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VITTORIA

CHAPTER |
UP MONTE MOTTERONE

FROM Monte Motterone you survey the Lombard plain.
It is a towering dome of green among a hundred pinnacles
of grey and rust-red crags. At dawn the summit of the
mountain has an eagle eye for the far Venetian boundary
and the barrier of the Apennines; but with sunrise come
the mists. The vast brown level is seen narrowing in; the
Ticino and the Sesia waters, nearest, quiver on the air like
sleepy lakes; the plain is engulphed up to the high ridges
of the distant Southern mountain range, which lie stretched
to afaint cloud-like line, in shape like a solitary monster of
old seas crossing the Deluge.  Long arms of vapour stretch
across the urn-like valleys, and gradually thickening and
swelling upward, enwrap the scored bodies of the ashen-
faced peaks and the pastures of the green mountain, till the
heights become islands over a forgotten earth. Bells of
herds down the hidden run of the sweet grasses, and a con-
tinuous leaping of its rivulets, ?ive the Motterone a voice of
%outh and homeliness amid that stern company of Titan-

eads, for whom the hawk and the vulture cry. The storm
has beaten at them until they have ﬂOt the aspect of the
storm. They take colour from sunlight, and are joyless in
colour as in shade. When the lower world is under pushing
steam, they wear the look of the revolted sons of Time, fast
chaired before scornful heaven in an iron peace. Day at
last brings vigorous fire; arrows of light pierce the mist-
wreaths, the dancing draperies, thefloorsof vapour; and the

I



2 VITTORIA

mountain of piled pasturages is seen with its foot on the
shore of Lago Maggiore. Down an extreme gulf the full
sunlight, as If darting on a jewel in the deeps, seizes the
blue-green lake with its ides. The villages aong the
darkly-wooded borders of the lake show white as clustered
swans, here and there atented boat is visible, shooting from
terraces of vines, or hanging on its shadow. Monte Boscero
isunveiled; the semicircle of the Piedmontese and the Swiss
peaks, covering Lake Orta, behind, on along the Ticinese
and the Grisons, leftward toward and beyond the Lugano
hills, stand bare in black and grey and rust-red and purple.
You behold a burnished realm of mountain and plain
beneath the royal sun of Italy. In the foreground it shines
hard as the lines of an irradiated Cellini shield. Farther
aNa%/, over middle ranges that are soft and clear, it melts,
confusing the waters with hot rays, and the forests with
darkness, to where, wavering in and out of view like flyin
wings, and shadowed likewings of archangelswith rose an
with orange and with violet, silver-white Alps are seen.
Yon might take them for mystical streaming torches on the
border-ground between vision and fancy. They leanasin a
groat flight forward upon Lombardy. _

The curtain of an early autumnal morning was every-
where lifted around the Motterone, save for one milky strip
of cloud that lay lizard-like across the throat of Monte
Boscero facing it, when a party of five footfarers, who had
met from different points of ‘ascent some way below, and
were climbing the mountain together, stood upon the croPped
herbage of the second plateau, and stopped to eye the land-
scape; possibly also to get their breath. * They were Itaians.
Two were fair-haired muscular men, bronzed by the sun and
roughly bearded, bearing the stamp of breed of one or other
of the hill-cities under the Alps. A third looked a sturdy
soldier, square-set and hard of feature, for whom beauties of
scenery had few awakening charms.  The remaining couple
were an old man and a youth, upon whose shoulder the
veteran leaned, and with a whimsical turn of head and eye,
indicative of some playful cast of mind, poured out his
remarks upon the objects in sight, and chuckled to himsalf,
like one who has |earnt the necessity to appreciate his own
humour if he is disposed to indulge it. He was cardesdy
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wrapped about in long loose woollen stuff, but the youth was
dressed like a Milanese cavalier of the first qudity, and was
evidently one who would have been a home in the fashion-
able Corso. His face was of the sweetest virile Italian
beaug;. The head was long, like a hawk's, not too lean, and
not sharply ridged from a rapacious besk, but enough to
show characteristics of eagerness and promptitude. His
eyes were darkest blue, the eyebrows and long disjoining
eyelashes being very dark over them, which made their
colour precious. The nose was straight and forward from
the brows; a fluent black moustache ran with the curve of
the upper |Ir[_), and logt its line upon a smooth olive cheek.
The upper lip was firmly suP_ported by the under, and the
chin stood freely out from aftine neck and throat.

After a space an Austrian war-steamer was discerned
puffing out of the harbour of Laveno.

" That will do," said the old man. " Carlo, thou son of
Paolo, we will stump upward once more. Tell me, hulloa,
sir! are the best peaches doomed to entertain vile, domici-
liary, parasitical insects? | ask you, does nature exhibit
motherly regard, or none, for the regions of the picturesque ?
None, |'say. It is an arbitrary distinction of our day. To
complain of the intrusion of that black-yellow flag and foul
smoke-line on the like underneath us is preposterous, since,
as you behold, the heavens make no protestation. Let us
up. Thereiscomfort in exercise, even for an ancient creat-
uresuch as| am. This mountain is my brother, and flat-
ters me not—1I am old." _ _

" Take my arm, dear Agostino," said the youth.

" Never, my lad, until | need it. On, ahead of me, goat!
chamois! and teach me how the thing used to be done in
my time. Old legs must be the pupils of young ones; —
mark that piece of humility, and listen with respectfulness
bo an old head by-and-by." .

It was the autumn antecedent to that memorable Spring
of the great Italian uprising, when, though for atragic issue,
the people of Italy first felt and acted as a nation, and
Charles Albert, called the Sword of Italy, aspired, without
comprehension of the passion of ﬁatrlotlsm by which it was
Enlmsaﬁ(_ad, to lead it quietly into the fold of his Piedmontese

ingship.
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There is not an easier or a pleasanter height to climb
than the Motterone, if, in Italian heat, you can endure the
dlw{)pomtment of seeing the summit, as you ascend, con-
gtantly flit awaK to a farther station. It 'seems to throw
its head back, li _
up for kiss nS%s The party of five had come through
vines from Stresa and from Baveno. The mountain was
strange to them, and they had aready reckoned twice on
havm? the topmost eminence in view, when reaching it
they found themselves on a fresh plateau, traversed by
wild water-courses, and browsed by Alpine herds;, and
again the green dome was distant. They came to the
highest chalet, where a hearty wiry young fellow, busily
employed in making cheese, invited them to the enjoyment
of shade and fresh milk. "For the sake of these adoles-
cents, who lose much and require much, let it be s0," said
Agostino gravely, and not without some belief that he con-
sented to rest on behalf of his companions. They alowed
the young mountaineer to close the door, and sat ‘about his
fire'like sagacious men. When cooled and refreshed, Agos-
tino gave the signal for departure, and returned thanks for
hospitality. Money was not offered and not expected. As
they were going forth the mountaineer accompanied them
to the step on the threshold, and with a mysterious eager-
ness in his eyes, addressed Agostino.

" Signore, 1s it true ?— the king marches?"

"Who is the klnﬁ, my friend ?" returned Agostino. " If
he marches out of his dominions, the king confers a blessing
on his people perchance." _ o

" Our king, signore!" The mountaineer waved his finger
as from Novaratoward Milan. o

Agostino seemed to awaken swiftly from his disguise of
an absolute gravity. A red light stood in his eyeballs, as
if upon a fiery answer. The intemperate fit subsided.
Smoothing down his mottled grey beard with quieting
hands, he took refuge in his habifual sententious irony.
~ "My friend, | am not a hare in front of the king, nor am
i aram in the rear of him: | fly him not, neither do |
propd him. So, therefore, | cannot predict the movements
of the king. Will the wind blow from the north to-morrow,
think you?"

e alaughing senior when children struggil]e
the
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The mountaineer sent a quick gaze up the air, as to
descry signs. _ : .
~ "Who knows ?" Agostino continued, though not i)laylng
into the smiles of his companions; " the wind will blow
gtraight thither where there is a vacuum; and al that we
can state of the kln% is, that there is a positive vacuum
here. It would be difficult to predict the king's movements
save by such weighty indications.” . . .

He laid two fingers hard against the rib which shields the
heart. It had become apparently necessary for the speaker
to relieve a mind surcharged with bile at the mention of the
king; for, having done, he rebuked with an amazed frown
}(h_e indiscretion of Carlo, who had shouted, " The Carbonaro

ing!"
" %arlo, my son, | will lean on your aim.  On your
mouth were better,” Agostino added, under his voice, as they
moved on.

"Oh, but," Carlo remonstrated, "let us trust somebody.
l}/lellllan has made me sick of late. | like the look of that

OW.
~"You alow yourself, m_{ Carlo, an immense indulgence
in permitting yourself to like the look of anything. Now,
listen — Viva Carlo Alberto!" _ .

The old man rang out the loyal salutation spiritedly, and
awoke aprompt response from the mountaineer, who sounded
his voice wide in the keen upper air. .

" There's the heart of that fellow!" said Agostino. " He
has but one idea— his king ! If you confound it, he takes
you for an enemy. These free mountain breezes intoxicate

ou. You would embrace the king himself if you met him
ere."
"l swear | would never be guilty of the badé'oke of cry-
ing a'Viva to him anywhere upon earth,” Carlo replied,
" |"offend you," he said quickly.

The old man was smiling. _ _

" Agostino Balderini is too notoriously a bad joker to be
offended by the comments of the perfectly sensible, boy of
mine! My limbs were stiff, and the first three steps from a
ﬁlace of rest reminded me acutely of the king's five years of

ospitality. He has saved me from dl fatigue so long, that
the necessity to exercise these old joints of mine touched me
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with a grateful sense of his royal bounty. | had from him
achair, a bed, and a table: shelter from sun and from all
glly chatter. Now | want a chair or a bed. | should like
to gt at a table; the sun burns me; my ears are afflicted,
[ cry 'Vival' to him that | may be in harmony with the
comlng? chorus of Italy, which [ prophetically hear. That
young fellow, in whom you confide so much, spesks for his
country. We poor units must not be discordant. No!
Individual opinion, my Carlo, is discord when there is a
general delirrum. The tide arriving, let us make the best
{)ﬁ_thﬁ_tlde'. My voice is wisdom. We shall have to follow
isking!

" Shall we!" uttered one behind them gruffly. " When |

see this king swallow one ounce of Austrian lead, | shall
not be sorry to follow him " _ _
" Eight, my dear Ugo,” said Agostino, turning round to
him; "and I will then compose his hymn of praise. He
has swallowed enough of Austrian bread. He took an
Austrian wife to his bed. Who knows ? he may some day
declare a preference for Austrian lead. But we shall have
to follow him, or stay at home drivelling."

Agostino raised his eyes, that were glazed with the great
heat of his frame. ) )

" Oh, that, like our Dante, | had lived in the days when
souls were damned! Then would | uplift another shout,
believe me! Asthings go now, we must alow the traitor
to hopefor his own future, and we simply shrug. We can-
not plant him neck-deep for everlasting in a burning marl,
and hear him howling.  We have no weaponsin these times
—none!l  Our curses come back to roost.  Thisis one of the
serious facts of the century, and controls violent language.
What! are you_al gathered about me? Oracles must be
moving, too. Theres no rest even for them, when they
have got a mountain to scale." _

A cry, " Heisthere! " and " Do youseehim ?" burst from
the throats of men surrounding Agostino. .
_Looking up to the mountain's top, they had perceived the
figure of one who stood with folded arms, sufficiently near
for the person of an expected friend to be descried. They
waved their hats, and Carlo shot ahead. The others trod
after him more deliberately, but in glad excitement, specu-
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lating on the time which this sixth member of the party,
who were engaged to assemble at a certain hour of the
morning upon yonder height, had taken to reach the spot
from Omegna, or Orta, or Pella, and rejoicing that his
health should be so stout in despite of his wasting labours
under city srnoke. _ _

"Yes, health!" said Agostino. "Is it heath, do you
think ? It's the heart of the man ! and a heart with a mill-
stone about it—a heart to breed a country from! There
stands the man who has faith in Italy, though she has been
lying like a corpse for centuries. God bless him! He has
no other comfort. VivaPltalial " _

The exclamation went up, and was acknowledged by him
on the eminence overhanging them; but at arepetition of
it his hand smote the air sideways. They understood the
motion, and were silent; while he, until Carlo breathed his
name in his hearing, eyed the %reat scene steadfastly, with
the absorbing simple passion of one who has endured long
exile, and finds his clustered visions of it confronting the
strange, beloved, visible life:—the lake in the arms of
?lant mountains: thefar-spreading hazy P|al n; the hanging

orests; the pointed crags; the gleam or the distant rose-
shadowed snows that stretch for ever like an airy host,
m?/.stlcally clad, and baffling the eye as with the motions of
aflight toward the underlying purple land.

CHAPTER I

ON THE HEIGHTS

HE was a man of middle stature, thin, and even frail, as
he stood defined against the sky; with the complexion of
the student, and the student's aspect. The attentive droop
of his shoulders and head, the straining of the buttoned coat
across his chet, the air as of one who waited and listened,
which distinguished hisfigure, detracted from the promise
of other than contemplative energy, until his eyes were
fairly seen and felt. That is until the observer became
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aware that those soft and large dark meditative eyes had
taken hold of him. In them lay no abstracted student's
languor, no reflex burning of a solitary lamp; but a quiet
rappling force engaged the penetrating look. = Gazing upon
them, you were drawn in suddenly among the thousand
whlrrmghwheels of a capacious and a vigorous mind, that
was both reasoning and prompt, keen of intellect, acting
throughout all its machinery, and having al under full com-
mand: an orbed mind, supplying its own philosophy, and
arriving at the sword-stroke by logical steps, —amind much
less supple than a soldier's;” anything but the mind of a
Hamlet.  The eyes were dark as the forest's border is dark;
not as night is dark. Under favourable lights their colour
was seen to be a deep rich brown, like the chestnut, or more
like the hazel-edged sunset brown which lies upon oar
western rivers in the winter floods, when night begins to
shadow them. _ _ _
The side-view of his face was an expression of classic
beauty rarely now to be beheld, either in classic lands or
elsewhere. "It was severe; the tender serenity of the full
bow of the eyes relieved it. In profile they Showed little
of their intellectual quality, but what some might have
thought a;%layful_lumlnou.sness, and some a quick pulse of
feeling. The chin was firm; on it, and on the upper lip,
there was a clipped growth of black hair. The whoIewﬁe
widened upward from the chin, though not very markedly
before it reached the broad-lylng brows. The temples were
strongly indented by the swelling of the forehead above
them: and on both sides of the head there ran aﬂr nant
ridge, such aswill sometimes|ift men a deplorable halt inch
above the earth we tread. If this man was a problem to
others, he was none to himself ; and when others called him
an idedist, he accepted the title, reading himself, notwith-
standing, as one who was less flighty than many philosophers
and professedly practical teachers of his generation. He
saw far, and he grasped ends beyond obstacles: he was
nourished by sovereign principles; he despised material
present interests; and, as | have said, he was less supple
than a soldier. If the title of idealist belonged to him, we
will not immediately decide that it was opprobrious. The
idealized conception of stern truths played about his head
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certainly for those who knew and who loved it. Such a
man, perceiving adevout end to be reached, might prove less
scru?ullous in his course, E'c_)ss bly, and less remorseful, than
revolutionary Generals, His smile was quite unclouded, and
came softly as acurve in water. It seemed to flow with, and
to pass in and out of, his thoughts,—to be a part of his
emotion and his meaning when it shone transiently full.
For as he had an orbed mind, so had he an orbed hature.
The passions were absolutely in harmony with the intelli-
gence. He had the English manner; a remarkable sim-
plicity contrastln%_wnh the demonstrative outcries and
ﬁ&;tlculatlons of his friends when they joined him on the
eight. Calling them each by name, he received their
caresses and took their hands; after which he touched the
old man's shoulder.

" Agostino, this has breathed you ?" _ _

"It has; it lias, my dear and best one !I" Agostino replied.
" But here is a good market-place for ar. Down below we
have to scramble for it in the mire. The spies are stiflin
down below. | don't know my own shadow. | begintothin
that | am important. Footing up a mountain corrects the
notion somewhat. Yonder, |1 believe, | see the Grisons,
where Freedom dts.  And there's the Monte della Disgrazia.
Carlo Alberto should be on the top of it, but he is invisible.
| do not see that Unfortunate.” _ _

" No," said Carle Ammiani, who chimed to his humour
more readily than the rest, and affected to inspect the
Grisons peak through a diminutive opera-glass. "No, he
is not there." o _ _

" Perhaps, my son, he is like a squirrel, and is careful to
run up t'other sido of the stein. For he is on that moun-
tain; no doubt of it can exist even in the Boeotian mind of
one of his subjects; myself, for example. It will be an
effulgent fact when he gains the summit."

The others meantime had thrown themselves on the grass
at the feet of their manifestly acknowledged leader, and
looked up for Agostino to explode the last of his train ot
conceits. He became aware that the moment for serious
talk had arrived, and bent his body, groaning loudly, and
uttering imprecations against him whom he accused of bein
the promoter of its excruciating stiffness, until the groun
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relieved him of its weight.  Carlo continued standing, while
his eyes examined restlessy the dopes just surmounted by
them, and occasonaIIP/ the deep descent over the green-
glowing Orta Lake. [t was il early morning.  The heat
was tempered by a cool breeze that came with scents of
thyme. They had no s?ht of human creature anywhere,
but companionship of Alps and birds of upper air; and
though not one of them seasoned the converse with an
exclamation of joy and of blessings upon a place of free
g)eef;h and safety, the thought was in their hunted bosoms,
elicious as a woodland rivulet that sings only to the leaves
overshadowing it. _

They were men who had sworn to set a nation free,—
free from the foreigner, to begin with.

(He who tells this tale is not a partisan; he would dedl
equally toward al. Of strong devotion, of stout nobility, of
unswerving faith and self-sacrifice, he must approve;” and
when these qudlities are displayed in a contest of forces,
the wisdom of means employed, or of ultimate views enter-
tained, may be questioned and condemned; but the men
themselves may not be) _ _
~ These men had sworn their oath, knowing the meaning of
it, and the nature of the Fury against whom men who stand
voluntarily pledged to any great resolve must thenceforward
match themselves. Many of the original brotherhood had
falen, on the battle-field, on the %Iams, or in the dungeon.
All present, save the youthfuller Carlo, had suffered. ~ Im-

risonment and exile marked the Chief. Ugo Corte, of
3ergamo, had seen his family swgrpt_ away by the execu-
tioner and pecuniary (Fen_altm hick scars of wounds
covered the body and disfigured the face of Giulio Bandi-
ndlli. Agostino had crawled but haf-ayear previously out
of his Piedmontese cell, and Marco Sana, the Brescian, had
in such a place tasted of veritable torture. But if the calam-
ity of a great oath was upon them, they had now in their
faithful prosecution of it the support which it gives. Th

were unwearied; they had one object; the mortal angui

they had gone throulg had left them no sense for regrets.
Life had become the field of an endless engagement to
them; and as in battle one sees beloved comrades struck
down, and casts but a glance a their prostrate forms, they
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heard the mention of a name, perchance, and with a word
or a Sgn told what was to be said of a passionate glorious
heart at rest, thanks to Austrian or vassa-Sardinian mercy.

S0 they lay there and discussed their plans, )

" From what quarter do you apprehend the surprise?"
Ugo Corte glanced up from the maps and papers spread
aong the grass to question Carlo ironicaly, while the latter
appeared to be keepi gg rigid watch over the safety of the
position. Carlo purfed the smoke of acigarette rapidly, and
Agostino replied for him: —

' From the quarter where the best donkeys are to be had."

It was supposed that Agostino had resumed the habit
usually laid aside by him for the discussion of serious mat-
ters, and had condescended to father a coarse joke; but his
eyes showed no spark of their well-known twinkling solici-
tation for laughter, and Carlo spoke in answer gravely: —

" From Baveno it will be" _ _

" From Baveno! They might as well think to surprise
hawks from Baveno. Keep watch, dear Ammiani; a good
start in arace is a kick from the Gods"

With that, Corte turned to the point of his finger on
the map. He conceived it possible that Carlo Ammiani, a
Milanese, had reason to anticipate the approach of people
by whom he, or they, might not wish to be seen. Had he
studied Carlo's face he would have been reassured. The
brows of the youth were open, and his eyes eager with ex-
pectation, that showed thetlying forward of the mind, and
nothing of knotted distrust or wary watchfulness. Now
and then he would move to the other side of the mountain,
and look over upon Orta; or with the opera-glass clasped in
one hand beneath an arm, he stopped in his sentinel-march,
frowning reflectively at aword put to him, as if debating
within upon all the bearings of it; but the only answer
that came was a sharp assent, given after the manner of
one who dealt conscientiously in definite affirmatives; and
again the glass was in requisition. Marco Sanawas a fight-
ing soldier, who stated what he knew, listened, and took his
orders. Giulio Bandinelli was aso little better than the
lieutenant in an enterprise. Corte, on the other hand, had
the conspirator's head, — a head like awalnut, bulgi n(_:habove
the ears,— and the man was of a sdlying temper. He lay
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there putting bit by bit of his plot before the Chief for his
approval, with a careful construction, that upon the expres-
son of any doubt of its working smoothly in the streets of
Mlllan, caused him to shout a defensive, "But Carlo says
y This uniform character of Ammiani's replies, and the
smile of Agostino on hearing them, had begun to strike the
attention of the soldierly Marco Sana.  He ran his hand
across his shorn head, and puffed his burnt red mole-spotted
cheeks, with a sidelong stare at the abstracted youth, " Said
es!" he remarked. " He might say no, for a diversion.
e has yeses enough in his pay to earn a Cardinal's hat.
'Is Mllanopreparlng to rise? “Yes'—'lIs she ready for
the work ? "Yes'—'Isthegarrison onitsguard ?' 'Yes'
—'Have you seen Barto Rizzo? ' Yes' —'Havethe people
got the last batch of aams? ' Yes' —And ' Yes' the secret
Is well ke%; 'Yes' Barto Rizzo is steadily getting them
together. e may rely on him: Carlo is his intimate
friend: Yes, Yes:—There's a regiment of them at your
service, and you may shuffle them as you will. This is
the hel|]o'we get from Milan: a specimen of what we may

exg{;erﬁ:t.‘ )
a had puffed himself hot, and now blew for coolness.

" You are," — Agostino addressed him,— " philosophically
totally wrong, my Marco. Those affirmatives are fat worms
for the catching of fish. They are the red pretty fruit of
the Hesperides. Personally, you or 1 may be irritated by
them: but I'm not sure they don't please us. Were Carlo
awoman, of course he should learn to say no; — as he will
now if | ask him, Issheinsight ? | won't do it, you know;
but as aman and adiplomatist, it,strikes me that he can't
sy yes too often.” o

" Answer me, Count Ammiani, and do me the favour to
attend to these trifles for the space of two minutes,” said
Corte. "Have you seen Barto Rizzo? Is he acting for
Medole?" _

~"As mole, as reindeer, and as blood&/ northern Raven!"
gaculated Agostino: " perhapsto bejackal, by-and-by. But
|"do not care to abuse our Barto Rizzo, who is a prodigy of
nature, and has, luckily for himself, embraced a good cause,
for he is certain to be hanged if he is not shot. He has the
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ﬁrophetic owl's face. | have always afancy of his hootin
is own death-scrip. | wrong our Barto: — Medole woul
be the jackal, if it lay between the two." _

Carlo Ammiani had corrected Corte's manner to him by a
complacent readiness to give him distinct replies. He then
turned and set off at full speed down the mountain.

" Sheis sighted a last,” Agostino murmured, and added
rapidly some spirited words under his breath to the Chief,
whose chin was resting on his doubled hand. _

Corte, Marco, and Giulio were full of denunciations against
Milan and the Milanese, who had sent a boy to their councils.
It was Brescia and Bergamo speaklgg in their jealousy, but
Carlo's behaviour was odd, and called for reproof. He had
come as the deputy of Milan to meet the Chief, and he had
not spoken a serious word on the great business of the hour,
though the plot had been unfolded, the numbers sworn to,
and Brescia, and Bergaino, and Cremona, and Venice had
spoken upon al points through their emissaries, the two
latter cities being represented by Sana and Corte.

" We've had enough of this lad,” said Corte. " His laun-
dressis following him with achana%e of linen, | suppose, or
it's a scent-bottle. He's an admirable representative of the
Lombard metropolis!" Corte drawled out the words in
prodigious mimicry. " If Milan has nothing better to send
than such a fellow, well finish without her, and shame the
Be%s:;tlthat she is.  She has been always a treacherous

east!"

" Poor Milan! " sighed the Chief; " she lies under the
beak of the vulture, and has twice been devoured; but she
has a soul: she proves it. Ammiani, too, will prove his
value. | have no doubt of him. As to boys, or even ?IHS,
?{ou know my faith is in the young. Through them Ttaly
ives. What power can teach devotion to the old ?"

" | thank you, signore," Agostino gesticulated.

" But, tell me, when did you learn it m?/_ friend 2"

In answer, Agostino lifted his hand a little boy's height
from the earth. _ _

The old man then said: " | am afraid, my dear Corte, you
must accept the fellowship of a girl as well as of a boy upon
this occasion.  Seel our Carlo! ~You recognize that dancin
speck below there ?— he has joined himsdf — the poor |
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wishes he could, | dare swear! —to another bigger speek,
which is verily a lady: who has joined herself to a
donkey —a common habit of the sex, | am told; but
| know them not. That lady, signer Uqo, is the signorina
Vittoria You stare? But, | tell you, the game cannot go
on without her; and that is why | have Permltted you
to knock the ball about at your own pleasure for these forty
minutes."

Corte drew his under-lip on his reddish stubble mous
tache. " Arewe to havewomen in aconference ?" he asked
from eye to eye. .

" Keep to the number, Ugo; and moreover, she is not a
woman, but a noble virgin. | discern a distinction, though
you may not. The Vestdl's fire burns straight.”

"Whois she?" _

"It rejoices me that she should be so little known. All
the greater the illumination when her light shines out|
The signorina Vittoria is a cantatrice who is about to appear
upon the boards." _ _ .

~"Ah! that completes it." Corte rose to his feet with an
ar of desperation. " We require to be refreshed with
quavers and crescendos and trillets!  Who ever knew a
singer that cared an inch of flesh for her country ? Money,
flowers, flattery, vivas! but, money! money! and Austrian
as good as Itallan. I've seen the accursed wenches bow
gratefully for Austrian bouquets: — bow ? ay, and more;
and when the Austrian came to them red with our blood.
| spit upon their polluted cheeks!  They get us an ill name
wherever they go. These singers have no country. One—
| knew her —betrayed Filippo Mastalone, and sang the
ght of the day hewas shot, | heard the white demon my-

. | could have taken her long neck till she twisted like
a serpent and hissed. May heaven forgive me for not level-
ling a pistol at her head! = If God, my friends, had put the
thou%ht into my brain that night!"
sh?d lush had deadened Corte's face to the hue of night-

e.

" You thunder in a clear atmosphere, my Ugo," returned
the old man, as he fell back calmly at full length.

" And who is this signorina Vittoria ?" cried Corte.

" A cantatrice who is about to appear upon the boards, as
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rI1 lpgv(i aready remarked: of La Scda let me add, if you
old it n

" And what does she do here ?" o .
" Her object in coming, my friend ? Her object in coming
is, first, to make her reverence to one who happens to be
among us this day; and secondly, but principally, to submit
a proposition to him and to us."

" What's her age?" Corte sneered. .

" According to what calendar would you have it reckoned ?
Wisdom would say sixty: Father Chronos might divide
that by three, and would get scarce a month in addition,
hungry as he is for her, and al of usl But Minervas
handmaiden has no age. And now, dear Ugo, you have
gour_ opportunity to denounce her as a convicted screecher
y night. Do 0." _

Corte turned his face to the Chief, and they spoke together
for some minutes: after which, having had names of noble
devoted women, dead and living, cited to him, in answer
to brutal bellowings against thal sex, and hearing of the
damsel under debate as one who was expected and was wel-
come, heflunghimself upon the ground again, inviting calam-
ity by premature resignation. Giulio Bandinelli stretched
his hand for Carlo's glass, and spied the approach of the
signorina. _

'‘Dark," he said.

" A jewel of that complexion,” added Agostino, by way of
comment.

" She has scorching eyes.”

" She may do mischief; she may do mischief; let it be
only on the right side!"

" She looks fat."

" She sits doubled up and forward, don't you see, to relieve
the poor donkey. You, my Giulio, would call aswan fat if
the neck were not always on the stretch.”

" By Bacchus! what a throat she has!"

" And well interjected, Giulio! It runs down like wine,
like wine, to the little ebbing and flowing wave! Away with
the glass, my boy! You must trust to al that's best about
you to spy what's within.  She makes me young—young!"

Agostino waved his hand in the form of a saute to her on
the last short ascent.  She acknowledged it gracefully; and
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talking at intervals to Carlo Ammiani, who footed briskly by
her side, she drew by degrees among the eyes fixed on her,
some of which werenot gentle; but hers were for the Chief,
at whose feet, when dismounted by Ammiani's solicitous aid,
she would have knelt, had he not seized her by her ebows,
and }?ut his lips to her cheek. _ _

" The signorina Vittoria, gentlemen,” said Agostino.

CHAPTER Il
SIGNORINA VITTORIA

THE old man had introduced her with much of the pride
of afather displaying some noble child of hisfor the first
time to admiring friends.

"She is one of us" he pursued; "a daughter of Italy!
M?i'daughter also; isitnotso?" _ o

e turned to her asfor a confirmation. The signorina
pressed his fingers. She was a little intimidated, and fur
the moment seemed shy and girlish. The shade of her
broad straw hat partly concealed her vivid features.

" Now, gentlemen, if you please, the number is complete,
and we may proceed to business,” said Agostino, formally :
but as he conducted the signorinato place her at the feet of
the Chief, she beckoned to her servant, who was holding the
animal she had ridden. He came up to her, and presented
himself in something of a military posture of attention to
her commands. These were that he should take the poor
brute to water, and then lead him back to Baveno, and do
duty in waiting upon her mother. The first |gunctlon was
received in a decidedly acquiescent manner. On hearing the
second, which directed his abandonment of his post of im-
mediate watchfulness over her safety, the man flatly objected
with a " Signorina, no." _ .

He was a handsome bright-eyed fellow, with a soldier's
frame and a smile as broad and beaming as laughter, indi-
cating much of that mixture of acuteness and simplicity
which is a characteristic of the South, and means no more
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than that the extreme vivacity of the blood exceeds at times
that of the brain. _

A curious frown of half-amused astonishment hung on the
signorina's face.

"When | tell you to go, Bcppo ! " _

At once the man threw out his fingers, accompanied b
an amazingly voluble delivery of his reasons for this revolt
against her authority. Among other things, he spoke of an
oath sworn by him to aforei %n ?entleman, his patron, —for
whom, and for whomsoever he Toved, he was ready to pour
forth his heart's blood, — to the effect that he would never
quit her side when she left the roof of her house.

f _"Ydou se, Beppo,” she remonstrated, "I am among
riends."

Beppo gave a sweeping bow, but remained firm where he
sood.  Ammiani ‘a sharp hard look at the man.

" Do you hear the signorinas orders ? "

" | hear them, signore.”

" Will you obey them ?" _
~ Sheinterposed. " He must not hear quick words. Beppo
is only showing his love for his master and for me. But
you are wrong In this case, my Beppo. You shall give me
t/)our protection when | requireit; and now, you are sens-

le, and must understand that it is not wanted. | tell you

to go." ,

Igg_ppo read the eyes of his young mistress. )

"Signorina,"— he stoo orward mysteriously, — "sig-
norina, that fellow isin Baveno. | saw him this morning.”

" Good, good. And now go, my friend."

"The signor Agogtino,” he remarked loudly, to attract
the old man; "the signor Agostino may think proper to
advise you." _ _ _

" The signor A\gostl no will laugh at nothing that you say
to-day, Beppo. You will obey me. Go at once” “sha re-
peated, seeing him on tiptoe to gain Agostino's attention.

“Beppo knew by her eyes that her ears were locked against
him; and, though she sgoke_ softly, there was an imperious-
ness in her voice not to be disregarded. He showed plainly
by the lost rigidity of his attitude that he was beaten and
Perplexed. Further expostulations being disregarded, he
urned his head to look at the poor panting beast under his

2
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charge, and went Slowly up to him: they walked off together,
a crest-fallen pair. _ o _

" You have gained the victory, sgnorina” said Ugo Corte.

She replied, smiling, "My poor Beppo! it's not difficult
to get the best of those who love us” _

"Hal" cried Agostino; "here is one of their secrets.
Carlo. Take heed of it, my bO}/. We shall have queens
when kings are fossils, mark me I

Ammiani muttered a courtly phrase, whereat Corte
yawned in very grim fashion.

The signorina had dropped to the grass, at a short step
from the Chief, to whom her face was now seriously given.
In Ammiani's _Slﬂht she looked a dark Madonna, with the
sun shining bright gold through the edges of the summer
hat, thrown back from her head. The full and steady con-
templative eyes had taken their fixed expression, after a
vanishing affectionate gaze of an instant cast upon Agostino.
Attentive as they were, light played in them like water.
The countenance was vivid in repose. She leaned dlightly
forward, clasping the wrist of one hand about her knee, and
the sole of one little foot showed from under her dress.

Deliberately, but with no attemﬁ at dramatic impressive-
ness, the Chief began to speak. He touched upon the con-
dition of Italy, and the new life animating her young men
and women. ~ "l have heard many good men jeer," he sad,
" at our taking women to our counsel, accepting their help,
and putting a great stake upon their devotion.  You have
read history, and you know what women can accomplish.
They may be trained, equallg as we are, to venerate the
abstract idea of country, and be a sacrifice to it.  Without
their ad, and the fire of afresh life being kindled in their
bosoms, no country that has lain like ours in the death-
trancg._ clan revive. ~ In the death-trance, | say, for Italy does
not die!"

" True," said other voices. _

"We have this belief in the eternal life of our country,
and the belief is the life itself. But let no strong man
amon%_us despise the help of women. | have seen our
cause lie desperate, and those who despaired of it were not
women. Women kept the flame dive. They worship in
the temple of the cause”
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Ammiani's eyes dwelt fervidl)(]upor] the signorina.  Her
look, which was fastened upon the Chief, expressed amind
that listened to strange matter concerning her very little.,
But when the plans for the risinP of the Bergamascs and
Brescians, the Venetians, the Bolognese, the Milanese, all
the principal Northern cities, were recited, with a practical
emphasis thrown uRon numbers, upon the readiness of the
organized bands, the dispositions of the leaders, and the
amount of resistance to be expected at the various points
indicated for the outbreak, her hands disjoined, and she
stretched her fingers to the grass, supporting herself so,
while her extended chin and animated features told how
eagerly her spirit drank at positive springs, and thirsted for
assurance of the coming storm. _ .

"It is decided that Milan gives the sgna,” said the
Chief; and a light, like the reflection of a beacon-fire upon
the night, flashed over her. S

He was pursuing, when Ugo Corte smote the air with his
nervous fingers, crying out passionately, " Bunglers! are we
again to wait for them, and hear that fifteen patriots have
stabbed a Croat co[)poral, and wrestled hotly with a lieu-
tenant of the guard ? 1 say they are bunglers. Thﬁ/_ never
mean the thing. Fifteen!” There were just three Milanese
among the last lot — the pick of the city ; and the rest were
made up of Trentini, and our ladsfrom Bergamo and Brescig;
and the order from the Council was,' Go and do the busi-
ness !" which means, ' Go and earn your ounce of Austrian
lead, They went, and we gave fifteen true men for one poor
devil of acurst tight blue-leg. They can play the game on
if we give them odds like that. Milan burns bad powder,
and goes off like a drugged pistol. It'sa nest of bunglers,
and may it be razed! We could do without it, and well!
If it were a family failing, should not | too be trusting
them ? My brother was one of the fifteen who marched out
as targets to try the skill of those hell-plumed Tyrolese:
and they did it thoroughly — shot him straight here.,” Corte
gtruck his chest.  "He gave ajump and a cry. Weas it a
viva for Milan? They swear that it was, and they can't
trandate from a living mouth, much more from a dead one;
but I know my Niccolo better. | have kissed his lips a
thousand times, and | know the poor boy meant,' Scorn and
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eternal distrust of such peddling conspirators as these!'
| can dea with traitors, but these flash-in-the-pan plotters —
these shaking, jelly-bodied patriots | — trust to them again?
Bather draw lots for another fifteen to bare their breasts
and bandage their eyes, and march out in the grey morning,
while the stupid Croat corporal goes on smoking his lumpy
pipel We snall hear that Milan is moving; we shal rise;
we shall be hot at it; and the news will come that Milan has
merely yawned and turned over to sleep on the other sde.
Twice she has done this trick, and the garrison there has
sent five regiments to finish us— teach us to sleep soundly
likewise! | say, let it be Bergamo; or be it Brescia, if you
like; or Venice: sheisready. You trust to Milan, and you
are fore-doomed. | would swear it with this hand in the
flames. She give the signal ? Shut your eyes, cross your
hands flat on your breasts: you are dead men it you move.
She lead the'way? Spin on your hedls, and 'you have
followed her!" _ o _

Corte had spoken in athick difficult voice, that seemed to
reguyre the aid of his vehement gestures to pour out as it
did like a water-pipe in a hurricane of rain. He ceasad,
red almost to blackness, and knotted his arms, that were big
asthecable of avessel.  Not a murmur followed his speech.
The word was given to the Chief, and he resumed: —

"You have a personal feeling in this case, Ugo. You
have not heard me. | came through Paris. A rocket will
soon shoot up from Paris that will be a signa for Christen-
dom. The keen French wit is sick of its compromise-king.
All Europe isin convulsions in a few months : to-morrow it
may be. The elements are in the hearts of the people, and
nothing will contain them. We have sown them to reap
them. ~ The sowing asks for persistency; but the resping
demands skill and absolute truthfulness,  We have now one
of those occasions coming which are the flowersto be plucked
by resolute and worthy hands : they are the tests of our sin-
cerity.  This time now rapidly approaching will try us al,
and we must be ready for it. " If we have believed in it, we
stand prepared.  If we have conceived our plan of actionin
purity of heart, we shall be guided to discern tin means
which may serve us. You will know speedily what it is
that has prompted you to move.  |f passion blindfolds you,
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if you are foiled by a prejudice, | dso shdl know. My
friend, the nursing ‘of a single antipathy is a presumption
that your motive force is personal — whether the thirst for
vengeance or some internal union of a hundred indistinct
little fits of egoism, | have seen brave and even noble men
fall at the ordeal of such an hour: not fail in courage, not
fail in the strength of their desire; that was the misery for
them! They faled because midway they logt the vison to
Sect the rlght instruments put in our waY by heaven.
That vision belongs solely to such as have clean and dis
ciplined hearts. The hope in the bosom of a man whose
fixed star is Humanity becomes a part of his blood, and is
extinguished when his blood flows no more. To conquer
him, the principle of life must be conquered. And he, m
frlelr\1/|d] will use al, because he serves dl. | need not touc
on Milan.

The signorina drew in her breath quickly, as if in this
abrupt close she had a revelation of the Chief's whole mean-
ing, and was startled by the sudden unveiling of his mastery.
Her hands hung loose; her figure was tremulous. A mur-
mur from Corte jarred within her like a furious discord, but
he had not offended by refusing to disclam his error, and

ad simply said in a gruff acquiescent way, "Proceed.”
Her sensations of surprise a the singular triumph of the
Chief made her look curioudly into the faces of the other
tr_nen; but the pronouncing of "her name engaged her aten-
ion.

"\{hog)r"first night is the night of the fifteenth of next
month *

" Itis, signore," she replied, abashed to find herself spesk
ing with hi_% who had s%p moved her.

' There is no likelihood of a postponement 2"

"|_am certain, signore, that | shal be ready."

"There are no squabbles of any serious kind among the

singers?" , _
soft dimple played for amoment on her lips, " | have
heard something.”

" Among the women ?"

" Yes, and the men."

" But the men do not concern you ?" )

"No, signore.  Except that the women twist them.”
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Agostino chuckled audibly. The Chief resumed: —

"You believe, notwithstanding, that al will go well?
The opera will be acted, and you will appear in it 7"

" Yes, signore. | know one who has determined on it, and
can do it _ .

" Good. Theoperais Camilla?" .

o Sllge_was answering with an affirmative, when Agostino
rokein,—

" Camilla! And honour to whom honour is due! Let
Caesar claim the writing of the libretto, if it be Caesar'sl It
has passed the censorship, signed AGOSTINOBALDERINI—a
disaffected person out of Pledmont, rendered tame and fang-
less by arigorous imprisonment.  The sources of the tale,
O ye grave Signori Tedeschi ? The sources are partlly to be
traced to aneat little French vaudeville, very sparkling—
Camille, or the Husband Asserted; and again to a certain
Chronicle that may be mediaeval, may be modern, and is
just, as the great Shakespeare would say, ' as you like it."™

“Agostino recited some mock verses, burlesquing the or-
dinary libretti, and provoked loud laughter from Carlo
Ammiani, who was familiar enough with the run of their
nonsense. , . .

" Camillais the bride of Camillo. | give to her dl the
brains, which is a modern idea, quite! He does al the mis-
chief, which is possibly medieval. They have both an
enemy, which is mediaeval and modern.” None of them
know exactly what they are about; so there you have the
modern, the mediaeval, and the antique, al in one. Finally,
my friends, Camillais something for you to digest at leisure.
The censorship swallowed it a a gulp. Never was bait
so handsomely taken! At present | have the joy of playing
my fish. Onthe night of the fifteenth | land him. Camilla
lias @ mother. Do you see? That mother is reported, is

enerally conceived, asdead. Do you seefurther? Camilla's

Irst song treats of a dream she has had of that mother.
Our signorina shall not be troubled to favour you with a
taste of it, or, by Bacchus and his Indian nymphs, | should
speedily behold you*umpln like peas in a pan, like trout
on abank! Thé earth would be hot under you, verily! Aa
| was remarking, or meant to be, Camilla and her husband
disagree, having agreed to. 'Tis a plot to deceive Count
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Orso—aha? You are acquainted with Count Orso!  He is
Camillas antenuptial guardian. Now you warm to it! In
that condition | leave you. Perhaps my child here will give
you ataste of her voice. The ﬁpetry does much upon reflec-
tion, but it has to ripen within you— a matter of time.
Wed this voice to the poetry, and it finds p e 'twixt
your ribs, as on the point of adriven blade. Do [ cry the
sr\wNeetness and the coolness of my melons? Not I! = Try
them."

The signorina put her hand out for the scroll he was
unfolding, and cast her eyes aong bars of music, while
Agostino called a "Silenzio tutti!" She sang one verse,
and stopped for breath. _ _ _

Between her dismayed breathings she saidto the Chief: —-
" Believe me, signore, | can be trusted to sing when the
time comes." ] ] ) )

" Sing on, my blackbird— my violal " said Agostino.
"Wedl trust you. Look at Colonel Corte, and take him
for Count Orso. Take me for pretty Camillo. Take Marco
for Michiela; Giulio for Leonardo; Carlo for Cupid. Take
the Chief for the audience. Take himfor afrivolous public.
Ah, my Pippo!" (Agostino laughed aside to him). " Let us
lead on with alighter piece; atrifle-tra-la-la! and then let
the frisky piccolo be drowned in deep organ notes, as on
some occasions in histpry the people overrun certain puling
characters.  But that, 1 confess, is an illustration atogether
out of place, and I'll simply JIO'[ it down in my note-book."

Agostino had talked on tolet her gain confidence. When
he was silent she sang from memory. It was a song of
flourishes: one of those be-flowered arias in which the notes
flicker and leap like young flames. Others might have sun
it; and though it spoke favourably of her aptitude an
musical education, and was of a quality to enrapture essy,
merely critical audiences, it won no applause from these
men. - The effect produced by it was exhibited in the placid
tolerance shown by the uplifting of Ugo Corte's eyebrows,
which said, "Well, here's a voice, certainly." His subse-
ﬂuen;) look added, " Is this what we have come hither to

ear

Vittoria saw the look. " Am | on my trial before you ?"
she thought; and the thought nerved her throat.  She sang
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in strong and ﬁra\/_e_ contralto tones, a first with shut eyes.
The sense of hostility left her, and left her soul free, and
she raised them. e song was of Camilla dying. She
pardons the treacherous hand, commending her memory and
the strength of her faith to her husband: —

" Beloved, | am quickly out of sight:
| pray that you will |6ve more than my dust.
Weré death defeat, much weeping would beright;
‘Tisvictory when it leaves surviving trust.
You will not find me save when P/Qu forget .
Earth's feebleness, and come to faith, my friend,
For al Humanity doth owe a debt
To al Humanity, until the end.”

Agostino glanced at the Chief to see whether his ear had
cau% t note of his own language.

The melancholy severity of that song of death change®
to a song of prophetic triumph. The signorina stood up.
Camilla has thrown off the mask, and has sung the name
" Itdial" At the recurrence of it the men rose likewise.

" Italia, Italia shall be free I"

Vittoria gave the inspiration of a dying voice: the con-
quest of death by an eternal truth seemed to radiate from
her. Voice and features were as one expression of arapture
of belief built upon pathetic trustfulness.

" Italig, Italia shall be free "

‘She seized the hearts of those hard and serious men as a
wind takes the strong oak-trees, and rocks them on their
knotted roots, and leaves them with the song of soaring
among their branches. Italy shone about her; the lake, the
plains, the peaks, and the shouldering flushed snow-ridges.
Carlo Ammiani breathed as onewho drawsin fire. Grizzled
Agostino glittered with suppressed emotion, like a frosted
thorn-bush'in the sunlight. - Ugo Corte had his thick brows
down, as a man who 1s reading iron matter. The Chief
alone showed no sign beyond a half lifting of the hand, and
amost luminous fixed observation of the fair young woman,
from whom power was an emanation, free of effort. The
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gaze was sad in its thoughtfulness, such as our feelings
trandate of the light of evening. _
~ She ceased, and he said, " You sing on the night of the
fifteenth?*

"l do, signore."

"It is your first appearance ?"

She bent her heael, , o

"And you will be prepared on that night to sing this
song?" T

"Yes, signore.” ) )

" Save in the event of your being forbidden?"

" Unless you shall forbid me, I will sing it, signore.”

" Should they imprison you?——"

" If they shoot me | shall be satisfied to know that | have
sung a song that cannot be forgotten.”

The Chief took her hand in a gentle Prasp.

" Such as you will help to give our Italy freedom. You
hold the sacred flame, and know you hold it in trust."

" Friends," — he turned to his companions, — " you have
heard what will be the signd for Milan."

. CHAPTER IV
AMMIANI'S INTERCESSION

1T was a surprise to al of them, save to Agostino Balde-
rini, who passed his inspecting gfance from face to face,
marking the effect of the announcement. Corte gazed at
her heavily, but not atogether disapprovingly. — Giulio
Bandinelli- and Marco Sana, though evidently astonished,
and to some extent incredulous, listened like the perfectly
trusty lieutenants in an enterprise which they were. But
Carlo Ammiani stood horror-stricken.  The blood had left
his handsome young olive-hued face, and his eyes were on
the signorina,  large with amazement, from which they
deepened to piteousness of entreaty.

" Signorina; —you!  Can it betrue? Do you know ?—
do you mean it ?'
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" What, signer Carlo?" _
" This,—will you venture to do such athing ?"
~ " Oh, will I venture? What can you think of me? It
is §owr] request.” ) _
" But, signorina, in mercy, listen and consider."
Carlo turned impetuously to the Chief. " The signorina
can't know the dansﬂer she is running. She will be seized
on the boards, and shut up between four walls before a man
of uswill be ready, —or more than one" he added softly.
" The house is sure to be packed for a first night; and the
Polizia have a suspicion of her. She has been off her guard
in the Conservatory; she has talked of a country called
Italy; she has been indiscreet; — pardon, pardon, signorinal
but'it is true that she has spoken out from her noble heart.
And this operal  Are they fools ?—they must see through
it. It will never,—it can't possibly be reckoned on to
appear. | knew that the signorina was heart and soul
with us; but who could guess that her ob#ect was to sacri-
fice herself in the front rank, —to lead aforlorn hope! |
tell you it's like a Pa?an rite. You are posmveIP/ daying a
victim. | be]gyou al to look at the case calmly '™
A burst of laughter checked him; for his seniors by’
many years could not hear such veteran's counsel from a
hurried boy without being shrewdly touched by the humour
of it, while one or two threw a particular irony into their
tones.
" When we do day avictim, we will come to you as our
augur, my Carlo," sad Agostino. _
orte was less gentle. As a Milanese and a mere
outh Ammiani was antipathetic to Corte, who closed his
aughter with awindy rattle of his lips, and a " pish!" of
some emphasis. o _
Carlo was quick to give him a challengi ngbfrown. o
"What is 1t?" Corte bent his head back, as if in-
quiringly. : : , .
"It's | who claim that question by right,” said Carlo.
"You are aboy."
"1 have studied war."
"In books."
"With brains, Colond Corte"
"War is a matter of blows, my little lad,"
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" Let me inform you, signor Colonel, that war is not a
ﬂglg"between bulls, to be played with the horns of the

"You are prepared to instruct me?" The fiery Berga
masc lifted his eyebrows. _

"Nay, nay!" sad Agostino. "Between us two first;"
and he grasped Carlo's arm, saying in an underbreath,
"Your last retort was too long-winded. In these conflicts
%/ou must be quick, sharp as arifle-crack that hits echo on
the breast-bone and makes her cry out. | correct a student
in the art of war." Then aloud:” " My opera, young man !
—well, it's my libretto, and you know we writers always
sy ' my opera’ when we have put the pegs for the voice;
you are certainly aware that we do. How dare you to make
calumnious observations upon my opera? Is it not the ripe
and admirable fruit of five years'of confinement ? Are not
the lines sharp, the stanzas solid ? and the stuff, is it not
good? Is not the subject simple, pure from offence to
sensitive authority, constitutionally harmless? Beply! "

" It's transparent to any but ass&s” said Carlo. _

"But if it has passed the censorship? You are guiHy,
my boy, of bestowing upon those highly disciplined gentle-
men who govern your famous city —what title? | trust a
prophetic one, since that it comesS from an animal whose
custom is to turn its back before it delivers a blow, and is,
they remark, fonder of encountering dead lions than live
ones. Still, 1t is you who are indiscreet, — eminently so, |
must add, it you will look lofty. If my opera has passed
the censorship! eh, what have you to say ?°

Carlo endured this banter till the end of it came.

"And you—you encourage her!" he cried wrathfully.
"You know what the danger is for her, if they once |
hands on her. They will have her in Verona in four-and-
twenty hours; tthLéﬂtl the gates of the Adlfge in a couple
of days, and at Spielberg, or some other of their infernal
dens of %roans within aweek. Where is the chance of a
rescue then? They torture, too,—they torture! It's a
woman; and insult” will be one mode of torturing her.
Th%q can use rods——" .

e excited Southern youth was about to cover his face,
but caught back his hands, clenching them.
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"All this"" sad Agostino, "is an evasion, manifestly, of
the question concerning my opera, on which you have
thought proper to cast aslur.  The phrase, 'transparent to
any but ases’ may not be absolutely objectionable, for
transparency is, as the critics rightly insist, meritorious in
a composition. And, according to the other view, if we
desire our clever opponents to see nothing in something, it
is notably skilful to let them see through 1t.  You perceive,
my Carlo. Transparency, then, deserves favourable com-
ment. So, | do not complain of your phrase, but | had the
unfortunate privilege of hearing it uttered. The method
of delivery scarcely conveyed a compliment. Will you
apologize ?" _ _ _

Carlo burst from him with a vehement question to the
Chief: "Isit decided ?"

"Itis my friend; " was the reply.

"Decided! She is doomed! Signorinal what can you
know of thisfrightful risk? You are going to the daughter.
You will be seized before the first verse is out of your lips,
and once in their clutches, you will never breathe free air
again. It's madness! — ah, forgive me! —yes, madness!
For you shut your eyes; you rush into the trap blindfol ded.
And that is how you serve our ltaly! She sees you an
instant, and you are caught away; —and you who might
segﬁe Qer, if you would, do you think you can move dungeon
walls?"

"Perhaps, if | have been once seen, | shall not be for-
gotten," said the signorina smoothly, and then cast her
eyes down, as if she felt the burden of a little possible
]g_ccuwtlon of vanity in this remark. She raised them with

ire.

"No; never!" exclamed Carlo. "But, now you are
ours. And—surely it is not quite decided?" _

He had spoken imploringly to the Chief. ™ Not irrevo-
cably ?" he added.

" Irrevocably!"

"Then sheislost!" o _ _ _
" For shame, Carlo Ammiani;" said old Agostino, casting
his sententious humours asde. " Do you not hear ? It is
decided! Do you wish to rob her of her courage, and see
her tremble ? " It's her scheme and mine: a case where an
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old head approves ayoung one. The Chief says Yes! and
you bellow still! s it a Milanese trick ?  Be slent.”

" Be silent!" echoed Carlo. " I)o you remember the beast
Marschatska's bet ?"  The allusion was to a black incident
concerning a young Italian ballet girl who had been carried
off by an Austrian officer, under the pretext of her com-
plici IE?/ in one of the antecedent conspiracies.

" He rendered payment for it," said Agostino.

" He perished; yes! as we shake dust to the winds; but
shel —it'sterrible! You place women in the front ranks
—qgirls!  What can defenceless creatures do? Would you
let the van-regiment in battle be the one without weapons ?
It's slaughter. ~ She's like a lamb to them. You hold up
yrour jewel to the enemy, and cry, 'Come and take it.

hink of the insults! think of the rough hands, and foul
mouths! She will be seized on the boards——"

" Not if you keep your tongue from Wagﬂl_ng,'_' interposed
Ugo Corte, fevered by this unseasonable exhibition of what
was to him manifestly a lover's frenzied selfishness. He
moved off, indifferent to Carlo's retort. Marco Sana and
8;1u(la|fo Bandinelli were aready talking aside with the

ief.,

" Signer Carlo, not a hand shall touch me" said the
signorina. " And | am not alamb, though it is good of you
to think me one. | passed through the streets of Milan in
the last rising. | was unharmed. You must have some
confidence in me" o

"Signorina, there's the danger,” rejoined Carlo. "You
trust to your good angels once, twice—the third time they
fail you'! at are you among a host of armed savages™
You would be tossed like weed on the sea.  In pity, do not
look so scornfully ! No, thereis no unjust meaning in it;
bu{ti(}/ou despise me for seeing danger. Can nothing per-
suade you? And, besides" he addressed the Chief, who
alone betrayed no signs of weariness; " listen, | beg of you.
Milan wants no more than a signal. She does not require
to be excited. | came charged with severa proposals for
gl_vmg the alarm.  Attend, you others! The night of the

ifteenth comes; it is passing like an ordinary night. At
twelve a fire-baloon is seen in the sky. Ligen, in the
name of saints and devils!"
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But even the Chief was observed to show signs of amuse-
ment, and the gravity of the rest forsook them altogether
attthe display of this profound and origina conspiratorial
notion.

" Excellent! excellent! my Carlo," said old Agostino,
cheerfully. " You have t_houfg;ht. You must have thought,
or whence such a conception”? But, %/ou realy mistake. It
is not the garrison whom we desire to put on their %Jard.
By no means. We are not in the Imperial pay. Probably
your balloon is to burst in due time, and, wind permitting,
disperse printed }:))aper_s al over the city ?"

“'What if itis?" cried Carlo fiercely.

" Exactly. | have divined your idea.  You have thought,
or, to correct the tense, are thinking, which is more hopeful,
though it may chance not to seem so meritorious. But, if
yours are the'ideas of full-blown jackets, bear in mind that
our enemies are coated and breeched. It may be creditable
to you that your cunning is not the cunning of the serpent;
to us it would be more valuable if it were. - Continue."

"Oh! there are athousand ways." Carlo controlled him-
salf with a sharp screw of al his muscles. "1 simply wish
to save the signorina from an annoyance." .

"Very mildly put," Agostino murmured assentingly.

" In our Journal," said Carlo, holding out the palm of one
hand to dot the forefinger of the other across it, by way of

ersonal illustration—"in our Journal we might arrange
or certain letters to recur at distinct intervals in Boman
capitals, which might spell out, 'THIS NIGHT AT TWELVE,
or 'AT ONE," _ _ _

"(%wte_ as ingenious, but on the present occasion erring
on the sde of intricacy. Ahal you want to increase the
sdle of your Journal, do you, my boy ? The rogue!”

With” which, and a light dap "over Carlo's shoulder,
Agostino left him. _

he aspect of his own futile proRosals stared the young
man in the face too forcibly for him to nurse the spark
of resentment which was struck out in the turmoil of his
bosom. He veered, asif to follow Agostino, and remained
midway, his chest heaving, and his eyelids shut.

" Sgnor Carlo, | have not thanked you." He heard
Vittoria speak. "I know that a woman should never
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attempt to do men's work. The Chief will tell you that
we must al serve now, and al do our best. If weTail, and
they put me to great indignity, | promise you that | will
not live. | would give this up to be done by anyone else
who could do it better. It is In my hands, and my friends
must encourage me." ) )

" Ah, signorinal " the young man sighed bitterly. The
knowledge that he had alr betrayed himself” in the
presence of others too far, and the sob in his throat labour-
Ing to escape, kept him dtill. _ _

A warning call from Ugo Corte drew their attention.
Close by the chalet where the first climbers of the moun-
tain had refreshed themselves, Beppo was seen strugg”_ng
to secure the arms of aman in a high-crowned green Swiss
hat, who was apparently disposed to give the signorinas
faithful servant some trouble. After gazing a minute at
this singular contention, she cried —

" It's the same who follows me everywhere!"

"And %ou will not believe you are suspected,” murmured
Carlo in her ear. _ _ _

"A spy?" Sana queried, showing keen e{oy a the pros-
pect of scotching such a reptile on the lon ha?ht.

Corte went up to the Chief. They spoke briefly together,
making use of notes and tracings on paper. The Chief then
sad "Adieu” to the signorina. It was explained to the
rest by Corte that he had a meeting to attend near Fella
about noon, and must be in Fobello before midnight. Thence
his way would be to Genoa. _

" So, you are resolved to give another trial to our crowned
ex-Carbonaro," said Agostino. o

" Without leaving him an initiative this time! " and the
Chief embraced the old man. "You know me upon that
point. | cannot trust him. | do not. But, if we make
such atide in Lombardy that his army must be drawn into
it, is such an army to be refused? Fird, the tide, my
friend! See to that." _ o

" The king is our instrument!" cried Carlo Ammiani,
brlghtenlr_ltg. _ . _

"Yes, if we were particularly well skilled in the use of
that kind of instrument,” Agostino muttered.

He stood apart while the Chief said a few words to Carlo
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which made the blood play vividly across the visage of the
Youth. Carlo tried humbly to expostulate once or twice.
n the end his head was bowed, and he signified a dumb
acquiescence. _ _

" Once more, good-bye" The Chief addressed the sig-
norina in English.

She replied in the same tongue, "Good-bye," tremulously;
and passon mounting on it, added — "Oh! when shall |
seyou again ?" o _

"When Borne is purified to be a fit place for such as

ou."

y In another minute he was hidden on the dope of the
mountain lying toward Orta.

CHAPTER V
THE SPY

BEPPO had effected a firm capture of his man some way
down the sope.  But it was a case of check that entirely
precluded his own free movements. They hung together
intertwisted in the characters of specious pacificator and
appealing citizen, both breathless.

"There! you want to hand me up neatly; | know your
vanity, my Beppo; and you don't even know my name’
sad the prisoner. _

"l know your ferret of aface well enough,” sad Begf)o.
" You dog the signorina.  Come up, and don't give trouble.”

"Am | not asheep? You worry me. Let me go."

"You're a wriggling ed."

"Catch me fast by the tail then, and don't hold me b}
the middle” _

"You want frightening, my pretty fellow!" _ _

"If that's true, my Beppo, somebody made a mistake in
sending you to do it.  Stop a moment.  You're blown. |
’gwmk you gulp down your rainestra too hot; you drink

w n

"You dog the signorinal | swore to scotchyou at last.
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"l left Milan for the purpose—don't you see? Act
Eajrly,tlmy' Beppo, and let us go up to the signorinatogether
ecéntly.

"Ay, ay, my little reptile!  You'l find no Austrians
here.” Cry out”to them 1o come to you from Laveno. |f
the Mottérone grew just one treel’ Saintsl one would

serve,

"Why don't you—fool that you are, my Beppo! —pray
to the Saints earlier? Trees don't grow from heaven.”
ab"Ytouj[Illl be going there soon, and you'll know better

out it.

" -tl-ﬁanllss to the Virgin, then, we shal part a some time
or other!

The struggles between them continued.sha_lr_ply during
this exchange of intellectua shots; but hearing TJjo Corte's
voice, the prisoner's confident audacity forsook him, and he
drew a long tight face like the mask of an admonitory
exclamation” addressed to himself from within.

" Stand up straight!" the soldier's command was uttered.

Even Beppo was amazed to see that the man had lost the
power to obey or to speak. ) ]

Corte grasped him under the arm-pit.  With the force
of his huge fist he swung him round and stretched him out
at arm's-length, dl collar" and shanks.  The man hung like
a mole from the twig. . Yet, while Beppo poured out the
tale of his iniquities, his eyes gave the turn of a twinkle,
showing that he could have answered one whom he did not
fear. The charge brought against him was, that for the
last sx months he had been untiringly spying on the
signorina.

_Corte stamped his |oose feet to earth, shook him and told
him to walk aoft. The flexible voluble fellow had evi-
dently become miserably disconcerted. Hewalked in trepi-
dation, hless, and when interrogated on the height
his eyestlew across the, aggr%/ visages with dismal uncer-
tainty. Agostino perceived that he had undoubtedly not
expected to come among them, and forthwith began to
excite Giulio and Marco to the worst suspicions, in order
to indulge his royal po_enc_ soul with a study of a timorous
wretch pushed to anticipations of extremletg. _ _

"The execution of a spy,'é he preluded, "is the sgna
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for the ringing of joy-bells on this earth; not only because
he isone of a pestiferous excess, in point of numbers, but
that he is no true son of earth. He escaped out of helPs
doors on awindy day, and al that we do is to puff out a
bad light, and send him back. Look at thisfellow inwhom
conscience is operating so that he appears like a corked
volcano!  You can see that he takes Austrian money; his
skin has got to be the exact colour of Miinz. He has the
greenish-yellow eyes of those elective, thrice-abhorred
vampyres who feed on patriot-blood. He is condemned
without trial by hisvillanous countenance, like an ungram-
matical preface to abook. His tongue refuses to confess,
but nature is stronger: — observe his knees. Now thisis

uilt. Itisexecrable guilt. Heisanasty object. Nature
has in her wisdom shortened his stature to indicate that it
is left to us to shorten the growth of his offending years.
Now, you dangling soul! answer me: —what name hailed
you when on earth?" _ _

I_The_mzan, with no clearly serviceable tongue, articulated,
"Luigi."

" Luigi! the name Christian and distinctive.  The nam6
historic: — Luigi Porco?"

" Luigi Saracco, signore." . .

" Saracco: Saracco: very possibly astrip of the M:)osterlty
of cut-throat Moors. To judge by }our face, a Moor un-
doubtedly: glib, Slippery!” with a body that dides and a
soul that jum