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I.

TH E  tru m p et ra n g  clear and the notes rolled 
in echoes from  the m ountain-sides. My ear 

trained  to the voice of the m ilitary  bugle could 
not be deceived.

“ Ubi terrarum sumus ? ” — W here am I ? — W hat 
troops can be here ?

The long, last note was hard ly  over, w hen I had 
gained sufficient consciousness (though still som e
w hat clouded in m ind and m em ory) to leap from 
my bed w ith an eager anxiety  to reconnoitre the 
situation. P eeping over the short cu rta in  which 
screened the low er half of the casem ent, I saw a 
squadron of dragoons form ed in line across the 
greensw ard in fron t of me.

T hey  wore the F rench  uniform  of the second 
empire. In fron t of the  line was an officer, whose 
dress showed him  to be of very  h igh  rank, su 
perb ly  m ounted and attended  by a num erous 
staff, w hich rem ained  stationary, except the tru m 
peter who clung to him  like a shadow, and a ju n 
ior officer who followed exactly  behind  him, as he 
presently  tu rned  and rode slowly up and  down



the  line, occasionally ha lting  to  exam ine a car
b ine or look into a knapsack, and  now and  then  
w heeling so as to face the line and speaking, ap 
parently  in  an inaudible voice, som eth ing  which 
was im m ediately transla ted  into r in g in g  notes of 
the horn, and in stan tly  obeyed by  the men.

T he m anœ uvres being  p resen tly  over, the  old 
officer tu rn ed  tow ard me, and I could distinctly  
discern a w eather-beaten  face, a snow -w hite m us
tache, and a b reast covered by the decorations of 
m any orders. I had seen, I afterw ards learned, 
a m arshal of France. W as it C anrobert ? I never 
certain ly  knew. He retired , followed by his staff 
and the prolonged salute of the whole command. 
T he junior, who un til th is m om ent had been 
m erely  track ing  the  steps of his superior, now 
dashed up  in fron t of the  line w ith the tru m p ete r 
at his side, and gave a few orders, which were 
trum peted  and obeyed as before. Then, w ith a 
sp irited  flourish of the trum pet, all s ta rted  off at 
a gallop, and a m om ent la te r  the whole vision 
had vanished.

I w ondered m uch th a t F rench  dragoons, in a 
tim e of peace in th is p a rt of the  world, should be 
in Sw itzerland and on the fron tier of Ita ly  ; and 
not m uch less, a t so h igh  an officer being  so far 
outside the  apparen t rou te from  France to the 
seat of w ar in  the East.



I afterw ard  learned  th a t the g rea t officer had a 
mission from  his E m peror to m eet Cavour at 
T urin  ; th a t the squadron of dragoons was an 
escort of honor w hich had  been detached from  a 
large body of th e  sam e which, in  fact, a few 
weeks before I m yself had  seen at Lyons on their 
way to a transport-sh ip  at M arseilles, whence 
they  would touch at Genoa, receive on board  the 
m arshal and his escort and sail d irect for the Bos
phorus.

He had come from  Lyons to G eneva by the dil
igence, had passed the tim e, till the arrival of the 
escort, a t several A lpine resorts, and now m et 
them  for the first tim e at Martigny, whence he 
and his staff would im m ediately  cross by  the 
G reat St. B ernard  and m eet them  again a t Aosta. 
T here he and his staff would join the escort and 

, they would thence proceed to g eth er to Turin .
T he events ju s t described happened  on Sun

day, A ugust 6, 1854 (according to m y diary), 
when I found m yself a t the  Hôtel de la Tour a t 
Martigny. I had arrived  in the darkness on the 
evening before from  Chamouny by the Tête Noire, 
a fte r a nine-hours m ule-ride, which included a 
thorough d renching  in  a trem endous shower. 
U nusual fa tigue had  prolonged m y slum bers well 
into the day. W hen the bugle awoke me, the 
glare of a m idsum m er sun was pouring  into m y



little  cham ber th rough  the slightly  curta ined  
casem ent, and the pillows about m y head w ere 
bathed  in a b righ tness w ith which th ey  glistened  
like 'the  m ountain snow drifts of w hich I had  been 
dream ing.

One of the  m ost w onderful of the m any won
ders of dream s is, I think, the extension of m in
utes, or even seconds, in to  a seem ing conscious
ness of hours’ duration. T his dream  seem ed to 
me to have been going on for an hour or two, at 
least, though I have reason to th ink  th a t it did not 
really  occupy five m inutes.

D uring  a w eek’s stay at Chamottny I had been 
reading, in  the in tervals of m y own excursions 
(one of which was a bootless chamois-chase w ith 
the old hun ter, Ta irres), A lb ert S m ith ’s rom antic 
description of his ascent of Mont Blatu, two years 
before. My fancy was full of his pictures, m any 
of which I had m yself ju st verified.

T he Glacier de Bossons rose before m y m ind with 
its scenes of “ splendid desolation and ho rro r.” Its 
huge and ragged  icebergs g littered , I thought, 
like pale em eralds in the  rays of the broad moon 
which was ju st se ttin g  behind  the Aiguille du 
Goûté. T hese em erald-m ountains w ere perfo
ra ted  by lofty arches overhung by penden t icicles 
and opening a d istan t perspective of fantastic 
masses beyond. Some of these d istan t m asses





G R A N D S  M U L E T S .



seemed to be stupendous bridges crossing awful 
gulfs below ; o thers rose like em b attled  castles 
on p ro jecting  cliffs and commanded, in  the  view 
still beyond, valleys and gorges of boundless ice.

A t one m om ent I seem ed to be s ittin g  on the 
top of one of the Grands Mulcts, searching with 
the cham ois-glass for gam e u nder the d istan t 
cliffs to rig h t and left, and on the ragged  edges 
of Montanvert; and then  to be scanning the v il
lages in the Val de Chamouny, which appeared 
like w hite atom s scattered  along the spotted 
ground.

A t ano ther m om ent, I was m aking  the g rand  
ascent, and was passing around the precipitous 
flanks of the Rochers Rouges, w ith  the Jardin, 
Monte Rosa, and the Col du Géant, successively 
spreading out before m e ; and then  came th a t 
stupendous vista — the vast u ndu la ting  field of 
ice looking down the Glacier du Taciti tow ard the 
beginning  of the Mer de Glace.

Finally, afte r incredible fatigue and dazed w ith 
glory, I though t I stood on the Calotte itself -— the 
very cap of Mont Blanc, w here there was noth ing  
higher around me. T he sun, com ing sw iftly up, 
was already tingeing  the top of the Aiguille du 
Goûté. The m ists in the valleys w ere spread out 
like a “ filmy ocean ” on every  side, and, pierced 
by the g litte rin g  tips of the h ig h er Aiguilles, the



tout-enscmble, tin ted  by  the reflected sheen, lay 
before me and around me like an  “ archipelago 
of gold.”

T he grow ing brilliance w ent on b rig h ten in g  at 
the  horizon into a tran sp a ren t crimson, m erging 
away tow ard the u pper sky th rough  every  color 
of the bow — into the deepest violet a t forty-five 
degrees, and a dark  azure at the zenith. T he liv 
ing  snow reflected in a paler tin t every  overhang
ing  color ; and the Dôme du Goûté stood in  awful 
w hite w ith  a rosy scarf around his waist.

A t the  m om ent w hen the sun sp rang  above the 
horizon, and an  indescribable conflict of d irect 
and reflected rays confused m e w ith a com m in
gled and overpow ering brilliance, I though t a 
s train  of celestial m usic bu rst on m y ear, as if 
ushering, w ith a flourish of angelic trum pets, the 
arrival of the  k ing  of day. T his m usic awoke 
m e ; and I recognized, as I have described, the 
notes of a bug ler of F rench  dragoons.



I I .

H ark , the  Sunday-m orning bell,
Sweet m usic m aking,

R in g in g  clear o ’er wood and  dell,
T o  w orship  w aking ! 1

AS I finished m y to ilet a sound of m any voices 
was becom ing m ore and m ore audible 

abroad. I w ent again  to the window and now 
threw  open the casem ent. T he dark-blue sky was 
unflecked. Trees, rocks, and sod, and even the 
unsightly  houses of the poor town, a fte r being 
washed by the  show er which had  drenched me 
and m y beast the evening before, stood in  Sun
day dress and seem ed to be sh in ing  w ith a keen 
holiday joy. As often a woman, whom the world 
accounts plain, will b rig h ten  u n d er some pleasing 
excitem ent so th a t we forget the d isparagem ent 
of h er attractions and declare th a t she is b eau ti
ful still, so I could not then  help adm iring  hom ely 
Martigny “ en état du plus beau jour."

A t this m om ent the bell of the little  church 
was started, and began  to send out its clanging



peals. U nder its m agnetic influence, the  scene 
soon becam e stirrin g  and picturesque. T he m ain 
road and several m ountain footpaths grew  alive 
w ith country-folk and village-folk. M an and 
maid, m other and babe, ro llicking childhood and 
old age creeping  on its staff, came converging 
tow ard the  sanctuary. A t a little  d istance in 
fron t of the  leather-curtained  door, on the green 
borders of the highway, or w here a building, tree, 
or m ossy bow lder offered a shade from  the A ugust 
sun, w ere ever-increasing groups in  holiday attire.

W aists and petticoats shone in all the hues of 
the A lpine bow. R ibbons as b righ t and varied 
floated from  broad-brim m ed hats of Livorno. U n
der these broad brim s, oval cheeks, olive w ith 
Ita lian  blood and dyed yet deeper by kisses of 
w anton w ind and arden t sun, b u t fa in tly  disguised 
the roses th a t bloom ed and  w ithered  there, and 
eyes, black as ravens’ wings, shot out th e ir spark
ling  rays — dangerous enough w ithin  th e ir hum ble 
range. O ften these jau n ty  sombreros hu n g  sw ing
ing  from  dusky w rists and forearm s which no fu r
th e r exposure could darken. Below the b righ t 
petticoat, also, som etim es a dark-blue stocking, 
bu t o ftener a sun-brow ned ankle, appeared, and 
then  a queer, stout shoe.

T he m ales of all ages w ere clad of course in the 
infam ous “ Martigny brow n.” I t  was clean, how



ever; and m any a young man, and often an older, 
sported a jau n ty  ribbon on his hat.

The bell ceased. T he group about the  church 
door disappeared. O ther groups and individuals 
approached and  entered. A  few, however, re 
m ained w ithout, absorbed in conversation, or even 
in some quiet am usem ent.

C A P P E L L A  E  C A M P O S A N T IN O .



I I I .

T h e  grave is still and deep ;
F righ tfu l its portals stand,

T h e  secrets safe to keep 
Of the unkennéd land.

N o songs of N ightingale
In  those deep cham bers sound ; 

A n d  F rien d sh ip ’s roses fall
L one on the m oss-grow n mound.

T here  Brides will w ring  and wound 
T h e ir hands in helplessness ;

N o r through  the cold, deep ground 
Can p lain ts of O rphans p ress.2

N  hour later, a fte r m y frugal colazione, I was
seated in  the neighborhood of these groups 

w ith  m y book in  the  attitude, b u t hard ly  in  the 
act, of reading. T he w orshipers w ere now is
suing from  the church and sca tte ring  in  all direc
tions tow ard th e ir homes. A  few tu rn ed  th e ir 
pensive steps tow ard the cem etery. These, of 
whom, as fa r as I rem em ber, there  m ay have been 
a half-dozen, w ere all females. My atten tion , it is 
hard  to tell why, was so earnestly  arrested  by  the 
figure and bearin g  of one of these th a t I followed



and quietly, and I th ink  unobserved, en tered  the 
open gates of the “ Campo Santo," consecrated 
ground, w here m ortal bodies are p lan ted  for the 
harvest of im m ortality .

A fter passing some tim e in respectful exam ina
tion of the very  various and thoughV ude yet often 
exceedingly touching  m em orials of the departed, 
I came upon a chair, e naturalibus, which stood be
side a grave on w hich m any flowers were grow 
ing. T he spot at th a t hour lay g ra tefu lly  beneath  
the shade of a w ide-spreading beach-tree th a t 
grew outside the wall. I occupied th a t chair, not 
w ithout a tw inge of conscience in m aking  a con
venience of a seat ev idently  sacred to m ourning  
love and consecrated by  sad and solem n m edita
tions, I could not doubt, of death  and im m or
tality.

All considerations of m yself, however, w ere 
soon drow ned by  an absorption in the  scenes 
transp iring  around me. A ll or the  m ost of those 
whom I had seen en te r the enclosure w ere now 
kneeling at the  head of one grave and another 
telling  th e ir beads. A m ong them  I saw the figure 
tha t had in terested  m e before, and had been the 
attraction which had draw n me to the spot.

Motionless as a statue, it was kneeling  at the 
head of two com paratively recen t g rav es— or, to 
speak m ore exactly, a double grave. T he m ounds



w ere barely  distinguishable as two, so nearly  did 
the adjacent sides coalesce in one curve. The 
headboard (for it was of wood), was pain ted  w hite 
w ith le tte rin g  of black. A fte r an old fashion, 
common enough in  rustic graveyards, it  was one 
piece, b u t divided at the  top into two tan g en t 
semi-circles, each, in th is instance, surm ounted 
w ith a rudely  cut cross. P roperly  speaking, there  
was no inscription. But on the rig h t side was the 
le tte r  L, and on the left, M. T he le tte rs  were so 
large (I should th ink  two feet in length) as to 
reach nearly  over the whole heigh t of the slab ; 
and th ere  was no more, w hether of ep itaph  or 
ornam ent, there.

My position being  directly  in  front, the face of 
the figure at first I could not see. But the cut 
and tone of apparel bespoke youth in the wearer. 
H er head also was uncovered, and an in te rm itten t 
zephyr would now and then  play w ith  some fug i
tive lock w hich had broken loose from  the glossy, 
black cable of b ra ided  tresses which it seemed 
certain  could not yet have buffeted the storm s of 
tw en ty  A lpine w inters. Besides, there  was an 
indescribable apparen t suppleness (though w ith
out any real m ovem ent) in the figure which 
seem ed to express beyond m istake the trem bling  
tenderness of still lingering  girlhood.

T he forces of nature, however, seem ed to sym 



pathize in m y in terest, and helped partia lly  to 
relieve m y curiosity. T he sun, now past the 
m eridian, soon began  to encroach on the  shade 
of the fir which had sheltered  these graves d u r
ing the m orning  hours; and the kneeling  figure, 
tu rn ing  to escape the  advancing rays, offered 
unconsciously to the scru tiny  of m y glass,— for • 
I sat at a d istance quite sufficient to forestall any 
scruples of im proper in trusion  on m y p art or 
any notice on hers — a profile of s trangely  com 
m ingled and strange ly  attrac tive  loveliness. W ith 
due allowance for the rudeness of the environ
ment, a fa ire r vision I never beheld. Religion, 
simplicity, beauty, sorrow w ere M ended in  tha t 
picture in a fascination w hich captivated  me, soul 
and body, and which I had no inclination left to 
resist.

My h eart palp ita ted  w ith em otion. I can feel 
its throbs at th is m om ent. I used m y glass in 
dustriously m any m inutes, till every  outline of 
her figure and every  th read  of h e r a ttire  becam e 
indelibly reg iste red  in m y memory.

Upon the grass at h er side lay a pair of clean b u t 
heavy shoes. A fiat-brim m ed hat of coarse black 
straw, trim m ed scantily  b u t very  neatly  w ith lus- 
terless black ribbons, depended by the tie-strings 
from a corner of the headboard above described 
and sw ung gen tly  in the  in te rm itten t breeze



which ever and anon puffed over the  silent 
m ounds and toyed w ith  the  tu fted  grass.

H er eyes w ere closed. T he long silken lashes 
lay trem b lin g  on the lids. Occasional crystal 
drops darted  out, chased one ano ther by leaps and 
starts across the olive cheek, and fell to the 
ground.

H er face was sharply  cut in featu res of a s trik 
ing  outline and of exceeding beauty. H er h a ir of 
the  deepest black was p arted  on a broad, low fore
head, and draw n sm oothly back to be confined b e
h ind  by  one of those curious silver combs which 
are so often found am ong the b e tte r  class of 
peasan try  in m ost of the countries of C ontinental 
E urope — inherited  and handed  down th rough  
m any generations.

H er feet w ere bare — a m atter, how ever, of no 
g rea t note or significance, a t th a t period, in  h er 
sphere of life and in  th a t q u arte r of the w orld,— 
though, I believe, the  m arch of civilization and 
artificial life has now arrived  and changed  m uch 
of these prim eval habits even th ere  to-day.

N otw ithstand ing  this, h e r  a ttire  in genera l was 
d istinctly  above th a t of h e r class,— th a t is to say, 
of the class to  which I took h er to belong,— m ore 
subdued and refined in  taste, w ith  a nearer ap
proach to elegance, or, a t least, to a suggestion of 
it in both  cut and finish, even w here the m ateria l



was but the common stuff of the country. She 
wore a sleeveless bodice of some th in  black fab
ric, deeply décolleté over a chemisette of w hite dotted 
muslin, w ith sleeves of the  same, frilled  a t the 
wrist. U pon the  heart-shaped  top of the bodice 
in front lay a curious rose tte  of black crape. From  
the waist flowed a narrow  black sk irt of a th icker 
m aterial th an  the  bodice, and longer th an  the 
usual hab it of peasant-g irls in Sw itzerland and 
Italy, ju s t revealing, as she knelt, the soles of 
unshod feet.

H er hands w ere clasped in front. On a pink 
coral rosary, which depended from  them , ever and 
anon a bead would drop — the record  of a p rayer 
recited.

All the o ther figures except the object of m y 
curious concern one by one d isappeared from  the 
consecrated spot. T he w orshiping congregation 
had long since vanished. A long the h ighw ay and 
on the far-off footpaths of the  m ountain-side the 
dim inishing, tw inkling, fad ing  b rig h t dresses had 
all dissolved away in  the blue m ist of em pty dis
tance. Only we two of liv ing  beings w ere in any 
quarte r visible; and she was absorbed and uncon
scious of m y presence.

The village stree t was now noiseless and em pty. 
H igh noon had taken  possession of the  world. 
The in te rm itten t zephyr was dead. N ot a leaf



fluttered. N ot a blade of g rass nodded at m y feet. 
N ot a ripple passed over the  golden surface of 
the neighboring  grain-field. N ot a cloud floated 
in the  deep, silen t sky. Changeless and m otion
less the kneeling  g irl kep t on w ith  her voiceless 
prayers, and steadily  the record ing  beads kept 
dropping.

In  th a t un iversal silence, tim e seem ed to join 
hands w ith  eternity . S ittin g  thus u nder the 
g litte rin g  stillness of th a t sum m er Sunday noon
tide, am idst a congregation of unknow n dead, in 
speechless com pany w ith th a t young, beautiful, 
sad, sain tly  stranger, who, unconscious of m y p res
ence, was conversing w ith heaven, I  though t 
dream ily, yet sadly, too, of ano ther graveyard , far 
aw ay beyond the d reary  ocean, w here bodies dear 
to m e also w ere sleeping th e ir d ream less and  u n 
w aking sleep.

P resen tly  m y reverie  was broken. T he scene 
assum ed a m ore earth ly  b u t not less in te restin g  
aspect. T he religieuse becam e again a séculière. 
T he haloed saint, hedged about by the sanctities 
of death  and prayer, becam e again bu t a sweet, 
sorrow ful girl, w ith  a pitifu l story, no doubt, to 
tell, and a w om an’s h ea rt m ost assuredly hungry  
for sym pathy.

T he figure moved. The rosary  was replaced. 
T he red  crucifix rested  on the w hite m uslin  tha t



covered her ris ing  and falling  bosom. She crossed 
herself above and on e ith e r side of the  sacred em 
blem, then  arose from  h e r knees and sat a t the 
foot of the fir-tree. P resen tly  she reached  afte r 
the suspended bonnet, w ith a slow precision fixed 
it on her head, and, tak in g  the discarded shoes in 
her hand, arose and passed w ith hasty  steps 
toward the cem etery  gate.

To her surprise and m ine it was closed ; and 
though not locked (as it would not be till sunset, 
the g rea t padlock hang ing  loose on the  post), 
some ignoran t or careless hand had tu rn ed  a 
clumsy fixture which could be undone only from  
the ou ter side.

To force the heavy tim bers was impossible. 
The enclosing wall, bu ilt of rough  b u t firm ly ce
m ented stones, m ight, w ith difficulty, be climbed. 
Indeed, there  was now no o ther way of egress.

I saw h er tu rn  and look anxiously along the line 
of the stony barricade to discover if th ere  were 
any spot m ore feasible th an  ano ther for such an 
ascent and the still m ore perilous descent on the 
opposite side. I had w ished for a decent occasion 
to accost her. T h at opportun ity  had  now ap 
peared. I sp rang  up and ran  tow ards her.

She had already laid  h e r shoes on the top of the 
wall, and set one foot on a p ro jecting  stone, when 
I was near enough to exclaim  :



“Mon en fan t!"  — for although I was convinced 
by w hat has been already m entioned, th a t she had 
passed a good way into the experience of the 
g raver cares and sorrows of life, yet she seem ed 
so tender and young th a t I could not force m yself 
to give h e r a m atu re r title  —

— “Mon enfant, pardonnez-moi, mais certainement 
vous me permettrez de vous y  aider" [Pardon, m y child, 
le t m e help  you.]

“f 'e n  vous remercie, monsieur, merci de bon coeur," 
[T hank  you, thank  you, sir, w ith all m y heart] 
came back in  tim id b u t sweet tones.

N erved  by a pleasurable excitem ent, I leaped 
or clim bed (I know not how) over the  uncouth 
wall, released the gen tle  prisoner, rep laced  the 
bars, and received a repetition  of sweet thanks 
w ith an added ‘Adieu’ as she s tarted  brisk ly  for
ward. But desiring to prolong the agreeable 
m eeting, I wralked on by her side on the grassy 
bank of the highw ay. She observed m y m ove
m ent and gave m e a sad smile, bu t no th ing  more. 
I knew  not w hat to say to s ta rt a conversation tha t 
would be agreeable to her, and so for a little  tim e 
we w alked on in silence.

A t last, th in k in g  I m igh t be m ore sure to buy 
h e r favor and open the avenues to a genial ac
quaintance by a little  gen tle  flattery, I said :

“Mademoiselle, it seems to me a strange th in g  
18



to see one so young and  beautiful, whom  every
body m ust be ready  to please and m ake happy, 
looking so sad and lingering  in  so gloom y a 
place.”

But she only glanced on m e ano ther sweet 
smile and said nothing.

A fter revolving it several tim es in m y thoughts, 
and com puting the  probable consequences, I ven 
tu red  to risk  the question point-blank :

“Mademoiselle, do you often come here ? ”
“ Yes, monsieur, on Sundays-w hen it is clear.”
“ A nd to these sam e graves ? ”
“ Always, monsieur.'' ,
“ D ear ones m ust be sleeping there  ? ”
“ T he dearest, monsieur."
“ F ath er and m other ? ”
“ It is no t they. D ear m other lies elsew here. 

Babbo vive ancora, grazie a Iddio " [Papa lives yet, 
thank God], Only the  last p a rt was in  Italian , the 
rest in French, as usual. T his surprised  me, but 
afterw ards it was explained. T o m y fu rth e r 
questioning, “ One is m y sister,” she replied, “ the 
other — I cannot tell — I do not know who it is.” 

“ W hat ! ” said I, “ each of those graves holds 
one dearer to  you th an  all the  w orld beside, yet 
one of them  you do no t know who it is ! ”

“ I t  is so.”
“ T hat is very  strange .”



“ A las ! it is too true. I t is the  saddest p a rt of 
m y sad lot. Oh, if I knew  who it is ! ” H er cheeks 
flushed crim son and tears stood in her lustrous 
eyes.

N ot w ithout a sen tim ent of p ity  at the  evident 
distress of the  beau tifu l stranger, m ingled  w ith 
some alarm  at the  delicate g round on w hich I 
was tread ing , m y  curiosity  pushed m e on to 
insist :

“ Do explain to m e th is riddle, mademoiselle."
“ I am pressed ,” she replied, hurriedly , w ith her 

free hand  b rush ing  aw ay the g rea t teardrops tha t 
g litte red  in h e r eyes.

No doubt, by  all the ru les of politeness and 
propriety , I ought to have been satisfied w ith this 
and bade m y in terestin g  com panion a courteous 
‘Adieu.’ A  thousand tim es since, a t the recollec
tion of it, I have felt tw inges of m ortification at 
m y reckless im pertinence. But I was young ; the 
g irl was not only beautiful, b u t w ith  th a t peculiar 
charm  w hich in stan tly  and pow erfully inflames 
the  m asculine heart. T he fact was, th a t I was 
unw illing  to leave her. I t  would have cost me 
too severe a pan g  to break aw ay from  h e r m ag
netic presence.

A nd I did, also, vehem ently  wish, for its  own 
sake, to get this revelation of the secrets of her 
sweet, m aiden soul. F o r m ystery  was always



very attrac tive  for me ; and I could not believe 
th a t in  th is instance it shrouded any gu ilt or 
shame on her part. In  short, I selfishly resolved, 
by m ere force of will, to overpower her resistance 
and ravish her secret for m y own gratification.

A ssum ing an in sinuating  gentleness, I p e r
sisted :

“ Y our secret will be very  safe w ith me, made
moiselle, for we shall never m eet again .”

She m erely  replied, in an ag ita ted  tone : “ I 
have fa r to go.”

“ W hither, mademoiselle I "
“ Four hours tow ards the Hospice."
“ Of St. B ernard  ? ”
“ S i Signore.” T hen, as correcting herself, “ Oui, 

monsieur.”
I t  now flashed into m y m ind th a t she had m ade 

this slip again, unconsciously, into her vernacu
lar, and that, as h e r com plexion and the fire in 
her eyes seem ed to show, she was certain ly  an 
Italian  — perhaps an exile, and God only knows 
for w hat reasons — perhaps political — perhaps 
crim inal. W ho can tell into w hat a netw ork of 
suspicion, arrest, im prisonm ent, I m ay be foolishly 
runn ing  ? T hen  a m om entary  vision of daggers 
and cups of poison and a grim  phantasm agoria  a 
la Cesare Borgia shot th rough  m y soul. But a 
look into h e r pure and gentle  face reassured  me,



at least sufficiently so to m ake m e adhere to m y 
purpose. Y et I was not quite at ease. Such 
thoughts rushed  th rough  my m ind  as these : ‘ Is
not this the way the Syrens always allure ? Am  
I not u tte rly  alone here ? If  I should be m ade 

' aw ay with, — dropped into some fissure of a g la
c ie r— w hich she or some hidden accomplice could 
so easily d o — who would ever know  w hat be
came of m e? Or, if left s tark  at the roadside, 
and picked up and buried  in the  s tran g e rs’ lot, or 
p u t into the  morgue of the Hospice, who would ever 
be the w iser as to how I m et m y fate ? ’

In  th is way the courage of m y passionate desire 
failed m e a hundred  times, and was a hundred  
tim es resto red  by ano ther look into h e r dear 
face, w hich was always convincing, satisfying, 
irresistible.

T here  had  been  some m om ents’ silence, while 
th is in te rna l scuffle of ideas had been going on 
for me, w hen at last I dashed across the  Rubicon 
w ith  :

“ I was to go to the Hospice to-m orrow. I would 
go to-day. M ightn’t we walk in  com pany?”

“As monsieur pleases, b u t I m ust go quickly.”
“ I th ink  I can keep step, mademoiselle.''
“ I th ink  monsieur has never raced w ith an A lpine 

g irl.”
I noticed the w ord and tho u g h t w ith m yself, 
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for an instant, ‘ Is it possible tha t th is sad creature 
is coquetting  w ith  m y in terest in her, and is v e rg 
ing on fun  ? is she preparing , perhaps, to play 
me a practical joke ? ’ I could not believe it, bu t 
shaping m y answ er to m eet h er seem ing chal
lenge, I replied:

“ If I succeed in  the race, will you then  tell me 
the riddle ? Shall it  be the prize of m y victory? ” 

“ I do not know if I shall be able,” she said in a 
tone, I thought, of com m ingled indifference and 
sadness.

“ I will take th a t risk ,” I replied, and w ith a gay 
‘Au revoir,' to which she responded w ith another, 
I flew to m y lodgings to m ake the few needful 
preparations.
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IV .

“  She sings the  wild song of her own native p lains,
Every  note w hich H e loved aw aking,

A h, little  they  th ink  who delight in her strains,
H ow  the  heart of the M instrel is b reak ing .”

M O O R E ’S IR IS H  M E LO D IES.

I N a short half hour m y b rie f arrangem ents were 
com pleted, and I was en route for the  Hospice, 

hasten ing  at m y u tm ost speed, for to g e th er w ith 
the  advantage of the  start, I knew  th a t the  girl 
had shot on a t a ra te  I could hard ly  hope to 
exceed.

L eaving  Martigny for the south, the road p res
ently  p arts  into two g rea t ro u te s — one lead ing  to 
Geneva and France, the o ther to T u rin  and Italy, 
over the Pass of the G reat St. B ernard. I took 
the la tter, and w ith a few bounds, leap ing  like 
a boy, crossed the wooden bridge over the 
Drance and proceeded at a brisk pace, w ith the 
g u rg lin g  ice-w aters on m y left. T he scene 
around m e was g rand ly  picturesque. In  the 
stillness of the hour, the voices of nature , u n m in 
gled w ith artificial sounds, were m elodizing in a



kind of awful sym phony th a t was enchanting. 
E levated w ith a delicious excitem ent, in  sym pa
thy  w ith the  environm ents, I passed sw iftly  on, 
leaving the outsk irts of the  village quickly behind  
me.

The road here  is com paratively direct, yet n u 
m erous m inor tu rns, su iting  to the broken n a tu re  
of the ground, or to the  w indings of the stream , 
continual sinuosities of the  sm oother p arts  of the 
surface, in te rv en in g  bowlders, and occasional 
patches of larch, beech, or fir-forest, ren d er the 
perspective of the passenger, in th is p a rt of the 
route, lim ited and uncertain .

As I tu rn ed  each bend of the  way, or rounded  
a huge bowlder, or escaped some in terposed  bush 
or tree, I stretched  m y sight to  catch a glim pse 
of the flying m aiden, b u t in vain. A nd worse 
than  this, I often im agined th a t I saw h e r in 
the d istance before me, only to be deceived and 
disappointed. T he object p resen tly  proved to 
be a rock, or bush, or shadow, or some o ther 
optical illusion.

A fter m any such little  em inences had  been  su r
m ounted in vain, m any such tu rn s  in the  road 
passed w ithout discovery of the  object of iny 
search, m any illusive hopes even, raised  only to 
be dashed, a t last m y spirits began  to sink, m y 
courage began to fail. W as it not becom ing evi



d en t th a t I  had been deceived by th a t s tran g e  
g irl ? Was it no t m ore likely  th an  o therw ise, 
th a t this lovely, sad, and apparen tly  so ingenuous 
creature, had s ta rted  m e on a false track  to escape 
m y annoying im portunity  ? W as n ’t she an  I ta l
ian? Shades of the  Borgias! W hat b e tte r  should 
I have expected ?

My b ra in  swam. T he still sum m er air, the 
lonely highw ay, the silent landscape, the long 
vista down the  valle)' of the Rhone, the stupen
dous gorges on e ither side, the am azing Galerie 
de la Monnoye, ever and anon the  roar of d istan t 
avalanches, the reechoed sounds of fa lling  or 
ru sh ing  w aters, the  presence of the snow-capped, 
g littering , unspeakable m ountains s tand ing  so 
n ea r and yet so far on every  hand  ; —all these 
m igh ty  inspirations, which ought to have in v ig 
ora ted  m y soul, and contribu ted  not m ore to m y 
w onder th an  to a sen tim ent of seren ity  and joy, 
now operated, on the  contrary, to d istu rb  m y 
peace, d isorder m y m em ory, excite m y forebod
ings, bew ilder m y thoughts. I began  to doubt 
w he ther the  m aiden and h e r concerns had not 
been  the  phantom s of a dream  — or, if she were 
a reality , she had  not pu t herse lf w here I should 
not m eet h e r again.

Should I th en  proceed a step fu rth e r ? I can
no t fully  describe m y deliberations ; b u t w ith the
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suddenness of a thought, I faced about and  began  
slowly to re trace  m y steps.

As I repassed a détour in  the highway, around a 
sparsely-wooded cliff, w here the dism antled  Cas
tle of the  old Bishops of Sion comes into view 
high on the  m ountain-side to the  right, I becam e 
conscious of an  ind istinct m usical cadence which 
seemed to be floating in  the a ir around me. I 
fancied th a t I could d istinguish  the  h ig h er notes 
of a fem ale voice, though, except at b rie f and 
in frequen t in tervals, it was quite drow ned in 
the m ultifo ld  echoes from  the d istan t m ountain 
sides, and in  the  absorb ing  im m ensity  of the  vast 
chasms.

For a tim e th is fa in t m elody seem ed to grow  
nearer and clearer. T h en  it suddenly  ceased 
altogether ; and  m y own footfalls w ere painfu lly  
audible in  th a t vast stillness, unbroken  save by 
the soft tw itte r of some little  b ird  sheltered  in 
a neighboring  bough, or the fa in t tinkle from  a 
goat feed ing  hundreds of feet tow ards the  sky 
on some w ell-nigh inaccessible rock, each drop
p ing  in  w ith  a m elodious m onotony upon n a
tu re ’s own soft, low, trem endous, e ternal diapason.

W hat was it to me, then, th a t I was surrounded 
by en rap tu rin g  prospects, and fanned  by  the 
breeze th a t had  been cooled on the  B ernese Alps, 
and brought to m y ears, like perp e tu a l m inute-



guns, the soft th u n d e r of the  d istan t Jungfrau's 
incessant avalanches ? W hat was it all to me? 
I lacked the m ood to listen or to look, to be 
charm ed or d istracted. I was uneasy, disap
pointed, disconsolate. I saun tered  slowly and 
w retchedly  along on m y m ortify ing  re tu rn . Sud
denly the  full, clear notes of a w ild song burst, 
like a m ountain-torren t, on m y ear. T he words I 
could not retain . T he cadence and substance 
was as follows :

A t dawn I d rank  the breeze 
G entle and clear and cool,

F low ing beneath the trees,
W ith  soft refreshm ent full.

I  w alked a t m idday there ;
T h e  blazing sun was hot,

A nd through the su ltry  air 
H is  w ithering arrow s shot.

E re  fell the shades of even
D ark  storm -clouds dow nw ard poured,

A nd through the dreary heaven 
A  fierce tornado roared.

I s  this, is th is the breeze
T h a t soothed me at the dawn,

T h a t  w hispered in the trees,
A nd rippled o ’er the lawn ?

H as the soft zephyr, given 
F o r m orn’s refreshing breath ,

Before the fall of even
Become the blast of death ?



Still blacker grow s the storm ,
R eddening w ith F u ry ’s flash!

W oe, woe! a noble form 
F alls lifeless in the crash!

W hen , w hen, like breeze of even,
Soft flowing o’er the lawn,

W hen , from a gentle  heaven,
Shall rise the changeless dawn ?

I sank softly upon a bow lder a t m y side, and 
listened till the m elody was over. Then, as I 
could not doubt who the singer m ust be, nor 
could she be fa r aside from  the b ea ten  track, nor 
from the spot w here I was sitting , I quickly arose, 
and, again rev ersin g  m y steps on the  highway, 
began a careful exam ination  of every  plausible 
by-path, every shelving rock, every  nook and 
corner th a t seem ed possible to hide h er from  the 
notice of a careless passenger.

I was at th a t m om ent at the top  of a gen tle  
em inence w here the  Val de Ferret opens into the 
Val d' Entremont. I had not taken  tw en ty  steps 
towards Osi er es and the bridge which crosses the 
Drance for the th ird  tim e to one com ing from  
Martigny, when, looking always on th is side and 
on that, I saw in the shade of a huge black bowl- 
der, a few paces on the left of the traveled  path, 
and alm ost concealed behind  a clum p of ev er
greens, m y lost m aiden s ittin g  deeply  absorbed 
on a kind of moss-cushioned sofa.



V .

O h, do not dry 
L ove’s endless tears ;
T o  the half-dried eye 
T h e  world appears 
E m pty  and dead.
F o r aye let tears be shed 
O 'er love untasted  ;
T hey  are not w asted.3

T  the  discovery of the  m aiden, one need  not
be told, m y discontent was in stan tly  gone ; 

and not only the end of m y solicitude, b u t as well 
the in terestin g  p icture before me, would of itself 
have been sufficient to fill me on the in stan t w ith  
new  cheer. She had  sunk fa r down into the  
mossy seat, and, re s tin g  on h e r elbow, h e r face 
p artly  covered by h e r hand, she was gazing  in 
ten tly  as in  a reverie, far adown the village and 
the scenes we had  left behind.

Such was the  tortuous w inding of the  road, 
that, as I approached from  the opposite direction, 
she did not perceive m y presence till aroused by 
the sound of m y steps. T u rn in g  then, she saw



me not six paces from  h e r and cried, in  a cheery 
and alm ost p layful tone, a t which I was su r
prised :

“Ecco il mio vagabondo!” [Ah, m y runaw ay],
T ear-m arks w ere still on her cheeks ; nor had 

the m oisture, from  disappointm ent, anger, and 
shame, yet le ft the  corners of my own eyes. She 
quickly rose and partia lly  extended h er hand. I t 
may have been only an unconscious gesture of 
surprise or enquiry, b u t I seized and pressed it 
with the ardor of a sym pathy as pow erful as any 
o ther th a t ever touched m y heart.

T he m ystery  of m y losing her on so d irect a 
route, w hich had been  to m e so strange and so 
annoying, was soon explained.

She had hu rried  on and re tired  into th is se
cluded nook to  eat h e r slight luncheon and drink  
of the ice-w ater th a t trickled  from  a neighboring  
glacier in to  the little  cup which she carried  in h e r 
pocket and still held in  h e r hand. T here  were, 
indeed, o ther reasons, fa in tly  adum brated  in h e r 
song, why she chose to com m and the spot, for a 
time, alone. F atigued  and heated, she reclined 
upon the m ossy bank and unexpectedly  fell 
asleep. D uring  h e r slum ber I passed unobserv- 
ing  and of course unobserved. A waking, as she 
supposed, from  a m om entary  forgetfulness, she 
still awaited m y coming, bu t w ondering and u n 

si



certain  a t m y delay, was on the point of go ing  on 
w ithout me.

She resum ed h e r seat and I sat down n ea r her 
on the same n atu ra l sofa. P resen tly  she looked 
up w istfully into m y face and said :

“Ella è inglese ?" [The gentlem an is English],
I noticed, now for the th ird  tim e, th a t w hen 

taken  by  surprise or carried off her guard  by ex
cited feelings, she spoke in Italian , as if th a t were 
h e r vernacu lar ; and from  th is I was m ore than  
ever convinced th a t she was a t least of Ita lian  
stock. W ith a view to fu rth e rin g  m y own p u r
pose, therefore, of draw ing  as deeply as possible 
on the secrets of her heart, from  this tim e on, I 
used F rench  no m ore, bu t spoke only in  the  lan 
guage of Ita ly  to her. She, too (but w ithout 
seem ing to observe the change), th e rea fte r spoke 
to m e only in  Italian. To her question I re 
plied:

“ Yes, Signorina, and no.”
“ È  dunque americano ! ” [H e is A m erican, then],
“ Yes, Signorina."
“ Ah, America, terra fortunata!"  [fortunate coun

try], “ I have heard  th a t the people are happy 
th ere .”

I toyed w ith  h e r rem ark  a little  w ith the view 
of draw ing  h e r out upon the G reat Republic. I 
found the “ A m erican idea ” in full force in her



soul. T he “ happy country  beyond the  s e a ” 
seemed to h e r not m uch less than  actually  “ flow
ing with m ilk and honey." She had seen le tte rs  
telling  of the g rea t w ages received for labor 
there, and describ ing th e  dainty food, “ w hite 
bread and flesh m eat had  every  day,” and the 
nice clo thing common to everybody there, such 
as “ the peasan try  of the  old country  could never 
dream  of possessing for one day of th e ir  lives.” 

To be sure, she said the le tte rs  m igh t be ro 
m ancing, m ore or less, bu t she had herself seen 
such-a-one, re tu rn ed  on a visit, who came “ in 
a hat alla moda and a  silk gown and shoes and 
gloves, like a lady .” Such-a-one had told h e r 
tha t she had, besides, a g rea t m any fiorini saved 
up in the Cassa di risparmio [Savings Bank],

A t last I rep lied : “Mia amichina [m y little  
friend], sorrow  is everyw here.”

“ Yes, I know th a t m ust be so ; b u t is it not 
delightful to live in  a country  w here the people 
choose th e ir rulers, and m ake th e ir own laws, and 
do in every way w hat they  like ? ”

“ D oing w hat they  like, Signorina — w hether it 
would be the best th in g  or not — is no t quite tru e  
of A m erica ; and the science of good governm ent 
everyw here is a very  difficult one. T he selfish
ness and the passions of m en are hard  to m anage. 
And worst of all, it seem s im possible to tell w hat



the  resu lt w ill be of any com bination of political 
forces u n til i t  has been tried, a n d  ”

“ A nd it  m ay be too late to m end it th en .”
“ N ot qu ite  so, Signorina, b u t the  old govern

m ents have been  tried  for so long th a t th e ir fau lts 
are w ell know n ; and I m ust add th e ir advantages 
a lso  ”

“A dvantages ? ” she in terrup ted , w ith  an incred
ulous tone, alm ost a sneer.

“ Yes, s treng th , in  itself, as fa r as it  goes, is an  
advantage.”

“ ‘As fa r as it g o es’— yes, if i t  does no t go too 
fa r . . . and goes in  the rig h t direction,” she said, 
now m ournfully.

“ Perfection of adm inistration  is an advantage 
— a g rea t advantage — the certain  execution of 
th e  law s  ”

“ No m a tte r how oppressive ? ” she in te rru p ted  
again, w ith a sigh.

“ N obility  has a certain  advantage, bo th  as a 
s tandard  of taste  and liv ing  for the  low er orders, 
and as a g litte rin g  prize perm anen tly  held  out 
to ex trao rd inary  heroism , or superlative benefit 
w rough t for the  country, or for hum anity  at 
la rge .”

“ Yes, h igh  and perm anen t exam ples ! . . . not 
seldom, of flunkeyism  in procuring  and of base 
liv ing  afte rw ards,” she added, alm ost fiercely.



“ Painful exceptions m ust occur in all hum an 
combinations. A  fly will be found in  the sw eet
est o in tm ent.”

“ A las for h u m an ity !” she groaned, tw irlin g  
her hat on h e r thum b.

“ T he largest and m ost insp iring  patronage of 
the fine arts, is a very  notable advantage. Your 
glorious galleries in E urope are the fru it of ages 
of m onarchical governm ent. U nder republican 
institu tions as they  exist to-day, these, it is by 
no m eans likely, would ever have come into 
being."

“ Exactly, be it so. Is, then , the profit w orth 
the cost ? ”

“ We are only nam ing  facts, Signorina, no t de
ciding values."

“ Is n ’t liberty  w orth every  cost ? ”
“ I th ink  you m ean hom e-rule for Italy ," I said, 

som ewhat n ettled  at the tu rn  she had given the 
conversation.

“ Yes, th a t is w hat I m ean, appunto" [exactly],
“ T hen I th ink  it is, p roperly  lim ited  and m ade 

perm anent.”
She repeated  m y last words, and in  an alm ost 

peppery tone, said : “ W hy do you d istinguish  so 
against Ita ly  as com pared w ith A m erica ? ”

“ I do not m ean to disparage, nor predict, bu t 
Italy  gives me the h istory  of ages to judge from.



A m erica has no past. Our p resen t is fairly  satis
factory. W e cannot say tha t there  are not clouds 
hang ing  about in  several quarte rs  of our political 
horizon, y e t the  prom ise of the fu tu re  seems 
b rig h t.”

“ A ll good m en hope so, Signore."
“ We believe it, Signorina. But we m ay be m is

taken. W e are still an experim ent.”
“ A t all events, you have not and need not the 

dreadfu l arm )7 th e re .”
“ T rue, there  is no th ing  like the g rea t arm ies 

of E urope th ere  — the reg istra tion , the conscrip
tion, the garrison-duty, the m anœ uvres, the  cam p 
service.”

“ A nd the people are safe enough w ithout all 
this w retched, w retched th in g  ? ” she asked in  a 
tone of heart-broken  despair.

“ T he ocean is, to be sure, a certain  protection 
for us against foreign foes.”

“ A nd the people have n ’t to be kep t down w ith 
bayonets ? ”

“ N ot yet, Signorina.”
“ O happy people ! W hat good luck to have 

been born  there  ! How contented the  young 
wom en m ust be who have tru e  lovers there  ! ” 

“ I have no doubt they  are. T hey  ought to be. 
But will you not tell m e th a t story now ? ”

“ L et us go on,” she said, ris ing  and m oving 
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toward the highway. “ I could n ’t tell you on th a t 
seat and u nder th a t rock.”

“ T h at rock ?” I said, doubtfully.
Looking tim id ly  over h e r shoulder, she added, 

“ T hat rock has fearful shadows.”
We walked on th en  for two or th ree m inu tes in 

a silence which I did not ven tu re to break, when 
the boom of an  avalanche in the direction of the 
Bernese Alps, echoing ever softer and softer, as 
it rebounded from  m ountain-side to  m ountain 
side, seem ed to w aken her from  a m om entary  
reverie, and alm ost in  a w hisper she began :

“ I was prom ised —- or though t I was — to one I 
loved. I was m arried  to him  — perhaps. P e r
haps I am  a widow — his widow, now. ‘ Perhaps,’ 
I say, for I do n 't know  w hat I am — or w hether I 
am any th ing  to him  — or ever was.”

H ere she paused as if she would say no more. 
“ You do no t explain ,” I sa id ; “ you do b u t in 

crease the m ystery .”
She stopped, and tu rn ing , pointed backw ard 

and rejo ined in  th a t s trange voice of hers, soft, 
sweetly m ournful, yet deeply th rillin g  : “ Ecco, 
[see] the shadow of th a t rock lies there, like a 
solid thing, on the ground, though it is n ’t any 
thing. T h a t shadow is n 't anything, yet all the  
same it’s there. I t  is n ’t a m istake, nor a dream . 
I t ’s real — you know th a t— you feel th a t— though



it  is n ’t  any th ing  after all. You m ove about 
on the sam e ground as if it w ere n ’t there  ; yet 
its chill m ay go into you and m ake you shud
der, and its dark  silence m ay m ake you afraid. 
So m y life is in  a shadow. I move about in 
a shadow — in th ree  shadows. T hey  are like 
w hat th a t black bow lder m akes u nder the sun 
and u n d er the  m oon and u n d er the  evening 
s ta r.”

C asting about for some cheerful rem ark  tha t 
m igh t con tribu te  tow ard qu ie ting  her d isturbed 
feelings and d isen tang ling  her confused thoughts, 
I said :

“ Is there  not m uch beautifu l life in  shadow s — 
even though  they  are done in  m onochrom e, and 
black crayons at th a t ? W hat lines of beauty, 
w hat p leasing m ovem ents, w hat deligh tfu l p h an 
tasm agoria,— from  the  w iry figuires of w in try  
boughs dancing in  the m oonlight, to the soft 
m ajesty  of noonday'- clouds sailing over billowy' 
grain-fields ! ”

“ Y es,” she said, “ they' w ere once deligh tfu l to 
me, bu t th ey  are so no longer. They' are sad and 
p a in fu l— only' sad and painful to m e now.”

“ Yet, y'ou lin g er am ong them .”
“ I t  is so. On the b rig h t sum m er Sunday' a f te r

noons I come and sit there. I sit there  and shud
d e r and weep, till the  shadow of the rock grows



w ith the  slan ting  rays and finally becom es one 
w ith the shadow of the m ountain.

“ Often and  often of a sum m er evening while 
the m oon was sailing clear down the valley, I 
have been s ittin g  th ere  w ith in  the gray, weird 
outline, m using  m ournfully , till the approach of 
the deeper darkness drove m e home.

“ A nd often, in the  m oonless tw ilight, when I 
knew th a t the  even ing  sta r was draw ing  the 
shadow -pictures of ten  thousand happy lovers, 
I have been th ere  w ith in  the  fa in t rock-figure, 
ta lk ing  ten d erly  to m y lonely heart, till the sta r 
of love has sunk behind  the  snowy m ountain-top.

“ A nd th en  I w onder — I w onder if, perhaps — 
perhaps — for they  say these stars are worlds, too
— if, perhaps, th ere  are heart-broken  ones there
— if we could see and hear th e ir tears and sighs.” 

“ W ould it com fort you to th in k  so ? ’’ I asked. 
“ Perhaps it would,” she replied, “ bu t I should

be alm ost asham ed of it, if it  w ere so. I never 
thought of it in th a t way before.”

“ You would no t be alone,” I said, “ in that. I 
have had the sam e longing, as I have gazed u p 
ward and seen these beau tifu l orbs looking always 
so serenely down on m e.”

I had in m ind a stra in  which I had .origi
nally composed in m y own vernacular, and a fte r
ward, though long  before, tu rn ed  in to  Ita lian



and then  recited, appearing  to her, I suppose, to 
be im provising :

I  saw the S tar of even 
Sail down the paling  west

A nd from  the verge of heaven 
D rop to her silent rest.

H o w  peaceful moved she through 
T h e  soft, decaying light,

H ow  lovely, pure, and  true 
She looked her sweet “  G ood-night ! ”

D oth  thus our p lanet move
T hrough  the high w alks of space ?

Is  thus unm ingled love 
Still m irrored on her face?

D o the still spaces bar
T he sounds of hum an woe,

D o th  E a rth  shine soft afar 
A s stars shine here below ?

A h, silent, silver orb,
Sailing in peace along,

D o th  naught bu t joy absorb 
Y our happy  nations’ song ?

“ How beautifu l to th ink  so,” she said, “ and if 
it  be tru e  — w hat D ante in  the Vision sa y s ” — 
here  she recited, in  a soft sw ift monotone, a 
dozen lines from  the  Paradiso about P i c c a r d  a , 

happy in  the  Moon — “ b u t we are still here  and 
the gloom  is so sad.”

“ Fanciulla carina ” [dear little  maiden], I said,



“ if these earth ly  shadows are so painfu l to  you, 
why look a t them , or even go w here they  lie ? ”

“ Ah, that, th a t is the  g rea t m isfortune of it,” 
she replied. “ T he explanation  is not to be told 
in a word ; and I fear you w ould th ink  m e weak

’ or mad. B u t ”
Suddenly stopping and looking up again w ist

fully into m y face, she added :
“ T ell m e m ore about America beatissima [m ost 

blessed A m erica], A re th ere  no such crazed, or
foolish, b roken-hearted  there  ? — w h o  ”

“ No, mia buonina” [m y good little  creatu re], I 
in terrup ted , “ I do not, cannot th ink  you m ad, or 
despise your grief. I, too, have been  touched  by 
the finger of the  dark  angel. I have been robbed 
of the being  dearest to me in  all the  w orld.”

“ T ell m e about it, Signore. T ell m e how it 
happened.”

I did no t fail to observe th a t she was always 
postponing h e r own history, while endeavoring  to 
draw out mine, or filling up  the  tim e w ith  m atters  
of fa r less in te re st to me. But I fe lt th a t the 
recital of m y own sorrow, how ever pain fu l to 
me, would be short, and th a t in m y own in te r
est it would be w isest to follow h e r hum or. I 
therefore yielded and began  :

“ I did not see h e r fade in  m y arms, like a w ilt
ing  flower. I did no t hear h e r w hisper in  m y



ear a last ‘adieu.’ She did no t give m e a p artin g  
look of love, ere I closed h e r eyes forever. To 
m y bu rn in g  kiss h e r lips did not respond.”

“ Alas ! how was it, then? ” she softly sighed.
“ I led h e r to the  a lta r in  angelic beauty. T he 

happy m arch w hich was to in troduce us to the 
suprem e felicity  of ea rth  closed its rap turous 
m easures in  one long, delicious wave of melody. 
Twice our hands w ere joined by the holy man. 
I feel the  th rill th is m om ent still. H er sweet 
voice m ade herself m y own. I set the ring, sign 
and seal of our unend ing  union, w ith ecstasy, on 
h er fa ir finger. H ow soft and snowy-white it was ! 
H ow glad and proud I was to bestow  on h e r all 
on ea rth  I had to bestow  ! We knelt for p ray er 
and for the  blessing of the m an of God. O ur 
heads w ere bowed upon the consecrated rail. 
T he last ‘ am en ’ was said, and all was still — ah, 
yes, how still it was ! I feel th a t stillness yet.

“ She did not rise. She did not move, and 
seem ed at p rayer. T he p riest stood m otionless 
w ith  closed book, and eyes raised to heaven. The 
com pany w aited in p atien t love for the dear girl 
to finish h e r v irg in  orisons. A las ! th ey  were 
a lready  finished forever. T he friends around h er 
becam e sensibly disturbed. T he assem bly began 
to rustle. E very  in stan t augm ented  the painful 
suspense.



“ A t last I stooped to lay on h e r lips the bridal 
kiss. H er lovely form  sank gen tly  upon m y 
bosom ; but, w hen m y lips m et hers, I perceived 
that they  did not m ove ; and  they  never m oved 
again. H er heavenly  eyes w ere closed, and they  
never again w ere opened. H er dear bosom rose 
and fell no longer. H er sw eet b reath  had fled. 
H er pulse was still. No heart-th rob  fell upon 
my bosom. H e r angel-life had  gone out. She 
was in Paradiso.

“ But I was here — here alone — here w ith her 
dear bu t lifeless body. I saw no th ing  else. I 
cared for no th ing  else. I bore it in  m y arm s 
through the  am azed and silent people. T he o r
gan, la tely  so loud in triu m p h an t joy, and ready 
for a new  triu m p h an t peal, began  softly to wail 
that tearfu l psalm  :

Dirige gressos meos ; 
and, as we rolled so sadly hom ew ard, the  bells, 
chimed for a m arriage-peal, tolled out instead  a 
m ournful m arch ; and the crows in the tops of 
the old elm s u nder which we passed, cawed down 
upon m y head a funeral dirge. A t last the  dear 
body was laid  in its deep bed u n d er the  oak tree  
in the old Campo Santo, w here, as children, we sat 
and pledged our love w ith m any a childish kiss.

“ T he robins build  th e ir nests overhead and 
sing in the  boughs as they  do here to-day. T he



breeze roars softly in the top, like the  waves of 
the  sea far away. Sweet all th is was, while she 
sat on the sod at m y side. But can I go there  
now ? Can I sit th ere  alone ? No, indeed, I can
not. T he sky seems so very h igh  and open. The 
ra ttle  of vehicles and the  noises of busy m en dis
tress and frigh ten  me. T he roar in the  tree-tops 
m akes me trem ble, as if the world w ere rush ing  
to  destruction. E ven  the b irds seem now to be 
singing  m ournfu l elegies, and the neighboring  
w aterfall pours a perpetual dirge.

“ T hey  tell m e th a t th is dread will pass away, 
and th a t the tim e will come again w hen I shall 
love to rev isit the spot. T hey  tell me th a t I shall 
even find a solace for m y loneliness in lin g erin g  
am ong these buried  m em ories and in  courting  
the com pany of the ‘ em pty  shadows,’ as you call 
them , of m y vanished joys.

“ If  th is will ever be, I know not ; b u t surely  I 
cannot bear them  now. I fled across the  ocean to 
escape from  those rem inders — those duplicators 
of m y grief. I t  is for th is th a t I am  here, Fanciul
lina [dear young lady], to-day. M y h ea rt is the 
h ea rt of a child — a sorrow ful child. I could n ’t 
laugh — I could n ’t sm ile a t your sen tim ents —  
w hatever they  were. But I can weep w ith you, 
and find com fort in your sym pathy ; and it would 
console m e to hear about your sorrow .”



“ O, how sorrow  m akes us all p a rtn e rs  ! ” she 
said.

“ I t is so,” I replied, “ and on this g round p artly  
I urge m y claim  to know the secret of your g rief.” 

“ Perhaps, then, you have a certain  rig h t ; b u t 
how can I bear to speak aloud th is sad h istory  ? ” 

“ How can te llin g  m e m ake it m ore sad to you ? ” 
“ Ah, to speak it aloud — to speak it  aloud — it 

will m ake m y w ounded h ea rt bleed again .”
“ Even so, perhaps it w ould go to ligh ten  your 

load, Poverina ” [poor little  one].
“ May be — m ay be, it  would,” she alm ost w his

pered.
“ I ’m sure it would ; and surely, it would go to 

console m e.”
“ I should, indeed, be g lad  to  do that. But I 

fear — ” I saw the  suggestion of a shudder pass 
over h e r fram e, and in te rru p ted  :

—“ W hy should you fear? W ould I b e tray  any
th ing? H ow  could I, if I would ? T he ocean 
will soon be ro lling  betw een us and  all our 
affairs.”

“ I did n ’t m ean th a t,” she replied, now w ith a 
calm and solem n voice. “ D uty  and sin are 
everyw here the  same. M ay be I was not —was 
not w ithout b lam e.”

“ We are all hum an, Buonina mia [m y dear, good 
girl]. We all have to be forgiven in  heaven.



W hatever it is, surely  M aria Beatissima w ill in te r
cede. I will te ll the g irls in A m erica whom  you 
th ink  so happy. T hey will be sorry  for you. 
T hey  will p ray  to Our L ady for you.”

T his last w ord proved to be the  “ efficient straw, 
etc.” Did I do w rong to say it?  I did not. know 
th a t one of m y fem ale friends in  A m erica prayed 
to the  Blessed V irg in  ; b u t I knew  th a t she did ; 
and I was carried  away w ith the  desire to console 
a beau tifu l young creature, sobbing before me in 
heart-b reak ing  sorrow, and pleading  often in  se
cret before the  aureolated  p icture of the ever- 
sym pathizing Madonna.

LA  M A D O N N A  S IS T IN A .



V I.

“  Can the E th iop ian  change his skin ?
O r the L eopard  his spots? ”

BIBLE.

F E E L IN G  for a rosary of scarlet beads which 
hu n g  about h e r neck, and rem ain ing  silent 

a few seconds, as if conversing w ith  heaven, or 
m editating  how to arrange h e r thoughts, she 
started  forw ard w ith a slow and pensive step, and 
en tered  upon the  follow ing curious and pathetic  
history.

H er paternal ancestry, she said, was Ita lian  of 
the Ita lians ; and as they  had good cause to  b e
lieve (not only from  certain  physical peculiarities, 
bu t as well from  a line of h istoric reasons), even 
Rom an of the oldest stock.

“ My fa th er,” she said, “ is of th a t ta ll and w ell
shaped fram e — as all his ancestors have been  — 
which we know  is still found in the  Trastevere a t 
Rome. H e glories in, and has tau g h t us to speak 
w ith the  T rasteverian  accent and to know so 
m any of those dear old w ords w hich have come 
down to us, though we lived for centuries w ithin



the  dukedom  of Tuscany. F o r our ancestors 
never would bend their tongues aw ay from  the 
m asculine language of their fa thers to babble in 
the lady-speech of Florence. So th a t I can have 
no doubt th a t the  blood of one or m ore of the 
stolen Sabine wives flows in  m y veins.”

She w ent on exp lain ing  th a t du rin g  the  p e rp e t
ual political convulsions which kep t poor Ita ly  
in  ceaseless com m otion th roughout the  middle 
centuries, when, too, the fearfu l nam es of A ttila  
and of Caesar Borgia m ingled  te rrib ly  w ith  the 
sad trad itions of the family, political dangers — 
for, a t th a t time, th ey  w ere of equestrian  rank, 
and  so exposed to all the buffets of civil strife  — 
drove them , stripped  of nearly  all b u t th e ir lives, 
from  th e ir  h e red ita ry  domicil in  Umbria, on the 
sunny banks of the  Anio, to  the  vine-clad hills of 
Tuscany. H ere, ousted from  official life, yet, in  
the  cu lture of the  v ine and th ro u g h  com m erce in 
wines, for hundreds of years they  g rea tly  pros
pered  and acquired considerable T uscan estates.

“ B ut,” she said, “having  espoused the  losing side 
of the M edicean quarre l — for the  unquenchable 
flame of the Rom an and especially of the Tras- 
teverian  passion for libertà has alw ays been the 
u nderm in ing  influence upon the w orldly fortunes 
of our fam ily— th ey  w ere glad to escape from  
suspicion and arrest, from  the  prison, the to rture,



the gallows, and leaving  alm ost every th ing  to be 
confiscated behind, to come w ith th e ir  lives and a 
scanty p roperty  to the  valleys of Lombardia — still, 
though in  a less no tab le degree, dealing w ith the 
vine. But, w hen in  Babbds [papa’s] early  days 
the A ustrian  ty ran n y  th ere  becam e so accursed 
and diabolical, his R om an T rasteverian  blood 
could endure it no longer, and he fled w ith his 
wife and alm ost em pty  hands to these bleak bu t 
free A lpine cliffs and valleys.

“ So, m oving ever northw ard, from  u n d er the 
very  walls of the E tern a l City, and from  M agis
tracies w ith landed estates in Umbria, we came to 
be m overs of com m erce and vine-dressers in Tos
cana and Lombardia, and finally, from  desperate 
necessity, m ountain-shepherds h ere .”

“ I t m ust have been dreadful ty ran n y ,” I said, 
“ to drive your proud ancestry  to m ake such sac
rifices of ran k  and p roperty  in such a descending 
scale for them selves and the  prospects of th e ir 
posterity ."

“ I t  was, it was, indeed," she said, “ and I am 
not sure w hether it were g rea tes t (considering 
the general rudeness of the earlier tim es) in  the 
days of the  Guelfs and G hibelines, the  N eri and 
Bianchi, the Piagnoni and Palleschi ' etc., th rough  
all the  sad ages of poor Italia's h istory, or in 
com paratively recen t years."



“ T he w orld well knows,” I said, “ th a t the A us
trian  ru le  in Lom bardy has always been severe. 
T he gen tle  Silvio Pellico has given us a blood
curdling specim en of it in his Le M ie Prigioni.''

“ Ah, do you know th a t ? ” she said, “ bu t w hat 
would you th ink  if I should te ll you th a t in the 
days of Babbo's flight hither, no t only m en were 
so treated , b u t the infam ous A ustrian  had  come, 
no t seldom, to use the  rod upon the  naked  backs 
of repu tab le  ladies who were guilty  of no th ing  
beyond en te rta in in g  and speaking sentim ents of 
generous and honorable patrio tism  ! ”

“ I never heard  of such a th in g ,” I said.
“ I will give you, then, an instance, if you care 

to have me do it.”
“ I should be desirous, yet sorry to hear it, Sig

norina."
“ M any are troppo brutto [too ugly] to be told of. 

H ere is one far from  being  the w orst am ong 
m any of the like. In  Milano two young girls, one 
a v isiting  Fiorentina [girl of Florence] of eighteen 
years, the o ther a g irl of tw enty , from  Cremona, 
w ere each condem ned to fifteen stripes for hav 
ing  reproached a renegade Ita lian  fem ale who 
m ade an ostentatious display, in  one of the w in
dows of her apartm ents, of the colors of the A us
trian  flag — black and yellow.

“ A nd w hen the  poor g irls w ere b rough t out 
50



into a public square, stripped  for punishm ent, 
and bound to the w hipping-post, and while inno
cent patrio tism  and v irg in  m odesty w ere u n d er
going the  sham e and to rtu re  of the execu tioner’s 
strokes, all the proudest A ustrian  society in 
Milano, from  th e ir w indows and carriages, looked 
on w ith jokes and lau g h te r at th e ir fr ig h t and 
screams.

“ A nd for p u ttin g  the  g rea tes t possible con
tem pt on the  Ita lian  people, the A ustrian  au th o r
ities caused it to be announced in the new spapers 
th a t the rods w ith which the  two g irls were 
w hipped w ere bought in Vienna, and, to g eth er 
w ith all the o ther expenses of th is wholesom e 
and beautifu l show, w ere to be paid for by the 
city of Milano.”

I expressed the u tm ost horro r and am azem ent 
th a t such barbarities  could happen and had hap 
pened in  the h ea rt of a C hristian civilization and 
w ithin  the m em ory of m en still living.

“ I t was necessary th a t you should know th is,” 
she said, “ in order to understand  w hat I am  to 
tell you of m y own history  and m y fortunes. 
E ven our nam e m ust be explained to you for the 
same reason.

“ D uring  some of those earlier cen turies of our 
Ita lian  life (it is uncertain  which, or w here), one 
of those terrific storm s w ith lig h tn in g  and th u n d er



w hich occur in  the heats of la te  sum m er, bu rst 
w ith  unparalleled  suddeness and fu ry  th rough 
the valleys of the  Appenines.

“ So suddenly did it arise th a t our ancestor and 
his young wife, who were abroad at some dis
tance from  th e ir  home, w ere unable to gain any 
m ore available shelter th an  a shelving rock, over 
w hich hu n g  a clum p of firs.

“ T he storm  raged  w ith violence for hours. 
Sheet a fte r sheet of descending water, hurled  by 
the fitful gusts, d renched and drenched again and 
again  the  forlorn  young couple. T he te rrib le  in 
tensity  of the lig h tn in g  and the terrific th u n d er 
th rew  the  young wife into paroxysm s of alarm . 
A t last the  skies cleared and the  storm  was for
gotten.

“ A  long tim e after, w hen th e ir eldest child 
came to them , it bore on its b reast a m ark  
w hich was tho u g h t to resem ble a fir-tree over
hang ing  a dark  rock. T he sam e m ark  has 
appeared  from  tim e to tim e in successive g en 
erations till now. A ccording to one trad ition  
— less credible, indeed, th an  ano ther which has 
been m ore generally  adopted — it was supposed 
to be th is incident th a t suggested  our fam ily 
nam e — Ombrosità [shadowy ones].”



V II.

Stai nominis umbra.

( (  I T  was long, long  ago,” m y com panion pro- 
1 ceeded, “ though m any centuries la te r than  

the  earlier story. Milano was then  en tire ly  su r
rounded by the Naviglio Grande. T he suburbs 
beyond this artificial and navigable w ater-course 
w ere a favorite q u arte r for the  palaces of the 
g rea t nobles. T he lord  of Milano had  a' superb  
villa outside the Porta Vercellina. T h e  gardens of 
th is villa w ere ex trao rd inary  even am ong the 
su rrounding  sum ptuousness. M any statues of 
classic models, and m any busts of d istinguished  
Italians and especially of Lom bard celebrities 
w ere in terspersed  am ong ra re  exotic trees and 
stretches of forest curiously tra in ed  and trim m ed.

“ W hen the  fam ous Giovanni Visconti becam e 
archbishop and lord of Milano, he sum m oned m y 
ancestor and induced him  to leave his own 
estates, which had now become considerable in 
Lombardia and come to the M ilanese Court as 
M aster of the Park.



“ H is nam e, in the  dialect of th a t region, is lost, 
b u t — apparen tly  from  his very  brow n com plex
ion (which m ark of southern descent had been 
handed  down th rough  so m any generations)— in 
Milano he was called Brunetto.

“ H e was a m an of g rea t bu t exceedingly 
eccentric talents. Perhaps the g rea test of his 
m any oddities, was a passion for evening  lan d 
scapes, and his astonishing m anagem ent of moon
ligh t shadows.

“ T he prince, charm ed by his genius, en tered  
at leng th  into his plans and caused a cham ber 
which he nam ed il Teatro [the T hea tre] to be 
elegantly  finished and furn ished  in one of the 
palace-towers. T he fron t of th is ‘ T h ea tre  ’ was 
one vast window, looking out upon a portion of 
the  landscape which he called the  Spettacolo 
[stage],

“ H ere and on every  side, n igh  and far, accord
ing  to designs furn ished  by Brunetto, trees were 
trim m ed into a thousand im itative, or beautiful, or 
w onderful shapes. H uge statues were reared  and 
arran g ed  in a thousand ingenious ways. Many 
o ther objects, in a g rea t variety , were, scattered  
about apparently , in  unspeakable confusion and 
disorder, bu t really  w ith the stric test eye to effect 
and in such a way th a t the tout-ensemble, under the 
m oonlight, th rew  into view from  the Teatro a



stage-full, in life-like shadows, of s trange and 
beautifu l figures. A nd as the moon passed 
on, the shadow y actors m oved and changed 
positions and shapes in  such a way as to 
represen t w ith  strik ing  effect m any beautiful, 
terrib le , and ridiculous scenes.

“ These changes w ere provided for, not only 
during  the  hours of a single evening, b u t follow
ing the vicissitudes of the moon, continued from  
m onth to m onth, as the  successive seasons w ent 
on. So th a t th is Teatro in dum b-show  offered 
a k ind  of endless ‘ season ’ of n a tu ra l theatricals.

“ I t  is said th a t the g rea t poet, Petrarca, during  
his long residence at Milano, often w itnessed 
these spectacles w ith g rea t deligh t ; and when 
Bocaccio v isited him  th ere  he b ro u g h t him  to see 
the w onderful show. But it was a fte r the death  of 
Giovanni and the  succession of his th ree  nephew s 
to his dom inions th a t the fortunes of our ancestor 
rose to the  zenith, and our nam e becam e fixed in 
the h era ld ry  of our country.

“ W hen the e legan t and learned  Em peror, 
Charles IV, came w ith his E m press into Ita ly  to 
be crowned at Rome, he was for a few days the 
guest of the th ree  lords of Milano. On the second 
day a fte r his arrival, he was en terta in ed  by his 
hosts w ith a review  of th e ir troops, which passed 
before him  as he sat in  state behind  the g rea t



window of the Teatro. A fte r d inner th a t  even
ing, in  the g rea t hall, the  gen tlem en  w ere 
escorted into the  Teatro w here the  ladies w ere 
aw aiting  them . T he E m peror in  some surprise 
asked w hether th ey  would ride to the play, or 
w hether perhaps th ey  would walk th ro u g h  the 
palace to the  proscenium.

‘We do no t go to the  play, your M ajesty,' 
answ ered the  lords, ‘the play comes to us to 
n ig h t.’

“ A t th a t m om ent all the  ligh ts  in the Teatro 
seem ed to be suddenly extinguished  by an invisi
ble hand, except two or th ree  concealed tapers, 
which th rew  a dim  glam our over the company. 
A t the  sam e m om ent began  as if in the  fa r dis
tance the soft m usic of a sym phony, and the 
curta ins slowly rose upon the  shadow y scenes 
which w ere m oving over the  snow (for it was 
C hristm as-tide), in the  vast Spettacolo. T he royal 
party , taken  w holly by  surprise, w ere wild w ith 
excitem ent. E ven  the  E m press gave a sweet 
little  scream  of delight, which pleased the E m 
p ero r exceedingly.

“ T he fact was, th a t F o rtune sm iled on the 
whole affair. Brunetto, hav ing  received some 
w eeks’ notice of the com ing event, had laid  out 
his u tm ost skill, had, one m igh t tru ly  say, ou t
done him self, in the  preparation. E ven the  as



tronom ers of the  U niversity , in view of the  
unparalleled  honor of an  im perial visit, had  as
sisted him  w ith the n icest calculations upon the 
hourly position, progress, and pa th  of the  moon. 
The n ig h t proved cloudless. T he silver lum i
nary  was a t her full. T he figures came out 
w ith ex traord inary  d istinctness and m oved w ith 
elegance. T he show was an unparalleled  suc
cess. T he E m peror was deligh ted  ; the  E m 
press was in  ecstacies.

“ Brunetto had  contrived to rep resen t the whole 
long line of Rom an em perors, rid ing  in  chariots, 
and passing on fa r away into the distance. 
Charles, w ith his lovely Em press, came last of 
all, surrounded w ith every possible sign of pom p 
and glory.

“ Processions of church d ign itaries and ecclesi
astics of every  degree, squadrons and colum ns 
of m ilitary  escorts, m ultitudes of happy  people 
m aking fran tic  dem onstrations of joy, banners 
w aving from  windows and poles, navies dressed 
w ith innum erable stream ers, senates and courts of 
law and schools stand ing  in rap t a tten tion  upon 
the scene, seem ed to be lay ing  the w orld a t the 
feet of the la test successor of the R om an Caesars.

“ But the m ost w onderful feat of all was the 
p u ttin g  of the Visconti coat-of-arms, in  colossal 
proportions, a t the foot of the panoram ic picture,



like a seal of approval, from  th is pow erful family, 
to the succession of the new em peror. T his coat- 
of-arm s was an  ex traord inary  thing, and had been 
adopted by the  Visconti from  a Saracen banner, 
taken by  one of th e ir ancestors in  Palestine d u r
ing  the  w ars of the  first Crociata. T he design 
was an  enorm ous serpen t swallowing a naked 
child, w ith  the  legend  beneath, D e v o r a b i t  [it will 
devour], w hich was understood to be a tran sla 
tion  from  the Saracen Cabala, and to indicate how 
voraciously and irresistib ly  T im e devours the 
works and the race of men, who are as helpless 
before its pow er as a new -born babe.

“ Gentle sym phonies had been play ing  du rin g  
the  successive views, till, as the even ing  grew  
la te r  and the m ore s tirrin g  scenes appeared, the 
m usic sym pathized w ith  the sentim ent, g row ing  
ever louder, harsher, m ore daring, m ore defiant ; 
and, finally, as the closing scene came b rig h ten 
in g  out, w ith  its fearfu l legend, the  cym bals 
crashed, the  drum s rolled, the tru m p ets  b lared  ; 
a n d  when, a t the  last m om ent, a park  of a h u n 
d red  cannons was fired, and a thousand rockets 
of every  hue w ere shot into the  sky, the  Em press 
fell fa in tin g  w ith  excitem ent and fr ig h t into the 
arm s of the Em peror.

“ T his last incident pleased his im perial M aj
esty  beyond bounds. H e called for the artist, bu t



he could not be found. D uring  the  progress of 
the spectacle he had occupied a conspicuous seat, 
absorbed in the contem plation of his deploying 
figures. But now he had disappeared, w hither 
no one knew.

“ M essengers were dispatched for him  in every 
direction. T he palace w ith in  was searched from 
end to end, in vain. I t  was at last discovered 
th a t som ebody had  seen him  issue from  the pal
ace and en te r  one of the serpen tine walks which 
led  tow ard the Spettacolo.

“ L an te rn s soon g listened  along every  alley, 
lane, and walk ; for the moon had now set, and 
com parative darkness had  settled  over the w itch
ery  of the scene. Each exploring  p arty  carried  a 
horn to be sounded on a discovery of the  lost 
m anager. T he lig h ts  w ere long seen from  the 
Teatro, flitting  to and fro, and w inding  along the 
laby rin th ian  passages. A t last the horn  sounded 
a t some point n ea r the  m iddle of the Spettacolo. 
T he m anager was found w andering  am ong the 
figures, passing in fron t of one and another, m u r
m u rin g  now a word of com plim ent, now an ex
pression of m ortification or reproof, such as :

“ ‘Ah, Juno, you stood every  inch a queen. I 
was proud of you. H is M ajesty, too, I could see 
th a t he was im pressed by you. Well, V enus, 
th e re ’s no th ing  to be said about you. T he m en



stared  a t you finely. You alw ays touch the blood. 
You, too, Psyche, and D aphne, and all you girls 
there — you w ere ravishing. Socrates, w hat m ade 
you keep so m uch in the dark  to-night ? Plato, 
and even A lcibiades, quite overshadow ed )rou. 
O H annibal ! there  in  the swamp, how is your 
eye to-n ight? I though t you seem ed uneasy, 
b u t perhaps it was the  w aving of th a t swamp- 
willow over your head. By Jingo  ! Ju lius Caesar, 
w hat ailed your horse’s tail ? I ’ll have those 
groom s beheaded, if th a t occurs again. A nd you, 
Commodus, how could you break  th a t chariot- 
wheel ? I t  m ust be repaired  at once. You Ce
d ar of Lebanon up there, why d idn 't you nod 
lower when the E m peror w ent by ? W e’ll trim  
your h a ir for you, to-m orrow .’

“ R ap t in  his reveries, he did not seem to doubt 
th a t the statues and trees heard  and understood 
his words ; nor did he observe the approach of 
the m essengers till th ey  took him  by the hand  and 
began  to lead him  back to the palace.

“W hen the  story  was told there w ith g rea t glee, 
and natu ra lly  created  m ore or less lau g h te r am ong 
the spectators, the dazed m anager not even then  
com prehended the tru e  source of the m err i
m en t ; but, a ttrib u tin g  it to some comic failure 
of the  spectacle, he approached the E m peror 
w ith a countenance grave even to sadness, and



knelt before him , w ith eyes cast down like a 
cu lp rit aw aiting  the sentence of his judge.

“ But, a t a signal from  the  Em peror, th ere  was 
a flourish of trum pets. T h en  came a discharge 
of the whole park  of a rtille ry  at once, which 
shook the palace again  ; and again the ladies, 
headed by  the Em press, u tte red  a little  scream. 
T hen  the  E m peror arose, and, receiving from  
an officer of the  Court a sw ord w ith  trappings, 
which had  been provided for the purpose, gen tly  
tapped  w ith it the cheek of the kneeling  m ana
ger, saying, 1 Arise, Signore Conte de' Ombrosi ni.' 
T hen, as the new  Count arose, the  E m peror 
th rew  the trapp ings over his shoulder, and or
dered the p a ten t of nobility  to issue, and tha t 
the  crest should be ‘ a full m oon b reak ing  out 
of storm -clouds and th row ing  shadows into the 

- foreground.’ My ancestor then  hard ly  awoke, 
as from  a dream , u n d er the congratu lations of 
his friends ; and, d ropping  again on his knees, 
re tu rn ed  his w arm est thanks to the Em peror.

“ T he p a ten t was issued, and has been re lig 
iously preserved  and handed  down. T he blessed 
parchm en t is still safe in our cottage. T he first 
Count {Babbo is the th irteen th ) was g iven estates 
n ear Vercelli, which were enjoyed by m any g en e r
ations of his successors.

“ But, in the  troubles th a t followed, our family, 
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like so m any others, becam e entangled, our prop
erty  was confiscated, m y ancestors w ere obliged 
to  flee and rem ain  unknow n. E ven  our shadowy 
nam e was for long  concealed, for, to reveal it in  
Lombardia or in  Toscana, would have cost the  head 
of the fam ily his life, or a lifelong im prisonm ent. 
I t is safe th is side the boundary, and Babbo has. 
revived it.

“ In  th is  way we have lost every th ing  bu t our 
nam e and the  m em ories and sen tim ents which 
belong to it. Y et we are not alone, nor singular, 
in th is m isfortune. H ig h er and older titles th an  
ours and not only the estates b u t even the nam es 
to which they  belonged have been u tte rly  lost. 
So th a t am ong the  v ineyard  and m oim tain peas
an try  hereabout, to-day, flows blood th a t was once 
historic, sunk now into an everlasting  shadow.

“ Ah, Signor, w ill you doubt it?  T here  still 
dwell in our bosoms the  sam e sentim ents, m em 
ories, and aspirations which enlivened and 
ennobled the lives of our ancestors, though we 
have to feed our bodies w ith these coarse n u tr i
m ents and clothe them  w ith these poor garm ents, 
because and only because from  our hands have 
fallen the slippery  fortunes of th e ir  b e tte r  days.

“ O Dio in ciclo! W here are now the jewels 
th a t g litte red  for cen turies on the fa ir shoulders 
of m y g rea t g rea t g randm others and th e ir daugh-



ters for tw en ty  generations in the palaces of 
Umbria, of Toscana, of Lombardia, and should have 
been the heirloom s of sister and me ? W here 
are they  now? T hey  are g litte rin g  on the  neck 
of some E nglish  peeress.

“ Oh mia povera Italia sventurata ! [ Oh m y poor,
u n fo rtunate  Ita ly  ! ] T hey  w ere offered on the 
a lta r of th y  destiny ! T hey  w ere sold to b rin g  
gold to carry  on the  patrio tic w ars of thy  enslaved 
sons and dau g h ters  ! T hey  w ere p lundered  in 
thy  defeats by foreign  foes ! T hey  w ere w rested  
from  th e ir gen tle  ow ners u n d er the to rtu re  ! 
T hey  w ere confiscated in thy  in ternecine  con
vulsions ! B ut O Italia , thou a rt mia Patria  [m y  
fa th e rlan d ] still. I love thee, poor, fallen, abused 
as thou art. I love thee as m y life. I adore thee, 
bella, bella Italia ! ” [beautiful, beautifu l, Italy],

“ No, no ! ” I replied, “ you have re ta ined  m uch 
m ore th an  you claim, Signorina. T he w itness of 
those b e tte r  days, as you call them , did no t pass 
aw ay w ith  those jewels. I t  is w ritten  on your 
every feature. I could sw ear to you th a t the 
p a ten t of your nobility  is engrossed on your 
countenance as w ith an an g e l’s pen. T h a t p re 
cious parchm ent m igh t be lost or destroyed, b u t 
the sen tim ents indw elling in  your soul — the 
heritage of a thousand years of noble lineage are 
always visible and are indelible.”



H er lustrous black eyes flashed up in m y 
face for an instant, and th en  sailed aw ay into 
the distance. A  soft, sad sm ile languished on 
her lips, and she was silent.

W ith a sudden impulse, I struck  up the strain , 
A m erica:

“  M y Country, ’tis of thee,
S treet land of liberty, e tc .” ,

in  the  well-known Ita lian  version, and afte r sing
ing  one stanza ceased.

She was gazing far away as I sang, and w hen I 
stopped, she m ade m e begin  again, and then  h e r
self struck in. I was a t first startled  and won
dered at this. But I in stan tly  rem em bered  th a t 
it is also the N ational Melody of G erm any, and 
th a t she m ust often have heard  it in h e r hom e on 
the borders of D eutschland. A t all events, she 
was at hom e in it, and the  effect on m e  was 
electric. H er ring ing , sym pathetic voice, and  
the peculiar tim bre of it, added to h e r pow erful 
em otion at the m om ent, rolled like a ra ttlin g  
musical fusilade into the  echoing stillness of 
th a t vasty  n a tu ra l concert-hall, and sent a th rill 
th rough  m y whole fram e, no t unlike w hat I 
have felt in  h earing  the fiery M arseillaise sung 
by  a crowd of Lyonese peasants ; and w hen the 
last stanza was done, I was left in a kind of 
confused and indescribable m ental exaltation.



V III .

“  I ’ll keep th is secret from  the world,
A s w arily as those th a t deal in poison,
K eep poison from  th e ir ch ild ren .”

W e b s t e r  (Duchess of Malfy).

TH E  ice being  now p re tty  thoroughly  broken, 
m y com panion p resen tly  w ent on to describe 

th e ir hom e on the m ountain  side, the sheep and 
goat pens near the house, the patches of plow- 
fields scattered  am ong the  cliffs, the m eadow s for 
m own grass — one a half-hour aw ay on the  o ther 
side of the river, and one a half-hour fu r th e r up 
the m ountain, on th is side, and called by  the 
fam ily the Alto Prato [upper m eadow ], and 
finally, the  Boschetto [little-forest] which was 
situated  on the hillside in one of the broken 
valleys about an hour from  th e ir home. T he 
fam ily drew  a p a rt of th e ir support from  fire
wood w hich the  Babbo cut there  and sold in 
Martigny and at the Hospice. T he chips and 
sm all tw igs (w hat w ere not m ade into faggots for 
k ind ling  and sold w ith the large wood), and barks, 
especially of the oaks, supplied the  fam ily fire.



M any knots of firs and pines w ere shaped in to  
tapers, for use in the  house; and  the  bark  of the 
birches was ro lled  in to  torches to be used outside 
on dark  and storm y n igh ts in  w inter. But p e r
haps the  m ost profitable of all w ere the  long, 
s tra ig h t b irchen  tw igs which, d u rin g  the  long  
w in ter evenings, the  Babbo m ade in to  broom s and  
sold, a few in Martigny, b u t chiefly in  Aosta, 
w h ither he w ent w ith  several m ule-loads of them  
every  spring.

H er m other, she said, was of a fam ily of sim i
larly  decayed fortunes from  JVismcs (as also the 
g ran d m o th er had  been), and was a d is tan t k in s
wom an of h e r father. “ T hey  w ere m any years 
m arried  w ithout children; b u t n ineteen  years ago 
w hen the  ground was w hite w ith  snow, on the 
festa of s. s. m a r i a  a n d  m a r t h a  a p a ir of little  
daugh ters w ere born  to them ; and w ere chris
ten ed  M aria  and  Marta. I am  Marta. People 
tho u g h t the babies exactly  alike, and could never 
tell the one from  the  other. As we grew  the 
resem blance becam e, if possible, still m ore p e r
fect. O ur size continued alw ays th e  same. O ur 
complexion, hair, and  eyes w ere of the  sam è 
shade. O ur voices w ere so perfec tly  alike, th a t 
out of th e ir  sight, our paren ts  never knew  which 
of us was ta lk ing  or singing.

“ T his resem blance was, of course, the cause of 
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m any en tang lem ents; and in  fact an insidious 
om en of sorrow yet to come. But it gave us no 
concern. We w ere ra th e r am used by the m is
takes occasioned by  it. E ven  w hen one was 
rew arded  for a good action done by the other, or 
punished for the o th er’s fault, as som etim es h ap 
pened, by  a tac it ag reem en t we accepted each 
alike, w ithout explanation and w ithout resistance. 
H ab it so accustom ed us to  our lot, and we came 
to reg ard  our affairs as so joined and mixed, 
th a t we re ta in ed  no sen tim ent of pain or o f 
in justice from  it, w hatever e ith e r of us enjoyed 
or suffered on the  o th er’s account. In  short, 
we seem ed to ourselves, as nearly  as possible, 
one being  in  two bodies.

“ Besides all, as I believe is no t uncom m on in 
such cases, our n a tu ra l resem blance was p leasing 
to our parents, and, instead  of being  in any the 
least way opposed, was favored and com pleted by 
them  w ith a studied sim ilarity  of dress and tre a t
m ent. T his na tu ra l and innocent tu rn  of paren tal 
love and pride fostered, however, our childish 
folly to an incredible pitch. W e could not bear, 
nor be persuaded to allow any th in g  p erta in in g  to 
us to differ in the least particular. T his exagger
ated whim  often rendered  us ridiculous, som e
tim es w retched. We would, for exam ple, soil 
our faces, te a r  our frocks, bang  our bonnets, even



scratch our hands or ankles — the one by acci
dent, the o ther voluntarily  to com plete the  corre
spondence — both  undergoing  often, and always 
cheerfully, the  punishm ent for the  fault.

“ But, no tw ithstand ing  all, th ere  was a con
cealed difference betw een us, and it was such 
th a t we could n e ith e r escape it, nor exchange 
it. This, too, becam e the tu rn ing-po in t of m y 
fate.

“ I BORE,  A L A S  ! T H E  I N D E L I B L E  F A MI L Y  M A R K  —  

T H E  S O - C A L L E D  S H A D O W  OF T H E  F I R - T R E E  ! ”



IX .

A nd n ig h t for each m ust close the  cheerful day,
T h e  feet of each m ust tread  the gloom y way.5

HORACE.

( (  / X U R  childish lives w ent sm oothly enough 
W  on for the  first tw elve years. T here 

w ere m om ents and hours of childhood-grief, but 
the causes w ere triv ia l and the  sorrow  was brief. 
O ur spirits w ere lig h t and easily depressed ; but, 
commonly, a word or a kiss would cure our 
sadness, and a b reath  of m irth  would easily blow 
away the flying cloud th a t was d arken ing  our 
little  souls. We w ere busy and p e tted  and happy.

“ So our years flew by till our th irteen th  
b irth d ay  came. O ur happiness had  th en  risen 
to its zenith. But w ith it came our first g rea t 
sorrow. I t  was w inter. T he whole g round was 
white. T here  came the  festa  of s. s. m a r i a  a n d  

m a r t h a —our festival day. We w ent to Mass then, 
as always, on th a t feast. T his year it fell on a 
Sunday. T he day was fine. T he Bishop of Aosta 
was there. Maria and I w ere th en  confirm ed ;
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and, by a special dispensation, received im m edi
a te ly  our first communion. D ear M other had 
been p rep arin g  us ever since we could read, and 
we had been ready  and w aiting since we were 
ten  years old. But no bishop had  been at our 
little  church for m ore than  four years. This 
had been  a g rea t g rie f and constant anxiety  
to  dear M other.

“ Both she and Babbo received the com m union 
also (as they  always did at tha t festa), and we all 
went, on S aturday  evening  before, to Confession. 
I t  was very  cold ; and dear M other had  toiled 
very  hard  to g e t our dresses ready  and to m ake 
a feast for us at home. Oh, how happy  we 
were a t church th a t day, and at our little  b an 
quet in  the  afternoon !

“ W hen the d in n er was ended, b u t before we 
rose from  the table, dear M other tapped  gen tly  
on h e r p late  — for siste r and I w ere in alm ost a 
boisterous frolic over a funny  p ictu re on one of 
our presen ts and over the  queer inscription u nder 
it. W e in stan tly  looked up in to  h e r sweet face 
and w ere still.

“ Then, in  h e r soft, lovely way, she began  : 
1 My dear, dear children, it is your b irth d ay  into 
this w orld of sin and sorrow. I t  was a blessing 
to us when you came. I t was a b lessing to you 
to  be born. I t  is rig h t to m ake festa  over it.



“ ‘We have deligh ted  to feed your bodies w ith 
th e  perishable b read  of earth , which one day you 
will need no longer. B ut to-day you have come 
to the table of your G reat F ather, and been fed 
Avith the b read  th a t came down from  heaven, 
A\rhich will nourish your im m ortal life for ever 
and  ever. How should we m ake festa over th a t ! 
God and the Madonna be praised th a t I have lived 
to  see th is  day ! ’ T hen  she began, and Ave all 
jo ined Avith her in sing ing  Ave Maria. I never 
fe lt so happy. But Ave Avere so n ea r to E te rn ity  !

“ T h at n ig h t dear M other Avas seized Avith d read 
ful pains, in a feAV hours becam e very  sick, and 
never had h e r reason more. She ta lked  w ildly of 
‘dear, Avarili F ran ce ,’ and of h er girlhood th e re ; 
and said m any  tim es to Babbo, ‘A//, Jacques,' rame- 
7icz-moi à ma belle France!' [Ah, Jam es, take me 
back to m y beau tifu l France], and Babbo con
stan tly  replied, ‘'Sicuro, sicuro, M 'am ie' [I will, I 
will, m y dear],

“ In  a  s h o r t  A v e e k  t h e  p r o m i s e  Avas f u l f i l l e d .  

S h e  Avas c a r r i e d  t o  s l e e p  A v i th  h e r  k i n d r e d  u n d e r  

t h e  A v a r m  s u n  o f  h e r  n a t i v e  s k y .  We a l l ,  e x c e p t  

Vigilo — h e  Avas o u r  g r e a t ,  d e a r  s h e e p - d o g  —  A v e n t  

A v i th  h e r  d e a r  b o d y  t o  Nismes ; a n d  Ave b u r i e d  t h e  

p r e c i o u s  t r e a s u r e  t h e r e  i n  t h e  Champ du repos, 
A v h e r e  a  l o n g  l i n e  o f  h e r  a n c e s t o r s  a r e  s l e e p i n g  

b y  h e r  s i d e .



“ T his jou rney  to Nismes fo r Maria and me was 
the g rea tes t event of our lives. We had  never 
been  there  ; b u t from  infancy we had h eard  so 
m uch about it both  from  our dear M other and 
from  Babbo. F or was it not a forem ost s trong
hold of the old Rom ans from  the first Caesar on? 
A nd was it not m orally certain, then , th a t both 
h e r T rastev erian  ancestors and his had  seen ser
vice th ere  u nder the  w orld-conquering eagles, — 
had m arched  over those hills and th rough  those 
rav ines w ith  the  th u n d erin g  host to the music of 
the  tru m p et and the  horn ,— had m anned those 
old fortresses,— perhaps led as centurions, or 
tribunes, or even lieutenant-com m anders, those 
old iron cohorts and legions, before the  era of 
salvation ?

“ T he tho u g h t of it m ade our child-blood tingle, 
and did som ething, even in our d readfu l sorrow, 
to enliven the gloom of. the sad journe)r. D ear 
Babbo availed of th is m otive to the  utm ost, and 
choking down his own unspeakable grief, spoke 
of every  in sp iring  th in g  in th is direction on 
the  way, and  p lanned  to m ake the visit yield 
the m ost possible, both  of com fort and of life
long profit, to his dear girls. For, in  addition 
to his ten d er paren ta l love for us, he never for 
a m om ent forgot th a t our h eritage was noble, 
though now enveloped in so deep a shadow.



“ We arrived  on the n in th  day, and, approach
ing  the  city  on the southeast side, w ere in  the 
neighborhood of th ree  convents — the Dames de 
Besançon, the  Dames de l 'Assomption, and the  Pe
tites Sœurs. A t the la tte r  house the fam ily of my 
M other was not unknow n. For this and o ther 
reasons, our Babbo took us th ere  and m ade known 
the  sorrow ful cause of our pilgrim age.

“ W e w ere tenderly  received by the lady Supe
rior and the  sisters. T he dear body was allowed 
to lie in  the Cappella before the h igh  a lta r ; and, 
on the m orrow , a Recpiiem Mass, a t which all the 
nuns assisted, was said by the padre who was 
charged w ith  the w orship in the Convent.

“ I had never heard  such sw eet sing ing  as was 
done by the choir of sisters in the  organ-gallery. 
I have since learned  from  trav e lers  th a t such is 
heard  w hen the nuns of the Dames du Sacré Cœur 
sing  V espers on Sunday n igh ts  a t S. Trinità de' 
Monti in Rome. But I have never heard  the like, 
before nor since. I t  seem ed to w aft our sp irits 
on the  bosoms of angels into the  soft re s t of 
Paradiso, w here we hope the  sp irit of dear 
M other is.

“ M aria  and I w ere lodged in the Convent for 
th ree days and in  a room  n ea r to th a t of the  lady 
Superior. I t  was called a ‘ cella ’ [cell] ; b u t as we 
had never been in a n u n ’s ‘ cell ’ before, we



found it a very d ifferent room  from  w hat we had 
expected to see w hen the good abbess told us 
w ith the  sw eetest tones th a t ‘ we should sleep in 
Sister Angelicas cell.’

“ T he good kind lady w ent on to tell us — w hat 
she th ough t would at once in stru c t and please us 
— of the good nun who had lived and died in 
th a t ‘ cell’, fifty or a hundred  years ago. But it 
frigh tened  us and m ade our flesh creep, to hear 
how th a t holy wom an w ent barefoot and prayed 
th rough  the whole cold n ig h t and fasted and 
punished herself there ; and w hen she was dead 
and h e r body lay there, how the sick and infirm  
people came and touched it and w ere m ade well 
and strong; and how it did not deca)' and they  
kept it there  m any m onths, doing such good work 
for the afflicted.

“ W hen, a fte r supper, and a long p leasant talk  
in h e r room, the  abbess took a candle and led the 
w ay to th a t ‘ cell,’ I th ink  our young rosy faces 
m ust have tu rn ed  white, and I know th a t our 
h earts  palp itated  so th a t we could hard ly  breathe. 
W e followed h e r a few steps along the  echoing 
cem ent pavem ent of the lofty  corridor, and in 
a m om ent she tu rn ed  a key th a t g ra ted  harsh ly  
in  the lock, and opened, slowly and carefully  and 
it seem ed to us alm ost tim idly, a g rea t heavy 
door, en tered  in the same subdued m anner and



placed the little  tw ink ling  ligh t upon a h igh  
m antel-shelf.

“ We followed and stood in  the m iddle of the 
‘ cell,’ looking about us w ith astonished eyes. 
W hat did we see ? — w hip and cord and h a ir
cloth jacket ? — and we did n ’t know w hat o ther 
instrum en ts of d readful pain ?— such as our te r r i
fied im agination had  conjured up? — or even 
coffins and corpses and skeletons, the shadows of 
w hich w ere dancing a fearfu l rou t in our fancy ? 
N ot at all. T he opposite of all this.

“ T here  was, indeed, heavy iron g ra tin g  at the 
two tall windows, so th a t no one could get out 
o r in, even if they  had not been a half-dozen 
metri from  the ground  on the outside; and as 
we could plain ly  see in the clear m oonlight, 
they  looked out upon a large garden  which was 
surrounded on all the th ree  sides by a h igh  and 
sm ooth wall. T here  was, also, a very  large, strong  
lock on the door — all conspiring  to the same 
purpose. But every th ing  w ith in  was peaceful 
and pleasant as the parlo r of a lady.

“ T he room  was large and high. A little  fire 
was b u rn in g  in the chim ney-place; over which 
h u n g  a beautifu l p icture of the M adonna' Several 
m ore large and beautifu l p ictures h u n g  on the  
walls a ro u n d — such as a Pietà [the dead body of 
Jesus in the lap of H is M other or the like], a



m artyrdom  of S. A ntony, a V irg in  exposed to wild 
beasts, and o thers which I do not now rem em ber.

“ T here  w ere m any pieces of furn iture , plain 
b u t good. A  carved w riting-desk, an arm chair 
w ith lea th e rn  seat, a heavy chest, a square table, 
a case of book-shelves fu ll of ancient-looking 
books, a candle-stand, a prie-dieu, a footstool, a 
large crucifix on one side of the  m antel-shelf, a 
sta tu e tte  of S. P e ter w ith  the crook and keys 
on the  other. In  the m iddle of the shelf, stood 
a very  large wax candle in a heavy carved 
candlestick. A ll these articles were of black 
oak, as well as the not very  broad bedstead, 
which stood in  the corner farthest from  w in
dows and door and was hung  around w ith w hite 
curtains. On the  cem ent floor w ere several rugs 
of thick, nappy  carpeting  and sheepskin m ats.

“ T he abbess saw us gazing around us w ith 
childish in terest, b u t little  d ivined the  secret of 
our thoughts. O ur child-idea of a holy n u n ’s 
cell — the  narrow  closet, the rough p lank bed, 
the wooden stool, and little  else save the im ple
m ents of bodily discipline, com pared strangely  
w ith such a room  as this. We were dazed 
w ith w onder to  a degree, and our faces no 
doubt wore an expression to which she a ttr ib 
uted  sen tim ents m ore exalted  and devout th an  
had really  en tered  our minds.



‘“ Yes, dear ch ildren ,’ she said, ‘this is indeed a 
holy place. T h ink  how m any prayers, how m any 
self-m ortifications, how m any  painful b u t v ictori
ous penances, how m any exalted  and beautifu l 
m editations, how m any holy vows and un earth ly  
self-consecrations, have gone up like a cloud of 
sw eet incense to the  Saviour’s th rone ! None 
of the sisters, since Angelica's death, has been 
ju d g ed  or felt herself w orthy to occupy this 
room ; and it has never been slept in since.’

“ She m ean t it kindly, b u t th is view of the case 
m ade us shudder. Somehow the  sense of being  
the  first to sleep in  the  holy death-cham ber, 
coupled w ith the constant m em ory of dear M oth
e r ’s body passing the n ig h t in  the Cappella, came 
over our sore hearts  w ith such an uncanny pow er 
a t h e r  words, though spoken so gen tly  and with 
the sw eetest tones, th a t M aria and I instinctively  
th rew  our arm s about each o th e r’s neck, and 
bu rs t into irrepressib le  sobs.

“ T he face of the good abbess showed th a t she 
was distressed for us, b u t she said no m ore; and 
going  to the bed, k issing each of us ten d erly  as 
she passed, she ‘ m ade it dow n,’ and added a h u n 
dred  little  pats and ad justm ents to the pillows 
and coverlets. T hen  she said sweetly, ‘ Blessed 
innocents, I am so glad you are to sleep here. I 
th ink  holy angels will hover over you to-night,



the same th a t carried the spirit of your dear 
M other in  th e ir  bosom to Paradiso. P repare  
yourselves for your slum bers quickly.’

“ W hile we w ere obeying, she w ent to a little  
recess at the side of the chim ney-piece, w hich we 
had not before observed, and tak ing  from  th ere  
ano ther ta ll w ax candle, ligh ted  it and set it upon 
the prie-dieu n ea r the head of the bed. As soon 
as we w ere nicely betw een the sheets, she k n elt 
a t the prie-dieu and said some beautifu l p rayers 
for dear M other and for us.

“ W hen she arose from  her knees, she said, 
‘ You shall have this candle bu rn in g  here, m y 
dears, du ring  the n ight. I shall lock the door, so 
you will be quite safe; and you will h ea r the 
footsteps of the w atch ing  sister in  the corridor 
as long as you are awake. I shall come to you 
in the m orning  before Ave Maria.' T hen  she 
kissed us both like a m other, drew  the  bed 
curta ins close, and w ent away. W e h eard  the 
bolt and the  footsteps of the  w atcher, as she 
had told us, and in a few m inutes fell asleep 
till she opened the bed curta ins in  the m orn 
ing. T his was repeated  each of the th ree n igh ts  
of our stay.

“ In  the m orning, tru e  to h e r word, we w ere 
aw aked by the loving abbess bend ing  over us 
and sing ing  softl)7, Ave Maria ; and we heard  the



bells of the  convents and of the churches in the  
city rin g in g  it out. We ate a t the tab le  w ith  the  
nuns, one of us s ittin g  on each side of the abbess, 
who sat a t the  head. She did not speak to us 
then, for there  was no ta lk in g  at the table, b u t 
one of the sisters read  aloud from  the Book of 
M artyrs.

“ We passed m ost of our tim e, w hen no t at our 
p rayers in  the  Capella (before and a fte r the  body 
of dear M other was carried  away), in  the room  of 
the abbess, who was all love and anx iety  for us, 
constan tly  show ing us in te re stin g  th in g s in  the 
house, and teach ing  us good and  im p o rtan t th ings 
which we did no t know before, both  about re li
gion and about the  w orldly life. In  short, from 
the  m om ent w hen she first set h e r eyes upon us, 
she was to us like a m o ther who has found h e r 
long-lost children. We w ondered g rea tly  at this, 
till one day, long  afterw ards, it was explained  to 
us. Then, alas, too late, how we w ished we had 
know n th a t secret before !

“ Babbo and the  anim als found lodging w ith the 
fam ily of the gard en er of the  C onvent a little  fu r
th e r outside the  boulevard. But, though  he came 
into the  Convent b u t once, and th en  only for a 
m om ent on our first arrival, yet he spen t m any 
hours w ith us outside.

“ T he first sad day was m ostly  passed in the



Cappella, a fte r the  R equiem  Mass, w hich was said 
early, in  p rayers and tears around the b ier on 
which lay the dear, precious body th a t we w ere 
going to pu t aw ay from  our sigh t till the re su r
rection m orning.

“ T he padre Cappellano del Convento [convent- 
chaplain] staid  th ere  with us and would now and 
again say ano ther p rayer — som etim es for the 
dead, som etim es for us children, som etim es for 
poor Babbo. Oh, how dear Babbo groaned and 
w ept ! We staid on our knees around the b ier 
a long, long time. Babbo trem bled  and seem ed 
so feeble th a t the  sagrestano [chapel care-taker] 
b rough t us chairs, and we sat there  silent and so 
sad till, as the bells were pealing  evening  Ave 
Maria, came the Compagnia della Misericordia7 to 
bear aw ay the  dead.

“Maria and I had never before seen th e ir  snow- 
w hite dress, w ith  hood and veil of the  sam e which 
covered them  com plete!)' down to th e ir feet, w ith 
only two sm all holes for th e ir  eyes. T hey  came 
m arch ing  in  a column, like soldiers, and chan ting  
the  psalm  :

Miserere vici B>ens.B

“ F our of them , tak ing  up the b ier and placing 
the  poles upon th e ir  shoulders, (the rest, each 
bearing  a ligh ted  wax-candle, following in the
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sam e order as they  came,) all w ent off chanting  
to g eth er to th e ir m easured tread  :

Ostende nobis Domine.”

“ Babbo and the padre followed to the Campo 
Santo and saw the deposit m ade and finished there, 
b u t Maria and I took our last look as the proces
sion vanished from  the door of the Cappella, and 
re tu rn ed  to w ait and w eep in the  room  of the 
abbess.

“ On the m orrow , w ith the  approbation and 
advice of the abbess, although in our over
w helm ing g rief and m elancholy we both were 
disinclined to see or th ink  of any th in g  b u t the 
m em orials of our sorrow, Babbo took us to visit 
some of the beautifu l and w onderful th ings to 
be seen in  th is very  rem arkable city and its 
environs.

“ On the m orning, then, of th is second day we 
w ent th rough  splendid squares and passed foun
tains, some w ith ancient C orinthian p illars and 
frag m en tary  rem ains of old Rom an aqueducts, 
and came to the old am ph itheatre  w ith its very, 
very  h igh  walls and rows and rows of seats, w here 
th ey  told us m ore th an  tw en ty  thousand people 
could sit, and its hundreds of arches and hundreds 
of ex it-gates — the whole bu ilt of huge, unm or
ta red  rocks, and all as sound and perfect as if the



poor g ladiators had been bu tchering  each other 
yesterday there, and the spectators had gone 
home b u t yesternight.

“ We w ent to the Maison-carrée, which, we were 
told, was the  finest and best p reserved  of all the 
old R om an tem ples anyw here now in the world, 
w ith its lofty  steps, its C orinthian colum ns fluted 
and surm ounted  by exquisite capitals which, in 
the days of old R om an glory, stood, no doubt, in 
a forum  surrounded by m any o ther edifices of 
equal or g rea te r splendor now gone forever.

“ We w ent to the Tem ple of Diana, w ith its 
arches and vaults and corridors and niches, filled 
now w ith sculptures and antiqu ities found there, 
and surrounded  by ru ins of aqueduct and re se r
voir of which old Ju lius and his horses m ust have 
drank.

“ We w ent to the Tour Magne, the  old, old, 
octagonal R om an ruin, bu ilt for a m ausoleum , 
and tw ice as lofty still as Cœcilia Metella's on the 
A ppian W ay — but, by whom and for whom  was 
it bu ilt ? W hat though ts it aw aked in  our child
ish souls !

“ We w ent to the  Porte d' Auguste [gate of 
A ugustus] and gazed w ith w onder on its two 
large and two sm all archw ays — built in  th a t 
splendid reign. How m any of our dear m o th 
e r’s ancestors had looked daily on th a t same



sigh t for two thousand years ! H ow m any of 
Babbo s had  m arched u n d er it, clad in b rig h t 
arm or, w ith  shield and lance, in all the  pom p 
of old R om an w arfare ! A nd with m any, m any 
o ther such-like scenes and thoughts, we passed 
the day.

“ On the m orn ing  of our last day, w hile Babbo 
w ent to the  Campo Santo to finish the  last th ings 
about dear M other's grave, the kind abbess sent 
two sisters w ith Maria and me to the Musée de 
Peinture to po int out to us the  m ore noted and 
im portan t p ictures and sculptures and en g rav 
ings treasu red  there.

“ From  our books and from  Babbo, we had 
learned  the nam es of some of the very  g rea t a r t
ists of the  world, especially those of poor, dear, 
glorious Italia. But here w ith w onder and deligh t 
we saw for the  first tim e, and w ere dazed to th ink  
we w ere looking on the  very  work of th e ir  own 
hands. W e trem bled  w ith  w onder and  surprise 
before the  H oly Fam ily  by Rubens, the S. A gnes 
by Tintoretto, the  M agdalen by  Guido Reni, the 
C hrist in  G ethsem ane by Correggio, the  Madonna 
by Titian ; and I have a m ore ind istinct yet beau
tiful m em ory of m any, m any m ore which I can
not nam e.

“ T he last hours of the afternoon of th is last 
day we spent in the Campo Santo. T he day was



clear, and the air, though it was w inter, was soft 
and balm y there. Babbo had erected  at the  g rav e’s 
head a cross of wood, heavy and w ell-lettered. 
W e hung  th ree  w reaths of immortelles upon it — 
one for the love of each of us.

“ We spen t m uch tim e in  p rayers beside the 
grave. B ut a t last we m ust go aw ay and leave 
h e r alone — in h e r own dear, ‘ w arm  F rance,’ in 
deed, b u t so far, fa r aw ay from  us w hom  she so 
loved and who loved h er so.

“ Oh, the  pan g  of the last look ! I believe 
I could never have re tu rned , b u t th a t I was 
b rought aw ay by Babbo aided by  M aria , whose 
face was stream ing  w ith tears. I was tearless 
w ith agony.

“ W hen the abbess pu t us in  bed th a t n ight, she 
lingered  and kissed us over and over again and 
said m any prayers, so th a t we w ere asleep before 
she left us. In  the m orning  w hen Babbo came for 
us, in  saying 1 adieu ' to the  abbess we saw how 
his chin quivered and his voice trem bled  ; and 
w hen she em braced us for the last tim e, h e r tears 
dropped upon our cheeks.

“ I t  was a fte r dark  on the ten th  w eary  da)7 when 
we arrived  at our hom e ; and dear Vigilo was 
crouched outside the  door ready  to spring  w ith a 
howl of deligh t into each of our faces, in  tu rn .”



X.

“  N o r last, fo rget the faithful dogs ; but feed 
W ith  fa tten ing  whey the M astiff’s generous breed,
A nd Spartan  race, who, for the fold 's relief,
W ill prosecute w ith cries the m ighty thief,
R epulse the prow ling wolf, and  hold a t bay 
T h e  m ountain robbers rush ing  to their p rey .”

v i r g i l  g e o r g .  Dryden's translation.

( (  D  E M E M B E R ,” said m y com panion, “ th a t if 
1 \  heirs of such ancestors, and g e ttin g  some 

such g rea t opportunités, yet M aria  and I w ere real 
shepherdesses from  our b irth  — bro u g h t up  w ith 
the flocks, and m ore in tim ate ly  still w ith our dogs. 
So th a t I m ust say som ething of these, since they  
came to play a m uch la rg e r p a rt w ith our own 
destiny th an  w ith th a t of the flocks.

“ T he first which I can rem em ber was dear 
old Vigilo. H e was a large, white, thoroughbred  
C alabrian sheep-dog, and was alw ays w ith us 
children. W hile we were little , as soon as I can 
rem em ber, M other used, in sum m er, to take him  
and us w ith her to the  u pper pastures around and 
beyond the P rati [meadows] to ten d  the sheep



durin g  the day, and, a t n ightfall, he drove them  
home. T he outgo in the m orn ing  was commonly 
w ithout difficult}', b u t often the  re tu rn  was not 
so. In  fact, in  this m atte r w ithout him  we should 
have been helpless.

“ Babbo, hav ing  released our five or six goats 
w ith a bell on the  neck of each, to take care of 
them selves on the rocks and steeper m ountain 
sides du rin g  the day, was busy w ith  the m ules 
in the fields or in the  forest, or in going to the 
m arkets. On our re tu rn , we com m only found 
him  at hom e ready to receive the sheep ; and 
while he m ilked them  (with m o ther’s help and 
often w ith m ine), the dog w ent a fte r the goats. 
They, especially if the kids had been kept in the 
fold, w ere usually  not very  fa r away, and in a 
short tim e, also, came trooping  into th e ir pen, to 
be m ilked and pro tected  for the n ig h t.”

Being m uch m ore concerned to g e t on in the 
story th an  to know the particu lars about sheep or 
goats or even dogs, I should have felt im patien t 
u nder so m any details, if I had  not already seen 
th a t she was unlikely to w aste any words on m at
te rs  no t in tim ately  connected w ith  herself, and 
necessary  for understand ing  w hat else she had to 
say. But I was not conscious of feeling, m uch 
less of showing, any sign of uneasiness at the 
d rift of h e r discourse. Still, som ething of the



sort m ust have appeared on m y countenance or 
in m y m anner ; for, stopping  in the chain of her 
narrative, she said :

“ I t  is tru e  th a t it is a common th ing  for A lpine 
shepherds and herdsm en — m ore especially in  the 
E astern  Alps, w here m ore cows are kept — to 
send away the flocks and herds, often for a whole 
sum m er, am ong the u pper valleys. I have known 
a young g irl like m e go w ith them , only w ith a 
a dog, and not re tu rn  from  early  sum m er till the 
the  frosts and snows of au tum n drove h e r home.

“ T hey  build  a h u t for h er there, and she m ilks 
n ig h t and m orning, and m akes b u tte r  and cheese 
du rin g  the day, and pens the creatu res at night. 
H er brothers, and often o ther young m en, visit 
h er every  week or two, com m only of a Sunday. 
T hey  go w ith the m ules and carry  to h e r loaves 
of bread, possibly some berries which grow  in the 
low er valleys, som etim es a ju g  of broth, or part 
of a boiled fowl, or piece of m utton. T hey  spend 
the day chatting , help ing  h e r in some bit of 
heav ier labor, ea ting  th e ir  sim ple d inner with her 
at noon, and at evening  they  re tu rn  carry ing  
w ith them  the accum ulation of b u tte r  and cheese 
to be m arketed  by the Babbo, or added to the 
stock in the b u tte ry  at hom e.”

— ‘ But the long week th rough  ! ’ I could n ’t 
help bu t exclaim, 1 and the loneliness ! ’



— “ To be sure,” she said, “ if she w ere a giddy 
thing, or had no th ing  b e tte r  th an  th in k in g  her 
own foolish though ts to do; and even so, loneli
ness is b u t one of the m any dispiaceri [unp leasan t
nesses] th a t m ust be endured in a life of poverty 
and toil. But work is a g rea t alleviation of it. 
To be busy  w ith  hands and though ts upon neces
sary or useful th in g s m akes the hours fly sw iftly; 
and to see w hat has been accom plished at n ig h t
fall, or a t the  w eek’s end, to an earnest person is 
a g rea t rew ard .”

—1 No doubt th is is true, and the  rem ark  does 
you honor, Signorina ; b u t still th a t sen tim ent is, 
I th ink, no t so common am ong the young as 
am ong older persons, and grow s w ith our years.’ 

—“ Signore, you are a man. Pardon me, if I tell 
you th a t women, young and old — of course I 
speak only of those I know — F rench  and Italian  
wom en — are m ore earnest and take life m ore 
seriously th an  the m en .”

—‘ I never th o u g h t of it before, b u t a m om ent’s 
reflection m akes me th ink  you are righ t, Signorina.'

—“ Si, Signore, the m ore you reflect on it, and the 
m ore you come to know of the Ita lian  wom en 
especially, and  indeed of F rench  women, too, the 
m ore clearly  and certain ly  you will see th a t it is 
so. We have, alas, too m any  careless m en, b u t 
the careless wom an is an exception.



— ‘ So far as m y know ledge of the  people of 
F rance and of Ita ly  goes, I believe, Signorina, you 
are righ t. But connected w ith the loneliness I 
spoke of, th ere  are dangers. W hat of the wolves ? 
— and, worse th an  all, of the  hum an . . .

— “ We never knew  or heard  of any bad  acci
den t happen ing  to such a g irl there. A round the 
g rea t sheep-yard in which the h u t stands the 
m en m ake a fence of rocks or logs m ean t to be 
h igh  enough and strong  enough to keep out 
wolves and robbers at night. A t all events, the 
dog will g ive notice of th e ir coming, and she has 
a gun  alw ays loaded and a long  sharp  knife. 
B etw een them  the wolf does no t often come a 
second tim e for the best of all reasons; and a 
robber (if th ere  w ere any hereabout) knows the 
Ita lian  wom an too well not to th ink  th ree  tim es 
before provoking h e r last resort.

“ B ut Babbo did n 't  and could n ’t use th is plan. 
O ur U pper M eadow was not so far aw ay as to 
m ake a n ig h t stay  necessary. Then, our pastures 
w ere sm all and scattered ; so th a t th ere  was no 
convenient common cen te r for them , and not one 
nor two hu ts  would have answ ered for them  all. 
E ven  otherw ise, Babbo would never have con
sented  to the exposure. H is h ered ita ry  pride 
forbade it.



X I.

“  Go abroad to hear news of h om e.”
OL D P R O V E RB.

( (  A F T E R  four years, the long ing  to revisit 
i l  dear M other's grave had becom e so strong 

in  all our th ree  hearts, th a t Babbo took us there. 
I t  was early  in  the m onth  of Septem ber. T he 
expense by diligence fo r 500 chilometri we w ere 
unable to bear. We w ent on foot, ca rry ing  the 
g rea te r p a rt of our food w ith us ; and it was for 
us a nine-days journey.

“ W e renew ed the cross and w reaths and reb u ilt 
the m ound, and the  season now perm itting , we 
p lan ted  violets on it.

“ I t  was a g rea t satisfaction to be th ere  again 
and to do this. We grieved no longer as children. 
We knelt to g eth er around the grave and recited  
p rayers for the repose of h e r dear spirit. Then, 
m uch com forted, though  in quiet sadness, we 
started , on the  th ird  day a fte r our arrival, upon 
our re tu rn .



“ But, beyond th is m ournfu l satisfaction, the 
visit was rem arkable for revealing  some very  
ten d er m em ories, and, to  us children, some very  
in terestin g  incidents in the lives of our parents, 
of which we had never before heard  ; and now 
was cleared up for us a rom antic m ystery  which 
had alw ays h u n g  around the nam e ‘ Cecilia ’ (which 
was the  second of m y baptism al nam es, the first 
b e in g  th a t of m y M other), but, often as we had 
p u t the question, never before could we get it 
satisfactorily  answ ered. Som etim es dear M other 
had  seem ed to be beg inn ing  an explanation, w hen 
a look from  Babbo m ade h er silent. Now we 
heard  it all, and w ondered and rejoiced and pitied  
and wept.

“ A m ong the  changes which four years had 
w rought a t the Convent, was the passing aw ay of 
the abbess whom we learned  to know, and whose 
so ten d er kindness we enjoyed w ith w onder on 
our form er visit.

“ She was now ly ing  in the Campo Santo and not 
two steps from  dear M other’s grave. I t  was, in  
fact, the nearest available space except th a t next 
dear M other, bough t and reserved  for Babbo when 
his hour shall have come. A nd w hen th a t shall 
be, he will be aw aiting  the g rea t sunrise w ith 
dear M other on his le ft side, as they  stood at the 
altar, and the good, kind abbess on his righ t.



T he abbess herself chose and secured this spot 
for herself im m ediately a fte r dear M other had 
been  laid to h e r last rest. T he m ound was only 
d istinguished now by a frail cross m arked in 
black le tte rs  : s o r e l l a  a g a t a  [sister A gatha],

“ O ur first w onder was why she should be laid, 
from  choice, ju s t there. The n ex t was to see the 
inscrip tion in  Italian , instead of the language of 
the country, and especially of the Convent. This 
certain ly  showed th a t she was of Ita lian  blood, 
and of a patrio tism  th a t could not bear to be sepa
ra ted  forever from  h e r dear patria — not even by 
a foreign word over h e r body a fte r her sp irit was 
in Paradiso.

“ But the th ird  and the g rea test w onder of all 
was to see th a t her departu re  — a s tran g e r to him, 
so far as we knew  — should m ake our Babbo so 
ver)7, very  sad. For, w hen he first discovered 
the  grave, he uncovered and bowed his dear 
w hite head, and kneeling  before th a t little  rude 
cross, w hispered some p rayers w hile b ig  tears  
ran  across his cheeks and dropped upon the 
ground.

“ A nother th in g  th a t we w ondered at for a m o
m ent was, th a t th ere  was no date on the cross. 
But we p resen tly  rem em bered  th a t on our form er 
visit, w hen we happened  to ask one of the sisters 
how long  she had been in the convent, or how



long she had  lived the relig ious and secluded life, 
we were astonished to h ea r her say ‘she did not 
know .’ And, no t darin g  to press the question, 
nor being  w illing to show our surprise to the 
good sister, we reserved  our enquiry  for our even
ing  talk  and the  teach ing  of the kind abbess, 
w hen we should be alone w ith h e r in h er room.

“ H er answ er, though it m et the case exactly, 
was new  and s trange to us. For she said : ‘We 
keep no m em ory of years. T hese belong  to us 
no longer. T im e m easured by sun and m oon 
w ith  us is no more. O ur existence is m erged  in 
God. E te rn ity  w ith us is begun. T he past is 
fo rgo tten  ; and there  are no m ile-posts on the 
road in the endless fu tu re .’ ‘ Grazie a D io' [thank  
God], she added, w ith a soft, sw eet sigh.

“ Babbo also caused a heavy cross, exactly  like 
dear M other’s, to be p u t in  place of the frail board 
th a t was there, and to be m arked below the sister- 
nam e :

H er name in the world was 
C e c i l i a  M a r i a  E l i a  A t t i l i o .

Loveliest o f the Lovely.
F. O.

“ T hen  we w ondered still more, and m ost of all, 
how he had know n h er worldly name.

“ W hen we re tu rn ed  to the convent for the 
night, the new  abbess called us to h er own room



and conversed w ith  us till the early  hour of re tir 
ing  came. H er m anner was very  gentle, and she 
asked us m any th ings about both  our secular and 
our religious l i f e — more especially, if we had 
ever contem plated  leaving the  vanities and sins 
of the w orld and becom ing religieuses.

“ She told us then  th a t the la te  abbess had  le ft 
a w ritten  request that, if ever we came there 
again (as she expected one day we would, to re 
visit our m o th er’s grave), we should be received 
‘ w ith especial kindness and consideration.’ T hese 
were h e r own words.

“ T he abbess tho u g h t from  th is th a t perhaps, 
on our form er visit, we had talked w ith her about 
tak ing  the vail. T he m ore so, since she had m ade 
no such request for any others, though m any vis
ited there  ; and even some of these w ere rich.

“ We explained th a t we w ere the stay  and com 
fort of our Babbo, m ost of all since our M other's 
departu re  ; and frankly  confessed th a t we hoped 
one day, a g rea t while in the future, to have hus
bands and children.

“ To this she rep lied  w ith a sigh, ‘ So have many, 
m any before you, and found the m en untrue, and 
them selves deserted  and broken-hearted  ; and 
then  fled from  a wicked and vexing world to a  
pure and peaceful life of religion, and found in 
the Blessed Saviour a lover who will not deceive,



and in H oly Church a refuge w here the  m isfor
tunes of this w orld cannot reach.

‘B ut,’ she added, a fte r a m om ent, w ith a sad 
em phasis, ‘ th is life is no t for all — alas ! it is not 
su ited  for all. Be sure of yourselves — be sure, 
mademoiselles, before you leave all w orldly hopes 
beh ind .’ A s she u tte red  these last words, we saw 
her lips qu iver and tea rs  tw inkle in  the  corners 
of her eyes.

“ I saw tears  stand ing  in Maria's eyes, and felt 
them  s ta rtin g  in  m y own as I looked in to  the 
sweet, sad face of the abbess, and said in  m y 
thoughts, ‘ W ho knows w hat heart-sorrow  you 
have had, and w hether, perhaps, too late, you 
found you had m istaken your refuge ? ’ B ut th a t 
secret we never knew.

“ T he th ird  day a fte r our arrival we s tarted  
early  on our re tu rn . We had left our hom e on a 
M onday and w ith our u tm ost endeavor had  barely  
reached Avignon on S aturday  evening, had  been 
lodged over the  Sunday at the  Convent de S “. 
Ursule, and had  arrived  a t our destination  in 
Nismes on M onday evening. So th a t it was 
T hursday  when we set out to re tu rn  and could 
only reach Grenoble on Saturday  evening. We 
found the usual welcome at the  Convent S ,e. 
Marie and passed the Sunday there.

“ Babbo would not under any circum stances less



th an  im perative, continue our journey  on Sunday, 
since he was always more careful than  m any are 
in the observance of the day; b u t now, w ith all 
our hearts so serious w ith fresh thoughts of dear 
M other in Paradiso and our bodies so fa tigued  by 
travel, we w ere bu t too g lad of the occasion to 
re s t and hear h igh  Mass w ith the heavenly  m usic 
at the Cathedral.

“ T he day was fine, and we did not re tu rn  
d irectly  from  the C athedral to the Convent on 
the o ther side of the Isère, bu t a fte r Mass saun
tered  aw ay from  the church into the Cimetière St. 
Roch. H ere we spent a long while, w andering  
am ong the  tom bs and  read in g  so m any strange 
nam es, so m any curious inscriptions, and some 
very  touching  ones, which m ade us feel w hat 
a world of sorrow  th is is, and in  every  country  
alike.

“ As the hours wore on, we w ithdrew  to the 
ad jo in ing  Promenade de V Ile Verte and sat in  the 
shade of those g rand  old trees, ea ting  the ligh t 
lunch which the kind nuns had provided and 
endeavoring  to console one ano ther w ith our 
conversation.

“ T h a t m orning, before Pablw came to the  Con
ven t for us (for he lodged w ith an acquaintance 
of his boyhood, near the sw im m ing school, on the 
o ther side of the riv e r and of the town), Maria



and I had agreed  to ask h im  about th a t nam e 
‘ Cecilia ’ which had been  a m ystery  to us all our 
lives — why it was p u t in to  m y nam e, since we 
had no re la tions called so — how he had know n 
th a t it belonged to s iste r Agata — in short, to tell 
us th e  whole story, w hile we had leisure, and 
w ere in  a m ood to hear it and to be com forted by 
it. F or th a t th ere  was a story we had long been 
sure from  snatches of rem arks we had heard  
betw een Babbo and dear M other even from  our 
infancy; and  still m ore so by w hat we had seen 
and h eard  on th is visit.

“ D uring  our lunch I proposed the  question to 
Babbo and M aria  pressed it in  h e r own gen tle  
way. T aken  by  surprise, he a t first tried  feebly 
to escape it, saying :

— ‘ W hy, children, I never tho u g h t it would be 
to the  honor or benefit of anybody to rake up old 
follies of bygone days, b u t to le t the dead past 
be buried  decently  and forever.’

“ But Maria's g rea t soft eyes looking so plead- • 
ing ly  into his he could no t resist, and p resen tly  
he said:

— ‘ H ow can I, dear children, deny  you any 
pleasure th a t is in  m y pow er ? — and a t best you 
have so little  ! ’

— ‘We have you, Babbo dear, and th a t is every
th ing ,’ we both  cried in  one breath.



— ‘ You are angels from heaven,’ he said w ith  a 
tender trem bling  in his voice, ‘ bu t I don’t  know 
if this know ledge will m ake you happ ier.’ Then, 
a fte r a little  pause, he began

The Story o f  C e c i l i a  A t t i l i o .

‘Forty-five years ago Cecilia Attilio was a fa n 
ciulla like you. H er father, Roberto, possessed a 
little  p roperty  on the edge of the Val d' Aosta, 
ten  or tw elve chilometri from  the L ittle  St. Bernard. 
He used often to come to Aosta w ith  the  product 
of his garden  and orchard  and a patch  of chest
n u t and w alnut forest, and on days of the fa ir he 
often had a baracca [stall or booth of boards or 
cloth or both] w here his p re tty  dau g h ter sold 
cakes and hone)r and m ilk and w alnuts and boiled 
chestnuts and the like.

‘ T here was alw ays a crowd around th is booth 
who paid th e ir m oney quite as m uch for the 
p leasure of ta lk ing  w ith  h e r and of being  served 
in h er sweet w onderful ways — which m ade the 
m en fran tic  to take some little  p layful liberties 
w ith her, as they  used to do w ith  m any  of the 
handsom e g irls a t the fair, b u t which she never 
for an in stan t allowed to anyone.

‘ She was always ligh t-hearted  and b rig h t as 
the m orning, b u t never foolishly frolicsome. She 
came to know hundreds of young fellows and 
older ones from  all the country  round; and w hen



she m et them  again a fte r the year or six m onths, 
since the last fair, she w ould recognize each one 
so sw eetly  and enquire  a fte r th e ir hea lth  and 
luck in  th e ir affairs (their sheep, or cattle, or 
vines, or silk cocoons, etc.), and even in some 
cases, w here she knew  it would please, a fte r the 
betro thed  (whose existence she only conjectured), 
and th en  would exu lt w ith the accepted and con
dole so com fortingly  and insp iring ly  w ith the 
j i l te d —‘’T  is a sham e for such a nice fellow as 
you ! b u t never m ind, th ere  ’s a m uch p re t
tie r and b e tte r  fanciullettina [sweet, p re tty  little  
m aiden] w aiting  eagerly  for you in her hiding- 
place — h u n t h e r up at once and come to me 
laugh ing  nex t fair.

1 Or, as she handed  the glass to some dem ure 
lad, ‘ W ell m y fine fellow, how tall you are grow 
ing  ! — I th ink  you 've gone up half-a-span since 
the last fa ir — th ere  m ust be a Signorinetta in the 
case by th is tim e I know — I congratu late  you 
both.’ Or to a rough, s tu rdy  contadino [country 
‘chap ’] w ith a broad-brim m ed slouched hat, badly 
banged and brim  tu rn ed  up in  front, ho lding 
a long, heavy whip stifly u p rig h t à la shoulder 
arms, ‘Ecco, il mio padrone! [W ell done! here  is 
m y honorable landed p roprie tor] I hear you are 
g row ing  rich — well, I ’m glad of it — you deserve 
it all — only do n ’t get proud, and p ity  the  poor ! ’



‘ O r to one new ly m arried  (of whom she knew  
nothing, b u t only guessed), ‘ Is  it a bambino [bov- 
baby] Michele ? — kiss him  for m e — does he look 
g rand  like you ? — or like his beautifu l m other ? ’ 

‘ A nd so on and on, som ething different to each, 
always nice and pleasant to the happy, and 
always h ittin g  the mark.

‘O r if it w ere one whom  she knew  to have 
been struck  by m isfortune, or to be in  trouble of 
an}- kind, she had a soft m ournful w ord th a t w ent 
s tra ig h t as an arrow  carry ing  a th rill of sweet 
com fort to his h ea rt; and as she spoke, her beau 
tifu l lips would trem ble, and often a te a r would 
sta rt in the corners of h e r g rea t lustrous eyes.

‘ In  short, no m a tte r who he was, or w hat joys 
or sorrows he carried  in  his heart, the neighbor
hood of Cecilia's booth was always the p leasantest 
spot in  all the fair.

* She and I used to m eet regu la rly  at the fair 
and often at o ther tim es from  the tim e th a t I was 
tw elve and she two years younger. A t this early  
age, w hile our two fa thers w ere busy, each w ith 
his own affairs in  the m arket, we som etim es 
strayed to g eth er along the g rea t cen tral s tree t 
looking at the  shops; som etim es we w andered 
into the suburbs and gazed with w onder and 
childish rem arks on the ancient wall and tow er 
and the rem ains of old Rom an days; or rom ped
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for w ild flowers in the meadow s on the banks of 
the Dora-baltea.

‘ In  m any ways, as the years w ent on, we came 
to know each o ther so very  well. We called our
selves by our C hristian nam es, and “ gave the  tit 
to each o ther.” 10

‘ She grew  to be strange ly  beautiful. H er 
figure was perfect, h e r  step  as ligh t as a g a 
zelle. H er featu res had  no irregu larity , yet did 
not rem ind  m e of any o ther person. T he q u in t
essence of sw eetness lay upon h er lips, and her 
skin wore the flush of roses reflected on snow.

‘ But it was, I think, the  fiery softness of h er 
coal-black eyes, coupled w ith h e r flaxen hair 
(which, w hen unbound, flowed in native rin g le ts  
fa r below h e r knees) — a com bination so ra re  as 
alm ost to be an unheard-of th in g  — which so im 
m easurably  exalted  h e r beau ty  and d istinguished 
h e r from  every  o ther wom an I have ever seen ; 
and w herever she w ent, drew  upon h e r the gaze 
of every  eye.

‘ Of course, she began  to have m any and m any 
adm irers ; and, in h er circum stances, it could not 
fail th a t she should be m ore or less exposed to 
designing and w icked approaches. B ut the b reath  
of flattery  passed over h er like the blasts of w in
te r  over the d rifts  of snow. She seem ed both  u n 
conscious and careless of h e r m arvelous loveli



ness, and advances of tha t sort were as ineffect
ual as efforts to clim b Mans Buct in icy Decem ber.

‘ But, as I g rew  older and came to know m ore 
and m ore of the  world, she was m ore and m ore in 
m y thoughts, and I becam e m ore and m ore anx 
iously concerned for h er safety.

‘ One day, du rin g  the  tim e of the  fair, w hen I 
was n ineteen  and she seventeen, it chanced, as 
had often happened  before, th a t I had a baracca 
beside hers. We had m et and talked together, for 
the  snatch of a m om ent, a t least, alm ost every  
houi-, during  the  th ree  days of the fair. I t  was 
early  afternoon of the last da)7, when the scirocco 
sp rung  up  w ith a sudden gust and w hirlw ind, 
which, in a m om ent, overtu rned  both  h e r booth 
and m ine in  a m ingled heap of indescribable 
confusion.

‘ Happily, no one was in jured. But I saw h e r 
falling, th rough  fr ig h t and by  the  prodigious 
force of the wind. I leaped from  m y own to t
te rin g  booth, and, seizing h e r in m y arm s, carried 
her to a place of safety. A n in stan t la te r  a heavy 
board  fell upon the place w here h e r head  would 
have been.

‘ T he gust was soon over. I helped restore 
h e r effects to order. H er sweet voice filled m y 
ears w ith thanks and praises, till m y soul was 
overflowing w ith em otion such as I never felt



before. She seem ed to m e an angel of heaven. 
She did not seem heavy in  m y arm s ; bu t then  
and afterw ard, during  the rem ainder of the day, 
I trem bled  from  head to foot, as if I had been 
over-strained w ith too g rea t a lift ; and the feel
ing  of hav ing  h e r in  m y  arm s continued for sev
eral hours.

1 T h a t evening, w hen  we all w ere packed and 
on the  point of s ta rtin g  for our homes, feeling  as 
if it would kill m e to le t h er go out of m y sight, I 
ran  up to  take leave of her, as on such occasions 
I always did, bu t instead of the usual 11 a rivederci” 
[good-bye till we m eet again], I b ro u g h t h e r hand 
(which trem bled  m ore th an  m ine) to m y lips and 
said, “io t ' amo, io t '  adoro!” [I love you, I adore 
you].

‘ God only knew  w hat happened. H er sw eet 
countenance in stan tly  seem ed to change to an 
ger. H er rosy color fled, and h e r face becam e 
snowy white. She dropped  m y hand  w ithout 
a w ord and ran  from  me.

‘ I know not how I reached home. I ex
pected  m y vitals would bu rst in m y bosom 
from  the th u n d erin g  convulsions there, I knew  
not w hether of rage or despair.

‘ A fte r all these years of encouraged love, — 
all these years of silent yet real and accepted 
heart-w orship — had I at last been jilted  ? — jilted



by h e r ? — by Cecilia Ì —the angel ? — nearest of 
m ortal wom en to the Madonna in  heaven ?

‘ W as is possible th a t she cared no th in g  for 
m y love ? — despised the adoration of m y soul ? — 
hated  m y presence ? — w ished m e out of her 
sigh t ?

‘ M ust I believe — could I believe th a t she had 
been deceiving m e all these years ? H ad it not 
been, in  a m anner, taken  for g ran ted  th a t we 
should one day belong to each o ther ? W hat 
had  appeared to change it now ? W as there, p e r
haps, som ebody else in  sigh t ? W as h e r so rare  
beau ty  a fo rtune too b ig  to share it w ith a m ere 
shepherd  ? — no m atte r w hat blood ran  in  his 
veins ? — or — oh H e l l ! — had its  m arket value 
become too app aren t not to refuse to sell it  for 
less th an  a m ountain  of ready  cash ! Could m y 
Cecilia be a flirt — a false cocpiette ? I could not 
believe it — bu t I m ust believe it !’

‘ L ike one w orn out w ith  labor, or sm itten  by 
disease, I barely  found m y way w ith  difficulty to 
m y bed. F o r m any n ig h ts  and days I ne ith er 
slep t nor received nourishm ent. My M other 
(may Iddio and our L ady  shed lig h t and rest upon 
h e r sp irit !) nursed  m e incessantly  in every  best 
way h e r love could invent. She m ade no troub le
some inquiries. I t was no t her way. W hether 
she suspected the tru e  cause of m y m alady, I 
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never knew. B ut one m ay suffer m uch from  
this disorder and live. I t  was so w ith me. My 
distress was extrem e. L ife lost its charm  for 
me. H ope was dead in  m y breast. I was ready  
to die. Y et I lived. By slow degrees m y s tren g th  
re tu rned . A gain  I slep t and ate and worked. 
Still, it is true, like those diseases which can visit 
a m an bu t once, and appear to consum e from  his 
constitu tion  the  alim ent on w hich they  feed, since 
the experience of th a t trem endous inflam m ation, 
I have never been  quite the  same. T h a t unspeak
able g lam our of love never re tu rn ed  to me.

‘ M eantim e, while th is agonizing tran sfo rm a
tion was going  forw ard in  m y soul, and m y sad
ness and despair w ere subsid ing m ore and more, 
to eventuate  in  a less jub ilan t, certainly, yet not 
less real and w orthy life, th ere  came a v isitor to 
our home. My orphan half-cousin, Marthe Helene 
Marie Manivet from  Nismes, came to m y M other, 
her only surv iv ing  aunt, and in fact only near 
relation  in  any degree, to spend an indefinite 
time. She had a little  p roperty  in the Rente 
[national loan] b u t no hom e; and m y M other, as 
h er nearest of kin, and with h e r m other-heart 
always open, inv ited  her to come to us.

‘You know the resu lt for me. I loved again. 
Not with the frenzy of am orous m adness. T hat, 
as I have said, was for me forever im possible,



b u t a soft and peaceful flame was k indled in  both  
our souls. A  sober and steady affection, bu ilt on 
a true  and  firm  friendship and an  ever-grow ing 
m utual esteem , united  our hum ble and chequered 
lives in  one happy  current, till it  was struck by 
the G reat D ivider; and the chief com fort of m y 
life now lies in  looking forw ard to the reunion 
never again  to be broken on the o ther side.

‘ B ut w hat of Cecilia ? Ah, children, th is is 
the  cap-stone of m y m onum ental grief. I was 
consoled in  m y m isery, b u t not to the  degree of 
being  w illing to rev isit Aosta — the  field of m y 
m isfortune — for m any m onths.

‘ I  was a t len g th  b etro thed  and I felt no de
sire to m eet Cecilia again. In  fact, m y prevail
ing  sen tim ent was decidedly the opposite. T here 
were, however, some reasons which occasionally 
shook m y resolve to avoid h e r forever. My anger 
at m y assum ed in ju ry  had g radually  passed away, 
I was contented ,— why should I re ta in  a grudge ? 
Besides, though perhaps not m ean ing  so, had  she 
no t th row n into m y arm s a prize ?

‘ D uring  these m onths, a fte r m y pertu rbation  
had  passed away, as I calm ly review ed these 
events, m y conduct came up  to m e often  in a 
ridiculous light, and m ore th an  once I caught 
m yself laugh ing  aloud a t m y folly. Once th is 
lau g h te r in  a dream  aw aked m e from  sleep.



‘A t last, one day it was suddenly borne in 
upon me, like a flash of ligh tn ing , W hat if it is I  
who have w ronged her ? H ad  I not acted w holly 
on conjecture,— and th a t m ost hastily  taken  up? 
W as not m y only ground, m y own in terp re ta tion  
of h e r action — one single act? M ust I not adm it 
th a t a d ifferent in terp re ta tion , if not probable, 
was, a t the least, possible ? H ad  I not cut off all 
opportun ity  from  h e r to explain ? Perhaps an 
explanation  would have healed  m y wounded self- 
love, if it did no t satisfy m y desires, and have 
saved m y crim ination of her, whom, surely, I 
would alw ays wish to th ink  incapable of w rong 
doing to me, or to any one.

‘ R em em ber, children, th a t I was th en  calm 
and happy in m y love and betro tha l of your lovely 
and blessed M other. God forbid  th a t I should 
ever say or th ink  any th in g  bu t thankfu lness th a t 
H is gracious Providence led h e r and not ano ther 
to m y h eart and m y home. But, I say, w hen the 
pertu rbation  of m y m ind and h ea rt was over, and 
I was safely m oored in a sacred and happy haven 
of love, a desire arose to see Cecilia once more, 
and tell h e r of m y new -found joy.

‘ I f  she had never felt for m e (as I had, till the 
fatal day, w rongly supposed) the sam e passion 
which I felt for h e r ; and if, as I now hoped, she 
felt k indly tow ard me, at least as an  in tim ate



friend  and p laym ate of childhood, I tho u g h t i t  
would be an agreeable th in g  to her to m eet me 
again and hear m y story, and congratu late  m e on 
m y fortune.

‘ Full of th is thought, which, however, I con
cealed in  m y own bosom, at the  tim e of the 
A ugust fa ir I w en t again to Aosta and sought 
for th e  Attilio booth. I could no t discover it, 
and I w ondered a t this. But it was still early  
in the  first day. I conjectured th a t some h in 
drance had occurred th a t would be rem oved, 
and the stall would appear before the  evening. 
I t  did no t appear th a t day, and I w ent hom e 
w ith m y erran d  unaccom plished.

‘ I could no t re s t satisfied, however. T here  
was now ano ther problem  to solve. Some im por
tan t change I fe lt sure had occurred. P erhaps 
she was m arried  — perhaps to some rich  man; or 
noblem an — or in  some o ther w ay had sold her 
glorious beauty  and gone — God knows where, 
bu t probably  never to m eet m y  eyes again.

‘ I was too m uch in terested  to abandon m y 
purpose, and on the  following day, I was there  
again m aking  the same search. H our a fte r hour 
I m oved am ong the crowded stalls, and once 
and again had peram bulated  the principal s tree t 
of the town, and peered into every lane and 
shop ; b u t it was in  vain.
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‘ T he forenoon was a lready  nearly  passed. I 
had visited every  q u arte r and tried  every m eans 
of search in m y pow er ; b u t all w ithout success.
I had left the m arket-place and sauntered  into 
the suburbs, m ed ita ting  w hether I would not 
give up the  bootless chase and re tu rn  home. 
As I approached the  old tower, accidentally lift- - 
ing  m y eyes, I saw befo re  m e a fem ale figure 
which seem ed to have issued from  the Priory 
of S. Orso.

‘ Of course, m y h ea rt in stan tly  th robbed  with 
a  new  excitem ent. I seem ed to recognize the 
figure as th a t of h e r whom I sought. She was 
m oving slowly from  me. T h ere  was the  slender 
height, the  fine proportions, the step  — no, the 
step  was not hers. T he grace, the life, the  elas
ticity, so m arked  in h e r I sought, w ere no t here. 
Then, as I came nearer, I observed th a t the dress 
was b lack — a color I had  never seen h e r wear. 
But, com ing n ea re r still, I found a su re r test. 
T he h a ir was black, or else it had been draw n up 
close u n d er a black silk cap. It was useless to 
follow fu rther, and, u nder some hidden  im pulse,
I changed the direction of m y steps, and w an
dered to the south gate and the tow er of Brama- 
fa m  of uncanny m em ory.“

‘ I was resolved now to give up all fu rth e r p u r
suit ; and s tarted  by the nearest course for the



highw ay and m y re tu rn  home. I had  reached  the 
crum bling  walls of the ancien t Teatro and the 
arcades of the  Anfiteatro, and, m aking  an ab ru p t 
tu rn  to th e  righ t, I came suddenly  face to face 
w ith the  slender black figure, s tand ing  u nder 
an um brella  to shield h e r from  the  A ugust 
sun ; and, a t the in stan t th a t th is vision m et 
m y eyes, a little  scream  sm ote m y ears :

“Mio Iddio in Cielo! — Filippo Ombrosi)!!"
‘ I stopped, s tunned  as if struck by  a th u n d e r

bolt. T h a t voice ! — yes. Those eyes ! — Ah, 
yes, th e ir own indescribable langu ish ing  fire. 
T h a t heavenly  face !— yes, b u t as w hite as the 
sheeted snow, only, for the m om ent, by  the 
shock of surprise, tinged  on the cheeks w ith  
ju s t a reflection of the flush of daAvn.

‘ A ll else, how changed ! T he plum p round
ness gone. T he bones of the  face and  neck 
and hands p ro jec ting  as from  a skeleton. T he 
whole figure so th in  th a t the  garm en ts hung  
as on a skeleton indeed.

‘ I did no t and could not speak ; nor did she 
u tte r  ano th er word. But, a f te r a m om ent of 
silent gaze — it  seem ed an e te rn ity  to m e — 
beckoning m e w ith  h e r free h and  to follow, 
she tu rn ed  and led  m e to the fu rth e r side of a 
grove of aged chestnuts, w hich th rew  a deep 
shade over some moss-covered rocks on the

no
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brink  of a ra ttlin g  brook which had alm ost ended 
its  noisy, hasty  chase to the  Dora-baltca.

‘N ature had  prepared  th is re tre a t— it was near 
the half-buried  old R om an B ridge — as if a rran g 
ing  it especially for us. Tw o rustic arm chairs, 
form ed by conspiring rocks and roots, stood vis à 
vis. T he spot was in  full view of the g rea t h ig h 
way, and w ith in  h ea rin g  of the hum  of the  busy 
fa ir ; yet i t  was sufficiently ap a rt for the  freest 
com m unications, w ithout fear of d isturbance or 
eavesdropping. She th rew  herself hastily  into 
one of these seats. I sank m echanically  and 
silently  into the  other. T he little  brook ripp led  
and danced as in  m ockery of me.

‘She had no t spoken, and for a little  space 
did no t speak nor raise h e r eyes from  h e r lap, 
w here h e r fingers w ere toying nervously w ith 
the  handle of h e r sunshade.

‘ Suddenly she raised  those g rea t eyes full of 
aw ful love and looked squarely  in to  m ine, w ith  a 
glance th a t sen t icy chills th rillin g  up and down 
my spinal m arrow , and said w ith  a voice as clear 
as the Ave Maria bell on th a t Convent of S '6. M aria , 
yet th a t trem bled  and hesita ted  on every  w ord : 
“ So — y o u —did — n o t — love — m e ! — you — you 
you — deceived m e ! ”

‘ I w ished to say som ething, I do n ’t know, and 
I believe I did n ’t  th en  know what, bu t a lum p

h i



swelled suddenly in  m y th ro a t and m ade it im 
possible. But she, seeing m e try in g  to speak, sig
naled to m e to be silent and w ent on:

“ Look a t me, Filippo ! — See w hat the fever 
has le ft m e ! ” H ere  she snatched off the black 
cap from  h e r head. “ Oh, mio Iddio ! "  I th rew  up 
m y hands and cried, for there was n ’t a h a ir visi
ble on h e r snow-white, shiny scalp !

‘ I did not try  to say more, b u t sat in silent 
agony, m y eyes riveted  on th a t horrib le  sight. 
She w ent on — pausing  a good w hile betw een h er 
sentences :

“ Filippo Ombrosini, w ere we no t children to 
g e th e r ? . . .  Did we not chase one ano ther th rough 
the  stree ts  of the  fa ir ? . . .  Did we not pelt one 
ano ther w ith  wild flowers in the m eadows ? . . . 
W hen I fell, who b u t m y Filippo picked m e up  . . . 
lifted  m e so gen tly  . . . w iped the  soil from  m y 
brow  w ith the  petals of wild roses . . . and . . . and 
kissed the spot to m ake it well ? ”

‘ H ere  she paused, replaced the  cap, and hid 
h e r face in  h e r hands. I dared not speak, nor lift 
m y  eyes. For, no t being  able to bear h e r glance, 
I had dropped m y eyes, a t the first, on the ground, 
and m y h ea rt flu ttered  and pounded m y side, like 
the  w indm ills of Venezia in  the gusts of N ovem 
ber. A ll was still again  for a long, long  time, 
which seem ed to m e would never end.



‘A t last she w ent on again: “A s we grew  
older, how though tfu l you were of m e — how 
m o d est— how ca refu l— how helpful.— T hen, th a t 
d readful day w hen the  Scirocco blew— and yo u — 
your arm s carried  me — aw ay to safety.— Oh, 
how — how g ra te fu l I — I fe lt to you — I though t
— I though t I — I belonged — I belonged to
— to you.— Oh, how afraid  I was — afraid I 
should say — should s a j — say som eth ing— som e
th in g  a m a id en — a m aiden m ust n 't say.— A nd 
th a t evening  — th a t evening  w hen the  g rea t 
m oon was looking down on us and — and you 
told m e — told me and — and  m y h ea rt — m y 
h ea rt was ready  — was ready  to b u rs t and — 
and I was — I was so frigh tened  and — and 
tu rn ed  — tu rn ed  a little  — a little  aw ay and — 
and I though t — I th ough t you — you would — 
would follow and — and claim  — and claim  and
— take your rig h ts  and — and you — you did n ’t
— did n ’t love m e — tru ly  — and have, have 
loved ano ther — so soon — oh, so soon ! — and 
are — are b etro thed  — yes, are b etro thed  — I have 
heard  of it — are betro thed  — yes, betro thed  — 
forever — yes, fo rever and ever — oh, oh ! — 
w hat to a m an — to a man, is a w om an’s h ea rt ?
— a w om an’s — h ea rt ? — a w om an’s — a w om an’s 
h eart ?— oh, oh, o h ! ” T hen  she broke down in 
hysterical sobs.



‘ T he tru th  was flashed upon me. How could 
I ever have d istrusted  her so ? A t all events, how 
could I have been such a coward, not to take her 
by force ? — to take m y kingdom  of heaven by 
violence ? I knew  not w hat to say, or do. In  
fact, th ere  was no th ing  for m e to say or do, 
b u t to endure the to rtu re  of conscious gu ilt in 
sham e and in  silence.

I  had not loved h e r !” — Good H eavens! God 
knows I had loved h e r w ith  all the sen tim ents 
of m y soul and all the energies of m y body — 
tha t m y m ind and heart, en tendered  by the 
tru es t friendship, and the  m ost unbounded es
teem , w ere consum ing in the  fiercest flame of 
youthful passion. N ot love her!-—To save h e r 
from  a pang, or to g ra tify  h e r m ost w him sical 
wish, I would have risked m y life in  a m om ent 
— yes, I would have sold it, w ithout a m om ent’s 
hesitation.

‘Y et I dared n o t — I m ust no t te ll h e r th is — 
and how I had  m istaken, in  m y m ad love, the 
m eaning  of h e r conduct. T he nex t th in g  would 
be to say I was sorry ; and that, a t all hazards 
and in any event, I m ust not do. It would be 
treason  to your loving and tru stin g  m other, 
betro thed  by m y solem n words, to say so, or 
to allow m yself for one m om ent to feel so.

‘ But w hat had  I done ! — W hat an innocent



heart" I had sham efully  broken ! — W hat an angel 
life I had dam nably m urdered  ! — T he rem orse 
of the  Inferno rolled in to  m y bosom. I fe lt the 
pangs and the desperation  of hell in  m y soul. 
A nd the b itte re s t p a r t of the b itte rness was 
th a t I knew, I fe lt th a t I deserved it all. Yes, 
children, in  all m y happy  life w ith your blessed 
m other, here  has been  a w ound in  m y h ea rt 
th a t never has healed. I have tasted  the  to r
tu re  of the  “ undy ing  w orm .”

‘ Oh, during  those m om ents, while I sat u nder 
h e r s ting ing  words, how g ladly  w ould I  have 
throw n m yself a t h e r feet ! — how gladly  would I 
have kissed the  low est hem  of h e r g arm en ts ! — 
Or, ra ther, w hat peerless joy it would have been 
to snatch h e r up in  m y arm s and soothe h e r 
like an  in fan t ! But alas, alas, I could not, I 
m ust no t show a sign of sorrow, n o r even of 
pity. I t  would, in a m om ent, have hurled  m e 
into the  w hirlpool of actual infidelity  to your 
m other.

‘ I dared  not rem ain  a m om ent longer in h e r 
presence. God only knows w hat would have 
happened  five m inutes later. W ith a sudden 
spring, I rose and fled from  h e r — throw ing  
back, however, over m y shoulder, these th ree 
words: “I  did love you.— I  misunderstood your ac
tions.— I  have got hell in my soul!”



‘ I staggered  home in the  u tm ost anguish. 
My distress was fa r g rea te r now th an  w hen I 
last passed over th is track  on m y form er sad 
re tu rn . T hen  I fe lt innocent, though injured. 
Now I knew  and  felt th a t I was a crim inal. 
E very  rock and  bush at the roadside seem ed con
scious of m y baseness and to cry  out aga inst me. 
N or could I do an y th in g  to atone for m y fault. 
I m ust carry  m y gu ilt th rough  life. Yes, I m ust 
carry  it in to  the  o ther w orld — and how could 
I bear to m eet h e r there  ?

‘ I t  aggravated  m y anguish, if th a t w ere possi
ble, th a t I m ust bear it in secrecy and alone. For 
I dared not tell the facts to m y m other, m uch 
less to m y betrothed. T he bu rden  was again  too 
m uch for m y s tren g th  ; and from  the hour I 
en tered  m y cham ber, it was a m onth  before I 
came out to b reathe again  the  free a ir of heaven.

‘ M eantim e m y sufferings and the  apparen t 
d anger th a t m y reason would be .unhinged , 
b rough t our whole fam ily into g rea t distress. 
My m other was nearly  p rostra ted  u n d er h er 
double anx iety  — not only for her son b u t as well 
for the  dear g irl whose prospects in  life were 
thus balancing  betw een hope and despair.

' As I afterw ards learned  from  your m other, 
the two wom en dim ly bu t surely  divined the 
tru e  cause of the m ysterious m alady by which I



had been  tw ice b rough t so low, h av ing  been  
each tim e attacked  im m ediately  upon a re tu rn  
from  the fa ir a t Aosta. M any p rivate  consulta
tions on the m a tte r w ere held  by them ; and it 
was finally resolved th a t w om an’s tac t should 
probe it to the bottom .

‘T his was accom plished. So skillfully was it 
done by m asked approaches — chiefly while the 
two a lte rn a ted  at the  bedside, fann ing  m e during  
the ho t afternoons — th a t I prom ised to te ll m y 
b etro thed  the  whole story. T his I did one Sun
day afternoon while m y Babbo and M other w ere 
not yet re tu rn ed  from  the Mass at Martigny.

‘ Did the  dear g irl upbra id  m e ? Did she load 
m e w ith  accusations of m y gu ilt and folly ? — 
T h a t angel ? — No ! On the  contrary, she en tered  
into m y trouble even as h e r own. She took p art 
of the distress upon h e r own h eart; and so helped  
m e to bear m y load.

‘ I t  was at h e r suggestion  th a t I w rote a le tte r  
to Cecilia, not so m uch, to exonerate m yself as to 
do all th a t a crav ing  of h er C hristian pardon for 
m y foolish and gu ilty  m istake, and the  expression 
of u tm ost devotion to h e r service and sincerest 
in terest in all h e r future, could do to soothe and 
cure her bru ised  heart. Much, in fact, of th a t 
le tte r  was the dictation of m y betro thed  — a dear 
w om an’s h ea rt striv ing  to console ano ther dear



w om an's heart, w ith  her profoundest sym pathy  
and tenderest affection. T ruly , they  both  were 
angelic souls.

‘ I received a fte r m any m onths, from  the Con
vent of the  Ursuline in  Aosta, a b rie f b u t m ost 
C hristian reply. “ She was already  dead to the 
w orld; and lived now only as S ister Agata.” 
T here  w ere no accusations, in fact th ere  was no 
discussion of h e r troubles. “ T he frankness of 
m y le tte r  com forted her. A ll was a lead ing  of 
Providence. I t  was h er du ty  and she hoped ever 
to  m ake it h e r joy to deligh t in  H is will. My 
happiness was now h e r only ea rth ly  longing.’’

I “ H er fa th e r’s death before our last m eeting  
had been the cause of the  black dress w hich I 
saw h e r in; and which now she should never lay 
aside. H er little  p roperty  she had  given  to  the 
Convent. She m ade one request — th a t a fte r our 
m arriage m y wife m igh t be b ro u g h t to see h e r 
th rough  the  bars, and afterw ards, th a t she m ight 
be perm itted  to see our children, and lay her 
h and  on the head  of each w ith  h e r blessing.” 
H er rem oval to ano ther convent soon a fte r m ade 
it im possible to g ra tify  th is wish.

I I have never told you, for I could no t before, 
w ithout explanations which I could not give, why 
the body of your m other lay du rin g  the n ig h t in 
the Chapel of the Convent, ra th e r th an  in  some



Church n ea rer the Campo Santo; and th a t a 
requiem  was sung  th ere  by the nuns, w hile you 
and Maria were asleep.’

“ H ard ly  was th is sto ry  done, while we w ere 
all th ree  in  tears, th a t M aria  and I sp ran g  
up, and throw ing  our arm s together around 
dear Babbos neck, sobbed for some m inu tes in 
silence. W e w ept on, w ithout ano ther word, 
m ost of the way back to the Convent. On the 
morrow, we s ta rted  early  to finish our re tu rn .”

V I G I L O  O M B R O S I N I .



X II

“ W ho know eth the  sp irit of man that goeth upw ard, and 
w hether the sp irit of the beast goeth dow nw ard to the earth  ? —  
B ib le  (Revised Version), E c c l .  iii, 21.

R R IV E D  at home, no Vigilo was ly ing  be
fore the door, b u t we found him  on a m at

in  the k itchen  p artly  covered w ith rags. He 
fa in tly  w agged his ta il and tu rn ed  his languid  
eyes tow ards us as we entered. M aria  and I 
bestow ed on him  the g en tlest caresses, and did 
for him  every th ing  th a t could be done, bu t in  two 
days he died.

“ T his was one cost of our visit to dear M other’s 
g rave f and it, in  tu rn , becam e again the  link th a t 
drew  upon us the d readfu lest g rie f of all.

“ We had been absent nearly  th ree  weeks. Babbo 
had em ployed a friend ly  old shepherd  (who lived 
two hours from  us, hav ing  a m arried  son who 
could care for th e ir own flock) to sta}' in our house 
and look a fte r our affairs while we should be 
away. A ge had  crippled him  so th a t the active 
care of the flocks rested  m ainly upon the poor 
dog. H e was a noble fellow of a noble breed.



H e seem ed to understand  and  rise to the  respon
sibility of the situation, and it was fidelity in  the 
line of du ty  th a t finally cost him  his life.

“ Being m ostly alone w ith  the  sheep during  the 
day, ju s t w hat his experiences w ith them  were, 
we do not know. But the old m an said th a t on 
the second day the  dog came in at n igh t behind 
the flock w ith  bloody ears and lim ping  on one 
leg. A ll w ent well, how ever, till the evening b e
fore our arrival, w hen th ere  was trouble w ith a 
goat which had lost h er kid and refused to be put 
into the pen. T he old m an was not active enough 
to give the  dog m uch assistance. She finally 
leaped high in the air and shot like an arrow  far 
afield. Vigilo was soon in  fron t of her, how ever; 
and w hen she tried  the sam e tactics again, she 
found the dog too quick for her. T h e ir breasts 
struck  together w ith a pow erful shock ; b u t the 
goat being  heavier th an  the dog, or stand ing  on 
h ig h er ground, the  blow which th rew  h e r back
w ard landed him  on the edge of a loose bow lder 
which was balanced on the verge of a chasm. 
His Weight and the shock dislodged the  bowlder, 
which fell w ith him  crushing  him  horribly.

“ I t was in a g rave near the  door th a t we b u r
ied th is dear com panion of our infancy w ith tears 
of real sorrow. Before any th ing  was p u t to m ark  
the spot, M aria  and I often w hispered together



some strange thoughts — you and o ther people 
m ay th ink  them  strange — m ay be they  were 
foolish — b u t th ey  were rea l to us.

“ We could n ’t help connecting to g eth er our 
two g rea t sorrow s; and the m ore especially since 
one was at least the  indirect cause of the other. 
T here  was a cross on one grave, w hy not — would 
it be w rong to put one on the o ther ? T hen  the 
whole m ystery  came up to our m inds. Do the 
dum b anim als com m it sin ? C ertain ly  some seem 
to be very  m alicious and naughty , and o thers as 
benevolent and good. If  not, w hy do they  suffer? 
If  they  do, did n ’t perhaps the G reat Sacrifice suf
fice and atone for them , too, — especially if they  
try  to be fa ith fu l and good, as Vigilo did ? If  so, 
w hat harm , or ra ther, how suitable to p u t over 
him  the  G reat Sign ! But we did n ’t feel very  
sure of our g round ; and one day Babbo took out 
of the bed of the  Brattee a stone which we had 
often  fancied looked m uch like Vigilo, as he 
used to lie crouched and sleeping on his paws, 
and  b rough t and placed it on his grave. This 
becam e his m onum ent ; bu t I have though t often 
and m uch about the o th er.”



X III .

W hat if I  choose to weep alone ? —
F o r flowing tears are sweet —

Is  not the secret pan g  my own ?
T h e  secret guerdon m eet? 12

AF T E R  this in troduction — she had called it 
so — of the p a rtin g  w ith h e r canine friend, 

d u rin g  some p arts  of which h e r lips quivered and 
h e r voice trem bled, m y fa ir com panion becam e 
silent, changed h e r shoes into the o ther hand, 
th en  p resen tly  rem oved h e r h a t and set the  shoes 
deftly  on h e r head, all w ithout tu rn in g  or a lte r
ing  h e r gaze, which was fixed on the  em pty  dis
tance ahead. I did not speak, for I seem ed to see 
a shadow rising  over h e r countenance which, like 
the black sum m er thunder-cloud, foretells a com 
ing  shower. I was not m istaken. T he show er of 
tears came. Silently, b u t copiously, the  drops 
fell upon a dress-front th a t rose spasm odically 
to m eet them  w ith  very  soft yet audible sighs. 
S ilently  we m oved on for some m inutes, I sure ly  
being  unw illing, by a word or a look even, to in 



fringe on th is trib u te  to a sorrow still unknow n 
to me.

But I was no t a t ease. M uch otherw ise. My 
feelings, however, were confused. I dreaded th a t 
w hich I desired. For I was sure we w ere en te r
ing  now into the penum bra, a t least, of th a t deep 
sorrow, the shadow of w hich h u n g  so dark  over 
h e r young life, and which she had  been so back
w ard to reveal. I was sure th a t before those eyes 
so steadily  fixed on vacancy w ere passing shapes 
and doings w hich I was im patien t to hear of, 
though I tho u g h t likely the recital would th rill 
me w ith a painful sym pathy.

I fe lt sure, however, of one thing, and I was 
m uch calm ed and com forted by it; nam ely, that, 
w hatever the source, h e r sorrow was not the  fru it 
of vice or crim e; th a t there  was no illicit love in 
the story, no fru its  of an unchaste  passion, no 
vengeance w rought on a seducer, or tra ito r w ith 
dagger or pistol, etc.,— the everlasting  staple of 
stories which in  our day so m any m oral m en and 
virtuous wom en strange ly  regale them selves w ith 
in  secret. On the  contrary, I was sure th a t the 
m oral a tm osphere about her was as pure as the 
clear, cool zephyr from  the snowy top of the 
Jungfrau  th a t was th en  play ing  w ith her unbound 
locks. In  short, th a t the  cause of h e r woe was of 
th a t class which m ay tru ly  be called an act of



God,” and ju stly  claim  the sym pathy of every  
good m an, and receive every  consolation which 
the Church can offer, or D ivine R evelation afford.

E re  long h e r calm ness re tu rned . H er silent 
em otion had subsided. W ith bonnet sw inging 
free on h e r arm, she quietly  resum ed: “ I t  was
in Septem ber th a t Vigilo died — the m onth w hen 
Babbo carried  wood to the  Hospice. H e started  
early  for the  forest, loaded th ree  m ules — two 
w ere our ow'n and one was h ired  — and arrived  
a t the Hospice before noon.

“ H e ate the luncheon (commonly a good piece 
of black b read  and a n ibble of goat-cheese), 
which he carried  from  home, and baited  the 
m ules w ith the bundle of hay  which was tied  on 
the top of the load of each; and a fte r about two 
hours’ rest, s tarted  on his re tu rn  and was hom e 
again before dark.

“ One day while ea ting  his luncheon in the 
cucina of the Hospice, as usual, he m et th ere  a 
young m an from  the M antuan district who had 
b rough t up  for the use of the  m onks some cases 
of choice wine. D ivining from  his accent whence 
lie came, Babbo to ld  him  of our loss and enquired  
about the prospect of g e ttin g  a dog of the M an
tuan  breed.

—1 Buon, buon per noi ! Benissimo per tuli ’ e due ! ’ 
[capital, capital for us b o th ] rep lied  the young



m an. ‘ I have exactly the  dog you need; and 
w hat is m ore, we are com pelled to p a r t w ith  
him .’

—‘ Com pelled to  p art w ith  h im  ! ’— in terjec ted  
Babbo, ‘has he m ade some acquain tance th a t m ust 
be broken off ? ’

—‘ No, no th ing  of the  kind. H e is the  m ost 
o rderly  of anim als.’

—‘ N or m astered  and h u rt some n eighbor’s 
d o g ? ’

—‘ No, sicuro, no ! We are too re tired  for that, 
and he never goes off the place.’

—‘ N or killed some noblem an’s fox or boar m ak
ing  havoc am ong your vines ? ’

—‘ H e has n ’t ; for no such occasion has offered. 
I can’t  say w hat he would have done in  such a 
case. H e is a te rrib le  figh ter w ith  wild beasts, 
and the m ost w atchful and fa ith fu l of guard ians 
when on duty .’

—‘ A nd yet you will p a r t w ith  him  ? ’
—‘We must. Mamma is dead, and mio Padre is 

too old to care for the sheep. I — ’ here  he 
hesitated, Babbo said, and the color of his face 
came and went, b u t p resen tly  he w ent on,—‘ I 
have been  conscripted, and shall be taken in 
two weeks in to  the barracks.’

“ Babbo, w ith his tender, fa therly  heart, was so 
touched by his tones and m anner th a t he forgot



for the  m om ent about the  dog in  his in tere st 
in the young m an and replied:

—‘As the  dependence of your father, have n ’t 
you good g round to press a claim for exem p
tion from  the service ? ’

—‘ P robably not, for, since Mamma is gone and 
we have a b it of p roperty , and  Padre is no t con
fined to his b e d ’ —

—‘ B ut you m igh t try  ’ —
—‘If the cost w ere no t so h ard  to bear, and 

the  resu lt so doubtful — or hard ly  doubtful.’
—‘W hat, then, will you do? — w hat is your 

p lan  ? ’
—' T h e re ’s b u t one course we can take. W hen 

I ’m  gone, the ren ts  m ust be given up of the 
v ineyard  and pastu res and every th ing  b u t the 
cottage ; and Padre will have to live as carefully  
as he can on the  little  we ’ve laid  by. I t  m ay 
last a year if there  ’s no rise in  house re n t or 
maccaroni. T he war, th ey  say ’s likely to carry  
ev ery th ing  up.’

—‘ W hat afterw ard  ? ’
—‘ I do n ’t  know, if he lives, w hat will become 

of him  — unless to die allo spedale [in the  hospital]. 
H ere it is. H ere  it is. We would n ’t  th in k  of 
le ttin g  the dog go, if i t  w ere n ’t necessary to have 
the scudi for Padre to live on. F o r they  are g rea t 
friends; and Padre will be less safe and very



lonely w ithout him. But the dear b ru te  m ust 
go, and we m ust find for him  a good home. 
T hat is all we can do.’

“ T he gen tle  m an n er and am iable face of our 
Babbo appeared  to captivate the young man. 
He said th a t th a t day week he should go w ith 
w ine to Martigny, and enquired  if Babbo lived 
near his route. Babbo told him  th a t we did ; 
and explained th a t .there was at the roadside, 
opposite our home, a piccolo santuario della M a
donna [a little  shrine of the m adonna] which on 
th a t day would be decorated w ith  fresh flowers. 
Babbo also requested  him , if he felt so disposed, 
to b rin g  the dog w ith him, for which, if we 
kept him , Babbo agreed  to pay fifty scudi.'2

“ T he young m an hav ing  prom ised to be there 
w ith  the dog at the appointed tim e, the con
versation tu rn ed  to o ther m atters  and the  busi
ness arrangem en t was not again re ferred  to.

“ A no ther th in g  seem ed to M aria  and me ex
ceedingly strange and unaccountable. Babbo had 
not asked the nam e of the young m an, nor told 
him  his own. We w ere am azed at this, especially 
since it was so to tally  opposite to Babbo's usual 
scrupulously careful way. W e could not and 
never did give ourselves a really  satisfactory 
reason for it. But it seem ed probable to us then  
and afterw ard, th a t Babbo was from  the first



sm itten  w ith  such an adm iration of him , and con
ceived such an unquestion ing  tru st in  him, so 
like an old and tried  acquaintance, as not w hen 
in  his presence, to th ink  of his name.

“ But every  way, the prospect of possessing the 
dog deligh ted  us, and we w ere anxious th a t the 
young m an should be so well pleased w ith  us as 
to m ake the prospect a certainty.

“ Besides this, th ere  was ano ther very  im por
tan t elem ent in  our excitem ent w hich we did not 
confess even to our own hearts ; and of which, 
probably, we were then  really  unconscious. This 
visit, though ostensibly and tru ly  an affair of 
common business, would be a new  adven tu re  to 
M aria and me.

“ From  the  m om ent w hen Babbo came hom e 
w ith the news, our pulses quickened, our hearts  
pounded stro n g er and faste r against our sides, 
and our b rea th  som etim es seem ed strangely  
choked. O ur fancy a t once becam e busy in 
draw ing  a p icture of the young m an ’s looks.

“ T h a t he was handsom e was certain  from  
Babbo's description of his ‘ tall, s tra ig h t figure, his 
abundan t dark  hair, his soft yet b rillian t eyes, his 
broad shoulders, his deep chest, and his step  as 
lig h t and spry as a p an th er.’

“ T h a t he was as brave and kind as he was 
strong, was p lain  enough, also, from  the story



which he told Babbo in  explain ing  about the 
dog.

‘ A bout a year ago,’ he said, ‘ th ree  sheep had 
d isappeared, one by  one, from  the  flock in the 
m ountain  pasture, though they  w ere alw ays folded 
at n igh tfa ll and guarded  by  dogs du rin g  the day. 
No signs of wild beasts were apparent, and no 
unusual tracks of any kind had been left; b u t the 
sheep were never found.

‘ A t last a stric t watch was determ ined  on. 
T here  was on one side, com m anding a view of 
the  pasture, an  old shepherd ’s hut, no longer 
used, b u t built, as usual, in  the shape of a long, 
low beehive of reeds and mud, ju st long enough 
and high enough for a m an to stretch  him self 
under, w ith  his head  a t the  opening which looked 
tow ard the  valle)7. T hrow ing  bushes over th is  
opening to give the  place still m ore the  ap
pearance of disuse and neglect, the  young m an 
undertook to m ake a stric t watch from  th is 
concealm ent till som ething should be discovered.

1 Day afte r day and week a fte r week passed by 
in constant w atching, b u t w ithout any im portan t 
result. A t last on the  fourth  week, one ho t a fte r
noon, w hen the  flock was som ew hat scattered, 
and individual sheep had  strayed  into the cooler 
nooks and shades of the  hazel bushes and birches 
and p ro jec ting  rocks, and  w hen shepherds are



m ore often inclined to be dozing, or at least neg 
lectful, the dog, who had been quietly  observing 
the sheep from  his sentinel-post, in  fron t of the 
bushes at the h u t’s m outh — except th a t now and 
again he w ould d art off and drive in  a sheep 
w hich was stray ing  too fa r in to  some th icket or 
ravine, and th en  tro t leisurely  back and lay his 
g rea t head down again  on his paws — came back 
from  one of these sallies in a state  of g rea t ex
citem ent, looking w ildly every  way, now hold
ing  his nose h igh  up in the air, now com ing 
and looking th rough  the overspread bushes into 
his m aste r’s face w ith alm ost hum an enquiry, 
all the while em itting  a low, savage growl.

‘ N oth ing  unusual was to be seen, and no th ing  
heard, yet the shepherd  knew  too well the in 
fallible instincts of the dog, not to  be roused to 
the keenest suspicions. H e im m ediately  w ith 
drew  w ith the  dog, in the u tm ost silence, to 
a place am ong the rocks, where, w ithout being  
seen below, he could overlook every  p art of 
the flock. For a considerable tim e no th ing  ap 
peared, though the dog could in  no way be 
pacified. H e looked constan tly  into h is mas- 
t te r ’s face, and trem bled  in every  limb.

1 A t last a slight rustle  was audible, as if 
in some th icket not far away. Still for some 
m inutes no th ing  could be seen. L a te r  a clum p



of hazel bushes seemed ag ita ted  by the wind, 
though there  was not a zephyr blowing. T he 
n ex t m inute, surely  enough, the expected gam e 
hove in sight. C reeping on all fours tow ards 
a fine buck th a t lay quietly chew ing the cud 
u n d er a shelving rock, came slowly on a huge 
specim en of the m ountain robber.

‘ H e was bareheaded, and hav ing  stripped  h im 
self for work by  throw ing  off his raw  sheepskin 
coat, he was naked  to the waist. T he enorm ous 
m uscles of his g rea t arm s puffed up, like a 
w om an’s bosom, on each shoulder. H is bushy 
beard, which covered alm ost every p art of his 
face, h u n g  fa r down upon his dark-brow n skin 
and h airy  breast.

‘ H e wore the common calzoni corti [shepherd’s 
breeches] m ade of raw  sheepskin w ith  the wool 
outw ard, h ang ing  loose at the knee and belted  
at the w aist w ith a s trong  lea thern  strap, from 
which hu n g  a long sheath-knife, a large pistol, 
and a short, kno tty  club.

‘ W ith his wool-coat on, which would reach a 
little  below his belt, he would pass for a shep
herd, and m ight even be seen on the  road 
carry ing  a lam b or sheep on his shoulder w ith 
out arousing  suspicion in any he should meet, u n 
less one should notice the heavy boots he wore, 
which reached to the knees and did not belong,



surely, to a shepherd’s outfit, bu t served to p ro 
tect his lower legs from  the  b riers th rough  which 
his profession would cause him  often to travel.

‘ W ithout m aking a sound, the young shepherd  
rolled him self over the side of the knoll on which 
he was lying, followed by the dog crouching like 
a feline beast in  the act of sp ring ing  on its prey. 
H aving  quickly cut a bundle of osiers in the 
valley, and fastened it w ith one of them  upon 
his shoulder, he passed noiselessly around, out of 
the sigh t of the villain, and came w ith the dog at 
his heels, upon the top of the overhang ing  rock 
under which the  th ief was creep ing  for his prize.

‘ The dog took in the situation and aw aited the 
m otions of his m aster. P resen tly  a slight dis
turbance was heard  below. T he nex t in s tan t the 
accoutered th ief em erged w ith  the  struggling, 
b leating  buck on his shoulder. H e was two metri 
below the shepherd  and the  crouching dog who 
lay m otionless on the rock and ready  for a spring.

‘ T he nex t in s tan t the signal was given. T he 
dog leaped from  his he igh t down full upon the 
back of the robber. T he force of the sp ring  and 
the w eight of the dog, com ing w ith such an 
unexpected  shock, in addition to the strugg les of 
the buck, tum bled  the scoundrel forw ard heavily  
upon his face, while the frigh tened  buck ran  
away b leating  tow ard the sheep.



‘ T he robber had  scarely u tte red  an  aw ful 
blasphem y w hen the  dog had him  by the throat. 
T he nex t in s tan t the  shepherd  was on his back, 
and th ru st his head several tim es violently  down 
upon the  rock. H av ing  draw n the  sheath-knife 
while the rob b er was still held  by  the  dog, he 
th rea ten ed  to sever his head from  his body if 
he m oved hand or foot except as ordered.

1 T he first order was to throw  his hands behind 
his back. I t  was done; and he firm ly bound 
them  th ere  w ith th ree  w ithes m ade from  the 
osiers w hich he had cut in the  valley. T hen  he 
stripped  his p risoner of the heavy boots and of 
the  calzoni corti w ith  all the artille ry  a ttached  to 
them . F inally , hav ing  w ithed his ankles to g e th er 
in such a way th a t he could take very  short steps, 
he m ade him  rise, and d riv ing  him  thus w ith  a 
heavy m ule w hip (which he had  b rough t w ith 
him, and which he had  occasion to use m any 
tim es w ith  g rea t severity  on the obstinate bu t 
helpless and naked rogue), he arrived  safely at 
the  Carcere di città [city  prison] in  the edge of 
the  evening.

‘ W om en of the  low er class w ere no longer in 
the  stree ts  to w itness his hum iliation and sham e ; 
so th a t the prisoner escaped, in  th is regard , a 
m ortification w hich such villains in our country 
feel acutely. T he g a th erin g  darkness which had



also sen t hom e m ost of the  “ sm all boys ” of the 
s tree t p ro tected  him  from  m any ind ignities and 
little  unm entionable outrages. As it was, only a 
little  mob of a half-dozen gam ins surged round 
him , like a sw arm  of wasps, pelted  him  w ith  m ud 
and  even w ith sm all stones, and filled his ears 
w ith  gibes and yells.

1 T he dog m arched  behind  as a rear-guard , ca r
ry in g  the  g rea t boots in  his m outh, and w ith his 
high-lifted  head seem ed to enjoy the  trium ph  of 
the  cap ture and pun ishm ent of the  g igan tic  rogue 
qu ite  as m uch as his m aster.

‘ T he prison-gate a t last closed upon the  thief, 
and  the  young m an saw him  no m ore. But the 
n ex t day his young wife was found in the  street, 
w ith  a babe a t h e r breast, w ithout food, w ithout 
shelter, w ithout a friend.

‘ I t  came to the  ears of the young shepherd  
aga inst whom  the crim es had  been com m itted. 
H e knew  very  well how it often happens in  such 
cases, th a t the  wom an is no t only a concealed 
p a rtn e r in guilt, but, being  the  m ore in te lligen t 
party , has been, in  fact, the  chief p lan n er and 
p rom oter of the crime. But he knew, also, as 
well, th a t no t seldom it is wholly d ifferent — th a t 
the  wife is the unsuspecting  victim  of deception. 
Confiding in the false statem ents of h e r husband, 
whom  she is tau g h t by n a tu re  to  tru s t and love,



she becomes an indirect prom oter and p a rty  to 
crim es of w hich she has no know ledge n o r sus
picion.

‘ How the  tru th  lay in this case he could not 
w ith ce rta in ty  know. But, save h e r in tense in 
te re s t in  the  prisoner, and h e r read iness to  ru n  
in to  d anger for h is sake, to undergo  suffering and 
to  tisk  every th ing  in  order to see him  and to try  
to save him  from  punishm ent — and w hat differ
en t from  this, as a good wife, could she do, or 
ought she to do? — and she would not believe him  
gu ilty  — or, even if he were, should she forsake 
him  in his trouble ? — aside from  this, there  was 
no evidence against her.

‘ H e gave h e r the  benefit of the  doubt — he 
hoped of the certa in ty  — of h e r innocence. W hile 
all o thers trea ted  h e r and the in fan t w ith h arsh 
ness or indifference, he who alone had  suffered 
from  the crim es of h e r husband, spoke kindly to 
her, b rough t h e r and the child to his house, gave 
h e r food and money, and sen t them  to her re la 
tions in Urbino.' ”

H ere m y com panion took b rea th  and a d raugh t 
of ice-w ater from  the stream  at our side. I had 
offered h e r — bu t she declined it — some Lacrima 
Christi out of m y belt-flask. I had b rough t a few 
bottles in m y luggage from  Sicily. Though not 
superstitious, I was unw illing  to drink  to h e r



happiness in w ater. So, a fte r h er draugh t, I 
borrow ed h e r little  cup and drank h e r health  
alone in th a t peculiarly  Ita lian  and, by those who 
affect such a wine, m uch-prized liquor.

T Ê T E  N O I R E .



X IV .

W hy, now, Casella m ine, I  said,
H as so much anxious w aiting fled ? 14

WH E N  I heard  of th a t expected visit, above 
m entioned, and though t of tha t fine young 

fellow, so w orthy in  him self, and enveloped in 
such a p ity-insp iring  environm ent of solicitude 
not unm ingled  w ith danger ; and when I rem em 
bered the unspeakable tenderness native to the 
fem ale h ea rt ; and in  p articu lar the evident u n 
usual susceptibility  of these tw o sen tim ental 
young souls — born, too, not of the stupid  peas
an t races of the  Swiss and Piedm ontese Alps, bu t 
of a line draw ing the  ho ttest passions of central 
Ita ly  from  Sabinian Trastevere com m ingled w ith 
the infinitely p iquan t blood of Southern  F rance 
— such native susceptibilities now harrow ed and 
quickened by th e ir own grief, and m ade still 
m ore h u n g ry  and th irs ty  for sym pathy by the 
loneliness of th e ir m ountain-hom e ; — m y own 
h ea rt could not bu t divine the  possibilities, or



ra th e r im m inen t probabilities of the n ea r ap 
proaching  future, and was overshadowed by a 
haze of gloom y anticipations.

I foreboded, I  know n o t w hat of uncanny cir
cum stances. “A h ! w hat a fearfu l th ing ,” I said 
to  m yself, “ is th a t m ysterious m agnetism  which 
slum bers in  the  bosom of every  young son and 
dau g h ter of A dam  ! G entle and beautifu l to see, 
yet as perilous as the te rrib le  bo lt of heaven ! ” 

A nd  from  th is m om ent, a new, undefined dis
tress on h e r account came over me ; and we 
w alked on again  in  a pensive silence which I 
d readed to break, though  I desired as m uch as 
I feared  to hear the  words th a t w ere to come.

“ S ister and I,” she at last began, “ did, as you 
will im agine, all th a t lay in  our pow er to m ake 
our hom e look attractive  and the luncheon p leas
ing  to the  stranger. W e m ade every th ing  as 
n ea t as wax w ithin ; and outside, not a little  pol
ish ing  was done.

“ T he space in front, around the  pens and s ta 
ble, was carefully  cleared ; the litte r  was piled 
in  the best m anner ; every  loose stone and stick, 
every tall weed and th istle on the way from  the 
house to the road, was taken  aw ay ; here and 
th ere  an  overhang ing  bough of the larch  and 
chestnu t trees was lopped off ; and the footpath 
was swept.



“ W ith our busy preparations and our b u sier 
though ts the week wore away. A t last the  
day of days arrived. T he expected would ap
pear. W ould our fancies be verified? W ould 
our trem b lin g  hopes be realized?

“ W e w ere up  and at work before the  light. 
B read of w heaten flour was baked ; cheese of the  
nicest was b rough t out ; apples of the fa irest w ere 
selected ; the largest hazel-nuts w ere cracked ; 
the b rig h test chestnu ts w ere boiled ; a foam ing 
p itcher of goats’ m ilk was set in the window of 
the  m ountain-w ard p an try  to cool.

“ T he table was covered w ith snow-white linen  
■which dear M other spun and .wove w hile she and 
Babbo were only promessi. T he b rig h t knives she 
b rough t from  F rance w ere laid beside h e r w ed
d ing  plates. T he silver spoons which w ere also 
a p art of h e r dowry g litte red  near the  various 
dishes. A  flower-vase in  the form  of a group of 
S. S. M aiia  and Martha  s ittin g  at the  feet of the 
Saviour (a copy of a m arble in the  Uffizi Gallery), 
cut in  alabaster, w hich Babbo bough t of a trav e l
ing  a rtis t from  Firenze and gave to our M other 
the year we w ere born, stood as a center-piece, 
and was filled w ith fresh  flowers from  our win- 
dow-boxes ; for the frosts had already begun ou t
side. From  the sam e source also we filled the 
vase of our L ady in  h er little  chapel on the oppo-



site  side of the highw ay, as Babbo had prom ised, 
and  before noon all was w aiting-ready.

“ Babbo, who helped us in  everything, usually  so 
calm  and silent, was th a t day strangely  excited. 
Could it all be caused by  the not quite certain  
prospect of buy ing  a new  dog ? W ould it have 
been  the  same, if the dog had  belonged to a dif- 1 
fe ren t ow ner ? — perhaps an  old and  m arried  
m ountaineer ? — or if Babbo w ere not the  fa ther 
of two m arriageab le  daugh ters w ith  hearts  yet 
free ?

“ T rue, he said little , as was n a tu ra l for him, 
b u t he bustled  around in  a way th a t was m ost 
uncom m on. T here  seem ed also to be a new ex
pression on his face, which was able, we thought, 
to m ean m uch or little . We could not decide 
w hat it m eant, b u t n e ith e r M aria  nor I though t 
it boded any ill. H e did not appear worried. On 
the contrary, he seem ed pleased w ith his own 
thoughts, and m uch of the tim e to be lost in a 
gen tle  reverie.

“ But w hat was he th in k in g  of ? — w hat was it 
th a t so fixedly and not unpleasantly  absorbed his 
m editations ? W e spoke of it to each other, bu t 
did not suggest any answ er to one another, though 
perhaps the h ea rt of each w hispered a possible 
answ er to herself. Maria's countenance looked 
to  m e w ondrous w istful th a t m orning, and it m ay



be m ine looked the same to her. Who could tell ? 
‘ Ah, the dear g irl ! ’ I said to myself, ‘ how tru ly  
and how m uch we all live alone in  this w orld — 
even in  the  m idst of our closest intim acies ! ’

“ Soon a fte r m idday Babbo p u t on his Sunday 
clothes and sat in  the  shade of the  g rea t chest
n u t tree  a t the roadside, and S ister and I scam 
pered  up to our cham ber to p u t ourselves in  the 
best o rder we could. We braided  and tied  our 
h a ir w ith  ribbons — M aria  w ith blue, I w ith pink. 
W e had  silver combs which w ere quite the same 
to look at, b u t S iste r’s was fa r m ore precious to 
us, because it had been dear M other’s. I t  had 
been  an heirloom  of the eldest d augh ter for I 
do n ’t  know how m any generations. T he o ther 
was a gift, we never certain ly  knew  by whom.

“ Some m onths before dear M other le ft us, an 
unknow n gentlem an overtaken in  a storm , had 
begged  a lodging and had been  en terta ined  as 
best we could in  our home. S ister and I gave up 
our cham ber to  him. D uring  the  evening  we 
had playfully  ban tered  each o ther w hich of us 
would g e t m arried  first in order to be dow ered 
w ith  M other's silver comb which happened  to be 
ly ing  on the table. T he gentlem an took up the 
comb and exam ined it ; and w hen he laid it down, 
he looked at us w ith a curious smile, bu t said 
nothing. W ho he was or w here he lived, we



never knew  ; b u t no t m any weeks afterw ard, it 
was the nex t C hristm as Eve, a m atch to the  h e ir
loom comb came w ith the  post, and we guessed, 
bu t th is was all we knew. A fte r dear M other 
was gone, by Babbo's w ish we drew  lots, and the 
stran g e r comb fell to me. So the dower was 
ready  for each, but, alas, was never needed.

“ We p u t our best gow ns on, which w ere of the 
sam e purp lish -gray  woolen cloth, cut alike and 
no t d istinguished from  each other, except by the 
rose ttes at the  top of the bodice in fron t Maria's 
was blue, m ine of a pale rose color.” P u ttin g  h er 
hand  to h e r neck, and liftin g  the  w hite kerchief 
th a t was p inned  at the bosom w ith  a silver brooch, 
she added, “ I wore th is pink rosary  and sister one 
of blue. Babbo gave us these the day we w ere 
confirmed.

“ Of course, each of us tried  to m ake herself 
look as agreeable, and to say the  tru th , as desira
ble, as possible ; and we honestly  tried  to help 
each o ther do it. I t  was a com petition — cer
tain ly  an unselfish com petition, if th ere  is such 
a th in g  — and in  our g irlish  hearts  we hoped — 
I do n ’t know w hat we hoped — and th en  we 
descended together and sat down a t the w in
dow, k n ittin g  and eagerly  looking for the com 
ing  of the  expected visitor.

“ Needles ra ttled , tongues chattered, stockings



grew , bu t no visitor came. Babbo rose from  his 
seat m any tim es, walked a piece up the road, 
s tra in ing  his sigh t in the direction of the  Hos
pice, and re tu rn in g  sat down again  to wait as 
before.

“ A fte r a tim e, enforced idleness becam e u n en 
durable to Babbo. H e pulled from  his pocket a 
roll of strands cut from  the tanned  skin of a pole
cat, and having  fastened one end to the rough 
bark  of the tree, he began  to bra id  them  into the 
lash of a mule-whip. H e w orked on excitedly, 
his arm s tw itched nervously, and the work grew  
apace. H e did no t once look up, ne ither along 
the road, nor tow ard the house.

“ A t last our balls of yarn  becam e small, our 
stockings becam e large, and Babbo s lash was 
finished, bu t no visitor appeared. Babbo trim m ed 
the ends of the strands, cut his w ork loose from 
the tree, rolled and rubbed  it smooth, and folded 
and p u t it in his pocket. T he shadows were 
already grow ing long. T he slan ting  sun was 
g lis ten ing  across the Tète Noire upon the w hite 
top  of Mons Buet and redden ing  the Aiguilles about 
Mont Blanc. Babbo s ta rted  up w ith  a sp ring  and 
came brisk ly  tow ard the house, w ith his eyes on 
the  ground as if in deep m editation.

“ As he  bu rs t open the door he exclaim ed : 
' Well, girls, we have been finely fooled. I don 't



even know his nam e — the slippery rogue. It 
m ay be a good joke for him . I t  w ill be a nice 
piece of fun, to m ake m erry  over w ith his com 
rades. But I would n ’t  have believed it of him. 
I would have tru sted  him  a hundred  tim es as 
much. H e seem ed such a frank  and earnest lad. 
Besides, th ere  was ju s t a little  sadness in his 
m anner, th a t m ade one p ity  and be the m ore 
ready  to believe him . B ut — but — the Old 
Scratch is always ready  to steal the  o ther liv 
ery  to do his own pranks in .’

“ I had  often heard  of the practical jokes — 
som etim es very  serious, indeed,— played by the 
Lom bard trave lers  in  th e ir journeys on coun try 
m en and on one another, so th a t m y in tellect sup
ported  the  suspicions of Babbo. But m y heart, 
all the same, revolted  aga inst the  thought. I 
could n ’t allow the  p leasan t p ictu res of m y fancy 
to be so pitilessly  w iped out — w orst of all th a t 
m y profoundest sen tim ents and serious in terests  
should be tu rn ed  into a com edy so ridiculous.

“ ‘ Is n ’t  it  possible, Babbo dear,’ I said (for I 
m ust find some reply), ‘is n ’t it  possible th a t you 
m istook the d ay ? ’

—‘ I though t of th a t,’ he said, but no, it is n 't  
possible. T he young fellow said to m e plainly, 
“ T his is T uesday la festa della Natività della Beata 
M aria  [the feast of the  N ativ ity  of the B. V .].



N ext week T hursday  I shall be here  again. 
T h a t will be the festa della Sacre Stimmate [feast 
of the  Im p rin tin g  of the W ounds of O ur L ord 
on the body of S. F rancis].16 I am  to b rin g  
here some special wine, as th e  Bishop of Aosta 
and the  P rio r of St. Orso are to v isit th e  Hospice 
on th a t day. I shall g e t here the  n ig h t before. 
On the  day of the Stimmate I shall go to A lar
ti g  ny." Is  n ’t  it T hursday  to-day, and is n ’t  i t  
the  feast of the  Sacre Stimmate ? D id n ’t the  
p riest say so, a t Mass, last Sunday ? How can 
there, then, be any m istake about the  tim e ? ’

“ I was silenced in  th a t direction. ‘ B ut,’ I 
persisted, ‘ he m ay be sick.’

— ‘ I don’t  th ink  so,’ he replied, 1 for the  prom 
ised w ine m ust be sent, in th a t case, by ano ther ; and 
if he w ere an honorable youth, the o ther would be 
requ ired  to  stop on his way and inform  us.’

—‘ T he o ther m ay have fo rgo tten  it,’ I still 
insisted.

—‘ T h a t can’t  be,’ he said, 1 for I have sen
tinelled  the road since eleven o’clock, and no 
such person has passed.’

— 1 W hy, Babbo dear,’ I replied, ‘M aria  and I 
saw several parties go by, though we w ere too 
fa r aw ay to d istinguish  who they  w ere.’

—‘To be sure ,’ he answ ered, ‘ two com panies 
of E nglish  trave lers  w ith m ules and guide w ent



tow ard Martigny before I came in to dress, and 
th ree  G erm an m en and a Fratilein w ent by 
to g eth er on foot tow ard the  Hospice w hile I  was 
s ittin g  by  the roadside.’

—‘ Could n ’t som ething have escaped you w hile 
you w ere dressing  ? ’

— ‘Sicuro no! fo r besides th a t I have kep t a 
constant watch w ith ears and eyes, I have ex
am ined the road for tracks. T here  are none, 
except those of the E ng lishm an’s p arty  going 
tow ard Martigny.'

“ T his was unansw erable ; and we stood aw hile 
in silence around the  hearth , looking a t the 
sm oking em bers. A t las t Maria, who had n ’t 
spoken, though h e r cheeks w ere ablaze, and h er 
soft, dark  eyes, sw im m ing w ith vexation and 
anxiety, had been lifted  and fixed on m e while 
I was p leading  for the  young m an, b u t were 
now again s taring  into the em bers, m urm ured  
alm ost in a w hisper and w ithout m oving h er 
eyes from  the  fire :

—1 Could n ’t he have fallen into the w ater at 
the  Liddcs' bridge ? — the flood, you know, about 
two days ago, m ig h t—’

— ‘Mon dieu!' I scream ed, 11 had n ’t though t 
of th a t — he m igh t ! — he m ight !—’

—‘Peace, child! ’ said Babbo, firmly. ‘ Of course, 
it ’s possible, b u t the  w ater th ere  is n ’t above a



metro deep — except, m ay be, in the holes and 
eddies — and he is an uncom m on large, strong  
youth — though  the m ule m igh t — yes, he m ight 

• slip on the sm ooth stones, or catch his hoof be
tw een the  rocks — one way and another, he m ight 
stum ble and fall on his rider, and the  load m ight 
come upperm ost of all — certo, certo, the  young fe l
low ’s head  m igh t — sicuro, it m igh t strike one of 
those sharp  rocks — and then  to be sure, even at 
th is season, he m igh t get benum bed by the w et
tin g  — so n ea r the glaciers of Monte Velano — the 
w ate r th ere  m ust be cool— yes, Maria, it is possi
b le — the m ore I th ink  of it, the m ore possible — 
I do n 't know b u t I m igh t say the m ore likely it 
seem s.’

“ T he fact was, and we knew  it well, though  till 
then  it had m ade no im pression upon us, th a t two 
days before this it had ra ined  for a day and a 
n ig h t and the m elted  snow had swollen the 
stream s into to rren ts, and had  carried  aw ay the 
bridge, about a half hour beyond our hom e.”

T he peculiar danger of th is place at th is tim e 
was (as m y fa ir com panion explained), that, in 
bu ild ing  the bridge, in order to m eet squarely  a 
bend  in the channel, and to secure rocky b u t
tresses at each end, the s tructu re  had been placed 
by its whole b read th  up the stream  from  the line 
of the bea ten  track  of the road ; and du ring  the



drier p arts  of the sum m er, w hen the stream  was 
low, only foot-passengers tu rn ed  to go over the 
bridge, while all vehicles and anim als w ent 
s tra ig h t across by the  ford.

T he w orn track, therefore, led directly  down to 
the w ater on e ither side, and the  stream  spread 
out so wide there, and the banks had so gen tle  a 
slope, th a t it was sure to appear to a stranger, 
even when swollen to the highest, to be a safe 
and constantly-used ford, though it was, a t such 
times, exceedingly dangerous, both on account of 
the jagged  rocks a t the bottom , and because of 
several deep fissures or pits ju s t below the trav 
eled path.

“ As soon as all th is occurred to our thoughts,” 
she continued, “ we all adm itted  the  danger, and 
fe lt alarm ed for the safety of our delay ing  guest. 
A  m om ent of silence followed, du rin g  w hich 
we all m echanically strayed  tow ard the window 
which looks up  the road in the direction of the 
bridge, and Babbo repeated  w ith m uch em phasis :

—‘ You are righ t, M aria  — it is possible — it is 
possible.’

—1 Could n ’t you ? — could n ’t you go ? — and — 
and see ? — Babbo dear — before — before dark ? ’ 
M aria  stam m ered out, softly.

—‘ Yes, yes, Babbo, do,’ I eagerly  b lu rted  in, ‘ do 
take —’



“ But while I was speaking, Babbo suddenly laid 
one hand on m y shoulder, and, w ith the o ther 
po inting up the road where, m aking  a sharp turn , 
the track  first comes into view, in te rru p ted  me 
w ith :

—1 T here  ! — there  ! — he's com ing now, I do 
believe.’

“ We looked and saw som ething coming, but 
the distance was too g reat clearly  to distinguish 
w hat it was.

—‘ H e can’t  get to M artig ay to-n ight,’ Maria 
whispered.

—‘We can give him  our cham ber,’ I added.
—1 H ush, hush ! g irls ,’ Babbo exclaim ed at th a t 

m om ent, ‘ Dio in ciclo ! w hat is th is ? ’
“A t th a t in stan t we began  to d istinguish  a m an 

w alking tow ards us a t the  top of his speed. As 
he came nearer, we could see th a t he carried  his 
broad-brim m ed h a t in  one hand, which he was 
sw inging in  g rea t circles th rough  the  air, and 
w ith  the o ther hand  was m aking a huge walking- 
stick take th ree  league strides along the path, 
while his unbu ttoned  coat sailed out behind  him  
in  the stiff breeze he was partly  facing. A m in
u te later, Babbo recognized the figure, and saying 
‘ ’T is one of the G erm an m en who passed here 
since noon,’ h u rried  out of the house and down 
the footpath to the road, followed by us both.



“ W e w ere hard ly  arrived  on the m arg in  of the 
highw ay, w hen the  stranger, fifty metri away, 
w ithout any salutation, and pan tin g  heavily, 
je rk ed  out to us :

—‘ Es gibt — ein — unglücklicher — Zufall — zu der 
Brücke ' [th e re ’s an  accident at the bridge] —

“ A t th is verification of our foreboding conject
ures, our hearts  rose into our throats. T he tru th  
was flashed upon us, and for the m om ent we w ere 
too dazed to speak.

—1 Sie müssen—f o r t— und Ih r  Maulthier — mit ’ 
[you m ust go th ere  w ith your m ule], he contin
ued, in  pushing  past us, no t w aiting  for perm is
sion or reply, m aking  for the  stable to g e t the 
mule.

“ We all hu rried  back w ith him  in silence, and 
am idst his fran tic  pantom im e, harnessed  and led 
out Nicodemo, our oldest m ule, and d riv ing  him  on 
before us, s tarted  w ith  the  s tran g e r rap id ly  up 
the road.

“ W alking on every  side of him , pell-m ell, we 
soon began to show er upon him  answ erable and 
unansw erable questions, w hile he was ever and 
anon goading and slapping th e  poor Maulthier, 
and him self puffing so pow erfully  th a t we m ade 
out no th ing  at first from  his talk. By degrees he 
becam e m ore composed, and at last gave us an 
in te lligen t story. Of course, like every  Tedesco,



he lingered  on unnecessary details, while we w ere 
fran tic  to h ea r two or th ree  im portan t words.

“ H e and his companions, on arriv ing  a t the 
bridge, found it carried away. A tem porary  
stru c tu re  for crossing was in sight. But, since 
the passage for trave l opened up to it was by  a 
detour around a considerable bend in  the stream , 
th rough  a fir forest on a ra th e r steep acclivity, it 
becam e a m a tte r of some h indrance and difficulty 
to reach  it.

“ A ccordingly, they  w ent to the bu ttresses of 
the old bridge, hoping to find some way by which 
foot-passengers, a t least, m igh t g e t over w ithout 
tak ing  the long circuit on the hillside. W hile 
stand ing  there, looking up and down the stream , 
one of the  p arty  observed som ething w hirling  in 
a fro thy  eddy and held from  going dow n-stream  
by the  stones and bushes on the low er side. 
A larm  was given. W ith  m uch difficulty, being  

' a heavy object and ly ing  n ea rer the fa rth e r bank, 
it was at last pulled upon dry  ground. I t  proved 
to be a case of M antuan ‘ Rosolio."* T he case was 
m arked Luigi Donati. T his nam e in itself m eant 
no th ing  to us, for we had not heard  it before. 
N evertheless, it  startled  us and seem ed to clinch 
our g ravest fears. Searching now fu rth e r down 
the  bank, ano ther sim ilar case was found, and



w ith it a piece of the strap  by which i t  had  been 
hung over the back of the  beast.

“ C uriosity now gave place to  alarm . Search
ing  up and down the  stream , and shouting to one 
another from  tim e to tim e, as some new sign ap
peared, or some new  tho u g h t was suggested, a 
ru stlin g  was heard  in the  tw igs a t some distance 
from  the  bank.

“ T h ink ing  the ow ner of the w ine had  now been 
found — and possibly in some sorry  p ligh t — the 
m en left the  Fraiilein below w ith th e  cases, and 
clam bered up the  hillside in  the  direction of the 
noise. Com ing to an em inence w hich looked 
down in to  a little  ravine, th ey  saw a m ule below 
them  grazing. T he beast was covered from  head 
to haunch and from  haunch to hoof w ith dried 
mud. I t  was plain th a t he had  been drenched  in 
the  stream  and had  rolled h im self in  the dust 
of the road-track. But w here was the  rider, or 
ra th e r the d river? — for the  m ule had  been  fully 
loaded.

—‘ We had n ’t  suspected before,’ said the  man, 
‘ th a t any really  serious accident had happened  — 
I m ean,’ he added, ‘th a t it was a m a tte r  of life 
and death  —’

— ''Mein G ott!’ I shrieked, ‘ist er nun tod tì' 
Maria, m eantim e, sobbed and m oaned softly.



—‘I d idn’t say he was todt’ [dead], continued 
the  man, ‘ b u t the m ule was all we found there  —’ 

—‘ San Martino ! ’ I exclaimed, ‘ you did n ’t  give 
it up  so ! —’

—‘ ' Seht ! Kindlein’ [baby], said the  man, gruffly, 
I was go ing  to tell you th a t we -went off searching 
again, Fraiilein and all, looking everyw here, push
ing  into the  bushes, and peering  in to  every nook. 
Suddenly the  Fraiilein said :

1 Stille, stille I — ich bilde mir ein dass ich ein stöhnen 
gehört habe ’ [I th ink  I heard  a groan],

‘ T hen  we all came close to h e r and listened 
for the  g roan ing  she fancied she had heard. But 
we heard  no th ing  save the rush ing  of the w ater 
and a soft roaring  of the wind in the  tops of the 
fir-trees. Suddenly she cried out again  :

‘J a , ja  ! noch einmal habe ich es gehört’ [Yes, yes! 
I heard  it again]. Still, ne ith er of us m en could 
d istinguish  any th ing  of the kind. P resen tly  she 
alm ost scream ed :

‘ J a  wohl, ja  wohl, noch einmal ! — Da geht cs ! — 
E s tönt drüben!' [Yes, indeed, there  it goes again 
over there ], and po in ting  in a direction fu rth e r 
back from  the stream , she began  to ru n  th ither.

“ T hen  the m an w ent on to describe how they  
all followed the Fraiilein up  a knoll sparsely set 
w ith m ountain  oaks and w ith m any large bowl
ders ly ing  around. P resen tly  they  all could dis



tin c tly  h ea r a feeble groaning, bu t no one could 
tell exactly  from  whence it came. Som etim es it 
seem ed to come from  the tree-tops, and they  w ent 
s tra in in g  th e ir sigh t up into the  thick boughs, in 
vain. A gain  they  w ere sure it came from  am ong 
the rocks, and finally w ith  th is conviction they  
separated, each u n d ertak in g  separately  one p a rt I 
of the knoll to search thoroughly.

‘I t was not long,’ said the m an, ‘before I heard  
the groans grow ing n ea re r and c learer at every 
step. I now fe lt sure of the gam e. P ressing  
on alm ost in  a ce rta in ty  of p resen tly  m aking  the 
g rea t discovery, I came to a very  large bowlder. 
I t  was alm ost a cliff. H ere the  sounds died 
wholly away. I seem ed to  have approached and 
to  be very  near to the  spot whence the sounds 
proceeded, b u t it was no t ap p a ren t how I could 
approach n ea re r and I was perplexed.

‘ T he rock on the  side w here I approached it 
was precipitous. T he two faces on e ith e r hand 
s lan ted  g radually  to the ground, so th a t although 
the flattened top was very  high, it could all be 
seen from  a little  distance aw ay ; and surely  there  
was no hiding-place upon it. T he rear, however, 
th a t is to say, the side m ost d is tan t from  w here I 
stood, seem ed to pro ject fa r over like a shelf, b u t 
the  g round  in th a t direction  was so steep and 
broken  th a t I could not approach it directly. I



re traced  m y steps, therefore, a considerable piece, 
and in  m aking  the  necessary circuit, I fell in  w ith 
a well-worn sheep-path w hich ran  w inding along 
in  the direction I was seeking to  go. Follow ing 
th is track, the  sounds were soon renew ed, and the  
g row ing  distinctness of them  convinced m e th a t 
I was com ing near the object of m y search. A s 
I tu rn ed  a corner of the  p ro jec ting  rock, I saw in 
ano ther m inu te th a t the groans did not proceed 
from  a hum an voice —’

—‘ Himmel sei Dank ! — es ist ein verwundener w olf 
gewesen ’ [T hank heaven ! ’tw as a w ounded wolf], 
broke in  our Babbo. ‘ How m any tim es I ’ve been 
cheated so by  one of these wounded villains. 
T hese beasts will im itate  the  groans of a m an 
to perfection. I ’ve thought, then, m ay b e ’t  was 
the  soul of some scoundrel whom  even D a n t e  

did n ’t te ll of. May be th ey  h u n ted  and w orried 
the  sheep of the G reat Shepherd and have been 
p u t into the bodies of th e  beasts they  im itated  
before th ey  are shut down in the Inferno ,— b u t 
did you kill him  ? — did you slay the rascal ? ’ 

“ You m ay w onder how Babbo could so easily 
fo rget the  anxious erran d  we w ere on and b e
come so in terested  in the m atte r of a wounded 
wolf. T he fact is, th a t there  is no th ing  like the 
nam e or tho u g h t of a wolf — the cruel and ever- 
pu rsu ing  foe of the  defenceless creatures h is



whole life is given up to feeding and p ro tec ting  
— no o ther idea which sets him  so beside h im self 
w ith  fear and rage, as the  bare suspicion th a t 
th e re  m ay be a sheep-slayer, or a gang  of them  
abroad in  the  neighborhood.

—‘ Was f ü r  ein W olf ist es ? ’ [w hat wolf] rejo ined 
the m an, im patien tly . ‘ W hat have I said about 
a wolf ? I saw ju s t before m e a huge, shaggy, 
grizzly-w hite dog, ly ing  w ith  his head  on his fore 
paw s and groan ing  like a dy ing  m an.

‘Ju s t back of the  dog, u n d er the  overhanging  
rock, the  w ind had piled deep w indrow s of leaves. 
Roused by  the noise of m y steps, the  dog lifted  
his head, g lared  on m e for an  instan t, th en  w ith 
a trem ulous yell bounded over th e  w indrow s to 
the fu r th e r end of the chasm  ; then, th row ing  his 
head back upon his shoulder tow ards me, stood 
stark  as a statue w ith nose poin ted  to  the  sky, 
em itting  a sw ift stream  of m ournful, p ierc ing  
notes th a t ran  irregu la rly  up  and  down to the 
ex trem e lim its of the  canine gam ut.

‘ I had no longer any doubt th a t I had  found 
the  m aster, and I a t once gave a shout th a t was 
answ ered by  m y companions, and ran  to the dog, 
who w ith paws and snout was sw iftly  opening a 
w indrow  of leaves, which flew h igh  about him  in 
the  wind, and ere I arrived  w here he stood, he 
had uncovered a m an’s body —’



—1 Was he alive ? — does he still live ? ’ we all 
broke in together.

“ D isregard ing  our queries, the  m an w ent rig h t 
on : ‘ H is eyes w ere closed and we could n ’t by 
word or touch g e t any sign of consciousness from  
him  —’
. —‘Was he really  already dead? — w ere you 
sure ? — did you try  ? ’ we all broke in  again 
together, bu t he w ent on regard less :

—1 T he body was still w arm  ’— we in te rjec t
ing  :

—‘ Did n ’t he b reathe  ? — did his h ea rt beat ? —’ 
“ But the m an quietly  continued :
—‘A nd we could n ’t certain ly  tell, b u t we 

though t he b rea th ed  very, very  gently , and  I 
was sure I fe lt a soft th robb ing  in  h is b reast •—’ 

—‘ Himmel sei Dank ! ’ softly sighed Marie and I, 
while Babbo alm ost scream ed :

—1 Aquavite ! — Eau de vie! — Branntw ein!' or 
did n ’t you have any along ? ’

“ T he im pertu rbab le  Germ an, w ithout try in g  
to answ er our questions, or even seem ing to no
tice our in terrup tions, proceeded :

—‘ T he Fraiilein was sent back to the luggage 
— th a t is, the  knapsacks which we slipped off and 
left a t the  bridge — and charged to open and 
b ring  w hatever she though t would be useful for 
the sufferer.



‘We m en carried  the body quickly into a sunny 
nook am ong the  rocks and  laid  it on the  soft, 
w arm  sod. W e stripped  it of the w et clothing, 
and w ithout w aiting  an  in stan t for any th ing  
else, we sw iftly set about d ry ing  it w ith our k e r
chiefs and chafing it w ith  our woolen blouses ; 
and as soon as the  Fraiilein re tu rn ed  w ith  sup
plies, we w rapped  it in  a trave ling  blanket, p u t a 
spoonful of b randy  into the  m outh, p u t p lasters 
on the bruises, and tied  up  w ith  a kerch ief the 
b a tte red  face.

‘ The g rea test difficulty of all now  stared  us in 
the fa ce— how to replace the soaked and m uddy 
clothing w ith  sufficient covering w arm  and dry. 
N either of us had  any ex tra  clo thing in  our packs. 
We dared no t carry  the  body m erely  w rapped as 
it was in to  the  chilly w ind th a t sw ept along the 
traveled  road-track. T here  was no house w ithin 
an hour’s tim e going and re tu rn ing . T he slan t
ing  sun of the late afternoon w arned us th a t w hat
ever was done m ust be done quickly.

‘ W hile we w ere ho lding an anxious consulta
tion, w ithout saying a word, the  Fraiilein d isap
peared  and in five m inutes re tu rned , w aving in 
h e r hand  a blue flannel petticoat, and saying, as 
she laid  it at the feet of the  body, “ Could n ’t this 
be used in some way ? ” She p resen tly  added, “ I



Have a w arm  hood in  m y pack,” and again disap
peared in the direction of the luggage.

‘ W e m en took a h in t from  h e r exam ple ; and 
before she re tu rned , the p atien t was w earing an 
underw rapper and a cardigan w ith stockings and 
long, k n itted  leggins, contributed  partly  by m y 
com panion and partly  by me. T he petticoat was 
afte rw ard  pu t on and the b lanket p inned  tigh tly  
about from  shoulders to feet. T he Fraiilein's 
hood was soon added, and the whole burden  and 
outfit was laid on a bed of fir-boughs, w ith a b u n 
dle of tw igs for a pillow.

1 T his extem porized hospital was pu t in  charge 
of the Fraiilein, w ith b randy  and w ater to pu t a 
spoonful from  tim e to tim e to the lips. I t re 
m ained to g a th er up the scattered  and broken 
p arts  of the harness, to m ake an  am bulance of 
boughs, and p u t the dem oralized m ule in  order 
for renew ing  the  m arch. T his I left Dietrich to 
do, and s tarted  afte r the first m an and m ule to be 
found for m oving the poor fellow to some shelter.'

“ A fte r a m om ent's pause, while we w ere silent 
in  the  first shock of doubt, he added :

—1 H e’ll need  it, too —ja  wohl [yes, indeed] — 
God knows how long — if ever he pulls th rough  
a t all — which heaven g ran t he m ay.’

—‘ H e m ust — he m ust be b rough t — to our 
hom e,’ said Maria, softly, and w ith a little  liesi-



tation. I had though t the same, yet hesitated  
to say so, and Babbo now added w ith g rea t em 
phasis :

—‘ Yes, surely, he m ust come to us.’
—‘ Maria and I, th en ,’ I said, ‘ had b e tte r  tu rn  

back now — for w hy should we go fu rth e r — and 
g e t th ings ready  th ere .’

— ‘Ja , j a , th a t’s a p ru d en t Fraiilein’ said the 
man.

“ T u rn in g  to Babbo, I asked : ‘ P u t him  in the 
Salotto [reception-room ], I suppose ? ’ T his ra th e r 
g rand  nam e we gave in p layful irony to the  tiny  
sitting-room  d irec tly  u n d er our bedroom.

—‘ Sicuro, sicuro,’ said Babbo, ‘ w here else ? B ring 
down the  cot from  the  g a rre t and  your blessed 
Mamma's F rench  rocker from  your cham ber. 
You w on’t need it th ere  while he is w ith  us.’

—‘ N or will he need it m uch below, I fancy, for 
some w hile yet,’ I said.

—‘ But w atchers m ay,’ he replied.
“ As we s ta rted  to re tu rn , Maria, looking over 

h e r shoulder, said :
—‘ W here is the dog ? ’
“ H er soft voice was n ’t heard, and I repeated  

the question :
—1 W here is the dog ? ’
—‘ H e’ll be w ith his m aster, you m ay depend,’ 

rep lied  the m an, th row ing  the  answ er over his



shoulder a fte r us, for we w ere already tw enty  
steps away, and he and Babbo w ere sw iftly h u r
ry ing  on w ith the  mule.

“ We held  it now for a ce rta in ty  who the 
wounded m aster m ust be, and our hearts  w ere 
full of conflicting emotions, b u t the  m a tte r  even 
then  was too sacred to each of us, even us sisters, 
to talk  of ; nor had a word been  said to the m an, 
of our re la tions w ith the youth or his dog.”

L E O N C E L L O  DA  M E N T O V A .



X V .

“  G o d  h a th  c h o s e n  th e  t h in g s  t h a t  a r e  n o t  to  b r in g  to  n a u g h t  

t h i n g s  t h a t  a r e . ”  B i b l e .

( (  1 \IS R E G A R D IN G , for th is once, the  hasty
1—t  in junction  of Babbo about the cot, after 

some deliberation  we brought, instead, from  our 
eyry-cham ber in  the roof, the bed on w hich Maria 
and I slept, and p u t it in  order in  the  Salotto be
low. We had  our own reasons for th is which we 
deem ed im perative.

“ T his bedstead  was a beau ty  and had  a historÿ. 
It had  once stood for m any years in the  Salotto 
w ith a sm all bureau  and a litfle  table. A ll were 
of beautifu lly  figured F rench-w alnut. A  large 
ebony-fram ed m irro r h u n g  on the wall opposite 
to w here we now placed the  bed. A ll these ele
g an t pieces came to m y g ran d fa th er in  a m ys
terious way which has never yet been  fully ex
plained.

“ A bout the  tim e the F rench  K ing and Queen 
were m urdered, an unknow n gen tlem an  came and 
lived for m ore than  a year in  th a t room  w ith a

1 6 3



glorious lady who was his wife. T hey  came w ith
out any servant, and arrived in the evening a fte r 
it was dark.

“ T he gen tlem an  had p lenty  of gold in his pock
ets, and the  lady m any jewels. T he fu rn itu re  
came as m ysteriously  as the persons. One m orn
ing  w hen m y nonni no [g randpapa] first opened 
the door to go to the flocks, these artic les and 
some others w ere stand ing  there  on the  sod.

“ T hese gen tle  guests revealed no th ing  w ha t
ever about them selves. So fa r as was known, 
th ey  w rote no letters, nor received any; and they 
never w ent abroad, except into the m ountain 
glens on p leasant days. It has been fancied tha t 
the place was chosen both on account of its re 
m oteness and because it was so near the fron tiers 
of th ree nations. B ut why they  needed to be hid 
was never known.

“ A t last, one m orn ing  in autum n, a m essenger 
on horseback, in the uniform  of a F rench  officer 
of h igh  grade, came w ith a le tte r  and a packet. 
T here  came w ith him  also a servant in a livery  of 
black and silver, a pair of g ray  nuns in a covered 
char, and an em pty-saddled horse caparisoned 
w ith  the  accoutrem ents of a general officer.

“ V ery  quickly the g rea t lady en tered  the char 
w ith  the sisters, the m an-servant sp rang  to his 
seat beside the  driver, the gentlem an and the



officer m ounted and rode behind. In  this fashion 
the  com pany started  away, leaving every th ing  
behind  them  and never re tu rned , nor w ere ever 
seen or heard  of afterw ards.

“ T he lady w hen she said 1 adieu' handed to our 
g randm other a little  casket contain ing two rings, 
one set w ith a rose-colored stone, the o ther w ith 
a stone sky-blue. W hen M aria  and I w ere born, 
a fte r so m any  years, these rings rem ained  still in 
the house, and, as th ey  w ere going  to be ours, 
dear M am m a chose these colors for h er new -born 
babies — pink for me, and azure for Maria. W hen 
we w ere christened  one of these rings was hung  
about the  neck of each w ith a th read  of the same 
color, and was christened  w ith us. On the  Sun
day of our first Com m union they  w ere given to 
us for our own and we wore them  on our fingers 
for the  first tim e a t the supper th a t evening 
and afterw ards kep t them  preciously am ong our 
treasures.

“A m ong the pieces of fu rn itu re  le ft by  the 
s trange gen tlem an  and lady, besides a willow 
easy-chair in which the fo rm er slept, since, hav 
ing  a difficulty of breath ing , he never lay down, 
and the lad y ’s e legan t F rench-w alnut bedstead, 
curiously carved, there  was a large p icture pain ted  
by the gentlem an at in tervals du rin g  his stay  and 
not wholly finished.



“ I t  was a n ig h t scene. F a r away on one side 
w ere the ten ts  and  banners of an arm y, partly  
hidden behind  the hills. On the  o ther side was a 
lake at the foot of a precipitous m ountain. T he 
moon, n ea r h e r setting  behind the  m ountain  and 
ju st em erg ing  from  a dark cloud, th rew  across 
the  whole foreground the shadows of two figures 
which w ere them selves hid  beh ind  the  brow  of 
the m ountain.

“ One of these was clad in  m ail from  head to 
foot and had on a helm et w ith  a plum e. H e 
stood very  s tra ig h t w ith  arm s folded across his 
b reast and  scowled u n d er his deep eyebrows. 
T he o ther who was speaking  to him  wore no hat 
nor shoes; and was scantily  clad in  a sort of 
sleeveless shirt, w ith  som ething like a b lanket 
w rapped carelessly about him. H is h a ir and 
beard  w ere shaggy and long, and blow n out 
roughly  in  the gusty  wind.

“ We children, who from  infancy well knew  
th a t our destiny as well as our nam e was shadowy 
and enveloped in shadows,— though we never 
could guess the  gen tlem an 's m ean ing  in  the pic
tu re  — used often to stand  gazing in  silence before 
it, folded in each o th er’s arms, and absorbed in 
our dream y though ts till our hearts  would palpi
ta te  audibly, and not seldom tears would roll 
across our cheeks, while the real cause of these



sentim ents was as ind istinct and uncertain  to us 
as the  shadows them selves.

“ On the  m argin  below the p icture the g en 
tlem an  had also w ritten  its  name, or m otto in 
E nglish, the sen tim en t of w h ich — having  been 
explained to us by  a v isiting  padre — exercised 
our hearts  no t less th an  the p icture itself. We 
learned  it by  heart, and often  discussed its m ean
in g  w ith  one another. I t was : ‘ Coming events
cast their shadows before.' Now we som ehow con
nected, though  very  indistinctly , th a t past m ystery  
w ith the com ing one.

“ W e dressed the bed w ith the snow-w hite linen 
w hich our b lessed M other spun and wove during  
her young m aidenhood before she came to visit 
our home, in  h e r 1 w arm  and beautifu l F rance,’ 
and b ro u g h t to Babbo w ith h e r dot. We covered 
all w ith her fam ous figured counterpane.

“ This counterpane was a curious th in g  which 
we held above all price. I t  was covered w ith 
scenes in  the Siege of Firenze17 and the o ther w ars 
of the Medici ; views in  old Siena18 w ith h e r she- 
w olf-surm ounted p illars and fountains, h e r black 
and w hite Duomo, her gorgeous annual Palio, the 
Mangia and the Fontebranda. Babbo bough t it for 
dear M other in the F air a t Aosta and b rough t it to 
h e r on th e ir ten th  w edding day. T hese th ings 
w ere all kep t in the carved oaken chest in  which



they came w ith  the o ther artic les of h e r dot. T his 
chest served for a seat in the eyry-cham ber near 
our bed.

“As you m ay well suppose, the  Salotto was a 
dear room  to us, for all these m em ories and treas
ures. H ere  too M aria  and  I w ere born. H ere 
dear M other died. We had now  k indled a blaze 
of fir-wood in the little  fireplace. T he tiny  room 
looked lovely; and the frag ran t fir-wood gave out 
an  agreeable odor. A ll th is  cheered our spirits 
a little ; but, alas, it  was quite lost on the com ing 
occupant of the  room.

“ T he last rays of the  se ttin g  sun w ere g lis ten 
ing  on the peaks of the  h ighest Aiguilles and  the  
stars w ere already beg inn ing  to tw inkle over the 
valley, w hen Maria, a f te r having  gone down to 
the  road for the  tw en tie th  tim e, came ru n n in g  
back and called to me, in  h e r soft, sw eet way:

—‘ T hey  ’re com ing M 'amie, sure, th ey  're com 
ing  now.’

“ We both  ran  down to the road. D ark objects 
could be seen approaching over the brow  of the 
hill. We did not go tow ard them , nor speak a 
word, b u t our h earts  bea t audibly, and we held 
each o ther by  the hand  and trem bled  in  every 
limb.

“ Presently , as the path  w ound along the h ill
side, we could distinguish  Babbo by  his hat and



his gait, m oving slowly along holding a bridle- 
rein. Two m ules followed —one a long distance 
behind the o ther — w ith  some kind of a cradle or 
litte r sw ung betw een them . A  large dog paced 
solem nly at the heels of the  last mule. But 
n e ither G erm ans nor Fraiilein appeared.

“ Maria and I stood in  silence till the cavalcade 
was w ithin a few paces of our gate. T hen  w ith 
out unclasp ing  our hands we tu rn ed  and led the 
procession up to our door.

C A SA  O M B R O SI N I .



X V I.

“  W e will play no more, beautiful Shadow s !
A fancy came solemn and sad,

M ore sw eet, with unspeakable longings,
T h an  the best of the pleasures we h a d .”

E d w i n  A r n o l d .  Indian Song o f  Songs.

( (  W  th ree  low ered the litte r  gently , gen tly  
V Y to the ground, and lifting  the body 

upon a sheet, Afaria and I g rasp ing  each a cor
ner, supporting  the head, and Babbo the two at 
the  feet, we laid  the unconscious form, w rapped 
like a m um m y, upon the bed.

“ W e proceeded im m ediately  to undo the  w rap 
pings. Softly and silen tly  we set ourselves at 
work in  indescribable anxiety. Was he still 
liv ing? We lifted  the blue kerchief which had 
been laid over the face. T here  was the bandaged  
head done up in w hite kerchiefs. T he eyes w ere 
closed. Some drops of sw eat stood on the cold 
forehead. Babbo ben t his ear to the breast. T he 
h ea rt was bea ting  very, very  softly. He touched 
the folded hands. T he skin was warm. H e felt 
the w rist and found a gentle, irreg u la r pulse.



We adm inistered  brandy  im m ediately and saw 
the chest rise and fall in respiration.

“ We were all thorough ly  exhausted, physically 
and m entally , yet thankfu l to be so far relieved 
from  the  stra in  of a te rrib le  fear. But for m e 
there  was ano ther shock aw aiting fa r m ore shat
te rin g  th an  any th ing  I had  m et before. In  the 
n ex t few m om ents th a t prophetic shadow, which 
had  followed m e from  infancy, m ust rise before 
m e again, like a ghost from  the  Inferno. A las ! 
why m ust I, by  th is unw illing  and unavailing  
presentim ent, twice drink  each b itte r  cup of m y 
destiny !

“ A fte r we had  arranged  the p a tien t in the 
bed as best we could, I w ent to stand  for a 
m om ent in  fron t of the fire. I laid m y hand 
caressingly on the head of the g rea t dog who 
had come into the  room  unbidden and u n re 
garded, and seated him self a t the fu rth e r end of 
the hearth . H e ne ith e r resen ted  nor welcomed 
m y caresses, tu rn in g  his head every  few seconds 
to and fro, seem ing to be dividing a thoughtfu l 
regard  betw een the  m errily  dancing blaze and 
the sad bed w hereon his m aster was stretched.

“ P resen tly  I fancied th a t the dog looked m ore 
frequen tly  and w istfully tow ard the bed. My 
back was tu rn ed  in th a t direction, b u t accident
ally liftin g  m y eyes tow ard the m irror, I caught



a sight which shot th rough  m y breast like a 
stream  of fire.

“ Maria was sitting  at the bedside half-tu rned  
tow ard the fire. T he jolly  blaze, as if in  grim  
m ockery, was casting h er shadow w ith  th a t of the  
young m an upon the opposite wall together. T he 
m irro r reflected the  p icture w ith an exaggerated  
g lam our upon m y horror-stricken  sight. I shud
der still a t every  recollection of h e r trem bling  
profile re s tin g  upon the  sh ivering  shadow of his 
bandaged  head. T he fire in  m y bosom suddenly 
changed to a m ountain  of ice. A strange chill 
crep t around m y h ea rt of hearts. I w ent im m e
diately  out of the  room  and endeavored  ”

H ere the voice of m y com panion fa lte red  and 
the shoes dropped a t h e r feet. I saw th a t h e r 
face was death ly  pale, and th a t she was b e
g inn ing  to fall. I seized and guided, or ra th e r 
carried  h er to the roadside and supported  h er 
drooping head upon the grassy  bank. In  an 
o ther in s tan t I had filled m y trav e le r’s cup 
from  the little  stream  at our side, and applied 
the icy w ater to h e r tem ples. T he faintness 
was short. H er eyes soon opened ; and ra ising  
herself into a m ore convenient posture, she said : 

“ A las ! I ought not to have spoken of this. 
Som etim es the  though t of it m akes m e faint. 
But you will easily believe now — how ever it



came about — th a t we are rig h tly  nam ed Ombro
si ni. I t  is not true, however, th a t all our fam ily 
have had as m uch to do w ith shadows as I ; nor 
th a t th e ir business w ith  them  has always been  as 
uncanny as mine.

“ But are you not w illing  to  believe, Sigtior, th a t 
our holy M other, the  Church, cares for us, h er 
children, in th is w orld as well as in  the next? 
A re you no t w illing to believe th a t she works b e
fore us and upon us h e r perpetual m iracles, and 
teaches us to see th rough  the  th in  veil and recog
nize m uch th a t is going on in the w orld of spirits ? 
But ah, Signor, do you Pro testan ts, so rich and so 
learned, really  believe in any supernatu ra l world 
a t all? F or m y part, I would die sooner than  
come to th a t — yes, sooner th an  flee from  h e r p ro 
tecting  shadow. But stop. I am not try in g  to 
convert you to religion, b u t to give you a story.

“ W hen I fled, unable to b ea r it, from  the scene 
I have described, I continued saying to myself, 
notw ithstanding, ‘ W hat can th ere  be fearful 
in the shadow of a shadow ? ’ B ut m y only re 
lief came in  occupation and in o ther cares ; and, 
happily, these w ere p lain  and pressing.

“ On en terin g  the com m on room, m y first duty  
stared  in m y face. T h a t tab le  set out w ith so 
m uch anxiety  and an ticipation in the m orning  
was now to be p u t aw ay untouched. It was a



gloom y task  — th a t rep lacing  by a p ine to rch 
lig h t those p lates and b rig h t knives — th a t re 
folding of the  w hite table-cloth and re tu rn in g  it 
to the dow ry-chest in the  loft — th a t rem oving of 
the uncu t cheese and b read  and apples and nuts, 
and sto ring  them  back in th e ir places. In  some 
circum stances, th is would have been  a pleasure, 
b u t doing it now, not as in the  m orning, th ink ing  
pleasant thoughts, and chatting  gaily  w ith Maria, 
b u t in  silence and alone, and  w ith th a t hideous 
shadow-picture, which I could not banish, h an g 
ing  continually  before m y fancy — and — and 
M aria , dear M aria s ittin g  a t the bedside !

“ W hen all was cleared away, I did not re 
tu rn  to the  sick room, b u t bu ilt a new  fire and 
was busied for an  hour or m ore in p reparing  
the fam ily supper. Maria refused  to leave the 
young m an alone,— though th ere  was th en  really  
no th ing  to be done for him  — or to allow m e to 
take h e r place at the  bedside.

“ So Babbo and I sat down w ithout h e r at the 
table; and Babbo th en  said th a t the  cases of wine 
appeared  to be unhurt, and he should carry  them  
to Martigny in  the  m orning; and he should, he 
believed, be able to b rin g  back a surgeon, since 
th ere  w ould surely  be found m ore th an  one 
am ong the pleasure-and-health-seeking travelers 
who passed th rough  there  every  day; and if not,



on his re tu rn  he  w ould go over to Aosta and get 
one of the  city surgeons from  there.

—1 M a Babbo caro' [bu t Papa dear], I said, ‘how 
can we bear the cost of th a t ? ’

—‘ In  every  way,’ he replied, ‘ it m ust be done. 
But five lire, I thirtk, will be am ple from  M ar tig ny 
and ten  from  Aosta ; and  the w ine (not to speak 
of m y service in  forw ard ing  and delivering), will 
be w orth fifty.’

“ H e looked though tfu l a m om ent, th en  he 
sm ote the tab le  w ith his fist and exclaim ed, as 
he rose :

—1 There, there  ! by San Martino !— how strange 
I should have forgo tten  it — the young m an told 
me, w hen we m et at the Hospice, th a t he had  an 
appoin tm ent to m eet th ere  to-day, yes, th is  very 
day, an Ita lian  surgeon, Dr. Carlo Ferrenti, a dis
tinguished  alunno of the U niversity  of Siena, his 
own m aternal uncle, who was at p resen t attached  
to the household of the  Conte Croci ni di Monte
pulciano who had  a palace in  Siena, w here he 
had by accident becom e acquain ted  w ith  the 
young student, adm ired his talen ts, fallen  in  love 
w ith the qualities of his heart, and rem ained  his 
friend  and patron.

‘T his noblem an had  been  soaking for some 
m onths at the  Leukerbad, and was now on his way 
to the h o tte r and s tronger w aters of Aix-la-



Chapelle. T he party  would be stopping for a 
week at the Hôtel de la Poste, because suitable 
accom m odations could not be engaged w ith so 
short notice a t la Tour. T he wine was for the 
use of this noblem an by special p rescrip tion.’

“ A very  early  breakfast wms arranged  and 
Babbo assum ed the charge of the invalid  for the 
n ight. A fte r esconcing Babbo in the g rea t willow- 
sleeper at the bedside, Maria and I m ade our
selves a bed in our own loft-'chamber, and soon 
locked in  each o th er’s arms, both, as each believed 
of the o ther, fell asleep. But for m e it was only 
snatches of unconsciousness and the n ig h t was 
filled w ith w aking dream s, built of possibilities 
and im possibilities, p leasing and painful, which 
som etim es b rough t an involuntary  smile to m y 
lips, som etim es sen t a cold shiver stream ing  over 
m y whole body.

“ N ot long a fte r m idn igh t I awoke from  a 
troubled  slum ber. T he Moon, in  h e r last quarter, 
h an g in g  over Monte Velano, was pouring  a flood 
of silver lig h t th rough  the room. I looked for 
Maria. She was gone. I sp rang  from  the bed. 
T u rn in g  in  the direction of the casem ent, I saw 
her, p a rtly  enveloped by a bed coverlet, rec lin 
ing  in  an arm chair near the dower-chest on 
which h e r feet w ere laid. H er head was leaned 
back upon a pillow, and she was soundly sleeping.



“ I t  was a lovely sight. H er unbound hair 
stream ed  over the  snowy pillow. H er deeply 
exposed bosom rose and  fell w ith h e r slow and 
silen t breath ing . Invo lun tarily  I stooped and 
softly, softly kissed h e r smooth, fair brow. L ift
ing  m y eyes, the nex t instan t, I saw h er beautifu l 
profile clearly  draw n on the opposite wall. But, 
u nder the  pale, qu ivering  sheen of the m oonlight, 
g row ing  every  m om ent m ore fa in t and dim, as 
th e  sink ing  lum inary  approached n ea re r and 
n ea re r the  horizon, and in the deep stillness, 
broken only by the soft basso of the m ountain  
cascades, the  s igh t fell on m y excited fancy as 
an o th er prophetic shadow of helplessness, d isap
poin tm ent, despair.

“ F earin g  on m any accounts to leave h e r sleep
ing  in th a t exposed and insecure position — 
w hich I had reason to believe, from  h e r previous 
habits, she had taken in a som nam bulistic state,— 
I led h er gen tly  back to the  bed w ithout aw aking 
her; and soon m yself fell asleep again.

“ A fte r ano ther uncerta in  period of d isturbed 
and un restfu l slum ber, I again awoke. M orn
ing  tw iligh t had not yet begun. T he Moon 
had set. T he stars w7ere sh in ing  in an u n 
clouded sky. Maria  was sleeping. I felt im 
pelled to rise, and slipped softly from  her side.

“As I passed our window, w hich looked tow ard 
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the west, I saw the Swan sailing  down the  M ilky 
Way. Ju s t below her left wing, ready to drop 
behind the Col de Ferret, glorious L yra  was sh in 
ing  so b rig h tly  across th a t snowy m ountain  top, 
as to throw  a shadow — very faint, to be sure, y e t 
a perceptib le  shadow of m y loosely robed figure 
over m y sleeping sister. T he rad iance of the 
constellations had  b righ tened  h e r countenance, 
and ju st the suggestion of a sm ile lay  on h e r lips, 
as if she w ere in  some p leasing dream , or, I 
thought, as if h e r spirit, w hile the body slept, 
w ere listen ing  to the m usic of th a t celestial harp. 
But when the shadow of m y form  crossed h e r 
face, the smile d isappeared; h e r brow  was con
tracted , and it seem ed to m e th a t a spasm  of 
anguish shot across h e r troubled  countenance. I 
said to m y trem bling ' heart, ‘ Is  th is shadowy p ro 
phecy trip led  upon h e r and upon m e ? W hat can 
it forbode ? Is it th a t m y destiny  is fa ted  to 
conflict w ith hers ? A re  the  stars  in  the  sky 
in terested  in  us ? — and inform ed, perhaps, of 
our fu tu re  ? — or is it true, as the  story said, th a t 
there  live our guard ian  angels ? ’ ”



X V II.

“  Love is a  pearl of purest hue,
B ut storm y waves are round it,

A nd dearly may a  wom an rue
T h e  hour when first she found it."

M iss L a n d o n .

( (  S the  daw n was com ing on, I crep t silently
down into the Salotto. T he p a tien t had 

so fa r im proved during  the n ig h t as to swallow 
readily, and Babbo was g iv ing  him , a t frequen t 
and reg u la r intervals, m ilk and wine. T here  
was a tw itch ing  about the  eyes, though  the  lids 
were closed, a clenching and unclenching  of the 
fingers, an uneasy w orking of the  toes, and a 
low m oaning which re tu rn ed  from  tim e to time.

“ Babbo now gave over the  care of him  to me ; 
and proceeded to carry  out h is p lan  about the 
wine and the  su rg eo n — expecting  to have re 
tu rn ed  before m id-afternoon. M aria  was to be 
out w ith the  flocks — a t th a t season, however, only 
du ring  the few w arm er hours of the  day. Velloso 
[old shaggy], as from  his shaggy coat, we then  
called the  dog, not know ing his real nam e, would



not go w ith  h e r to the sheep, nor, in fact, could 
be persuaded for a m om ent to lose sight of the 
bed. If we attem pted, how ever gently , to get 
him  out of the  room, he would grow l horrib ly  
and gnash  his teeth. W hen the m oaning  sea
sons came at in tervals on the  in ju red  m an, he 
would go and stand  at the bedside looking now 
at his m aster, now up into the face of the w atcher, 
w hining piteously.

“Maria, hav ing  dispatched the  indispensable 
duties of the household, departed  w ith  h e r charge 
up the m ountain-side. H av ing  been consoled by 
a good breakfast, Velloso s tretched  his great, 
shaggy body at full leng th  on its side w ith  ex
tended  legs before the sm ouldering fire. His 
suspicions now seem ed to be quieted, his n e r
vousness gone ; and as I seated m yself a t the 
bedside, he seemed, as p lain ly  as canine signs 
could express it, to en tru st his m aster, w ithout 
fu rth e r scruple, to m y care.

“ A fte r once and again rep ea tin g  his survey of 
the surroundings, and appearing  to find every
th in g  satisfactory, he laid  his g rea t head down on 
one of its  ears, as for a secure and com fortable 
sleep, into which he presen tly  fell.

“ T he door rem ained open into the la rg e r com
mon-room. All was still, except the  tick ing  of 
the cuckoo-clock or its ch irp ing  out the hours,



the loud b rea th in g  and occasional w hine of the 
sleeping dog, and the heavy respirations and now 
and then  the m oans of the unconscious invalid.

“As the day wore on, the hours seem ed to 
me to grow  ever longer and longer. I becam e 
in tensely  lonely and  a t last alarm ed — m y com
panions an unknow n, perhaps a dying man, and 
an unknow n dog — the stillness, on which ever 
and anon rose the  caw ing of crows in the 
ne ighboring  woods, the roaring  of the wind 
th rough  the  treetops, the ra ttlin g  of the  au
tum nal gusts against the window-panes, and 
the m oans at the crevices of the casem ents.

“ My blood ting led  and m y h ea rt palp itated  
w ith  an  undefined apprehension as I though t 
it m ust be ano ther hour, perhaps m ore, before 
Babbo could arrive w ith the surgeon ; and Maria 
certain ly  would no t come till nearly  nightfall. 
W ho could tell w hat m igh t any m om ent happen  ?

“ I t had been m ore th an  w illingly th a t I as
sum ed the duties of day-nurse. N or was I, at 
first, alarm ed or displeased at the though t of 
being left alone in the house w ith th a t respon. 
sible charge. I occupied the first hours agreea
bly enough, s itting  w ith m y sewing at the w in
dow, fulfilling from tim e to tim e the order about 
nourishm ent, now and again m oving noiselessly 
about the room, rep lacing  disorders, rem oving



l itte r  and dust, stra igh ten ing  the ever-ga thering  
folds of the coverlet, sm oothing out the w rinkles 
from  the snowy linen, and re tu rn in g  to sew a 
little, b u t m uch m ore to gaze abstracted ly  up 
into the au tum nal sky, w here b rig h t clouds 
w ere sailing sw iftly along over the  tops of the 
sing ing  fir trees.

“ L a te r in  the day a strange th in g  happened  to 
me, which, if it had  not caused, g rea tly  ag g ra
vated, m y nervous d istress and alarm . Several 
times, on re tu rn in g  to full self-consciousness 
from  one of those m using  abstractions, I had, 
w ith surprise, found m yself stand ing  at the bed 
side w ith  a sort of pleased anxiety, gazing on the 
unconscious sufferer. I was alarm ed and uneasy 
a t it because I felt in m y h eart that, beyond m y 
pity, w hich was really  unselfish and keen, there  
was an attraction  for me there  w hich I could not 
extinguish, though I trem bled  w hile I was held 
fast in adm iration of the noble form, the broad 
forehead, the gentle  and lovely m outh — in short, 
a tout ensemble of m anliness to ravish  any m aiden’s 
heart.

“ Oh, if I had had a m other then  !— how I 
would have pillowed m y head on h er bosom 
and w ept in  silent re lief ! Nay, lone orphan as 
I was, how gladly would I have fled to our loft- 
cham ber and buried  m y face in  the pillows ! But



I was pin ioned and alone. I m ust stay. I dared 
no t leave the  room. A t all hazards, I m ust re g u 
larly  approach and adm inister the orders. A t the 
price of his life, I m ust again and again direct 
m y eyes w here I should receive charge afte r 
charge of th a t m ysterious m agnetism  w hich 
m ade m e quiver in every fibre.”

A L P IN E  S O L IT U D E .



X V III.

“  Imogen.
T h e  dream ’s here still ; even when I  awake, it is

W ithout me as w ithin me ; ...............................”
S h a k . C y m b . A c t  i v , s c . 2.

F T E R  a long silence, m y com panion resum ed:
“ W hen I came to myself, I was on a cot in 

our loft cham ber and partia lly  bew ildered. T he 
surroundings w ere in  general fam iliar enough, 
b u t the cot on which I lay, w ith head-and-foot- 
boards of polished w alnut, certain ly  was not. 
T here  was also a stand  of the sam e m aterial, 
a rocker and a footstool which I had never seen 
before. These, as I afte rw ards learned, had  been 

1 sent by the surgeon from  Martigny.
“ A lthough free from  pain, m y s tren g th  was 

gone. I t  was only w ith the utm ost exertion of 
w ill th a t I could lift m y hand to m y head. I 
wondered w hat had  happened to me. Gradually 
I gathered  some scattered  mem ories, b u t these 
were so fa in t and uncerta in  th a t I doubted 
w hether they  w ere facts or im pressions of a 
dream . E xcep ting  these, the in terven ing  space



was a void; nor, if these few m em ories had a 
reality  behind  them , could I tell w hether they  
belonged to a day or a m onth  or a year ago. But 
p resen tly  exhausted by these efforts, I fell again 
into slum ber.

“ W hen I again awoke, it was high-day. A n 
unclouded sun was shin ing  b rig h tly  over a daz
zling world. T he m ountainside opposite the 
w indow g litte red  back from the tiny  glacier- 
th reads and the tin ie r rivulets. T he casem ent 
was open. T he soft, sw eet breeze of a fine 
au tum nal noon lisped in the leaves and blew 
g en tly  over m y brow. T he frag ran t a ir was 
filled w ith the dron ing  of a few industrious bees 
who had been draw n from  th e ir snug  quarte rs  by 
the genial w arm th of the noonday hour, and 
w ere now hum m ing  around some clusters of very  
sweet b u t late ripen ing  grapes th a t still hu n g  on 
a vine which sister and I had tra ined  over our 
window w ith the view m ainly of g e ttin g  a g ra te 
ful protection, especially during  the m idsum m er 
heats, against the afternoon sun. T he vine was 
alm ost leafless now, but the shriveled  clusters 
perfum ed  our cham ber, and afforded a little  
occupation to the honey-seekers who in these last 
days of the  season hard ly  ven tu red  into the 
vicinity  of the glaciers, and found bu t scanty 
a ttractions in the valley.



“ I found m yself alone. N ear m y head  on 
th a t  polished w alnut stand stood several phials, 
and beside them  lay two or th ree  ominous look
in g  little  folded papers. I knew  th en  th a t a 
physician had  been in attendance and w ondered 
m ore th an  ever why and how long  I had  lain 
there.

“ I endeavored to rise b u t was unable. T he 
m ovem ent of the coverlet dislodged a spoon 
from  the  stand  which fell on the floor w ith 
a sharp  ring. Im m ediately  M aria appeared  at 
the  door. H er soft eyes g listened  and h er 
face was w reathed  in  smiles as she in stan tly  
addressed m e in  French.

“ T he language itself had a m eaning  — a pecul
ia r m eaning  for us, I m ean — which I m ust ex 
plain to you. Like all the people here, liv ing 
in  th is corner betw een the th ree  nations, w here 
th ere  is no distinct national language, of course 
we knew  and spoke, w ith  exactly  the  sam e com
m and and facility, the th ree  languages of the 
nations around u s — yet this, not quite ind iscrim 
inately. We always m ade a kind of instinctive 
and  alm ost unconscious choice in using  them . 
I m ean th a t u n d er certain  conditions, one of 
these languages, u n d er certain  others, another, 
and  again u nder o thers still, the th ird  language 
w ould always bu rs t from  our lips, w ithout any



especial in ten tion  or tho u g h t about it. But in 
th is invo lun tary  and unconscious determ ination , 
th ere  was a curious unthought-of m otive guid- 
ign  our tongues.

“ T he always acknow ledged fact was th a t we 
venerated  and loved, best of all, the language of 
Italia, Italia carissima e sempre adorata [Italy, dearest 
and ever adored Ita ly ], the speech of our own 
nation, our home, our Patria  — the  m ellifluous 
speech th a t bore to the  breezes, th rough  all the 
ages, the  huzzas and the groans of h e r sons 
and daugh ters  in the days of th e ir g lory  and of 
th e ir  sham e — the speech th rough  whose ripp ling  
periods come down the th rillin g  pages of h er 
tum ultuous, heart-rend ing , unparalleled  history  — 
the speech whose sonorous and beautifu l syllables 
nam e out to  the  w orld h e r own dear nam e, h er 
rivers and lakes, h e r m ountains and v a lley s  h er 
cities and palaces, h e r villas and vineyards and 
unm atchable w ines— the speech th a t was p ra ttled  
in  the  m irth  of th e ir infancy, was filled w ith the 
g lorious though ts and visions of th e ir manhood, 
and was w hispered in the sighs and agonies of 
th e ir d epartu re  by heavenly  Dante and  elegant 
B ocaccio, by  Petrarca and Ariosto and Tasso, by 
Copernico and Galileo and Colombo and Ricardo, by 
Rapfaele and Michelangelo and Gnido, by  Manzoni
and Leopardi and Foscolo and Pellico ”------



A s the  g irl u tte red  these passionate w ords 
and w hirled  off a catalogue of which these 
above g iven  are but the g rea te r and rep resen t
ative nam es, she straightened  up w ith  a sort 
of m ournful pride, h er form er alm ost child
like voice assum ed a declam atory tone, and h er 
countenance beam ed w ith a lofty  in telligence a t 
which I was a t once astonished and fascinated.

W hen this rhetorical flourish was over, and h er 
countenance had assum ed its  norm al expression, 
she added in h e r ordinary  tones and w ith the first 
sm ile I had  seen on her face :

“ Of course, the  very  sounds w ere m usic to our 
ears ; and Babbo never spoke in any o ther lan 
guage to us, nor we to him.

“ But M other, as I have said, was from  France, 
and learned  our Ita lian  afte r she came to our 
home. T he language of h e r own country  always 
lay  deepest in her heart. To h er it was the  lan 
guage of love, of tenderness, of every private, 
domestic, fam ily sentim ent. N aturally , or ra th e r 
necessarily, i t  was the lullabies of th a t language, 
sung by h e r over our cradle, u nder which we 
sank to our baby slum bers ; and our first in fan t 
p ra ttle  and our childish ep ithets of tenderness 
and affection, w ere tau g h t us by her in h e r own 
tongue.

“ Of course, the  effect of this infan tile  tra in in g  
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was prodigious — one m igh t say ex tingu ish ing  
— upon every  o ther language in  th is field. Of 
course, no o ther words ever could sound to our 
ears so natu ra lly  tender, so full of m eaning, so 
pow erfully  p ic tu ring  every  em otion and voicing 
every  passion. W ith M other we children never 
used any o ther ; and generally  in  private, always 
in  our ten d erest m om ents, we used our M other's 
language w ith each other. Its  very  accent to our 
ears m ean t love and passion.

“ Of the Germ an, I need only say th a t we spoke 
it only of necessity  and  w ith strangers of th a t 
uncouth  nation.

“ You will understand  now how m uch m eaning 
there  was in it, and how sw eet it was to hear, 
w hen M aria , com ing now to the  bedside, and see
ing  m y eyes open, exclaim ed, in g rea t excitem ent, 
yet hard ly  above a w hisper :1

— '’M'amie, m'amie, ma che re enfant, est-ce-qu' il y  a 
long temps que tu t ' cs éveillée? ’ [dear child, have you 
been long  aw ake ?]

—‘ No, M'amie] I replied, ‘ I have bu t th is m in 
u te awoke. But am  I sick? H ave I lain  here 
long? W ho b rough t these phials and papers here 
and all these o ther th ings ? W hat does it mean, 
M aria  dear? T ell me — tell me every th ing .’

—‘Yes, dear, don’t you rem em ber,’ she said,
‘ w hen they  b rough t you up here  ? ’



—‘ No, certain ly  I don 't — not a th in g  about it. 
W hen was it ? — why was it ? — w hat was it ? ’

—‘ You don’t rem em ber the  Medico 1 ’
—‘ No, indeed, no th ing  of the  kind at all.’
—1 T h a t is very  queer. You w ere ta lk ing  to 

him  all the tim e as fast as you could jab b er.’
—‘"What did I sa y ? ’ (for I was frigh tened  at 

that).
“ Maria m ade no o ther reply, b u t laid h e r hand 

softly on m y forehead and sm iled sw eetly down 
on me, saying :

—‘ I t ’s so good to look in to  your dear eyes 
again, M a rta ’

“ Though I was n 't  d istinctly  conscious of any 
chap ter of secrets in  m y though ts which I need 
be terrified  at hav ing  unconsciously divulged, 
still th ere  was a dark  cloud h ang ing  over m y 
m ind which seem ed to m e to envelop some piece 
of h istory  — and, I felt, an  uncanny history, too 
— b u t the  particu lars of which I could no t a t 
all recollect, and therefore m y h ea rt did trem 
ble w ith tim id ity  at w hat of p roper or im 
p roper privacy th a t field of darkness w ithout 
m em ories m igh t have contained and exhibited. 
So I persisted  :

—‘ W hat did I say ? ’
—‘ N oth ing  w orth th in k in g  of now,’ she said.
—‘ But I m ust know now, now,’ I insisted.



—‘Well, dear, I can’t  rem em ber it all, th ere  
was so m uch, I only rem em ber tha t you seem ed 
in  g rea t excitem ent and th e  words I'en fant cher' 
[the dear fellow] came over a good m any times. 
But there  was no th ing  for a good girl to blush at, 
dear. So be quiet, Martettina [dear little  M artha], 
and tell m e if you can take some brodo [broth] 
now.’

—‘ W hat am  I to take brodo for ? A m  I sick ? 
I feel as well as ever, only so weak.’

—‘ I t ’s two days ago th is afternoon th a t the 
Medico came and gave you one of those pow
ders,’ she pointed to the  little  papers th a t lay 
on th e  stand, 1 and w e’ve given them  as he 
directed, and kep t you asleep till now.’

—‘ But w hat’s the m atte r w ith m e ? ’
—‘ T he Medico d idn’t  say ; bu t he will come 

every  day till you are better. H e came y ester
day, felt your pulse, p u t his glass u nder your 
tongue, listened a t your chest, asked m e th ir 
teen  of the queerest questions, o rdered one m ore 
powder, and said you should wake up to-day. H e 
will surely be here th is afternoon. Now I m ust 
b rin g  the  brodo. H e told me to feed you w ith  it 
as soon as you awoke. I m ade it th is m orning. 
I t  needs a m inute over the fire.’

“ W ith this she slipped quickly away to b rin g  the 
broth. Being again alone, m y though ts w andered



back to the  events of m y last rem em brance, and 
becam e occupied w ith a hundred  conjectures, 
wishes, fears. Then, I w ondered Maria had n 't 
alluded to the young man. One w o u ld n ’t have 
known, from  h e r words or actions, she had ever 
heard  of him. 1 W hat had become of him  ? Was he 
already  dead and gone ? O r was he so m uch b e t
te r as to be rem oved to the hotel in Martigny w ith 
his uncle ? Should I never see him  again ? My 
h ea rt was b reak ing  to hear about him. But I 
could n 't ask Maria. W hy c o u ld n 't  I ask her?  
— Oh, o h ! ’

“A t th is point in  m y uneasy m editations, Maria 
came sailing in  w ith the brodo. I t was in one of 
dear sain ted  M other’s blue and w hite china tea  
cups which she b rough t in  h e r dot from  Nismcs. 
K neeling down at the  side of m y pillow Maria  
fed m e very  slowly w ith  a b rig h t silver spoon 
which the unknow n lady had  left, and it had the 
arm s of F rance upon it. Betw een every spoonful 
sister leaned forw ard and gave me a kiss.

“ W hen m y m eal was over, she rem ained  for a 
tim e, m oving softly about the cham ber as b lithe 
as a butterfly , as lovely as an angel. She spoke 
b u t little  and h e r tread  was as ligh t as the step of 
a k itten . I thought I had never seen h e r soft 
eyes so b rig h t; and h e r face seem ed to be shining 
in a halo of sweetness, like V enus at h e r full.



T his new  radiance, though t I, whence comes it ? 
I t m ust em anate from  some secret joy.

“ W hen every  little  service of renovation and 
p repara tion  throughout the  room  had been thus 
noiselessly accom plished, she came and knelt 
again at m y pillow show ering upon m y hot cheeks 
g en tlest kisses. T h a t act of p ity  was too much. 
I could endure m y silent though ts no longer. 
My pen t feelings bu rst fo rth  like a new spring  on 
an A ugust noon from  the foot of a glacier; and 
the tears stream ed across m y cheeks upon the 
pillow, like the to rren ts  of the Val d ’ Entre mont, 
w ith irresistib le  sobs.

“ D istressed at th is new  sym ptom  of m y m alady 
and ignoran t of its real cause, m y sister reached 
and took from  the stand  one of the strange phials 
and, gen tly  w iping the tears from  m y cheeks, 
cautiously b rough t the loosened stopper near m y 
nostrils. T he sensation was new  to me, de ligh t
ful and refreshing. I was about to excuse m y 
sobbing, and w ith some difficulty betw een the 
spasms, begun :

—‘ I did n ’t — m ean — to cry, b u t ’—
—‘ Yes, yes , M ’amie,' she in terrup ted , ‘ I know 

it — how very  weak your nerves are, b u t '—
—‘No, no — not th a t — b u t ’— I began  again 

when she gen tly  pressed over m y m outh  the 
fazzoletto [handkerchief] w ith w hich she was still



absorbing the  rivers th a t continued to overflow 
my cheeks, saying, hurriedly,

—‘ Sfa bene, sfa bene, benissimo, M 'amie [ I t ’s all 
right, i t  ’s all right, dearest]. D on’t  ta lk  now. 
Sobbing so will harm  you. W e m ust keep you 
quiet. T he Medico insisted on this. I w on’t tidy 
up again till you are stronger. I see, I see that 
your poor nerves could n ’t bear m y bustling  
round so.’

“ T hen  tu rn in g  h er face up tow ard the  window, 
she added, softly:

—‘ Oh look at the clouds, M 'am ie— how beau ti
ful and peaceful th ey  are now ! I t will soothe 
you.’

“ I lifted  m y eyes and looked th rough  the 
open casem ent into the soft, au tum nal sky. 
Masses of b rig h t w hite clouds of every  con
ceivable form  w ere sailing slowly down the 
valley. A t th is instan t, I tho u g h t I heard  a 
sound as of a slight m ovem ent below. M aria 
rose from  h e r knees and  slipped down the 
stairs, saying in a w hisper as she w ent:

— 1 Dans un moment, M'amie, je  serai de mon retour.' 
[ I ’ll be back in a m om ent, dear.]

“ I continued gazing quietly  and pleasantly  into 
those clouds. W onderful figures p resen ted  th em 
selves to m y fancy. I saw there  seas and islands, 
m ountains and forests, fru itfu l fields and desert



wastes, ho rrid  battle-grounds and carnage and 
devastation, peaceful landscapes filled w ith  the  
busy  activities of anim al and of hum an life, the 
b ird  tw itte rin g  to his m ate on a leafy bough, 
lovers in  shaded gro ttoes em bracing, m ourners in 
churchyards b eneath  the  sad cypress b u ry ing  
th e ir  dead — all noiseless as the step of Silence, 
m oving steadily  across the  scene, in  the van of 
o ther yet sim ilar m ultitudes push ing  them  for
w ard into the  abyss of im m ensity. My bra in  
finally swam, and before the prom ise of M aria  
was fulfilled I was again asleep.”

R O A D  T O W A R D  T H E  H O S P IC E



X IX .

Romeo. Peace, peace, M ercutio , peace ;
T hou talk’st of noth ing.

Mercutio. T ru e , I talk of dream s.
S h a k s p e a r e .

TH O U G H  well n igh  beyond the credence of 
our cold T euton  souls, stiffened by the chill 

fogs of the north, still the fact stands of a faculty 
of im provisation — w onderful im provisation — in
heren t in  Ita lian  blood; and what, for example, 
Madame de Staci has p ictured  in  h e r Corinne, so 
far from  being  a touch of overcoloring in  th a t 
b rillian t rom ance, is a rea lity  which can be 
m atched not un frequen tly  to-day am ong th a t 
warm -blooded people. In  fact, m y young com 
panion, w ith an ex terio r so rustic and an environ
m ent so bleak, yet w ith a thousand years of 
R om an equestrian  blood tin g lin g  in h e r veins, 
was a genuine specim en of it.

“ In  a dream  of th a t sleep,” she said, “ if it was 
a sleep — or was it a vision brough t to me by my 
guard ian  angel ? —• kindly sent, perhaps, for my 
en ligh tenm ent and w arning, by  the august and



loving patroness of m y sister, Maria beatissmal—  
in short, w hatever it was, I seemed, at a wish, 
to rise into the lofty air and to be borne sw iftly 
along, propelled and guided only by m y will.

“ Do you rem em ber,” she said, “ the w ords of 
our glorious Dante, in  the beg inn ing  of the Para
diso, w here he describes his own in troduction to a 
know ledge of the u pper spheres.” A nd then  she 
quoted:

A nd suddenly upon the day arose 
A nother day, as with a second morn

A nd second sun th ’ O m nipotent D ispenser chose 
T h e  heaven with double brilliance to adorn.

H ere  where soft L un a’s silver cycle reels,
Beatrice stood in glorious ligh t em bowered,

W ith  eyes fast fixed upon the eternal wheels ;
My own on her from heaven itself I lowered.

4 W hy w onder,’ said she, that thou can’st ascend,
(Now free from fetters), as thou dost asp ire?

’T is native, as the  to rren ts to the valleys tend,
O r upw ard soars the flame of living fire.19

In rep eatin g  these lines, which in  common w ith 
all the b e tte r  class of peasan try  th roughou t T u s
cany and beyond, I could not doubt, she had been 
fam iliar w ith from  infancy, the fem inine timbre of 
h er voice changed again into a full orotund, 
declam atory tone, h er figure stra igh tened  to its 
u tm ost height, h e r step fell w ith a reg u la r cadence,



and h er countenance beam ed w ith a subdued 
radiance of I know not w hat to say — of awe, 
intelligence, passion.

I was am azed beyond expression. She whom 
I had  looked on m erely as a specim en — certain ly  
an in te re stin g  yet not quite w onderful specim en 

- — of sen tim ental girlhood, now aroused in  me 
som ething m ore than  in terest, m ore th an  aston
ishm ent, som ething ra th e r like a m ix tu re of 
S ibylline and angelic reverence.

“ I seem ed,” she w ent on, in  th a t strange, 
exalted  strain , g a th erin g  new  insp iration  w ith 
every  word, “ I seem ed in  m y flight to pass over 
cities, villages, ham lets, and wide plains sparsely 
studded w ith  hum an habitations. I saw m oving 
below me, as in  a vast panoram a, the  m ultifarious 
occupations of m ankind, the  num berless varieties 
of existence, all the vicissitudes of hum an life.

“ I heard  — for m y faculty  of h earing  seem ed 
equally  ex tended  in  compass w ith m y faculties of 
sigh t and of locom otion and correspondingly 
intensified in  delicacy — I heard  the  song of 
in fan tile  glee and the wail of infan tile  woe; the 
shouts of youthfu l sport and the lau g h te r of care
less m irth ; the  coarse jests  of swinish revelers; 
b raw ling  oaths of the im pious; the faw ning and 
flatter}' of slaves, parasites, false-traders, and 
seducers; th rea ts  of h ardhearted  m asters and



defiant yells of the dow n-trodden; h u rrah s  of the 
full-fed and gasps of the  fam ishing; lovers’ 
pledges, w edded vows, the  soft hum  of dom estic 
joys, the  how ling of the  m adm an, the sigh ing  of 
the  deserted, nata l festivities, burial obsequies.

“ O ver all these and  over me, the tw inkling 
stars looked down in  solem n silence. T he fickle 
Moon came and saw and  w ent and re tu rn ed  p e r
petually  h e r chang ing  face, as if in  cold uncon
cern, or in  scorn. T he glorious Sun, like a 
M onarch, m indful only of exalted  duty, shone, 
w ith  beam s of hea lth  and joy, alike on the evil 
and  the  good.

“As I passed thus sw iftly along, conducting  
m yself I knew  not w hither, th ere  hove into view 
a troop of e therial form s passing also sw iftly in a 
direction to the front, b u t obliquely across m y 
own. T he leader was a short space in  advance of 
his com pany, an  old m an whose snowy h a ir flowed 
fa r upon his shoulders; and an equally  snowy 
beard  fell fa r down his breast. H is head  was 
uncovered and a lofty  forehead tow ered above 
the  m ost b en ignan t countenance I ever beheld. 
T he whole com pany w ere robed in  d rapery  th a t 
sailed far out behind, though so enveloped in 
a nebulous diffusion, th a t no m ore was clearly 
defined than  I have described of the leader. 
T h eir uncovered heads w ere youthful and th e ir



beardless faces wore a look of seriousness verg ing  
on anxiety.

In  a m om ent I was already so near th a t I in 
voluntarily  paused lest I should collide w ith them  
at the  po int w here our paths w ere about to in te r
sect. E ven then  the nebulous g arm en ts of the 
leader brushed  m y own ; and as he passed, w ith
out tu rn in g  his head, he said, in a soft and silvery 
voice :

—1 Follow, if you will ! ’
“ W ithout a though t or a reason, I tu rn ed  m y 

course and fell into the train , alm ost ab reast of 
him  on his left hand.

“ Presently , w ithout tu rn in g  his head, he said 
again :

—‘ W hither bound ? ’
—‘ I know not,’ I replied.
—‘ Seeking w hat ? ’ he continued.
—1 K nowledge and rest,’ I answ ered.
—‘ Follow in m y com pany,’ he said ‘and if w or

thy, you shall be satisfied.’
“ A  day and a n ight, as it seem ed to me, we 

sailed on. T he sun disappeared in a shadow and 
re tu rn ed  in glory. T he moon sank behind the 
m ountains and rose again over the valley. T he 
stars, ever above the horizon, g listened  and glided 
on in the dark  blue depths of heaven, like an 
arm y w ith bayonets and banners in term inable.



M eanwhile, by day and by night, our com pany 
was everm ore grow ing in  num bers ; for, as we 
w ere continually  m eeting  and passing o ther 
groups and individuals m oving in every  d irec
tion, all of whom w ere g ree ted  by our leader, 
as I had  been, w ith  the  sam e soft and silvery 
invitation, one and ano ther tu rn ed  into our 
course and becam e p a rt of our company.

“ A t last we aligh ted  on a bald, rocky m oun
tain-top, on the  verge of an im m ense circular 
island, w hich sloped down on every  side, in  the 
d istan t horizon, to the  blue w aters of the  sea. 
On the face of these w aters, which w ere p e rp e t
ually ro lling  in trem endous billows, lay th ro u g h 
out the  whole circuit black storm -clouds, on the 
bosom of which forked ligh tn ings w ere alw ays 
playing, and the sharp  reports of continuous 
thunders, like an incessant cannonade, filled the 
sky w ith everlasting  echoes.

“ T here  was no o ther access to th is island — 
since the su rround ing  sea was absolutely unnavi- 
gable — th an  by the rocky m ountain  pass, whence 
an enorm ous staircase, cut in the  solid rock, 
descended from  the sum m it on which we and all 
others m ust a ligh t to the broad plain below. But 
across the head of th is staircase rose a lofty 
iron g ra tin g  pierced by two narrow  gates. Be
tw een these two gates and ex tend ing  backw ard



from  the  top of the stairs to the b rink  of the 
storm y sea, rose also another iron g ra tin g  through  
which all could be seen, b u t w ith no passageway.

“ I now observed, as our com pany gath ered  on 
one side of th is im passable barrier, th a t we were 
all of m y own sex, and I saw th a t the sim ilar 
com pany g a th erin g  on the o ther side w ere all of 
the  o ther sex. I also noticed th a t the  m ost of 
those on e ith er side were busy groom ing th em 
selves, often w ith  g rea t labor and ingenu ity  ; 
w ere m uch occupied in  surveying  each o ther 
th rough  the im passable g ra tin g  ; and occasion
ally  a pair, one on e ith e r side, came to g e th er 
and exchanged ten d er g reetings across the b a r
rier. I observed, however, th a t such conduct did 
not m eet w ith general approval, b u t was som e
tim es m ade the subject of ridicule and som etim es 
of frow ns and scorn. I saw, too, th a t th is severe 
ru le  som etim es caused m uch g rie f and sham e ; 
and w hen the delay was long, caused not a few to 
m ope in  loneliness and discontent. More than  
once or tw ice I saw, w ith  unu tte rab le  horror, 
som etim es one only, som etim es both  leap from 
the  rock and d isappear in the billow y sea.

“ I pressed eagerly  forw ard to our gate, and 
finding it firm ly locked, I stood surveying  the 
sea-bound and storm -bound enclosure th rough  
the  openings before me. T he scene teem ed w ith



anim ated beings. T he breezes tha t sw ept over 
it w ere frag ran t w ith a thousand delicious odors 
from  flowery gardens and fru itfu l fields; and 
on th e ir balm y bosom rose a confused m urm ur 
of happy voices and  varied  occupations.

“ Shading m y eyes from  the  bew ildering b rig h t
ness, I could discover, by  closer scrutiny, m en 
and wom en w alking arm  in arm  on the  shining 
sands of the  roaring  sea. O thers w ere reclin 
ing  on the  shoulders of th e ir companions, u nder 
the shade of some tree, whose lu x u rian t foli
age drooped about them  in solem n m ajesty  or 
w aved high over them  w ith plum es of joy. 
O thers still, in native grottoes, th rough  which 
ran  rivulets, like th reads of silver, w ere em 
bracing  w ith im passioned kisses.

“ I observed im m ediately, th a t th roughou t this 
whole reg ion  the inhab itan ts  w ere in  couples, and 
all w ere w holly engrossed w ith  th e ir own p a r t
ners — in th is respect, d iffering m uch from  m any 
of the  pairs already alluded to outside the  gates, 
whose tendernesses w ere of sho rter duration, and 
whose p artn e rs  w ere often exchanged.

“ I had  alm ost failed to notice, am idst the 
s tirrin g  scenes m ore im m ediately  before me, in 
the fa r d istance w here the lig h ts  and shadows 
were less d istinctly  m arked, a p a ir w ith w hitened 
locks, seated in  rustic  arm -chairs, u nder the  danc



ing  shadows of a w eeping willow, who seem ed by 
th e ir gestures — for the old m an would often 
stre tch  out his trem bling  arm  in one direction 
and another, w hich was followed by the  earnest 
gaze of the ancien t dam e — to be recalling  the 
m ore lively scenes which lay in  the  far d istan t 
foreground.

“ T he a tten tion  of our com pany was now aroused 
by  the  soft and rap id  notes of a silver horn. 
P resen tly  we saw th ree  venerab le m e n — whom 
we understood to be H om er, Plato, and V irg il — 
tak ing  seats upon a kind of tribune. We began 
crow ding tow ard them  to secure for ourselves 
each a passport which, delivered to the g a te 
keeper, would send him  quickly to  undo the 
bolts of the narrow  gate  and usher the  fo rtu 
nate  holder into the  sequestered  paradise.

“ W e could see th a t sim iliar proceedings were 
going forw ard on the  m asculine side of the g ra ted  

1 division. T he trib u n e  there , however, was occu
pied by th ree  fem inine figures, of a grave and 
com m anding yet surpassingly  beautifu l presence 
— the represen tatives, it was reported , of F idelity, 
Philosophy, Passion, nam ely Penelope, Aspasia, 
Sappho.

“ A s each applican t approached the  judges, it 
was necessary to pass th rough a narrow  passage, 
g ra ted  on e ith er side, and of such leng th  th a t



the  words spoken w hile the  tria l was going  on 
were inaudible, save to th e  parties concerned — 
though every  m ovem ent was visible to all.

“ I g lad ly  rem ained  in  th e  background, p re 
fe rrin g  to see how  o thers w ould fare, before 
p u ttin g  m y own destiny  a t stake. T he process 
in every  case was quite uniform , though  the 
resu lts w ere various. Each candidate, on e n te r
ing  the  narrow  passage, received from  the  po rter 
a b lank  passport to be laid  before the judges, 
each of whom  in tu rn  propounded a single ques
tion, and  according to the  answ er re tu rned , e ither 
signed his nam e to the  docum ent and passed it 
on to the  n ex t judge, or crum pled it in  his fist 
and th rew  it u n d er the trib u n e  — w hen the 
re jected  candidate was conducted beyond the 
tribune and  was seen no m ore. I ough t to add 
that, as each question was asked, the  judge raised 
som ething like a telescope to h is eye, d irec ting  it 
aga inst the  b reast of the  candidate. I t  was said 
th a t the  glass revealed  the  tru th  w hatever the 
answ ers m igh t be.

“ All the o thers of m y com pany had  passed on, 
experienced th e ir  various fo rtune and  le ft m e in 
the cand idate’s lodge alone, w hen I took from  the 
po rter m y blank  and  m oved tow ard the ju d g e ’s 
seat. I trem bled  in  every  limb. I had  seen 
m any a one tu rn ed  sadly away. W hat hope



could I have to fare b e tte r  ? — for I did not know, 
in the least, w hat those th ree  trem endous ques
tions were, on which m y fa te m ust tu rn .

“ I was, however, g reatly  encouraged and  com
forted, w hen looking through  the g ra ted  gate, I 
saw the  fo rtunate applicants gaily  descending the 
g re a t staircase within. A lm ost all w ere busily 
pa iring ; or being  already paired, w ere descend
ing, arm  in arm, to the hap p ier plains.

“ A rrived  at the  tribune, I laid m y b lank pass
p o rt w ith a trem b lin g  hand  before the judge who 
sat on the  righ t. H om er, if it was he, w ithout 
liftin g  his glass, and w ith fixed eyes, as if looking 
w ith second sight, dem anded:

—‘ Damsel, sw ear to me, hast thou re jected  
a once accepted lover ? ’

—‘ No ! ’ I answ ered w ith a trem b lin g  b u t em 
phatic tone.

“ H e w aited for some m om ents, bu t w ithout 
u tte rin g  ano ther word, th en  took the  judicial pen, 
w rote his nam e across the face of the  passport 
and handed it w ith  the  pen to his neighbor. 
T hen  Plato, if it was he, liftin g  the glass to his 
eye, dem anded:

—‘ Maiden, swear, hast thou scorned the affec
tion of a youth, or encouraged a hopeless passion, 
or sported  w ith  the sem blance of the all-powerful 
sen tim ent w ithout possessing the reality  ? ’



—‘ No indeed, no ! ’ I answ ered w ith g rea te r 
em phasis and less trem b lin g  th an  before; and he, 
quickly lay ing  aside the  glass, lifted  the  pen, 
w rote his nam e below the  o ther, and passed the 
paper on. T hen  V irgil, if it  was he, liftin g  the 
glass said:

—‘ Child, te ll m e true, h ast thou an offer of 
love ? ’

“ T his s tung  m e to the  quick. I was asham ed 
to confess the tru th . B ut seeing the  glass aim ed 
a t m y breast, revealing, I had no doubt, m y secret 
thoughts, I dared  not deny, or prevaricate. 
H ang ing  m y head and w ith  b u rn in g  cheeks, I 
said softly:

—‘ No.’
— ‘ Child,’ he replied, while he crushed and 

th rew  away the  passport, ‘ these fields are no t for 
thee to-day. Go, and some o ther day thou  m ay ’st 
re tu rn , and if found w orthy, en te r these gates of 
deligh t.’

“ T he nex t in stan t a crash of th u n d er seem ed 
to b u rs t from  the  zenith  down upon m y head. 
I sp rang  a t the shock and awoke.

“ T he sash had closed. T he nex t m om ent Maria  
came flying into the room  as on the w ings of the 
the wind. I was sw eating w ith  exhaustion and 
frigh t.”



X X .

0  D eath you m ust surely delay;
M y beautiful journey is far from its goal,

1 have hardly set out on m y way;
O f the o 'er-arching elms th a t em border the whole, 

I  bu t passed the first colum ns to-day.

O death , I  'm  not ready to rest !
A t the banquet of life (yet hardly begun),

B ut an instan t my lips have been pressed 
T o  the brim  of the cup —  I have tasted but one —  

O h, how sw eet was the soul-thrilling  zest ! 20

^ H, M 'am ie!' exclaim ed sister, seeing the
drops on m y forehead, ‘you w ere fr ig h t

ened, w ere n 't  you ? ’
I —‘ Yes, M'amie,' I said. But the  tru th  was, I

was yet m ore su rprised  at seeing her looking so 
happy  and beautiful.

“ P resen tly  she began  b a th in g  m y face w ith 
a  soft tow el m oistened in  w ater perfum ed from  
one of the  new  bottles on the stand. I was 
fam iliar, as I have said, w ith  Aqua di Felsina, 
b u t th is rav ish ing  odor was d ifferent from  any
th in g  I had ever smelled. Y ears before I rem em -

A n d r é  C h é n i e r .



bered  som ething com parable to it though no t the 
sam e. I t  came about in  th is way:

“ I once w ent w ith A lpine flowers to a g rea t 
lady who was sick a t Aosta in  the Albergo della 
Posta. H er footm an, a few days before, had 
stopped a t our home, en qu iring  w here such flow
ers could be found for his padrona who was ill 
and longed for some. She used to g a th er such 
here  in  h e r girlhood; and Babbo th en  prom ised to 
send them  to her.

“ Maria and  I well knew  w here to look, and 
picked a lovely mazzolino [little  bunch] and p u t it 
in a little  basket m ade of sm all vine-stalks and 
fir-twigs, w ith  the softest and p re ttie s t mosses 
cool and dam p from  the edge of the g lacier near 
our house laid  delicately around. I t  was very 
beautifu l indeed, and sm elled very, very  sweet 
w hen I handed  i t  to the  m aid, who gave it into 
the  hand  of the  lady, who was reclined am ong 
g rea t pillows and silken cushions on som ething 
like a chair and a bed all in one.

“ As soon as she saw the basket and the 
fragrance reached h e r (for it soon filled the 
room), she opened w ide her beau tifu l eyes and 
spoke, in a soft, clear voice:

“ ‘Ah, che questo é odore soavissimo ! ’ [Oh, how very  
delicious this fragrance is],

“ T hen, as she pu t out h e r little  hand, as w hite 
209



as the  snow in w inter, and the fingers covered 
w ith rin g s  of gold and g litte rin g  w ith stones 
w hite and  red  and green, a little  fazzoletto dropped 
upon the  carpet, being flung by the quick m ove
m en t of h e r arm  near to m e b u t some distance 
from  h e r chair. I stooped and handed it to the 
maid. I t  was perfum ed w ith a w onderful odor; 
and I could n ’t help w hispering:

—‘ Oh, celeste ! ’ [heavenly],
—‘Is th a t perfum e agreeable to thee, Piccio- 

letta Ì ' [dear little  girl] said the  lady, se ttin g  the 
basket down on a pillow at h e r side.

—‘ Si, Vostra Altezza,’ [yes, your H ighness], I 
said ju s t above a w hisper (for I was m uch fr ig h t
ened at her), ‘ I do th ink  it m ust be like the  p e r
fum es in  Paradiso, for it is sw eeter th an  the  
incense a t the Mass for the dead.’

—‘ Buona Picciolctta ! '  [good, little  dear], she 
replied, ‘ thou shalt have it th en  to aid thy  
prayers.’

“ T hen  she took th is from  h e r own neck [here 
m y com panion pointed  to the pink coral rosary 
h an g in g  about h e r neck] and handed  it to the 
maid. T he crucifix is a bottle also.

—1 Lappa,' she said, ‘ fill th is from  the  green- 
and-gold flask on the fu rth e r side of the credenza 
[buffet] yonder, and p u t it in to  th a t Japanese 
cassettina (pointing to a little  gold-and-ebony box



on the to ile t stand), and g ive to la buonapicciolctta' 
[the good little  girl],

“ Then, ta lk ing  beau tifu lly  to m e all the  while, 
she drew  a purse from  the  bosom of h e r robe, and 
tak ing  out a b rig h t zecchino?1 beckoned to m e to 
come near her, and lay ing  the  shining piece of 
gold in  m y hand, w hich trem bled  so I could 
h ard ly  hold it, she said, w ith a soft, serious voice: 

— 1 May our L ady keep thee as fa ir and sweet 
as these delicious flowers, and m ake thee a dear 
deligh t to a good husband  some happy  day ! ’ 

“ A fte r the m aid had  given m e the little  box 
the lady raised  again to h e r face the basket I had 
brought, and said to  me, as I curtesied  backw ard 
tow ard the door,

— lAild/o, tu bella e buona fanciullina, a Dio, a Dio !' 
[Goodbye, God bless you, good little  beauty.]

“ Certainly, as you will suppose,” said m y com 
panion, unclasp ing  the  rosary  from  h e r neck, and 
offering m e to tes t the  tru th  of h e r assertions 
concerning it, “ I hold th is too precious for daily 
wear, or indeed ever to be taken  from  the  little  
tab le  in  our loft-cham ber u n d er the p icture of 
Madonna, w here I use it m orn ing  and  n ig h t a t m y 
prayers. E xcep t th a t I take it to the  Church 
th ree  or four tim es in  the  year a t h igh  Mass, and, 
as to-day, w hen I come to pray  for m y dead. 
T he perfum e is n ’t  quite gone yet.”



I b rough t the  cross near to  m y face and p e r
ceived a fa in t b u t delightful odor; and re tu rn ed  
the  precious charm  to the owner.

“ I t  was w ith  some such h igh ly  frag ran t w ater,” 
she continued, “ th a t Maria  was b a th in g  m y face 
and p ra ttlin g  on w ith h er loving talk, when we 
h eard  steps com ing up the walk; and p resen tly  
th e re  came a loud rapp ing  w hich echoed th rough  
the  room s below.

— ‘Ecco il medico!' [there ’s the  Doctor] cried 
M aria , rep lacing  her im plem ents on th e  little  
tab le  and  s ta rtin g  for the door. But before she 
reached  the  stairs, the steps w ere already inside 
the  ou ter door below. H ard ly  had she begun to 
descend w hen she re treated , saying gaily, as she 
reached  out h e r hand:

—‘ Buon giorno al nostro buon dottore ! ' [Good 
m orning, good Doctor !]

“ T hen  tu rn in g  tow ards me, as a very  large 
m an en tered  the cham ber, ca rry ing  cane and hat 
in  one hand  and a black lea th e rn  box in  the 
other, she said:

‘ Ecco il medico, AT'amie — questo é il dottor Ferrcnte, 
il  nostro buonissimo m e d ic o [Dr. F erren ti, dear, our 
very, very  nice physician.]

“ I tried  to smile, bu t was m ore afraid  than  
pleased; for he was so tall th a t he m ust stoop in 
en te rin g  the cham ber, and so broad th a t the



w idth of the door hard ly  sufficed to le t him  in. 
H is b ig  head  was covered w ith coal-black hair, 
which hu n g  low on his shoulders; and if possible, 
a still b lacker beard  w holly unshaven hu n g  in  an 
enorm ous m ass on his breast, and covered his 
face like a bear-skin  mask, except w here a broad 
forehead lay above large, black, yet gen tle eyes, 
and a long  G recian nose ran  down betw een until 
it reached  the  trem endous m oustache which only 
failed to conceal the cherry-red  line betw een it 
and the  m ountains of h a ir beneath.

“ I really  trem bled  w ith fear as I looked up and 
saw him, so b ig  and black and hairy, slowly 
approaching the  bed; bu t ”— here she stopped 
suddenly  short. I tu rn ed  to discover the  cause. 
She glanced up into m y face. O ur eyes m et. I 
saw th a t hers w ere suddenly sw im m ing and at 
the sam e tim e I was am azed to see th a t a crim son 
blush was ris ing  over h e r whole face. I was 
u tte rly  a t a loss to account for th is apparen tly  
new  revelation, and m y curiosity would have 
im pelled m e to throw  in an enqu iry  here; bu t 
fo rtunate ly  delicacy and discretion held  m y 
tongue, and I in stan tly  tu rn ed  aw ay m y eyes 
again and m ade a successful effort to look uncon- 
erned  and unsuspecting.

But she evidently  felt th a t she had already 
gone too far for an ab rup t re tre a t and in  a



m om ent, endeavoring  to finish her sentence, she 
stam m ered:

—‘ But since — th a t is — w hen I learned  to — to 
know him  — I came to — to feel — feel d ifferently  
— tow ard him. But he looked to m e then, so 
like a g rea t w ild bear of the m ountains, th a t I 
was filled w ith dislike and fear of him  and w ished 
him  quickly gone.

—‘ Buon giorno, si, si, buonissimo giorno, grazie a 
Dio, Signorina ’ [W ell done ! little  lady, you look 
better, I ’m glad to see], he said as he approached 
the  bed, w ith  a soft voice and a sym pathetic 
accent which a t once reassured  me, ‘ I ’m so g lad  
to see your begli occhini [p re tty  eyes] at last.’

“ T hen  sea ting  him self in the carved oaken 
arm chair th a t M aria  had  pu t at the bedside for 
him, he w ent th rough  the  m otions th a t all the 
doctors d o — holding m y w rist a long  w hile in  
one hand  w ith his w atch in  the other, w hipping 
out a glass tube from  his pocket and slipping it 
u n d er m y tongue, lay ing  his g rea t head  down on 
one ea r upon m y bosom, and finally tapp ing  m e 
round  in  m any places and asking m e m any ques
tio n s— all which m ade me feel very  queer — for I 
had  never been a ttended  by a doctor before. A t 
last, tu rn in g  to M aria  he said:

“ ‘ Tutto é buono. Sicuro, essa sta meglio oggi.' 
[She is certain ly  b e tte r  to-day — sym ptom s good.] 

2 1 4



T hen, lean ing  back in the  arm chair, w ith  a grave 
and gen tle  voice th a t soothed m y nerves and won 
a t once the whole confidence of m y soul, he said : 

—‘ Signorine, listen  and carefully  obey ’—
—‘We will, we will, Signor Medico '— we both 

in  a b rea th  in terjected .
—1 Questa signorettina ’ [th is dear-little-young- 

lady], he w ent on, ‘ m ust not, for one week more, 
a t least, go out of th is room, nor gaze into the 
sky ’— I had  told him, in  answ er to one of his 
questions, som ething, not all, of m y sky-dream  — 
‘ nor look down from  th is window, nor even from 
the top of the stairs.’

“ T hen  reach ing  for the black box and tak ing  
out a little  package, which he laid  on the stand, 
he said:

—‘ T hese pellets are to be taken  according to 
the  directions w ith in .’ Then, draw ing out two 
bottles, he said:

‘ H ere  is M antuan of an especial quality  — 
both  g rape and m a k e — which I requ ire  the 
Count to keep always by him. Indeed, it is out 
of the lot which m y nephew  was b rin g in g  when 
his m ishap occurred. I would have it taken quite 
freely.

‘ F o r meals, you will see on the prescription 
card of yesterday  w hat I still recom m end. T he 
gam e I will send — at all events, the quail and



partridge  — w hile I stay  a t Martigny,which will be 
some days yet.

‘ Now as to m y nephew ,’ he continued, ‘ and 
the Count’s w aiting-m an, who has been here these 
four days, I shall take them  w ith  m e to the Hotel 
to-day. I wish to have Luigi n ea re r to m e for 
m ore constant exam ination and for some m ore 
frequen t surgical applications which can only be 
executed by m y own hand. I wish, also, a t this 
earliest possible m om ent, to relieve you all here 
of a burden  you have borne too long already. 
But for his daily airings I will for some days yet 
have him  b rough t here, for the stay of an  hour or 
two, till the dog shall g e t acquainted w ith  his 
new  m asters, the pastures and the flocks ’—

—1 Ah, th a t d readful dog,’ I said. ‘ will he ever 
come to obey us and love us ? ’

—‘ Most surely  he w ill,’ said the doctor, 11 have 
know n him  long. H e is of the noblest blood and 
perfectly  educated. W hen once he understands 
th a t you are his m aste r’s friends, he will give his 
allegiance to you, and there  is no th ing  he will 
not do for you. H e will work for you and guard  
you even w ith his life.’

‘ I shall have the honor of p resen ting  him  to 
your Signor Padre, as a p a rt (if I m ay call so insig
nificant a g ift a part) of the poor re tu rn  we shall 
find it in our pow er to m ake for services th a t



have been the price of his life. The ten d er care, 
the labor, the suffering, and I m ay tru ly  add the 
peril, hard ly  yet passed, of th is giovanettina [sweet 
little  young wom an], I can never hope to requite , 
except by the poor trib u te  of m y infinite thanks, 
and m y daily p rayers th a t Iddio will bountifu lly  
repay  h er and you all in H is own heavenly coin.

‘As to the money, Luigi shall have the fifty 
scudi he dem ands for the dog. If  it w ere fifty 
tim es fifty, I should gladly give it, for the love of 
his M other, now in Paradiso— May our Lady 
com fort h e r ! ’

“ H is voice trem bled  so as to be alm ost inaudi
ble. He paused a m om ent, and I saw a tear 
stand ing  in the corner of his eye. But he 
w ent on:

‘ I owe, I owe to h e r all the prom otion and 
success I have atta ined  in the w orld.’

—‘ Oh, tell us, Signor Dottore, tell us about h er,’ 
we both said in one breath.

—‘ You have heard  of the p lague th a t p revailed  
in the M arches, and especially sw ept over Ancona 
and the environs forty  years ago ?

—1 Si, si, sicuro, Dottore,’ I said, ‘ I have heard  
Babbo say th a t some of his relations w ere carried 
off by it, and there  was a little  p roperty  in the 
division com ing to us — some curious ancient 
th ings especially, which he would have been very



glad  to  ge t; but, a t the tim e, on account of the 
pest and fear of infection, the  doganieri [custom 
house officers], would allow no th ing  to pass, and 
th ere  being  nobody there  to rep resen t us and 
care for them , w hen the disease was over and the 
fr ig h t gone, th ey  were at last sold for expenses, 
and  no th ing  from  them  came to us.

—1 S ister and I,’ he continued, ‘ w ere th en  m ade 
orphans. I was eight, she twelve. O ur cottage 
and  garden  were le t fo r a long  te rm  at sixty 
scudi. S ister w ent to service w ith the Parroco 
[rector of the parish]. He, for h e r service, gave 
m e m y food and tau g h t m e Latin. T he sixty 
scudi p a rtly  bough t h e r clothes and mine, and 
p a rt she spun and wove and m ade ; and did it 
m ostly  in the n ig h t time.

‘ But w hen I w ent up  to the  U niversity , then  
came the pinch. She w ent barefoot th a t I m igh t 
have shoes, and in  rags, th a t I m igh t have books. 
A nd one th in g  m ore — the hardest of all I th ink  
for honest m aiden-pride to bear — w hen the 
sum m ons of m y enro llm ent came and the con
scription office m ust be settled  w ith, she was 
a lready  betro thed. W ith m y diplom a one h u n 
dred  zecchini would free m e from  going into the 
barracks. O ur patrim ony had ju s t been sold for 
one hundred  zecchini. O ne-half of th is was hers; 
and was h e r only dowry. She gave up to m e her



share. I w ent free, and she w ent to h e r husband, 
as we say, ‘ in her sh ift.’

‘Ah, yes, she was a saint, and finally a m arty r, 
I m ay say, to h e r un iversal charity  — to her 
s trugg les for m e and for others. Grazie a Dio, I 
had  the priv ilege to nurse h e r th rough  h e r last 
sickness. She took in  a poor s tran g e r who fell 
sick at h e r door. He, th rough  h e r self-exhausting 
efforts recovered, and, blessing God and her, w ent 
on his way. She was struck  by the contagion he 
b ro u g h t and died. I took h e r last kiss and gave 
h e r the  last. I closed h e r eyes. Ah, m e ! I 
would have died for her. I should be g lad  to 
take h e r chances at the Ju d g m en t Day.

‘ Luigi was tw elve w hen he lost her. T he dear 
fellow has a soul so like hers. H e has been 
ev ery th ing  to h is fa ther, and I m ay say also to 
m e,— though  m y duties have kep t m e m uch apart 
from  him. We can see h is m o th er’s face, and 
h ea r a rem inder of h e r w onderful voice in  his. 
H e has had  a hard  life. I fear a h a rd er is yet 
before him . T he ru le  of conscription is s tric te r 
now th an  ever. Still I do not despair. I shall 
do all I can ; and se piace a Dio [if it please 
God], I hope to get him  off a t least from  the 
barracks.’

—‘ Oh do, do,’ we said together; and I th ink  the 
doctor saw the tears in  Maria's eyes and m ine;



for he gave an  understand ing  look and said p aren 
thetically, yet tenderly,

— ‘Buone fanciulline! '  [dear, good girls], and 
continued: ‘ A nd for th is reason, I am going to
send him  hom e by the way of Lcuk and the 
Simplon. A t the Leukerbad I le ft an old friend, a 
militare. H e is an officer of ran k  and influence 
on the staff of G eneral Ondinolo, the  Commandante 
of the E m pero r’s arm y in Lombardia. H e has 
tw ice owed his life to me.

—‘ Oh, Signor Dottore ! ' I exclaimed.
—‘ H ow he m ust love you ! ’ added Maria.
— ‘ W hat a heavenly  thing, I said, it m ust be to 

be a d o cto r— a good and g rea t doctor like you, 
who can destroy the disease before it destroys 
the  people.’

—‘Yes,’ said M aria  softly, ‘ it m akes m e th ink  
of San Michele, the archangel, d riv ing  Lucifero out 
of heaven.’

—‘ Hold, hold, Signorine,’ w hispered the doctor, 
w ith  a cunning  tw inkle in  his eye, and strik ing  
tow ards us, repressively, w ith  the palm s of each 
hand, ‘ th is is all tru e  enough, a t least, I should 
hope so, b u t in th is case, Signorine, it  was not 
il medico b u t l ' amico [not m edicine, bu t love], th a t 
saved h im .’

—‘T ell us, te ll us about it, then, Signor Dot
tore,’ we both  urged.
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—‘ T he first tim e,’ he replied, 1 was w hen we 
w ere boys a t college in  Milano. We w ere both 
poor and unknown. We had  w alked over to Como 
the day before. In  the  m orn ing  we had  seen 
m any sigh ts ; v isited the  beau tifu l old m arb le 
Cathedral, w ith its  statues, a t the entrance, of 
the  elder and  the younger P liny  (who w ere both 
born  in  Como), and the  ra re  p ictures on the  walls ; 
spent an  hour am ong the  silk-factories ; and in 
the  afternoon we w ent down to the  w est side of 
the  tow n n ea r the quay to see the sta tue  of the 
fam ous electrician, Volta, whose b irthp lace and 
hom e was Como, and whose g rea t discoveries we 
w ere then  studying.

‘ L a te r we saun tered  on outside the  p ier and 
lounged a w hile in  the Giardino Publico, beside 
the  lake. T he afternoon was hot. My young 
friend, who was a perfect w ater-duck, as I also 
was, proposed a swim. L ike boys, as we were, to 
say it was to do it. In  a trice, we had  unrobed  
and p lunged  in. We w ere m any rods away 
from  the  b a th ers’ beach and the guy-ropes which 
are stretched  some distance in to  the w ater for 
th e ir protection. T he w ater in  th is spot was not 
of the w arm est, and no doubt we had rem ained 
in it longer th an  we ought.

‘A t all events, while we w ere floating and tu rn 
ing  som ersaults, and perfo rm ing  various freaks



and frolics, a good way from  the shore, I heard  a 
cry and saw him  disappear. T he distance b e
tw een us was considerable and I did no t a t first 
th in k  of any danger, bu t supposed th a t he had 
called m e to observe some trick  he was going to 
execute.

‘ B ut a fte r w aiting  u n til I becam e alarm ed, I 
swam to the  spot, dove to the  bottom , found him  
fast clenched to some root or log, to re him  away, 
rose w ith  him  to the  surface, and bore him  on m y 
back to the  shore.

‘A t first I laid  him  on the  ho t sand. T he w ater 
poured from  his m outh  and his nostrils. But his 
b rea th  was gone, his h ea rt was still, his face was 
livid. I was frigh tened  alm ost out of m y life. I 
was alone. T he b a th in g  hour was passed and 
the beach was then  deserted.

‘ I knew  well th a t tim e was life or death  to him. 
I though t of no th ing  else. I snatched  him  up, 
ju st as we urere, sw ung him  upon m y back, and 
s ta rted  for a country-seat w hich stood on the 
m ountain-side, a t the end of a s tra ig h t lane, 
overlooking the spot.

‘ I ran  w ith  m y u tm ost speed up  the  gentle 
acclivity, bu t the  w eight of m y bu rden  and m y 
frig h t soon began  to te ll on m y streng th . F ee l
ing  m y load grow ing heavier, and m y energies 
steadily  failing, m y alarm  increased lest I should



not by  m y u tm ost effort be able to sustain  the 
stra in  till help could be reached, and th is dread 
con tribu ted  every m om ent m ore and still m ore to 
exhaust m y rem ain ing  powers.

‘T he distance to the  v illa  was a good h a lf m ile; 
bu t I had  no t gone a hundred  rods w hen I saw a 
cloud of dust rising  in  fron t of m e a good way up 
the road. I could not te ll w hat it was, b u t it 
flashed into m e a little  hope and I s trugg led  
on yet m ore intensely.

‘ A  few m om ents afterw ards the  blessed reality  
daw ned upon me. T he coach of the  p roprie to r 
of the v illa  was descending for the  usual evening 
drive along the  rom antic borders of th is  charm 
ing  water.

‘ I t  did n ’t need even m y cry of d istress to ex
plain  the  situation. T he first glance told all. 
T he w ord was given. T he horses w ere pulled 
upon th e ir haunches. T he re ins w ere th row n to 
the  footm an. T he coachm an leaped from  the 
box. T he gentlem an sp rang  from  the  carriage. 
T he lady descended w ith a little  scream  and 
threw  around me a shawl to rn  from  h e r own 
shoulders. T he little  dau g h ter followed and 
added another. My com panion was quickly 
w rapped in  the  livery-blankets and lifted  in 
the arm s of the two men. In  less tim e th an  it 
takes to tell it, the doubly-loaded coach was re- 
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tu rn in g  to the  house w ith horses at a gallop, and 
the footm an le ft to ga ther up  our garm ents on 
the beach.

‘ F ive m inu tes later, the surgeon of the house, 
w ith all needful assistants and every  suitable ap
pliance, was doing his u tm ost on the  body of m y 
young friend. D uring a considerable tim e his 
life h u n g  in the balance, or ra th e r the  balance 
still tu rn ed  against it. T he whole household 
stood in in tense and pain fu l suspense. T he 
serving-m en w ent about shaking  th e ir heads 
w ith  an  occasional m eaning  snort. T he m aids 
kep t up  a sobbing and sigh ing  over th e ir h a lf
neglected  duties. T he gentlem an and lady sat 
on the  balcony hand in hand, in silence, looking 
out on the treacherous water, and th in k in g  m any 
sad and solem n thoughts. T he little  d augh ter 
was crouched on a low stool at th e ir feet, 
weeping.

‘ I t  is enough to say th a t his life was at last 
found to be in  him  ; and a fte r hours of skilled and 
tireless trea tm ent, he was quietly  sleeping in  bed 
w ith  a w atcher s itting  at the bedside.

‘ I was courteously en terta ined  for the night, 
and, re freshed  w ith repose, re tu rn ed  strong  and 
well to  m y College du ty  on the morrow. T he 
place I  have never since visited, and these good 
people I have never since seen.



‘ My young friend  rem ained  to convalesce in 
the  care of the surgeon and u n d er the hospitality  
of the  lovely and m otherly  Countess. A fte r some 
weeks he re tu rn ed  to  College w ith s treng th  
recovered. But, I m ay say, th a t he no t only 
recovered his health , b u t found m uch m ore there , 
— th rough  this s trange in troduction  of mine.

‘T h at house becam e th e rea fte r his second 
home. H is vacations w ere spen t there . T h a t 
little  d au g h te r grew  la rg e r and lovelier a t each 
re tu rn in g  visit; and he g rew  m anlier and w iser 
as the years w ent on. You know the rest. H is 
charm ing  wife to-day, and the m other of his chil
dren, was th en  the  sweet child of th a t household, 
who first m et him  u nder the ex trao rd inary  cir
cum stances which so touched h e r little  heart. It 
has been  largely  th rough  the pow erful influence 
of h e r fam ily and its w ide connections th a t he 
has risen  in the m ilitary, and indeed in to  p artic 
u lar favor w ith H is M ajesty the Em peror.

1 F our years ago, in  the b a ttle  of Novara , we 
were to g eth er on the  staff of Carlo Alberto. H is 
horse was blow n to pieces u nder him  by  a shell, 
and he fell in to  m y arm s w ith a severed leg- 
artery . H is life would have ebbed away in  less 
th an  th ree  m inutes. W ith thum b and knee I 
held the hem orrhage back for m ore th an  two 
hours, till an am bulance and assistance came. In



the hospital I  w atched it, I m ay say, w ithout 
w inking, till the essential t is su e s 'h ad  knit.

‘ H e is all in  m y in terest and will do any th ing  
possible for me. I hope he will be able to p e r
suade his chief to recom m end Luigi for the  E m 
p ero r’s re lie f from  the conscription.

1 T he fact is th a t he ought to receive a certifi
cate and re lie f on the ground of incapacity. I 
find him  m uch in jured . I do no t know how 
much. I have g rea t fears bo th  for his head and 
lungs. I t  will requ ire  tim e, at the best, to m ake 
him  sound again. If  he w ere to be pu t in  b a r
racks now, I should fear the worst. But we will 
try  — I m ay say, we will pull hard  — to avoid th a t.’ 

“ R ising  to  go, he laid on the stand  a purp le 
lea thern  purse, w hich contained, as we afterw ards 
found, one hundred  golden ducats, saying in  a 
hu rried  way:

‘ W ill you have the  goodness to p resen t th is to 
your Signor Padre w ith  m y com plim ents . . .  I m ay 
say . . . m y m ost d istinguished  reg ard  ? I shall 
hope to see you all again du rin g  the  week. If  my 
directions are followed, I am  sure I shall not 
be needed. But in  any em ergency, of course 
you will send for me. . . . Addio Signorine!'

“ W ith these words, responded to by our 1 Addio, 
addio buono Signor Dottore,’ he bowed him self 
out of the room  and descended, followed by



Maria. T he prepara tions below, which I could 
ind istinctly  hear th rough  the closed doors, lasted 
a q u arte r of an hour, and th en  I heard  re trea tin g  
footsteps outside, and finally the gradually  d im in
ish ing  sound of a char ro lling  away.

R O A D  T O  M A R T IG N Y  F R O M  CA SA  O M B R O S IN I,



X X I.

“ Alive as the  w ind-harp, how  gently  soever 
I f  wooed by the Zephyr, to m usic will quiver,

Is  W om an to H ope and to F e a r ." 55
S c h i l l e r ,  Bulwer's Translation.

( (  A F T E R  the last sounds of departu re  had 
I ~ \  ceased and the lessening ra ttle  of the 

vanishing char had faded out in  the distance, 
and all was noiseless in  the house save the 
m onotonous clicking of the  cuckoo-clock in the 
kitchen, and only the tink le of the m ountain  riv 
ulets m ing ling  w ith  the soft, sad diapason of the 
m oaning fir-tree tops floated on the bosom of the 
solem n stillness abroad, and m y h ea rt was sink
ing  every  m om ent deeper into a sen tim ent of 
loneliness and despair, Maria again appeared, 
and as she entered, stepped  briskly  up to the 
little  stand  at the  bedside, saying in h er gayest 
tones :

—‘ Now, M ’amie, we m ust do our best to get 
you well, and that, too, as soon as we can.’ Then, 
as she took up the package and exam ined the
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doctor’s pencilling  on the label, she added, ‘We 
m ust obey the orders of the Medico very  carefully ,’ 
and w ent on read ing  aloud : “ Per Signorina M arta 
Ombrosità— Istruzione dentro” and began un ty ing  
the packet. I t  was elegantly  pu t up. F irs t there  
was a w hite w rapper fastened w ith blue twine. 
N ext, a blue w rapper fastened  w ith yellow twine. 
W hen the second w rapper was opened, a pink 
paper box appeared, and a card dropped on the 
floor. T he box Maria handed directly  to me, 
while she stooped to recover the  card. O pen
ing  the  box, I found a phial and two sm all 
boxes, one purple, the o ther white, each sepa
ra te ly  w rapped in the softest orange-colored tis 
sue paper. Maria then  gave m e the  card which 
she had been closely exam ining. I had never 
before seen a prescription, m uch less one by a 
physician to nobility. T he card had a g ilt edge 
and a g ilt border half as broad as the  yellow 
spots on the neck of a pheasant. A t the top 
was a p icture of the Buon Samaritano, also in 
gilt, and the le tte rs  g . f . curiously w ound in 
to g e th er and p rin ted  upon it in scarlet ink. 
Below, it was p artly  p rin ted  and p artly  w ritten. 
I keep it still in m y treasure-box, and have 
read it over a thousand tim es since. I t said :

“ P r e s c r i z i o n e  N u m e r o  51, C. O ttobre 28, 1854.
‘ Of pellets in  the w hite box, two every four 
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hours — b u t if the patien t sleeps, on waking. If 
nausea occur, in te rm it four hours, and use, in 
stead, one half-teaspoonful from  the phial in  a 
w ine-glass of water.

1 One pellet from  the purp le box before re tirin g  
and before siesta.

‘ M oderate m eals four tim es daily. A void salted 
flesh-m eat or fish and acids. M utton or venison, 
gam e, milk, vegetables, and fru it are commended.

‘ Use the  M antuan freely  at meals.
‘ F o rm er directions cancelled, except the  con

finem ent, the  m edicated, clinic bath, and the in 
halations from  the g reen  bottle. F e r r e n t i  ’

“ A t th a t m om ent the cuckoo in the k itchen 
sung  four. I t  was the  hour for executing  m y 
clinic bath. This, according to the orders of the 
Medico, was done in  little  sections, as I could bear 
it, and w ith  a m edicinal infusion and tem p era tu re  
which, as fa r as possible, was an im itation  of the 
Leukerbad. T he m edications and the necessary 
therm om eter had  been  left by  the Medico on his 
previous v isit.”

Being th en  in  m y youth, and no t largely  ac
quain ted  w ith Ita ly  or its  people, I was struck  by 
the  extrem e and  seem ingly unnecessary ex ten t 
and m inuteness of the physician’s orders in a 
case w hich seem ed to me ne ith e r apparen tly



dangerous in  its outlook, nor especially am ena
ble to physic. But since I have come to know 
th e  p ractitioners of Ita ly  better, and th e ir scien
tific and m oral stand ing  in  the  profession — and I 
believe that, as a class, th ere  is no t in the world 
a  m ore learned, skillful, and painstak ing  com pany 
of professional gentlem en — I find th a t the g rea t 
Ferrenti did w hat and only w hat I m ust expect, 
according to the lim its of his possibilities, from  
every  hum blest p ractitioner in Italy.

“ T he im itation  of the Leukerbad finished, Maria 
d ressed m y hair anew, and perfum ed m y cheeks 
and  tem ples from  the  ampulletta on the  stand. 
T hen, hav ing  given m e the first pellets, and sit
tin g  down by the bed, she took m y hand  in  one 
of hers, and sm oothing it w ith  the o ther — an old 
hab it of ours when alone to g e th e r— she said, hes
ita tin g  a little  and looking down into h e r lap, and 
I thought, b lush ing  sligh tly  :

—1M 'amie, you are so m uch b e tte r  now — I am 
so curious — I w ant to know — I am dying  to hear 
it — w ould you m ind te llin g  m e about you and 
L u ig i— th at is, w hat happened  to him  — I mean, 
how you got h u rt — w hat m addened the dog ? ’

—‘ W hy, /  don’t  know, M'amie,' I said. ‘ How 
did I come to be in th is bed ? ’

—‘ I don’t know exactly ,’ she replied.
—1 But w hat do you know ,’ I said.



—‘Well, w hen Babbo came out to the pastu re ,— 
it was the  U pper Meadow, you know — and took 
charge of the sheep, and sen t m e in, I found you 
on our bed, w rapped in a blanket. T he Medico 
had  been  here and left instructions and gone 
away. T his cot and stand  and easy-chair and 
some of the phials were in  the room. B u t—’ 

—‘ Do n ’t you know how I got here  ? ’ I in te r
rupted.

—‘ Babbo to ld  m e,’ she replied, ‘ th a t as he was 
com ing up the  path  w ith  the  Medico and the w ait
ing  m an, they  all heard  a very  sharp  growl, and 
looking up, saw, th rough  the  window, som eth ing  
like a w om an’s dress flying across the room, and 
in stan tly  s ta rted  to  ru n  w ith all th e ir m igh t for 
the  house. W hen the  Medico, who was a few 
steps in  advance, arrived  at the door of the room, 
he tu rn ed  around to Babbo and the w aiting-m an, 
and exclaim ing :

' Per I ' amor di Dio ! ’ [good heavens], beckoned 
to them  to stop.

‘ Then, while th ey  stood outside in a g rea t 
fr ig h t and wonder, he  flew in. T hey  heard  
loud thum pings and th rash ings and the trem en 
dous voice of the Medico rebuk ing  the dog. T hen  
came a hoarse, g u ttu ra l sound, as if the beast 
w ere being  thro ttled . T hen  th ere  was a silence; 
and not being  w illing to rem ain  any longer in 
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doubt, th ey  opened the  door to follow the  Medico. 
But, before they  had crossed the  kitchen, they  
m et him  com ing out of the  sick-room w ith you in 
his g rea t arms, w rapped close from  head to feet 
in his own traveling-b lanket, w hich he happened  
to have in  his hand. Calling to  Babbo to show 
the way to  some o ther room, he b ro u g h t you here 
and p u t you, all in the blanket, like a m um m y, 
into th is bed.’

—‘ Is th a t all you know ? ’ I asked.
—‘ A bout all,’ she answered. ‘ I found your 

best holiday gown on the  floor, a petticoat, apron, 
and o ther th ings a pile of rags. I was kep t till 
dark  com bing out your touseled hair, w ashing off 
a hundred  soiled spots, and patch ing  the long 
scratches w ith the empiastri which the Medico had  
left. I did n ’t find the rose tte  t i l l—’

—‘ W hen did the  young m an come to h im self ? ’ 
I broke in.

—11 don’t know,’ she replied.
—‘ Did the Medico say any th ing  about i t ? ’ I 

insisted.
—‘ N ot — not to me, bu t I th ink  he told Babbo 

th a t the p a tien t era svegliato [was awake] w hen he 
first saw him .’

1Mon D ieu!' I scream ed, s ta rtin g  to rise, bu t 
S ister gen tly  laid m e down again. My cheeks 
burned. I covered m y face w ith m y hands and



sobbed : “ T hen  he saw it — he saw it all ! — Oh, 
how can I ever m eet him  again ! ”

—‘ Perhaps you’ll not have to m eet h im ,’ said 
S ister, tenderly  ; bu t this was the hardest blow of 
all, though she struck it innocently. I bu rst into 
tears. I could only sob:

—‘ P ity  me, p ity  me, holy V irg in  ! — I tended  
him  all day — like a frig h ten ed  slave — I was 
b rin g in g  him  the m edicine — I tripped  on the 
ru g — (of course, this was a lie, a w hite lie, bu t I 
could n ’t te ll the tru th ) — and the dreadful dog — 
the  horrid  beast, sp rang  upon me — th a t is all I 
know — till I awoke in  this bed.’

—1 O M 'a m ie! ' cried Maria, gently, yet doubt- 
ingly.

—‘ I sw ear by the holy Cross,’ said I, im pa
tiently , 1 th a t is all /  know. But w hy do you 
seem  to doubt ? ’

—‘Perhaps I was m istaken ,’ she replied, ‘bu t I 
th ough t I overheard  Luigi te llin g  the doctor tha t 
your face was close to his on the pillow. I 
tho u g h t it likely th a t in  your excitem ent and 
p ity  over the  poor fellow, unconscious and 
m oaning so, you kissed his forehead — natu ra lly  
enough, too.’

“ A t th is I was crazed, and swore an aw ful oath 
by  the  M other of God. I t was only a fte r the 
w orst penance I ever got, th a t I was absolved.



Maria p u t her hand  lovingly over m y m outh, 
and  said :

—‘ H ush, M 'amie, i t ’s all righ t. We all know 
th a t it is a true, dear, good g irl you are.’ T hen  
we heard  Babbo com ing in, and she w ent below .” 

H ere  m y com panion seem ed out of breath, and 
tu rn in g  aside to a g reen  bank facing the  west, 
u n d er the shade of an old beach, she said :

“ L et us sit down a b it here. T he story goes 
now rap id ly  to the end. Or, perhaps you do n ’t 
care to hear any more. W hy should you afflict 
yourself w ith m y trouble ? ”

I en trea ted  h e r to go on to the end. So we sat 
down, at a little  d istance from  each other, on the 
bank. She pu t h er shoes beside h e r and laid  her 
h a t upon them . T hen  suddenly  rising, she w ent 
a few steps along the bank, and p resen tly  re 
tu rn ed  w ith several small, blue flowers in her 
hand, one of which she gave me, and resum ing 
h e r seat and ra ising  to her face the  bunch which 
she held, she said :

“ O, Signore, senta ! — che v’ è di più dolce ? ”
I b rough t it to m y nose, as she bade me, and 

repeated  her words : What is there sweeter 1
“ I t  was p artly  these,” she added, “ th a t I car

ried  to the  Signora a t Aosta."
A fte r a little  pause, toy ing  w ith  the flowers, 

she proceeded: “ Maria re tu rned , b rin g in g  a



sm all Sevres vase which had belonged to our 
Nonina [dear grandm am m a], filled w ith  these 
flowers. I t  had been stand ing  in  Luigi's room, 
b u t now she thought I would enjoy them .

— ‘Mille grazie,’ [a thousand thanks], I said, 
‘and who gathered  them  for h im ? ’

—11 — I did — I picked them ,’ she whispered.
—‘ Did he ask you for them  ? ’ I replied, m y 

heart, ra th e r than  m y head, speaking, and hard ly  
know ing w hat I said.

—‘N-o-o-o — no t exactly ,’ she replied, — ‘he 
never asked — never — never asked for any th ing ; 
b u t he saw one in  m y — m y hand  as I approached 
his bed one day, and looking up into m y face w ith 
a smile, drew  it from  betw een m y fingers, and 
held it so lovingly, and sm elled it and gazed on 
it so earnestly , th a t as soon as I was free, you 
know the  spot, M 'amie, I w ent and picked this 
vase full and p u t it on the  little  tab le  beside his 
pillow, w here he could look a t them  and smell 
them  as he lay th ere  so suffering and sad.’

“ I m ade no reply, for I was holding the vase 
and alternate ly  sm elling the flowers and look
ing  at them  and thinking. I t  was so pleasant 
to m e to rem em ber th a t Luigi had gazed on 
them , and sm elled them , and enjoyed them ; and 
indeed I was in  full sym pathy w ith h er when 
in a trem b lin g  voice she continued:



‘ A nd I was so thankfu l th a t he did enjoy 
th e m — poor fellow ! H e was so feeble and so 
lonely and so d istressed th in k in g  of his poor 
Babbo, alone at home, bu t yet so p a tien t and 
gen tle  and noble in all he said, and '— here  she 
hesitated  and stam m ered and blushed and added 
—‘he was so g ra te fu l for ev ery th ing  I did for 
him  — spoke to me so sw eetly — and praised 
me so ten d erly  yet so re sp ec tfu lly — I could — 
I could g ladly  take care — take care of him  — 
all m y life — I m ean — I m ean if he w ere sick.’

“ As she spoke the  last words, she blushed 
deeply and tears  tw inkled in h e r eyes, yet her 
face beam ed w ith tenderness. T he sigh t pu t me 
on a rack of to rtu re. W hen I tho u g h t how h er 
atten tions had m et w ith  g ra titu d e  and praise, 
w ith respectfu l kindness, and perhaps w ith love 
itself; while m y at least equal devotion had  re 
su lted  in m y sham eful fight w ith the dog, and m y 
unspeakable disgrace before his eyes, and probably 
in  h is reg ard in g  me w ith repulsion and contem pt; 
— the b itte rness of m y reflections, and the stin g 
ing  sense of m y w rongs was too m uch for m y 
courage and too m uch for m y streng th .

“ I had no tears, nor did I sob, nor moan. I 
closed m y eyes. T here  came a strange sensation 
over m y heart. I though t I was going to die. I 
opened m y eyes, all was black. T he nex t I knew,



Sister was stooping over me, b a th ing  m y tem ples 
w ith cold w ater and holding a little  bottle at m y 
nose.

“As soon as I came to myself, m y b reast heaved 
w ith  sobs which I could not restra in ; and a to r
re n t of tears  poured over m y face. Maria, how
ever, very  natu ra lly  m isunderstood the  real cause 
of m y emotion. Ju d g in g  from  h e r own feelings 
(of w hich her own sw im m ing eyes were sufficient 
evidence), she im agined th a t m ine w ere tears  of 
p ity  for the young m an, m ingled w ith sym pathy 
in  h e r tenderness. L aying  away her cold towels 
and sm elling bottle, she knelt a t the bedside, 
covered h e r face w ith h er hands, and laid her 
head  gen tly  on m y bosom. We rem ained thus 
some m inutes w ithout speaking. M eantim e the 
tu m u lt of m y em otions subsided, she arose, 
pressed her lips to m y forehead in  silence and 
descended to p repare and b rin g  m y supper; and 
th is subject was no t again spoken of betw een us.

“ T he second day after, I sat some hours in  the 
easy-chair, during  which the  Medico called, con
versed of m y hea lth  and trea tm en t only, and said 
his goodbye. In  two days m ore I w alked about 
the  room, b u t did no t go below till the full week 
was over. M eanwhile M aria , relieved of constant 
attendance on me, spent some hours each day 
w ith the  sheep in  com pany w ith the dog.



“ E very  day I heard  the char arrive and knew  
th a t the young m an was spending  an hour or two 
in  the  pastures. H is arrival was com m only some 
hours a fte r M aria  had gone to the flocks. One 
day, however, com ing m uch ea rlie r th an  usual, he 
found h e r still in the  house. I heard  him  enter, 
and heard  a sm all p a rt of the conversation, while 
she was finishing h e r housew ifery and p rep arin g  
to go w ith him  to the  g razing  grounds. I only 
caught d istinctly  the  words: ‘ I f  it is n't yes, I
think it w ill kill me.’

“ You will im agine th a t I had built up  in m y 
fancy every  day w hat Luigi and M aria  m igh t be 
saying and doing in the pastures. Still, unless it 
were by  th a t unusual lig h t in  h e r eyes, and a 
m anner and m ovem ent ra th e r m ore gay  and 
m erry  th an  h e r common soft and sober way, she 
had  not shown by  word or look, since she k n elt a t 
the  bedside and w ept tears of p ity  on m y bosom, 
any sym ptom s, so fa r as I could discover, of a 
ten d ere r in terest, or of m ore in tim ate  re la tions 
w ith him  th an  before.

“ To be sure, I observed th a t she called him  
‘ Luigi,' and now and then  m erely  ‘ Lu.' But I ' 
rem em bered  th a t she had  done so ever since I 
awoke in the  little  bed. P erhaps it was only h er 
way, for she was always sparing  of h er breath . 
Or she m igh t have caught it from  the  Medico.



“ Now I was sure I heard  som ething im portant. 
F or w hat else could it be, bu t th a t he was pressing 
a suit of . . .  ? I did not, I could not pronounce 
the word.

“ My h ea rt fluttered. My head swam. A 
fa in tness came over me. I laid m y head back 
upon the  pillow s of the easy-chair and closed 
m y aching eyes — not for sleep, b u t for b itte r  
reflection.

“ I recalled  m y fate in  the dream . W as not 
th a t dream  perhaps prophetic in telligence brough t 
to m e by m y guard ian  angel from  heaven ? — or 
perhaps from  m y dear M other in Paradiso? — 
perhaps to w arn  me of some danger — or to com 
fort m e in com ing disappointm ent. W as I not 
sure ly  en terin g  now into the darken ing  atm os
phere of th a t pred ic ted  eclipse of m y hopes ? 
I m ust try  and learn  the  m ysterious m ean ing  of 
those om inous words. A ll I can see by  them  now 
is th a t perhaps — ah, th a t d readful perhaps, always 
cling ing  to m e ! — perhaps th ere  is still a fu tu re  
for me — yes, if all fails now in th a t quarter, a 
fu tu re  of love and happiness for me, for me, for 
m e — and it seem ed like a tin y  star of hope ju st 
tw ink ling  below dark  storm -clouds on the d istan t 
horizon.

“ P resen tly  the  m urm ur of th e ir subdued con
versation becam e m ingled w ith  the  c la tte ring



prepara tions for th e ir departure. M aria  opened 
the door at the foot of the  staircase, and in  a 
sp righ tly  tone called to me, as usual:

‘M 'amie , maintenant je  m' en vais' [I ’m going 
now, dear],

‘Adieu, M 'amie, jusqu au revoir ' [goodbye, dear, 
till you come back], I replied, as usual.

“ But w hen the door shu t w ith a bang, it w ent 
th rough  m e like the repo rt of a cannon aim ed at 
m}' head. T he ou ter door closed w ith a deeper 
thud, and th en  all was still, except, except an 
echo in m y soul, fad ing  away like the roar of a 
fallen avalanche.

“ I rose and w ent to the window. H ot tears 
were ru n n in g  down m y cheeks. I saw the  two 
ju st below me. M aria  was stepp ing  slowly along 
in  the footpath  th a t led to the pastu res w ith her 
eyes ben t on the  ground. By h e r side a tall 
figure, also w ith eyes b en t on the ground, was 
m oving w ith  a fatigued  yet m anly  gait.

“ T he m orn ing  was fresh. T he sky was cloud
less. T he frosted  dew was hard ly  gone. A 
gen tle  breeze kep t the  fir-tw igs slowly dancing 
to the solem n m usic of the  tree-tops. T he scene 
was so charm ing, and so like, th a t I could not 
help  beg inn ing  to hum  P e tra rch ’s canzone :

‘ Alla dolce o/nbra delle belle f  rondi:*
[In  luscious shade of w itching green, etc.].



“ But the  scene had  also a livelier in tere st for 
me. T hey  seem ed to be ta lk ing  of som ething 
which stirred  th e ir deepest feelings. O ften she 
tu rn ed  h e r face in  a tender way up tow ard his, 
and he looked earnestly  down into hers. T hey  
w ere becom ing every m om ent m ore and  still 
m ore ind istinct in  the distance. T hey  came at 
leng th  to a place w here the  footpath  branches 
in to  two — one bearing  to the  le ft up  the  side of 
the m ountain  to the spot w here the  goats w ere 
driven  ■— the o ther tu rn in g  a little  to the righ t, 
and g en tly  ascending in to  th a t sm all sm ooth 
valley w hich we called the ‘ U pper M eadow.’

“ A t th is poin t they  paused. I could trace the 
outline of th e ir figures com pletely; b u t the  low er 
branches of a fir tree  veiled m y vision w ith  a 
kind of irreg u la r lattice-w ork, and the  shadows, 
kep t in  m otion by the breeze, th rew  a degree of 
dream iness and uncerta in ty  over the  view.

“ I saw him  re tu rn  to h e r the  sm all pail which 
he had been carry ing  in  h is le ft hand, while with 
his r ig h t he had  been  supporting, by  a w alking 
stick, his ra th e r infirm  steps. As she took the 
pail, she looked up into his face, he changed the 
stick quickly into his left hand, and ra ising  his 
rig h t arm , was bend ing  tow ards her, w hen m y 
eyes filled w ith a new  flood of tears. T he fir- 
boughs, also, betw een us, w ere a t th a t m om ent



m ore ag itated  by  the breeze. Y et I seem ed to 
see — no, I was not sure — bu t though t I saw — 
at least, I could no t doubt — th a t he elapsed her 
w aist — th a t she did no t resist — did no t even 
seem e ith er vexed or surprised  — in short, that, 
w ith  a w arm  em brace, he kissed h e r u p tu rned  and 
w illing face. T hen  parting , they  disappeared.

“ I tu rn ed  from  the window and staggered  back 
to the easy-chair. My h ea rt thum ped. My tears 
w ere gone. My cheeks burned. I had broken 
the orders of the Medico— and how I was p u n 
ished ! ‘ W as it th en ,’ I said to myself, ‘ an occur
rence th a t happened  daily ? W as it to save me 
from  such a sight, th a t I had been forbidden to 
look out of the window ? Did the  Medico then, 
know about it?  Did he probably  approve ? — 
W as he help ing  it on? — No doubt, no doubt, 
he was.

1 Alas, alas ! E ven he then  had  tu rn ed  against 
m e ! — or never cared for m e ! — though he talked 
so kindly  to m e — and was so gen tle  to m e — and 
looked so g rea t and good — and I though t he was 
so noble — and he was so handsom e and so grand  
— oh, I could have learned  to worship him  — bu t 
now — now he has spurned me from  his foot — he 
has seen — I don’t know w hat he has seen — and 
despises m e like a toad in the road — w hat sort 
m en are !— it m ust be th a t they  are all so — so



exacting  of us, poor th ings — and ready  to 
tram ple us u nder th e ir feet ! — even the  great, 
good Medico is — is — is one of them  — b u t I 
would n ’t have though t it — I could n ’t have 
im agined  it — nor believed it.

‘ No, no, I cannot believe it — nor will I be
lieve it of the good Medico — dear m an ! I 
have been  slandering  him  in m y heart. I re 
pent. I beg  his pardon on m y knees. I will 
not — I do not d is tru st him . H e has been 
so kind to m e — and he is so lovely to Luigi
— I alm ost love him.

‘ But Luigi loves M arie — and — and — I — I
— love . . . M arie — oh, oh ! ’ ”

N IC O D E M O  O M B R O S IN I.



X X II.

In  peace rem ain : I go : for now 
T o-day, to travel on with me,
W ho guides my fate doth  not allow,
B ut stern ly  do th  forbid to thee :

O r calmly stay,
O r take, some day,
A happier w ay.24

T a s s o ,  G e r u s . x v i, 56 .

( (  I R E M E M B E R ,” said m y companion, a fte r 
1 a m om entary  pause, “ I rem em ber no th 

ing  more, a fte r hearin g  the ra ttle  of the char 
ro lling  away. T he fact was, that, m y nerves 
having  been overw rought by such pow erful ex 
citem ent, I alm ost im m ediately sank into a p ro 
found slum ber, which k indly extinguished  m y 
consciousness of pain and annih ila ted  for me 
the d ragg ing  hours. I had barely  awakened, 
when the cuckoo below sung  out four o’clock.

“ A glance th rough  the  window showed m e 
Maria com ing down from  the  U pper Meadow, 
followed by the sheep, and behind  all Villoso 
b ring ing  up the rea r with a slow . and careful



fidelity, as if he w ere at his lifelong w ork in 
his own meadows.

“ T he far-declined sun was still sh in ing  b rig h t 
and w arm  on the hillside, and Maria, leav ing  her 
flock to graze there  a little  longer, in care of the 
dog, came to the  house and ascended d irectly  to 
look afte r me.

“ I was lean ing  back on the  pillows of m y 
chair, as feeble as a baby, and the tears which 
I did m y best to keep back, bu t could not, 
w ere filling m y eyes. B ending tenderly  over 
m e w ith  h e r happy face, as fresh as a m orning  
rose, she said, w ith  a kiss :

—‘ Pauvre enfant! [poor chick] — you are so 
lonely.— It is hard  to be penned up here, like 
a sick sheep.— T he day has been so lovely.— A nd 
you m ust n ’t even look at the clouds.’

“ T hen, s troking  m y ho t brow w ith  h er cool, 
soft hand, she said in  the tenderest tones :

— ‘Mais n' en t ’ inquiete point, mia dolcissima [but 
don’t w orry over it, sweetest], you’ll soon be well 
and as free as a lark  again.— You are a little  
b e tte r  to-day, are n ’t you ? ’

“ I was silent, and she w ent on strok ing  m y 
ho t tem ples w ith h e r cool hands, and saying 
in sweet, b rig h t tones :

—‘M'amie, I ’ve had  the happiest day of m y 
life. I wish you could have been w ith  us.’



“ T he w ord ‘ us ’ — ah, w hat was th a t ? — shall I 
say i t  m ade m y ears ting le  again ? — b u t I was 
still, and  she w ent on :

— ‘Lu  told m e some new s — some th ings, I 
mean, I did not know before.’

“ T his s ta rtled  me, indeed. I was sure, now, 
th a t some confessions w ere coming. But I tried  
to be calm  and to appear unconcerned, and I said, 
as qu ietly  as I could :

—‘ Did he ? — w hat w ere they, M 'amie ? '
—‘ Oh,’ she replied, ‘ so m any th ings about 

caring  for lam bs and kids and about w ine-and- 
oil m aking and silkworm s and straw -braid ing  
and artificial flowers and the  m usical boxes.

‘ But, oh, I m ust tell you, first of all, th a t he 
b ro u g h t Villoso to  m e — we m ust n ’t call him  Vil
loso any lo n g e r— his real nam e is Leoncello, bu t for 
short, he calls him  Leo— he b rough t the dog up to 
m e and told him, w ith m any signs, th a t I was his 
m istress now ; and the great, shaggy fellow looked 
k indly  up  into m y face and w agged his bushy tail 
and seem ed to understand  it all.

‘ Then, also w ith La's help, I p u t him  th rough  
all his tricks, about sheep and wild gam e and for 
fun. H e has got tw en ty  of them . I ’ll show them  
to you u nder the window to-m orrow ; and th e n —’ 

—‘ B ut,’ I in te rrup ted , ‘ did n ’t he say any th in g  
about h im self ? ’



—‘ Oh, yes, AI'amie, he told m e every th ing .’
—1 W hat did he say ? ’
—‘You know w hat Babbo to ld  us. Besides 

that, he has a sister, Lappa, two years younger 
th an  he, w h o —’

—‘Oh, I ’ve seen h er,’ I in te rrup ted , ‘ I ’m  certain  
of it. For it m ust be it was she w ith  the g reat 
lady a t Aosta. She called h e r Lappa. I never 
heard  th a t nam e before nor since. I t  m ust be 
she. Besides, his nose and beau tifu l m outh 
and th a t dim pled chin are so m uch like hers. 
It m ust be, i t  m ust be, it was she.’

—‘ I th ink  so, too, — yes, i t ’s alm ost certain ,’ 
said Maria, ‘ for he told m e she had been  for 
several years m aid to the Marchesa di Castiglione.' 

—‘ W here is she now ? ’
—‘ She lives in Roma in  the w in ter.’
—‘ Does he ever see h e r th ere  ? ’
—‘ Yes, two years ago he v isited  h e r there  in 

com pany w ith his uncle, the  Medico.’
—‘ Luigi w ent to Roma ? ’
—‘Yes, indeed! and it was then  th a t he learned, 

oh, w orlds of w onderful things, about the p ictures 
and statues there, and he longed alm ost his life 
away to be h im self an artist. But it was no 
use repining. H e m ust be content, if God would 
m ake him  a good vine-dresser and a good m an — 
and a good son — and he hoped some day — a



good fa th e r and able, if he had  such a son, to 
send him  to Roma to  be an a rtis t.’

—‘ Is he com ing to-m orrow  ? ’ I asked.
—‘ No, alas ! no. H e ’s n o t com ing again. 

H e has gone for good,’ she replied.
—‘F or g o o d ! ’ I exclaim ed. ‘W ill he never 

come — to see — to see Leo— nor — nor any of us ? ' 
—‘ H e lives so very  fa r aw ay,’ said M aria  sadly. 
—‘ Did he say he should never come back ? ’ 

I enqu ired  eagerly.
—‘ No, he did n ’t say it exactly  so.’
—‘ How did he say it ?
—‘ H e said “addio" to Leo, p a tted  and em 

braced the dog tenderly , and w hen the anim al 
re tu rn ed  his affection w ith the u tm ost joy, his 
voice trem bled, and I saw a tea r on h is  cheek, 
and —’ here she stopped abruptly , tu rn ed  and 
w ent quickly to the window as if to look a fte r 
the sheep.

—‘A nd w h a t? ’ I said softly, b u t she m ade me 
no reply. I rose and w ent to the window, and 
lay ing  m y hand  gen tly  on h e r choidder, said 
again tenderly ,

—‘ A nd w hat, M 'amie Ì ’
W ithout tu rn in g  h e r gaze from  the g razing  

sheep, she stam m ered, ‘ and — and then  — he 
tu rn e d — and very  quickly — he — he w ent aw ay.’ 

“ I w ished so m uch to ask ano ther question; for 
2 4 9



I was sure some th ings — ju st the th ings I w anted 
to know — had been le ft untold. But she im m e
diately  p u t h e r hands over her face and sobbed 
aloud, violently.

“ I t  was now m y tu rn  to console bo th  M aria 
and  m yself. I  though t I should bu rs t into sobs 
too, b u t steeled  m yself to say:

—‘ I th ink  he '11 come back, M'amie. H e ’11 
w ant to see Leo ; and I fancy he ’11 w ant to see 
you m uch more, dolcissima.

“ She b lushed crim son and said betw een her 
sobs:

—‘ Oh, he — he cannot — if — if he — if he did 
— w ant to — e v e r— ever so much. T hey  w on’t — 
w on’t le t a conscript — cross the line — for — for 
seven years. We — we shall never — n ev er see 
him  — here  again .’

“ T hen  she w ent on sobbing w ith  still g rea te r 
violence. I w ondered g rea tly  how she could 
have been so gay only a few m inutes before and 
now so sad. I was sure th a t som ething m ore and 
m ore im p o rtan t m ust have passed betw een them  
th an  she had told m e of. I knew  th a t w hat she 
had  said about the  conscription was true, and I 
could th ink  of no th in g  to say in  alleviation of it. 
In  a flush of instinctive sym pathy, I th rew  m y 
arm  around her, and we stood looking out of the 
window in  silence, locked to each other, w ith



our now equally  m oist and hea ted  cheeks leaned 
together.

“ W hile we stood thus silently, alm ost vacantly  
gazing  on the g razing  sheep w ith though ts ru n 
n in g  fa r aw ay from  ourselves b u t probably  not 
over fields very  d istan t from  one another, there  
occurred certain  ra th e r  uncom m on evolutions in  , 
the flock in  w hich Leo was the principal hero and 
found a chance w hich he did not neglect to dis
p lay his quality. A stu rdy  young ram , which had 
been for a considerable tim e slowly w orking h im 
self ap a rt from  the flock, closely watched, how 
ever, by Leo, suddenly  s tarted  on a gen tle  tro t in 
a direction fu r th e r up the m ountain.

“ Leo, who was crouched w ith his nose betw een 
his forepaw s ready  for a sp ring  as the ram  passed 
him, leaped forw ard w ith his whole force to tu rn  
him  back. B ut w hether by chance or by the  in 
stinctive deviltry  of the  ram , the two came into a 
pow erful collision in such a way as to send the 
dog w hirling  in  a som m ersault, w hile the  ram  
sta rted  off in a brisk  gallop around the  edge of 
the flock, b u t at some distance away.

“ T he dog in  a tw ink ling  was on his legs again; 
b u t the ram  had already  pu t the flock betw een 
him self and the dog. T he la tte r  in a flash took 
in the situation and s ta rted  d irectly  for the  flock. 
W ith prodigious leaps, as s tra ig h t and sw ift as a



bird  would fly, he galloped across th e ir  backs, 
which he hard ly  seem ed to touch, and in  less 
tim e th an  it takes to tell it, was face to face w ith 
the ram ; who, th ink ing  he had outw itted  his 
keeper, was beg inn ing  daintily  to crop the  fresh 
un trod  grass about him.

“ A s soon as his ram ship  perceived the  dog 
again en couchant before him, he stam ped furiously 
and  shook his great, horned head, and s ta rted  at 
a  ru n  w ith ben t neck directly  for the  dog, w ith 
the  obviously wicked in ten t to send him  again 
flying in the air. But th is tim e the canine keeper 
was equal to the occasion. A w aiting the terrific 
lunge, the dog sp rang  suddenly aside and the 
ram  passed w ith  such force that, m eeting  no 
opposition, he fell on his knees and th ru s t one of 
his horns into the  sod. T he nex t in stan t the dog 
was at his side, and at every  a ttem pt to rise he 
was pushed and held down by the s tren g th  and 
w eight of the dog, un til being  quite exhausted  he 
ceased to struggle, w hen he was allowed to rise 
and tro t quietly  back to the flock.

“ E ven ing  was now closing in, and M aria  w ent 
to applaud and cheer the dog, and to dispose the 
sheep for the  n ig h t.”



X X II I .

A s in form  of butterfly,
A t my latest breath , flew I 
T o  the spots I love so well,
O n the hill and on the dell,
Parad ising  through  the air,
I surprised a  tender pair.
F rom  the  p retty  m aiden’s crown 
H ig h  ensconced I looked down.

All that D eath had robbed from  me 
I  content in picture see.
Clasps she, w ith a silent sm ile,—
A nd h is  m outh enjoys the w hile ,—
W h at the  fates in goodness give,
All th a t m ortal can and live,
F littin g  from the  bosom ’s swell 
T o  the m outh and  hands as well.

N ow  I sta rt, and flitting by,
L o , she sees the butterfly.
T rem bling  for her friend ’s desire,
And the sw iftly rising fire,
U p  she springs, I fly afar.
1 D earest, come and catch him there !
Come, let’s have h is dappled w ing —
Yes, I w ant the p retty  th in g .’ 85

G o e t h e .

C ( 'T 'E N  days la te r I fe lt sufficiently recovered 
1 to undertake, a t Maria's request, the fam 

ily errands a t M artigny’’ so m y com panion p ro 



ceeded. “ T he w eather was fine and th e  a ir b rac
ing, b u t m y s tren g th  proved to be less firm  than  
I supposed and really  unequal to the journey.

“ W hen I came to the place w here we m et to 
day, I was so w eary and exhausted th a t I was 
g lad  to tu rn  aside and sit down on th a t sam e 
m ossy bank, and becam e busy w ith m y knitting , 
b u t m uch m ore so w ith m y thoughts. A t last, as 
I was on the  point of rising  to go forw ard again, 
I saw, a little  way down the road, a m an w alking 
brisk ly  w ith  a m ule before him.

“ H e carried  an alpenstock in one hand  and in 
the  o ther a long riding-w hip w ith which, a t short 
in terva ls ,he  stim ulated  the g a it of the m ule; and 
w hen no t using  it upon the beast, he lopped off 
the tops of the  ta lle r weeds and wild-flowers at the  
side of the path. N ot being  in  the  mood to en
counter a s tranger, and  seeing th a t he seem ed to  
be absorbed in  his own thoughts, and would proba
bly  go quickly by w ithout noticing me, I continued 
quietly  k n ittin g  till he should pass.

“ As he drew  nearer, however, the figure seem ed 
m ore and m ore fam iliar. W hat a few m om ents 
before I should have supposed im possible—-I saw 
Luigi Donati going tow ard our hom e !

“ W as this, then, know n th ere?  A t least, was 
Maria probably  expecting  him  ? A nd — oh, could 
I believe it — believe it of h er — th a t — th a t I was



thus innocently  sent to Martigny — to be out of 
the way du ring  his visit ?

“ I desired now above all th ings th a t he should 
discover and accost me. I was ready  to rush  for
w ard and accost him. But the  sen tim ent of p ro 
prie ty  restra ined  me, and perhaps m ore th an  all 
else, some confusion at the rem em brance of the 
scene in  which he last saw me.

“ H e was already in fron t of me. In  another 
m om ent he would pass around the corner of the 
rock, and I should not see him  — never see him, 
again. A though t th en  flashed in to  m y mind. 
H ad n ’t M aria  said to me, g reatly  to "my su r
prise at the  tim e, and, as I th en  thought, w ith a 
sort of trem or in h e r voice and a strange accent, 
‘ Perhaps you will no t see him  again  ’ ? Oh, is 
this the  m ean ing  of it?

“ In  an in stan t m y tim id ity  vanished, m y hesi
tation  was gone, m y resolve was taken. I ran  
gaily  out from  the nook ju st as he was d isappear
ing  beyond the  rock.

—1 Come sta ? — come sta Ella ’ [How do you do], 
I cried.

“ G lancing back over his shoulder, he saw me 
ru n n in g  a fte r him, and calling  to the m ule to 
stop, in  ano ther in stan t he was approaching m e 
with up lifted  hands, exclaim ing :



—1 Grazie a , D io! — tante grazie! — che c è una 
tanta Providenza ! '  [thank God, w hat a Providence], 

“ I supposed he would m istake m e for Maria. 
I was w illing  th a t he should. I now felt sure 
th a t he had  ; and it was not in  m y plan  to u n 
deceive him. ‘ How could I do such a th in g  ? 
W as th is a m ark  of m y love for h im ? ’ you will 
ask. ‘W as I not asham ed of m yself? — asham ed 
of the  though t of i t ? ’ To be sure, I was not 
quite happy  on th a t score, nor did m y conscience 
leave m e w holly undisturbed. But then  I said to 
m yself : 1 I t  was a desperate case. I should be
unspeakably  w retched to have it otherw ise. Be
sides, w hat had I done to b rin g  it about, if 
he w ere deceived. A nd — and — at all events, 
though  it cut m e to the  h ea rt to th in k  so, was 
I not, probably, a t th is very  m om ent, “ m ore 
sinned against th an  sinn ing  ” ?

‘ Perhaps a fte r all ’— for I was ready  to believe, 
or a t least to accept the im possible, so th a t it 
favored m y desires — ‘ perhaps he was not de
ceived. H e had spoken no nam e, nor em ployed 
any language w hich would not apply  equally  to 
me as to m y sister.

‘ H ow ever it should be, it was, as he said, 
a Providence. Iddio had planned  and b rought 
it about. H e felt it to be so. I t was so. 
P erhaps m y agonized p rayers to the Madonna



were being  answered. Perhaps m y guard ian  
angel had  been p erm itted  to b rin g  m e th a t 
dream  as a prophecy of m y com ing felicity. 
P erhaps he had procured  th is whole event for 
m e and was now reversing  m y h ith erto  appar
en tly  shattered  fortunes. I f  so, ought I to do 
any th in g  to  th w art his aid ? ’

“ Still I could not deny to myself, th a t I felt at 
the  bottom  of m y h ea rt an obscure sen tim ent of 
gu ilt and degradation in being  so exceedingly 
pleased it should be so,— th a t it was in fact so 
m uch to m y m ind, th a t I would certain ly  have 
b rough t it about myself, if I could. T his sen ti
m ent, ly ing  half undefined yet im m ovable in m y 
breast, did not leave m e wholly serene.

“ Y et you m ust rem em ber th a t I was p u t sud
denly  and unexpected ly  w ith the m an whom I 
adored,— the first and only m an I had ever been 
in  ten d er re la tions' with, sligh t as these were. 
E very  fiber of m y body quivered w ith delighted 
emotion. My reason was obfusticated. My soul 
was darkened  by sensuous clouds. I did not 
realize th is  then , b u t I see it now, and I often 
reflect on it w ith mortification.

“ U nder a m ental and m oral atm osphere so 
hazy, m y conscience, w ith a few gradually  less
en ing  struggles, fell asleep. My perception  of 
tru th , honor, and rig h t was b lurred , and even



m y real love for M aria — shall I say i t ? — dare I 
say i t?  — m ust I say it?  — was in eclipse.

—‘ T his is so fo rtunate — such a Providence — 
such blessed luck,’ he said again, as he took m y 
offered hand; and th en  tu rn in g  we led  each o ther 
(for I cannot say which was the  guide), to  the 
mossy bank  and sat down. H e enqu ired  w hether 
all was well at hom e —‘ the father, the  sister, the 
flocks, the  dog.’

T hen  he asked, w ith a new sprigh tliness in 
his tone:

—1 W hither are you bound ? ’
—‘ To Martigny on fam ily errands.’
—1 W ho tends the flocks to day ? ’
—‘ S ister,’ I replied, no t w ithout a slight 

tw inge in m y conscience.
—1 Ah, ah ! ’ was his reply. T hen  looking away 

down the  road, w ith  an abstracted  air, and strik 
ing  the  alpenstock into the  soft g round  several 
tim es till it stood alone, he w ent on, b u t w ith 
m uch hesitation:

—11 have changed — m y plan  — a little. I — 
I ran  aw ay — I w anted — I w anted to see — about 
— to see — you.’

“ A s he began  speaking w ith his face tu rn ed  
away, I had  been  looking at him , k n ittin g  slowly 
the while; b u t when he stam m ered th is out with 
so m uch difficulty and stopped, and I saw him



tu rn in g  his great, honest eyes round to look 
down on me, I could n ’t b ea r it, and b en t m y 
head over m y work, as if a tten d in g  closely to 
some difficult p a rt and w ent on k n ittin g  as 
sw iftly as I could. But I dropped stitches con
tinually  and was w orried and confused, and m y 
eyes w ere b linded w ith a m ist and m y h eart 
rapped  so loud th a t I th ink  he m ust have heard  
it. A t all events, however, w hen I did n ’t  say 
any th in g  he continued, m ore connectedly, bu t 
the words came very  slow and trem b lin g  :

—‘ I d on’t know w hen I can see you again. I 
can ’t come here, perhaps for seven years a t least
— perhaps I never shall — you can tell best about 
th a t ? ’

“ I said nothing, b u t I tho u g h t m y h ea rt would 
fly out of m y m outh, and a fte r a pause — a d read 
ful pause, to m e at least (I can only guess for 
him), he w ent on again:

—‘ I should n ’t have come to-day — only — only
— to — to find out — to — th a t is — to see you.’

“ I fe lt m ost keenly  in m y h ea rt that, in fact, 
he was no t speaking to me. B ut I could n ’t, I 
could n ’t te ll him  I was n ’t Maria. So I was still 
silent. But, in  spite of all I could do, the g reat 
tears began  to drop upon m y work. Between m y 
joy at seeing him  again u n d er any circum stances, 
and the h ea rin g  of his dear voice, now for the



first time, and m y dread at the tho u g h t of his 
going away, possibly forever, and m y m ortify 
ing  consciousness of the dishonest rôle I was 
allow ing m yself to play — a double crim e — de
ception tow ard him  and treachery  tow ard m y 

's is te r— in spite of all I could do, m y bosom was 
heaving  spasmodically, and I expected every 
m om ent to bu rst out aloud into sobs and w ail
ing. But for the present, I so far m astered  m y 
em otion as to be able still to work and weep 
on in  silence, and  he took no fu r th e r notice of 
m y excitement," than  to  go on w ith  increased 
tenderness in  tone and m anner :

—‘ Grazie a Dio, th a t the conscription w rit 
was n ’t served on m e before I left hom e. T hey  
have indulged m e to the  u tm ost — or ra th e r I 
have taken  advantage of the u tm ost lim it of the 
law. For the gen tle  law  of A ustria  ’— he said 
th is w ith a m ingled  tone of sadness, irony, and 
sarcasm, such as I should not have supposed could 
by any possibility issue from  betw een his gentle, 
beautifu l lip s—‘ the gen tle  law  of A ustria  allows 
to the candidate a choice of the tim e w hen the 
m ilitary  service, of eigh teen  years in all, shall 
begin, from  the age of eigh teen  to tw enty-three. 
I have deferred  the com m encem ent till now. I 
was tw enty-three, five days ago — a week afte r I 
left home. F u rth e r postponem ent is impossible.



‘ T he old officer a t M antua did n ’t  dream  of 
m y b e in g  away longer th an  a n igh t or two, nor 
did I. I t  was th a t ill fo rtune — or good fortune 
— a t th e  brook. I t  is w holly an acc iden t— a 
p rov idence—this delay — th is being  free till now.

‘ But every  step tow ard hom e is irreversib le. I 
shall g e t the sum m ons the m om ent I arrive. No 
doubt it has been left w ith m y Padre already. I t 
will be im possible a fte r th a t to cross the  border 
on any p lea — till m y term  is over.’

“ W ithout darin g  to look up, I said, softly :
—1 Could n ’t you — covdd n ’t you contrive to 

stay  th is side n o w ? ’
—‘ Of course, of course, of course, I don 't fo rget 

th a t,’ he said slowly and w ith  an  em phasis on 
every syllable. A fte r a m om ent’s pause, in  a 
low er voice and w ith a tone half pathetic  and 
half ironical, which I did no t securely u n d er
stand, he added, ‘ and then  — and then, not have 
to leave you at all — unless — unless you — banish 
m e —’

—1 AIiserello E sile!' [w retched exile] I in te r
jected  in  a w hisper and w ithout looking up, bu t 
try in g  to im itate  his equivocal expression.

—‘ I t  alm ost drives me m ad,’ he w ent on in  a 
m ore serious tone, ‘ to th ink  of going back into 
th a t A ustrian  trap. Still, there  is ano ther side — 
yes, several o ther sides.



‘ In  the  first place, m y case at least involves a 
m oral question which is the sam e everyw here in 
this w orld — yes, and in  the o ther w orld as well.

‘ I will not say any th ing  of m y du ty  to the Gov
e rn m e n t— the A ustrian  G overnm ent. I m ight 
say som eth ing  b itte r  and wicked. Iddio has al
lowed it “ et definiens statuta tempora et terminos 
habitationis nostrae."

‘ T he old officer is a good man. H e is a boy
hood friend  of m y Padre. May I tell you, too, 
he was once in  love w ith m y m other ; and they  
w ould have been m arried  if the m ilitary  law  had 
perm itted  it to them  — th a t is to say, to th e ir 
purses.

‘ But he being  then  only Sotto Tenente [second 
lieutenant], before they  could be law fully  m ar
ried, a dowry of 60,000 Lire m ust be settled  on 
the wife. M other had bu t 5,000 Lire, h e r beau
tifu l self, h e r ancient lineage, h e r heirloom  silver, 
and the linen which h e r own hands had created. 
H e was unable to m ake up one-tentli of the de
ficit. T he prospect of m arriage, therefore, was 
desperate, and was abandoned to th e ir m utual 
distress.

‘ F or several years she conceded to him  i  favori 
d' un amante [a lover’s favors] ; bu t to Babbo (who 
had always known and loved her), a fte r his active 
service was over, she becam e a wife, and to Lappa



and me a m other — to us all she was the  loveliest 
and best, till Iddio called h e r to  Paradiso.

‘ T his being  so, it  seem s so unm anly, so m ean — 
ought I no t to be asham ed of it?  — to give him  
the slip in  this way. H e could have detained  me 
a t home. Perhaps in  stric tness of official duty, 
he ought. To lose m e now m ig h t cost him  
a t the  hands of the G overnm ent very  serious 
trouble.

‘ A t all events, if he had  done the  safest th in g  
(which is always assum ed to be an officer’s duty),- 
instead  of the kindest, I should n ’t have been 
here and never should have seen you. T his I 
owe to his clem ency — to his love for m y m other 
and — to his tru s t in me. Now could I take 
advantage of his confidence and b e tray  him  to 
the G overnm ent? W ould it no t be alm ost the 
sam e as b reak ing  m y parola I W hat should I be 
w orth to myself, or to . . .  to . . .  to anyone w ith 
m y tru th  and charac ter gone ?

‘ But the  fact stands th a t I am a t th is m om ent 
an active m em ber of the  A ustrian  arm y; and 
unless I re tu rn  at the earliest p racticable m om ent 
and en te r upon m y duties as such, w ith a tenable 
excuse for being  caugh t unexpected ly  and by act 
of God outside the  border, I am  constructively  
and really  a deserter, and exposed to the  disgrace 
and penalties attached.



‘ So th a t if I were m inded to sell m y soul for 
seem ing worldly gain, save m y own skin at 
every  cost, b e tray  and sacrifice m y own and 
m y sainted  m o th er’s friend, yet the risk  is hard  
and the  chance is slim.

‘ I m ust at â stroke give up ev ery th ing  there. 
I should be an outcast in the wide world. A ll a t 
hom e would be taken. My Padre w ould become 
a t once a beggar. I should never see him  nor 
Lappa again. H e would be killed ou trigh t, and 
Lappa w ould break h er h eart over it.’ “ I knew  
he was right, still, in ten t on m y work, I ven 
tu red  to say: ‘ Couldn n ’t you, perhaps, m ake
a hom e beyond the line not so very  far away 
and  take care of your Padre  there, while he 
lives; and Lappa could come and visit you at 
least.’

—‘ I m igh t,’ he replied, 1 d rag  on a while so,, 
in terror, bu t probably  not for long, and to be 
discovered a t any m om ent. No hope then. A 
deserter m ust be g iven up by everybody if 
found w ithin  the border, if not, I should be 
caugh t some night, m ost likely, and d ragged  
over. Then, w hat of Padre ? — w hat of Lappa ?

‘As for m e (if I ought to speak of it), the 
first th in g  would be a hundred  lashes, afterw ards 
would come the cam p drudgery  in irons, then, 
to serve out the whole tim e under surveillance,



w ithout elig ib ility  to  prom otion, or honors 
and a t last, w orn out w ith hardsh ip  and dis
heartened  by  disgrace to — t o —’

—‘To m arry, I think, the g irl you loved and 
who loved you still all the  sam e,’ I in terjec ted  
again, still w ithout looking up, b u t in tend ing  to 
give a little  cheer, even a little  hopeful chuckle 
in  m y tone.

—‘ She would be m arried, or gone to A m erica,’ 
he said w ith  a heart-broken  tone, and I w anted 
to clasp him  to m y bosom and say: ‘N ever, never, 
nev er! ’ b u t I only said:

—‘You are fa r from  well now. Is your s tren g th  
equal yet to the  hard  barrack-life ? ’ I said it 
w ith  difficulty, for a lum p was sw elling in  m y 
throat, and I kep t m y eyes fast on m y work, for I 
dared  no t tru s t m yself to look up, and in spite of 
all I could do, m y chin trem bled  and I fe lt the 
tears  coming.

—‘ No,’ he said, in  a calm, yet sad and solem n 
voice, ‘ I fear I could not endure it. I used to be 
so strong. I never was afraid  of any labor, or 
exposure, or danger. I enjoyed it all — the 
excitem ent of it — the  pow er to do it — the r e 
wards of it. Now, it seem s so strange, m y h eart 
is as weak as m y body. I have become a little  
child again. My s tren g th  and m y courage have 
forsaken m e together.'



—‘ You m ust n ’t go, you m ust n ’t go,’ I forced 
in a hoarse tone from  m y aching, trem bling  
breast. ‘ T h at kind, old officer, your Signor uncle 
the Medico, yes, the Em peror, som ebody m ust, 
will —’

—‘ Child,’ he in terrup ted , 1 you little  know how 
unyielding, how like the polished steel of the 
cannons them selves are the ru les of the m ilitary  
conscription. I t  would be well n igh  as hopeful 
to counterm and the sum m ons of the  A ngel of 
death, as to a ttem p t to escape or countervail 
in  one single instance the relen tless grasp  of 
th a t iron hand.’

“ I knew  it was even so, as he said, bu t I knew, 
also, th a t w hat he m ost needed at th a t m om ent 
was m oral support and comfort, and I steeled 
m yself to say:

—‘ T here  ’s no th ing  like try ing, and you know 
th a t heaven helps them  th a t help them selves, and 
perhaps if you pray  — and I will p ray  too — p er
haps your guard ian  angel will somehow — som e
how or o ther — get you off.’

— 1 Sicuro, sicuro' lie cried, im patien tly  and 
sadly, ‘ and I ’ve done th a t — all b u t the p ray 
ing. I guess the guard ian  angel don’t m eddle 
m uch in  such m atters. If he did I ’11 w ager 
h e ’d find a m atch in the A ustrian  G overnm ent, 
or in  Lucifero beh ind  it ’—



—1 Oh ! Oh ! don’t say th a t,’ I whispered, u n d er 
m y breath , and he w ent on:

—* However, Uncle Gulielmo has already w ritten, 
w ith  the strongest endorsem ent of his patron, the 
Count, lay ing  the case, w ith every argum ent, 
before the  G overnm ent —

— ‘'Bene, meglio, ottimamente' [good, better, best], 
I in te rru p ted  in  g lad surprise, b u t he w ent on: 

—‘ But the answ er is doubtful — very  doubtful. 
H e only petitioned  for m y re lief from  barracks 
for two years. This as the best policy, for he 
dared not ask for more, lest it should preclude all 
hope. We shall certain ly  hear from  it in a day 
or two — perhaps to-morrow. T h a t will settle  
m y fate. As I said the o ther day, i f  it is n't yes it 
will kill me I

“ These last words b rough t a load of in 
telligence to m e far beyond the  m ean ing  of 
the  syllables, and a revelation which he little  
dream ed of. T hey  w ere the  very  same he had 
used in conversation w ith M aria , and w hich I 
assum ed to be a p art of his suit to her. I t  was 
now plain th a t th is supposition was a m istake. 
H e had explained them  now unconsciously; and 
in how different a way ! H ad he then  m ade any 
such advances at all ? D are I think, probably  
not ? I t was possib le— oh, th a t it w ere certain  
th a t he had not !



“ I t was not certain, but I felt it  was probable, 
very  probable, and m y conscience was m uch 
relieved by  it. A  heavy w eight was lifted  from 
my heart. A  strange, vague com fort came into 
my soul, such as I had not fe lt for m any days. 
Y et if I had been asked, I could no t have given 
any sufficient or satisfactory reason for it. But 
the sen tim ent — the repose and content, such as 
it was — was there  all the same.

“ H e had ceased speaking. T here  had  been a 
few seconds of silence, save the soft sigh ing  of 
the fir tree-tops above our heads, and the  fa in t 
and fa in ter echoing roar of one of the Jungfrau's 
unceasing avalanches. My own though ts were 
now beg inn ing  to flow smoothly, I know not of 
what. I th ink  I was p artly  dazed by m y sudden 
discovery.

“ A t all events, I folded up  m y work and laid it 
in m y lap and ven tu red  to look up  into his face. 
O ur eyes m et for the first time. A lthough I had 
seen him and done for him  so m uch — and far 
m ore than  he knew  of and had undergone all 
th a t unexplained  m isfortune w ith him  and for 
him, yet I had  never looked into those eyes 
before.

“ Oh, w here was I th en  ! I seem ed to be in an 
ocean of tenderness. I seem ed to be sw im m ing 
in a sea of love. My whole being  seem ed to be 
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sinking down and m elting  aw ay in his. I was 
g rea tly  ag ita ted  and trem bled  from  head to foot. 
H e took m y unresisting  hand gen tly  in  both  his 
own and said:

— '■M'amie'— he had caught our fam ily pet 
nam e, a p a rt of our dear, sain ted  m other’s own 
language, it sounded so queer yet delicious in 
his m o u th —‘M’amie, if I would go to Am erica, 
w ould you go w ith m e ? ’

“ T he blow had come — come at last so sud
denly, though not wholly unexpected, and 
certa in ly  not by any m eans undesired. Y et u n 
fortunately , or fortunately , I had never been in 
a, m ore unprepared  state  to receive it. T he 
re s tra in t which I had been so long using  on m y 
feelings while he was saying so m uch which 
stirred  m y em otions to the lowest depths, had 
quite exhausted  m y bu t half-restored physical 
streng th . T he feebleness of m y nerves and of 
m y whole fram e decided the issue for me.

“ Perhaps it was for the best. Perhaps it saved 
me from  deliberately  stealing  for m yself my 
siste r’s happiness. For I longed — oh, how irre 
pressibly !— to throw  m yself into his arm s and 
bid him  do w ith m e as he pleased. Y et I saw 
the forbidding wall betw een us. I knew, I was 
m orally certain, th a t th is proffer was not m ine —
th a t it had not been m ade to me, bu t t o ..........



I  dared not finish the  thought. B ut in  a flash, 
I though t of a hundred  consequences — of the 
com ing desolation of m y sis te r’s h ea rt — of pov
erty, loneliness, and sham e in  an unknow n lan d — 
of the ever and everyw here pu rsu in g  curse of 
avenging  fate in  a thousand forms. T he strain  
betw een such opposing forces was too m uch for 
me. I sank speechless and unconscious in  his 
arm s.”

T H E  T R Y S T  IN G -P L  A C E .
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“  U n d e r  a  tu f t  o f  s h a d e ,  t h a t  o n  a  g r e e n  

S to o d  w h is p e r in g  s o f t ,  b y  a  f r e s h  f o u n ta in - s id e  
T h e y  s a t  th e m  d o w n ..................

P a r . L o s t , iv , 3 2 5 .

^  W J  H E N  m y consciousness re tu rned , I found 
Y  Y m yself safe and sound, to be sure, bu t 

in the funn iest p ligh t I could have im agined. I 
was laid  upon the  mossy bank. Luigi's folded 
blanket, taken  off from the mule, was u n d er me, 
rolled at the end for a pillow.

“ H is red  and yellow handkerchief, which had 
been dipped in the spring, was laid across m y 
tem ples. My hands w ere crossed upon m y breast, 
as if laid out for burial, and w rapped and tied 
close in the  corners of the g ray  shawl which I 
wore upon m y shoulders. Luigi, w ithout h a t or 
coat, was kneeling  at m y side. H e was fann ing  
m e w ith m y g rea t straw  hat. H is own, of soft, 
w hitish wool, was on m y head. He was gazing 
into m y face w ith a p itifu l look of pain and 
despair.



“ I fe lt confined, and looking down, saw m y 
shoes (for, as a half-invalid, I had on shoes and 
stockings then) — I saw m y shoes a t m y side 
and m y feet draw n into the sleeves of his coat, 
which was w rapped around the bottom  of m y 
dress and closely buttoned. A t the  m om ent I 
opened m y eyes, I had  heard  his desponding 
wail, keeping  a kind of m easured tim e w ith 
the fan:

‘ Ahi, mia carissima, ritornami! ' [alas, m y dear
est, re tu rn  to m e] repeated  over and over con
tinually.

“ T he dolorous rh y th m  of these words, r in g 
in g  in  m y ears as m onotonous and solem n 
as the  an tiphon in  the obsequies for the dead, 
a t the  very  m om ent w hen I caught the first 
glim pse of m y ridiculous p light, was too m uch 
for m y disordered nerves, and b ro u g h t upon 
m e a fit of hysteria.

“ N otw ithstand ing  the seriousness of the  oc
casion — which, in  tru th , I realized b u t too 
deeply,— and m y hea rtfe lt g ra titu d e  to him  for 
his kindness, I bu rst into irrepressib le laughter, 
to  the  g rea tes t discom fort of the good fellow, 
and to m y own profound m ortification. In  
fact, m y sham e and anger at myself, over m y 
inability  to control m y nerves, aggravated  my 
infirm ity; and the consciousness of m y apparen t



yet irrepressib le ing ra titu d e  threw  m e again 
and again into an  agony of tears, w hich (as 
he understood them  no b e tte r  than  the lau g h 
ter) were not less d istressing  to him.

“ M eantim e, in the in tervals, I told him  th a t I 
was ne ith er w eeping nor laugh ing  about him ,— 
th a t th ere  was no reason for either, except the 
w eakness of m y nerves, and th a t I thanked him  
from  m y h eart for all his care.

“ T hen  ano ther fit of lau g h te r would take 
me, and he could not believe otherw ise than  
th a t in all m y pro testations to the contrary, I 
was really  and tru ly  m aking fun of him. He 
bore it b ravely  th rough  .several of these a lte r
nations, though his lip often  trem bled  and he 
looked very  sad.

“ A t last, as I broke out still again (after a con
siderable period of calm, and against every  effort 
I could m ake to p reven t it), in to  a low titte r, he 
th rew  him self on his knees at m y feet — m y feet 
still deep in  his coat sleeves,— I close fe tte red  by 
the  bu ttoned  coat, crowned w ith his woolen hat, 
decorated w ith the red  and yellow handkerch ief 
across m y forehead, m y hands dem urely  pinioned 
across m y breast by the corners of the old gray  
shawl,—

‘ Mon Dieu ! ' thought I, ‘ w hat a tableau ! — the 
sylvan gro tto  — the dancing shadow s— the mossy



bank — the m urm uring  w aterfall — an original, 
o rnam ented m um m y — a noble lover a t h e r feet, 
push ing  his laborious suit,, w ithout h a t or coat ! ’ 

“ I tho u g h t I would have given or suffered any
th in g  then  for the  pow er to control myself. But 
though I was in  the deepest distress at the seri
ousness of the  occasion and the wicked levity  of 
m y conduct, yet an overpow ering, irresistib le  sen
tim en t of the comic, involuntary  and m eaningless 
though it was, seem ed to be underly ing  and m in
g led  w ith every th ing , so th a t I was as u tte rly  
and helplessly at the m ercy of the tem pest w ithin 
me, as a tin y  skiff on a storm y sea.

‘ O M 'amie ! mia cara crudelissima ! ’ [m y dear, 
m y cruel darling] he sobbed, ‘ you will kill m e 
— you are so beautifu l — I .th ink  the  holy Ma
donna looked like y o u —’

—‘ N ot like m e ju s t now,’ I m urm ured  ; and 
doing m y utm ost not to go off in to  ano ther fit 
of hysteria, I succeed this tim e, and he w ent on : 

—‘ O M 'amie, I have loved you — I have adored 
you — you will kill me-—■ I would have died for 
you — I shall die for you — oh, oh ! ’ all in  the 
tones of a wounded, crushed, broken-hearted  
soul.

“ T his was m ore th an  I could bear. L ike the 
heroic trea tm en t of the  doctors, it  cured m y hys
teria, bu t it carried m e into m adness. A t th a t



m om ent I was as if re-m ade — as if I had not 
existed before. I had no longer any scruples, 
for I had no m em ories of the  past. I had no 
fears, for I existed only for the p resen t m om ent 
and for him. I had  no o ther sen tim ent in my 
soul, b u t m y boundless, unreasoning love of 
him. All the  forces and activities of m y being 
were as if concentrated  in th a t sentim ent, and 
this was uncontrollable.

“ I sp rang  forward, bound hand  and foot as I 
was. I would have throw n m y arm s around 
his neck, bu t they  w ere tied. N aturally , I w ent 
helpless tow ard the  rocky ground. But his 
g rea t arm s caught me, before I fell, and, m y 
head re s tin g  on his shoulder, I w ept there con
vulsively in  sobs of real passion intensified by 
shame, like the gusts of a sum m er shower. He 
rem ained silent and m otionless till m y ex ternal 
ag itation  was over. T hen  he said, softly:

—‘ W ould you like m e to pu t you in  a seat on 
the moss ? ’

“ I had, in tru th , no choice, no wish, but, as to 
a request to me indifferent, I assented. T hen  
he pu t me at the foot of the tree  w here I was 
s ittin g  w hen you passed m e to-day. T here  is 
a mossy seat there, wide enough for two, w ith 
a large root bend ing  round at the back, and a 
flat rock pro jecting  like a footstool in front.



“ H aving  settled  m e there, he proceeded to 
read just m y attire. H e tran sferred  the woolen 
hat from  m y head  to his own. U n ty ing  the 
shawl which was about m y hands he a rranged  it 
upon m y shoulders and set m y own Livorno on 
m y head. F ina lly  he  rem oved the queer leggins 
and  replaced and tied  m y shoes.

“ Then, hav ing  w etted  the red  and yellow k e r
chief again in the brook, he gen tly  bathed  m y 
tem ples and w iped the tear-m arks from  m y 
cheeks, h u n g  the dam p m uslin  on a bush to dry, 
p u t on his coat, and — did n ’t do . . . w hat I then  
. . . m ost . . .  I will only say . . . expected.

“ I closed m y eyes w aiting  for it — for I though t 
it certain  to come w hen he had arranged  m e to 
his m ind — b u t as it did not come — not even on 
m y forehead — I opened them  again, and only in 
tim e to see him  vanish ing  around the corner of 
the cliff w here the m ule had passed out of sight. 
A  succession of new  em otions, each different 
from  the  preceding, chased one ano ther in  a 
rap id  tra in  th rough  m y bosom.

“ A t first, I fe lt defrauded. No word, no kiss. 
T his was so d ifferent from  w hat I had  read  of 
accepted lovers, th a t I should not have believed 
it possible. F o r surely he was as good as such. 
A t all events, I had  not re jected  his love.

“ But p resen tly  .a though t suggested  itself, 
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which, if it did no t quite w ipe out m y sense of 
wrong, w ent far to m odify and m ollify it. ‘ M ight 
he no t have suspected — for w hat is m ore incred i
bly suspicious th an  tru e  love ? — m ay he not well 
have suspected th a t m y ra th e r unusual perfo rm 
ances w ere m ere perform ances over his in tense 
bu t honest passion, perform ances of girlish pride 
or fun; and th a t I had  best be punished a little  
for it a t the outset ? — the rogue ! — but, a fte r all, 
did n ’t  I deserve i t ? ’

“ This feeling, again, soon changed into a sen
tim ent fa r m ore distressing. R eflecting now 
m ore calm ly on m y behavior, I saw th ings in 
a m ore serious light. ‘ W as it not possible, yes, 
quite as probable as not, that, no m atte r how 
involuntary , it  had  gone too far ? — had shown 
him  (he m ust believe), the levity  and cruelty  of 
my character, and suddenly extinguished, like 
w ater on fire, the flame of his love ? — or at least, 
shown him  his peril in yield ing to it, and in a 
m om ent of re tu rn in g  reason given him  stren g th  
and courage to tea r him self away and flee as for 
his life ? T his would explain the abrup tness of 
his going and — and all the rest. Yes, very 
likely — and the m ore I though t of it the m ore 
likely it seem ed — th a t I should never, never 
see him  again.

“ Still I tried  not to believe it, and used every 
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m eans to calm  m y mind. But the fact stood 
th a t I had found m yself suddenly, unaccounta
bly, painfu lly  alone. I was very uneasy. I was 
really  alarm ed.

“ In  the m idst of m y tossing anx iety  I became 
conscious of delicious notes, r in g in g  like silver 
bells, or the pearly  droppings of some exquisite 
g u ita r issuing from  am ong the  boughs of an 
overhanging  tree. My atten tion  was engaged 
for a considerable tim e in  searching for the 
source of th is liquid melody. A t last I dis
covered, fa r out from  the trunk , sw inging on a 
slender bough, the well-known nest of the ‘ H e r
m it ’ th rush ; and on two still slenderer twigs, 
overhanging  th is nest, I saw its two feathery  
owners.

“ I knew  the hab it of this b ird  (which re turns, 
if undisturbed, to the sam e nest, year a fte r year), 
and I saw th a t they  w ere tak ing  a last look at 
the hom e w here th e ir little  ones had ju st been 
reared, and were g iving it a farew ell song, before 
d eparting  for the w in ter to w arm er regions.

“ I t was the m ale bird, in his gaudy, glossy 
coat, from  whom the principal stream  of m elody 
proceeded, b u t at certain  intervals, his partner, 
who sat close by, on another twig, looking 
dem urely down into the em pty  nest, dropped 
two or th ree  soft and plain tive notes into his



strain , which seem ed to close the m easure. 
T hen  the same m elody was repeated, in the 
same order, w ith the sam e in terva ls and the 
sam e additions.

“ T his repetition  executed again and again and 
again, w ith so m uch gen tle  pertinacity  and ea r
nestness, struck forcibly on m y attention, seem ed 
to be addressed to me, and aroused a sort of self
application in m y soul. T hey  seem ed to be 
endeavoring  to m ake m e understand  some th ing  
hidden  — was it some prophetic m eaning?

‘ W as it,’ I though t a t last, ‘ was it, perhaps a 
requiem  over the  corpse of m y hopes. Who 
knows, if it were angels in the  form  of birds, sent 
by m y guard ian  or the blessed Madonna, to com 
fort and stren g th en  m e against m y com ing sor
row ? ’ I was surprised  to feel the  tears  again 
ru n n in g  down m y cheeks, and to find m yself 
m urm uring  half aloud:

‘ O cantatori innamorati ! [enam ored songsters] 
— exquisite lovers, exquisite a rtists  ! Beautiful 
souls m ust be yours, to pour from  your breasts 
such strains ! Pure and ten d er sentim ents only 
could m odulate such a melody. Lovely em blem s 
of chaste and sim ple affection, teach m e your 
innocence and your peaceful joy, I will try  to 
understand  your song ’—

“ Bang ! bang  ! — two sharp reports  in  quick 
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succession, m ade me jum p w ith frigh t. T he nex t 
instant, both the b irds fell b leed ing  and lifeless 
a t m y feet; the  next, a tra ined  dog came like the 
wind, and bore them  away in h is m outh  ; the 
nex t — oh blessed relief !— Luigi appeared  flying 
round the  corner of the cliff, and in  m y own 
bliss, I fo i^o t the  m urder of th e  innocents.

T H E  R E T R IE V E R



X X V .

Of the judgm ents of woman, full often the  best 
Is suddenly form ed and as quickly expressed —
’T is  a  p art of her dower from bountiful heaven.
T h is  intuitive wisdom to men is not given ;
’T is  not their allo tm ent —  far oftener they spoil 
Conclusions not w rought out with tim e, care, and to il.87

A r i o s t o .

( (  \  X 7 H A T  a dream ,” said m y com panion, “ I 
V Y had been dream ing  ! — so sweet, but, 

alas, cut so suddenly and so te rrib ly  short !
“ Luigi came b rin g in g  a cup which I knew  con

tained  wine th a t he was carry ing  w ith his lunch
eon. W hen he arrived  in fron t of me, he knelt 
on the flat rock and handed m e the  cup, saying, 

—‘ D rink, mia ca ra !’ [my dear one],
“ I b rough t the cup to m y lips, tasted, and re 

tu rn ed  it to his hand. H e took it, drank, and 
gave it again to me, saying,

—‘ Drink, carissima ! [dearest] — drink  it all.’ 
“ As I obeyed, he said, softly ,and very  solemnly: 
—1 Like th is blood of the grape, receive m y love, 

which, as if it  were m y life-blood, I give you.’



“ I had m any tim es heard  th is form ula of the 
‘ loving cup,’ and knew  it was a part of the usual 
cerem ony and contract of be tro tha l betw een p a r
ties of our rank  in Tuscany. I always though t it 
beautifu l both  in  words and m eaning;"and  looked 
forw ard, like all m aidens, I suppose, w ith ardent 
hopes to h earing  it some day said to me, and 
p ic tu red  to m yself th a t m om ent as the fulfill
m en t of eager anticipations, and the crown of 
ea rth ly  joy; yet now, w hen the case came to 
be indeed m y own, and I felt, alm ost w ithout 
th in k in g  it in  words, th a t from  the m om ent the 
cup touched m y lips, it would bind me, soul 
and  body, to him, with a vow th a t was irrevo 
cable in the sigh t of God and man, and would, 
according to the  common custom  of our coun
try , give him  a husband’s righ ts, though the 
sanction and benediction of the Church should 
be d e lay ed — m y rollicking sen tim ents were in 
s tan tly  altered.

“ D read took the place of reckless joy, and 
m ing led  w ith and m ightily  restrained  m y form er 
longing. I t  sounded so m uch like the Sacram ent, 
in  spite of m y dread, and th a t alm ost involun
tarily , I slipped down upon m y knees and said 
‘ am en,’ as if I were indeed receiving the Com
m union. T hen, w ondering in m y soul to hear Luigi 
speak the  words and in such a way, I w hispered : 
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—‘ O Luigi, it sounds like the Sacram ent.’ 
—‘Yes,’ he said, as we seated  ourselves side by  

side, 1 is n ’t M arriage a Sacram ent ? ’
—‘ Surely, the Catechismo says it is,’ I an 

swered.
—‘ Is n ’t a Sacram ent an  oath on life-blood ? ' 

said he.
—‘ T he Padre has often  told us so,’ I said.
—‘ Is n ’t life-blood the sign of deepest, truest, 

strongest love ? ’ he asked.
—‘ Sicuro,’ said I, ‘ w hat could be m ore so ? ’
—‘T hen  M arriage,’ said he, ‘is the oath of 

deepest, truest, s trongest love ? ’
—‘ I th ink  so, certain ly ,’ I said.
—‘ A nd the w ine stands for life-blood ? ’
—‘ I know it does.’
—‘ T hen  the oath of love by wine is an oath of 

the deepest, truest, strongest love ? ’
—‘ I t  seems so.’
—‘ A nd M arriage, we said, is an oath of the 

deepest, truest, strongest love ? ’
—‘ We said so.’
—‘T hen  is n ’t an oath of deepest, truest,

s trongest love, m ade and sworn to w ith wine,
really  and tru ly  M arriage ? ’

“ Now, indeed, I was alarm ed. H ad I not 
w illingly drank  w ith him  the cup of love,
while he pronounced the solem n words ? W as



he going to take th a t for M arriage ? — ‘ Mon 
D ieu !' though t I, to the very  brink of w hat 
a precipice has m y indiscretion, or a t least my 
inability  for guidance, b rought us both  !

“ H is love was plain, I could no t doubt his hon
est purpose, his character I even revered  ; bu t I 
rem em bered, w ith terror, th a t love, like wine, 
could intoxicate ; and w here the ■ pow er of both 
should be united, w hat an  inebria tion  — both  in 
tellectual, m oral, and physical — m igh t resu lt ; 
and w hat m igh t no t a m an thus trip ly  drunken, 
th ink  or do ?

“ I had hoped to lead him  to a certain  point ; 
bu t he had  led me to wholly another. I m ust 
endeavor at once to b rin g  him  awray from  his 
thought. S pring ing  to m y feet and pu lling  him  
to walk w ith m e on the mossy bank of the brook, 
I said :

—1 Ah, Luigi, I do no t understand  all about this, 
b u t certain ly  love is holy, and M arriage is holy, 
yet in some way I am  sure they  are not the same. 
M arriage m ust be som ething m ore th an  love — 
how ever ardent, deep, and tru e .’

—‘ N ot more, no t m ore,’ he said, ‘ but, I g ran t 
you, som ething different. For our Im m aculate 
L ady and the  holy A ngels are loving and lovely, 
and God H im self, we are told, is Love itself. I 
spoke only of m ortal m en and wom en.’



—‘ Can, then, this holy love you speak of be ex 
clusive betw een two only ? ’ I asked.

—‘ Surely ,'A dam  loved Eve w ith holy love in 
sinless E den ,’ he said.

—‘T here  w ere n ’t any o ther wom en there  th en ,’ 
I said.

—‘Of course not,’ he said, w ith a sh rug  of his 
shoulders, ‘ w hat th en  ? ’

—‘ W hy, ju st th is,’ I said. ‘ Suppose th ere  had 
been o ther Eves in the garden, all ju st alike, 
could he love them  all alike ? — and if he did, 
would th is m ake th is love to be like tha t o ther 
holy love we spoke of ? ’

—• I do n ’t know w hether he could love them  
all alike at the sam e tim e,’ he said.

—‘ Well, th en ,’ I replied, ‘if he loved one very  
m uch m ore dearly  th an  the others, would it still 
be the holy love you spoke of th a t he would be 
loving the dearest one w ith ? ’

—‘ If it  had become Sacram ental love, it would 
surely  be holy,’ said he; 1 for does n ’t the Sacra
m en t m ake it holy of course ? ’

—‘ T hen  the Sacram ental love is holy tow ards 
one and the  A ngel-love holy tow ards m ore, and 
th is is the difference betw een them  ? ’ I said.

—‘ You have sta ted  it exactly .’
—‘T he A ngel-love and the D ivine love we know 

is everlasting  and cannot change,’ I rem arked.



—‘Yes, we know th a t certain ly ,’ he said.
—‘ But the love betw een m en and women, we 

know, is som etim es very  short and changes 
often .’

—‘Alas, we know th a t,’ said he, ‘it is too 
tru e  th a t m en and wom en are very  changeable 
creatures.’

—1 B ut Sacram ental love,’ I continued, is 
betw een m en and women, can th a t th en  be 
som etim es short and change often  ? ’

—‘ Surely it m ust no t,’ he replied.
—1 How so ? ’
—‘ T ell m e how love becomes Sacram ental,’ he 

said.
—‘ By p u ttin g  it u nder the Sacram ental oath, I 

suppose.’
—‘ Precisely so,’ said he. ‘A nd how long then  

is the tim e for a Sacram ental oath to last ? — 
can it change ? — I do not say, often — bu t ever ? ’

—‘T hen Sacram ental love is ev e rlas tin g ?’
—‘ How can it be otherw ise ? ’ he said.
—‘Conjugal love,’ said I, ‘ is by the sacred oath 

Sacram ental and therefo re  perpetual, is it not ? '
—‘ It m ust be in  its na tu re  so,’ he said.
—‘ But is it not som etim es broken off and 

destroyed ? ’
—‘ A pparen tly  so,’ he replied.
—‘ How is th a t ? — how can it be ? ’



—‘ W hy sim ply th is,’ he said, ‘ it m ust be — it is, 
in every  case — the story  of a crim e.’

—‘ Do you m ean,’ I asked, ‘ th a t in every  case, 
the sacred oath both  ought to have been kept 
and m igh t have been ? ’

—‘ Yes,’ said he, ‘undoubtedly  it ought and u n 
doubtedly it m ight — if the parties had willed it.’ 

—‘ Can we love by  w illing it ? ’ I asked.
—‘ No, I th ink  not,’ said he.
—‘ How do you mean, then  ? ’
—‘I m ean th is,’ said he. ‘W ithout first the 

liv ing spark, of course you can have no fire. No 
a rran g in g  of m aterial, and no fann ing  of the  cold 
pieces will kindle a flame. But w hen the  spark 
is already kindled, judicious arran g em en t and 
fanning, will be th a t which will ensure and 
hasten  the flame; and a fte r this, continual care 
and addition of fuel will p erpetuate  and en 
large the fire, so th a t it need never w ane.’

—‘ But yet it often does w ane,’ I said.
—‘ T ru e ,’ said he, ‘ I m ean th a t too. I m ean 

th a t the fire actually  burn ing , and at first as 
likely as any o ther fire, under p roper condi
tions, to go on and spread and last indefinitely, 
may, by the opposite trea tm en t, be as certain ly  
pu t out. T he two in whose charge it is — and 
perhaps e ither of the two, in spite of the best 
efforts of the o ther — m ay easily quench it, by



pouring  on such floods th a t no fire could survive 
it — or even by  le ttin g  it bu rn  out of itself and 
die of neg lec t.’

—‘ B ut,’ said I, ‘ I do n ’t like the  sim ile of fire. 
I do n ’t m ean the heat and blaze of passion.’

—‘V ery w ell,’ said he, ‘le t us take th en  the 
common yet sw eet and beautifu l em blem  of 
love — la rosa rossa d ' amore [‘ the red  rose of 
love ’]. I will g ran t, nay, I m ain tain  th a t love is 
an exotic in  m any latitudes, so to speak, of h u 
m an existence. I t  is a flower originally  brought 
from  the celestial paradise, bu t nevertheless it 
will grow  and bloom in te rrestria l gardens. It 
will do it, I say, bu t it requires a careful, 
constant, thoughtful, and som etim es an in g en 
iously though tfu l cultivation —

—‘ Ah, Luigi ! ’ — I in terrup ted , bu t he w ent 
rig h t on:

—‘ It requires, in fact, a double cu lture — as 
they  tell us th a t two angels, a m igh ty  and a 
gen tle  one, an angel of pow er and an angel of 
grace, w ere set to take care of E den together, 
till the charge was given over to the hum an 
pair. T he cu lture of the ‘ red-rose-of-love,’ I 
say, requ ires the strong, bold strokes of m an 
hood, and not less the soft, shy, subtle touch 
of womanhood. Beyond every  o ther laborious 
culture, the precious yet ten d er th in g  m ust



be shielded from  every  rude encounter, every 
chilly blast, every uncongenial storm. N eglect 
on the  one hand  will cause it to w ither away, 
on the  other, unpro tec ted  w in ter will freeze it 
to dea th .’

—‘ I t  is safe, th en ,’ said I, ‘ if we are w illing to 
labor for it, to prom ise “ till d e a th ’’?

—‘Most surely ,’ said he, ‘for it is in  our 
pow er.’

—‘ But now, Luigi, said I, suppose again, tha t 
there  had been two Eves ju s t alike in the  g a r
den ; and th a t A dam  had found and loved 
one, and th e ir love had become Sacram ental 
love together; and by and by w hen she has 
gone out of his sight, he m eets the other, b u t 
does no t know it is another, and loves her; and 
th is love becom es Sacram ental love betw een 
them ;— would th is his love th en  be holy love? 
I do n ’t speak now of her ? ’

—‘ Only, I should th ink ,’ said he, ‘ before he
knew  they  w ere two.’

—‘ But w hat if he came afte rw ard  to know
th a t th ey  w ere two loves ? ’ said I.

—‘ You know the  catechismo says he m ust have 
bu t one,’ said he.

—‘We are supposing it was a m istake,’ said I.
—‘ Of course,’ said he,’ ‘ for otherw ise it 

could not have become .Sacramental love.’



—‘A nd a m istake m ust be corrected, w hen it 
is found out, m ust it n o t? ’ said I.

—‘ I t  seem s so,’ said he.
—‘ T hen  he m ust break  the  Sacram ent w ith 

one,’ said I.
—‘ I t  seem s th a t it m ust be so,’ said he.
—‘ But is n ’t it a dreadful sin to b reak  the 

Sacram ent ? ’ said I.
—‘ T he Catehismo says so,’ he replied.
—■ T hen  he woidd b reak  the Catehismo, if he 

w ere to keep both, and if he should pu t away 
one, he would break  it again ? ’ said I; ‘ is it 
not so ? ’

—‘Of course, th a t cannot be denied,’ said he; 
‘ b u t th en  the  second is to correct a m istake, 
and a m istake m ust always be corrected, if it  
can be, when it is found out, m ust it not ?

—‘ I do n ’t  know,’ said I. ‘ T h at ’s the very  
th in g  I am asking you about.’

—‘ How is th a t ? ’ said he.
—‘ Why, if I understand  you, it is th a t he 

w ould do w rong at first by  m istake and a fte r
ward correct it by  doing w rong on purpose.’

—‘ T h at is about it, perhaps,’ said he.
—‘ W hich, then, is b e tte r ,’ said I, to do w rong 

by m istake, or do w rong on purpose ? ’
—‘ Ah, M ' amie, said he, you are too m uch for 

me. Perhaps I ’m w rong.’



X X V I.

11 T hen  is there m irth in heaven,
W hen earthly th ings made even 

A tone together."
A s  Y o u  L i k e  I t ,  v ,  4 ,  H ymn.

^  A S we seated ourselves again u nder the 
V I  tree, Luigi continued :
‘ W hy, carissima, do you talk of Eves and of 

Divorce, as if any such th in g  were possible 
betw een us? — Do you th ink  I m igh t be u n 
fa ith fu l?— at least in A m erica? ’

11 th ink,' said I, 1 you are noble and good, 
Luigi. I ’m sure of th a t.’

‘T hen  do you th ink  I would ever — ever — 
oh, I can 't say the words, “ cast you o ff”— it 
frigh tens me to th ink  of them  — do you th ink  
I would e v e r— ever — le t you go — give you up, 
u n d er any circum stances?’

‘ But w hat if I w ere w hat we w ere speaking 
of — not the first, bu t a second E v e ? ’

‘ <9 carissima! — how can you say th a t?  Do 
you th ink  I have had ano ther love? — a short-
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lived flame ? — and forsaken her?  — and will do 
the same by you ? —’

—‘ I th ink ,’ I in terrup ted , 1 th a t ’ — bu t he 
w ent r ig h t on:

—‘ Can you believe I would deceive you ? — 
seduce you ? — even if I did no t believe your 
holy v irtue w ere im pregnable ? — and adore you 
for i t ? —’

—‘Luigi, dear Luigi'— I tried  again to in te r
ject, b u t heeding  me not, he still continued, in 
a passionate stream :

—11 sw ear to you, by  the Blessed Sacram ent —’ 
—‘ Do n 't, do n ’t ! ’ I cried, bu t in vain.
—1 T h at I never loved ano ther — no, nor never 

w ill.’
—‘ How few m en could say that, and a g rea t 

deal less, oh, a g rea t deal less, I fear, from  w hat 
I ’ve heard ,’ I found room  to say, while he paused 
an instant. T hen  he continued :

‘ Carissima delle donne eli esistano ! [dearest woman 
alive] I never knew  w hat it is to love, till I looked 
into your angel face, and all m y soul was full of 
light, and I “ knew good and evil.” W hen now 
I see your blessed figfure sail along, I th ink  it 
ought not to touch the dusty  earth , b u t swim 
in the soft air, as the clouds and the angels do. 
W hen I look down into the awful loveliness of 
your deep eyes, m y head  swims, and m y body



and soul seem to be dissolving in a w arm  sea of 
love. 0  mia adorata ! could I ever give you up 
for another ? — would I ever give you up at a l l? ’ 

—‘ W ould n ’t you, though ? ’ I said, in a tone of 
affectionate irony. For such very  sweet “ taffy"  
as he had been proffering, though it was delicious 
to hear it, I knew  well enough was superhum an 
stuff, like the am brosia of old Olympus, and ju st 
as m ythical ; and I did n 't  know how m uch was 
due to the fum es of th a t s trong  w ine he had 
been drinking, and the effects of which I felt, 
w ith some alarm , to be ra th e r w arm  and lively 
around m y own p a lp ita ting  h eart a t th a t m o
m ent; so th a t I was in a very  anxious state 
both  of though t and feeling.

‘ W ould n ’t you, though ? ’ I repeated, in 
th a t sam e sem i-affectionate, sem i-quizzical tone, 
‘ would n ’t you, though ? — not if you found out 
th a t m y h air was partly  blue, or th a t there  was 
an ugly  scratch or scar, or spot on m y arm , or 
neck, or som ewhere ? ’

—‘ Cruel, cruel g irl ! ’ he u ttered , in a m ingled 
tone of sadness, anger, and love, ‘ why will you 
talk  so ? I could n ’t give you up  if I would, for 
have n ’t we taken together the Sacram ent of ever
lasting  love ? But, m ost surely, I would n ’t if I 
could, for I love suprem ely your dear soul and 
dear body through  which it shines in every fea-



ture. I say once for all, I love you ju st as you 
are. I would n ’t have you changed — not even to 
m ake you m ore beautiful, if th a t w ere possible. I 
would n ’t have your h a ir a single shade lig h te r or 
darker, nor one of your fingers a hair-b read th  
sho rter or longer. I w ant every th ing  as it is. 
I w ant you, mia cara, cara, carissima [m y dear, 
dear, dearest] — you and no t any th ing  else — 
even b e tte r  th an  you.’

—‘ Santa M adonna!' I exclaimed, ‘ you are, in 
deed, a lover w orthy of the chivalric days of m y 
ancestors ! W hat g irl of to-day is w orthy of you ? 
W hat g irl in the  whole w orld m igh t not well be 
crazed w ith your love ? B ut then, you feel sure 
you’ll never be p u t to th a t trial. Y et you m ay — 
you m ay be p u t to the  test, Luigi, carissimo.'

—‘ W ell,’ he said, 1 le t it come. P er I ' amor di 
Dio, le t it come ! ’

—‘Ah, Luigi,' I said, ‘ do n ’t  sw ear any more. 
I swore a dreadful oath about our Lady, in m y 
d istress and despair ; and w hen I w ent to duty, 
I got the worst penance of all m y life. I only got 
absolution yestern igh t.’

—‘ I t ’s long,’ said he, ‘ since I w ent to confes
sion, and I shall eat m uch b read  before I go again, 
unless —’

—‘ But you’ll have to go,’ I in terrup ted , ‘ before 
you eat the  b read  of a good M arriage —’



—‘ M arriage ecclesiastical,’ said he, ‘ you m ean 
to say.’

—‘ Yes, of course, I m ean th a t ; and is n ’t that 
a good, even the best M arriage ? For did n ’t the 
Saviour say we could judge the  good and the  bad 
of such th ings by  the  fru its ? — and w hat o ther 
th in g  shows m ore clearly  th a t the Church is a 
kind, good M other, th an  h e r lovely, holy, ever
las tin g  M arriage ? — unless it is, by contrast, the 
dreadfu l Divorces and wicked doings about it, we 
hear of in those w retched countries w here she 
and h e r holy ru les are re jected  ? ’

—‘ I shall go, th en ,’ said he, ‘for your dear sake, 
ju st as for th a t I would go to any o ther pun ish
m en t.’

—‘ But the  penance,’ said I, ‘w hatever it should 
be, will be m ade up for in the  fu ture. God for
bid we should be separated  in E te rn ity  ! R ath er 
would I go w ith you, Luigi, to the  Inferno, like 
poor Francesca da Rimini ; bu t how m uch b e tte r 
to go together to Paradiso!'

—‘ I was n ’t th ink ing  of the penance,’ said he. 
‘ I dare not tell you — i t ’s of no consequence — 
w hat I th ink .’

‘ May our L ady and all the Saints and A ngels 
keep you,’ I said, ‘ from  saying, or th ink ing  any 
wicked th in g  of the Church; or of h e r sacred 
priests. T he Church is our M other and theirs;



and th ey  are m ostly holy men, in hard  poverty, 
who are to iling  u nder every k ind  of self-denial, 
for our salvation. We owe them , all m en owe 
them , not suspicion and ill will, b u t tru s t and 
affection. But I, too, dare not te ll you w hat I not. 
only think, b u t know; and no t about the  church 
and the reverend  priests, b u t about — m yself — 
m y own poor self. Y et I m ust te ll you. F o r “ can 
you believe I  would deceive you Ì — would seduce you I" 

—‘ No, Carissima, ten  thousand noes. I would 
tru s t m y life, and m y e ternal life, too, in  your 
hands, as quickly as a straw .’

—‘ Ah, Luigi, do n 't  say it ! ’
—‘ I m ean it all,’ said he.
— 'Luigi,' said I, now, in  a voice th a t hard ly  

came out of m y th ro a t and which I felt qu iver
ing  in  the  cen te r of m y heart, ‘ Luigi, you do n ’t 
know m e.’

—‘ Do n ’t  know you ! ’ he exclaim ed, 1 do n 't  
know you ! by the holy Confirmation, do n ’t be
gin  th a t cruel sport again, I p ray .’

“ As he said this, he slapped m e gen tly  on the 
cheek (as the Bishop does in  th a t rite  of the 
Church), th en  threw  his g rea t arm s around m e 
and pressed m e un resisting  to his bosom, im 
p rin tin g  kisses on m y cheeks — I know not how 
m any, and saying as he did it :

—‘ I ’ll m ark  you, then, and seal you for m y own



— there  — there  — th ere  ’ (with every kiss) ‘mine!
— eternally  m ine ! ’

“ T his overw helm ed me. I was conquered, 
crushed, trodden  in  the  dust, till there  was no 
m ore s tren g th  left in  m e for choice or re s is t
ance. U tte rly  broken up, I b u rs t in to  sobs. 
U nder the stress of an invincible propulsion 
w ithin, y e t w ith  th e  u tm ost physical difficulty, 
I e jected  from  m y b u rstin g  b reast these four 
dreadfu l words, syllable by syllable :

—‘You — th ink  — m e — Maria,' and then  sobbed 
on, h ang ing  down m y head in delicious pain and 
shame.

—‘ Or ra th e r,’ he in terrup ted , ‘ mia donna M aria  
carissima [m y dearest love M ary] —’

—‘ No, no, Luigi, i t ’s false ! — all false ! ’ I cried 
or m ore tru ly  scream ed, I suppose, for I 
was indeed beside m yself w ith the conflicting 
em otions of tim e and etern ity , desires and 
fears, hope and despair, su rg ing  in one blind 
turm oil in m y distracted  soul. ‘ No, no, Luigi, it 
is no t so, it is not so,’ I repeated  m any times. ‘ I 
am not Maria. W ould to God and our L ady I 
were ! — w ere smooth, fair, sound, unscratched, 
loved M aria !  — b u t I am not. I am  only 
scratched, banged, spotted, sad, uncared-for, 
fo rgotten  M arta!

“ T hen  I could hold in no longer. I pu t m y 
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hands over m y face and bu rst into a paroxysm  of 
tears. H e slowly gave up m y hand  (which he 
had been holding, b ring ing  it from  tim e to tim e 
to his lips), re tu rn in g  it to m y lap, and I heard  a 
soft b u t piteous groan th a t m ade me shudder. 
T hen  for a few m om ents all was still, except 
m y sobs which I could not control ; betw een 
which I heard  him  m urm uring  u nder his breath, 
and the first words I caught w ere :

‘ Is she out of her head ? — or am I d ream ing  ?
— oh, I can’t endure this ! ’

“ T hen  it was still again for a little, and then  
he took m y hand  and said, quietly  :

—‘ Carissima, I can’t bear to have you sob so, 
b u t I k n o w —’

—‘ O Luigi, you do n 't  know,’ I in te rru p ted  ; 
and w ith a g rea t effort I now succeeded in 
checking m y sobs, and was resolved to stake 
m y all a t one throw. So I said, w ith  the m ost 
qu iet and earnest tone I could com m and :

—1 D ear Luigi, believe me, for really  and tru ly  
I am  serious now and am  in m y rig h t m ind. You 
do n ’t know, because you never saw M arta  before
— unless — it was — was when —’ here I choked 
again, and for m y life, I could n ’t force out a 
w ord m ore, b u t gave a g rea t sob, covered m y 
face w ith  m y hands, and was still. T hen  I heard  
him  m urm uring  to him self :



‘ Per Dio ! — Is it possible ! — I t  m ust be so.— I 
had  forgotten .— I had fo rgo tten .’

“ Presently , very  tenderly  and w ith  m uch hesi
tation, he began  :

—‘ T hen  — you know — about th a t — th a t time. 
I tho u g h t nobody b u t me — and uncle — knew 
m uch about it.’

—‘Of course, I know — I know ,’ I stam m ered 
out, ‘ for — for it was I — and — and it was — was 
som eth ing  —som ething dreadful — b u t — b u t I — 
I do n 't  know ju st w hat.— T ell m e — tell me, 
Luigi,’ I said, still keeping m y face covered w ith 
m y hands. H e m ade no reply, and I repeated :

—1 T ell me, tell me, Luigi. I m ust know — if it 
kills m e — I m ust know.’

— ‘ I t ’s no m atter, now ,’ he said, 11 have never 
told anybody. I never should have spoken of it, 
and I never shall. I t 's  no m atte r to rem em ber, 
i t ’s no m a tte r a t all.’

—-‘You m ust te ll m e,’ I said. ‘I ought to know 
— and — and I th ink  I have a r ig h t to know — 
from  you — from  you, Luigi!

—1 I ’m alm ost asham ed,’ he said, ‘ to te ll m y 
dream . I was so weak and light-headed, then  — 
and — and it signifies no th ing .’

—‘ Oh, was it only a dream  ? — was n ’t it true, 
then  ? ’ I cried, ca tching at a straw , drow ning as 
I was, in te rro r ; and being  thus com forted for an



instant, by  th is idea, I raised m y head and looked 
up into h is face. H e was looking fa r away down 
the  valley.

—‘ Som ething was true, of course,’ he said.
—‘ T ell m e Luigi — tell me all — tell m e quick. ’ 
—‘ If I should, it would be only to obey you,’ 

he said. ‘ I should never speak of it except 
at your command, for it is nothing, nothing, 
no th ing .’

—‘T ell,’ I said, ‘tell every th ing .’
—‘ If  I m ust, then ,’ said he, ‘ I was dream ing 

about the riv er behind  our M antuan home. I 
used often in sum m er to go there to swim. My 
little  sister, Lappa, before she w ent to live w ith  
the Marchesa used to go there  for berries in 
sum m er and for nu ts in  autum n.

‘ T here  w ere rasp b erry  bushes and hazel 
bushes, and chestnut trees all around, and two 
high rocks w hich had  a narrow  opening b e
tw een them  like a gatew ay on the side tow ard 
the house.

‘ T he opposite bank was a very  steep, bare 
rock w hich came down from  the  m ountains, 
and nobody ever w ent there. In  the n ight, we 
som etim es heard  wolves bark ing  there ; and 
once w hen Uncle was w ith us — it was clear 
m oonlight — he shot at one across the river. 
T he nex t m orning  we found it lodged in the



bushes fu rth e r down, bu t I never knew  of any 
sw im m ing across the river.

‘ I t  was a very  hot day. I was at work am ong 
the vines. T he Babbo was still in his siesta. 
Nobody was near. Lappa, a fte r finishing her 
tasks in  the house, had passed tow ard the 
river, te lling  m e w here she was going.

‘ T his was a com m on th ing ; and I did n ’t 
th in k  of it again, till I heard  the wolves b ark 
ing, and, looking up, I saw Lappa ru n n in g  
tow ards me, like a frigh tened  sea-nym ph, h er 
long h a ir stream ing  behind  h e r and a g rea t 
wolf yelp ing  at h e r heels. She rushed  directly  
into m y arms, h e r w et locks flew into m y face, 
and  she came against m y b reast w ith such a 
blow th a t I awoke.—You know the  rest.'

—‘No,’ I said, trem b lin g  all over, ‘ I do n ’t 
know it a t all. — T ell me — tell m e all — every 
w orst th ing .— If it kills me, le t m e die now — 
w ith  nobody here b u t you.’

“ H e hesitated, bu t I u rged  till he proceeded :
—‘ W hen I first opened m y eyes, I thought, for 

an  instan t, th a t the dream  was real. You (if it 
was you) w ere ly ing  partly  on m y breast. My 
arm  was u n d er you, and your cheek was on the 
pillow. You seem ed asleep.

‘ T hen  I w ondered w here I was. Of course, I 
w ondered to see h er there, and was at m y w its’



end w hat to do, w hen I heard  a voice out
side, and in  an in stan t m ore a step  at the 
door. I looked, saw Uncle, and heard  him  ex
claim  som ething — I do n ’t know w hat — then  
saw him  throw  his b lanket and take h e r in 
it quickly away. T he dog, too, was grow l
ing  fiercely around the room. Uncle soon re 
turned, b u t we have never spoken of the th ing .’ 

—‘ But did n 't  you observe,’ I said, ‘ any th ing  
on her neck or anyw here ? ’

—‘ Yes, I saw a red  rosary  and crucifix h an g 
ing  th e re ,’ he said.

—‘T ell me, Luigi,’ I persisted, ‘was th a t all 
you noticed ? ’

—‘ Well, there  was a dark spot below the 
crucifix,’ he said.

—‘ Did n ’t you despise and hate h er ? ’ I said, 
in a trem bling  whisper.

‘ No, surely  no t,’ he said, ‘ w hy should I ? — I ’ve 
hard ly  though t of it again. I was too weak then  
to m ind it, and afterw ards too w orried, and since 
too happy — unless,’ he added, a fte r a pause, 
‘ w hen th in k in g  of the fu tu re .’

—‘ T en  thousand thanks, dear Luigi,' I said, 
p u ttin g  both  m y hands in  one of his, “ I have 
forced you to tell, now I w ill com pel you to 
listen. You m ust hear me. If you despise me, 
I shall die, bu t I will die here w ith you.’



“ I looked up into his face. I t  looked so noble 
and true, yet so w orried. H is hand trem bled, 
bu t he did no t take it away from  mine. I w ent 
on :

'■Luigi,' I said, ‘ I m ust te ll you all. You m ust 
know all.’ T hen, w ith  a spasm, I seized the pink 
shirred  rosette, and tore it from  m y heart-shaped 
dress-front’. I closed m y eyes; and while I seem ed 
to see a show er of shooting stars before m y fiery 
eye-balls, I pointed w ith m y trem b lin g  finger to 
the pink crucifix and to the dark  seal of m y 
iden tity  below.

'Eccolo!' eccolo! [See it, see it], I stam m ered 
on. ‘ I am  she — I am  she. I was w atching — 
all day — by your bed — of pain. Oh, so d read 
fu l— it was. M aria  was w ith the  sheep. 
Velloso— Leo, I m ean — would not go. I was 
alone — w ith him  and you. I was try in g  — 
try in g  to be good — to you. My h eart ached — 
to hear you — moan, moan, m oan — so hoarse 
and low and trem bling  — and Leo was always 
ro lling  his eyes — tow ard the  bed — or m e — 
and g row ling— and som etim es — g rin n in g  and 
gnash ing  his tee th  ’—

“ Before I had said half of this, he had gen tly  
taken  m y hand  away from  m y bosom, and 
b rough t the  shawl th a t was about m y shoulders 
closely around and fastened it in front, and



when a t last I opened m y eyes, he had his 
arm s folded across his b reast and was look
ing  down on m e w ith his great, soft eyes so 
tenderly ; yet his face wore a look so solemn 
and so sad. I was a little  com forted by tha t 
look, bu t it was w ith  m y h ea rt bea ting  very  
fast th a t I dropped m y eyes and m y hands in 
m y lap and w ent on w ith m y story:

‘A t last th ere  was a m om ent w hen there 
came a sudden and a frigh tfu l change. T he 
flushed face grew  ashy pale.— O Luigi, I loved 
you. I though t th en  you w ere dying. I t  pu t 
m e out of m y head  w ith g rie f and frigh t. I 
thought of the  acquavite [brand)']. I rushed  to 
the little  stand. I snatched up a glass and 
poured in. H old ing  it in  one hand, w ith the 
o ther I to re  away m y camicinetta and seized 
the crucifix — and was flying to the  bedside — 
to m ake you swallow the  liquor — and to  pray  
— to p ray  on the crucifix for your life — or, at 
least, for your passing so u l—’

—‘ A ngel from  heaven ! ’ I heard  him  m urm ur, 
bu t I w ent rig h t on :

—11 heard  a horrid  grow l a t m y ear. My foot 
tripped  on the  wolfskin rug. I felt a sharp  pain 
on m y shoulder and  knew  I was p lung ing  for
w ard — upon — I know not w here — and — and I 
know no m ore —’



“ H ere I broke down, and could say no more, 
only to sob out, w ord by word,

—‘ E xcept — tha t — I found — found m y se lf—• 
alone — in the cot — in the loft-cham ber — and — 
and the phials — of the Medico— around — around 
m e — and — and — I could no t — could not raise 
m y head — nor th ink  — nor guess — w hat — w hat 
had happened — happened  to — to me — and 
Maria said — said th a t the Aledico forbade — for
bade m e — to look — even to look out — out of 
the w indow — and — and so — so — I've kept —■ 
kept aw ay — aw ay from  you — and — and I 
though t — though t I should — I should never — 
never see you again — and — and I th ink  — yes, 
I ’m sure — you — you love — love M aria  — and — 
and I lo v e — love — Maria —  oh dear, oh dear ! ’

“ H e did not speak, b u t I saw g rea t tea rs  roll 
over his cheeks, and looking up th rough m y 
tears  into his sw im m ing eyes, I said softly, yet 
earnestly  :

—‘You do love M aria, do n 't y o u ? ’
—‘ I will not deny it,’ he said, tenderly.
—‘You kissed h e r when you said “Addio" 

did n ’t you ? ’ I persisted.
-—‘ No, never ! ’ he said, earnestly .
—‘ But you em braced her then  ? ’ I urged.
—1 My soul ? Y es! — My arm s ? N ever ! ’ he 

said, still m ore earnestly.



“ Then, w ith a nervous spring, he bounded 
from  the sofa-bank, holding his tem ples w ith 
both hands, ran  to the little  brook and walked 
hu rried ly  up and down m any tim es on the 
mossy b rink  of the p ra ttlin g  stream , stopping 
again and again  to look down into the sheeny 
water, w here schools of tiny  fishes w ere fro l
icking over the  pebbly  bottom , b u t du rin g  w hat 
seem ed to m e a long, long hour, he did not once 
look tow ard me. H e seem ed to be absorbed in 
an  agony of self-consultation.

“ A t last the conflict appeared  to be ended. 
H is ex trem e nervousness ceased. H e came 
and stood again at m y side, and took both  m y 
hands in  his, b u t said nothing. T here  was now 
a long silence betw een us. I dared not b reak  
it, and he did not. H e closed his eyes, b u t still 
held m y two hands in  his, which trem bled  yet.

“ But he now becam e ever m ore and m ore 
calm. T he tears  which had  been from  tim e to 
tim e shooting across his cheeks flowed no longer. 
T he trem b lin g  in  his hands passed off gradually , 
and was p resen tly  gone. A look of peaceful 
satisfaction came over his face. H e opened 
h is eyes, and looking down on m e w ith a noble 
gentleness, in  soft b u t fa lte ring  tones, he said : 

‘ I t  is so — so — so. D uty — m y duty  is . .
H e did not finish the sentence, bu t stooping



and ra ising  m y hands to his lips, kissed them  
ferven tly  and laid  them  again  in m y lap.

“ W hile he was speaking, I had  closed m y eyes 
in a sort of dream y con ten t ; and when his voice 
ceased, I did n o t im m ediately  open them , for I 
was dazed w ith m y own thoughts. W hen at last 
I becam e conscious of the  silence and raised 
m y eyes to look about me, Luigi was gone — 
gone for the  second tim e, and was it not surely 
now forever? I sp rang  up w ith a pang  of 
alarm , and flew to the tu rn  in  the  path  around 
the  g rea t rock. I was only in tim e to see him  
disappearing  in  a d istan t tu rn  of the h igh  road 
tow ard Martigny.

“ I was frigh tened  indeed. A  hundred  uncanny 
explanations suggested  them selves to m e in a 
m om ent. ‘T h at last unfinished sentence to begin  
w ith — did it bode good or ill ? W as th a t discov
ered  and overpow ering duty  going to give him  to 
me — or carry  him  to M aria  — or — or — was it 
not m ore likely, from  his behavior, d riv ing  him, 
in his d istraction  and w retchedness, to drop us 
both and vanish from  the scene, in  the  arm y, or 
in A m erica ? I th ink  he has dropped us bo th .’

“ But th e re  was no hum an help for it. T he 
m ule was gone. I could not overtake him. 
E ven if it w ere possible, w hat good would it 
do? W hat else could the  resu lt be, b u t to have



my love (already proffered u nder such m ortify 
ing  conditions) again, and in still colder blood, 
re jected  ? My m aiden pride fought fiercely 
w ith m y d istracting  love. P iercing  thoughts 
crowded upon m e from  every  quarter. My 
poor h ea rt sank u nder a hundred  stabs. I 
felt as if I w ere dying, and for the  m om ent, 
I w anted  to die.

“ T hen  I review ed his conduct again and again. 
He had been so in tense in  his love, and so de
cided in his choice, before ; and so calm, so 
gentle, so tender, since the try in g  ordeal which 
revealed m y indisputable iden tity  and reversed 
his h o p es—‘was not this a good om en for m e? 
-—was it not alm ost a proof th a t he was surely 
se ttling  back into m y arm s ? — and would not 
all our fu tu re life to g eth er be so m uch the 
m ore indissolubly welded, by  these recast jo in 
ings, these cicatrized wounds, the  reaction of 
these shocks and strains securely outridden ? ’

“ But then  it flashed upon m e in ano ther light. 
‘Was n ’t th a t last tenderness m ean t to soften the 
final blow ? — to m ingle the gen tlest possible m em 
ories w ith the com ing shock which d u ty — w hat 
he felt to be his inevitable d u ty — he knew  would 
give m e a t the m om ent of m y aw aking to the 
d readful fact — m em ories which to m y dying day 
also would sweeten the b itte rness of it ?



‘ W hat if th a t silence was w hat he felt to be 
a b e tte r  th in g  th an  w ords — indeed the  only 
th in g  to be endured  — a t such a parting? W hat 
if th a t pressure of bo th  m y hands, the  im 
p rin t of his im passioned kisses there, w ere the 
native language of an  unspeakable love and 
an unspeakable anguish g iv ing  an everlasting  
farew ell ! ’

“ One m om ent in hope, the nex t in  doubt, the 
th ird  in  despair, w ith a h ea rt sw iftly pa lp ita ting  
u n d er conflicting emotions, I crep t slowly back 
to the mossy bank, m y eyes dim  w ith tears  and 
m y lim bs trem b in g  in every nerve; and throw 
ing  m yself on m y knees I p rayed  to the  dear 
Madre di Dio, to p ity  m e and send m y Luigi 
back to me.

“ So I p rayed  and w ept and p rayed  again, 
until, from  excitem ent and exhaustion, I fell 
asleep on m y knees. A fte r this, it m ay have 
been longer or shorter, the touch of Luigi's 
hand on m y shoulder was the first th in g  I 
rem em ber; and in  an in stan t more, alm ost b e 
fore I was aw are of it, he had lifted  m e from 
m y knees, and we w ere s ittin g  again side by 
side on the sofa-bank.

“ Half-w ay betw een silent hope and silent 
despair, I looked up into his sober face and he 
im m ediately began:



‘ Most surely  Iddio or our guard ian  has decided 
our lot. U nquestionably  you are “ the first 
E ve ” ; and yours is the Sacram ent of love. I 
did, unknow ing, and as I  think, innocently, 
w ander a fte r the  second. Yet, grazie a Dio, I 
did no t become entangled  w ith  any bonds of 
du ty  there.

‘ But if any ten d er sen tim ents m ust now  go 
unreciprocated, which m ay have sp rung  up in 
the h ea rt of the o ther Eve — the dear g irl — 
m y h ea rt bleeds to th ink  of it — th rough m y 
ignorance or indiscretion, we m ust do every
th in g  in  our pow er to soothe and console h er 
g en tle  h ea rt and m ake up for the w rong — 
involuntary  w rong — by our lifelong kindness.

‘ Between us the Sacram ent was and is sole 
and true, a lthough clouded th en  by ignorance 
in m y intention. By proxy, at first, as it seems, 
I was charm ed (such was the will of heaven), 
by the beauty  of thy  body. I was also ravished 
by  the  sw eetness of h e r sp irit which was an 
im age of thine. Now clouds have vanished, 
and all is reality . T he proxy has served its 
heaven-sent purpose; and is now as a dream  of 
the past. We stand  already in  a union, invisible 
and spiritual, yet indissoluble. If  thou a r t w ill
ing  we will be m ade outw ardly  and law fully 
one, by  the  arm  of the  S tate and the benedic



tion of the Church — and w hat we are to  do 
we cannot delay.’

“ I buried  m y face in  his bosom and said 
no th ing .”



X X V II.

"  I have waited so long for thee, Love !
A rt thou copie to me, D earest, a t last ?

O h, bless Thee, my Joy  and my Dove !
T h is  is w orth all the wearisome p as t.”

F . W . F a b e r .

H E  bliss of the nex t few m inutes ! — who
can describe it ? — bu t you will guess it

aright, for it is, I th ink, always and every
w here the same — the tru stfu l em brace — the 
long, long kiss, in which the very  souls com 
m ingle w ith one ano ther — the conscious blessed
ness th a t drowns the un ited  two in  one sea of 
oblivious joy.

“ W e experienced it all. No lovers w ere ever 
m ore blessed. T here  was no m ore doubt, no 
m ore uncertain ty . W e understood each other 
now. A ll was peace. All was infinite joy.

“ But our tim e pressed, and  in five m inutes 
we were on our way to the town. I was seated 
on the m ule, the b rid le-re in  h ang ing  loose in 
m y hand, d ream ing  dream s th a t w ere all to be 
reversed. Luigi walked at m y side, w ith eyes



lowered upon the  ground, apparen tly  absorbed 
in  w atching  the sham bling  steps of the mule.

“ A fte r a p re tty  long silen ce— it seem ed long 
though delicious to m e — Luigi began, as he 
said, w ith  ‘ a story  — if it was a story.’ T he 
substance of w hat he said was this:

‘ Good old padre Gilberto di Pastreiigo is p rio r • 
of the Convento of the  Benedettini a t Mentova. 
H e has been an in tim ate  of our fam ily and my 
fa th e r’s friend  from  childhood. On m y eigh
teen th  b irthday , I w ent to the  Convento w ith 
some choice wine, and a le tte r  from  m y fa ther 
to the abate Gilberto, ask ing  him  to accept the 
p resen t on the  score of old friendship  and to 
give m e no t only the  usual natale [birthday- 
blessing], bu t also a general benediction upon 
m y opening manhood.

‘ H e received m e m ost lovingly, took m e to 
the H igh  Mass (for it was the  feast of St. 
Luke, m y patron), and  m ade m e receive the 
Com munion in  the  Chapel w ith the padri and 
f r a t i  [c le ric  and lay m onks], and afterw ard  
b rough t m e to th e ir m idday meal.

‘T his was eaten  in  the  g rea t Refettorio [m on
astic d ining-hall], which, w ith its  furnishings, 
was a curiosity  to me. A  ra th e r narrow  table 
of uncovered and unpain ted  wood ran  th rough 
the whole len g th  of the hall on e ith er side,



w ith a bench behind  im m ediately against the 
wall. Across the  end opposite the  en trance 
h u n g  a very  large p icture reach ing  from  side 
to side of the room. I t  was a L ast S upper — a 
beautifu l copy of the Cenacolo di Foligno, so long 
of unknow n origin, bu t th en  lately  discovered 
(to the infinite deligh t of the  owners), to bear 
the sign-m anual of Raffaellc h im self.2“ T h is was 
in te re stin g  to m e every  way, and by fa r the 
m ost beautifu l th in g  of its kind I had ever 
seen. A t the  side of the  en trance door, was a 
kind of p re tty  h igh  pu lp it fo r the b ro th er who 
read  from  the lives of the M artyrs or from  
some sim ilar book of edification. T he fr a tr i  
sat on the  benches, a t a distance of m ore than  
a metro apart, and in fron t of each was a com 
plete  set of all the  very  p lain  ea ting  and 
d rink ing  vessels and u tensils which they  allow 
them selves to use — exactly  the same before 
everyone and never rem oved from  the table. 
T he long sides of the hall w ere also hu n g  w ith 
religious p ictures and busts of fam ous m em bers 
of th e ir  order — none of especial in te re st to me, 
except a Crucifixion by  Fra Angelico:* T his was 
w onderful. T he im pression it m ade on m y 
soul I shall never lose.

‘T he Abate could not speak to m e there  and 
then , for, by  the  rule, one b ro th er m ust read



aloud during  the m eal and all the o thers m ust 
be silent. But w hen th is was over, and the 
padri and f r a t i  had  gone to th e ir cells, and all 
was still in the house, the  Superior took me 
again in to  the Refettorio, and stand ing  in  fron t 
of the w onderful Cenacolo of which I have 
spoken, ta lked  to m e beautifu lly  of it — both in , 
an  artistic  and in a religious way. T hen  he 
led m e into the garden, and b rough t m e to an 
arbo r a t the fa rth e r end, w here he was accus
tom ed, he said, to sit du ring  the h o tte r a f te r
noons and study  and w rite. We sat there  to 
g e th er till the scampanata [hurried  ring ing] of 
the Convento sounded for Vespers.

‘T he place, the hour, m y errand, and my 
reception — all conspired to m ake it seem P ara
dise to me. A soft breeze sw ept over the garden  
and the banks of flowers and the  sw eet-scented 
sh rubbery  and th rough  the lattice-w ork, above 
and around us, which was densely covered with 
clim bing roses of m any varieties. A ll was beauty  
and stillness; and the perfum ed air, the m urm ur 
of the central fountain, and the fa in t melodies of 
flute and violin which w ere w afted to us from  the 
windows of the Convento (for it was the hour when 
these religiosi allow them selves such innocent rec
reation), created  an environm ent into the like of 
which I had never before been adm itted. I was,



in  fact, alm ost bew ildered by the exquisite fasci
nation.

‘But w hat shall I say of the conversation of 
the abate ? In  its gentle earnestness, in its affec
tionate sweetness, I forgot the loveliness of the 
surroundings. A  desert, a dungeon, would then  
have seem ed to m e Paradiso, I listened  — as Dante 
says of Virgilio — w ith such rap tu re  to his dis
course. H e talked  both of religion and of the 
earth ly  life, and even — would you believe it of 
the old, severe, em aciated ascetic ? — he talked 
w ith the tenderest sym pathy of hum an passions 
and youthful love. W hat he said I shall never 
forget ; it is engraved on m y m em ory as w ith  a 
pen of steel.

‘ O m itting  now m any wise and beautifu l th ings 
which he said of love and m arriage — which I 
will tell you at ano ther time, dearest — w hen he 
came to speak of the  choice of a wife, he began 
som ew hat like th is : “ My son, child of m y choic
est friend, Francesco Donati', he ir of th a t princely 
nam e, though shorn, in the Providence of God, 
by the w ickedness of men, of th e ir ancient for
tunes, listen  to m y words. R em em ber th a t they  
come, not only from  your true  friend, and your 
noble fa th e r’s friend, bu t from  an old m an who 
has seen and known m uch of hum an life, in every 
station, from  the k ing  to the b eggar ; and who



for scores of years has sat in the stall of the Con
fessor, and heard  there, from  the privacies of ten  
thousand lives, unspeakable th ings which it is 
not law ful to u tte r  in to  any ears bu t those of 
the A lm igh ty .”

‘ T hen  he proceeded w ith a very  particu lar and 
m inute yet m ost delicate description of the fem i
nine qualities of both  m ind and body — noting 
which w ere to be sought, and w hich avoided. He 
spoke of concordant and contrasted  peculiarities, 
of stature, com plexion, and tem peram ent ; and 
of the best ad justm en t of these, in a pair p e r
fectly  assorted for the h ighest felicity. He de
scribed m any signs of character, in the tout en
semble of the  countenance, in  the  p articu lars  of 
the face, the brow, the nose, the  lips, the chin, 
and even in the ears, hands, palms, fingers, etc., 
etc., and told ways of ju d g in g  in  regard  to im 
p o rtan t th ings w hich could not be seen nor 
spoken of. I m igh t say, in short, th a t he gave 
a whole science of tes tin g  the dispositions of the 
m ind and the constitu tion of the body; and added 
m any wise and w eighty  conclusions, which were 
the fru it of m uch reflection, u nder ex traord inary  
opportun ities for observation.

‘ But w hat surprised  me m ost was the last item  
of his counsel ; and this was also the point on 
which he insisted w ith the g reatest earnestness



and at the  g rea test length. I t  was a fte r he had 
canvassed the whole natu re  of woman, and sifted 
h e r celestial aptitudes, and opposite disqualifica
tions, in  respect to m arriage, th a t w ith a gentle 
laugh  he quoted  the words which Leopardi pu ts  
in  the m outh of Tasso and of his fam iliar as they  
converse together in Tasso's cell du ring  his seven 
years’ im prisonm ent at the Ospizio di Santa A nnaT  

‘ T he substance of it was this : Tasso says, “ Oh 
th a t I could once see m y Leonora again ! E very  
tim e she comes back to m y m ind, a th rill of joy  
spreads over me, from  the crown of m y head to 
the tips of m y toes. T here  is n ’t a nerve or vein 
in me th a t does not quiver. A nd if it w ere not 
th a t I have no m ore hope of seeing h e r again, 
I should not believe th a t I have yet lost the fac
u lty  of being happy.”

‘ To w hich the fam iliar replies : “ W hich of the  
two th ings do you consider to be the sw eeter : to 
see the beloved wom an or to th ink  of h e r ? ”

1 Tasso replies : “ I do n ’t know. I am sure th a t 
w hile she was in  m y presence, she seem ed to 
m e a wom an ; away, she seem ed and seems a  
goddess.”

‘ T he genio re to rts  : “ T hese goddesses are so 
obliging th a t w hen one comes up to them , in 
a trice they  fold up th e ir divinity, detach th e ir 
effulgent rays, and pu t these th ings in th e ir



pocket, so as no t to dazzle the m ortal who 
places h im self before them .”

‘ Tasso replies : “ You speak only too truly.
But does n ’t  th a t seem  to you a g rea t sin of 
the ladies that, a t the  proof, they  tu rn  out for 
us so d ifferent from  w hat we im agined them ? ” 

‘ T he genio answ ers : “ I am not able to see th a t 
people should be fau lted  for being  m ade of flesh 
and blood, ra th e r th an  of am brosia and nectar. 
W hat th in g  in  the  w orld has a thousandth  p art 
or even a shadow of the  perfection which you 
th ink  has to  be in  the  ladies? A nd yet it seems 
strange to  me, when, of course, and no wonder, 
the m en are m en, th a t is to say, creatures little  
praisew orthy and  little  lovely, you th en  cannot 
understand  how it happens th a t the ladies are, 
in  fact, n o t angels.”

‘ A fte r this, the genial old abbot rose, and, 
tak ing  m e by th e  hand, led  me to th a t side of 
the arbor w hich was the  m ost profusely over
hung  w ith roses, in  every  stage of advance
m ent, from  the  w ilting  and sca tte red  charm s of 
overpassed m atu rity  to the  scarcely discernible 
opening of the  finest bud. H ere he stopped, 
and, tu rn in g  tow ard m e w ith an expression of 
m ingled anxiety  and tenderness, not only suf
fusing his countenance, b u t overspreading his 
whole figure and bearing, he said, for substance



(for I cannot p re ten d  to rem em ber every  one 
of his beautifu l and exalted  words) :

“ My son, son of m y friend  of such revered 
m em ories, h e ir of the unknow n fu tu re  desti
n ies of a m ost noble house, w hat, a fte r all, are 
the  p u rity  and perfections of the  body, o th er
wise considered, incom parably im p o rtan t— w hat 
are  they  in  com parison w ith the  pu rity  and 
perfections of the  soul ? ”

—“ N othing, no th ing ,” father, I said, half 
u n d er m y breath , and looking up reveren tly  
into his s te rn  b u t in tellectual face, now aglow 
w ith  earnest and ten d er emotion.

—“ W hatever, then ,” he continued, “ m ay be 
the  o th er qualities of the wom an (Iddio bene
dicala) [God bless her], whom  you would take 
for the p a r tn e r of your life, see to it, above all 
else, th a t she comes to you w ith  a v irg in  heart. 
A ssure yourself beforehand, beyond question, 
th a t the  affections she has to  offer you are 
fresh and u n tried  ”, (and p lucking a cluster of 
unopened rose-buds, as he handed them  to me 
he added,) “ like these unfolded buds.”

11 received them  in respectfu l silence, and 
he proceeded:

—“ W hat should your fresh, innocent soul have 
to do w ith the g lean ing  of fields w here others 
(w hether guileless or not), have harvested , or



tram pled  the first fru its  before you ? W hat 
p artnersh ip  should the  snowy whiteness, the 
unbounded w ealth, the  infinite yearn ings of 
noble, u n tried  affection contract w ith the w ith 
ered  residue w hich tim e has left ”, (stretch ing  
his hand  tow ard the discolored clusters whose 
faded petals w ere fa lling  in  showers and float
ing, on the inconstan t w ings of the  zephyr, to 
the ground, he added,) “ like these past-blown 
roses, once indeed the joy and the g lory  of 
the scene, now pouring  abroad those exhausted  
petals which have a ttrac ted  the notice and dis
played th e ir charm s to a thousand passers by, 
and disbursed th e ir fragrance upon a thousand 
flying breezes ?”

—“ T he sim ile is strik ing, fa th er,” I said in a 
hesita ting  tone, not w ishing to seem to con
tradict, or even to doubt his teaching, though, 
I confess, I was not th en  so fully im pressed 
w ith the tru th  of it.

‘He observed m y hesitation, and conjecturing  
rig h tly  the cause, replied:

—“ It is true, th a t a simile, how ever striking, 
is no elem ent of proof, as I th ink  you m eant 
to say. But, notw ithstanding , the doctrine is true. 
The v irg in  freshness of first opening love, once 
unfolded to the air and ligh t of day, can never be 
restored. Once dead it knows 110 resurrection .”



—“ Ah, fa th er,” I said m ournfully, “ how little, 
then, th ere  m ust be in the world, of love under 
its  best conditions ! ”

—“ D oubtless,” he replied, “ the  confessor's 
seat has tau g h t m e that. I f  it w ere not so, 
th is p resen t world, poor as it is, would be a 
paradise indeed.”

—“ I t  is much, father, to hear you say that, 
— th a t a paradise is possible here. I t  may, 
then, be m ine.”

—“ Yes, m y son, thanks to God, m ore th an  
th is is possible. For I will no t deny th a t a 
h ea rt blaséed by  coquetry, or even having  fa l
len u n d er the  anathem a of a broken vow, m ay 
yet, perhaps, perform , perfunctorily  at least, 
and w ith an honest scrupulosity, every  apparen t 
office of the  un ited  life. I will no t deny th a t 
innocence m ay follow, and  b rin g  w ith itself a 
certain  satisfaction and  rest, which, by  the  m er
ciful law  of heaven, is alw ays and everyw here 
of innocence and duty  the exceeding g rea t re 
ward. But this, m y son, is a low er th an  love’s 
h ighest benison. I t  is a t its  best, like Dante's 
discovery concerning the  second-rate happiness 
of the  inhab itan ts of the  Moon :

‘ T hen  w as it clear to me how everywhere
In  H eaven, is Paradise; though yet the pow er 
O f goodness doth  not in one m easure show er 

A lways its  highest delectations th e re ’. 31
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“ But why, m y son, stoop to the low er estate, 
w hen the h ighest heaven of love is open to 
your possession ? L et, then , the  lips which are 
for all fu tu re  tim e to distil away your griefs be 
spotless as the  descending snow, of any form er 
stain, w hether of folly or of un tru th . L et the 
bosom, w here for all fu tu re  tim e you m ust seek 
the  oblivion of your cares and the  solace for 
your fatigues, be not only like a garden  w here 
you will move alone in  the  peerless fru itions of 
love, b u t also a garden  whose bloom and fra 
grance has not been  ravished by  bygone blasts, 
has no t been  opened to the  roam ing access of 
p receding  approaches.”

“ Some of th is  ta lk  of Luigi's m ade m y bosom 
flutter, b u t I was dazed in  the  acquisition of 
m y g rea t treasu re  and  rem ained  silen tly  de
vouring  the  dear fellow w ith  m y h u n g ry  eyes.

—‘Such a h ea rt,’ he  continued, 1 M ’amie, I 
know I have found — and w hat is more, have 
acquired ’ —

—‘It is — it is t h a t ’ ; I in terrup ted , ‘ in w hat
ever else it m ay be w anting. If  m y poor h eart 
is a garden  it is yours, dear Luigi ;  and I swear 
to you by  the  Blessed V irg in  th a t it has never 
been en tered  nor approached by liv ing m ortal 
before.’

“ H e did n ’t say th a t such was his; how could 
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he ? But he came nearer to the  m ule, and 
w alking close at m y side, took m y hand  in 
his, b rough t it fervently  to his lips, and then  
re tu rn in g  it to m y side, still held  it in  his own, 
as we w ent on for a tim e in  silence.”

L O N E L Y  T U R N  IN  T H E  R O A D  T O  M A R T IG N Y .



X X V III .

N ot two miles traveled w hen they hear 
Such ra ttling , rum bling  danger sound, 

As made the encircling  woods appear 
T o  rock and trem ble far around ;

A nd quickly rose upon the sight,
O ’er tw inkling stream  and bush and tree, 

A charger housed in trapp ings b righ t,
A nd dashing onw ard furiously.32

S he discoursed thus and we m oved quietly
along tow ard Martigny, how delightfu l 

had the way and the  whole w orld now become 
to me ! — T he au tum nal sky was so bright, the 
breeze was so soft, the  trees w ere m urm uring  
such a silvery cadence, in  rep ly  to the unceas
ing p ra ttle  of the  laugh ing  w ater which danced 
so gaily  on w ith  m any a tum ble and m any a 
fro thy  w hirl, in the  brook at our side. But 
above all, em paradising  all, a t m y side moved 
tall and handsom e Luigi, noble in every  lim b 
and look, and yet m ore noble in soul — and he 
was now mine, m y affianced husband, m y own 
forever and forever ! — hallelu jah  !

A r i o s t o .



“ Such a load of joy, such a blissful transition  
from  m y late  d istress and despair to th is m iracle 
of m y p resen t infinite good fortune, was alm ost 
too m uch for m y poor, overw rought h ea rt to 
bear. I t  seem ed as if m y bosom m ust bu rst 
open and m y flu ttering  h ea rt spread its w ings 
in  the u pper sky.

“ I suppose Luigi had sim ilar feelings, b u t the 
ou tw ard  deportm ent of us bo th  becam e qu iet — 
very  quiet indeed. Now and th en  we spoke of 
some p leasant th in g  in prospect ; b u t m uch of 
the tim e, also, we w ere silent and busy w ith 
our own sw eet though ts ; often  and often Luigi 
came n ea re r and pressed m y hand w ithout 
speaking a word ; and then  som etim es our eyes 
m et, and I felt a th rill like the  bliss of Eden.

“ Y et boundlessly happy as I was, th ere  was 
one sore spot in  m y soul ; and when, ever and 
anon, m y dancing thoughts struck it, I was com
pelled to groan  w ith in  m yself a t the m om entary  
yet heart-cu tting  pang. T hese m om ents of shud
derin g  pain  came w hen I tho u g h t of M aria , — 
dear, dear M aria  — the  shock th a t was to  fall 
on th a t poor, deceived, deluded h ea rt — the 
storm  of agony th a t was about to b u rst upon 
th a t so gentle, so loving, so tru s tin g  creature — 
the  cup of b itte r  anguish  which, all w ithout her 
thought, was now prepared  for h e r to drink.



“ I w ould gladly have persuaded  m yself to b e
little  h e r com ing grief. I tried  to th ink  of every 
soothing consideration — of every  hopeful relief 
— of any possible rem edy. But I could discover 
no th ing  ; I could inven t nothing. T he cold, 
crush ing  fact rem ained. I t  could not be m iti
gated, and it could not be exaggerated . ‘ She 
had  been  robbed !— waylaid and robbed, robbed, 
robbed — of h er h e a rt’s tre a s u re — h er hope — 
h e r life — h er all ! ’

“ I could not doubt th a t she had regarded  Luigi's 
love as sure ly  and securely h e r own. ‘ Was she 
not, probably, a t th is m om ent, reveling  in  rosy 
fancies, never to  be realized ? W as she not a 
victim  on the way to the a lta r decked and g a r
landed for the sacrifice ? If, u nder every  d isad
vantage, I had so fully  and so fa r bu ilt the whole 
superstructu re  of m y happiness upon it, and the 
though t of losing it had desolated m y fu tu re  w ith 
a rayless despair, w hat, w ith every th ing  in her 
favor, m ust not she have d o n e?— w hat structu res 
of hope m ust she not have reared  ! — and how 
trem endous m igh t be the consequences of their 
in stan t collapse ! W ould she probably  sink in 
sickness ? — Could she survive it?  — M ight she 
not, perhaps, becom e a m aniac? — how m uch 
less th an  a fratric ide should I be ? ’

‘ A nd then  ’ — oh, the pang  ! m om entary, in- 
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deed, yet ever re tu rn in g  to stab  me, again 
and again, in the m ost sensitive fibre of m y 
h ea rt of h earts  — ‘ w hat of m y Luigi h im self ? ’ 
I knew, beyond the  shadow of a doubt, tha t 
the sen tim ent of du ty  would always b ind  his 
judgm ent and control the conduct of his life. 
‘ H ad he not, however, confessed th a t he loved 
M a ria i — th a t his soul had em braced hers? 
Was his a h eart to change its affections in  a 
tw inkling  ? Was it, then, to be, th a t I should, 
indeed, possess his hand, w hile M aria  still kep t 
his h eart ?— and who shall say it did not belong 
to her ? — oh, oh, oh ! ’

“ But in the m idst of such reflections on m y 
p art and of m uch silence on his, suddenly, we 
both discerned in the d istance before us, a 
horsem an com ing furiously along from  the town. 
V ery soon Luigi's sharp  eyes recognized the 
w hite face and feet of the  largest of the C ount’s 
saddle-horses, and a little  later, he m ade out the 
tall figure of the w aiting-m an who had attended  
him  w hile he lay at our house. Com ing on at 
full speed, the  m an was presen tly  so near as to 
recognize Luigi ; and then  draw ing  up suddenly, 
he leap t from  his horse and came ru n n in g  tow ard 
us, while the tra ined  anim al tro tted  gen tly  along 
in the track  of his rider. L ifting  his cap, w ithout 
fu rth e r salu tation and holding a le tte r in his ou t



stretched  hand before him, when hard ly  w ithin 
reaching  distance, he began  :

‘ I I  Signor Medico sends th is to your worship 
in the g rea test haste  ; and I am to m ount your 
worship on this horse and m yself re tu rn  with 
the m ule.’

—■ H as som ething happened, then  ? ’ exclaim ed 
Luigi, in a tone of m uch concern, while m y poor 
heart began to palp ita te  furiously.

—‘ I do n ’t  know w hat it is,’ said the  man. A 
t/iessagio, in a g reen  and silver livery, came th is 
m orning from  Leak, b rin g in g  a le tte r  to il Signor 
Medico ;  and very  quickly after, I was sent in all 
haste to b rin g  your w orship back.’

“ Luigi, receiv ing  the le tter, exam ined the su
perscription a m om ent, then  opened and perused 
it in silence. But I saw, w ith increased anxiety, 
th a t his hands trem bled  violently, and the color 
came and w ent on his face, and his brow wore a 
look th a t was new and strange to me.

“ W hen he had glanced through  the  lines, he 
lifted his eyes, and looking far along the road 
tow ard the town, said to the m an :

‘ Do you rem em ber, Felice, the old beech-tree, 
just beyond th a t fa rthest tu rn  in the road, 
w here the chair-rock is and th ere  is a little  fall 
in the brook ? ’

—‘ Si, Signor, I know the place,’ said Felice.



—‘W ell,’ said Luigi, ‘go forw ard th ith e r w ith 
the horse, and wait till we come up. We won’t 
be long a fte r you.’

“ Felice rem ounted  and in ano ther m om ent was 
out of hearing  ; and then  Luigi read  the  le tte r  to 
me. It was from  his uncle and enclosed the reply 
of the G overnm ent to the petition  for a reprieve 
from  the barracks. T he substance of the  answ er 
was, th a t ‘ upon his re tu rn in g  to Mantova and re 
po rting  to the  M ilitary bureau  there, and receiv
ing  the allo tm ent of his regim ent, etc., and sign
ing  his solem n parola th a t he would not leave the 
country, and at the end of tw enty-four m onths 
would repo rt for duty, he should receive (out of 
reg ard  to the special recom m endation w hich the 
G overnm ent had received for him) a furlough 
from  the barracks for th a t time. But his seven 
years of active service would begin  from  the day 
of en tering  the barracks ; and a breach of the 
parola is punishable w ith dea th .’

“ The good Medico said in his note th a t the en 
closed paper had been th a t m om ent received, and 
th a t the  m essenger had been dispatched w ith it, 
on the back of Adolpho the swift, in the hope of 
overtak ing  him  before reaching  his destination 
and perhaps the  using  of some expressions or 
even m aking  some prom ises which, u n d er the 
new  circum stances, he m igh t afte rw ard  regret,



or find it h ard  to fulfill. ‘A t least,’ the uncle 
w ent on to say, ‘ I tho u g h t you would p re fer to 
re tu rn  and reflect and consult, before com pleting 
the purpose of your visit ; and I shall be aw ait
ing  you du rin g  the day, to give some fu rth e r 
inform ations which I have received from  o ther 
quarters, and to help by the best counsel I can 
command, in view of the various aspects in  which 
your difficulties and advantages m ay be view ed.’ 

‘ I m ust, of course,’ said Luigi, ‘ respond at 
once to th is inv ita tion  of Uncle. I m ust m eet 
him  as speedily as possible. I m ust get his 
counsel, for really  I do no t know w hat is best 
to be done.’

—‘ Ah, Luigi,' I exclaimed, ‘ th a t dreadful pa
rola!— you m ust n ’t give it — n ev e r— never give 
it. If  you should ever go — if you w ere found 
one metro beyond the line — if your fa th e r or 
your wife w ere dying — or if your clock w ere 
w rong — or if you forgot — and should be one 
hour behind  in  rep o rtin g  — oh, h o rro r of h o r
rors !— the pun ishm ent is death  !— death  ! Luigi. 
T hey  will lead you out and shoot you ! — Oh, 
Luigi, Luigi! — never, never do i t ! ’

—‘ But we could live to g e th er in  love and 
peace for two years,’ he said, m ournfully.

—1 How could it be peace, on such condi
tions ? ’ I said.



—‘We could keep the cottage and the land 
and com fort each o ther and be a g rea t solace 
to dear old Padre,' he said.

* —‘ F or two years,’ I cried, w ith  im patience
and grief, ‘ and w hat then  ? ’

— ‘If  m y Padre should still live,’ he said, ‘you 
could take care of him ; and if the barracks 
w ere in  Mantova, I could often  have an hour or 
two w ith you and often  a Sunday.’

—‘ But m ore likely by fa r,’ I groaned, ‘ your 
reg im en t would be quarte red  elsewhere, God 
knows w hether in A ustria, H ungary, or Poland.’ 

“ H e did n ’t reply, bu t we were now come up 
to  Felice who was aw aiting  us w ith the  bridle 
on his arm  and the stirru p  in  his hand. Litigi 
said to me in a loud and cheerful tone:

‘ Now Marttetta, Felice will a tten d  you and 
b rin g  you to the hotel w ith a gen tle  gait. 
W e ’11 talk  over ev ery th ing  th ere  to g e th er and 
w ith U ncle.’

“ T hen  beckoning to Felice to b ring  the horse 
nearer, he exchanged places w ith him , sprang  
into the saddle, and k issing his hand  to me, 
saying:

'Ecco la mia parola a Lei ! [H ere  is m y parole 
to you], he s tarted  off w ith a gallop and was 
alm ost in  a tw ink ling  out of sight.

“ O Santa M aria ! p ity  me, p ity  m e ! — Ecco la 
3 3 2



mia parola a L ei!  — these w ere the last words I 
ev er heard  him  speak. If  ever they  are v eri
fied, will it be in Paradiso? W hile they  still 
ru n g  in  m y ears, he passed around a tu rn  in 
the  road, a n d — Oh, Dio in cielo ! — w hen I saw 
him  next, his arm  was clasped around Maria, 
and  they  both  w ere flying, sw ift as the  wind, < 
forever, forever, from  me.

“Felice, a t the words of Luigi, com m itting  me 
to his care, m ade a berretta [cap-salutation] in 
silence and took up his station behind  the m ule 
w here he rem ained  as we m oved slowly on.

“ W hen Luigi was gone, though I expected  to 
m eet him  again  w ith in  an hour, a sen tim en t of 
u n u tte rab le  -sadness came over me. My spirits 
which for the  last hour had lifted  me to the 
h ighest heaven of earth ly  felicity, now carried 
m e down to the n ad ir of m oral depression. I 
busied  m y uneasy though ts by  contem plating  
the  conditions of the offered parola. I tried  to 
look at it w isely and unselfishly and especially 
in every  favorable light. B ut in  fact, the  m ore 
carefully  I considered it the m ore a larm ing  the 
prospect becam e. H e m igh t be tenderly  nursed  
for a few short m onths tow ards recovery and 
vigor ; b u t I was sure it would be, only to be 
a fte rw ard  offered up a precious sacrifice to 
horrid  Bellona; and then  to leave a widow



crushed w ith sorrow, and perhaps dependen t 
o rphans to drag  out a whole life of desolation 
and distress.

‘W hat a career,’ I thought, ‘w ould his dear 
life have been? — begun in m otherless sorrow
— pursued  in  a continual s trugg le  w ith destiny
— closed at the  opening bloom of love and 
dom estic joys, by a p itifu l m artyrdom  ! — Alas, 
the dear, dear fellow! — it was pitiful, so pitiful.'

“ I could not endure to th ink  of it. I bu rs t 
into uncontrollable sobs, and the hot tears 
poured over m y face. Felice came im m ediately  
to the  side of the  mule, and w ith cap u nder 
his arm, and w ith a very  solem n face and 
m ournful voice, said:

—‘ O Signorina, Signorina, che cosa ha ? ' [O 
dear Lady, dear Lady, w hat is h er trouble ?]

— lNon importa molto, Felice' [N oth ing  of m uch 
consequence], I said.

—‘ Si, si,’ he replied, ‘ Ella sta solitaria e timida 
ma Felice e forte e fidcle.' [Yes, yes, she is lonely 
and  afraid, b u t Felice is s trong  and faithful.]

—‘No, no, Felice,' I said, ‘ it is not that. I 
am  no t lonely, nor afra id .’

‘ Ogni donnettina sta sempre ben timida ’ [ every 
nice little  lady is alw ays m uch afraid], he re 
plied. ‘Za mia Signora la Contessa, is very  tim id 
w hen she rides in  the country, if our Padrone,



the Signor Conte, is not along. O ften and often 
w hen the coachm an is on his box and the foot
m an has m ounted to his seat, la Contessa m akes 
him  dism ount and ru n  and get m e to come 
and sit w ith the d river in  his stead, and as 
soon as ever I come to the  carriage, la mia 
donnettina [m y  dear little  lad y ], says to me:
‘ Come Felice, il mio guardiano [ m y bodyguard ], 
get thee on the box w ith  Stefano. My h eart 
bea ts so fast to-day. I forebode some danger 
or accident. I shall be calm w hen I see thee 
there. I tru s t to thee nex t to il  mio Signor 
Marito il Conte.' Oh, never fear mia Signoretiina, 
I will go here close at her side. Ecco, ecco ! 
[look, look].

•‘W ith the word, he lifted  his casacca di fu s 
tagno [long  fustian  w aistcoat], showed two 
g rea t pistole d ’ arcione [ horse-p isto ls], and a 
huge sheath-knife h u n g  in his belt. I had not 
tho u g h t of fear before. I had  often passed 
over th is h ighw ay alone, and had never heard  
of any robberies or dangers there  for any
body, at least in broad day. I believed now 
th a t Felice's w ords w ere only em pty talk. Yet 
in spite of m yself, the sigh t of these grim  
weapons, and the excited looks of the  dusky 
g ian t who wore them , stand ing  so near me, and 
the rem em brance of the crooked way th rough



a lonely valley, a little  way before us, filled 
m y heart, already so w orried and worn, w ith 
fear, indeed.

“ But. th is fear, which becam e a te rro r g rea te r 
th an  I had  ever felt in all m y life before, did 
no t come from  any prospect of dangers from 
roam ing  robbers or highw aym en, which seemed 
to  m e practically  im possible ; bu t ra th e r (and 
I could no t b u t feel th ey  w ere real), from far 
o thers w hich lay  in the character, of m y so- 
called guard.

“ H e was absolutely unknow n to me, and not 
m uch b e tte r  to Luigi ;  who, in his excitem ent 
and anxiety, I thought, m ight have failed to 
rem em ber this. N or did we know how much, 
or how little , the Uncle, even, knew  of his 
antecedents.

“ T he fact stood, th a t I was absolutely in his 
power. I could n ’t bu t th ink : ‘ W hat m ight not 
such an  opportun ity  tem p t this g ian t m onster 
to do ! W ho would ever know w hat had h ap 
pened  ?— or w hat had become of me? H e could 
th row  m e into the chink of a glacier, a chilo 
deep — and the  m ule into ano ther — and make 
up  a story  about robbers — or about m e — that 
I had ru n  aw ay w ith ano ther m an — gone, 
probably, to A m erica — or he m igh t go to A m eri
ca him self — or enlist w ith a false nam e in the



arm y, and never be seen or heard  of again .’ 
My h ea rt began  to flu tter and I was in  an 
agony of terror.

“ Felice ra ttled  on p ra ising  his prowess. H e 
en tered  now upon a descrip tion of a te rrib le  
scene, a few m iles outside of N aples; w here 
four malandrini [roughs or h ighw aym en], who 
were really  escaped convicts, sp rang  from  a con
cealm ent at the  roadside, and surrounded  the 
coach in w hich his m istress the  Countess and 
h er tw o young lady daugh ters  w ere riding.

‘ T hey  tore the  re in s,’ said he, ‘ from  the 
trem bling  hands of the driver, unh itched  the 
traces from  the carriage, stripped  the  coach
m an and footm an and dressed them selves in 
th e ir clothes, th row ing  th e ir own discarded 
prison-rig  to the  poor naked  fellows to  pu t 
on if th ey  chose (which of course they  dare 
not do), th en  they  robbed the ladies of th e ir 
purses, jewels, rings, and every m ovable thing, 
tu rn in g  th e ir pockets inside out, leav ing  them  
half dead w ith  fr ig h t and te rrib le  expectations, 
s ittin g  abiti disordinati [tum bled and tousled] in 
the  em pty  carriage, which the villains had 
draw n aside behind  a broken cliff, w here, w ith 
the horses, th e ir p risoners and booty, they  were 
out of sigh t from  the bea ten  track  of the road.

‘ A t th a t very  m om ent, itself, by the goodness 
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of heaven, I came then  around a sudden tu rn  of 
the way. I was flying on the back of 'Dolfotto, 
hav ing  been  unexpectedly  sen t by m y m aster to 
recall the  ladies, because a noble s tran g e r had 
arrived  from  Francia whom it was im portan t for 
them  to m eet, though his stay  was lim ited  to the 
two or th ree  hours du ring  w hich the passing 
steam er on which he came would delay al sbar
cato/o [in the harbor],

‘ I was passing at a gallop, for the padrone's last 
words were, uGiuseppe, thou hast Adolfo, show thy  
m etal and his.” A t the instant, I heard  a w om an’s 
moan, followed by  a volley of course blasphem y 
com m anding silence. I looked down and saw on 
the g round the  m arks of a scuffle and a tra il lead
ing  aw ay to the spot.

‘ To leap from  'Fotta and have flown around the 
cliff, was the work of two seconds. W hat a sight ! 
— T he ladies clasped in  each o thers’ arms, kiss
ing  one ano ther and w eeping in silence ! — all in 
the em pty, unhorsed carriage ! — the poor, naked 
fellows crouched on the g round beneath  and 
trem bling  like olive leaves in the w ind ! — T he 
four ribaldi— two bareheaded  w ith our long liv
ery  coats on, and two uncoated b u t h a tted  and 
breeched w ith our livery, having  d istribu ted  as 
best they  m igh t betw een them  the spoils of our 
coachm an and footm an — were squatted  on the
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ground with th e ir backs tow ards me, wholly ab
sorbed in th e ir quarre l over the division of the 
gold taken from the ladies’ purses, which lay 
em pty on the ground betw een them.

‘ Ella [the lady] m ay be sure th a t I used these 
weapons lively, and w ith such effect th a t the 
scoundrels did no t g e t on th e ir feet again, till 
we had p re tty  rough ly  replevied our property  
and w ith the  little  aid of the ladies re tu rn ed  
them  bound to the serjan ts  of the law. I sup
pose th ey  are m ore useful now in the m ines of 
Sicily.— But, ola ! — who comes here ? '

“ I looked up and saw a strange-looking fellow 
em erging  round a tu rn  in the road not a hundred  
steps in front of us. H e was com ing on a dog
trot, and held a coil of sm all rope in his le ft hand. 
H is clothes w ere a sem i-m ixture of flashy civilian 
and m ilitary  undress, and he carried  pistols and 
knife in his belt. H is head was surm ounted by 
a black woolen h a t w ith a broad brim  and a black 
plum e drooping low on one side. H uge boots 
came fa r above his knees, and from  the once 
w hite b u t now soiled tops hu n g  tassels once 
gilt, now equally  faded and soiled. H e wore 
gauntlet-shaped  gloves and carried  in  his rig h t 
hand  a heavy polished cane.

“ W hen w ithin  a few steps he stopped, rem oved 
his chapeau and saluted me w ith several profound



bows, b rin g in g  his head at each inflection almost 
into contact w ith  the stupendous boot-tops. T hen 
flourishing his bonnet in a very  ex trao rd inary  and 
te llin g  m anner, he said to m e— Felice had  stopped 
the  m ule w hen we came abreast —

‘ Prego molto ! — la Signora melo perdonerà — ho due 
■parole da dire col suo staffiere' [I beg  the lady will 
pardon it, bu t I m ust have a few words w ith her 
staffiere” ].

“ T hen  tak ing  Felice's arm , who stood silent, 
and, as I thought, not a t all surprised, he led 
him  a short distance aside, and began  in  a low 
tone an anim ated conversation filled w ith excited 
gestures on both sides, w ith  occasional references 
to the rope.

“ I could not catch the d rift of th e ir discourse, 
for it was only occasional words spoken in a h igher 
tone th a t I could m ake out, and of these, some 
w ere in  a patois such as I had never heard  
before. But I caught la femminetta m any times, 
and such phrases as :

‘ Ella non pub ' — ‘ Essa sta modestissima ' — ‘la 
sua vita disonorata ’ [She cannot — She is ex 
trem ely  m odest — her disgraced life], etc. I 
knew  they  w ere ta lk ing  of me, and m y im ag
ination filled out the sentences w ith a fearful 
m eaning.

“ T he parley  was soon ended. Felice re turned , 
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and tak ing  the m ule by the bridle, said to me, 
w ith  a respectful touch of his cap :

‘ Questo è di necessità, molto necessario, mia Signorina 
buona ' [T his is, of necessity, very  necessary, 
m y good little  lady],

“ W ithout saying m ore, he tu rn ed  the beast 
around and began  lead ing  it back tow ard m y 
home. I was dum b and pow erless w ith  fright. 
T he s tran g e r followed in  silence behind  us. 
W hen we came to the  rock from  which I had 
started , he tu rn ed  in to  the by-path  and led us 
away from  the  road fu rth e r than  I had ever 
been before. We passed m y old seat on the 
left hand  and penetrated , by a w inding  path, 
into the  dense firs and undergrow th, gradually  
ascending the  m ountain, till we came to a kind 
of gro tto  which had a mossy bank like a bed, 
and was thickly overhung. T hen  he said a few 
words in patois to Felice, who came to m y side, 
and m aking a berretta, as always, said :

‘ Prego, Signorina, Ella debbe scender adesso dal 
mulo.' [Pardon, the lady now m ust dism ount 
and go from  the  m ule],

“ From  the  m om ent the m ule was tu rn ed  
about, I was so astonished and confused th a t I 
had not spoken a word, and now I was so 
frigh tened  th a t I m ade no resistance, w hen he 
s tretched  out his g rea t arm s and took me, like



a baby, from  the saddle. Preceded and guided 
by the stranger, he carried m e quickly into 
the grotto , and laying m e gen tly  on the mossy 
couch, spread a shawl over me very  cavalierly. 
T hen  I heard  him  lead the m ule aw ay through 
the crackling bushes, till the sound died away in 
the distance. T he s tran g e r did not come into 
the grotto , bu t rem ained ju s t outside, where, 
as I la}', I could see his g igantic  bulk passing 
solem nly to and fro before the entrance.

“ W hen Felice re tu rned , the two m en stood 
for some m inutes conversing to g eth er in a low 
tone and in a s trange patois, som etim es tu rn 
ing  to look or gesticulate tow ards me, of whom 
I was perfectly  sure they  were talking. I 
though t Felice said som ething which m ean t :

—1 How dare y ou?’ To which the stranger 
replied  :

—‘ I will risk it.’
“ T hen  I though t Felice said :
—‘W hat if you w ere caught w ith  h e r? ’
“ I could m ake no th ing  out of the ra th e r long 

reply, into which there  en tered  m uch gesticu
la tin g  and the draw ing and brand ish ing  of the 
weapons. But I surely understood Felice at last 
saying:

—‘ W hat then  will become of her I '
“ W ithout m aking any reply, the g ian t s tran g e r 
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tu rn ed  and came in, and, kneeling  down before 
me, said in a half in tellig ib le  patois:

—‘ She will go w ith m e — she will not fear — 
do so in  Tirolo — the  contadine [country-w om en] 
like it.’

“ I was paralyzed w ith frig h t; and as in  a 
n igh tm are, I could not speak a word. T he 
s tranger, however, did not w ait for a reply, 
b u t im m ediately  rose from  his knees and p ro 
ceeded to undo the  coil of rope, w inding it, as 
he did so, around m e from  m y feet to m y 
shoulders, leav ing  m y arm s free. T hen  he 
kneeled backw ard and fastened the  rope to 
him self in such a way th a t as he rose he 
carried  m e w ith him  on his back. To steady 
m yself I instinctively  grasped  the  rope w here 
it passed over his shoulders, and so I rode out 
of the g ro tto  w h ither and to w hat fa te — w hat 
m ust I th ink  ?

“ Issu ing  from  the  grotto , and flinging a few 
words m ore of patois a t Felice, which I did not 
in the least understand , and th row ing  one of 
his g rea t arm s back around me, he s tarted  
rap id ly  up  the woody m ountain-side, th rough  
thick u n derb rush  which m ade m e hide m y face 
u n d er the shelter of his g rea t shoulders, and 
which would have to rn  m e and m y clothes to 
ta tte rs  if they  had not been closely bound down.



“ W hen, a t last, we em erged into an  open 
place — it was a dark  and dreadfu l spot — 
he stopped. H e was p an ting  audibly, and my 
whole body rose and fell, as on a wave of the 
sea, w ith his every  breath. But he did not lay 
down his load.

“ I rem ained in in stan t expectation of every
th in g  and any th ing ; and the  tim e he stood 
there  seem ed to m e an eternity . I could not 
escape, I dared  not speak or move, and all 
around was still.

“ Suddenly th ere  came a sound of m any 
horses’ feet c la tte ring  on the road; and in te r
m ingled w ith the steady and increasing  noise 
of the  horse-hoofs, and w ith the in te rm ittin g  
roar of the tree-tops, seem ed to rise the  m u r
m ur of m any excited voices. Louder and 
n ea rer and clearer every  m om ent the  alarm ing  
up roar became. W as it an arm y, an avalanche 
of m en and horses, sw eeping on to overwhelm  
us? But no th ing  appeared. A fte r a few m o
m ents of suspense, agony, and terror, the up 
roar began  to decline, the sounds becam e less 
and less distinct, and gradually  faded away, till 
all bu t the unend ing  song of the forest had 
died again into silence.

A fte r the  stillness had lasted for a short 
space, a shrill whistle echoed am ong the  rocks



and bushes and was answ ered by ano ther from  
m y g ian t guard  or ja ile r (I knew not w hich he 
was), who im m ediately  s ta rted  to descend the 
m ountain  again; and the  sam e experience as 
before was undergone by m e on the  passage.

“ A rrived  at the grotto , we found Felice and 
the m ule w aiting for us there. I was quickly 
tran sferred  from  the back of the  g ian t to tha t 
of the mule, hav ing  been delivered from  m y 
m um m y-bonds du rin g  the  transition . T he office 
of the  g ian t seem ed now to have been finished 
and he ceased from  fu rth e r a tten tio n s to me. 
A fte r a few hu rried  w ords w ith Felice (which 
were unin tellig ib le  to  me), spoken while he 
was recoiling his rope, he m ade, precisely as 
when he first arrived, a profound inchino, th en  
a salu tation  di cappello, and then  w ith  an  em 
phatic  ‘addio a Lei' [adieu to H er], he quickly 
tu rn ed  and w ent off “ w ith God,” fa lling  into 
a sort of dog-trot, and in  a few seconds had 
disappeared.

“ I was now again  in the  hands of Felice, 
bad ly  frigh tened  indeed, b u t unhurt. H e began  
a t once to lead the m ule down to the road 
again, b u t w ithout a word of inqu iry  or expla
nation, instead  of tak ing  up again our journey  
tow ard the* town, he tu rned  backw ard and led 
on tow ard m y home.



“ I was too m uch confused w ith  w onder and 
u ncerta in ty  at th is as well as at all th a t had 
happened  to m ake any resistance or enquiry  at 
first, bu t a fte r we had m oved on in  silence for 
m any  m inutes, I a t last recovered stren g th  and 
courage enough to call Felice back to m y side 
and say:

—1 W hat does all th is m ean, Felice ?'
—‘ Ah, la Signorina ’ he replid, ‘ she m ust not 

ask Felice. H e does n ’t know anything. I I  
Signor Luigi w ill tell h er.’

—1 But who was th a t s trange m an ? ’ I asked.
-—‘/ /  Signore will tell h er,’ he replied.
—‘ B ut w hy are we going hom e,’ I persisted, 

‘ and not doing as we were ordered  by  him  ? ’
—‘ Questo è anche commandato' [this too, is com 

m anded], he answered.
“ N oth ing  m ore was said, and in silence we 

clim bed along the  road tow ard m y home. My 
busy, restless though ts leap t forw ard and dwelt 
upon the  evening  when Luigi would have re 
tu rn ed  to m e; and I consoled m yself w ith the 
prospect of the p leasure it would be to h ea r it 
all from  his own dear lips. But the prom ise of 
Felice was not fulfilled. ‘I I  Signore' never had 
the  opportun ity  to reveal to me the m ystery  of 
these strange events. W hether on m eeting  a 
detachm ent of F rench  troops going to guard



the  H oly F a th er at Rome, Luigi had sen t back 
to shield me from  the  shock of passing them  
(really no trifling  affair for a g irl like me, and 
especially in the th en  so feeble state of m y 
nerves); or w hether the  troop was a recru ited  
squad on the way to join the A ustrian  arm y in 
Lombardia ; w hether, perhaps, Felice w ere an 
escaped conscript, and would hazard  a recogni
tion and even some insu lt m igh t befall me, if 
found in his com pany; w hether the s tran g e r 
were a fe llow -fug itive  w ith Felice, or some 
friend ly  officer or bravo even ; — these and 
m any o ther possibilities and conjectures were 
never satisfactorily  cleared up, and the m ys
te ry  has alw ays rem ained.

“ W hat is certain  is, th a t a fte r accom panying 
m e to m y home, Felice im m ediately  set out 
w ith  the m ule on his re tu rn . T he m ule w an
dered  back to the hotel du ring  the  n ight, w ith 
out his driver, or any m arks of his fa te or 
flight, and he was never afterw ards heard  from. 
Luigi's parola to me, alas, was b u t too sadly fu l
filled.



X X IX .

“ ................................................My them e
H as died into an echo ; . . .

C h i l d e  I I a r r o l d , 4 ,  1S5.

ï  T  was long a fte r m idday when I arrived  at 
I  hom e w ith  Felice. Maria  was in the  pas

tures. Babbo soon came from  his trip  to the 
Hospice. W hen he had finished his chocolate 
and bread, I cuddled at his side and told him  
all m y story. T he tears of the dear old m an 
dropped m any tim es on m y head, and he drew  
me again and again to his bosom. W hen I was 
done, he said :

‘M 'amie, Litigi, I trust, is a good youth, and 
I ’m g lad  for thee, if thou shalt be happy, and I 
believe thou w ilt be. T hy  m other and I were 
happy together. You, m y dear girls, are a 
sweet solace to me. But since she has gone, I 
m ay say th a t I live no longer. I only work 
and sleep, and go on m y way alone, w aiting  till 
m y tim e shall come to follow her. Yes, every 
wom an m ust have a husband’s strong  arm  to



encircle h e r tim id  and flu ttering  heart, while 
her soft arm s han g  about his rejoicing neck. 
In  the  strugg les and sorrows th a t none can 
avoid, his hairy  b reast is h e r bulw ark of peace, 
and h e r soft bosom the pillow for his tired  and 
w orried head. Iddio has w illed it to be so; and 
otherw ise, there  is no happiness in th is world. 
T herefore I rejoice for thee.

‘ But, M 'amie, I m ourn th a t it will take thee so 
far from  me — perhaps, thou  sayest, even over 
the sea — to free and rich Am erica. B right sto
ries, indeed, are told of th a t w onderful country, 
but, M 'amie, there  m ust be ano ther side. T h e re ’s 
no perfection anyw here. T h e re ’s com pensation 
and loss everyw here, here  below. I do n ’t know 
what it is there  ; b u t I know and thou knowest, 
th a t there  is a reverse to every  picture. I should 
never, never behold thee, again  ; and besides, I 
should have deep forebodings for thee there.

* Perhaps, thou sayest, thou w ilt go to sunny 
Ita ly  — to the vine-clad hills of Mantova and the 
g reen  banks of the Po. Dear, dear country  ! I t 
would be an earth ly  paradise to me. For thee, 
it will be more. Thou w ilt be the b righ test 
sunbeam  th ere  to the  o ther Babbo — happy man!

‘T rue, Maria will be w ith me here still — 
poor th in g ! — and be m y co m fo rt— m y only 
com fort — while I stay. But how she’ll miss



thee ! — and w hen I go! — a h , m y child ! — and 
the  sum m ons m ust come soon — w hat will th a t 
ten d er lam bkin do ? Go to h e r now — and tell 
her all — and com fort her — thou canst do it 
b e s t— before thy  betro thed  re tu rn s — h e’ll then  
absorb thy  tim e.’

“ I obeyed at once, and w ent rap id ly  along 
to seek Maria, tow ards the  U pper Meadow. I 
passed now for the first tim e since the  acci
den t had  occurred to the young m an and these 
g rea t events had transp ired  in our home, over 
the foot-path w here S ister and I from  our 
earliest recollection had so often trod. How 
fam iliar was every metro of the ground, every  
rock and bush and turn! Yet, w hat was th a t 
s trange g lam our now overspreading  them  all ? 
I t  was as if I w ere m oving in a dream . I knew 
every  object perfectly , }*et each one seem ed to 
look at m e as a s tran g e r— as a sort of in truder, 
I thought. H ad no t our in fantile feet toddled 
over this space, clinging to our dear m other's 
dress? H ad  we not gam boled here  hand  in 
hand in the careless innocence of childhood ? 
T rue, for so m any days, ju st passed, m y feet 
had no t trod  th a t path  ; b u t it was the first 
tim e in  alm ost tw enty  years th a t the ground 
had not felt th e ir p ressure daily, and often 
m any tim es a day ; and had  I not once and 
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again, in the days of m y banishm ent, stolen 
forbidden glances, and seen — oh, w hat th rough  
m y tears had  I seen ? — Maria trip p in g  gaily 
along here u nder Luigi's sm ile? — Could it be 
these m em ories th a t now threw  this s ta rtlin g  
strangeness over the scene ? — or was it, p e r
haps, yet m ore the sen tim ents th a t w ere boil
ing  in  m y own soul ? — the g lam our of my 
dazed perceptions, — for w hat was m y m ission 
now ? — w hither and for w hat was I bound ? — 
to look for a s tray  lam b ?— ah, yes, a lam b con
dem ned to the slaughter. I tho u g h t of it under 
th is very  sim ilitude, for I knew  th a t s tranger 
th ings had happened, th an  it would be, if, a t 
the first com prehension of the tru th , h e r poor 
h eart should break, and she should fall a life
less corpse upon m y breast. W hen I saw this 
im age in m y m ind’s eye, a cold shiver ran  over 
m y whole frame.

“ By an ex trao rd inary  effort, however, I shook 
m yself a t last out of th is m ental distress, and 
felt again a sen tim ent of profound peace and 
happiness bubb ling  up  from  the bottom  of m y 
heart. T he fact stood, however, do w hat I 
would, th a t m y h ea rt was convulsed and, like 
a boiling caldron w ith in  me, overflowing with 
a confused fullness of conten t and anxiety, 
of lively hopes and deadly fears of a m elting



sisterly  sym pathy and of a self-absorption tha t 
seem ed a t o ther m om ents so brutal.

“ T he though t of liv ing as his wife w ith  
Luigi, anyw here in  the wide world, m uch more, 
if it m igh t safely be so, in  his own Ita lian  
home, and of help ing  him  am ong the  vines on 
the sunny M antuan hills, m ade m y h ea rt dance 
for joy. But the  only too sure apprehension of 
there  being  no escape from  the  conscription, 
no resp ite  w ithout the  dreadful parola ; and the 
certa in ty  of the long separation beyond, w ith 
the dangers of life in the  field, and hard ly  less 
in  the  sickly barracks, perhaps in the m ost d is
tan t p a rt of the A ustrian  em pire — or as the 
g rim  alternative , a life-long exile in unknow n 
A m erica — these w ere spectres w hich danced 
like scowling dem ons in  m y m ind’s eye.

“ T hen  m y reflections over M aria  would re 
tu rn , still m ore conflicting and tum ultuous. 
‘ T he poor g irl !— how I loved h er ! — so good, 
so loving, so gentle, so beautifu l ! W as not 
h e r sw eet innocent soul, a t th a t m om ent, para- 
d ising in  p ictures of love and life-long h ap p i
ness?— alas, never to be realized !— alas, to be 
erased in a m om ent before her eyes ! Alas, 
the b itte r  d rau g h t of sorrow  th a t she m ust 
d rink! — and am  I to be the cup-bearer? Must 
I, alas, press to h e r dear lips the chalice of



m isery? — Shall m y b rea th  perfum ed w ith the 
bliss of E den  blow out the ligh t in her soul ? — 
W orst of all — shall m y conduct, which I m ight 
have altered, stand  the active cause of all this 
m ischief?

‘ W hy did I in term eddle  in h e r affairs ? — 
W hy did I do any th in g  in  this m atte r?  — W hy 
did I te ll Luigi of m yself ? — W hy did I not act 
the proxy for h e r to the  end? — Shall I talk  
ten d er words to h e r now w ith m y lips, and 
w ith m y rig h t hand  go on d riv ing  the iron 
into h e r soul ?

‘W hy not renounce all from  th is m om ent ? 
— I — self-absorbed — selfish — unsisterly  — u n 
n a tu ra l— inhum an — w retch ! — Shall I say I love 
her? — and go on b reak ing  h er h eart-strings ?

‘ But hold ! — th is is not so. A nother though t 
comes into m y m ind. Did not the Padre teach 
us at our Confirm ation th a t each of the seven 
Sacram ents is a trip le  m ystery ; and is made 
up of th ree  elem ents — the  operation of the 
mind, th a t is, the in ten tion  ; the operation of 
the heart, th a t is, the affection ; and the opera
tion of the body, th a t is, the various outw ard 
actions by which each of the seven is consum 
m ated? Did he not tell us expressly th a t the 
Sacram ent of M arriage was really  and tru ly  
enacted by these th ree  things, even before it



should be blessed and reg istered  by the Church ? 
So that, although not yet religiously com pleted 
(as i t  ought to be and m ust be, before it is 
secure from  m ortal sin), yet it cannot be drawn 
back from, or violated, w ithout equally  m ortal 
guilt. Did no t Jesus C hrist say as m uch in 
the Gospel, of one who should pu t away his 
lawful consort ?

* Sta bene! [very well]. H ave n 't  these th ree 
th ings enacted  the  union — the in frangib le  union 
— of Luigi and m e? H as i t  no t been done really 
by Providence — by Iddio Him self. Is n ’t it, 
then, alm ost like the first m arriage in the 
Garden ?

‘ I t  m ust be rig h t of me, then  — yes, it m ust 
be kind of m e to . . . .  or ra th e r no t to . . . .  to 
tem pt — yes, not to allow them  to go on — yes, 
indeed, not to perm it them , in  th e ir blindness, 
to rush  into m ortal sin — as I am  sure, I am  
perfectly  sure they  would have done, unless I 
had told him  — th a t is, if I had carried  out 
the beautifu l theory  — had rem ained the silent, 
sweet proxy for h er !

‘ But, h a rk !— w hat voice is th is th a t I hear in 
my soul ?— Oh, I am  afraid  the  Gospel is against 
me. W ould I like Maria to have done so by 
me? — She loved him  so — and he loved her — 
and she hu n g  h e r life on being  his — and he



had set his h ea rt on her — ah, w hat a work 
have I been doing ! — w hat a tem ple of bliss 
have I been tea rin g  down ! — and th a t from 
M aria, dearest M aria  — so innocent and so 
gentle  ! — and — and he — so good and h an d 
some and noble !

‘ But th en  th ey  w ould have to burn  for it — 
at least in Purgatorio.— No? — W hat angel or 
w hat dem on is filling m y soul w ith voices? — 
Is there  a rem edy ? Speak, m ental visitor, 
w hoever thou art! — Ah, I see it now. W hy 
did n 't I com prehend it before ? ’

“ Up to th is m om ent, the consciousness of 
L uig i being  securely m ine had been a constant, 
an ineffable, an inex tingu ishab le joy w elling  up 
in the bottom  of m y soul, p reserv ing  a degree 
of peace and sw eetness there, no tw ithstand ing  
the ever-presen t b itte rness of a sym pathy, not 
to m ention an in te rm itten t tw inge of shame, 
over M aria 's h ea rt-b reak ing  loss.

“ B ut now a th ird  elem ent of d isquiet — yes, 
of desolation and unbearab le m isery, was borne 
in upon m y fevered im agination. I t  was a 
gloom y doubt (if it ought no t to be con
sidered a m oral certain ty), which was able 
to empoison and destroy, w ith a rem ediless 
w retchedness, the happiness of us all.

“ I t  was flashed upon me now, w ith  a distinct-



ness and in tensity  such as I had  not felt before
— the m em ory of the fact, w ith  all its possible 
consequences loom ing up in m y fancy — tha t 
Litigi had  never declared, not even a t the su
prem e m om ent, any, the least, passion for Marta, 
bu t had  plain ly  confessed, over and over again, 
th a t he loved Maria. A lthough so pow erful 
and  perfect was the p u rity  and self-control of 
his m anhood — oh, how I adored him  for it ! — 
th a t even u n d er those ex trem e tem ptations, his 
arm  had  never once been throw n around h e r ; 
yet th e ir souls — ah, yes, th e ir souls — were 
un ited  — as he confessed, ‘ had m ingled  in the 
m ost in tim ate em braces of love.’

‘ Could th a t foregone resu lt ever be undone ?
— th a t soul em brace betw een the two — each so 
loving and so tru e  — could such a p a ir ever be 
unclasped, m uch less such a union ever be 
tran sferred  to ano ther ? ’ My reason answ ered, 
1 N ever,’ and m y Conscience, w ith  an em phasis 
th a t m ade m e shudder, added an aw ful ‘A m en.’

‘ W hat a foreshadow ing of woe, then, lay 
before us all — certain  in th is w orld and hard ly  
less so for the next. F o r w ere we not hum an ?
— and how could hum an n a tu re  bear up, e ither 
in peace or sinlessness, u nder such conditions ?
— his hand  mine, his h ea rt hers ?

‘ But w hat is th is w hisper in m y soul ? — 
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“ divide, share his lo v e ” ? — N ever, never ! — I 
can ren o u n ce— y es— I can — bu t divide — share
— give up half to ano ther wom an — I cannot — 
no, I cannot — not even — not even w ith  M aria
— sister, darling, angel th a t she is — no, no, no, 
I would sooner — if I m ust — if I m ust — I 
would sooner — give h e r the  whole — and — and 
leap into H ell ou trigh t.

‘ Ah, now I see — I com prehend. I t  is I — I 
only am  in the way — I am  the  Jonah  in their 
voyage. If  I w ere only gone — how sw eetly it 
would bear them  to Eden now — and a fte r — to 
Paradiso ! T here  w ould be no Purgatorio in 
the question. I t  is I who am  Purgatorio. Oh, 
oh! W hy do I not leap from  th is precipice — 
there  is no happiness for m e here — and take 
m y chances for the  o th er world ? W ould it 
no t be a deed of charity  ? — and perhaps save 
me, too, from the fire ? Oh, p ity  me, M aria  
Santissima ! '

“ Crazed w ith m y thoughts, I w andered on, 
and was already  far away from  the  accustom ed 
track, and ru sh ing  forw ard w ith the nearly- 
form ed purpose of sacrificing m yself for the 
happiness of the  two and the honor of us all, 
when, a t the m om ent th a t I was approaching 
the brink, I heard, in quick succession, two 
p iercing screams. Spring ing  back instinctively,



and tu rn in g  to m y left — oh, horrors ! — horror 
of horrors ! — w hat did I see ? T he whole cliff 
on th a t side was g iv ing way, and — oh, m er
ciful God ! — L uig i and M aria  locked in each 
o th er’s arms, w ere descending into the abyss, 
a chilometro below !

“ I t  was only an  instan taneous glance, b u t the 
horrid  vision is photographed  — no, b randed  as 
with a red-hot iron — for e te rn ity  in  m y soul. 
H er head rested  on his bosom. H is eyes were 
up tu rned  tow ard heaven. T h e ir r ig h t hands 
were clasped together. H er left arm  was raised 
as if in the act of p ray er ; his encircled h er in 
the closeness of a spasm odic-em brace.

“ T here  w ere two or th ree  seconds of a ra t
tling, rushing, roa ring  sound som ew hat like the 
wind in the fir-tree tops in a storm . T hen  came 
an aw ful and prolonged crash, the  g rin d in g  of 
rocks one upon another, then  un earth ly  echoes 
rebounding from  m ountain-side to m ountain 
side, th rough  all the b ranch ing  valleys, which 
pounded and pierced m y whole fram e w ith 
continuous shocks of indescribable terror. As 
the horrib le uproar, like the w orld tum bling  
into ruins, g radually  ceased, and a silence, 
equally dreadful, succeeded, th ere  uprose a 
vast cloud of yellow dust into the sky, as if 
hell had opened her gates and  sen t forth  into



the u pper w orld a puff of h e r in fernal a t
mosphere.

“ For an in stan t only, I was fixed to the spot. 
The next, I was flying at m y topm ost speed 
tow ard home. I t  had  becom e alarm ingly  late; 
and none of us hav ing  re tu rned , Babbo, g reatly  
worried, had s ta rted  out in search of us all. I 
m et him, peering  in  every  direction, already at 
some distance from  our home. T he m eeting  
was unexpected and instantaneous. I was ru sh 
ing  sw iftly around a clum p of hazel bushes, 
w here the  path  m ade a sharp  tu rn  to avoid an 
angle of rock, and in  fact fell into his arms, 
m y b reast alm ost strik in g  upon his and my 
hands com ing down on his shoulders, nearly  
fe lling  him  to the  ground, as well as rendering  
him  senseless w ith am azem ent. A t first, I could 
not speak, b u t for some m inutes w ept hysteric
ally on his' bosom. W hen m y voice and self- 
com m and re tu rned , in  rep ly  to his agita ted  
enquiries, I told him , in  the  few est words, w hat 
I had seen. W ithout speaking a word, Babbo 
gen tly  lifted  m y head  from  his breast, and tak 
ing  m y hand  in  h is led me sw iftly and silently  
down the m ountain-side. H e did not speak, 
only a sigh now and th en  escaped him, and 
his hand  trem bled  greatly.

“ W hen we arrived  a t the house an unex



pected good fortune, which g rea tly  relieved our 
first perplexity , aw aited us there. Two sta l
w art m en who had  spent the day at work in 
the forest below us were passing on th e ir way 
to th e ir homes. Babbo called to them  and in 
few words explained our unspeakable trouble 
and im perative need of help. I t  was while 
Babbo was thus ta lk ing  w ith the  m en th a t I 
now for the  first tim e heard  how Luigi had 
come, as he prom ised, and in searching for me 
had found M aria. T he two believing th a t I 
should, by  this tim e, have re tu rn ed  to the 
house, c a m e , back together. But finding m e 
still absent, in g rea t alarm , they  s tarted  to 
g e ther in  search of me. I t  was, it seem ed 
probable, in  the apprehension th a t I m igh t 
have fallen over the cliff, and possibly (as the 
despairing h eart will fashion to itself and cling 
to the slenderest th read  of hope),' m igh t be 
still hanging, by some root or tw ig, over the 
yaw ning destruction  below — im pelled by  such 
a though t they  had ven tu red  too far, and paid 
w ith th e ir lives for th e ir fidelity to me.

“ T he m en, though tired  w ith the long, hard  
work of the day, and supperless, en terin g  into 
the case w ith  all the w arm th  of sym pathy and 
excited abandon which is native to our Italian  
peasantry, eagerly  consented to help us, in our



dreadful d istress and need. »T he u tm ost haste 
was necessary. I t  was possible — we though t 
so — we hoped so — th a t by some m iracle of 
escape — they  m ig h t still be — one or both  — 
safe, or at least alive. W e m ust b rin g  all the 
help we could com m and and fly to th e ir re s
cue. W ithin  two or th ree  m inu tes the th ree 
m en w ith  our two m ules, and ropes and axes 
and spades, a bo ttle  of s trong  w ine and a lan 
te rn  (though the  moon was full and the  n igh t 
clear), w ere h u rry in g  up  th rough  the  gorge to 
the base of the  dislodged cliff.

“ Dazed w ith h o rro r I began  m echanically 
p reparing  a supper for the  help ing  m en, when 
they  should re tu rn  (for th ey  had two m iles to 
go to th e ir hom e and could no t be sen t off 
exhausted  and fam ishing), and th is occupation 
was a buffer to the  first shafts of the  th u n d er
bolt. W hen these p repara tions w ere over, I set 
m yself to m aking  such arrangem en ts as in  my 
ignorance of the  facts seem ed to be m ost su it
able; and the  u ncerta in ty  and perp lex ity  of my 
thoughts again  absorbed for the tim e m uch of 
the te rrib le  anguish  of the blow. T he accom
m odations of our house w ere lim ited. If one 
only w ere living, could they  be p u t in the 
same room? If both should be found alive, 
M aria  would be taken to our loft-cham ber; and 
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im portan t changes would have to be m ade — 
which would not be necessary, if — I did not 
clothe th is though t in words — b u t an awful 
p icture was pain ted  in m y soul.

“ A t last all I could reasonably  do was done, 
and th en  the te rro r of agony began  to grow  
g rea te r and the  tim e to pass slower. As the 
long m inutes and the long, long hours w ent 
by, I becam e ever m ore and m ore sadly cer
tain  th a t they  would no t be b rought home in 
life; and  if th e ir  lips w ere fo rever sealed, a 
question I yearned  to know could never be 
answered. My though ts were glow ing at fever 
heat, and revolved and re-revolved and g rad u 
ally becam e fast closed about this problem , 
which I could not satisfactorily  solve; and  yet, 
in  m y enforced idleness, I could not dism iss it 
from  m y m ind. T he query  w ould not down: 
‘ W hat had the)7 said to one a n o th e r— Luigi 
and M aria  — during  the opportunities th a t were 
offered by th a t first and second walk together 
in the search for me? Did Luigi, probably, 
com m unicate to her the facts of our in terv iew  ? 
— and explain the changed re la tions which 
must, h en cefo rth , exist betw een them  — so u n 
like w hat both  of them  had hoped for and 
surely  expected ?

‘ If  he did,’ I reflected, ‘it is also certain  
362



th a t he did it so gently , and opened to h e r a 
view of his tran sp a ren t soul so sweetly, th a t 
all was done th a t could be done — and infi
n ite ly  m ore than  I could have done — to recon
cile h e r to the  inevitab le change from  a lover’s 
and a h usband’s to a noble and ten d er b ro th e r’s 
love.’

“ But considering all the circum stances, re 
counting  them  to m yself a thousand times, 
endeavoring  to weigh, w ith  the  u tm ost carefu l
ness, every  scrap of evidence th a t could be 
discovered in fact or deduced by reflection, I 
was co n stra in ed — I need  not say how happily  
constrained — to believe th a t he divulged none 
of these m atters  to her.

‘T he occasion,’ I thought, ‘was inopportune. 
I t was a tim e of h u rry  from  the  first ; and of 
increasing  alarm  as the hours wore on. T here 
was, also, m uch else to th ink  of and speak of. 
I t was m e th a t was the  g rea t object of con
cern, and they  w ere both the  m ost unselfish 
and generous of beings. My danger and m y 
fate would so absorb th e ir though ts and feel
ings th a t th e ir  own concerns and in terests 
would be for the  tim e fo rgotten .’

“ Besides, M aria  would, as usual, be quiet and 
happy in h e r shy and tru stfu l love ; and no 
one was m ore sure than  L u ig i to be slow in 
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approaching  a m a tte r of such • prodigious and 
ten d er in terest to both. In  fact, he m igh t very  
p roperly  escape the  pain of m aking  the disclos
u re at all, by leav ing  this du ty  for me.

“ Above all, I though t it conclusive to reflect 
that, if he had disclosed it, the  effect could 
hard ly  fail to have been evident. T he shock 
of such a discovery on h e r affectionate n a tu re  
would, for the tim e, a t least, have so prostra ted  
h e r s tren g th  as to forbid such an expedition as 
she undertook w ith  Luigi.

“ I t  also corroborates th is conclusion, that, a t 
the unexpected  m om ent of the fall, they  w ere 
so near to g eth er that, a t the first alarm , they  
clasped them selves in each o th er’s arm s, and 
she, seeing herself going w ith  him  to death, 
instinctively  executed the last and profoundest 
act of tru stfu l love, nestling  h e r head on his 
bosom.

“ I t  has been a g rea t com fort to m e to th ink  
so — th a t she was spared th a t cruel pang. She 
never knew  of a rival for his affections. She 
quaffed the  cup of love — ecstatic, und istu rbed  
by a doubt, undashed w ith a drop of b itterness. 
In  a m om ent, and encircled by the  arm s dear
est to h e r on earth , she w ent w ith  him  th rough 
the shadowy gatew ay.”





B E R N E S E  A L PS .



X X X .

“  Spirit no fetters can b ind ,
N o  wicked have power to molest,

T here  the weary, like thee, the  w retched shall find 
A haven, a  m ansion of re s t.”

M o z a r t ’s R e q u i e m .

( (  T T was very  la te  in  the  n ig h t when, at last, 
1 from  the window of the fron t room  which 

I had passed several of the  earlier hours in 
p reparing , I saw torches com ing down the path 
and Babbo lead ing  the  way. T he two mules 
came next, one a t a little  d istance behind  the 
o ther ; and as th ey  w ound along the  spiral 
track, I could see th a t th ere  was a single li t
te r of fir-boughs sw ung betw een them , and 
the two helpers w alking close behind brought 
up the  rear.

“ My h ea rt seem ed th en  to rise up into my 
m outh and try  to u tte r  inexpressib le things. 
A m ong these I said to myself, 1 A las ! one lit
te r  — th en  one is lost, — buried  in an awful 
g rave — beyond recovery  till the  judgm ent-day! 
— ah, which? — which is th a t one? — which dear



body, at least, is it  th a t is com ing ? — oh, dear ! 
which w ould I wish it to be ? — shall I never 
again see — him  — or —• h e r ! —w hich can I part 
w ith  — forever ! — she would m arry  and leave 
us some day — b u t him  — if he is gone ! — my 
life is gone! — I wish I w ere in  the  o ther world 
w ith him  ! ’ In  m y distraction  I w ent on thus 
suffering an u n u tte rab le  anguish  in  m y thoughts, 
as if it rested  w ith me to  decide th is horrib le 
question, quite fo rg e ttin g  th a t Iddio  had  decided 
it already for me, and th a t m y office was th a t 
of fo rtitude alone and uncom plaining resigna
tion to H is will.

“ I t  was fully  a q u arte r of an  hour th a t th a t 
dreadful procession, laden w ith such aw ful cer
tain ty , overshadow ed by such horro r of uncer
tain ty , was slowly w inding  its  m ournful way 
down the  circuitous track  of the  m ountain-side 
in full view of m y alm ost m addened vision. 
Oh, the unto ld  agony of those never-ending  
m inutes ! Oh, the  rebellious, wicked th ings I 
though t ! — even the  selfish, unsisterly  sen ti
m ents th a t passed th rough  m y b itte r  soul ! 
Oh, the dreadful hopes which I would no t cher
ish, bu t could no t banish, which hovered, like 
shrieking, ilhom ened birds, in m y m ental sky !

“ A t last the suspense was over. T he horror 
was revealed  in  its  dreadful, unchangeable 
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reality . I stood in  the  open door w hen the 
heart-rend ing  procession arrived. As it wheeled 
in silence up to the  step, w hat a sigh t! — w hat 
an astonishm ent m et m y frenzied eyes ! T hat 
vision was b randed  as by a lightning-flash on 
my soul, and will no t be erased from  the  ta b 
lets of m y m em ory for etern ity . T here  they 
both la y — the two bru ised  and stiffened bodies 
lay entw ined to g e th er in the  indissoluble em 
brace — the wedlock of death  !

“ T he full blow had  come. I knew  the 
worst. I was am azed a t m yself th a t I did not 
swoon at the  sight. I fe lt instead a strange 
calm  overspreading  m y troub led  spirit. I seem ed 
to have passed into an o th er sphere. T he g litte r 
of dazzling hopes had  been  le ft behind. T he 
fever of determ ined  expectations was cooled. I 
accepted the  allo tm ent of the O m nipotent Will, 
and u n d er all this shadow of death, a sen tim ent 
of peace and con ten t poured in to  m y soul, the 
like of which I never before felt. ‘W hat is 
this ? ’ I said to m yself in new  astonishm ent. 
‘W hence are these strong  com forts th a t now 
encircle m y soul? W hy am  I no t now ra th e r 
stand ing  in the  darkest dungeon of d e sp a ir? ’

“ I im m ediately  answ ered m yself, or ra th e r 
the answ er seem ed to come like a floating 
w hisper in to  m y soul. ‘T hey  are p ray ing  for



you now on the  o ther side, and your guardian  
has been sen t to you w ith  his arm s full of 
com forts and s tren g th .’ T hen  it came over 
me, too, th a t th is was evidence th a t they  were 
sa fe— th a t th ey  w ere surely  w here the blessed 
are.

“ Such though ts filled and steadied m y soul 
while m y hands w ere busied  w ith  the last 
ea rth ly  duties to  the  dead. A ccording to the 
custom  of our country, being  the  only m atron 
of our home, though  so young, it was m y office 
to  p repare  th e ir  bodies for the  grave. No 
m other bathes h e r darling  in fan t w ith ten d erer 
hand, or w ith  h ea rt m ore thankfu l th a t she 
still has the  precious form  to expend h er care 
upon, th an  I p repared  th e ir dear bodies for the 
tomb. I had them  laid side by side in one 
coffin. I had  dressed h e r in  h e r w hite m uslin 
gown, like a bride. I p u t b lue violets in her 
h a ir and h e r own blue and w hite earrings in 
h e r ears. I h u n g  h e r blue rosary  around her 
beau tifu l neck w ith  the  Crucifix ly ing  on her 
spotless bosom. I  p u t h e r w hite dancing slip
pers on h e r feet, w hich w ere tied  w ith a blue 
rosette. I laid  h e r left hand  on h e r b reast 
below the  Cross. I p u t his left arm  around 
her, and laid his left hand  below hers u nder 
the Cross. T h e ir rig h t hands I jo ined together.



So th a t th ey  looked in th e ir coffin, as nearly  
as could be, as if they  w ere standing  before 
the Padre in the act of tak ing  the everlasting  
vow and receiv ing  the  benediction of Holy 
Church.

“ T hus they  lay  for four days in our home 
— the w eather, w hich was unusually  cold for 
the season, favoring  delay of burial — and while 
the frag ran t candles grew  shorter, m any peo
ple, both  neighbors and s trangers — for the 
new s spread quickly and f a r— came and looked 
into the coffin ; and m any silent tears  were 
shed. Of course the uncle Medico was am ong 
those who came, and  he came not once b u t 
m any tim es ; and w hat shall I say of th a t dear, 
good m an ! ”

H ere she w ent on to expatia te  on the  am ia
ble Medico — detailing  w ith  a noticeable zest 
his hundred  little  a tten tions to her in her sor
row, and his unnum bered  acts of kindness to 
h er Babbo in  th is crisis of his affairs. I t  was, 
I thought, a t the tim e, a very  p leasant them e 
for h e r thoughts, and succeeding events, I 
could not b u t hope, would ju stify  m y worldly 
and  wicked suspicions.

“ So— ju st so,” she said, “ they  lay before the 
high a lta r while the R equiem  Mass was sung. 
So, ju s t so they  w ere buried. So, ju s t so, they



lie in one coffin together in  th a t double grave. 
So, ju s t so, I have them  in m y fancy w hen I 
kneel in  the  Camposantino [dear little  cem etery] 
and tell m y beads and say, ''Requiem dona eis 
Domine ! ”

She ceased speaking. I w alked on in  silence 
w ith her to the path  th a t led  up to  her 
cottage. T hen  w ith m any thanks and m any 
expressions of sym pathy and m any an adieu, 
I parted  from  m y in te restin g  companion, sadly 
and forever. But, to use h e r own expressive 
words of h e r sister and the youth w ith  whom 
her fa te was so trag ically  entangled, very  often 
since, ‘ our souls have conversed to g e th er ’ ; 
and I will not deny th a t a t a revival of 
these mem ories, I have often found the  world 
grow ing dim  around me, and fe lt a ho t stream  
rolling across m y cheeks.

G R E N O B L E  —  Q U A Y .



C O N C L U S IO N .

IN the  sum m er of 1868, I found m yself again 
in  Italy , and at the  m om ent of which I now 

speak, a t the Hôtel du Montblanc in Aosta, w hither 
I now arrived  by the  sam e route th a t I had 
traveled fourteen  years before.

W hile trea tin g  w ith  the  Directeur a t the  office, 
I observed in fa ir le tte rs  on th e  end of a large 
baule [in A m erican speech, “ Saratoga ”], which 
was bound w ith a cord, like a package from  a 
retail-shop, and sealed at every  crossing of the 
s trin g  w ith  huge patches of red  wax, the  nam e 
F e r r e n t i . T hen, ru n n in g  m y eye up the list 
of nam es on the  reg is te r w here I had  just 
set m y own, I read  w ith  a heart-qu ickening  
surprise  w hich I th ink  the  read er can well 
im agine : * Dottor G. Ferrenti e Moglie e Figlio 
e Bambinaia ’ [Dr. G. F., wife, son, and nurse]. 

On enquiry, I was told th a t the  Doctor and 
his w ife w ere gone for a few days to Martigny, 
b u t th a t th e  child was le ft th ere  in the care of 
his nurse. W here they  w ere at th a t m om ent 
was unknow n. I pursued  m y enquiries to the



lim it of propriety , of every m aid and serv- 
ing-m an I m et, b u t in vain. T hey  had been 
seen here, and seen there, a few ■ m inutes 
before, b u t w ere everyw here invisible now. I 
learned, also, th a t they  som etim es strayed  into 
the  country, and in  th is case m igh t no t appear 
again till evening.

T his d istressed m e much, for m y a rran g e
m ents com pelled me to leave for the south by 
a la te  afternoon train , and I felt an  infinite 
curiosity  to see the  child, if I could not see 
the  good Doctor, and especially to learn, a fte r 
m y old suspicions, also who the  wife and 
m other m igh t be.

However, I could only w ait and hope ; and 
having  heard  much, am ong o ther objects of 
an tiquarian  in tere st in  the  suburbs of th is old 
Celtic stronghold  (which gave the  g rea t Julius 
so m uch trouble in  keeping  open the  passes of 
St. B ernard  to his provinces in  Gaul, and which 
was only cleared up by  A ugustus ex tirp a tin g  
the whole tribe  of the  Salassi, selling  36,000 
m en, women, and children into slavery), of the 
Church of St. Orso, w ith  its  tom b, in  the choir, 
of old bishop Gallus, who had been sleeping 
there m ore th an  1,300 years; of the old Rom an 
Crypt, and various o ther objects of sim ilar 
in terest contained in it, all of w hich I had
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never seen — I now happily  bethough t m yself 
th a t I could no t b e tte r  spend the tim e I had 
on m y hands, th an  by m aking  such a visit. I 
left m y hotel and saun tered  along the  p rin 
cipal s tree t th rough  the  ancient Porta P ratoria  
to the T rium phal A rch of A ugustus, and across 
the Buthier, stopping  to exam ine the still re 
m ain ing  arch of the  old Rom an bridge, half 
buried  in  the  ground, and w andered on and 
around to the  said Church of St. Orso, and 
entered.

I im m ediately  observed th e  kneeling  figures 
of a young fem ale and of a boy apparen tly  about 
ten  years old before a shrine of the  Madonna. 
I could not doubt th a t I had thus unexpectedly  
found the  objects of m y search.

T hey  at once becam e of m ore in te re st to 
me than  any o ther object of m y curiosity, and 
I kep t them  constan tly  u n d er m y eye. The 
tim e I had to  w ait seem ed long to me, b u t 
a t last they  rose from  th e ir knees, curtesied 
and bowed tow ard the altar, w ent to an alms- 
box and deposited th e ir  offering, and hand  in 
hand  w alked silently  and ra th e r rap id ly  tow ard 
the uscio, which was in  th is case a side-door 
closed by the  usual lea th e rn  curtain.

As soon as I saw them  ready to leave the 
church, I issued first and contrived, by crossing



a little  open space, to m eet them  face to face. 
T he g irl was a p re tty  m aid of some sixteen 
sum m ers, w ith  g rea t black eyes, and a bright, 
serious face. T he child was a finely-form ed 
youngster, very  dark, w ith curling  black hair, 
w hich seem ed never to have been cut, and 
h u n g  w aving fa r down his shoulders. His 
face !— My h ea rt leap t for joy. I t  was indeed 
one I had seen before — could no t m istake — 
could never forget.

I m ade the custom ary salute, w hich was in 
stan tly  and gracefully  re tu rn ed  by the  little  
gentlem an, b u t instead  of passing, I stepped  in 
front of him , and a fte r a hasty  apology, told 
him  I believed I was an old friend  of his p a r
ents, and if he would assure m e th a t it was so, 
by g iv ing  m e his nam e, I would like to m ake 
some enquiries about them .

W ithout any hesitation  he rep lied  : “ Guliclmo 
Litigi M aria  Donato Ombrosino Ferrenti.”

This, of course, in  effect, to ld  m e everything. 
But in fact I could have read  it all in his face 
and figure and m anner; for he was, in  every 
feature, an unm istakable copy of his m other. 
Besides, had I been  blind, his tones — th a t 
never to be forgotton timbre — would have re 
produced hers in  m y ears beyond the possi
b ility  of error.



I walked back w ith  them  to the hotel, te lling  
him  som ething about m y long ago acquain t
ance w ith his m o th er and draw ing  from  him  
all his little  head  could tell of her h istory  
since — w hich was no t m uch — b u t was of the 
m ost im portan t kind. ‘ T hey  lived in  Naples. 
H e was born  there . H is Babbo m ade the ' 
Prince (he did not know  his o ther nam es) 
to g e t well w hen he was sick.’

H e showed m e a p ictu re of his m other which 
he wore in a gold locket around his neck. It 
was the face I knew. A ge had  added som e
th ing, years of life in  a w ider and m ore ex
alted  station  had added m ore, and all was in a 
m anner glorified by  the dress and pose of a 
lady instead  of the  young and in te re stin g  yet 
undeniab le contadina whom  I had m et fourteen 
years agone.

I  gave h im  a v isiting  card w ith  m y address 
for the nex t few w eeks in  Rome, and a small 
photograph of m yself for the  m other.

D uring  the  day I p arted  from  him  w ith a 
kiss, and w ent on m y w ay tow ard the south.
I never saw him  nor his p aren ts  again. Some 
weeks later, passing  th ro u g h  Naples, and m ak
ing enquiry  for the  family, I found tha t the 
Doctor was well know n in  Upper circles there, 
bu t had not th en  re tu rn ed  from  the north.



One word m ore finishes th is h isto ry  forever. 
B eing again  in  N aples a t the end of th e  e igh
ties, I sought th e re  for m y in te re stin g  friends, 
and  found th a t du ring  the  season of the cholera 
w hich visited N aples w ith such v io lenceJl in 
the  sum m er and au tum n of 1884, p u ttin g  in so 
m uch anxiety  even the  life of the  am iable and 
self-forgetting  K ing of Italy , the fa ith fu l Doctor 
F e rran ti was struck by  the  m alady and died; 
and w ith in  a few days was followed, from  the 
sam e cause, by  his w ife and son. In  short, 
th a t the  fam ily which had  been of such in te r
esting  concern to m e was now extinct in this 
world.

AT NAPLES.
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NOTES.

P a g e  7 . N o t e  i .

“  A toïv the Sunday-morning Belt."

Schon klingen M orgenglocken,
D er liebe G o tt nun bald

G eht durch den stillen W ald ,
D a  kniet’ ich froh erschrocken.

B a r o n  v o n  E i c h e n d o r f .

T h e  allusion of the poet is, of course, to the  A ve M aria  bell, 
echoing around the w orld a t daw n the daily call to prayer.

P a g e  10 . N o t e  2.

“  The grave is s till  and  deep."

D as G rab ist tief und  stille 
U n d  schauderhaft sein R and  ;

E s  deckt m it schw artzer H ülle  
E in  unbekantes L and .

D as Lied der N achtigallen  
T ö n t nicht in seinem Schoos ;

D er F reundschaft Rosen fallen 
N u r  auf des H üg e ls  M oos.

V erlass’ne B räute ringen 
U m sonst die H än d e  w und ;

D er W aise K lagen dringen  
N ich t in der tiefe G rund.

S a l i s .



P a g e  30. N o t e  3.

“  Oh, do not dry, etc."

T rocknet nicht, trocknet nicht 
T h ränen  der ewigen L iebe !
A ch, n u r dem halb-getrockneten Auge 
W ie  öde wie tod t die W elt ihm  erscheint.
T rocknet nicht, trocknet,
T h rän en  ungllichlicher L iebe !

G o e t h e .

P a g e  49. N o t e  4.

T he cruel political strifes between the G uelfs and the  Ghibe- 
lines, and  betw een the Bianchi [w hites] and  the N e r i  [blacks], 
parties into w hich the Guelfs were divided when the Ghibelines 
had been overpowered, is known to every reader o f D ante , whose 
m ournful history  is alm ost a  m onologue upon these x m  and 
XIV  century  quarrels.

T h e  Piagnoni and  the  Palleschi, in a  certain  sense heirs of the 
m ore ancient strife, come in to  view m ost p rom inently  two centu
ries later, in the tim es of the g rea t political preacher, Savonarola, 
and  revolve about the successful s trugg le  of the  M edici for su
prem e pow er in F lorence. T h e  dreadful sto ry  is graphically  out
lined by M assimo D ’Azeglio in  h is fam ous historical novel, N icoli 
de' Lapi.

T h e  word Piagnone p roperly  m eans a  person  w ho weeps easily 
and for trifling cause. I t  is com m only used of the ‘ w eepers’ who 
accom pany, for pay, a  dead body to the grave. I t  was a  nicknam e 
given in Florence to the followers of Savonarola, who were hos
tile to the M edicean faction.

Pallesco p roperly  m eans a  1 ballm an .’ I t  is a  comical adjective 
form ed front palla  [a ball], and  was a  nicknam e given in F lorence 
to  those who belonged to the party  of the  M edici, whose arm s 
were six balls.



P a g e  6 9 . N o t e  5.

“  B ut n igh t for each, e tc .”
. . . .  Sed omnes una manet nox 
E t  calcando semel via leti.

H o r . CAR. i ,  18 .

P a g e  7 1 . N o t e  6 .

As is universal in C ontinental E urope, it is to be supposed that 
Signor Ombrosità had several B aptism al nam es, am ong which was 
facobo, w hich his wife had chosen fo r her own affectionate use 
and Gallicized in to  Jacques , while he him self used Filippo , which 
appears, also, to  have been th a t by w hich he was generally  called 
in his youth.

P a g e  8 0 . N o t e  7.

La Compagnia della Misericordia  is the Ita lian  nam e of a  C har
itable B rotherhood, found in m ost R om an Catholic countries, 
whose office is to render assistance to those who are overtaken by 
sudden sickness, o r serious, especially mortal accident, and  to bury 
the dead —  chiefly th e  very poor and strangers.

P a g e  80. N o t e  8.

M iserere itici Deus.
T h e  50th Psalm  of the  V ulgate. I t  is num bered 51 in K ing  

Jam es’s V ersion.

P a g e  8 1 . N o t e  9.

Ostende nobis Domine.
T h e  84th Psalm  of the V ulgate, 8th verse. I t  is num bered 85 

in K ing  Jam es's V ersion, 7th verse.

P a g e  i o i . N o t e  10 .

“ Gave the tu  to each o th er."  T h a t is, in addressing  one 
ano ther, used the second person singu lar instead of the common



second plural, or the still m ore formal th ird  person singular. I t  is 
an expression of fam iliarity common to all the  Rom aic languages, 
and  to some others, bu t quite unknow n to ours, and  the  subtile 
sentim ent carried by it, it is difficult, perhaps impossible, for us 
fully to realize, since it is strictly  reserved for such as stand to 
one ano ther in the m ost sacred, or personal, or intim ate relations.

P a g e  1 09 . N o t e  i i .

T h e  tow er of B ram afam  was built in the  XI I  century, and is 
th a t in w hich Count Challant is said, ou t of jealousy, to have 
starved his wife to death.

P a g e  1 23 . N o t e  12 .

“  W hat i f  I  choose to weep alone."
U nd hab’ ich einsam  auch gew eint,

So ist's m ein eignen Schmerz,
U nd  T h ränen  (Hessen g ar so süss 

E rleichtern  m ir das H erz.

G o e t h e , Trost in  Thränen.

P a g e  128 . N o t e  13.

T h e  scudo [shield] was until recently  in T uscany a  nom inal 
piece of m oney representing  a  value of 5 /55  L ire  [about one dol
lar], In  the Pontifical and some other Ita lian  States it was, a t one 
tim e, a  real piece, bu t of various values.

P a g e  1 39 . N o t e  14.

“ W hy now Casella mine, e tc .”

Casella m i o ...............................
H iss’ io ;  ma a te come tanta ora é tolta ?

P u r o , ii, 9 1 , 93.



P a g e  1 46 . N o t e  15.

St. F rancis of A ssis i , founder of the O rder of the Francescan 
m onks, is said to have retired  to a  desolate m ountain for the 
purpose of passing  forty  days in fasting  and prayer. O n the day 
of the E levation of the  Cross, w hile he was engaged in intense 
devotion, and was agonized in contem plation of the pangs of the 
Crucified, C hrist H im self appeared  to him in the form of a  Seraph, 
and  im printed on him , under crushing pains, the  scars of the five 
wounds of H is passion. T h is  vision and miracle is said to have 
occurred in the year 1224. Benedict X I I ,  an A vignon Pope, 
gran ted  to the O rder the C elebration of the F east of the ‘ Im p rin t
ing .' T h e  festival occurs on the  17th of Septem ber.

P a g e  1 52 . N o t e  16 .

“  Rosolio ” [oil of roses] is an  Ita lian  wine of exquisite flavor and 
perfum e, called also by the natives Rugiada del sole [sun-dew].

P a g e  1 67 . N o t e  17 .

“  T h e  Siege o f Firenze "  [F lorence]. She alludes to the final 
and successful a ttem pt of the  Medici to grasp the suprem e power, 
in 1530, w hen, under a  coalition of the  E m peror Charles V with 
Pope C lem ent V I I ,  of the house of M edici, Florence was invested 
by the D uke of O range, and both  the  name and form  of the R e
public were quenched in the best blood of the c ity — m ost stirring  
pictures of w hich abound in D ’A zeglio’s novel alluded to above.

P a g e  1 6 7 . N o t e  18 .

“  Views in old Siena.” I t  has rather justly  been called ‘ the 
Pompeii of th e  M iddle A ges ,’ since no o ther city of Italy  has taken 
on so little of a m odern appearance, and retained so much of the 
medieval —  so th a t its wolf-topped pillars, its  queer Palio  [horse
race], its fountain Fontebranda , its M angia  tower, and m any other 
th ings there, are alm ost o r  quite as curious and in teresting  sigh ts 
to an Ita lian  of to-day as to a  visitor from foreign parts.



P a g e  1 97 . N o t e  19.

“ A n d  suddenly upon the day arose.” 
E  di subito  parve giorno a giorno

E ssere aggiunto, come Quei che puote 
Avesse il ciel d ’un altro  Sole adorno. 

Beatrice tu tta  nell’ eterne rote
F issa con gli occhi stava ; ed io, in lei 
Le luci fisse di lassù rim ote.

N on dèi più am m irar, se bene stimo,
Lo tuo salir, se non come d ’un rivo 
Se d ’ alto m onte scende g iuso ad imo.

M araviglia sarebbe in te, se privo 
D* im pedim ento g iù ti fossi assiso,
Com ’ a te rra  quieto fuoco vivo.

P a r . i, 6 1 , 136 .

P a g e  2 0S . N o t e  2 0 .

“  0  Death , you m ust surely delay ”

M on beau voyage encore est si loin de se fin !
Je  pars et des orm eaux qui bordent le chemin 

J ’ai passé les prem iers à peine.
Au banquet de la vie à peine commence 
U n instant seulem ent mes levres ont pressé 

L a coupe en mes m ains encor pleine.

L a  j e u n e  C a p t i v e .

P a g e  2 1 1 . N o t e  21 .

“  A b righ t zecchino” A golden coin of several countries. In  
T uscany  it had the value of 11-ffo lire [about $ 2 .2 5 ] .  I t is no 
longer coined, bu t the phrase is com m on, ‘ oro d i zecchino’ [zec- 
chino-gold] for finest gold.



P a g e  2 2 8 . N o t e  22 .

“  A live  as the w in d  harp, etc."
A ber, wie leise vom Zephyr erschü ttert,
Schnell die äolische H arfe erzittert,
Also die fühlende Seele der F rau .

W u r d e  d e r  F r a u e n .

P a g e  2 4 1 . N o t e  23 .

“  A lla  dolce ombra delle belle f r  ondi.”
T h is  poem , w hich is such a  favorite in Ita ly , owes som ething, 

at least, of its p o p u la rity — it is hard for a  forestiero  to say how 
much — to the exceedingly mellifluous flow of the rhythm , united 
to a  sentim ent of w onder a t the m iraculous skill with which the 
stanzas are constructed.

T hese are technically known as the unrhym ed sestine [sixes] — 
the m ost artificial of all poetical handiw ork, and hardly known or 
possible outside of the language of Italy . T h e  num ber of sylla
bles in a  line is eleven, as is, also, for the  m ost pa rt, the rule for 
all unrhym ed verse in Ita lian .

But the num ber of stanzas in the poem is six. T h e  num ber of 
lines in a  stanza is six. T h e  six line-ending w ords of the  first 
stanza are the same in each of the six stanzas, but in a varied order : 
and the  last word of the first line of each succeeding stanza is the 
same as the last word of the last line of the preceding stanza.

A t the end of the poem there is a  coda or refrain  of three more 
lines, end ing  w ith three of the same six words.

T he first stanza, which will give a fair idea of the whole, is :

?Alla dolce ombra delle belle f  rondi 
Corsi fuggendo un dispieiato lume 
Che '71 f in  quaggiù ni ardea dal terzo cielo ;
E  disgombrava g ià  di neve i  poggi 
I la u ra  amorosa che rinnova i l  tempo,
E  fio rian  per le piagge !  erbe c i  rami.



TRANSLATION.

T o  the  sw eet shade of the beautiful tree 
A  disqu ieting  heat compelled me to flee 
F rom  the th ird  heaven descending on me ;
W hile the am orous breeze strips the snow -covered hill 
A nd the prim rose is born on the  banks of the rill 
A nd the grasses and flowers their fragrance distill.

T h e  substance of the rather obscure thought is this : H e says
it was Springtim e when he fled from  the  heat [of natural passion], 
i. t . ,  w hen he became enam ored of his L aura  and  found solace in 
her presence. T h is  is a pun on the name of L aura , a laurel-tree. 
T h e  th ird  heaven, again , is the sphere of V enus, w ho enkindled 
th is passion. T h e  ‘ am orous breeze,’ l '  aura amorosa, love-in
sp iring  L aura, who m elts the snow iest heart, is ano ther pun  on 
the same dear nam e. A nd so on and on.

P a g e  2 4 5 . N o t e  24 .

“  In  peace remain : I  go : f o r  now "
R im anti in pace : i' vado : a  te non lice 
M eco venir : chi mi conduce, il vieta.
R im anti, o va per a ltra  via elice.

G e r v s . L ui. xvi, 55.

P a g e  2 5 3 . N o t e  25.

“  A s in  fo rm  o f  butterfly"
In  des Papillons G estalt 
F la ttr ’ich, nach den letzten Zügen,
Zu den vielgeliebten Stellen 
Zeugen him m lischer V ergnügen 
U eber W iesen, an den Q uellen,
U m  den H ügel, durch den W ald.



Ich  belausch’ ein zärtlich P aar ;
V on des schönen M ädchens H aupte 
A us den K ränzen  schau' ich nieder ;
A lles w as der T o d  m ir raubte 
Seh’ ich h ier im Bilde wieder,
Bin so glücklich wie ich war.

Sie um arm t ihn lächelnd stum m ,
U nd sein M und geniesst der S tunde,
D ie ihm g iit’ge G ötter senden,
H ü p ft vom Busen zu dem M unde,
Von dem M unde zu den H änden ,
U nd  ich h ü p f  um ihn herum .

U nd sie sieh t mich Schm etterling.
Z itte rnd  vor des F reunds V erlangen 
S pring t sie auf, da flieg’ ich ferne.
“  L iebster, komm, ihn einzufangen !
K om m  ! ich h ä tt’ es gar zu gerne,
G ern das kleine bunte D in g .”

S c h a d e n f r e u d e .

P a g e  2 6 2 . N o t e  26 .

“  E t  definicns statuta tempora et terminos habitationis nos- 
trae,” V u l g a t e , Acts  xvii, 26 [A nd has determ ined the times 
before appointed and  the bounds of our habitation]. I t  is not 
uncom m on for the better educated peasantry  in all Catholic coun
tries, to which Ita ly  is no exception, to know, a t least by rote, the 
more im portant parts  of the Bible in the V ulgate version, as well 
as large portions of their great Poets, being familiarized with them 
in childhood in the Parish-school.



P a g e  2S 1 . N o t e  27 .

“  O f  the judgm ents o f  woman."
M olti consigli de le donne sono 
M eglio im proviso, eh’ a  pensarvi, usciti ;
Che questo è speizale e proprio dono 
F ra  tan ti e tan ti lor dal ciel largiti.
M a può mal quel degli uom ini esser buono,
Che m aturo discorso non aiti,
Ove non s’ abbia  a  rum inarvi sopra 
Speso alcun tem po e m olto studio et opra.

O r l a n d o  F u r io s o , xxvii, 1.

P a g e  3 1 4 . N o t e  28 .

“  A beautiful copy of the Cenacolo d i Foligno." T h e  originai 
is now treasured in F lorence (in the  secularized Convent o f  S. 
Onofrio  in the  Via Faenza). I  quite agree w ith L u ig i  th a t this 
‘ Supper ’ is by far the  m ost soul-satisfying to me of all I have ever 
seen —  not the Leonardo da Vinci a t M ilan, in th is resp ec t su r
passing  it.

Besides the g rea t advantage which, of course, Raffaelle's p icture 
has, in its  excellent sta te  of preservation , over Leonardo's in its 
1 deplorable condition ,’ and  se tting  aside a com parison of artistic 
m erit betw een tw o suprem e artists, the work of either of whom is 
unapproachable, the com forting motive of Raffaelle's p icture goes 
home to my heart w ith a  joy w hich I  do not find in the  sam e de
gree from  the painfully  p leasing  shock w hich Leonardo's famous 
work w as designed to give and does give to every sensitive soul. 
L u ig i  had only seen copies of e ither of these, and  I  th ink , no 
doubt, Leonardo’s also loses more by the  best atta inab le  copying 
than  Raffaelle's does under the same conditions.

P a g e  3 1 4 . N o t e  29 .

T h e  Crucifixion, or C hrist upon the Cross w ith more o r less 
additional figures and environm ents, w as several tim es pain ted  by



Fra Angelico da Fiesole, w ith  g rea t success. In to  each of these 
he infused, perhaps in a  h igher degree than  any o ther a r tis t has 
done, the peculiar type of h is own character, and especially of his 
own religious em otions.

L u ig i , no doubt, refers to a  copy of his Crucifixion in the 
C hapter H ouse of the  M onastery (a t th a t date not yet suppressed), 
of .S'. Marco  in F lorence. In to  th is are introduced m any saints 
gazing up  a t the  Saviour in w onder, sorrow, and ecstasy, and 
around is a  fram ew ork of p rophets and  sybils, and beneath, is 
kneeling S'. Domenico, from  whom  springs a T ree  of the O rder 
b ranching in to  m any distinguished saints. A nd it seem s to me 
th a t L u ig i  was quite  righ t in h is hom age of the  depth of senti
m ent and sense of beauty, as well as of deep and devoted piety, 
which reign in that picture — and  perhaps I ought to say in all 
the products of the pious and peaceful genius of that lovely C hris
tian  soul and  D om inican friar.

P a g e  318. N o t e  30.

T h e  curious reader m ay find the w hole dialogue, full of 
Leopardi's m ost subtile thoughts, in the Le M onnier  edition 
of Leopardi's Opere, Vol. I ,  page 221 et seq.

O f Tasso him self, I th ink  it may be said th a t he leads the 
whole celestial-terrestrial choir in the infantile purity  and naïveté  
of his sentim ents tow ards the  sex.

Is it not possible, then , th a t th is very absence of the grosser 
sensualism  of love in his soul, w as a feature which brutish  Alfonso  
could no t conceive ; and  th a t he in consequence im agined and be
lieved w hat was no t and  could not be true  ?

Still, a fter all th a t has been said and w ritten , by g rea t and 
sm all, it seems to me th a t the true reason for his em prisonm ent is 
to-day as uncertain  as it was to poor Tasso him self, and has been 
ever since.

O f course, in addition to the fact of his long and painful incar
ceration, it is certain  th a t, as Dante had his Beatrice, and  Petrarca 
his I.aura , so Tasso had , as the  inspiration of his erotic muse, his



Lucretia, and  th a t there was a lady of such nam e, sister to the 
re ign ing  D uke, an d  th a t the poet m ust often have m et th is lady at 
the court of Alfonso  and  in the D ucal Palace a t Ferrara.

H ow  m uch of the  rest is, in fact, the glam our of poetic frenzy, 
every reader m ust, I th ink , determ ine for himself.

P a g e  3 2 5 . N o t e  31 .

. “  N ot two miles traveled, when, etc."
N on  furo iti duo m iglia, che sonare 

O don la selva, che li cinge intorno,
Con tal rum or e s trep ito , che pare 

Che trem i la foresta d ’ogni in torno ;
E  poco dopo un g ran  destrier n ’appare,

D 'oro  guern ito  e riccam ente adorno.
Che salta m acchie e rivi, e t a  fracasso 

A rbori m ena e ciò che vieta il passo.
O r l a n d o  F u r io s o  I ,  72.

P a g e  3 4 0 . N o t e  32 .

T h e  staffiere [stirrup-m an] m ight be roughly translated  
1 esqu ire ,’ but it has no really exact nam e in E nglish , because 
the E nglish  have never had precisely the  th ing . W here  it has 
a use it  m eans, properly, th a t servan t of a  prince o r great lord 
who goes on foot beside the stirrup  of the  rid in g  lord.

P a g e  3 7 6 . N o t e  33 .

I t  is of record tha t in one n igh t of Septem ber, 1884, nearly
2 .0 0 0  persons in N aples were attacked w ith the cholera and about
1 .0 0 0  died. K in g  H um b ert spent a  considerable tim e in the  city 
during  the  prevalence of the scourge, w hen nearly  all who were 
able to flee had fled, not only lending h is influence and  au thority  
to the m easures for com batting  the disease, b u t visiting the hospi
tals and  g iving his personal sym pathy and large sum s of money, 
from his not over-full private purse, for the relief of the suffering 
poor.
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