"-and, with the quick changes of intox­
ication, again his eyea gleamed fire through their foul 
tears. With some difficulty Fouquier succeeded at laat 
in soothing the brute, and leading him Crom the cham­
ber. But still, as some wild beast disappointed of a prey. 
he arowled and anarled as his heavy tread deacencfild 
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the 1tairs. A. tall trooper, mounted, was leading Hellri­
ot's horse to and fro the streets; and, as the general 
waited at the porch till his attendant tumed, a stranger 
.stationed by the wall accosted him : 

"General Henriot, I have desired to speak with thee. 
Next to Robespierre, thou art, or shouldst be, the most 
powerful man m France." 

" Hem ! yes, I ou,,ht to be. What then 1 every man 
has not his deserts ! ' 

" Hist !" said the stranger; " thy pay ia acarcely 111it­
able to thy rank and thy wants." 

" That IS true." 
" Even in a Revolution, a man takes care oC hia Cor­

iunes !" 
"Dial>k! speak out. ci\izen." 
"I have a thousand pieces of gold with me-they are 

thine if thou wilt grant me one small favour." 
" Citizen, I grant it !" said Henriot, waving his hand 

majestically. " Is it to denounce some rascal who has 
elf ended thee !" , 

" No; it is simply this: write these words to Presi­
dent Dumo.a : • Admit the bearer to thy presence, and, if 
thou canst grant him the request he will make to thee, 
it will be an inestimable obligation to Franqois Henri­
ot.' " The stranger, as he spoke, placed pencil and tab­
lets in the shaking hands of the soldier. 

" And where is the gold 1" 
"Here." 
With some difticulty Henriot scrawled the words dic­

tated to him, clutched the gold, mounted his horse, and 
was gone. 

Meanwhile Fouquier, when he had closed the door 
upon Henriot, said, sharply, "How canst thou be so mad 
as to incense that brigand l Knowest thou not that our 
laws are nothing without the physical force of the Na­
tional Guard, and that he is their leader 1" 

" I know this, that Robespierre must bave been mad 
to place that drunkard at their head; and merk my words, 
Fouquier, if the struggle come, it is that man's incapaci-. tr and cowardice that will destroy us. Yes, thou mayst 
hve thyself to accuse thy beloved Robespierre, and to 
perish in his Call." 

"For all that, we must keep well with him till we can 
Ind the occasion to seize and behead him. To be safe, 
'We mtial t\wn on those who are still in power ; and Cawn 
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the more, 'he more we would depose them. Do not 
think this Henriot, when he wakes to-morrow, will for­
get thy threats. He is the most revengeful of human 
beings. Thou must send and sooth him in the morn-
ing!" . 

" Right," said Dumas, convinced. " I was too hasty ; 
and now I think we have nothing farther to do, since we 
have arranged to make short work with our f11Umh oC to.. 
morrow. I see in the list a knave I have long marked 
out, though his crime -once procured me a legacy: Ni­
cot, the Hebertist." · 

" And young Andre Chenier, the J>OOt 1 Ah, I forgot ; 
we beheaded Aim to-day .! Revolutionary virtue is at its 
acme. His own brother abandoned him !"• . 

" There is a foreigner-an Italian woman-in the list; 
bot I con find no charge made out against her." 

" All the same ; we must execute her for the 1ake of 
the round number: eighty sounds better than seventy-
nine !" . 

Here a huusier brought a paper, on which was written 
the request of Henriot. 

"Ah! this is fortunate," 11aid Tinville, to whom Dumas 
chucked the scroll ; " grant the prayer by all means, so 
at least that it does not lessen our bead-roll. But I will 
do Henriot the justice to say that he never asks to let 
off, but to put on. Good-night! I am wom out; my 
escort waits below. Only on such an occ,asion would I 
venture forth in the streets at night. "t And Fouquier, 
with a long yawn, quitted the room. 

" Admit the bearer !" said Dnmas, who, withered and 
dried, as lawyers in practice mostly are, seemed to re­
quire as little sleep as his parchments. 

The stranger entered. 
"Rene-Franc;ois Dumas," said he, seating himself op­

posite to the president, and markedly adopting the plural, 

* Hie brother ianid, indeed, to hne contnl>ated to the condemna­
tion of thie virtuous and illuatrioua person. He was heard to cry 
aloud, "Si mon frere eat coupable, qu'il periue." Thie brothet, 

· Marie-Joeeph, alto0 a poet, and the author of" Charles IX.," so cele­
brated in the earlier days of the Revolution, enjoyed, of course, ac­
cording to the wonted justice of the world, a triumphant career i. and 
wae eroctaimed in the Champ de Mare, " le premier dea polltee r11111· 
~. a title due to hie murdered brother. 

t. During the latter 11art of the Reign of Terror, Fouqum rarely 
lltined out at night, and never without an eteort. In tlie Rei&n of 
Tenor,· tbole lllOI& terrified were ile kinp. 
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aa if in contempt of the revolutionary jargon, " amid 
the excitement and occupations of your later life, I know 
not if you can remember that we have met before 1" 
· The judge scanned the features of bis visiter, and a 

pale blush settled on bis sallow cheeks. " Yes, citizen, I 
remember!" 

" And you recall the words I then uttered ! You spoke 
tenderly and philanthropically of your horror of capital 
executions ; you exulted in the approaching Revolution 
as the termination of all SJ1.nguinary punishments ; you 
quoted reverently the saying of Maximilien Robespierre, 
the rising statesman, ' the ~xeeutioner is the invention 
of the tyrant;' and I replied that, while you spoke, a 
foreboding seized me that we should meet again when 
your ideas of death and the philosophy of revolutions 
might be changed! Was I right, Citizen R<m6-Fran9ois 
Dumas, president of the Revolutionary Tribunal 1" 

" Pooh !" sai<l Dumas, with some confusion on his 
brazen brow," I spoke then as men speak who have not 
acted. Revolutions are not made with rose-water! But 
truce to the gossip of the long-ago. I remember, also, 
that thou didst then save the life of my relation, and it 
will please thee to learn that his intended murderer will 
be guillotined to-morrow." 

" That concerns yourself, your justice or your re­
nnge. Permit me the egotism to remind you that you 
then promised that if ever a day should come when you 
could serve me, your life-:yes, the phrase was, ' your 
heart's' blood-was at my bidding. Think not, austere 
judge; that I come to ask a boon that can affect your­
self; I come but to ask a day's respite for another!" _ 

" Citizen, it is impossible ! I have the order of Robes­
pierre that not one less than the total on my list must 
undergo their trial for to-morrow. As for the verdict, 
that rests with the jury !" 

" I do not ask you to diminish the catalogue. Listen 
· still ! In your death-roll there is the name of an Italian 

woman, whose youth, whose beauty, and whose free­
dom, not only from every crime, but every tangible 
charge, will excite only compassion, and not terror. 
Even you would tremble to pronounce her sentence. It 
will be dangerous on a day when the populace will be 
excited, when your tumbrils may be arrested, to expose 
youth, and innocence, and beauty to the pity and cour­
age of a revolted crowd." 
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· Dumas looked up, and shrunk from the eye of the 
19tranger. -

" I do not deny, citizen, that there is reason in what 
thou urgest. But my orders are positive." 

" Positive only as to the number of the victims. l 
offer you a substitute for this one. I ofl'er you the heacl 
of a man who kn_ows all of the very conspiracy which 
now threatens Robespierre and yourself; and compared 
with one clew to which, you would think-even eightf or• 
dinary·lives a cheap purchase." 

" That alters the case," said Duma&, eagerly ; " if thou 
canst do this, on my own responsibility I will paatpone 
the trial of the-Italian. Now name the proxy!' · 

"You behold him!" 
"Thou!" exclaimed Dumas, while a fear he could not 

conceal betrayed itself through his surprise. " Thou ! 
and thou comest to me alone at night, to oft"er thyself to 
tustice. Ha! this is a snare. Tremble, fool! thou art 
JD my power, and I can have both J" 

"You can," said the stranger, with a calm smile of 
disdain ; " but my life is valueless without my revela· 
tions. Sit still, I command you-hear me!" and the light 
in those dauntless eyes spell-bound and awed the judge. 
"You will remove me to the Conciergerie; you will fix 
my trial, under the name of Zanoni, amid your fournl:e 
of to-morrow. If I do not satisfy you by my speech, you 
hold the woman I die to save as your hostage. It is but 
the reprieve for her of a single daf that I demand. The 
day following the morrow, I shal be dust, and you may 
wreak your vengeance on the life that remains. Tush! 
Judge and condemner of thousands, do you hesitate 1 do 
you imagine that the man who voluntarily oft"ers himself 
to death, will be daunted into uttering one syllable at 
your bar against his will-1 Have you not had experi­
ence enough of the intlexibility of pride and courage ! 
President, I place before you the ink and implements! 
Write to the jailer a reprieve of one day for the woman -
whose life can avail you nothing, and I will bear the or­
.der to my own prison-I, who can now tell this much 
as an earnest of what I can communicate-while I speak, 
your own n~me, Judge, is in a list of death. I can tell 
you by whose hand i't is written down ; I can tell you in 
what quarter to look for danger; I can tell you from 
what cloud, in this lurid atmosphere, hangs the storm 
that shall burst on Robespierre and bis reign !" 

o,g,,,edb,Googie 

' 

' I 



ll.\NONI. 119 
Dumas grew pale ; and his eyes vainly sought tO es­

cape the magnetic gaze that overpowered and mastered 
him. Mechanicallyt and as if unoer an agency not his 
own, he wrote while the stranger dictated. . 

"Well," be said, t&en, forcing a smile to his lips," I 
promised I would serve you; see, I am faithful to my 
word. I suppose that you are one of those fools of feeling 
-those professors of anti-revolutionary virtue of whom 
I have seen not a few before my bar. Faugh ! it sickens 
me to aee those who make a merit of iociviam, and per­
ish to save some bad patriot, because it is a son, or a fa­
ther, or a wife, or a daughter, who ia saved." 

" I am one of those fqola of feelin§.'' said the stranger, 
rising. "You have divined aright.' · 
· "And wilt thou not, in return for my mercy, utter to­
night the revelations thou wouldst proclaim to-morrow t 
Come ; and perhaps thou too-nay, the wpman also, 
may receive, not reprieve, but pardon." · 

"Before your tribunal, and there alone ! Nor will I 
deceive you, preaide.nt. My information may avail you 
not; and even while I show the cloud the bolt may fall." 

" Tush! Prophet, look to thyself! Go, madman, go. 
I know too well the contumacious obstinacy or the 
class to which I suspect thou belongest to waste farther 
words. Diahle ! but ye grow eo accustomed to look on 
death, that ye forget the respect ye owe to it. Since 
thou offerest me thy head, I accept it. To-morrow 
thou mayst repent ; · it will be too late." 

" Ay, too late, president!" echoed the calm visiter. 
" But, remember, it is not pardon, it ia but a day's re­

prieve I have promised to this ·woman. A.ccordmf as 
thou dost satisfy me to-morrow, she lives or dies. am. · 
frank, citizen; thy ghost shall not haunt me for want oC 
faith." 

"It is but a day that I have asked; the rest I leave to 
justice and to. Heaven. Your Auiuiera wait below." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

" Und den Jfonlltahl Mil 'ich blinken ; 
Und daa Jlorderauce gluho !" 

K.ua.lllDli. 

V 1ow. was in the prison, that opened not but for thoee 
abeady condemned before adjudged. Since her exile 
from Zaooni, her very intellect bad eeemed paralyzed. 
All that beautiful e:s.uberance of fancy, which, if not the 
fruit of genius, eeemed its bloaaoms ; all that gush of 
exquisite thought, which Zaooni bad justly told her 
ftowed with mysteries aod snbtletiea ever new to him, 
the wise one ; all were gone, annihilated ; the blossom 
withered, the fount dried up. From something almost 
above womanhood, she seemed listlessly to sink into 
something below childhood. With the ioapirer the in­
spiratiooa had ceased ; and, in deserting love, genius 
also was left behind. · 

She scarcely comprehended why she had been thus 
tom from her home and the mechaoiam or her dull 
tasks. She scarcely knew what meant those kindly 
groups, that, struck with her e:s.ceediog loveliness, had 
gathered round her in the prison, with moumful looks, 
but with words or comfort. She, who had hitherto been 
taught to abhor those whom Law condemns for crime, 
was amazed to bear that beings thus com~ionate aod 
tender, with cloudless and lofty brows, with gallant and 
gentle mien, were criminals, for whom Law bad no 
punishment abort of death. But they, the savages, 
gaunt and menacing, who had dragged her from her 
home, who had attempted to snatch from her the infant, 
while she clasped it in her arms, and laughed fierce 
scom at her mute, quivering lipa-TBu were the chosen 
citizens, the men of virtue, the favourites of Power, the 
ministers of Law ! Such thy black caprices, 0 thou, 
the ever-shifting and calumnious-Human Judgment ! 

A squalid and yet a gay world did the prison·houses 
of that day present. There, as in the sepulchre to 
which they led, all ranks were cast, with an even-handed 
scorn. And yet there, the revere!Jee that comes from 
great emotions restored Nature'aflrat and imperishable, 
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and most lovely, and most nobte Law-Tae INJCQUALITT 
BICTWICIC1' MAN AND MAN ! There,_place was gi•en by the 
prisoners, whether royalists or sans-culottes, to Age, to 
Leaming, to Renown, to Beauty ; and Stre.ngth, with 
its own inborn chivalry, raised into rank the helpless 
and the weak. The iron sinews and the Herculean 
shoulders made way {or the woman and the child ; and 
the graces of Humanity, lost elsewhere, sought their 
refuge in the abode of Terror. 

" And wherefore, my child, do they bring thee hith-
er!" asked an old gray-haired priest. 

" I cannot gueas." 
" Ah ! if you know not your offence, fear the worst." 
" And my child l" (for the infant was still suffered 

to rest upon her bosom.) , 
" Alas, young mother! they will su.lfer thy child to 

live." . . 
" And for this-an orphan in the dungeon !" murmur· 

ed the accusing heart of Viola, "have l reserved his 
offspring ! Zanoni, even in thought, ask not-ask not, 
what I have done with the child I bore thee !" 

Night came; the crowd rushed to the grate to hear 
the muster-roll.• Her name was with the doomed. 
And the old priest, better prepared to die, but reserved 
from the death-list, laid his hands on her head, and 
blessed her, while he wept. She beard, and wondered; 
but she did not weep. With downcast eyes, with arms 
folded on her bosom, she bent submissively to the call. 
But now, another name was uttered; and a man, who 
bad pushed rudely past her, to gaze or to listen, shrieked 
out a bowl of despair and rage. She turned, and their 
eyes met. 'fhrough the distance of time, she recogni· 
aed that hideous aspect. Nicot's face settled back into 
its devilish sneer. -" At least, gentle Neapolitan, the 
guillotine will unite us. Oh, we shall sleep well our 
wedding night !" And, with a laugh, he strode away 
. through the crowd, and vanished into his lair. · 

She was placed in her gloomy cell to await the mor· 
row. But the child was still spared her, and she thought 
it seemed as if conscious of the awful Present. In 

• Calfee!, in the mocking jllJ10D of the day, "The Eveninf Ga­
aette." . 

VoL. II.-Q 
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their way to the prilion, h bad not moaned or wept. ; it 
had looked with its clear eyea, unshrinking, on the 
gleaming pikes and savage brows or the ~.. And 
now, alone in the dungeon, it put its arma round her 
neck, and murmured its indistinct sounds, low and sweet 
u some unknown language of consolation and of heav­
en. And of Heaven it was! For, at the murmur, 
the terror melted from her soul : upward, .from the 
dungeon and the death-upward, where the happy cher­
ubim chant the mercy of the All-loving, wh .. pered 
that cherub's voice. She fell upon her knees, and 
prayed. The despoilers of I'll that beautifies and hal­
lows life had desecrated the altar, and denied the God ! 

, they had removed from the Jut hour of their victims 
the Priest, the Scripture, and the Crou I But Faith 
builds in the dungeon and the lazar-house its sublimest 
shrines; and up, through roofs of stone, that abut out 
the eye of Heaven, ascends the ladder where the angels 
1lide to and fro-Pu n:a. 

And there, in the very cell beside her own, the athe­
ist, Nicot,· sits stolid amid the darkne111, and hugs the 
thought of Danton, that death is nothingnesa. • His, no 
spectacle of an appalled and perturbed conscience ! Re­
morse is the echo of a lost virtue, and virtue he never 
knew. Had he to live again, he would live ihe same. 
But more terrible than the death.bed of a believing and 
despairing sinner;that blank gloom of apathy; that con­
templation of the worm and the rat of the chamel­
house; that grim and loathsome 1COTe11CeN1:ee, which, for 
bis eye, falls like a pall over the universe of life. Still, 
Staring into space, lfllaWing bis livid Jip, be Jooka upon 
the darknesa, convmced that darkness is forever and 
ever! 

Piace ihere0! pl~ce ! · Rooin yet in °your" cro~ded 
cells. Another has come to the slaughter-house. 

As the jailer, lamp in hand, ushered in the stranger, 
the latter touched him and whispered. The stranger 
drew a jewel from his finger. Dimitf'e! how the diamond 
dashed in the ray of the lamp ! Value each head of your 
eighty at a thousand francs, and the jewel is more worth 
than aJI ! The jailer paused, and the diamond laughed 
ill hie dazzled eyes. 0 thou Cerberus, thou hut con-

" Ma~ Mia tiieo&4C I.I llhllT," Rici l>utCD 'before bie 
Jud.- - , 
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quered all else that seems human in that fell employ. 
Thou hut no pity, no love, and no remorse. But ava­
rice 11urvive11 the rest, and the foul heart's master-serpent 
swallows up the tribe. Ha ! ha! crafty stranger, thou 
hut conquered ! They tread the gloomy corridor ; they 
arrive at the door where the jailer has placed the fatal 
mark, now to be erased, for the prisoner within i11 to 
be reprieved for a day. The key grates in the lock-the 
door yawn.s--lhe atranpr take• the lamp, and enters. 

CHAPTER THE SEVENTEENTH ANb LAST. 

" Coe! Tince Golf'redo !" 
Gaa. Lia., cant. xx:, zliT. 

A1'D Viola waa in prayer. She heard not the opening 
door ; she · saw not the dark shadow that fell along the 
ftoor. Hil power, /au arts were gone ; but the myatery 
and the spell known to her simple heart did. not desert 
her in the hours of trial and despair. When science falla 
aa a firework from the sky it would invade, when genius 
withers 811 a ftower in the breath or the icy charuel, the 
hope or a childlike soul wraps the air in light, and the in­
nocence of unquestionable belief covers the grave witb 
bloBSoms. 

In the farthest comer of the cell she knelt; and the 
infant, as if io imitate what it could not comprehend, bent 
ita little limbs, and bowed its smiling face, and knelt with 
her also by her aide. . 

He stood, and gazed upon them, as the light of the 
lamp fell calmly on their forms. It fell over those 
cloud• or golden hair, dishevelled, parted, thrown back 
from the rapt, candid brow; the dark eyes raised on 
high, where, through the human teara, a li1ht as from 
above was mirrored; the hands clasped; the lips apart; 
the ~rm all animate and holy with the sad serenity of 
innocence and the touching humility or woman. And 
he heard her voiee, though it scarcely left her lips ; the 
low voice that the heart speaks, loud enough for God . 
. to hear! 

" And if never more to see him, O Father! canst thou 
not make. the love that will not die, minister, even boo 
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yond the grave, to his earthly fate 1 Canst thotl not yet 
permit it, as a living spirit, to hover over him ; a spirit 
fairer than all his science can conjure1 Oh, whatever 
lot be ordained to either, grant-even though a thousand 
ages may roll between us-grant, when at last purified 
and regenerate, and fitted for the transport of such re-

. union, grant that we may meet once more! And for 
his child-it kneels to thee from the dungeon ftoor ! To­
morrow, and whose breast shall cradle it! whose hand 
shall feed! whose lips shall pray for its weal below and 
its soul hereafter!" She paused-her voice was choked 
with 1obs. 

" Thou, Viola! thou thyself. He whom thou hast 
deserted is here to preserve the mother to the child !" 

She started! those accents, tremulous as her own ! 
She started to her feet ! He was there, in all the pride 
of his unwaning youth and superhuman beauty ! there, 
in the house of dread, and in the hour of tJ'll,vail ! there, 
image and personation of the love that can pierce the 
Valley of the Shadow, and can glide, the unscathed 
wanderer from the heaven, through the roaring abyss 
of hell. 

With a cry, never, f)erhaps, beard before in that gloomy 
vault-a cry of delight and rapture, she sprang forward, 
and fel' at his feet. 

He bent down to raise her, but she slid from his arms. 
He called her by the familiar epithets of the old endear­
ment, and she only answered him by sobs. Wildly, 
passionately, she kissed his bands, the hero of bis gar­
ment, but voice was gone. 

" Look up, look up! I am here; I am here to save 
thee ! Wilt thou deny to me thy sweet face l Truant, 
wouldst thou fly me still!" . 

" Fly thee,!" she said, at last, and in a broken voice; 
" oh, if my thoughts wronged thee-ob, if my dream, 
that awful dream, deceived-kneel down with me, and 
pray for our child !" Then, springini to her feet with a 

· sudden impulse, she caught up the infant, and placing it 
in his arms, sobbed forth, with deprecating and hJJmble 
tones, "Not for my sake-not for mine, did I abandon 
thee, but-" 

"Hush!" said Zanoni; "I know all the thoughts that 
. thy confused and struggling senses can scarcely analyze 

themselves. And see how, with a look, thy child answers 
them!" 
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And, in truth, the face of tbat strange infant seemed 
radiant with its silent and unfathomable joy. It seem­
ed as if it recognised the father ; it clung-it forced it­
self to his breast, and there nestling, turned its bright 
clear eyes upon Viola, and smiled. 

" Pray for mr child!" said Zanoni, mournfully. "The 
thoughts of souls that would aspire as mine, are all pray-
er !" And, seating himself by her side, be began to re-

• 

veal to her some of the holier secrets of his lofty being. 
He spoke of the sublime and intense faith from which 
alone the diviner knowledge can arise; the faith which, ~ ~ 
seeing the immortal everywhere, purifies and exalts the v 
mortal that beholds--.the glorious ambition that dwells 
not in the cabals and crimes of earth, but amid those 
solemn wonders that speak not of men, but of God ; of 
that power to abstract the soul from the clay which gives 
to. the eye of the soul ita subtle vision, and to the soul's 
wing the unlimited realm ; of that pure, severe, and 
daring initiation, fJOm which the mind emerges, as from 
death, into clear perceptions of its kindred with the 
Father-Principles of life and li~ht, so that, in its own 
sense of the Beautiful, it ·finds its joy; in the serenity 
of its Will, its power; in its sympathy with the youth­
fulness of the Infinite Creation, of which itself is an es-
sence and a part, the secrets that embalm the very clay 
which they consecrate, and renew the strength of life 
w'ith the ambrosia of mysterious and celestial sleep. 
And while he spoke, Viola listened, breathless, IC she 
could not comprehend, she no longer dared to distrust. 
She felt that m that enthusiasm, self.deceiving or not, 
no fiend could lurk; and by an intuition, rather than an 
effort of the reason, she saw before her, like a starry 
ocean, the depth and mysterious beauty of the 11oul 
which her fears had wronged. Yet, when he said 
(concluding his strange confessions) that to this life 
111itliin life and above hfe he bad dreamed to raise her 
own, the fear of humanity crept over her, and he read 
in her silence how vain, with all his science, would the 
dream have been. 
. But now, a11 he closed, and, leaning on his breast, she 
felt the clasp of his protecting arms-when, in one holy 
kiss, the past was forgiven and the present lost, then 
there returned to her the sweet and warm hopes of the 
natural life, of the lovinr woman .. He was come to save 
her ! She asked not how-she believed it without a 
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question. They should b& at last again united. They 
. would fly far from those scenes o( violence and blood. 
Their happy Ionian isle, their fearless solitudes, would 
once more receive tbf!m. She laughed, with a child's 
joy, as this picture rose ur amid the gloom of the dun­
geon ! Her mind, faithfu to its sweet, simple instincts, 
refused to receive the lofty images that ftitted confusedly 
by it, and settled back to its human visions, yet more 
nseless, or the earthly happiness and the tranquil home. 

" 'falk not now to me, beloved-talk not more now to 
me or the past! Thou If.rt here-thou wilt save me; we 
shall live yet the common happy life;. that life with thee 
is happiness and glory enough to me. Traverse, if thou 
wilt, in thy pride of soul, the universe; thy heart again 
is the universe to mine. I thought QUt now that I was 
prepared to die : I see thee, touch thee, and again I know 
how beautiful a thing is life! See through the grate the 
stars are fading from the sky ; the morrow will soon 
be here-THE MoRRow which will open the prisondoor! 
Thou sayest thou canst save me; I will not doubt it now. 
Oh, let us dwell no more in cities! I never doubted 
thee in our 1ovely isle ; no dreams haunted me there, 
except dreams or joy and beauty; and thine eyea made 
r.et more beautiful and joyous the world in waking. 
ro-morrow !-why do you not smile 1 To-morrow, 
Jove ! is not tu-morrow a blessed word ! Cruel ! )'OU 
would punit1h me still, that you will not share my JOY. 
Aha! see to our little one, how it laughs to my eyes! I 
will talk to that. Child, thy father is come back !" 

knd taking the infant in her arms, and seating heraell 
at a little distance, she rocked it to and fro on her bo­
som, and /rattled ,to it, iu:id kissed it between every 
word ; an laughed and wept by fits, as ever and anon 
she cast over her shoulder her playful, mirthful glance, 
upon the father to whom those fading stars smiled sad­
ly their last farewell. How beautiful she seemed as 
she thus sat, unconscious of the future. Still half a 
child herself, her child laughing to her laughter, two 
soft triflers on the brink or the grave ! Over her throat, 
as she bent, fell, like a golden cloud, her red.1mdant hair; 
it covered her treasure like a veil of light; and the 
child's little hands put it aside from time to time, to 
smile through. the parted tresses, and then to cover ita 
face, and peep and smile again. It were cruel to damp 
that joy, more cruel •till to share it. _ 
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.. Viola," said Zanoni, at last,," dost thou remember 
that, seated by the cave on the. moonlit beach, jn our 
bridal isle, thou once didst ask me for this amulet! the 
charm of a superst.ition long vanished from the world, 
with the creed to which it belonged. It is the last· relic 
of my native land, and my mother, on her deathbed, pla­
ced it round my neck. I told thee, then, I would give it 
thee on that day whm the laws of our 'f>ei1.1g should 'f>ecMM 
t/ae.yame." 

" I remember it well." 
" To-morrow it shall be thine !" 
".Ah, that dear to-morrow!" And, gently laying down 

her child, for it slept now, she threw herself on hi1 
breast, and pointed to the dawn that began grayly to 
creep along the skies. · 

There, in those horror-breathing walls, the day-star 
looked thr.ough the dismal bars upon those three beiaga, 
in whom were concentred whatever is most tender in 
human ties, whatever is most mysterious in the com­
binations of the human mind ; the sleeping Innocence; 
the trustful Affection, that, contented with a touch, a 
breath, can foresee no sorrow; the weary Science that, 
tnversing all the secrets of creation, comes at last to 
Death for their solution, and still clings, as it nears the 
threshold, to the breast of Love. Thus, within, the witli­
in-a dungeon ; without, the without-stately with marts 
and halls, with palaces and temples-revenge and ter­
ror, at their dark schemes and counter-schemes-to and 
fro, upon the tide of the shifling passions, reeled the 
destinies of men and nations ; and hard at hand that 
day-star, waning into space, looked with impartial eye 

• on the church tower and the guillotine. Up sprinp 
the blithesome morn. In yon gardens the birds renew 
their familiar song. The fishes are sporting through 
the freshening waters of the Seine. The gladness of 
divine nature, the roar and dissonance of mortal life 
awake again ; the trader unbars his windows ; the dow­
er-girls troop gayly to their haunts; busy feet are 
tramping to the daily drudgeries that revolutions, whick 
strike down kings and kaisars, leave the same Cain's 
heritage to the boor; the wagons groan and reel to the 
mart; Tynnny, up betimes, holds its pallid levee; Con­
apiracy, that hath not slept, hears the clock, and whis­
pers to its own heart," The hour draws near." A 
group gather; eapr-ey-1, round the purlieus of the Colt' 
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Tention Hall ; to-day declde1 the sovereignty of France 
-about the courts or ~e Tribunal their customary hum 
and stir. No matter what the hazard or the die, or 
who the ruler, thia day eiabty head• shall fall ! 

.A~d th~ ale.pt~ aw~etly: w;aried' out ·with.joy, 
aecure in the presence of the eyes regained, she had 
laughed and wept herself to sleep ; and still, in thai 
slumber, there seemed a happy consciousness that the 
loved was by, the lost was found. For she smiled and 
murmured to herself, and breathed his name o(Len, and 
atretched out her arms, and sighed if they touched him 
not. He pzed upon her as he stood apart, with what 
emotions 1t were vain to say. She would wake no more 
to him, she could not know bow dearly the safety of 
that sleep was purchased. 'rhat morrow she had ao 
yearned for-it bad come at last. H()IJJ toould &Ju greet 
tAe eve 1 Amid all the e~quisite hopes with. which love 
and youth contemplate the future, her eyes had closed. 
Those hopes still lent their iris.colours to her dreams. 
She would wake to live! To.morrow, and the reign of 
terror was no more, the priaon 1atee would be opened, 
ahe would go forth with her child into that summer. 
world of light. And lte 1 he turned, and bis eye fell upon 
the child; it was broad awake, and that clear, serious, 
thoughtful look which it mostly wore watched him with 
a solemn steadiness. He bent over and kissed its lips. 

"Never more," he murmured," 0 heritor or love and 
grief, never mol't' wilt thou see me in thy visions; never 
more will the light of those eyes be fed by celestial com­
mune ; never more can my soul auard from thy pillow 
the trouble and the disease. Not such as I would have 
vainly shaped it must be thy lot. In commQD with thy 
race, it must be thine to suffer, to struggle, and to err. 
But mild be thy human trials, and strong be thy spirit, 
to Jove and to believe! And thus, as I gaze upon thee, 
thus may my nature breathe into thine its last and most 
intense desire ; may my love for thy mother pass to thee, 
and in thy looks may she hear my spirit comfort and con­
aole her. Hark! they come! Yes! I await ye both 
beyond the grave !" 

The door slowly opened ; the jailer appeared, and 
through the aperture rushed at the same mstant a ray 
of sunlight; it stteamed over the fair, hu1hed face of the 
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haP.PY sleeper: it played like a smile upon the lips or the 
chtld, that still, mute and steadfast, watched the move­
ments of its father. At that moment Viola muttered in 
her sleep, "The day is come, the gates are open! Give 
me thy hand; we will go forth! To sea, to sea! How 
the sunshine plays uron the waters! to home, beloved 
one ! to home again.' , 

" Citizen, thine hour is come!" 
"Hist! she sleeps!. A moment! There! it is done!.: . 

thank Heaven! and still she sleeps !" He would not 
kiss lest he should awaken her, but g~ntly placed round 
her neck the amulet that would speak to her, hereafter, 
the farewell, and promise, in that farewell, re-union! 
,He is at the threshold; he turns again and again. The 
door close§! He is gone forever. 

She woke at last ; she gazed round. " Zanoni, it is 
day!" No answer but the low wail of her child. Merci­
ful Heaven! was it then all a dream·! She tossed back 
the long tresses that must veil her sight; she felt the 
amulet on her bosom: it was no dream ! "Oh, God! and 
he is gone !" She sprang to the door, she shrieked aloud. 
The jailer comes ! "My husband, my child's father!" 

" He is gone before thee,. woman!" 
"Whither ! Speak, speak!" 
" To the guillotine !" and the black door closed again. 
It closed upon the senseless ! As a lightning flash, 

Zanoni's words, his sadness, the true meaning of his 
.mystic gift, the very sacrifice he made for her, all be­
came distinct for a moment to her mind, and then dark­
ness swept on it like a storm, yet darkness which had 
its light. And, while she sat there, mute, rigid, voice­
less, as congealed to stone, A v1s10N, like a wind, glided 
over the deeps within ! the grim court, the judge, the 
jury, the accuser; and amid the victims, the one daunt­
less arid radiant form. 

" Thou knowest the danger to the State-confess !" 
" I know, and I keep my promise. Judge, I reveal 

thy doom! I know that the Anarchy thou callest a State 
- expires with the setting of this sun. Hark! to the tramp 

without! hark! to the roar or voices! Room there, ye 
dead ! room in hell for Robespierre and his crew !" 

They hurry into the court, the hasty and pale mes­
sengers; there is confusion, and fear, and dismay! "Olf 
with the conspirator! and to-morrow the woman thou 
wouldat have saved ahall die !" • 
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.. To-monew,president-and the steel fallson naa!' 
On. through the crowded and roaring streets, oo movea 

the Procession of Death. Ha, brave People ! 1hou art 
aroused at last. They shall not die! D~th ia dethron­
ed ! Robespierre baa fallen ! they rush to the rescue ! 
Hideous in the tombril, by the aide or Zaoooi, raved and 
gesticulated ~at form, which io bis prophe\ic dreams he 
had seen his companion at the place or Death. .. Save 
us! save us!" howled the atheiot lliicot; " on, brave 
populace ! we 1/roll be saved !" .l.nd through the crowd, 
her dark hair streaming wild, her eyes lashing fire, press­
ed a female form : " My Clarence!" she shrieked, in the 
aofl Southem language, native to the eara or Viola ; 
.. butcher! what ha.st thou done with Clarence !" Her 
eyes r.wed over the eager faoes of the pri9oners; she 
eaw not the one she sought. "Thank Heaven-thank 
Heaven! I am not thy murderess !" 

Nearer and nearer press the populace; another mo­
ment, and the deathsman is defrauded. 0 Zanooi t why 
still upon thy brow the resignatien that speaks no 
hope 1 Tramp! tramp ! through the streets daah the 
armed tfOOp; faithful io his orders, black Heoriorleads 
them on. Tramp! tramp! over the craven and scatter­
ed crowd ! Here flying in disorder, there trampled in 
the mire, the shrieking rescuers ! And amid them, 
9ticken by the sabres oC the guard, her long hair blood­
bedabbled, lies lhe Italian woman; and' still upen her 
writhing lips sits joy, as they murmur, "Clarence! I 
)lave no\ deatroyed thee !" 

On to the Bamm du Tr&u:. It frowns dark in the 
air ; the giant instrument of murder ! One af'ter one to 
the glaive; another, and another, and another! Mercy! 
0 mercy ! Is the bridge between the sun and the shades 
IO brief1 brief as a sigh 1 There, there ; his turn has 
come. " Die not yet ; leave me not behind! Hear 
me-hear me !" shrieked the inspired sleeper. "What!· 
and thQu smilest still !" They smiled-those pale lips ; 
and with the smile, the place or doom, the headsman, 
the horror vanished ! With that smile, all space seem. 
ed aulfused in eternal sunshine. Up ffoll\ the earth he 
rose; he hovered over her-.a thing not of matter-an 
n>BA of joy and light! Behind, Heaven opened, deep 
after deep; and the Host of Beauty were seen, rank upon 
13nk, afar; an,d ''Welcome," in a myriad melodies, brok~ 
f1om your choral multitqdl!1 ye Pe<>ple of the Sk.ies-
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"~elcome ! 0 purified by sacrifice, and immortal only 
through the grave-this it is to die." And radiant amid 
the radiant, the IM.a.ea: stretched forth its arms, and mur­
mured to the sleeper: "Companion of Eternity ! t/M 
it is to die !" 

· " Ho! 'whe;.,fore' do 0they • mak~ us 'sign; from the 
housetops 1 Wherefore gather the crowds through the 
street 1 Why sounds the bell t Why shrieks the toc­
sin J Hark .to the guns! the armed clash! Fellow­
captives, is there ~ope for us at last 1" 

So gasp out the prisoners, each to each. Day wanes 
-evening closes; still they press their white faces to 
the bars ; and still from window and from housetop 
they see the smiles of friends-the waving signals ! 
" Hurrah!" at last-" Hurrah! Robespierre is fallen! 
The Reign of Terror is no more! God hath permitted 
us to live !" · 

Yes; cast thine eyes i~o the hall, where the tyrant 
and his conclave hearkened to the roar without ! Ful-
811ina the prophecy of Dumas, Henriot, drunk with 
bl~ and alcohol, reels within, and chucks his gory sa­
bre on the ftoor. "All is lost!" 

" Wretch! thy cowardice bas destroyed 011 !" yelled 
the fierce Coffinhal as he hurled the coward from the 
window. 

Calm as despair stands the stern St. Just; the palsied 
Couthon crawls, grovelli11g, beneath the table; a shot 
-an explosion! I Robespierre would destroy himself! 
The trembling hand has mangled, and failed to kill ! 
The clock of the H4tel de Ville strikes the third hour. 
Through the battered door, along the gloomy passages, 
into the Death-hall, burst the crowd. Mangled, livid, 
blood-stained, speechless, but not unconscious, sita 
haughty yet, in his seat erect, the Master-Murderer! 
Around him they throng-they hoot-they execrate ! 
their faces gleaming in the tossing torches ! He, and 
not the starry Magi an, the rtisl Sorcerer! And ·round 
AU last hours gather the fiends he raised ! 

They drag him forth! Open thy tiates, inexorable -
prison! The bonciergerie receives 1ta prey! Never 
a word again on earth spoke Maximilien Robespierre! 
Pour fortll t'lly thouand1. aqd tenl of t~ousands, eman­
~ Pvi•! To the Pt.a u Lo B~oh.ititnt roU. th• 
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tumbril or the King of Terror, St. Juet, Dumas, Coa­
tbon, by his side. A woman, a cbildleH woman,. with 
hoary hair, springs to his side-" Thy death makes me 
drunk with joy!" He opened bis bloodshot eyes: "De­
ecend to hell, with the curses of wives and mothers!" 
. 'rhe headsmen wtenched the rag from the ahattered 

jaw! A ahriek, and the crowd laugh; and the axe de­
acend1 amid the lhoul of the countless tbomanda ! And 
blaclmen ?Wlhes on thy eoul, Maximilien Robeepierre ! 
So ended the Reign of Terror. 

. . . . . . . . . 
Daylight in the prison. From cell to cell they hurry 

with the new•; crowd upon crowd, the joyous captives 
mingled with the very jailers, who, for fear, would eeem 
joyous too; they 1tream through the dena and alleys or 
the grim house they will 1hortly leave. They burst 
into a cell, forgotten since the'preTiou morning. They 
found there a young female, sitting upon her wntched 
bed ; her arms croeaed upon her bosom, her race railed 
upward, the eyes unclosed, and a smile of more than 
aeremty-of blias upon her lipa. Even in the ,riot oC 
their joy, they drevt back. in astonishment and awe. 
Never had they seen life so beautiful; and as they crept 
nearer, and with noiseless feet, they aaw that the lips 
breathed not ; that the repose was of marble; that the 
beauty and the ecstasy were of death : they gathered 
round in silence; and, lo, at her feet there was a young 
infant, who, wakened by their tread, looked at them 
steadfastly, and with its rosy fingers played with its 
dead mother's robe. An orphan there in the dungeon. 
vault! 

"Poor one!" said. a female (herself a parent), "and 
they saw the father fall yesterday; and·now, the moth­
er I Alone in the world, what can be its fate 1" 

The infant smiled fearlessly on the crowd u the 
woman apoke thus. And the old pfieat, who atood 
among them, •aid gently, "Woman, see! &he orpbaD 
amilea ! Te• FM".Jl•RL•H AH TBS c.ABs or GoD !" 
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