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THE

SIEGE OF FLORENCE.

CHAPTER L

A coLp north wind, drifting the chill mists
over spire and dome, ushered in the dawn
of the twenty-sixth of April, 1527, to the
good city of Florence. No one of its multi-
tude of busy bells had yet begun its morn-
ing calls ; and of whatever character might
be the scenes apportioned for the day’s ac-
complishment—and scarcely any day of late
had passed without its excitement—none of
the actors were yet abroad. The sentinels,
in the uniform of the republic, paced drowsily
on their beat, in front of the palace of the
Signori, humming the ribald rhymes of Berni

VOL. 1. B
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and Burchiello, as they trod athwart the
shadows of those gigantic statues, whose
marble limbs then sparkled with the un-
stained lustre of recent youth—with the
snowy brightness of their birth-place in the
sunless quarry; like the miraculous off-
spring of the Cadmean teeth, they had
known no infancy, but started up in their
vast grandeur, solemn guardians, who from
those days to our own have shared with
nearly twenty generations of sentinels the
custody of that venerable building. The
same uniforms moved upon the batteries
over the city gates, which had not as yet
opened to the day’s traffic.

There was but one other spot within the
city which manifested any signs of wake-
fulness ; this was the gloomy yet grand
facade of the Palace of the Medici. There
also sentries paced their cheerless watch,
unenlivened by any sound but that caused
by their own footfalls ; for the snatches of
dissolute and licentious pasquinade that
were heard beneath the batteries were
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hushed under the windows of the Cardinal
of Cortona, and his two hopeful and grave
wards, Hippolito and Alessandro de Medici.

The eye least experienced in military
matters might perceive at a glance as great
a difference in the mien and carriage of
these men-at-arms, from that of their fellows
in front of the palace of the magistrature,
as there was in their badges and accoutre-
ments. Those in the -city’s service: were
selected for their unpalatable functions from
the classes of the more substantial burghers,
whose habits of life gave them little taste
for night-vigils or stiff-clothing. Their
dress was of a material selected by civic
indulgence, as consulting, as much as was
consistent with some shew of military ser-
vice, the personal convenience of men whose
amplitude and obesity had advanced part
passu with their stake in the country they
were called upon to serve. The more cum-
bersome defences of helm and cuirass were
replaced by doe-skin, and over their ample
bosoms, swelled out by patriotism, undu-

B2
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lated the device of the republic, the red
giglio, or lily, on its white ground.

This comfortable simulation of the war-
rior was a source of infinite mirth to the
hired soldiery of the Medici, and was not
without its association with the grotesque, in
the minds of the chroniclers of the time. In
what way the merriment of the former at
least was terminated, the progress of this
true tale may serve to shew.

Far different was the aspect of the grim
sentries who guarded the portals of the
palace, within which slumbered the hopeful
scions of the house of Medici. They were
men of one piece with their iron clothing ;
cheek and brow, and their vast angular
frames, appeared cast in the same mould as
head-piece and corslet. Above their heads,
swelling pompously in the breeze, was that
celebrated banner whose golden balls had
become the emblems of vicissitude ;—so few
years had sufficed to see it scouted with
Cosimo; borne aloft through an agitated
city, to the war-cry of * The Palli for the
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MediciI” by Lorenzo; then drooping over
the abased plumes of the recreant Piero ;
and again, borne in the van of the condot-
tieri of the church, and placed where it now
was,

As morning advanced, the fitful efforts of
a changing and gradually subsiding breeze,
swept away the early mists like volumes of
thin smoke, and the first beams of a dim
sun fell with doubtful promise upon the
steel corslets and the banner above them.
The various sounds of a stirring populace
then gradually mingled their dissonances ;
and by the time that the bells of some hun-
dred churches had broken out into sonorous
unison, none, save the dead who dwelt
within their vaults, slept in Florence.

Had the slumbers of his Eminence, who
governed the city, been as light as those of
the thousands who were honoured by his
rule, he might have perceived, in the unusual
multitudes thus early abroad, and in the
busy faces, and significant interchange of
uneasy salutation that passed between the
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crowds of cloaked figures that had chosen
this early hour of a raw, disagreeable morn-
ing to hurry to their devotions, some induce-
ment, perchance, to postpone the intended
pursuits of that day. But the slumbers of
youth and of light consciences are prover-
bially sound ; and his Eminence and the
scions of the noble house, whose will was
law in Florence, slept on pillows of down,
under golden canopies, long after the dawn
had broken, and the doubtful struggles of
sun and cloud had ceased. And when their
delicate lids at last, like the leaves of lilies,
unfolded, the glorious sun had left but a
scarcely perceptible mist, between them and
the preparations of the intriguing city, for a
day of enterprise. A tide of warm, rich
light poured into the gorgeous chambers of
their dwelling when the heavy shutters were
thrown back ; and then commenced, with
befitting leisure, the solemn duties of the
levee, previous to another day added to the
roll of a facile and luxurious reign.

By midday the brief mass was begun, and



-

THE SIEGE OF FLORENCE. 7

his Eminence had prayed for grace to govern,
and for humility to a stiff-necked people.

That people to all appearance had gone
about their usual avocations; and, what-
ever evening might bring about, the noon
had been spent, as was fitting by a thrifty
people, in the duties that undoubtedly held
the first place in their estimation. The
commonalty had provided for the day’s
wants, and the patricians had bustled
through the Exchange and the Custom-
house ; had paid homage to the day-book and
the ledger ; had corresponded ; and having
set their house in order, were ready for the
secondary cares which devolved upon every
individual alike, high and low, of that tur-
bulent commonwealth,—to wit, the govern-
ment of their fickle city and their most
ungovernable selves.

The change of sentries, and the gradual
grouping of armed retainers about the
palace of the Medici, gave the earliest signs
of some intended forthcoming. At last
came the stirring sounds of a military band ;
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and the spectacle which that music heralded
was one rarely seen in Florence. A troop
of horse, barbed and panoplied, first wheeled
into view, and their high-floating plumes,
and the hereditary bearings of the various
noble houses of the republic, worked upon
the silken scarfs that crossed their shining
corslets, or raised in silver upon various
parts of their accoutrements, plainly told the
rank of the noble youths who thus volun-
teered their escort, to one with whom all
that was splendid was prized.

Immediately following them, and taking
precedence as they approached the palace,
was the fancy body-guard of the magnificent
Hippolito ;—Ethiopians, Numidians, Tartar
bowmen, and the grave Turk, mingled, for
the gratification of their youthful and learned
leader, their various and gorgeous costumes,
their arms, their languages, and their con-
trasting physiognomies. But the joy of his
heart were their splendid Oriental dresses
and their barbaric music. Gifted beyond
most of his house with talents, which he
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misapplied in all ways that were whimsical,
and wasted in the pursuit of unprofitable
acquisitions, it was his boast that he could
himself converse in the dialects of all, and
rival their ablest performers on the various
instruments of their national music.

Led horses were in readiness for the im-
mediate friends of the young princes, and for
their august selves ; and a sleek and sancti-
fied-looking steed, which as yet bore none
of the more cumbersome splendour of its
companions,—whose crimson housings were
decorated with raised work of gold, bearing
the mingled emblems of high family con-
sequence and exalted church dignity, with
sandaled stirrups, crimson trappings, and a
feathery seat,—awaited with meek solemnity
a rider with whom it had evidently com-
pounded for reciprocal amity.

Such was the immediate suite of the
slomberers within. But whilst the interior
arrangements of the palace were forming
with becoming tardiness, a more numerous

array was wheeling into view, from the
B.8
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various openings about the building, of
armed horsemen, whose iron clothing had
lost its brilliancy, but retained that grim
and ferocious aspect which gives joy to
the timorous, for whose service they are
indued.

Such displays had of late become not un-
common, and although familiarity had much -
diminished the curiosity which their splen-
dour and chivalrous effect had originally
excited, it had, as indeed it could scarcely
fail of having, a directly opposite effect upon
feelings of a more stirring nature. These
feelings had more than once of late been
too strong for a sage and patient silence ;
and though the ears of  his Eminence of
Cortona had been spared any of the inhar-
monious sounds, or uncourteous salutes of
a proverbially jealous and excitable popu-
lace, such had not been uniformly the case
with the mounted and mailed band of stran-
gers who mainly composed his escort.

These grim warriors were not deficient in
the mere instinct which the horses they rode
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pertook of in common with themselves, of
distingunishing friend from foe; and conse-
quently the evil will of the citizens was
returned a hundred fold. Opportunities
were not wanting for the interchange of such
offices as their mutual feelings delighted in ;
and day after day fresh bitterness was added
to the already overflowing cup of deadly
hate, which the city of Florence quaffed to
the prosperity of its tyrants.

Time wore on, and every avenue opening
upon the front of the palace was at length
closed by the assembled guard, and at last
the trumpets gave signal for the throwing
open of the portals. A crowd of gaily
apparelled nobles ushered forth the two
youths in whom all the hopes of this proud
family centered.

The elder of the two, distinguished by the
style of ‘ the Magnificent”—a title justly
earned, and universally yielded to the head
of the family whose taste, even in their
minutest pleasures, was splendid—was the
vouth Hippolito, intended at that time
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for the future ruler of the city. He was
a tall, thin stripling, scarcely more than
fifteen years of age, with a sallow cheek,
and a restless, keen eye, which betrayed at a
glance the unsteadiness and fickleness of the
mind beneath. His movements were digni-
fied and easy, his brow lofty, and his aspect
generally, though aspiring, not wholly free
from an expression of craft and suspicion.

Most singular was the contrast afforded
by the features of the youth who bounded
past him with the agility of an antelope,
and sprung into the saddle of a light barb,
whose limbs were scarcely more agile than
his own. His bridle had been held by a
youth a year or two his senior, of a grave
mien and a downcast eye, and features
marked in every line with characters of
craft, dissoluteness, and cowardice.

The youth to whom he tendered his ser-
vices had addressed him as *‘ Lorenzino, his
grave cousin :” he was one destined to seek
fame in after life by a single deed ; but it was
onewhich sufficiently revenged itself upon the
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contempt with which his cousin now treated
him; for scarcely had that youth reached
his saddle, than a touch of his heel made his
high-mettled barb rear, and fling the esquire
many paces backwards amongst the men-at-
arms.

Alessandro de Medici was somewhat
younger than his cousin Hippolito, yet of a
frame of far more robust and mature outline.
His limbs were long and muscular ; his feet
and hands large and clumsy ; his hair, like
his cousin’s, was black ; but whilst that of
the latter was glossy, and fell in heavy curls
upon his rich velvet vest, all that could be
perceived of his whom we are describing was
short, woolly, and tightly adhering to a skull
of a shape the most animal that imagination
can depict. His complexion was dusk, yet
relieved with tints of an unhealthy yellow.

Whatever suspicion might be excited
by traits so little resembling those of a
family as familiar to the memory as the
moon and stars in Florence, the remainder
of his features little tended to allay them ; for
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his clubbed nose and thick lips offered even
stronger grounds for the general report,
which attributed his birth to an African mo-
ther, whose charms had numbered amongst
a variety of conquests that of Pope Clement
himself.

Such was Alexander de Medici whilst the
Cardinal of Cortona had the care of his tui-
tion. What he afterwards became, many a
ribald song, and many an execration, still
exist to inform the reader, who may not as
yet have drawn a moral from his career.
With our immediate narrative, it has little
further import.

When his glapce had for a moment wan-
dered over the escort of armed cavaliers who
saluted him, it turned with somewhat of
impatience to the doorway at which his
Eminence of Cortona had not yet made his
appearance. A movement of his bridle
brought his high-blooded barb to the side
of the patient palfrey which awaited the
Cardinal, and the effect was an immediate
and sympathizing restlessness, which ap-
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peared to excite no small mirth amongst the
cortége.

An increased bustle, and a cloud of eccle-
siastical robes, ushered forth, at last, the pre-
sence of the guardian governor of the city.
The Cardinal of Cortona stood upon the
threshold of the palace, and a clash of blades
sounded his salute. The sunbeams flashed
from the helms and cuirasses of his followers,
and revealed, as their blaze fell upon his
heavy and ample features, an expression
not altogether of unruffied calm. There
was little that attracted notice at any time
to his countenance. There was not one of
the many men of battle thus marshalled to
attend him, nor indeed in the whole city,
but knew him as a poltroon, or who attri-
buted his abrupt manners and arrogant dis-
course to any tutoring of the camp, which
was the usual school of princes in those
days.

His first impulse, when the honour of his
salutation was obtruded with those unwel-
come sounds upon his notice, was to raise
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his gemmed hands in benediction; but this
ceremony was scarcely over when a volume
of phrases, of far other import, fell upon the
careering Arab of the youth Alessandro.
Harmony was however restored, his Emi-
nence was conveyed into his saddle, and the
cavalcade was put in movement.

The orders given were, to proceed forth
of the city, to the villa of Castello, the head-
quarters of the army of the league, and the
residence of the Duke d’Urbino. Their
pace was grave and reasonable, and a few
minutes beheld them sweeping in glittering
column through the broad streets, towards
the gate of San Gallo.
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CHAPTER II.

Trouven the appearance of the cavalcade
bad met with no greetings from the popu-
lace, it will scarcely be supposed that the
singular circumstance of this insane with-
drawal of the whole of the troops from the
city, on a party of pleasure or compliment,
had excited no sensation. As for accla-
mations, the inharmonious uproar of popu-
larity, they expected none, and they received
none ; yet their progress was neither the
less stately, nor the less decided, on that
account. The countenances of the few
citizens who had followed them had not met
with more than usual scrutiny, nor had the
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wild beating of hearts bounding with scarcely
suppressed exultation betrayed the interest
with which their movements had been fol-
lowed, whilst they passed outwards, under
the dark arch of the city gate, without hesi-
tation or suspicion.

Very different from the spectacle we have
thus described was the one now enacting
in front of the palace of the Signori, and
beneath the very windows of his Eminence’s
gonfaloniere. The appearance, at short in-
tervals, of breathless scouts in the piazza,
as they brought intelligence of the move-
ments of the escort, had been the signal
for the closing of the shops about the
centre of the city; and the expedition
with which this necessary precaution was
carried into effect sufficiently proved that
the prudent burghers were not unpre-

- pared for the signal. Groups of the better

order of citizens had long clustered about
the great square, and anxious faces and
hurried whisperings had early announced
some matter of more than usual interest.
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As the day advanced, such groups multi-
plied, and the whole square gradually filled
with a tumultuous throng of citizens of all
orders ; every street opening upon this busy
centre became literally choked with a con-
densed and struggling mass of eager beings,
from whom, as yet, no cry had escaped, to
betray the cause of their deep interest.

The palace of the Magistrature, otherwise
called of the Signori, or the Priori, had
early closed its portals, and a detachment
of the city guards had taken possession,
with lighted matches and loaded cannon, of
the terrace atits base. There was something
sufficiently unequivocal in this appearance
of preparation to repel insult, which made
the foremost masses pause, as long as the
crowds behind permitted, at a respectful dis-
tance from the Marzocco, or black Marble
Lion,—so called, the effigy of the republic’s
greatness,—which kept its placid guard
where it does to this day, on the parapet, at
an angle of the esplanade, by the quarters
of the guard. The dark gorges of the tier of
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guns, as they reposed on the topmost step
of the terrace, and nearly on a level with
the faces of the increasing multitudes, af-
forded convenient opportunity for contem-
plating the consequences of proceeding
further; and the decided aspects of the
soldiers, who had replaced the less martial
sentries of the morning, and who now stood
with their blazing matches within a few
yards of the persons of the foremost of the
crowd, added consequence to the tones of
their warning.

The square still continued filling; and
notwithstanding the most strenuous exer-
tions of the nearest spectators, to resist
further approach to the dreaded engines
before them, the impulse from behind was
irresistible ; and step by step was yielded
with an execration, until the stone barriers
alone prevented further advance.

No voice had yet been heard, except the -
cries wrung from the trampled and the
timid,—when a murmur, rising from the
very outmost ranks of this immense throng,
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was at length heard, craving * place and
passage for the good citizen, Niccolo Cap-
poni,” The cry was taken up and responded
to by fresh cries from the crushed and
trampled.

The individual in whose favour this claim
was made was at a period of life, and of a
frame of body, little suited to contest with
a crowd, whose local movements depended
upon impulses given by turns from its cen-
tre and its extremes, as the cry gradually
reached and acted upon its masses. Every
exertion was, however, made ; the popular
citizen was admitted into the mass; the
momentary vacancy closed up again; and
his path was as undistinguishable as before.

Had the progress of this aged citizen
depended on his own unaided exertions, it
is questionable whether, even with the
wishes of the crowd, he would have reached
the palace, towards which his steps were
directed, before the emergency had gone by,
and the square emptied. But fortunately,
he was heralded throughout his struggles
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by an attendant who, besides that portion
of strength which belongs to youth, pos-
sessed—even as so ordinary an occasion
served to manifest—a keen eye, presence
of mind, and, what was even more avail-
able, an extended acquaintance amongst
the rabblement, whom his exertions could
not fail singularly to incommode.

This youth was habited in the dress of a
student; a costume not unfrequently adopted
by the youth of the city, who, born of re-
spectable or even humble parentage, might
not yet have chosen a career possessing its
own peculiar garb, or who were of circum-
stances too straitened to admit of compe-
tition in dress with the sons of the wealthier
citizens, with whom their education entitled
them' to associate. The youth, whom all
saluted, as he passed, by the name of Fran-
cesco, led on the elderly citizen by the
hand,—urging his way by gentle means
when they were available, and by activity,
and no small force, when they needed,—till
the guard of the palace was visible; and
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then calling out for pathway for his Excel-
lence, one of the Signori, to whose council
he was summoned, he succeeded in placing
him on the topmost step of the terrace, im-
mediately in front of the crowd.

Never, perhaps, was the popularity of
this worthy citizen greater than at this
moment, when he interposed his own per-
son between the multitude, and the formi-
dable cannon, before which they had been
compelled to take their uneasy position.

Once placed in safety, Niccolo Capponi
turned his glance over the dense masses
beneath him, and raised his arm for silence.
The face of the old man was agitated, and
white as the snowy locks which the lightest
breeze now sufficed to bear streaming back
from his lofty and commanding forehead.
An unmoved spectator might have judged
from his first appearance, when he met the
gaze of so many thousand eyes centered upon-
him, that he had undertaken an enterprise
beyond his powers, either of mind or body ;
for there was aslight tremor upon his limbs,
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and the muscles of an usually sedate and
calm countenance worked with the inward
impulses of a soul evidently in extreme
commotion.

The words of a brief address, which every
citizen before and around him could have
gyllabled before his voice had the power of
utterange, seemed choked within his throat.

The young student who had hitherto so
well piloted him, looked up into his coun-
tenance with an expression of surprise and
pain. Men’s observation was already be-
ginning to discern the true actor of the
stirring scene before them. The contrast
was indeed far too striking, between the two
individuals to whose guidance so much was
confided, long to escape notice. The one
appeared to think and act as if the reputation
of a whole life were placed on a doubtful
hazard ; as if station in the world, wealth,
family, and life itself, were trembling in the
balance of a most questionable adventure.
The other had a brow as calm, an eye as
bright, as if all that his companion feared
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losing he felt sure of obtaining by the un-
aided exertions of a bold spirit, which feared
nothing, and grasped at all things.

Had disloyalty found any place in the
bosom of the young student, he might
doubtless have availed himself of the inde-
cision of his friend at the moment of trial.
Such, however, was manifestly not his pur-
pose ;. he whispered a few words into the
earof the elder citizen, and then came the
overwhelming change of revulsed emotions.
His eye flashed, his bosom heaved, and in a
voice whose full tones reached even to the
crowded roofs that girded in the piazza, he
exclaimed—*“ Florence may regain its free-
dom, for the Medici have fled !”

*Che vadino in mal ora!” shouted his
youthful companion.* He then raised
his arm in rapid signaling, and in an
instant broke over the whole city the boom-
ing of that mighty bell whose tones were
usually the death-knell of no small number

® May the devil take them!
VOL. I. c
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of the crowds, over whose heads it rolled
its portentous summons. An universal cry
of the surrounding thousands then broke
out, in simultaneous and fierce clamour, of
¢ Liberty !"— The People!” and ‘‘ Death
to the tyrants |”’

So rapidly, and with so little appearance
of violence, had this brief and solemn scene
been enacted, that no resistance had been
offered ; indeed, no overt act of turbulence
could, as yet, have justified interference,
and the guard stood in uncertainty, with
their matches above the touch-holes of
their guns, awaiting, as legitimate signal
for their discharge amongst the crowds,
some deed of open violence which might
come within the letter of their instructions.

Such act could not be long delayed ; but
it proceeded from a quarter in which it was
least looked for. No sooner were the first
tones of the alarm bell of the palace heard,
than the slight figure of the student, whose
signal had been thus promptly answered,
was seen’ bounding with the speed of
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thought, from the side of Niccolo Capponi,
and in an instant his dagger gleamed at
the throat of the soldier before the very
mouth of whose gun that venerable citizen
was standing.

A panic, whose control even brave men
have at times yielded to, and whose empire
the timorous bow to as to legitimate so-
vereignty, seized the hesitating minds of the
handful of soldiery, thus exposed upon a
platform sufficiently elevated to command
a full view of the vast multitudes, and their
wild gesticulations. They dashed their
lighted matches to the ground, and joined
in the universal shout for the people and
for Liberty.

In an instant more, hundreds upon hun-
dreds were pouring over the parapets, and
thronging the platform ; the gates of the
palace were dashed open, and the courts,
stairs, halls, and even the very council-
chamber of the Priori, were filled with dense
masses of an infuriated mob, clamouring for
an instant remodelling of their government.

c2
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Daggers, and the long sharp blades of the
various instruments of every mechanical
calling practised by these energetic patriots,
flashed in the pale faces of the aged Priori.
Their garments were torn, their persons
hustled, and their ears stunned with a thou-
sand outcries, when, in obedience to the
scarcely intelligible mandates of the mob,
they proceeded to legislate.

Their first decision was a declaration of out-
lawry, once more, to the obnoxious family
of the Medici; and their next was the re-
establishment of the great council, as it was
modelled by the famous Girolamo Savono-
rola, by which eight hundred of the rioters
were declared councillors and lawgivers.

What further decrees they might, in
the first moments of their terror, have
promulgated, it would be venturesome to
conjecture; but a pi'oposition, originating
with one who knew well the elements of the
stormy populace, which had hitherto by a
miracle been withheld from bloodshed, di-
verted their minds to an occupation on
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which they might harmlessly expend their
unsafe excitement.

“To the hall of the great council, my
friends,” exclaimed the young student, in
the tones of a deep rich voice, and with an
air of calm triumph, as though he had ruled
mobs from his infancy.

The chamber to which these few words
now turned the whole tide of the rioters, was
that vast hall erected for the meetings of the
council now re-established, but which during
the last few years, when their ancient mas-
ters had regained their ascendancy, had been
converted into quarters for the city guard,
and whose ample area had been built up,
with several score of party-walls, into small
tenements adapted to its new destination.
No sooner had this proposal met the appre-
hension of the many, than the audience
chamber at once emptied itself of its throngs,
and the trembling and astonished Priori
found themselves again in solitude.

Petrified with the rapid shifting of scenes
s0 alarming, it was some minutes before they
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regained either the courage or the power to
withdraw their gaze from the doors through
which the rioters had gone out. Niccolo
Capponi had taken his place, which had till
now been vacant, and though ostensibly the
chief actor in the day’s drama, he was evi-
dently not prepared for the extent of the
movement to which he had given the first
impulse. A bolder and a calmer spirit was
still his attendant. Raising a small white
hand in the attitude of listening, the youth-
ful student, whom we have already noticed,
leaned over the.seat of Capponi directly
facing the chair of state of the Gonfaloniere,
and directed their attention to new sounds,
that were now echoing harshly through the
palace, and mingling with the wild screams
of the multitudes in the piazza below them.
““ You hear, my lords,” he exclaimed, in
tones of a composed yet decided voice, ‘ that
they are spending their rage and strength
against the stone walls of the chamber of the
Great Council. The present moment you
may count upon with some security, to pre-



THE SIEGE OF FLORENCE. 31

vent mischief to yourselves, and ruin to our
country. Your decisions must be brief and
bold. You have already re-established the
Council of the Eight hundred,—a measure
which, should the Medici re-enter the city,
must cost you your heads. It will be the
part of prudent men to provide now for
your own safety. Your particular position,
most noble prince,’’ he continued, addressing
the Gonfaloniere, ‘¢ is one of most imminent
danger, and it cannot fail to occur to you
that it will be wise, without further delay,
to resign it. Let ’him on whom the whole
responsibility of this day’s scenes devolves
have the power, at least, of meeting effec-
tively the danger which he has voluntarily
defied in his country’s service. You have
little time for parley, my lords ; proceed at
once to the scrutiny for a new election; or
rather let your choice be by acclaim :—the
republic demands the noble citizen Niccolo
Capponi for its chief magistrate.”

Suspense had till now kept every member
of the council mute, and the young student
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had been suffered to proceed, uninterrupted,
in his harangue, till he chose to conclude
it with this startling demand. It was then
that the minds of the Signori first turned
from the matter of the discourse to its
speaker. He could scarcely yet have num-
bered more than two or three and twenty
summers ; he was of a slight, frail figure, but
of a brow so lofty and so calm, whilst all
around him were in dismay, that the eyes of
the Signori glanced from one to another, as
though questioning what youthful member
of their own body had thus remained so long
unknown to them.

Niccolo Capponi could alone have enlight-
ened them ; but his mind was too busied
on the reflection of his own singular and
perilous position, to respond to, even had he
noticed, the appeal.

The last tones of the youth’s voice were
still ringing in the ears of the astonished
and overawed council, when Capponi raised
his eyes to the face of the Gonfaloniere, to
gather his reply. That dignitary, like his
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brethren, had remained till now a passive
spectator of the political hurricane that
raged around him. The last appeal, which
contained a demand so personally degrading
to him, put an abrupt termination to his
musing. He leaped up from his chair of
state, and for an instant his cheeks and
temples became scarlet, and throbbed with
arage which impeded his articulation. His
eyes glared upon the calm cheek of the
young man, who still remained standing
behind the chair at which he had first placed
himself, and it appeared his intention to
pour out the vehemence of his wrath upon
his head. A deathlike stillness had suc-
ceeded to the din of distant voices, the
trampling of rushing multitudes, and the
crash of falling masonry. It would seem
that some interval had intervened in the
operations of the mob, both within and
without the palace.

The feelings of the aged magistrate were
too violent readily to find words to express
them, and before he had yet spoken, a change

c3
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tint was troubled, whilst the bravest and
the boldest hearts of the surrounding nobles
held their breath for his audacity. And
this is that man’s son! the elect of the rab-
blement of our markets,—of liberated cri-
minals,—of bloodthirsty men from the dun-
geons of the Bargello! For very shame’s
sake, my lords, I would haveNiccolo Capponi
tell us how great has been his share in this
day’s disorders !”

Perhaps at no moment of his undertaking
had the citizen thus addressed felt more
vividly, how little the novel part he had
assumed was in character with the tenour of
his past career, than he now did, when the
estimation of those whom his birth, station,
and education had made most dear to him
appeared utterly annihilated, by the dignified
reproof of the venerable magistrate. But
retreat was impossible ; and the ever watch-
ful spirit of his attendant saved him a reply.
Evidently stung to the core by some portion
of the address, or perhaps by the little notice
deigned to himself, and piqued by the at-
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tempt to wrest from his management the
influence he had assumed, the youth sprang
up to the steps of a window which opened
upon a small balcony, waved a part of his
dress as a signal to the crowds below, and
then turned, with a calm sneer upon his pale
face, to the Signori, and once more as-
sumed his station behind the chair of Niccolo
Capponi, in whose ear he whispered tidings
which seemed to carry little satisfaction to
his listener.

“] have given you warning, most excel-
lent Signori,” he then said ; ‘‘ your privacy
has been undisturbed during your delibe-
rations. That you have not chosen to adopt
counsel offered with humility, for your own
protection, I regret, for the risk is great.
The people who gave you power are the
fittest judges whether, and when, they may
choose to withdraw it. It would have been
more considerate to your own feelings had
you voluntarily resigned it; but the process
you appear to require for your decision is
too tardy for the impatience of the electors.
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They come, my lords, and be they the pro-
claimers of their own wishes.”

A sound like the coming of an eruption told
too plainly of the approach of the populace,
and in a few minutes more the full tide
rushed once again into their presence, and
the wildest tumult that imagination can
picture succeeded to the imposing calm
which had prevailed throughout the address
of the Gonfaloniere. Personal violence was
not spared, and a band of the very lowest
citizens, reeking with their exertions in the
great hall, covered with lime and dust from
the walls they had been demolishing, with
the dirt and ordure of the dens in which
was their usual dwelling, now mingled,
without much regard for their rude and
unsavoury contact, with the decent robes
and shrinking persons of ‘the Magistrature,
yelling out threats, imprecations, and blas-
phemies, such as even in the present day
their descendants excel in.

The youth, whose signal had evoked this
ungovernable spirit, stood by without an
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effort to interfere or direct the rage of the
frenzied multitudes. He had whistled on
his bloodhounds, and the prey was at their
mercy. But when the tumult was at its
highest, and the sacrifice of the trembling
senators appeared inevitable, a new change
opened in the shifting scenes of this stirring
drama. An individual whose appearance
betokened his belonging to the order of
more respectable citizens, forced his way,
with a blanched cheek and a troubled aspect,
to the spot to which Niccolo Capponi had
withdrawn himself, and whispered in his ear
intelligence which left the old man’s cheek
bloodless and agitated.

“ Francesco,” faltered out the aged citizen,
“we are lost ! The Medici are again within
the walls, and the forces of the Duke
d’Urbino are amongst us; their foremost
ranks are already within the piazza.”

An expression of deep disappointment
passed over the features of the youthful
conspirator ; he was for a moment staggered
by the intelligence; but his was a mind
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ready in resources, and prompt in his de-
cisions. His countenance regained its calm,
and though he spoke quicker, it was with
the same composure that marked his manner
throughout the day.

¢ Dear friend,” he exclaimed, * you must
fly ; this day’s scene must be again enacted,
and to better purpose. If the fools have
forgotten to close the city gates, be the con-
sequences on their own heads.”

The chamber was by this time blocked
up by a mass of bodies, whose dense compact
was the only check upon their violence.

“ Make way, my friends |”’ exclaimed this
youthful leader of the mob. ‘ The council
meets in the great chamber, and our right
is a voice in its debates.”

* To the great hall! To the council of the
people!” became then the cry, and the tide
once more rolled back its turbid waves with
increasing clamour. The young Francesco
had hitherto contended with an irresolute
mind, when all depended upon decision ;
but his own promptitude had supplied the
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deficiency. He had now to struggle with
an obstacle which was less easily over-
come. The general rush had thrown back
the infirm person of his friend amongst the
hindmost ranks of the retreating crowd ;
whilst others were contending for places in
the chamber of their tumultuous senate,
Capponi felt that his safety depended upon
his flight. The very extent of his peril les-
sened his powers of contending with it.
Notwithstanding the repeated exhortations
of the youth, who was vainly spending his
strength in attempting to open a path before
him, he remained passively where the sway-
ing of the crowds cast him, abandoning
all hope of escape, and seeking in the
retrospection of the part he had that day
played, the only chance of defence when
placed before the tribunal he had outraged.

The keen eye of Francesco soon perceived
that notwithstanding the rapid outpouring
of the populace from the chamber, the crowd
scarcely diminished; a counter current
struggled within the doorway, and dresses
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of a more respectable order of citizens began
to replace those which had retired. No
voice had yet openly proclaimed the arrival
of the troops within the city, but it was
sufficiently manifest that the fact was not un-
known to those who were now crowding the
chamber. Still the young student struggled
with all the powers of his frame for his
friend’s liberation. The press of the throng
still kept the doorway open, and he had
contrived to place Capponi within a few
paces of its threshold. No attempt had yet
been made to oppose them ; but even in his
struggles the youth had not failed to remark
the arrival of many friends of the Gon-
faloniere, and the families of the “ other
magistrates, who had formed a circle about
their persons ; whilst after a moment’s whis-
pering, there ensued a fierce rush to secure
the doors.

Niccolo Capponi had at length roused
himself for his freedom ; the last rioters had
retreated, when the voice of Luigi Guic-
ciardini called upon him by name to stop.
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“ Close the portals ! exclaimed the excited
magistrate; ‘if they attempt flight, slay
them; I will be answerable for the deed, for
their lives are forfeited to their country.”

The hand of Francesco already grasped
the door-posts; his path was open before
him, but he turned to secure his friend.
At that moment the hand of Guicciardini
was upon the collar of his vest.

‘“Yield thee ! yield, traitor I’ he exclaimed,
angrily, and he raised his dagger with no
hesitating hand above the youth’s head;
“yield, or I slay thee!”

Had the young student yielded, his friend
had perished ; his own person blocked up
the sortie, and when he turned to cede to
Capponi the place he had with so much
difficalty occupied, he beheld him vainly
struggling in the hands of a captor whose
strength far exceeded his own. With a
violent effort he flung off the grasp upon his
own vest. He, too, had a dagger, and it
gleamed for an instant before the eyes of the
Gonfaloniere; and when the shrinking ma-
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with a ponderous iron lever in his hand, and
the huge keys of the gates at his girdle, he
took his stand at his post, amidst the vivas
of the mob.’

For the remaining purposes of defence,
the populace found a leader in an individual
of far higher rank in the republic—Jacopo
Nardi, the historian, one of those shrewd
and generous spirits who can relinquish,
and even bestow upon their neighbours, the
honour, along with the peril, of an achieve-
ment likely to be better viewed by posterity
than by their own generation—hallooed on
the mob to the roof of the palace,and pointing
out behind the parapets an apparently solid
wall of immoveable masonry, bade them
scrape away the external covering of plaster
work. This was speedily effected, and they
beheld, piled up in admirable readiness to
their hands, inexhaustible heaps of huge
blocks of stone, which, hurled down for two
hundred feet and more, would be no con-
temptible obstacle to assailants, even were
they cased in the armour of Orlando.
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An universal and stunning yell, and all
uncourteous epithets of defiance, broke out
as this welcome spectacle met their view.
From the elevated spot they occupied, every
portion of the city lay exposed before them;
and though the array, moving with lance
and mail amongst the unarmed Ccitizens,
scattered all before their path, they had no
terrors for them. Cannon might indeed
shatter the battlements behind which they
had taken shelter; but upon that vast wil-
derness of roofing they had thousands of
resources, free from the reach of the artillery
then in use.

The crowds without had been up to this
moment unassaulted by the soldiery. A
few dropping shots, picking off some twenty
or thirty of those who fled slowest, began at
intervals to break upon the ears of the cap-
tive Priori; and when the signals of the
Gonfaloniere appeared to become intelli-
gible, an opening was formed in the ranks
of their deliverers, and presently several of
the dark guns of the army of the league

VOL. I. D
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were wheeled into the piazza. The signal
alone of his Eminence of Cortona was
wanting to send their contents amongst the
multitudes, or against the gates.

A council seemed evidently holding
amongst the leaders, who clustered around
the churchman ; and to do the good man
that justice which his historians have denied
him, we must add, that the earnestness and
the frequency of his gesticulations betrayed
that he took a warm interest in the matter
of debate. It was plain to be seen that his
veto was upon the proposition of a French
knight of fortune, who wore the uniform of
the army of the church. What his propo-

- sition was it is not difficult to conjecture,
for the mouths of the cannon which were
ranged before them yawned voraciously
upon the multitudes, and the position of
the officer who was so energetic in his sug-
gestions was quite as secure as that of his
Eminence himself.
The decision of the Cardinal triumphed ;
a stir took place amongst the knot of officers ;
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their ranks opened, and a knight, on whose
glittering corslet were blazoned in gold
the united devices of the church and the
noble house of Urbino, spurred forth his
charger to the troop that guarded the sortie
of the Vacchereccia, the most spacious of the
avenues which centre in the square, and
presently the serried ranks of the soldiery
fell back, and a path was opened through
their mass for the retreat of the populace.

As though the floodgates of some mighty
lake had burst before an inundation, the
vast tide of human beings thundered through
the opening now made for them, and in an
inconceivably short space of time there re-
mained not a single creature in the vast area
in front of the piazza.

* Now -for the cannon, Monsieur de
Bozzoles,” exclaimed his Eminence ; ‘‘ sweep
me down the doorways of the palace, if yqu
will; a few rioters hanging from yonder
balcony will be a more becoming spectacle
and example, than a hundred thousand poor
citizens blown to pieces here in the piazza.”

D2
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The officer thus addressed was even now
nothing loath to indulge in the experiment ;
but there were others around his Eminence
who reminded him that they had sons and
brothers within the walls, and at the mercy
of the mob, and that the more humane
method would be to try at least an attempt
to conciliate, before having recourse to so

‘indiscriminating a conclusion.

Signals of truce were accordingly made,
and the patriots within were not so utterly
insane as to refuse them. A party of the
loyal citizens attached to the Medici, and
headed by Francesco Guicciardini the his-
torian, and brother to the Gonfaloniere, who
was still under custody of the rioters, were
admitted to conference. The emergency
‘was pressing ; the dark tiers of cannon added
emphasis to the arguments of the emissaries ;
and the terms of surrender were dispatched
with as much promptitude as the other acts
of the day. It was resolved that the views
taken of the government of the Cardinal had
originated in a pardonable misconception ;
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that the reforms suggested were immature ;
that the damage done within the palace was
easily repaired by so wealthy a municipality ;
and that upon second consideration, it was
judged expedient that the state should re-
main as it had been at sunrise; that the
doors of the palace should be thrown open,
the legislators be invited to descend from
the roof, and that all should return unmo-
lested to their homes.

Thanks were returned for the benevolence
of the Cardinal, and the many-headed council
finished their brief labours.

Thus finished the movement of the 26th
of April.
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CHAPTER III.

Ler us turn awhile from the scenes of
strife,—from the heart-burnings, the humbled
pride, the insulting triumph, and the deep-
felt, though lowly muttered curses, of a baffled
populace,—to the calm and sunny solitude of
a hill-side not far distant from the busy city,
yet sufficiently remote to be beyond the
reach of the clamour of its turbulent passions.

The smile of spring was over every feature
of the fair face of nature,—softening, en-
livening, brightening all things; the infant
leaves shone in every tint of their first
verdure, over the infinite tracery of the
tender twigs, curving with the gentle bur-
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den of their abounding clusters, every
branch whose birth had but just preceded
their own. A new impulse had entered into
the stem and sap of the sombre pine, the
cypress and the juniper tinting with a
brighter verdure the feathery fringes of their
undying foliage, mingling with admirable
device shade and light, till each vast and
aged tree stood out in its towering altitude,
distinct from the thousands of its giant
offspring, each one of itself a picture, yet
harmonizing with the stupendous design of
its parent forest. The voice of spring,
infinite in its harmonies, floated through the
soft air redolent with odours; it warbled
in the soft notes of rejoicing birds ; it swelled
grandly as it careered over the bending
pines. The cascade leaped joyously from
the sunny slopes, flinging the sparkling
waters of its snow-sources in sportive music
from ridge to ridge.

Spring withheld none of its loveliness from
the hills above Carreggi ; for the memory of
one of earth’s noblest offspring dwells for
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ever upon the hills and valleys of that
favoured spot, and the music of his song is
never mute. The tame yet cheerful scenery
of the valley in which Florence is built here
partakes of a mixed and bolder character ; |
the fertility of the gentler slopes borders
abruptly upon the barrenness of the stony
Apennine, where the sinuous hollows afford
shelter from the winds ; the olive bends over
the rugged ravines formed by the winter’s
watercourse ; and the graceful vine flings
its arches over many a chasm, and twines
its tendrils around the stems of the stunted
shrubs, which at some seasons need all their
powers of tenacity to maintain their hold in
the infirm soil. There are other spots where
the bared crests of the mountain rise up in
unyielding rock, bidding defiance to wind and
storm, and maintaining, at the cost of all
fertility, the majesty of its grand and rugged
outline. A rich carpet of moss, wild thyme,
and lavender feeds the winds with eternal
fragrance, and tempts the peasant at times to
climb its summit.
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In a sheltered nook, high up on the sides
of this mountain range, and covered in by a
cluster of dark pines, there stand to this day
the ruins of a cottage, of such humble
dimensions as to evade the notice of those
best acquainted with the scenery we have
been describing. At the period at which
this tale opens, that humble dwelling had its
tenant ; and to judge from its immediate
exterior, he was one who took no small pains
in its neatness and its comfort.

A mountain stream, leaping in cascades
from the fragments of rock which its winter
fary had hurled down from the impending
summits, and which the cessation of its anger
had stranded in their mid descent, afforded
moisture for a garden, of some flowers and
many plants, on which the cultivator chiefly
depended. The limits of a most spacious bed
for the stream’s capriciousand wayward range
were not encroached upon; but where the
aged and gigantic pines stood guardians of
the more sheltered recess, and where the bar-
riers screened off a precipitous and bay-like

p3
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hollow, the cottage leaned its roof against
the rock, and a narrow slip of garden smiled
beside its doorway.

It was an hour or so before sunset, on the
day on which our tale opens, when the slight
figure of a young maiden might have been
seen passing out from this secluded home.
She turned her face to the steep hill, and
springing with the elastic] and swift step of
mountain childhood, scrambled, with the aid
of root and stone, up the pathless ascent.

A few seconds brought her to the highest
ridge of the mountain, and she then paused.
Her face was turned towards the city, and
she gazed long and earnestly upon every
feature of the intervening country. She
was clothed scantily and poorly, but in a
dress that was not unpicturesque. Her vest
was in its fashion scarcely different from
that of the Tuscan peasant to this day. It
was of the warm woollen for which her
country was in that day celebrated, and of a
bright crimson die ; behind, it was stiffened
into a corslet, and laced from the shoulders
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to the waist. It should have been gathered
above the hips in full plaited folds; but
poverty, whilst it robbed that part of her
dress of its fitting amplitude, had prevented
the screening of a taper waist, and a figure
that Diana might have smiled upon amongst
her wood nymphs. Her extreme youth
threw a brightness and modesty around the
limbs and bosom which her garments failed
sufficiently to protect.

She could scarcely be more than fifteen
or sixteen years of age, and even had she
numbered as many, the outlines of her
fragile and girlish figure were less advanced
towards womanhood than are usually those
of maidens of the plain at that period. She
was bareheaded and barefooted, and the
breeze, which never slept in those regions,
tossed the thick foliage of her voluminous
hair in golden waves around the snowy
shoulders, and over the kerchief which
crossed her bosom. Her face was small,
exquisitely featured, and of a complexion
whose whiteness, tinted with a delicacy
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rarely belonging to a dwelling so elevated,
defied alike the hot suns and the withering
winds. Her eyes and their long heavy
lashes were dark as the small grapes of her
own mountains ; but her glance, as she thus
gazed over the spires and domes of the city
below her, was overcast andsad. Premature
thought, perchance forced upon her young
mind by the hardships and the solitude of
her mode of life, had suppressed the joyous
fire that still seemed but to slumber within
its liquid and deep mirror.

As she thus stood, outtopping the keen
ridge of that exalted pinnacle, with her gar-
ments streaming outward upon the breeze,
she might well have seemed to the wayfarer
in the regions below, some winged creature,
from a home where loveliness and light are
the vestures of the starry limbs of its mes-
sengers.

She stoed long tracing the various moun-
tain pathways, which glittered in the hori--
zontal sunbeams, like threads of silver,
whose lines were drawn out to nearly im-
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perceptible fineness, from where she stood.
What sought she? The atmosphere was
clearer than it ever is when the heats of a
more advanced season have set in ; and she
almost fancied that her glance could pene-
trate into the recesses of every slightest de-
viation of that long road; yet no moving
object broke the unity of the line her glance
dwelt upon.

A tear stole, unnoticed by herself, silently
down her cheek ; and when her aching sight
became dimmed, she shook the drops from
her lids, and turned slowly to pursue an
occupation which had little sympathy with
her present mood of mind. She stooped
down, and picked up a small basket which
had dropped from her hand, and moved
with a resolution which, as it took her glance
for a few moments from its long search, had
so much of hope and soothing, that twhen
she looked forth again, all was not a blank,
until she had once more surveyed the whole
long and solitary pathway.

She bent her steps somewhat lower down
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the mountain, for there was solace in the
intervals she thus forced herself to prolong,
and she cropped and arranged into small
bundles the harvest of odorous lavender,
whose sweets contributed by their sale to
furnish the scanty pittance by which the
lamp at the shrine of so much loveliness
was daily nourished.

After a few brief minutes spent in this oc-
cupation, she again started from her task,
and as her glance fell downwards towards the
mountain’s base, so speedy was the change
made in all things by the parting light, so
gloomy was the contrast of the dusk and sha-
dowy fields with the regions above, where the
sinking sun pillowed its ruddy splendours,
that she felt her heart beat more faintly, for
it seemed that night was already over her.
She turned again upwards, springing with
swiftness and fear from stone to stone, till
she once more stood upon the brow of the
“mountain, and sent forth hersorrowing glance
over the fading scenery, again to return like
the wearied dove which found the waters of
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disappointment still over all the earth, and
found no spot: on which to take its rest.

The sun had not yet left the western
heavens, though its orb was partially below
even the extended horizon which that lofty
eyry commanded. Few charms had the
smiling and calm scenery on which her eye
rested, for her aching and desolate bosom.
She noticed not the oxen that had toiled
through the long day, and were now turning
homeward to their rest; nor the thin column-
of curling smoke, the poor man’s domestic
telegraph, which rose up from the many
cottages far away at the mountain’s base.
Thousands of bright birds flitted past her, on
wings unwearied by their day of joy, un-
scared by the statue-like figure thus sorrow-
ing across their path; their song rose up
in various tones, in which the melancholy
of some, the joy of others, harmonized in
one general voice of gentleness and music.
But sight and sound, foll as they were
of calm and gladness, had no power to
divert her mind from her vain search.
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At last, there came sweeping upwards upon
the evening breeze, the warning peals of the
convent bells, mellowed by the distance of
intervening hill and hollow. The rich melan-
choly of their tones appeared to sympathize
with her mood of mind ; and when their last
vibrations had floated past her, the maiden
plunged into the pine woods that overhung
her dwelling. A few minutes brought her
home to its threshold, and her hand trembled
upon its latch.

* Come in, child,” exclaimed the tones
of a gentle and tremulous voice; ‘ you
come, I hear, alone ;—enter, and tell me if
his form is visible on the hill’s side.”

¢ He comes not, mother,” exclaimed the
maiden; ‘I had ventured to hope that his
figure might have escaped me in the even-
ing’s mists, and that I might have found him
here before me. There is no speck within
an hour’s journey that I have not explored.
He comes not, my mother ; some harm has
surely happened to him.”

The full and pent-up torrent of so many



THE SIEGE OF FLORENCE. 65

fears and sorrows now broke from its re-
straint ; she buried her face in the bosom
of the aged female she had addressed, and
gave way to the full paroxysm of her grief.

“ Fear not, child,” said the friend who
had herself but small confidence in her own
consolations ; ‘¢ fear not ; he has oftentimes
before now tarried far later than this. We
must not expect that our wants can be pro-
vided for in the few hours that we so grudg-
ingly allow him ; he must toil that we may
live, and hard as our portion is, we must
learn to bless those who hire his life, and
keep him from us. When the debt of his
day’s toil has been fairly paid, we may
expect him, and I would not willingly see
him earlier. The ways of the hills are
familiar to him in darkness as in day; no
peril can befal him.”

Some part of the speech of this aged
dame had touched a delicate and powerful
chord in the finely constructed spirit of her
listener. She raised her head from where
she had pillowed it, and tossed the streaming
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hair backward from her face ; and when she
again spoke, it was in a voice of deep and
touching plaintiveness. '

¢ That he does toil for us, mother, and
that he so must toil, I know, oh, how well !
and that he does it without repining, well
merits for him his mother’s blessing. But
what right have I to eat in idleness bread
8o hardly, so bitterly laboured for ? Scanty
as the pittance is, the long hours of the
silent night, which others spend in rest—
how are his spent? Oh | mother, how often
have I watched the lamp flickering in his
chamber, till the grey light heralded in the
dawn ; and if his thoughts burn as mine do,
when I think over such a spirit born for
such a career, on how aching and fevered a
brow must the night dews settle! How
often have I overheard those broken mutter-
ings of his unconscious talk, and how have
I trembled when I heard their unvarying
theme to be, * Were it not for them, any
danger, any deed, were better than this.’
Yes, mother,” continued the fair girl, and
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her dark eye flashed brilliantly, and she
shook away the tears from her cheeks, *“ he
says well—any peril were better than this.
It were better that we both ceased to cumber
his strength in his exertions, than that we
should hold him down to the slavery of the
life he thus reluctantly breathes and toils
through. But for us, he might take that
place amongst his fellow-citizens which a
soul so gifted, so daring, so aspiring, must
infallibly achieve for him. Who knows, in
times like these, what career an hour of
decision may open for him ? and though his
safety be dearer to me than my hopes of
Paradise, and my life less—oh, far less than
his slightest pleasure, I would cheer him on,
a8 | have ever done, through risk and irk-
someness, trusting to his Maker to bear him
barmless, and fearing little from those with
whom he must compete in his career.”

A tear stole down the cheeks of the aged
parent, as she listened to the eulogy of
her only child; she folded the excited
maiden to her bosom, and the beating of
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her heart told how earnest was the blessing
she could but murmur brokenly.

The young girl tended her companion to
her rest ; she then poured fresh oil into the
cottage lamp, gathered together the scattered
embers, and flinging fir cones and the re-
sinous logs into the spacious hearth, pre-
pared for a night of waiching.

. A long evening passed away; her com-
panion retired to her couch ; and the maiden
passed into an inner room, accessible only
through that in which bher aged companion
slept, and here she began her vigil. This
room was the study of the youth who was
now away, and it was her joy and her pride
to give it an air of comfort ; but poverty still
triumphed in spite of love. Such furniture
only as unskilful hands could construct for
indispensable service, a few books, and
many shreds of scribbled papers, were all
that it contained. Placed at a rude table
were two settles of chesnut wood, and an
open volume lay on the table between each.
On that spot had passed away many hours
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of happiness, so untroubled that its remem-
brance, like the shadow of one we love, com-
municated a feeling akin to its actual pre-
sence. She remembered the arms that had
encircled her waist from infancy; the kind
and eloquent voice ; the patient smile that
encouraged her young intellect through the
toils of her early learning ; and the joyous
smile of an irresistible impulse again shed
its light for awhile over her childish fea-
tures.

A dim twilight had settled over all things,
star after star became visible in the heavens,
and gradually the heralding radiance of a
moon near its full silvered the pines around
her dwelling. The glorious luminary itself
next rose, bathing in its soft light her own
youthful figure, and the objects of her con-
templation.

Thus passed away the early hours of the
first night of his absence; but when mid-
night was long gone by, and the bitter
thoughts of the unknown future had dis-
pelled the beautiful imagery of her remem-
brances, she turned hopelessly once again,
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to a blank and desolate reality. Moving
from the rude seat she had occupied so many
hours in her musing, she threw open the
casement to let in the cool air upon her
aching temples. The moon shone brokenly
about her as its beams glanced, like arrows,
from the intervening boughs of the shadowy
pines. She listened to the many sounds
that mimicked the footsteps she was longing
for ; and, above all, to the voice of the gentle
breeze, cheerful till it fell upon those dark -
branches and their heavy foliage, and then
changed into a low and prolonged moaning.

‘Wearied by her long and sad watching,
she passed into the room in which her aged
companion took her repose, and moving
noiselessly to the side of the couch, she
bent over its tenant. A troubled sleep, and
apparently painful visions, weighed down
her eyelids, but brought no rest. She
turned away silently, lifted the latch, and
once more stood upon the mossy grass
beyond its threshold.

Once abroad, some new and sudden cause
for conjecture had apparently entered her
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mind, for she sprung away fleetly along the
mountain ridge, climbing the pathless steep
which the pines clothed ; and even when she
had emerged into the open and unshadowed
pinnacle, where no object averted the full
stream of moonlight, she still continued her
flight till she gained the outmost point of
the hill, where a new scenery, and a wide
extent of country, lay spread out in un-
bounded plain below her.

Very different from the calm moonhght
silvering the mists of the extended valley, was
the spectacle which her eager glance was sent
in search of. She well knew that a numerous
force of the army of the church, under the
command of the Duke D’Urbino, lay en-
camped below her; and many a time return-
ing from her rambles by starlight, it had been
the pleasure of him she now mourned for to
point out to her notice the many watch-fires
gleaming along the horizon, and to con-
jecture their movements from the fluctuating
radiance of those beacon lights.

Thither her glance first wandered, and it
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became instantly evident to a mind alive to
suspicions of all vague evils, that some change
of a decided character had taken place since

. she last looked from the same spot ; for the

fires which had occupied a circle of several
miles, were now narrowed into so small a
focus, that they resembled rather one of
those vast blazing furnaces which the char-
coal burners light nightly upon the distant
hills, than the bivouac of an extended army.

Following the line which lay between that
spot and the city, she perceived an unbroken
continuity of flashing and moving light, one
end of whose chain reached back nearly to
the gates of the city, and the other was
progressively verging towards the spot on
which they had for several nights been
stationed.

The worst of suspicions broke upon her
mind, and a cold clammy dew stood upon
her forehead, and struck chillingly through
her very bones. That vast array was evi-
dently on its return from the city, and the
Jumbering sound of the gun-carriages, dis-
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tinct from the measured tramp of the horse-
men, too plainly proved that their journey
thither had not been for the mere purposes
of display. To pursue her course down the
mountain, and thus endeavour to gain any
knowledge which might alleviate her fears,
was her first impulse ; and she was of an age
which rarely awaits the coming of a second.
Leaping from point to point of the project-
ing rock which lay loosely upon the hill-side,
the 'young girl sprung so lightly that she
scarcely displaced the pebble which hung
arrested by the shrubs ; her light scant dress
fluttering backwards upon the breeze; her
bare feet scarcely feeling the prickly shrubs
which wounded them, she fled from her
mountain home, urging her fleet course to the
spot from which the nearest torches beamed.
Away, away, as though pursued! the
mountain was already descended, and she
fled breathlessly over the plain at its feet.
The moon accompanied her, suiting its
pace to hers, rushing through the plain
of the pathless heavens, leaping over the
VOL. 1. E
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jagged masses of intervening cloud which
grew bright as silver as she passed them,
lighting the uneven ground beneath her feet,
and cheering on to an almost maddening
rapidity her headlong flight. The distance
swiftly melted beneath her limbs, the lights
deepened in their intensity, the torches grew
distinct in their separation, and the voices
of the foremost troop were audible before
she paused.

So impetuous had been her course that
she had not yet arranged any scheme for
gaining the information she had ventured
into so dangerous a neighbourhood to obtain.
Another most important consideration had
escaped her, namely, that the same bright
moon which had made her pathway visible
might also have revealed her movements.
It was not until she had drawn considerably
nearer to the line of march, that this fear
flashed at last upon her mind, and made her
falter. She sank down upon the earth for
a moment’s rest, and for reflection. The
bands were not yet near enough to dis-
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tinguish their voices, but it had not escaped
her that the foremost torches suddenly
paused in their advance. Had she waited
long enough to conmsider the nature of the
danger she was thus rashly encountering, it
would have been well ; but after a second or
two more, her impatience again urged her to
resume her progress. She took, however,
instinctively, the precaution of looking about
her, for a covered pathway to hide her
advance. Not a single shrub offered its
friendly screen; an open heath lay imme-
diately before her, every step of which was
bright with the moonbeams. Skirting, how-
ever, the immediate road along which the
armed column was moving, she could per-
ceive, by the broken and scattered rays of
the torchlight, that there intervened between
her and them a scanty fence, which separated
the road from the fields ; and her knowledge
of the general aspect of the country led her
to conjecture that behind it was a deep and
steep ditch. Could she only gain this, she
might crouch down beneath the very steps
E2
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of the danger, and gather from the conver-
sation of the men somewhat of the general
nature of affairs within the city. She sprung
again to her feet, and directed her steps once
more to the lights.

No sooner had she resumed her move-
ment than the torches again -became sta-
tionary. She still pushed onward, trusting
that their doing so was unconnected with
her ; and she had nearly gained the shadow of
the barrier, to which her safety might have
been entrusted, when the voices of the men
at arms became audible, and fearful indeed
were the tidings they conveyed to her.

“]It is there again!” exclaimed a voice,
in a subdued quick tone. ‘ By the holy
Virgin | it is either a spectre or a spy.”

Deprived of energy to proceed or to re-
treat, the unhappy girl crouched down to
the earth, but her movements were still
evidently observed. The next sound that
met her ear was a call to halt, and the
further progress of the column was arrested.

““Send in a dozen balls from your cara-
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bines,” exclaimed a voice ; “ it is the readiest
exorcism for either.”” But before this for-
midable order could be carried into effect,
the tramp of a fresh body of riders was dis-
tinctly heard, at a full gallop, advancing to
the head of the column.

“ What means this 2’ said a voice, in the
quick tones of youth, and with the impatience
of command.

‘ A spy dodges us,my lord,” exclaimed the
first speaker. ‘‘ Ihave long seen him skim-
ming along the plain, and he now lies hiding
thereabouts, under cover of the bushes.”

“A spy!” replied the youthful leader, in
tones of infinite indifference ; * where is he?”

The man at arms pointed through the
scant bushes, to the crouching figure of the
young girl. The youth followed with his
eye the direction of his arm, and after gazing
intently for a minute or two upon the object
thus pointed out to him, burst out into a loud
and merry peal of laughter.

“A spy, man!” he exclaimed ; “ by my
father’s faith, then is it a spy in petticoats !
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Thanks to the gods for so cheering a termi-
nation to our night’s march! After her,
Lorenzino,” he continued, and setting spurs
to his horse, urged him against the fence.

Thanks to greater sagacity in the animal
than in his rider, he cleared at a bound the
loose brambles and the masked ditch beyond
it. Such, however, was not the good for-
tune of the two or three companions who
considered themselves privileged to follow
him. The unseen hollow on the opposite
side received most of them, horses and men ;
one only arrived with his leader safely on the
open field.

“ The game is fairly started,” exclaimed
the young man; ‘ and now away, my good
steed, for we have never had a fairer chase.”

Fully aware of her danger, the maiden
sprung to her feet, and with the energy of
despair dashed across the open plain, with-

1t further thought of concealment. Away,
vay, once more towards the distant moun- '
in, whose steep sides were her only hope,
sedless of the thundering bound of the
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chargers upon the plain, as they cleared the
ditch in their leap ! away, in the face of the
bright moon whose treacherous smiles had
lighted her first flight to the danger, and
whose dancing beams now seemed to gleam
in mockery upon her path! away, with the
fleet step of the startled hind, this young
girl fled before her pursuers !

The spirits of the youth who followed her
rose, as his horse, wearied as he was with a
march and a busy day, sprung before the
spur. His exulting laugh rung out on the still
air, and his voice, as it reached the terrified
fugitive, urged her to efforts so unnatural that
the firmest limbs could not long sustain them.

As though the glad moon had a pleasure
in the chase, or perchance pity for the young
frail limbs thus urged beyond their powers,
it whirled on its luminous orb towards a mass
of dark clouds, and as the speed of the horses
gained upon their victim, it plunged for
some minutes behind their dark and impe-
netrable screen.

Every step of the country was familiar
to the wretched maiden, and the darkness
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which was thus briefly around her delayed
not her speed. She turned as confidently
in the darkness as she would have done
at midday, from the line she had pursued
in her coming, and bent her steps towards
a part of the mountain where a dark gorge
was wooded down to its very base. The
deep curses of her followers, as they wan-
dered they knew not whither in the dark-
ness, fell fainter upon her ears, and gave
her fresh courage. Her eye instinctively
turned upwards to the mass of clouds be-
hind which the moon still tarried, and she
blessed those clouds even more earnestly
than her pursuers cursed them.-

Her stag-like flight had not yet faltered,
and as she marked the deepening brilliancy
that again began to fringe the skirts of the
cloudy and surge-like barrier between her
and the inconstant moon, though her heart
beat more wildly, her bare feet sprung over
stone and stem with unabated swiftness.

Gradually all around her brightened, and
the full splendour of a cloudless moon was
once more on the chase. A faint and dis-
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tant halloo told her that she was again
visible to her pursuers—the sounds neared
her—the heavy tramp of the excited horses
went harshly to her heart; and though the
plumy foliage of her own pine forests waved
their arms in encouragement, and offered
their bosom for her safety, she still felt that
danger was too fleet behind her, that the race
bad been too unequal, and that her ex-
hausted limbs had well nigh spent their
astonishing energies. The pitying moon
once more came momentarily to her succour,
and before its all-revealing glories broke
again from behind their screen, the shadow
of the pines was gained. The darkness
was, however, so brief that it scarcely
checked the speed of the whirling horses
thus remorselessly urged upon her track.
Her hope, if so could be called the faint
flickering up of her last efforts, must evi-
dently consist in concealment ; for to ascend
many yards of a pathway so steep, with limbs
already staggering with over effort, was
utterly beyond her power. Still it would
E3
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seem that she intended making the attempt ;
for though at a pace scarcely beyond a walk,
her feet still followed the direct and.perpen-
dicular pathway.

Her pursuers had latterly followed on this
cruel chase in silence. Astonishment, in-
deed, at a flight so incredible, and an endur-
ance that appeared superbuman, had more
than once appealed touchingly to the hearts
of the youths behind her; but baffled hope
and the excitement of the pursuit had con-
quered all emotions of pity, and when the
dark barrier of the mountain rose up like a
wall before the fugitive, there broke from
one of them a wild shout of ribald triumph,
as he sprung from his saddle and leaped up
the hill’s side.

The reeling steps of the maiden still car-
ried her on ; his pace quickened as hers di-
minished, till he was near enough to stretch
out his hand to seize her. So intent was he
upon his prey that he took no heed of the
nature of the ground over which he sprung
80 impetuously.
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The path which the young girl had chosen
in her ascent skirted the very borders of a
deep ravine, from which, at the last moments
of their flight, but a step or two divided
them, and to this, as to a voluntary death,
the last energies of her frail limbs were
bearing her. The dark pine branches still
screened the chasm over which they drooped,
and from the opposite side, forcing their
hardy and tenacious roots into the fissures
of the solid rock, and around its jagged
projections, they bent down to meet them.

To this unfathomable cleft, which the
storms and the angry torrents of ages had
ploughed up, from the summit to the very
base of the mountain they were both ap-
proaching, —they stood upon its brink—
when a single bound whirled the young
creature midway across the void—she seized
a bough whose ex'tremity reached thus far,
and a fresh impetus bore her in safety to
the opposing ledge. Her footing had lost
its tenacity ; she balanced for a moment
upon the brink ; nature had spent its last
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energies, and she sank down motionless and
senseless to the earth. .

Near as her light frame had been to its
destruction, the peril of her pursuer had
been scarcely less imminent. The yawning
abyss opened beneath his very feet without
a warning, and limbs less elastic than those
of robust and springy boyhood had surely
whirled him the next instant to an inevit-
able grave.

Had such been the fate of that youth, it
would have been merciful to himself, for he
would have shunned a death far more hor-
rible, and a proud city and a whole people
would have been spared years of shame, and
a tyranny as harassing as it was utterly de-
grading. But such was not the handwriting
of his destiny. His feet stamped their prints
deeply into the earth on which he was
balancing; he regained his equilibrium,
and sprung back sickened and faint with
his escape. The object of his pursuit lay
without motion within a few yards of him,
and even should her consciousness return,
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there was no earthly chance of further exer-
tion.

He contemplated his fallen prey for
some moments, with mixed feelings, from
which self-reproach was certainly not ex-
cluded ; but his dark spirit regained its em-
pire; a fiend-like and foul smile distorted
his youthful countenance, as he once again
drew near to the chasm’s brink, to glare
upon his prey. He then called loudly to his
companion—*‘ Hither, Lorenzino, hither—
the game is down !”

He was answered by a laughing and ribald
jest, and his companion, a youth about his
own age, of sallow, saturnine, and ill-omened
countenance, well disposed to be his tempter,
promptly joined him.

“There she lies,” said the youth, point-
ing to the prostrate form of the fair girl,
whose garments in her fall had clung
modestly round the palpitating limbs.
* Over with you | she cleared this precipice

at a bound, and your long legs are surely as
agile as hers !’
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‘ Is the game for me, then, my fair cou-
sin ?” said Lorenzino. ‘I am much your
debtor, and will lose no time in seeking
out some means of gathering it up, without
periling my own precious life by a moon-
light leap of so untempting a character!
Look over the ravine, Alessandro, and see
if a scramble might get us across.”

A flash of withering and dark suspicion
glittered up into the eyes of the youth thus
addressed, and his hand passed like light-
ning to his side, to seek his dagger. A
struggling gleam of the moonbeams fell
upon his working features, and revealed the
action, whose signification was not lost upon
his companion. After a moment’s silence,
however, the demon appeared quelled, and
the youth replied recklessly—* The recon-
noitering might be as dangerous as the leap
I proposed to you. I have looked down it
once to-night, and am not anxious to pursue
my curiosity. We may find a pathway
without throwing away so much valour !”

The two youths then turned to retrace
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their steps down the mountain; and when
once at its base, they found, without much
difficulty, a pathway leading upwards on the
opposite side of the ravine.

Lying as she had fallen, her limbs still
quivering, the veins of her face and temples
swelled in elevated lines of deep blue, yet
with that face itself pallid as though death
had already triumphed over the very extreme
of buoyancy and vitality ; with her long hair
tangled and heaped about her shoulders, and
with a thin and scarcely perceptible creamy
foam arching over her blue lips ; this young
girl, whose flight had thus sadly terminated,
was at last, like the netted bird, within the
power of one whose passion was destined
never through life to know one moment of
pity or self-control, till it led him hood-
winked into a snare more sanguinary than
usually falls to the lot of the betrayer and
the ravisher.

When both these young men had for
a minute or two bent over the prostrate
figure, and raised the white, warm, throb-
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bing arm from the earth, the youth whom
we have heard addressed as Lorenzino,—
to which, as to the Christian name of his
cousin, we may add that of Medici,—
looked up into the dark and repulsive fea-
tures of his cousin, and asked him with a
leer, whose depraved insinuation there was
no misinterpreting, what it was his pleasure
to do with the prey thus within his grasp.

The meaning of that look was not lost
upon the acute observation of Alessandro.
The proposition, which had so much startled
him but a few minutes previously, when they
stood upon the brink of the ravine, had
dwelt with a singular vividness in his recol-
lection ; and the recurrence of his suspi-
cions at that moment was the saving of the
helpless being whose fate was in their
hands. .

*“ Step down to the horses, Lorenzino,”
said his companion, ‘““and unstrap the
cloaks; it would not be well to give her a
hard seat on a trooper’s saddle, or to take
ber in this tempting scantiness of apparel
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through the night air, after such a run as
we have given her. It will be time enough
to examine our prize when we have her safe
in the Poggio Cajano.”

““ Now, Heaven forefend !”’ exclaimed Lo-
renzino ; “ would you think of thus bestow-
ing her, to the manifest scandal of the hosts of
his Holiness, your respectable uncle, and
to the high displeasure of his most potent
Eminence of Cortona, your excellency’s
guardian ?”’

‘“ And to the imminent risk of losing my
night’s labour to boot, you would add,”
said Alessandro. ‘ But his Eminence, and
our sage cousin Hippolito, have a fair
country and a rich city to prey upon; and,
to judge from this day’s pastime, they are
likely to have occupation enough, and to
spare, for some time to come ; and they are
little likely to venture beyond the walls
again.”

Lifting the young girl from the ground
with as much ease as if her limbs had been
as feathery as her flight, Alessandro turned
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to descend the mountain, and in a few
minutes reached the horses, whose necks
were protruded till their noses reached the
earth, and whose flanks panted audibly
with their exertions. The still motionless
girl was placed on the saddle before her
captor, and a brief while longer saw them
again scouring, with what speed they might,
over the face of the country.

 Would it not be wiser, my fair cousin,”
asked Lorenzino, ‘to take the direct road
" to the Poggio, than to carry your treasure
amongst the priests and prelates of the army
of the church ?”

“ And what horses, think you,” replied
~ his companion, “ after a day’s work such as
this has been, and with sides heaving in
this way, could reach Cajano ? What have the
priests or the troopers to do with my plea-
sure? Besides, my cautious cousin, is she
not a spy, captured by my own valiance,
and by every law of chivalry redeemable
only by compounding with me? One would
think you had been prime counsellor to
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our politic cousin Cosimo ! Hold up, good
steed,” he exclaimed, bearing up the stag-
gering steps of his over-strained courser,
“ thou wouldst scarcely flounder on at this
pace, as our cousin says, to Cajano.”

Further on their way we need no longer
accompany them. The sinking moon shortly
withdrew its chaste light from their iniquity,
and the first streaks of dawn were already
visible before they reached the escort which
had awaited their return.
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CHAPTER 1V.

Tae astute machinations of his Holiness
Pope Clement VII. had, shortly before the
period at which this story opens, achieved a
notable stroke of policy, to which, as con-
nected in some measure with our story, we
may briefly advert. This was a league be-
tween the Venetians, the King of France, and
himself. What ends the two former of these
powers had in view, matter not much to our
present business. The schemes of his Holi-
ness had of course for their primary object
the weal of the holy church committed to
his guidance; and although neither the his-
torians of that period, nor posterity at any
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period subsequently, have been able to dis-
cover the precise manner in which the inter-
ests of the church could have been thereby
advanced or protected, nor the exact nature
of the interest which the church had in the
matter, we have, nevertheless, the word of
his Holiness to attest the circumstance, and
the unquestionable veracity of that respec-
table pontiff will be readily admitted as
proof sufficient of the fact.

The minor and secondary considerations
of Pope Clement were, the securing in his
family the domination of a city which
several generations of the house of Medici
had laboured, with various success, to
convince of the indispensable necessity of
their dynasty, for its good rule and perfect
freedom. No spider had ever returned to
knot up the torn meshes of its web, with a
tithe of the perseverance with which this
indefatigable family struggled on for power,
from father to son, in all periods of its
descent, whether through individuals within
or without the pale of legitimate progeny.
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All alike offered their shoulders to the bur-
dens of government ; satisfying themselves
with the barren wages of men’s gratitude,
or, at most, cropping the scanty flowers of
an uncertain pasture, that grew on the soil
over which they toiled; nay, even squab-
bling amongst themselves for the honour-
able labours of their ungrateful office.

The burden had lately with no small diffi-
culty been hoisted on to the shoulders of a
youth of fifteen; and that no failure of
strength might cause his limbs to totter, the
supernatural powers of his Eminence of
Cortona had, as we have seen, been asso-
ciated in the undertaking, together with the
whole military forces of the church.

The last inducement of his Holiness to
acquiesce in that famous convention was,
some fears gathered, it must be acknow-
ledged, from hints of no equivocal character,
from the brigand generals of the Emperor
Charles V., who had already made an
inroad upon the Eternal City, poured their
Spaniards into the Borgo San Pietro, sacked
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his palace, and occasioned a change, more
speedy than dignified, of his Holiness’ resi-
dence from the Vatican to the castle of
St. Angelo.

In joining the league we have spoken
of, Clement was quite aware that many
feelings of a private nature must be sacri-
ficed to his more important projects; and
the promptitude with which this neces-
sity was bowed to will not fail to impress
on the mind of the reader the disinteres-
tedness of this estimable, though often
calumniated, churchman. Not the least
unpalatable of ~ his concessions was the
nomination of the hero of the Bande Nere for
his general-in-chief. Proceeding, however,
with that astute policy which some sage
counsellor suggested as infallibly trium-
phant, he instituted a system of checks upon
the personal consequence of the various
leaders of the league, which, conjointly with
a few other causes, was rapidly hurrying on
his policy to its only natural conclusion,—
when casualty undertook in part better to
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adapt his means to the ends he had in view.
John de Medici, the Captain of the Bande
Nere, was shot in a skirmish near Mantua,
and thus was removed the gallantest and best
warrior that his Holiness’ forces possessed.

The admirable policy of Pope Clement
had brought two armies about his ears ; one,
composed of all hireling nations in the pay
of Venice, France, and Rome, which we have
seen was quartered upon the good people of
Florence; and another, of whose movements
we shall soon give more particular notice.

The reader may remember that after the
busy day recorded in the first chapter, the
valiant captors of the Palace of the Priori
surrendered their prize, making no charge
for their feats of manual labour, on promise
of undisturbed egress, and as the Cardi-
nal added, somewhat indelicately, with free
pardon for all the mischief they had done
and the ill they had intended.

This conclusion was brought about, says a
grave historian, by the astonishing clemency
of the Cardinal, and of the young Hippolito,
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and by the great tone of equity and quiet of
the Duke d'Urbino, and the other chiefs of
the league. 'This singular love of repose in
his commander-in~chief turned strangely to
the account of his Holiness in the sequel,
when the army of the church lay encamped
for several months, under the walls of Rome,
during the pleasant sackage of that city, and
the second residence of his Holiness in the
castle of St. Angelo.

One portion of the day’s work done
within the palace of the Priori in Florence,
had been executed in a truly prompt and
artisan-like style—to wit, the demolition of
the many partitions which had for several
years previously outraged the proportions of
the stupendous hall of the Great Council
Scorning all ideas of a mercenary nature,
the laborious band of patriots had, in a
marvellously short space of time, battered
down hundreds of partition walls ; and, but
for the unexpected arrival of the Cardinal,
would have borne away the rubbish, swept
the pavement, and furnished it with all
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fitting array for a legislative assembly. The
trumpets of the piazzi, however, stopped
their further proceedings, and they were
compelled, with the grime and chalk-stains
on their ragged garments, to evacuate the
palace.

The sortie of this troop of uncouth pa-
triots excited infinite merriment amongst
the various noble leaders of the league, and
pre-eminently of the facetious Monsieur de
Bozzoles, whose pleasant suggestion about
the artillery had shortly before promised
little enough of mirth to the labourers.

Weltering in a pool of blood, on the spot
on which he had been struck down, lay the
unfortunate student, whose experience in
the meddling with governments had received
so severe a lesson at its outset. No excep-
tions had been made in the stipulations for
surrender, and as three stabs in the body
might have satisfied the offended dignity
even of a gonfaloniere, the removal of the
youth by his friends was permitted.

A long stupor, and very nearly a suspen-
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sion of all the animal powers, had impeded
the current of blood after a time, or every
vein must have emptied itself in the palace,
where many a-brave man’s blood had been
spilt before and since. His body, however,
with what blood remained in it, was re-
moved, and the palace was swept, washed,
and ventilated ; for the odours of patriot-
ism are more fragrant than those of its wor-
shippers; and his Eminence of Cortona
made his entry into the vacated residence
of the Signori. -

About dusk, the same evening, a litter,
moving with a quick, cautious, and nicely
balanced pace, was seen to glide under the
superbly arched entry of one of the lordliest
palaces of Florence. The portals closed
behind it, and a body of armed men in the
liveries of one of the oldest families of the
city, took their station within, as though in
expectation of visitants on no peaceable or
welcome errand.

When the next day’s sun arose, the whole
city presented an aspect of perfect calm.

F 2
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Twenty thousand warriors had passed out-
wards from its walls with little bloodshed
and without booty; and excepting that a
more than usual force and a few cannon,
cumbered the entries to the Via Larga, and
to the great square, and that the standards
of the Medici, in front of both palaces,
towered above the gonfalon of the republic,
no trace remained of the turmoil of the pre-
ceding day.

Once freed from the apprehension of the
consequences of their late chivalrqus feat, an
apparent calm settled over the whole city,
and men’s minds turned for stimulants to
the great events that were acting abroad,
and preparing to crown the policy which
had set the league and its antagonist force
in motion. Seldom had a deeper curremt
of all-absarbing interest eddied under a
deceitful and placid surface than the acute
observer might now detect in the state
of things in Florence. Yet every citizen
carried on his commerce with unvarying
industry, and his Eminence of Cortona
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dispatched his couriers daily to Rome,
bearing the comfortable assurances of a
profound and unruffied calm.

The cheerful rays of a warm May sun
were breaking beautifully into a heavily
curtained chamber of one of the many
sumptuous palaces of the city. This lordly
residence was situated at a part of the town
remote from the ever busy centre and its
turmoil. It was, as to its exterior, a mansion
partaking, as most buildings of that period
did, of a mingled character, of fortress and
palace. A pile of rough masonry, whose
lower windows were barricaded with immense
iron fences, presented its vast fagade to the
street, defying, it would seem, any power
that man or time could bring against it.
Its portals were closed, and though the
courts within daily resounded with the clang
of armed retainers, no appearance of life
betrayed to the world without any fears, or
preparation, or insecurity in its tenants.

In a spacious chamber whose furniture
few royal houses could equal, none in those
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known before now to be scarcely beyond the
gifted and wonderful genius who was stand-
ing before her. But her embarrassment was
transient ; she knew too well the dove-like
gentleness that was mingled with the un-
numbered gifts of that great man, and by
which her conduct was ever judged by him.

She shook away her tears, leaped up from
her seat, and took his hand playfully, yet re-
verently, into both her own ; she then opened
its palm as though to study its lines, for she
had not yet the courage to meet his glance.

Had she possessed the power to dive into
the mysteries of that ingenious science, she
could never have had a fairer opportunity of
testing its veracity. The heavy hand that
lay passively in the grasp of the young
maiden’s taper and wax-like fingers was
large, full of deep hard lines within, and
covered with an infinity of hard spots, and
the marks of cicatrized bruises and cuts with-
out, bearing incontestable evidence of a long
life’s familiarity with manual labour of no
effeminate character.
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The elevated brow of her friend forgot its
stateliness, and his eagle glance its scrutihy,
a8 her examination brought into such sin-
gular contrast his hand and hers. He ap-
peared to take a delight in the comparison
himself, and it was not till she raised her
eyes, with much timidity, from her musing,
that he raised the small snowy hand he had
been so long admiring, to his lips, and what-
ever shade of doubt had till now lingered on
her bright and sunoy cheek disappeared,
and a smile, like a sunbeam, glittered from
her tear-laden and long lashes.

“ Look ! bold intruder,” said the damsel ;
“my day has not been wholly idle!” and
she lifted up the paper whose drawing she
had partly transferred to her tapestry.

The noble individual thus addressed bent
for a minute over the frame-work, but still
held prisoner the fair hand that had been
given him,

“ We will sketch you a2 more stirring
picture, my fair one,” he said, with a look
affectionate, yet searching, and which pierced

F3
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deeply into her secret; ‘ what think you of
the storming of the palace of the Priori ?”’

An expression of pain and fear sent the
colour from the maiden’s cheek with a
suddenness which for a minute made both
silent. “ Oh do! do so, my kind, my dear
friend !’ she exclaimed, eagerly ; it would
be a gift beyond price to me and to my
father, and surely it was to all men a scene
of stirring and deep interest, and to me—"

She paused to conquer an emotion which
made her heart beat so rapidly as nearly to
impede her utterance, and then added, ‘‘ and
to me that day’s memories (if I may have
no secret to make you judge amiss of the
tell-tale tears with which since childhood I
never before met your coming) have been the
cause of more pride and sorrow than I could
well tell you.” She looked up earnestly
into his eyes, and still urged her request.

‘“ Are you anxious, my sweet girl,” he
answered, ‘“ to see your old friend and
playfellow entombed amongst the muni-
ments of that ancient palace, and the name
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of Michael Angelo Buonarotti added to the
roll of illustrious heroes who have gone to
Paradise through its portals ?”

“ Hard hearted and false knight, who
would refuse a damsel, with the tears on
her cheek,” said the maiden, playfully
forcing him into the seat from which she
had herself risen. ‘“ I will not be refused!
Are your drawings so wonderful that no one
else should pay the penalty of so treasonable
adeed? There is Bandinelli and his crew,
all of them far more worthy of the honours
of the Bargello; do for me but this sketch,
and my copy shall be rich with pearls and
gold, fit for an offering to the Madonna of
St. Miniato.” .

“Iam losing my time, chatter-box,” re-
plied her friend ; * my visit was only for a
kiss of these fair fingers, and thence to a sick
couch. You have spirited away a young
friend of mine who, I understood, was hurt
at the palace in the affair of the 26th of
April. He had admirers, sweet girl, before
you knew him, and they have been wringing
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Oh, embitter not the first hours of his return
to consciousness with tidings so base dbf his
countrymen! Do they not add, also, that
he is lowly by birth, and that his life or
death can matter little to the noble families
for whom he suffers ? If Heaven spares him
through this illness, there will be glorious
inducements for him to resume his labours.”’

‘ It was, indeed, my young friend,” said
Buonarotti, “a sad mischance, and few
know as well as I do how much promise,
how many of nature’s best gifts, had fallen
like unripened fruit to earth, if that youth
had perished. But judge not too hastily or
too harshly of his fellow-citizens ; their peril
has been equal to his, and the undertaking
was timed against their judgment. It was,
as I said before, a rash adventure, immature
in its explosion, and, if I may speak the
truth, conducted with less prudence than I
should have expected from one whose mind
was held to be prompt, indeed, in deciding,
but given, from long habit, to a nice balancing
of probabilities, and the very coolest fore-
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sight. Those who know the rapacity of the
soldiers of the league, and the licence to
which the suppression of attempts against
established authority too often give rise,
must from this time forth pardon many
weaknesses and many abruptnesses of
manner in his Eminence, Silvio Passerini,
in gratitade for the manner in which that
force was used whilst within our walls.
The day will come round again when our
fortanes may befriend us more, and our
movements may be governed by cooler
heads ; and then will the sentence of the
Medici be milder for his sake. Adieu, my
young friend ; you make a chatterer of one
who has seen enough of the world’s changes
to teach him both silence and sorrow.”
From this interview that benevolent and
great man turned his steps to a chamber in
which lay the wounded and fevered body of
the young student, whose health had at first,
to the astonishment of all who attended him,
singularly improved; and then, when re.
flexion and agitation of mind accompanied
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awakened consciousness, had as suddenly
relapsed into a fearful and melancholy state,
which for several days threatened hourly
dissolution.

‘When Buonarotti entered his sick cham-
ber, the slant rays of sunset had shed a soft
subdued light over the bed on which he lay.
Yet a most fearful contrast did their cheerful
radiance offer, to the deathlike hue and the
rigid features of the face on which they fell.
A gilt dome of glorious carving was above
his head, and the heavy silken curtains were
partly closed against the light, warding off
the less gentle beams which might have
wounded a vision enfeebled, like every other
corporeal function, well nigh to death. Every
convenience, nay, every luxury, which pro-
fuse wealth could administer to the wants of
the sufferer, were around him, and far better
than them all, there was the affectionate and
friendly presence of one who watched every
movement that could need a soothing word
" or an administering hand.

When Buonarotti entered, a nod of
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friendly greeting passed between him and the
aged friend who was seated by the sick couch,
and efter a grave and significant glance to
the bed, the latter— who, as the reader
may have conjectured, was Niccolo Capponi,
whose safety the scarcely animate form before
him had purchased with his blood—moved
aside, offering his own seat to his visitor.

Buonarotti proceeded at once to the bed
side, and, drawing away the curtains, bent
down over the youth, and looked into the
fixed and glazed glance as though question-
ing the spirit which had as yet manifested
such feeble symptoms of intelligence.

A smile, but one so faint and sickly that it
seemed the mockery of all joy, stole across
that pale countenance, lighting languidly for
an instant his pallid and pinched features.
His friend pressed his hand with the affec-
tion of a parent, but raised his finger to his
lips, to repress the words of welcome that
arose to meet him.

“T shall live for another venture yet!”
said the youth; and these were nearly the
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first words he had used deliberately since
his ravings.

Michael Angelo once more signed to him
to spare the little strength he possessed, and
then whispering in the ear of Niccolo Cap-
poni, who watched, with deepening interest,
the first promise of returning saneness, that
aged citizen retired from the chamber, and
Buonarotti again bent down over his young
friend, and with all that gentleness and kind-
ness which, scarcely less than his other asto-
nishing gifts, distinguished that great and
good man, took the hand that was offered
to him, and tempering the tones of his voice
to sounds fittest for nerves shattered by pain
and feebleness, answered him.

“ With Heaven’s blessing, my young
friend, you may be spared yet, to serve and
raise your country’s cause, and it was to
speed your recovery that I made this visit.
You have known me nearly from infancy as
your friend, and you will readily believe
that my errand, at this moment, can be
none other than to serve you. You have
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been hurried from the sphere of your use-
falness, without time for the warning or the
providing for those who have claims upon
your love. 1 would willingly be myself your
messenger, and account tenderly for your
absence, which must long ago have given
pain.”

“ Ever good, ever kind and noble, as you
are wise and great,” exclaimed the youth;
‘ you have wonderfully divined my sweetest
and speediest cure. There is a cottage on a
hill, where eagles build, on the mountain
ridge which faces Carreggi to the east, and at
sundown a thin column of smoke will direct
you to its hearth. Thither bear my tidings.
In some fold of my student’s tunic, if it have
not shrunk away for very shame from these
browbeating stuffs of velvet and gold, you
will find a small coin—so small,”—he con-
tinued, with a smile upon his cheek, and a
light in his bright eye, and with an expression
in which there was no symptom of either
shame or concealment, but that still and
espitgle gleaming up of mirth within the
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glare, which an acute perception of the
amusing 8o often evokes, even in the most
solemn of mortal meetings,—‘‘ s0 very
minute, that you may, perchance, fail in your
search for it. That coin, should it fall beneath
your fingers, carry with my love and your
own comfort, and then let me know what
faces look upon you for your tidings.”
Buonarotti pressed his hand, and would
neither speak nor listen longer; his caution
was understood, and the youth closed his
eyes, without further attempt at exertion.
From this hour his health mended; his
mind, like a vessel lightened of its cargo,
righted ; and his spirits returned with a
buoyancy which made inactivity irksome.
Once enabled to leave his bed, his colour
began again to warm the lips and ocheeks
from which it had been so forcibly expelled.
It was on a warm sunny evening, in the
“second week in May, when the invalid had
first learned in whose abode he had been
thus tenderly nursed, and whose hands had
ministered to his wants, during his long
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dream of utter helplessness. He was alone,
and a Jow silken couch had been drawn to
an open window, through which entered the
genial and soft breezes, fanning his pale
temples with perfumes, as if with a fan of
flowers. Many tenements were clustered
about the palace; but with fitting humble-
ness, none reared wall or roof to intercept
the prospect of the free country; and the
student’s glance was now wandering far
away over the lofty ridge of hills, on which
was his mountain home. A warm, rich,
purple light bathed the wavy bosoms of the
whale ridge, with the glories of sunset; the
barren and stony soil was clothed with bril-
liancy and beauty; and those favoured and
sheltered spots, where the pines waved their
eternal verdure, alone looked gloomy, for
they were spread out in deep masses of
shadow, which the sunbeams that played
about their edges brought out indeed, into
relief, but which, to the distant observer,
they could neither tint nor vary.

The features of the young student as he
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life that you preserved to us, and to assure
myself that his deliverer is beyond the
danger over which we have all mourned.”

‘“ Nay, lady,” replied the youth ; *“ had
you come to reproach me for the peril into
which my precipitancy had plunged him,
you would have used only your perfect
right ; though to one so gentle, the office
might have been painful. That the noble
Capponi has thus allowed you to gladden
the heart of a poor invalid, and that you
have spared every harsh word for my rash-
ness, is an additional kindness, for which
my gratitude is due. Had no friendly hand
gathered me up from the feet of Luigi Guic-
ciardini, an ambitious, but no very bright
career had been briefly terminated. I am
grateful to my Maker that I have been
preserved, and next to him, to your noble
house, and more especially, dear lady, am I,
beyond expression, deeply and cordially
grateful to yourself. Once having expressed
my thanks to your excellent father, whom
any citizen would have died nobly, had ke
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died to serve ; it will be fitting that I cease
to cumber your hospitable home, lest,
enjoying the state and the luxuries of this
mansion, like the hero of the fable, I fancy
my whole former life an unpleasant dream,
and forgetting that I am a poor and unknown
peasant, persuade myself that I was born a
noble.”

“ Surely,”” answered the maiden, * as
good a right as his own children have, you
must have henceforward, to consider my
father’s house your home. I would not
that my presence should suggest to you
thoughts of so painful a nature, that you
talk of thus going from us. When you are
restored again to health and strength, you
will be free to do your pleasure ; and if you
then go, be assured that you carry with you
his own and his children’s blessing.”

There was tenderness and a depth of
feeling in the tones of the maiden, as she
spoke, which was not in the words she used,
and which was not lost upon the mind of
ber listener.  With that freedom which
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sprung from a guileless and pitying spirit,
he raised her hand and pressed it to his lips.

“ Forgive me, lady,” he said, ¢ if any un-
guarded word should have made you judge
my feelings other than those of gratitude and
the sincerest thankfulness. Look yonder,”
he continued, pointing to a spot on which
the last sunbeams lingered smilingly ; * upon
that bare and desolate mountain-top is a
cottage so small, so utterly destitute, that,
probably, the kennel in which your dogs
slumber would be a palace to it. In that
hovel was I born and nurtured, and there
still, if harm has not come to them, dwell an
aged parent and a young fair creature, beau-
tiful and tender-hearted as you are; and
imagination need not be very powerful to
fancy that young girl, to whom from infancy
I have been as a brother, taking her stand
on thatspot from which this city is visible,
and weeping as another sun goes down, and
her brother’s steps are still not seen upon
the hill. If then I ventured to mingle with
my earliest thoughts, which I know should
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have been of unmixed thankfulness, some
remembrances of them, you will find, lady,
in your heart, forgiveness for an offence so
natural.”

He turned his glance from the mountains
to which he pointed, to the face of the
maiden by his side ; and though sadness was
for the moment at his own heart, and must
have appeared natural if portrayed on her
features, yet was he struck by the ashy
paleness of her cheek, and the rapid rising
of the fair bosom, which concealed a secret
it was well for her no eye could penetrate.

“ Are you ill, lady 2”’ he asked, mournfully;
“or are my words each more unfortunate
than another, that they are destined to
displease when I would most wish to ensure
your favour ?°’

“ I was wrong,” she replied, ‘‘ to persuade
you to tarry in person when your heart is
away. But I had been informed,” and her
voice wavered, * that you had other thoughts
than of spending a youth of promise in an
inactive solitude. My father’s house, to my

G2
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great sorrow, has become the centre of all
that is busiest and most aspiring in this city,
and I thought that with the spirits you would
meet here your plans might have found
participators, and your boldest thoughts,
agents, not perhaps as bold as yourself, yet
available to your most elevated aspirings.”
“ You forget, lady,” said the youth, ¢ as, to
say truth, I sometimes am apt to do myself,
that I am unknown, and of an origin that
men scorn ; and that yonder mountain with
its obscure cottage is the friendliest and
sagest monitor I can have before my eyes.
Yet, lady, you have been well informed, and
I can well guess by whom. I have ambition;
an ambition in whose pursuit life itself, and
all the susceptibilities of this fragile tenement
in which life dwells, are as willingly risked
as a noble would peril his velvet robes or his
week-day baubles. Yes, I have worshipped
ambition—phantom as sages have called
it—and never did circumstances fashion a
votary with a heart more freely offered to a
divinity who will claim all, or yield nothing.
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I have neither name to forfeit, wealth to
lose, nor family to degrade ; I have a bold
heart, a courage that has never failed me,
and I value my life quite as lightly as others
can value it. If I have not the advantages
which start others so prosperously on their
fortunes, I have at least what will avail me
when my career is once begun.”

Whilst the young student thus spoke, his
eye lighted up with enthusiasm, and as the
maiden listened, the smile of a silent joy
crept over her features, remote indeed from
the enthusiasm of dreamy schemes for his
future, but springing from emotions of &
very different feeling, gathered up from the
portrait of his heart which he thus unreflect-
ingly laid bare; and a slight and tremulous
tint announced the presence of hopes which
broke like a bright sunrise before her, bring-
ing gladness, if not peace, in their train.

“You have much strength to regain,”
replied this fair girl, * before you can resume
the labours of a calling to which you seem
thus fervently devoted ; and, if I mistake not,
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some great and stirring plot is at this moment
thickening about us. Ihave urged my father
to keep such rumours from you, at least
until you are better fitted to mingle in their
schemes ; but my advice has been overruled,
for Buonarotti, our prime counsellor, has
some notable plan which he designs for your
enaction, thinking probably that the risking
your life a second time is the most scientific
manner of repairing the mischief of your
first forfeit.”

“] am greatly his debtor,” replied the
youth; ¢ and though your sweet smile, lady,
is so incredulous, his medicine may succeed
more speedily than means less exciting.”

‘“ Hark! they come,” exclaimed the
maiden, and her colour mounted. ‘I am no
fit auditor for their dark and selfish con-
claves. Oh! do nothing,” she exclaimed,
eagerly, drawing nearer to where he stood,
and raising her full beaming eyes till their
glance met his imploringly—‘‘ do nothing
which others, whose family interests might
save them, shrink from ; for though -they
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counsel boldly, they are adroit in throwing
the danger from their own shoulders; and
deeds which frighten them must be tenfold
perilous for you. My father is not selfish, but
be is old, and too easily overruled. We owe
you too much already ; and believe me, ours
i8 not a gratitude of sunny words and hidden
snares. Adieu,” she added, and with an
impulse which the nearer sounds of coming
steps deprived of its resistance, and partly
of its embarrassment, she extended her hand
at parting, and vanished with the kiss warm
upon its palm, at the instant that a door
opened, and a few of the most intimate
friends of N'iccolo Capponi entered.

There was a cloud upon the brow of the
venerable citizen, although there was much
warmth and tenderness in his manner, as he
threw his arms about the young student’s
neck and embraced him.

“I sent my beloved child,” said the old
man, “ to bear you my grateful and heartfelt
thanks ; for in the life you preserved, you
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conferred upon her a blessing as great as
upon me.”

 The Lady Eugenia Capponi has been
with me, and but now left me,” replied the
youth ; “ and she bore me the kind wishes
and the thanks which I should rather have
given than received, for all your care and
kindness. She furthermore prepared me
for your honoured coming, and of one other
who I see is not with you; one, however,
who can have made no promise for me which
I have not the will, and, I trust, in a day or
two more, shall have the physical strength,
to carry into deed.”

“ It is against my better judgment, young
man,” replied Capponi, *that I have con-
sented to carry the cares and schemes of our
patriots to the couch of a wounded man;
but I have given way, the less reluctantly,
that the deed that is contemplated requires
so much of bodily exertion, that these prime
movers of the plans and plots of our party
may see with their own eyes that you are
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too feeble for the task they would assign to
you. What think you, my friends?” he
continued, turning to the noble citizens
grouped around him ; “ are political schemes
fitting subjects for the ears of one who has
but just risen from a bed of sickness, and
with a frame so shaken and a cheek so
colourless as that ? And, above all, do you
think so arduous, so perilous a deed as we
have been speaking of is within the accom-
plishment of his physical powers ¢’

An inarticulate murmur of much doubt,
and then a dead silence, ensued, plainly
betokening the surprise of the attendant
citizens, at perceiving to how frail and reed-
like a frame it had been proposed to entrust
the first and most important movement in
the perilous drama in which they were en-
zaged. But there was one man amongst
that small knot of daring schemers who
ever accounted, and, until the last stage of
his career, ever proved, that difficulty was
the most powerful stimulus to success. He

too, like the young student, was in the
G3
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very flower and pride of his days; with a
frame of body built as though for the toils
of Atlas; a lofty, scornful, and deeply-
thoughtful brow ; a cheek already bronzed
with the suns and storms of a camp life
and the battle field ; yet, with somewhat
of the reckless, and perhaps dissolute dis-
regard at once of the lives of others and
his own which such scenes as he had been
nurtured amongst could scarcely fail of im-
parting. His name was a spell on the spirits
of those for whose cause he combated, and
it has descended to us blazoned with deeds
that his country may well reckon amongst
the most startling of her annals. This
man was Francesco Ferrucci, the rumoured
suitor of the lovely daughter of the aged
citizen to whom he now spoke.

“ Our toils,” he exclaimed, with a voice
whose tones were abrupt, and fell scarcely
pleasurably upon the ear, ¢ have been well
apportioned, and are too important at this
hour to admit of change; we can allow this
youth three days yet to recruit his strength,
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for no speed can bring Bourbon with such a
force as his across the Apennines earlier.
And, after all, what is the great bodily ex-
ertion needed ? A quick ride of some score
or two of leagues | If he but acquit himself
of the remainder of his enterprise as easily
as he may do of this, I will answer for our
success ; and a success, young man,” he
said, emphatically, addressing the student,
*“ which will make your country speak of
you as a brave man loves best to be spoken
of—a success which will earn for you the
post which, as I live, none but a brave man
shall have—a command in the black bands
that called John de Medici their leader, and
which your return will be a signal for
marshailing under my banner.”

“ It is more honour thanany risk may
claim,” was the reply. “ Give me but
the three days, and you shall find me
ready !”

In the service thus urged upon him,
and thus unhesitatingly accepted, we shall
shortly accompany him. Their commission
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was then minutely detailed to their envoy,
and the party separated.

There was an expression not altogether of
satisfaction on the features of Capponi, as
the imperious brow of their self-chosen
leader was bent to salute him as he re-
tired.

* That youth is impetuous, and presuming
to the full extent of his abilities!” he ex-
claimed, after a few minutes’ musing, when
alone with the student. ‘‘Ihad promised my
daughter,” he added, thoughtfully, ‘ that
no such service should be urged upon you,
my young friend, in a way to preclude your
perfect freedom in its acceptance; and I
fear I have scarcely kept my word. You are
now compromised ; and Heaven, in whose
hands are all our fortunes, only knows
whether the result, even if it be success,
will compensate for the throwing away thus
wantonly of your young life, having no
stake in the parties which rule our city ;—for
it would be insanity to imagine that we
shall do more than change our masters, and
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the iron truncheon of Ferrucci may chance
to be heavier on our necks than the sandal
of Clement, or his Deputy Cardinal of
Cortona. Did my daughter tell you of the
speech whispered into my ear, by a country-
man, as I left the palace, following the train
that bore your bleeding body ? “ You would
change the old and leafless bough,’ he told
me, ‘ that waves as a sign before the tavern ;
but the sour wine in the old butts you would
leave for our drinking, as before ; and there
go,” he said, pointing to the litter, °the
first fruits of your honest efforts.” The
witty clown was scarcely wrong ; and if the
vintage corresponds with the first fruits,
bitter, indeed, will be the strainings of the
wine-press! They have allowed you three
days,” he continued, ¢ and whatever be the
result of them, let them, at least, be spent
calmly amongst us. I go to meet my child,
as best I may, and she will find but small
proof of my discretion, in your pale face and
infirm steps.”

“ Two days of the three,” replied the
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youth, “ my kind friend, I will spend witt
you, and they must suffice to call back al
the strength I shall need ; but my mother
my aged, infirm, and sorrowing parent, mus!
surely claim one day, which may chance tc
be our last together. I say not this de.
spondingly,” he continued ; ‘ if I despondec
not in inaction and obscurity, judge if I an
likely to do so with so glorious a scen
before me ;—but that you may not see me
forgetting, in the sweet and happy bosom o
your family, all the cares of my past life
The friendship of the Lady Eugenia Cappon
has been a star across my path, the firs
and therefore the most lovely that lighted :
way which till then had been dark anc
irksome. Two more days with her and you
will, doubt it not, give me new strength—
ay, a new life—and herald in, in spite o
your misgivings, a series of happy and prouc
events, which to have only contemplated a
their dawning were worth more than the
life devoted to their undertaking.”

How those two days were spent, how
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jealously their hours, nay their very minutes,
were counted, it is not our present purpose
to picture. It would, however, be useless
to conceal the fact that the happiness or
misery of a whole life was compromised in
their brief space.

It was arranged that the third day was to
be given, by the young student, to a visit to
his parent’s cottage ; and thither, in spite of
his feebleness, he determined on proceeding
on foot, as he had ever done before, and in
the same dress with which her aged eyes
were familiar; in order that no suspicion
might disturb, farther than was necessary,
the peace of mind which had already suf-
fered but too much.

The first parting with the lovely and high-
born maiden whose presence up to that
moment had excited in his bosom no other
sensation than that of unalloyed gladness,
awoke an observation of surprise and doubt.
The separation was, however, but for a
few hours ; he was to return at nightfall,
and receive his credentials for his mission,
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and then to leave Florence the day follow-
ing.

An early hour beheld the young student
climbing the mountain, on whose summit
stood his mother’s dwelling. He missed
now, on his approach, the slight figure
whose eyes had ever of old watched his
coming from afar. He came now as he had
never come before, with unsteady and
wearied steps, and he looked vainly for the
waving of those white arms which had ever
beckoned him from the regions at the
mountain’s base to the paradise above. He
felt as he had never yet done, a craving for
the snowy arms which had encircled his
neck long before his midascent was achieved,
and for the bounding of that childish bosom
against his own which from infancy had
known no thought, given birth to no feeling,
which had not been reposed with a sister’s
confidence on his own. Dark shadows of
indistinct forebodings seemed to descend
to meet him, from the path she used to
spring down with the step of a young
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fawn. He called loudly on her name, and
was mocked by the eternal echoes of the
mountain, which took up his voice in
harmony with its own sounds, with the
moanings of the waving pine branches, the
musical streamlets, and the voices of their
glad birds.

The solitude was appalling, yet it nerved
his wearied limbs and quickened his pace,
till he stood on the summit of the mountain,
and at his parent’s door. The change that
greeted him in that home we may well con-
jecture. She that had been the joy, the
pride, the life of that humble dwelling, was
gone, without having left a trace of her
flight. His parent had suffered, and was
utterly broken in mind and health, by the
shock. All that he could gather from her
recollections was, that she had retired to
his room to watch for his coming; she had
bheard no sound either of voice or footstep
on her cottage floor, till a few days since,
when there came a noble gentleman with a
lofty brow, but withal of a soft kind voice ;
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he had left her a purse which she had not
opened. The nutriment of a fly would have
sufficed to her wants ; and thus, since they
parted, she had lived on, sorrowing away
her mind into almost utter imbecility.

The youth Francesco passed that night
in the small study in which his adopted
sister had watched, the last night she passed
beneath that roof. His farewell to his
mother the following morning seemed to
cause but little pain, and his notice of a
protracted absence apparently met not her
comprehension.

Shortly after sunrise, he was at the palace
of Michael Angelo Buonarotti, in the Via
Ghibellina. That great man, he was told,
was absent, his servants knew not whither;
and the youth then turned his steps to the
dwelling of Niccolo Capponi. His coming
was like a soft shower after drought. But
even the sweet smiles, the changing colour,
the bounding bosom of the lovely daughter
of that noble house, had not the power to
banish the gloom that hung heavily about
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his heart, and that saddened his still pale
wan cheek. .

That day wore away rapidly to its term;
accident had added one day more to his stay ;
its evening was occupied with the necessary
preparations for the morrow; and when
more exhausted than he would have ven-
tured to confess, came the ceremonial of
his farewells. It needed all his powers of
self-control to bear up through that scene ;
yet, worn-down in strength and spirits as
he was, Eugenia Capponi bore it less well.
A silent pressure of the hand, a look of
embarrassment and pain, passed between
the maiden and the student. Niccolo
Capponi folded him to his bosom.

“You go upon a mission, my young
friend,” he said,  which, if it prosper, will
soon restore you to us, full of honour, and
high in your city’s favour. How cordially
we shall pray for such a result to this under-
taking, Heaven shall bear us witness !”

Thus finished his brief sojourn at the palace
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of Niccolo Capponi. Much of his time whilst
beneath its roof had necessarily been spent
in the retirement of a sick chamber ; and
when able to join the casual parties round
their hospitable hearth, he had been so
engrossed by the kindness and simple
manners of that family, that he had failed
to observe an incident which affected them
not slightly—it was the re-appearance of
the haughty and imperious Ferrucci, on the
evening preceding his departure. There
was something unusually cold and stern
in his address on that occasion. Restraint
universally accompanied his presence, and
when he bent his handsome yet lofty brow
to bid the maiden adieu, his salutation was
met by a bearing as cold and little less
commanding than his own ; and when his
tall figure had passed over the threshold of
the apartment, a lpok full of _expressive
meaning was exchanged between the father
and his daughter.

Thus closed the evening. An hour before
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sundawn, the hoofs of a single horse fell
hollowly in the court-yard of the palace,
and the dull sound fell on the wakeful ear
of at least one person in the silent house-
hold.
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CHAPTER V.

How exquisite a volume would the varie
annals of the villa of the Poggio Cajano fus
nish, to the curious in matters of. taste an
morality ! Could the walls of palaces speal
there would be few story-tellers whos
legénds would have a more mixed or mor
interestéd audience. How racy would be th
transitions of its miscellaneous chapter
from the grave and whimsical philosophe:
who met to celebrate the revived banquet «
Plato, round the table of Lorenzo, to tt
licentious caricatures of those anti-sensu
dreamings by the Bianca Capello. -

Most curious indeed is that picture whic
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imagination, the great and resistless magician,
can at its pleasure evoke from the realm
of past realities! We should have to go
back but a quarter of a century from the
period of which we are writing, and we
behold Pocetti upon his scaffolding, painting
in fresco those charming lunettes whose
colours to this day are as bright as his
fame. We should see Michael Angelo, then
barely entering into manhood, carving out
from the inert block the wonderful models
of his original genius. We should see Giulio
delle Medaglione multiplying the wonders
that added tenfold value to the precious
gems beneath his fingers, enriching cabinets
which from his day to our own have formed
for the fair admirers of the belli arti links
between vanity and taste. We might have
seen in some of its chambers the fan-
tastic Granacci, labouring, with as much
importance as the other ministering archi-
tects of this fairy palace, upon the mock so-
lemnities of some approaching revel. Mean-
while, flitting from chamber to chamber, was
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the undignified figure, the dusk low brew, o
the magnificent Lorenzo, the gentle magicia
for whom all laboured ; mingling in the in
terests and the pursuits of each and all ; tem
pering his address to the peculiarities of hi
listeners : at one time, reciting canzonets fo
the ear of his master of the revels; and a
another, entering into questions of criticism
on the swelling limbs of undraped beauty
and the sweeping robes, the dignity of I
and forehead, of those sages of antiquit
whose physical portraits, lost in the wrec|
of ages, his imagination knew how to fashio
out afresh, from the volumes which bore th
impress of their immortal spirits. Till,
length, with the dust and chips of marbl
on his simple citizen’s robes, he threw ope
the doors of his small library, and stoo
with a beaming eye, the master spirit among;
a group of sages :—Politian, with a geniu
nearest of all akin to his own, and perchanc
for that very reason, whilst admitted th
most intimately to his familiarity, th
least gravely saluted ; Pico of Miranaul
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who was called the Phenix; Marsilio Ficino ;
and a small band of others, whose names are
written with his own on the scroll of im-
mortality. -

As be enters, they arise to greet him.

Alas! that such an assembly, within so
few years, should have ceased to think and
live! Their cold remains were scattered far
apart,—some beneath the pompous domes
of temples, some in unknown, unmarked
spots, in rustic burial-grounds, amongst
peasants :—all sundered, all in voiceless
solitude.

A new generation succeeds; Plato and
his visions are forgotten; the halls are
ventilated, after the musty rolls of time-
caten and mouldy manuscripts and their
perusers have left them; and a new life, a
new youth, introduce pursuits of a far other
nature. A small band of the retainers of the
house of Medici now guarded the immediate
ipproaches to the building, and clanked their
iron-sheathed swords and halbards over its
once peaceful pavements; for the youth

VOL. I. H
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Alessandro held his mimic court within it
walls. Revels of the most licentious cha
racter, which astonished even the ven
soldiery in his service, wiled away the hour
of this youth’s initiation into the craft o
government. He was prodigal of the gol
wrung from the reluctant purses of the mos
thrifty of citizens, and there was not :
trooper in those courts or stables but looke
to his turn for a foray amongst the scare
peasantry, as a sure source of profitable
catering to the insatiate appetites of a youtk
of scarcely fifteen years of age.

Some unwonted annoyance, of a con.
jectured yet scarcely intelligible nature, hac
of late clouded his swarthy cheek, and ren-
dered petulant and even savage the youthful
leader of that horde of unscrupulous bandits.
Many a disdained captive had passed un-
heeded from his inexplicable fastidiousness,
and was subjected to the outrages and
appetites of a disappointed soldiery; and
his purveyors began to murmur, as though
deprived of an equitable and lucrative per-
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quisite. Many conjectures were hazarded
to account for so sudden and perverse an
inconsistency ; and the hints of Lorenzino
de Medici, whose interests had much in
common with their own, pointed to a sen-
tinelled and jealously guarded chamber, as
containing an easy solution to the mystery.

That chamber was one immediately adjoin-
ing the sleeping-room of Alessandro. Day and
night a guard paced up and down before its
entry ; and when the youth had been known
to enter it, loud screams and violent struggles
had lasted through the whole term of his
stay. And more than once he had come
forth with the fury of a demon in his bosom,
and marks of uncourteous contact upon his
face, which, whilst they excited mirth within
the mind of the dissolute veteran who
admitted him, well nigh drove the youth
himself mad with rage and ridicule.

The interior of this chamber was furnished
with all that could administer to luxury, and
the passions it tends to stimulate; licen-
tious paintings, and sculpture, and books of

H 2
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groes legends; and far grosser illustrutions,
~=even the very furniture, with #ts: unchaste
and coarse devices, ‘told but too plainly
the deity to whose.worship. it was devoted.
Barred windows admitted the ' light an-
gracidusly, and thus, whilst - the most'de-
grading violence wrestled with every semse,
retreat even at the peril of life and limb
was cut off. :

' Beated upon a low stool, wnth her gaze
fixed: upon the doorway, was crouched the
slight ' figare of the mountain girl, - whese
flight and capture have been marrated.in a
previous chapter. Her dress was ‘of ma-
terials very different from any she had ever
knbwn before her forced entry into -that
dbode of foulness ; but its rich velvets were
rént and in -disorder; her long and volu-
minous bir, streaming from her shoulders
to' ‘the  ground, was tangled thickly abowt
he¥; and her small white hands were clagped
upon her knees. No tear was on her cheek,
but round her ¢yes were deep, hollow, black
circles, and:in the orbs themselves there
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was. an- expression of wildoess and . fieroce-
noes; - Proteated by her extreme youth, and
a desp .inwamd: soxrow, the foul images
abeut- her-were. upheeded, or if notlced. httle
understood.

The day was verging towards sunset, and
shehad just battled through a stormy and vio-
lent interview, in which her persecutor, for-
getful even of the allurements of the base
passion that maddened him, had assaulted
her with all the strength his youthful frame
commanded. In the moment of her:ex-
tremity, the maiden had snatehed. from. her
bosom the dagger whose possession she had
td} then most jealously hidden,—having kept
it for the moment when she was resolved her
life’s saerifice should free her from her peril,
—and had waved it upwards as though te
strike its point to her heart, when she saw
the cheek of her persecutor blanch, and the
malice of a demon light up his startled and
baleful glance. * Alive, or dead, or dying,
fool!” he muttered, “ your limbsg—"

He had time for no fuarther speech; a
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bound brought the hitherto shrinking
maiden to his side, and the steel struck
him with all the force that frail arm had the
power of imparting to a blow given with a
full willing hand. Uttering a groan of in.
tense pain, her persecutor staggered to the
doorway. The sentinel caught him in hi
arms, and still mindful of his orders, staid a
minute to secure the fastenings of her prison .
he then bore the youth to his own chamber.
and the young maiden, agitated with her tri.
umph, sunk back to a stool at the further end
of the apartment, as we have described her.

She had not long retained this position
when a sound, like the sliding away of the
panelling of a part of the wainscoat, whick
surrounded the room for two or three feef
from the floor, roused her from the musing
into which she had fallen. Fearing further
violence, she sprung up from her seat, deter-
mined that her own bosom should sheath
the next stroke.

To her surprise a youth, of demure yet
ill-omened countenance, emerged from his
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larking-place, and motioning with his finger
to his lip to implore silence, whispered in a
voice of the very softest tones, ‘‘ Maiden,
fear not ! if you have courage, I will deliver
you from this debasing bondage.”

Catching at any hope, however suspicious,
the young girl clasped her hands wildly to-
gether. ¢ Oh, let me fly!” she exclaimed,
“let me fly from this accursed chamber !—
I Rave courage; for any death were far
better than this.”

She sprung forward towards the opening ;
the youth delayed her but to caution silence,
and in another instant the panel had closed
behind her, and they were threading a nar-
row and masked passage in utter darkness.

The fugitive felt her hand grasped ; the
pressure was more significant than mere
guidance rendered necessary; yet though
trembling in every limb, and alive to every
suspicion, she offered no resistance. Their
flight for some minutes was as speedy as cir-
cumstances would admit, and then was sud-
denly arrested, and she could perceive that
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her leader was fecling for the deseentiof stairs .
They had scarcely found sthem,; and she was
:abeut to advamce, when the sound of .stepe
fell upon her ear so vividly that she -iwws-
giged them in the very same passage with
herself ; and presently she heard a ‘retuugh
growling voice, almost at her very ear, ex-
-claiming, in tones that mingled strangety
with the clang of steel harness—*‘ Heigho.
friend Conoolo, prince of the chained ancles
and branded back, send hither your mastexr
pany.
- ‘“ My master,” exclaimed a voice in reply
‘¢ 38 within, in his chamber, and I will maike
known his Highness’s pleasure ; but harh
*you, you foul-mouthed ravisher, if you don’
wish to be answered next time with a few
inches of my pocket-knife, teach yowm
tongue: fairer speech. It has drunk bette:
blood thaa yours before now, and for a:
slight provoeation.”
;- “ I nothing doubt it, sweet bravo,” waic
the first speakér, ‘““and will do so again ; bu:

11}
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do:my bidding, and we. will - be ™moss ceve-
menicus herexfier.” '

At this mowrent the maiden felt her hand
sleased from the grasp of her conductor, and
presently & deor opened within a few paces
of ber. The light from a chamber, on wheee
windows the last rays of the sun were falling,
penstrated her retreat, and she perceived
the shight figare of her guide glide swiftly
mto it ; the door then closed as noisglessly
as it bad epened, and she was again in dack-
asss. She listened, and could distinctly hesr
the voice of the youth, in earnest whispering
with one of the speakers who had first dis-
terbed her. The name of Lorenzino, who she
now felt convinced had been her deliverer,
awskened no increased comfidence. What
she beard, however, threw no light upon his
intentions or her ultimate destination.

“If I join you not before dark, lead her
—" and her most breathless listening
could not catch the next few syllables—
“apd 1 will assuredly join you there,” he
added more audibly. :

B3
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A series of doors then opening and
shutting announced the separation of the
speakers, and no further voice, sfzp, or
breathing, reached her. An hour which
seemed an age was then allowed to pass
away ; no fresh step had broken the still-
ness. When, nearly worn out with suspense
and weariness, she was meditating an at-
tempt to find the door, it suddenly again
opened, a dark broad form filled up its
space, and a voice harsh, grating, and
sepulchral, whispered to her to join him.

“ What have you got, child,” he asked,
‘ to repay a man for risking his neck to set
you free ?”

‘T have nothing,’’ was the reply,* save my
prayers, daily and nightly, for your behalf.”

* Come along, child,” he answered ; ““ we
can see to that when the doors are past.
Say no more, but keep behind me; but
stay,” he added, here is a weapon, a fair-
hilted toy of Lorenzino’s, with a blade like
a serpent’s tongue. It is never too early
to learn to strike; and now move on.”
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Her new guide moved in darkness as
confidently as other men move in broad day-
light, and withal with a footfall soft and noise-
less as that of a cat. The stair-head was
found, and descended ; another and another
flight followed, all of which were constructed
between two walls, so narrow as barely to
admit their persons, and without aperture
through which, at least at that hour, a
single gleam of light could penetrate.

A door at the edge of the last step yielded
to a key which revolved so noiselessly, that
even the maiden was not aware what de-
layed them. Utter darkness was still about
them. Another exit let them out from this
chamber ; and she perceived, by the cool
fresh air that blew upon her face, that she
was out of the building.

Her first impulse was to fly, but the heavy
dull pace, and the clanging arms of a sentry,
evidently at no great distance, suppressed so
rash a movement. It was well for her that
she paused in time, for she was not, as she
imagined, beyond the limits of the building.
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The dark .square walls of a quadmngle rose
on: every side of the court, and pni.ome-of
them. the.piled arms. indicated the quartexs
of the guard. Loud laughter .and :snatghes
of  ribald song broke upon the .alarmed
senses of the maiden, as she followed closely
upon the heels of her conductor, whoge
dark form moved on without hesitation.
He passed under a dark archway, which
led to a range of offices, and emerged
into-a second court, The measured tread
of the sentinels was still heard in contrary
directions, and to her surprise, it was di:
vectly across the beat of one of them ‘that
her guide now bent his steps. :

.+ 'The simple child of a solitary home little
kaew that the fluttering dress of a woman
was ever a sufficient passport with the out:
posts of that dwelling. Scarcely a night but
fresh challenges admitted ' them within its
gates, and opened to cast them forth as
refuse, when they had sated the various
appetites, to which, in privileged grada-
tions, like broken viands, they had admi-
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nistered; fiom the table of the prince, to the
mess df 'the guard-room, and the scramble
of the' stalls. The sentry, across whose
pith thiey: were mow moving, stopped on his
beat, to cast a look of disdain both upon the
git ‘and her conductor, allowed them to
open-and pass forth from the wicket of his
guard, and then at last they stood free upon
the open plain.

Once more the fleet imbs of the maiden
prepared for flight, but the memory of her
first sad failure, and her utter ignorance of
the eountry, at once shewed the imprudence
of the attempt. There appeared no hope
but in a temporary obedience to the direc-
tions of her leader; and he now strack
out with a quick pace into the open country.
Her back once turned upon that hateful
abode, no journey could weary her, no pace
be too quick for her impatience.

The course he took was towards the
foot of the hill on which stood the Villa of
Cajamo. A busy and neat village now bor-
ders the road which leads to Florence ; in
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those days cornfields, separated from the
highway by a bank topped with reeds, lay
immediately below the mansion. A bright
starry heaven was above their heads, and
the balmy air of an advanced spring breathed
bracingly, yet not rudely, over her worn
and shaken frame. A thrill of joy passed
through her when she perceived that, after
making a considerable circuit, their path
fell into some general and beaten road ; and
small as was the chance at such an hour of
any wayfarer straying thither, hope still
upheld her. It was possible that relief
might be at hand, as long as they kept to
the common roadway; and once, indeed,
she fancied she could hear the sounds of a
horse’s gallop not very remote from them ;
and so apparently thought her guide, for he
paused and bent his head to listen.

No word passed between them ; he again
moved on, and the young girl now ob-
served that their pace was greatly quick-
ened ; they still, however, kept along the
common highway, and as it occasionally
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winded aside to avoid the natural obstacles
of elevated ground or sedgy swamp, a dis-
tant glimmer caught bher notice, and to it
evidently their course was directed. Every
step brought her nearer to it, and it was
apparent that it was no accidental light, but
the signal marking out the whispered spot
at which Lorenzino was to meet her.

A few minutes of the rapid pace at which
they moved brought her to an old and seem-
ingly ruinous building,—half fortress, half
farm,—which stood a few hundred yards
aside from the road they had come, and was
surrounded by a clump of ancient and gloomy
cypresses. The maiden perceived, as she
drew nearer, that a horse already saddled
stood fastened to the iron window frames,
md presently the figure of a young man
emerged from the shadow of a deep recess,
and stood across their path.

A gignal notified the approach of the
guide, and the young Lorenzino de Medici,
her captor and her deliverer, stood beside
ber.



———

: * §-have been a8 good as-moy wond, dai
maiden,” he:said.. - “* You mugt be-wenridd
with your night walk, and the: fears- that
haunt the fugitive. . Come in, and :F-ran:
not offer you spiced wines, and the repan
of my libertine cousin, I can at least fins
you wherewith to appease hunger, and -per.
ehance a bed to rest your delicate and dver
wearied limbs.” :

If the youth meant mischief, it wasml'elg
never harbingered by a manner more piscid
or tones of voice more equable. Reluctan
as the young girl was to enter a second.-tinm
beneath’'a roof in company she had sagl
sianll reason for confiding in, she stil fel
that her position could scarcely be wore:
within the ruined and robber like building
than it had been in the mansion from whid
she: had escaped. Lorenzino spoke -and
poomised - fairly, and she had yet to leam
the unchaste motives that interested him
at no small personal risk, in her favour., -
+ A low Gothic archway admitted ber int
o vast, damp chamber, whose only furaitnre



nansd wiewghasily busts and chelk medels,
whish -had probably been. discarded from
the stadios of the villa of the magnificent
Lovenzo, swd whese only temants seemaed
bampsscore of bats and birds that love damp
asd derkness, and rats and reptiles that
shaye the inheritance of man’s works.
Loreszino bore in his hand a bruss
lamp, which he held down near the brokea
ad uaripped pavement, casting the light
befors her steps, and warning her of the
meny inequalities against which he had him-
se¥f stagmered. 'The manmers of this young
man, which in Ms after-life mystified a whole
peoplé, were now studiously calm and frank,
not intrading meore attention than a young
country girl might be supposed to need, or
than one whose delicacy bad but recemtly
been s0 atrociously outraged might be sap-
poeed to receive without rousing suspicion.
From the gloomy and ample hall by which
they had entered, ke led  her through
¥ chamber equally ruined and similarly
teamted, and pushing open a door at its
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extremity, ushered her into the only roo:
which retained any appearance of comfo
or habitation.

One extremity of this chamber containe
a bed, and opposite to it was a table sprez
with food and wine, and two seats. Lore:
zino closed the door behind him, and 1le
her to the upper end of the room. Pa
and scared, she obeyed mechanically, fe
there was a power of control in the caln
orderly, yet decided manner of her your
conductor, which, whilst it by no means i
spired confidence or allayed her apprehe
sion, still compelled her to submit.

“ You must need refreshment, maiden
he observed, as he placed her at the table
‘“ eat, ay! and drink wine also, for y
may have occasion for a hasty flight befo
daybreak. You will easily believe that tl
deed you have done is not likely to |
passed over as if you had struck an ins
lent clown. It was rumoured, as I le
Cajano, that you had slain him ; but it ma
ters little, for he well earned it!”
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“He did well earn it!” replied the
maiden, setting down a goblet of wine, of
which she had drunk not sparingly; ‘ he
did infinitely well earn it!” and her eyes
flashed wildly as she spoke ; * but he is not
hurt, far less is he slain. Would to heaven
that my power had been equal to my will !
I know that the cowardly boy still lives,
and that you have seen him since I left his
accursed dwelling! Beware! this weak arm
may not be so sluggish in defending me
another time 1’

Astonished, and for an instant thrown off
his guard, the eyes of Lorenzino turned to
the goblet from which she had drunk, and
then to her excited and glowing countenance.

A bright crimson spot burned like a living
fire in the centre of each cheek; a black
hollow circle surrounded her eyes, adding to
the blaze and the prominence of the flashing
orbs themselves ; and the remainder of her
face, her brow and neck, literally glittered
like snow from the contrast. Her glance
was intently fixed upon him, and she ap-
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penred to watch like 'a, tiger for the certif
ing,of some dark:syspicion, te:dart &t
throat. Lorenzino .was :less:of a -cowa
than his cousin, but he began 4o fear th
bhe had evoked a spirit whose presence w
full of peril, and whose expulsion.was &
youd his power ; for slight and. youthful-
was that young girl’s figure, her late seve
and well-nigh maddening trials had kindl
frenzy within her fiery spirit, whick ma
her as prompt to act as she was fearless
consequences.

. The rapid- glance of Lorenzmo ‘to. 1
goblet had not escaped her, and paobal
conscious of some high stimulant whi
made her bleod and brain dance within h
she bent every effort of remaining ca
sciousness to repel the singular and. fear
effects which she began. to feel opersti
within her. Lorenzino. had not withdra
his eyes from her changing countenance ;
had too well noted the first access of ra
which had attended the working potion, a
he .continued trusting to the stupifying i
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fiuence: with ‘which. he'knew % wast e suc-
eceded. : Graduaily ‘he perecived:drowsiness
rdaxing her features, and ‘the wifortumnate
girl began to foel numbnésy creeping throwgh
her flesh; her-eyelids became heavy: and
stiff,-and the long, dark lashes more than
oace drooped over the still sparkling and
lmguid ‘eyeball.: To the very last, as
kng a8 its’' powers lasted, her glance was
upot: him ; and though its fires became
gradmlly dimmed, it retained the power
to make him cautious, and to keep him
motisrless. There was, in the confidence
with which- the youth, hypoctite and liber:
tine is he was, now contemplated the gra-
dual drdoping of his victim’s strength, and
the quivering of her' eyelids, as they felt
and rese each time 'more languidfy, a species’
of satisfaction whick mastered his impa-
tieee, -amd strehgdxened ﬁimjgh it dallied'
with his passiens. :

Remote as they were: from - any human’
habitatien, or any -chance'of surprise, thie
house itself inhabited . by -biingelf #rd his
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menial only, he felt that his prey was
the net, and that though it might flut
feebly as he extended his hand to seize
~ such efforts were the last, as brief as tt
must be useless.

By degrees her lashes drooped more f
quently, and were lifted less lightly. &
made a movement nearer to the table, folc
her arms, and laid down her head up
them to take her rest. "When the hea
breathing proved beyond a doubt the effics
of the drugs she had swallowed, a sm
broke over the tutored brow of Lorenzin
_ he approached, and insinuated his a
gently round her slender waist.

*“ You are mine, my fair one!” he wh
pered ; ¢ mine, past struggle and past hel
We will give this taper form, these fl
limbs, and this young bosom, a more su
able resting place than this hard table !”

The helpless girl gave no signs of cons
ousness ; her arms fell to her side, and 1
head drooped upon her bosom, as he rais
her. Her senses were not, however, as
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had imagined, wholly overpowered; a few
minutes more had inevitably rendered her
resistless, feelingless, unconscious, as a
stone ; and Lorenzino, though endowed with
more than the craft of manhood, had yet
but the sinews and force of green years, and
slight as her figure was, it yet required all
his exertions to lift her as he attempted.
The pressure of his arms roused her from
her stupor ; a momentary glimpse of con-
sciousness flashed through her brain; the
shock was violent, and its effect appal-
ing. Every scene through which she had
passed within the last few days swept like a
whirlwind of flame across her brain. Her
features swelled, her eyes protruded with
alarming wildness from their orbits, and the
powers as well as the incoherence of a maniac
burst like a thunderbolt over her.

The arms of the youth were flung from
ber like withered reeds; she darted upon
him, swong him from the earth above her
head, and dashed him to the floor of the
apartment, where he lay without sense or
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motion. A wild laugh rung out over him-
what might well seem a fitting knell fc
such a doom. She then seized the sma
lamp, which still burned dimly beside th
half-drained goblet, and tossed it among
the bed-clothes. In a minute more tt
. whole room was one universal blaze.
Roused by the violent concussion of th
falling body against the floor, Concolo, h
grim guide, (that monster of a thousan
crimes and one virtue,—if so may be name
the most devoted love, the most unquestior
ing obedience to the merest wish, of the bo
he had held upon his knee in infancy,) burn
into the room. The thin and spectre-lik
figure of the maiden darted past him as |
entered, and laughing, wailing, and shriel
ing by turns, she fled away through t
darkness. '
The old building glowed like a vast fu
nace, rolling forth from every aperture vas
columns of hissing flame, and tossing i
luminous gusts of fire through the darknes
as the drier and lighter materials of th
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stables and outhouses became ignited. With
the blood gushing from his ears and mouth,
Lorenzino de Medici was borne through
the flames; the blazing rafters of the roof
crashed behind him, and his faithful at-
tendant stumbled more than once over the
flaming brands that were whirled about
him. The wild shricks and the more
startling laughter of the maniac maiden
still fell upon his ears, as the light that
shone about him made his efforts and his
peril equally apparent.

Depositing the body of the senseless boy
at a distance from the flaming ruins, he
again entered them; and seeking out the
stable, blindfolded the horse, which he had
but lately fed and tended, led him out over
the embers, and, placing his burden ‘before
him, leaped into the saddle, and turned his
head in rapid flight across the country
away from Cajano, which he knew before
long would have poured out its troopers to
the spot.

VOL. I. I
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CHAPTER VI.

Seaineg was verging into sammer, :
every tree, plant, and flower was rejoic
in the falness of its promise. The h
smiled with- their innumerable olives,
valleya waved with corn, and the heart of
husbandman was glad, for before him
;aromnd him was the promise of abumdant
... But these who lived in the cikies
Italy had other hopes than the harvest |
the vintage, and fears from which bright s
and a teeming sail had no power.to reli
them. From the towns and plains-of L
bardy, for so long the great battle-fisk
.the Christian . powers, each :day bro
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desolating rumours to the cities further
south. But when the sad tidings came
floating downwards, of the death of John de
Medici at Governuola, and of the scattering
of his famous Bande Nere, all further barrier
seemed swept away.from the path of the
desolating torrent, which, rolling down with
the impetuosity and ravage of the hurricane,
threatened the whole land with ruin.

It was in the first days of May, and the
hills and valleys of the Apennines literally
swarmed with men-at-arms and their at-
tendaut followers, the vultures and sharks
of all armies, rapacious gleaners in the great
harvest of plunder. Never sinee the days
‘of the Carthaginian had these rugged moun-
tains beheld so miscellaneous a herd of
mations, and their various costumes and
weapons, as was formed by the thousands
of asprincipled marauders who now crowded
under the standard of Charles of Bourbon.
Adventurers from every mation which ac-
knowledged thie wide sway of Spain; the
sweepings Of the armies of Italy; hordes of

12
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those wandering and unattached brigane
who were known by the expressive appell
tion of Bisognos; in short, all who had
mind to join in a bold adventure, dai
poured into the track of that rapid and irr
gular march, which, halting for no on
turning aside for no impediment, scornir
all the unimportant considerations of
commissariat, presented the stirring spe
tacle of every man in a general ra
of plunder; German, Spaniard, Sicilia
Fleming, and Bisogno, striving who shou
follow nearest to that mighty robber, c
whom the eyes of all Christendom were fixe
in wonder and dismay.

. The vanguard had reached the confines:
Tuscany and the Romagna, and then fi
the first time paused to doubt. It was n
from fear, nor was it from any seruples.of
late visitation of conscience; but, in trut!
two fair cities, tempting and rich, ar
abounding in all their hearts coveted, I
spread out below them. Had they bo
laid in the same line of march, there woul
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have been no question of their route ; but
the Arno separated two lines of country,
whose capitals were far remote, and it
became at once apparent that one or other,
Florence or Rome, must be abandoned.
So fully was this understood by each of
these unfortunate cities, that it was on the
lips of every one, that the ruin of one was
the only chance of safety for the other.

The halt they now came to served the double
purpose of affording time for considering
well before their decision became irrevo-
able, and of allowing the straggling bands
o fall together. Accordingly, the imperial
tandard, once planted, became the point of
endezvous to the forces of these adven-
urers ; and Bourbon himself, the sternest
isciplinarian in Christendom when need
equired, blushed as he beheld assembling
bout his banners the ragged marauders
elonging to no one; dark-visaged ruffians,
reaking all tongues, scarred in all wars,
ielding all weapons, and thirsting with the
1ssions of demons after every species of
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rapine and violence to which their rebel
leader hourly promised to cheer them on in
their march.

They had had artillery in their outset, but
it was soon found no easy matter to convey
it, at the pace at which the army mowved, up
the mountains. The difficulty was suggested
to Bourbon, in reply to his continued orders
for increased speed. The remonstrance was
not palatable; he paused, and after a few
seconds’ musing, answered with a smile of
irony and mortification—‘‘ Leave it! you
will find that also where you are going.*

‘The cannon was accordingly left, or rather,
like everything else which cumbered their
march, was hurled over the precipices of Alp
or Apennine, till the whole array beeame
in that admirable state of marching order
which moved with the velocity of a torrent,
and trusted to the daily seizure of distant
villages to administer to their wants. They,
in effect, carried nothing save a few tattered
and weather-beaten banners, heaps of rusty
armour, and their weapons. g
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- This. singularly. constituted force halted,
& we_have ssid, on the brow of the last
range of mountains which looks down on
the Val d’Arno ; and here Bourbon resolved
to wait till at least the nearest of his strag-
gling bands should join him, in order that a
eonncil of war might then be held to decide on
his fingl movements. .
. Ewery hour brought up hordes nothing
willing, to say truth, to be left behind, to the
retribution of outraged peasants. It was
sbout noon, the heat was intense, and that
morning before sunrise De Bourbon had
been in the saddle. His tent was already
pitched, and the heavier part of his armour
was laid aside. Gifted by nature with an
iron frame, which no fatigue could subdue,
it would appear that the intense toil of such
a mareh under a blazing sun was undergone
-with impunity.

- As he stood leaning upon his long sword,
watching the arrival of his ragged regiments,
the sweat stood in bubbles upon his brow,
and his body was bent till the floating plumes
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pearly touched his sword’s hilt. His coun-
tenance was drawn, and the paleness of
weariness and thirst contrasted strangely
with the dark bronzed tint which the sun of
an Italian May had burned into his cheek.
Troop after troop wheeled into view, and
banner after banner took their stations an
the plateau marked out for this rallying
place. By his side stood Philibert de
Chalons, Prince of Orange, a young man of
about eight-and-twenty years of age, of
laughing eye, blonde cheek, and a mien of
reckless gaiety, which triumphed over fatigue
and suffering, and communicated itself to
his sterner and haughtier companion.
Many a merry jest was passed at the ex-
pense of the assembling bands ; the haughty
brow of the Constable was unbent, and he
- looked upon the irregular and unsoldier-like
scrambling of his warriors with an indul-
gence which a spectacle of the kind rarely ex-
perienced from him. The platform became
crowded ; the confusion increased; horses
and men quarrelled for a resting-place ; when
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the gaze of the leader was diverted from the
mélée to the approach of a scout, who,
urging his horse-to no commodious speed,
dashed through the crowds, into his presence,
and announced the coming of Don Carlos
della Noia, the Viceroy of Naples, who
claimed separate quarters for a small body
of men-at-arms, his personal escort.

An expression of annoyance settled upon
the brow of de Bourbon as the tidings were
announced to him. ¢ Philibert,” he ex-
claimed to the Prince,  see and get these
rascals into some sort of order before this
pompous Fleming comes amongst us. What
can he mean by journeying hither to meet
ug?”

‘“ He bears your Grace, no doubt, a mes-
sage from his Holiness, the Pope,” was the
reply. “ The Don has been of late in the
Eternal City himself, and, probably, thinks
we bring too numerous a troop of guests to
the repast he there saw spread out for us.”

*“By St. Denis,” said the arch-robber,
“ we have an ill name in France, and our

13
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estates of Bourbon, so lovingly given up to
us by our fair cousin at Pavia, "are 'little
likely to be of much profit'; one or other of
these good cities, whichever be the richest,
must and shall, with Heaven’s aid, be sacked
to supply our treasury. The Don must
travel with a heavy exchequer, to buy our
ruffians northwards again. Bid his High-
ness join us at his convenience,” he added,

to the emissary ; ‘‘his wishes are law with
us; and, hark! Orange,” he said, in a
lower tone, ‘‘ muster oar honourable knights
to council ; it will be curious to see how the
soldiers of the Bisogno will be edified by his
Holiness’s paternal advice.”

The two leaders of the host separated ;
Bourbon to busy himself for the resuming
his march at an hour’s notice, and the Prince
of Orange to obtain some appearance  of
order, and to summon together whatever
leaders of name or command might aspire
10 a voice in the direction of the force.

A broad circular space was marked out
around the tent of Bourbon, and a band: ef
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personal . attendants, picke
frames, and the :stature
bronzed by campaigns bene
till they became vivid image
of Palestine, was appointed
unceremonious crowds of «
amongst whom a sensation ¢
nature had been produced t
arrival of a general of the E
whose consent it was presur
tion had been planned and 1
Preceded by an impo
cuirassiers, whose glitterin
and admirable equipments
gularly with the rusty and
of the hungry-looking and
tudes, came the Empero
Carlos, Duke della. Noia,
kingdom of Naples. His
highly disciplined veterans
of covetous curiosity upon
of their lawless countryme
about them to announce t
and gather tidings of the C
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Stern, haughty, and rigid, as though he
were formed of the very same material in
which he was encased, came the soldier of
a life of battles. His cheek was burned to
a colour nearly as dark as an African’s ; his
swart beard, as it fell over the collar of his
cuirass, seemed scarcely darker. His look
of disgust -and scorn, as he glanced .from
troop to troop of the ragged brigands herd-
ing confusedly about his path, was not lost
upon those about him.

When the summit of a small knoll was
gained, which commenced the plateau on
which the force of Bourbon was assembled,
this .iron veteran halted his men. A score
or two of lances rapidly cleared a space
sufficient. for his purpose, and a trumpet
was sent to announce his arrival. Greatly
to the annoyance of this arrogant represen-
tative of royalty, a messenger brought him
word that the rebel prince of the blood-royal
of France, the Constable de Bourbon, would
receive him within his tent. A stern struggle
of pride and necessity, whose workings were
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sufficiently manifest on every lineament of
his dusk features, passed.through his mind,
during the few seconds that he sat motion-
less in his saddle without deigning a reply.
Mastering, however, his feelings, whatever
they might be, he at last put his steed slowly
into motion, and rode, attended by a single
officer, to the tent of Bourbon. His stern
order in thus separating himself from his
troop was, that no intercourse be held, either
by word or sign, between them and the main
body.of the adventurers.

As far only as the entry of his tent De
Bourbon advanced to meet him. Every
trace of displeasure and suspicion had passed
away from the handsome and lofty features
of that bold warrior, and he now received
his guest with the unceremonious and frank
greeting of a brother-in-arms, yet with much
of the courteous warmth for which his nation
was not less then than now celebrated.

“You are welcome to our wild host,
moet . noble Don Carlos,” said the French-
man; “your coming may cause some show



182 THE BIBGE OF FLORENCR.

of order amongst your countrymen, for, t
say truth, mest of them that honour m
leading have as . little discipline as ducat
You have, doubtless, come to shew us-th
way to mend our case in both particulars.’

“I come neither to meddle with the
wants nor their supplies, noble Duke,” sai
the Fleming; ‘ their discipline I have eve
heard to be more the thought of the
leaders than themselves. As for the
finances, soldiers’ purses, my Lord Duk
as we have both known before now, ai
seldom weighty. Your followers seem, ¢
far as I could observe whilst passing among;
them, to have coined their cannon in
money. Or have they,” he asked, with
sneer, ‘‘ dispatched them, with their othe
light and more valuable baggage, in a
vance ?”’

‘“Faith,” replied the Frenchman,
think it likely the guns and the - bagges
may be found together; and - should yor
Highness come across them, you: will ¢
well to seize them for the Emperor’s se
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vice. But in the meantime, if you have
ought of consequence to advise us, we
have our knights and gentlemen in presence
to receive your wishes.”

La Noia cast his eyes about the circle of
assembled leaders of this ribald host, and,
to his surprise, beheld and recognised many
nobles and warriors with whom he had
served in campaigns and battles without
wamber; and in all probability, had his
own career been less gilded by the lucky
accidents which fall to the lot of few in a
soldier’s life, his chance would have been
cast amongst them.

“ I bad little thought, my noble brothers-
in-arms,” said the stern veteran, relaxing
from his reserve, ‘‘ as I made my way with
to much difficulty amongst your riotous
and disorderly rout, that look more like
galley-slaves than the soldiers of our Lord
the Bmperor, to have found so many noble
gentlemen amongst their leaders ; and I am
Yet at a loss to comprehend the utter scorn
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of all discipline amongst them. Were it
not that the fame of our noble profession is
perilled in their persons, their present plight
would be rather ludicrous than aught else.
But passing over such matters, I am in
hopes, my Lords, that the tidings I bear,
and the arrangements I have made in my
Emperor’s name with his Holiness, may, in
some sort, give time and means for rectifying
the errors.”

The last words of this very innocent good
wish excited a sensation which passed like
electricity around the circle of his listeners.
The Prince of Orange alone received the
announcement with a smile. Pledged, as
he knew were the most solemn promises,—
nay, the very hopes of rescue from utter
beggary, of all that eager crowd of pennyless
leaders,—it would have been difficult, indeed,
to one who could look calmly on, and con-
trast the pompous manner and the cool
assumption of the Sicilian dignitary, with
the bankrupt nervousness of his audience, to
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bave witnessed this scene without a feeling
of amusement. There was no smile, how-
ever, upon the brow of the Constable.

“Craving your Grace’s pardon for inter-
rupting you thus early,” said the chief, with
much impetuosity, “ I am umwilling that
these noble gentlemen about me should,
during your communication, suffer pain
from imagining, whilst I listen with that
patience which courtesy requires, that the
promises I have made them are about to be
brought into doubt or question.”

A murmur of applause succeeded this
open avowal of an unchangeable purpose ;
and La Noia was allowed again to resume
his communication.

* With the promises your Grace has made
to these noble and needy gentlemen, my
Lord, I presume not to meddle ; and indeed,
® I assume not to have been made ac-
quainted with their nature, there is the less
danger of my purposelyinterfering with them.
Charged as I have been by my Imperial
Master with the care of the government of
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LowerItaly, I have lately found it to his Ma-
jesty’s interests, in conjunction with the noble
Lord Don Ugo di Moncada, Marquis : of
Pescara, to proceed further against the tem-
poral ruler of our holy church than one of a
delicate conscience would, but under impe-
rative necessity, willingly consent to do.
Having, then, shut up his Holiness im the
Castle of St. Angelo, and possessed ourselves
of his palace and the free entry to his city,
we were enabled to persuade him to a fitter
sense of the church’s interests; and he
eventually subscribed to certain terms of
agreement with the noble leaders of our
forces, and with me in behalf of our Sove-
reign Lord, Don Carlos the Fifth, whom
heaven long prosper. The purport of this
convention, my Lords, as it may materially
tend te influence your movements, I will,
with permission, proceed to lay before you.”

“Tush! my Lord Duke,” exclaimed. De
Bourbon, abruptly; ‘ what have your con-
ventions to do with our present purpose?
Clement offended you, and you entered his
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city, and there stayed till you thought fit to
leave it. ‘These tidings we had from our
couriers before we left Bologna; and the
iss and outs of the business have lost all
zest for us. We shall expedite our affairs
mare to our satisfaction now that you have
made us aware of your entertaining ad-
venture, if you will listen to our only pre-
sent subject of doubt, and then honour us
with your good counsel,—which, as one prac-
tised in these wars, and possessing, no doubt,
an intimate knowledge of the cities which
lay somewhere away in the smiling country
below us, may be of singular serviee to your
Emperor, and of no small personal con-
venience to this host of gallant, honourable,
and somewhat impoverished gentlemen.”
Thunderstruck by so bold an interruption
and daring questioning of what he had an-
nounced as his Emperor’s pleasure, the
Fleming cast a look about him, as though
doubting whether sentiments so disloyal
conld meet with sympathy in the bosoms
of those about him. As for the speaker
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himself, he was one in whom, after all, b
had little right to expect aught but a traitor
counsel.

“You bear his Majesty’s commission, :
I have also the honour of doing,” replied t}
astonished Viceroy; ‘and though I ha
been only instructed that the general ten:
of your Grace’s orders were to countera
the views of the army of the League, ar
am, consequently, wholly unenlightened
to what you can propose by a speed whi
far more resembles a flight than any order
military enterprise, I am still fully awa
that, in furthering your views, I am obeyi
the will of my master. Your Grace h
only to point out in what my advice c
assist you, and I am quite ready to affo
it.”

‘ To propose, then, our doubts to a ve
simple solution, my good Lord,” said ]
Bourbon : ‘‘ this gallant army has hurri
thus far, and arrived in the plight y
were pleased to remark upon, for the pt
pose of seizing by assault, and sacking,
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or other—if both be out of the question—
of the cities of Rome or Florence ; and we
pray of your Highness’s experience to inform
us which of the two will conduce the more
essentially to the purposes of the Emperor,
seeing that both of the said cities have joined
the League ; and further, which of them offers
the best means of compensating these worthy
gentlemen for their hasty and uncomfortable
march. It is but reasonable to add, that
our prepossessions are in favour of a visit to
his Holiness.”

“ Had your Grace listened to me to an
end some few minutes since,” said La Noia,
“1 was about to satisfy you that I have
myself come but now from Rome, and that,
on certain conditions highly advantageous
to his Imperial Majesty, I have under-
taken to avert the scourge of such an
army as this from that city. If you are,
indeed, so straitened for the aids and ap-
pliances of march and maintenance, and
nothing less than the sackage of a city will
suffice to the present state of the Emperor’s
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findnces, and the discipline of his forces, I
can only add, that I am not aware that his
sacred word is pledged, either by himself or
his deputies, to consult in any degree the
convenience of the pampered and riotous
city of Florence.”

‘“ Well, noble gentlemen, kmghts and
brothers-in-arms,’’ said the Constable, * you
have heard the suggestion of our Emperor’s
Viceroy, to seize and sack the capital of the
plebeian republic. It contains, I doubt net,
a remedy for most of our evils, and promises
a speedier term to our march. It is matter
of supreme indifference to Charles de Bour-
bon which it be. Do you think of it, my
Lords !”

At this moment, and whilst a murmaur of
‘the amicable conflict of opinions respecting
the choice of one of two nearly equally good
things was busy within the tent, - tidings
were whispered in the ear of the young
Prince of Orange, and by him communi-
cated to De Bourbon. The eloquent glance
of the latter brightened with an expression
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of mixed joy and humour, as he exclaimed
aloud—

*¢ Usher him in! usher him in, man, with
all speed! Hark ye, gentlemen,” he con-
tinned, ‘‘ we have a visiter to our camp
who may throw some further light upon the
wisdom of our choice ; an emissary, if I un-
derstand aright, from the reverent burghers
of Florence on their own account.”

All eyes were fixed in eager curiosity
upon the entry of the tent, expecting to see
some comfortable citizen in his warm civic
robes,—the creditor perchance of half the
hungry nobles whose all was in this last
venture, and who reasonably might be ex-
pected to point to the Eternal City, as his
only chance of ever again seeing the ducats
he had in an evil hour been persuaded to
part with.

. To the astonishment of the assembled
oouncil of warriors, 8 young man, scarcely
out of boyhood, splashed with travel stains
from head  to feot, staggering with fatigue,
with a face on which there existed not a
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trace of the very faintest colour, yet withal
of a shrewd, calm aspect of eye and brow,
and a bearing which no presence of noble,
whether warrior or robber, could abash, was
led up to the Duke de Bourbon, and his
errand—** Private communication from the
citizens of Florence’’—was announced.

The Duke, and indeed ‘most of those
around him, were struck by his extreme
youth, and even more by the deplorable
state of fatigue with which he was strug-
gling. _

‘ Bring the lad refreshment,” said the
Constable, *“ if our camp possess any ; you
can pursue your deliberations in the in-
terval, and decide also, if so please you ; and
when the youth regains his powers of speech,
we will hear whether his citizens object to
the advice of the noble Viceroy.”

The murmuring, accordingly, still con-
tinued, without any heed of the presence of
the youthful emissary from the city,—the
lives, liberties, and honour of whose sons
and daughters were discussed by one of the
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v codes of morality. A crust
d some diluted spirit recruited
rces of the young Florentine,
few minutes’ conversation with
f Orange, who held in his hand
als, De Bourbon made a signal
and then asked if they were
receive the tidings from the
he Tuscan republic? A general
consent was the reply ; and the
hen, turning to the youth with
nien of indifference and banter
1ad maintained throughout, and
far to convince those who best
hat his own mind was fully made
im if he bore any useful advice
gOVern an Over-numerous army
quarters within the city. A
it be your Highness’s pleasure to
pitality,” replied the youth, who,
er may have already conjectured,
esco the student, and who now
with a look of arch simplicity
ed the gravity of Philibert of
K
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Orange, and was not without its effect u
the brow of De Bourbon, ¢ I trust, we shc
be able to give you that welcome wk
would be most suitable to so honourable
chivalrous a following. The Ccitizens
Florence, hearing by daily rumours f
your Grace was in direct march for Ro
were anxious, notwithstanding their dome
troubles, — harassed as they are by
griping avarice of his Eminence of Cortc
their crops preyed upon by the legions
the League, and their exchequer drained
the exactions of the Medici,—could not fai
direct their attention to so numerous a fo
of noble warriors, and to send timely wa
ing of the straits which must inevita
befal them, should their march be direc
through the states of the republic, impov
ished as I have described them.”

‘ By all the saints, young man, you co
not raise a bugbear greater than the phant
of poverty and empty purses; and, to lis
to your tale, the burghers of Florence :
scarcely richer than ourselves; in wh
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- a better credit in Christendom
t.”

dit, my Lord Duke,” replied
» by no means small, as many

able leaders of this host may
eir actual exchequer is scarcely

at of his Holiness. Inaddition
beg to suggest that the army of
es encamped within a stone’s
walls, provided with all the fur-
that an army needs, and that
inceto prove as great a nuisance
. as they have long been to the
hey would therefore hint the
lways with deference to your
ent, of hastening, as much as
- journey to Rome.”
v knightly faith,” exclaimed the
the burghers of Florence have
ssenger that may teach us better
, it has yet been our fortune to
excepting his Grace Don Carlos .
the very essence of diplomacy.
and God’s speed if we go onour
K 2
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way in peace, and the army of the Lea;
well furnished with all the equipments
war, about our ears, if we tarry or turn a:
in our march. This youth’s wit may quic
your counsels, my Lords!” eyeing the c
posed and somewhat humorous countena
of the youthful emissary with a glance bet
which warriors and leaders were wont
quail. Don Carlos della Noia could
longer curb his passion.
““ Who or what is this youth?” he
- claimed disdainfully. ¢ From whom does
bring credentials ? or what right have
rabblement of this city to send embassies
princes and gentlemen in his Majesty’s ca
mission ? There are noblemen, my Lords,
Florence allied to the blood-royal of Franc
the family of his Holiness, the law
governors of this unruly commonalty ; ar
if advices are to be sent, it is fitting tI
the emissary should be theirs. Who
this boy, that comes here with his story
the army of the League ? an army, beitsa
disposable at his Holiness’s will, and whic
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consequently, were it even as formidable as
he who has probably never looked upon an
armed array before would fain represent it,
can do nothing to oppose forces acting in
convention with Pope Clement. Were I one
of this host, my Lord, my voice should
be, to carry your banner to the Palace of
the Priori ; to go where, if there be some
risk, there may be also some hope of glory.
Tell us, young man, who heads this army of
the League, and of whom it is composed,
that a threat of it should turn aside an array
like this ?” _

“ Your Highness,” replied Francesco,
“can scarcely be ignorant that our citi-
zens sympathize little with the forces of
that convention; nor can it have escaped
your hearing that Francesco Maria, Duke
d'Urbino, is its leader. The forces, if I
am well informed, are the same which,
under their late leader, John de Medici,
discomfited, nay, utterly routed, the lances
of Bayard and the legions of France, when
fell that noble knight and mirror of chivalry.
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And as such I thought myself not p
suming too far in hinting that a needy ci
zuarded by such a power, might offer a I
tempting prize than an open country, thicl
peopled by busy and opulent cities, |
treasury of the Pontiff, and the residence
the wealthiest citizens in Europe.”

? exclaim
De Bourbon, abruptly, ‘“ in the reasoni
of this youth, excepting, perchance,
chapter of the poverty, there is mt
wisdom and fit matter for our guidan
The army of the League, my Lord Vicer
is by no means a subject of contempt ;
we remember well the deeds of their bl
bands, and their late gallant leader,
Bigrasso, Garlasco, and elsewhere; :
though we have no more objection ti

“ Under favour, gentlemen,

others to fighting when it comes in our w
yet, if the truth must be confessed, fight
is at this moment only a secondary pleast
and altogether subservient to the prime :
indispensable object of replenishing an
chequer which has suffered overmuch
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these wars and marches. Fighting is not
likely at any time to be beyond the reach
of those who dwell in this land, and, for
ought I know, Clement may do as many of
his predecessors have done before him, and
give us glory as well as tribute. But as
we are wasting time, of which we have least
of all to spare, let us speak frankly with
this ambassador from our calculating and
good friends of Florence. You have been,
no doubt, young man,” he continued, ad-
dressing Francesco, ¢ commissioned to drive
a fair bargain with us, and to subscribe to
reasonable terms. We quite well perceive,
a8 it is necessary to enhance the price of
our services, that if we once turn our steps
to the Vatican, the army of the League de-
camps from before the walls of Florence, and
vour citizens once more send the Medici on
one of their periodical travellings. Now, if we
are willing to do this, and to help you to the
unmolested enjoyment of self government,
it is not unreasonable to expect some few
thousand ducats to speed us on our march.”
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““My Lord Duke,” replied the youtl
‘it would be an ungenerous thing to den
that any cause which relieved our stat
from so grievous a burden as an army
so many thousand hungry Lombards, Swis
and Sicilians, would be a lasting benefit t
our city; and it would appear equall
certain that, disencumbered of all obstacl
to a rapid movement, the forces of the Dul
d’Urbino in following, would relieve us, ar
in no way incommode you. Your Grace,
casting your eye over the credentials I h
the honour to place in the hands of tl
Prince of Orange, will perceive that I a
no envoy of those who govern in Florenc
but only of the illustrious individuals who:
names are therein signed; that any stip
lation which their eagerness might induc
them to make for their countrymen mu
depend upon a ratification by a free goven
ment, which they may never, perchanc
establish, and that, certainly, such offerit
would under the circumstances be scarce
worth tarrying for.”
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A signal of impatience from Bourbon put
a stop to further reply. “ You may leave
our presence, young Sir,” said that dis-
appointed leader ; ‘‘ and these noble knights
will decide upon their march. An hour
hence the camps are struck.”
The young emissary of the Florentines
was led out from the tent; and such was
the general disorder, the total absence of
all restraint, that he was allowed to mingle
with the various groups that lounged about
the tents, and to join his word in the topics
which were agitating all minds.  All were
"anxious to question of their destination, and
of the cities of the south. His answer was
universally the same, namely, that so stern
was the rule of the Medici in Florence, and
so griping the avarice of the Cardinal who
ried them, that their city was utterly
drained of its last ducat, to pour into the
coffers of the Pope.

The debate still continued in the tent of
the Constable,—the leader himself affecting
utter indifference as to the ctoice of the

K3
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assembled officers; and Don Carlos dell
Noia, urging vehemently his word, pledge
to his Holiness, and pointing to the banks ¢
the Arno, the metropolis of Tuscany, and if
rich guilds, the palaces of its over-wealth
citizens, and hinting in terms sufficientl
intelligible the untold treasures of its sum
tuous temples.

The pennyless leaders of that host wer
now becoming nice calculators, and th
only subject of debate, if honestly acknov
ledged, was the greater or less value of th
prospective booty.

At a point of their doubts, when th
question was about to be put to the vote:
there broke upon the ears of the ast
nished council, first, the sound of a confuse
murmuring, and then one general univers:
uproar, in which thirty-thousand voice
mingling in a wild, fierce clamour to Heaver
called upon the name of the Eternal Cit)
‘“ Rome, Rome!” * Death to the Viceroy!
“ Come forth, noble Bourbon, let us march!

Such was the startling and thundering cr
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which terminated in an instant the sitting
of the council.

A smile of triumph, and a flash of unsated
ambition, broke over the countenance of the
leader of this tumultuous host, when the
sound first became distinct. * Then to
Rome be it ! he exclaimed.

The enthusiasm of without communicated
itself to those within the tent, and all joined
in the wild inspiriting cry of ‘ Rome, Rome !”
The tents were struck, and within an hour
the whole of that lightly equipped rout was
once more in full flight. The little remnant
of order that had been observed in their march
hitherto was now destroyed ; and Rome, the

city of the Ceesars, their sons the offspring of
heroes,—as much, says a modern censor, as
worms were the offspring of Brutus,—be-
came the prize of Bourbon and his brigands.

Lingering on the verge of the plateau, on
which so vast an array had been just en-
camped, sat the slight figure of the youth
Francesco, whose breath had set them in
motion as easily as if it had been spent
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upon a feather floating on a summer caln
There was a smile of contented triumph c
his cheek, as he watched band after ban
mingling their banners and hurrying |
heedless confusion down the mountain
~He was spent with his exertions, and I
stretched himself along the turf, still fo
lowing, with a glad glance, the trouble
downward torrent, as it fell in a dens
column on the plain. The clang of thei
shrill trumpets was borne past him on th
still air; that sound grew fainter, the vas
crowds became less distinct, and in an hou
more not a form, save his own, kept watcl
on the deserted hill, nor was perceptible o
the plain below.

The last gleam of the receding weapon
had been lost in the distance, and the las
banner confused with the dusk shadow:
springing from behind each stone and tree
through which they had slumbered through.
out the heats and glare of midday, and ye
the youth, in a fit of weariness and moraliz.
ing, mused upon the victory he had achieved
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and the promising yet misty future, and, per-
chance, at times of the not inglorious hour of
his return to his native city. The sun was fast
setting, and the sinking beams came hori-
zontally, yet without dazzling his vision.
Another hour and he was aware that dark-
ness must be over all things; yet such was
his fatigue, the violence of his late exertions,
and the feebleness of an exhausted frame, -
that he continued to sit immoveably gazing
upon the vacant space through which so
gorious a vision had but lately passed,—
vhen his attention was for a moment
arested by the rustling of the foliage about
him, and the heavy tread of steps behind
bim. He turned, and at the same moment
his hand sought his dagger. He had not
passed the last few hours amongst robbers
ud murderers to little purpose; for blood
rmained behind their bivouacs, as frequent
8 the charred soil and black embers behind
agipey’s halting-place, and corpses marked
their track, scarcely less frequent than
broken branches. Behind him came with
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a quick and striding pace a figure so colossal,
and arrayed in garments of so singular a
fashion, that he was at a loss to conjecture
either the character of his profession or of
his intellects.

Standing on the brow of the mountain,
and in the full blaze of the descending sun,
the vast stature of this solitary wanderer
appeared far to exceed the most liberal pro-
portions of human nature. His frame was
broad and angular, and his chest herculean ;
his arms long and muscular ; his feet and
hands jointed cumbrously, as if, like the
statue of the Assyrian’s dream, brass and iron
had been modelled into the construction of
that superhuman frame. His head was bare
and partly bald,—his face full of millions of
minute wrinkles ; but his eyes, though not
large, were blazing like the orbs of the Alpine
vulture.

This huge and solitary man was clad in
robes of the coarsest texture of the poorest
order of mendicant friars. A solid chain
of ponderous iron was rivetted round his
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waist, to which was appended a rosary that
hung below his knees ; in one hand he held
a club, knotted and jagged, of rude oak,
and the other grasped the saddest of all
tokens of mortality, a human skull, polished
like ivory by constant handling.

This singular traveller far surpassed all of
the grotesque and the terrible that the imagi-
nation of the youth who now looked upon
him had ever pictured. A few moments and
a few strides devoured the distance between
them; and as he approached, Francesco
perceived that his steps were unsteady, and
that his vast limbs staggered ; that there was
the foam of great fatigué¢ creaming his lips,
and that his mouth and cheeks gave evident
signs of what his muscular limbs and robust
figure had well concealed,—namely, an ex-
treme old age. No sooner bad he reached
the spot on which the youth stood to receive
him, than he threw himself prostrate upon
the earth, and groaned as though flesh and
8pirit were about to part.
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“ Water ! water! young man, and a cru
of bread for Christ’s love!” he exclaime
““ Have the locusts eaten up every livis
produce of the fair earth ? It is plain to s
by the vitality trampled out of the ruin
soil, that they have passed here but latel
Heaven pardon me that I think of the
movements when life is flitting for ve
emptiness ! Have you food ?”

*“ Take your rest, my friend, and tight
your girdle,” replied Francesco, ““and I w
step aside and bring you what refreshme
I have in store for my own journeying.”

The aged giant spread out his vast lim
upbn the trampled earth, and murmured ov
his lot, whilst the youth withdrew, and fro
his saddle-bow brought forth a spare me
which, he truly said, was no abundant pr
vision for a single rider. When he deliver
it into the open palm of the famished ma
its minuteness appeared pitiable : the finge
clutched it, and the glittering eyeballs start
ravenously, as though it were prey slain aft
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a combat. Before it touched his lips, he
raised his glance to the pale thin cheek of
the youth, and paused.

“We are far from human habitation, boy,”
he exclaimed, ‘and, if I judge aright from
your meagre cheek and hollow eyes, you have
fed scarcely less recently than I have ; one
of us must famish before another sunrise.
Three days and three nights have I strayed
upon these mountains, and, save snow water,
nothing has passed my lips. I might have
fed upon human flesh till my bowels were
gorged, could I have eaten such foul carrion ;
for Bourbon fattens the banquets of kites
fora thousand miles round. Answer frankly,
have you more in reserve ?”’

“I have not,” replied the youth ; “but I
am less nice in my appetite than your
Reverence, and could eat my horse before I
would starve.”

“Horse |” exclaimed the monk, or what-
ever he was; ‘‘then Heaven be praised !
we may share this scanty crust, good youth,
and yet hold out till we reach human aid.
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Which way have the robbers taken,—
Florence, or to Rome ?”’

“To Rome, my father,” exclaim
Francesco, smiling ; ‘ whither, to say trut
my business does not at this moment lez
me. They do not tarry on the road, and
your Holiness accompany me on my journe;
you will scarcely overtake them.”

“Bring forth the steed, good youth
replied the wanderer; ‘‘ our journey may 1
together some miles yet, and I may chanc
to do you a service worth the one I am no
asking of you. Know you in Florenc
Zonara the apothecary ?”

‘I do, father,” replied the youth ; * a thi
man, of grave mien and good repute
reckoned amongst the most learned of hi
learned profession in our good city.”

“You shall bear him a line from Fr
Brandano,” said the traveller ; *“ he practise
more professions than that of mediciner.”

*“ And the service your Reverence mean
to do me,” replied the youth, with moc!
solemnity, ‘ is the honour of an intra
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duction to this learned personage? To horse !
to horse ! at once, my father ; the boon leaps
mightily with my present business, so let us
begone.”

The horse was led out, and received with
but slight good-will the double burden, of
which the share not legitimately his own was
by far the weightier. Their course lay by an

indifferent pathway down the mountain.

Dusk met them on the plain, and shortly a
darkness, dense and moonless, closed around
them.

Whatever might be the nature of the
converse during that long and lonely ride—
and it was not without its influences on the
career of both—it signifies not at present to
mention. The first service of Brandano,
and it was of no small consequence, was the
piloting of their way through the desolate
country over which they were travelling.
Once in the plain, their pace quickened, and
after an hour or two of quick riding, they
saw, at no great distance, as their road
wound, the blaze of a thousand watchfires.
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“There is the encampment, my good
friend,” said the youth; ‘‘ they will tarry
for two hours, and you may join them as
you propose.”

“‘And I will join them,”’ replied Brandano ;
* but before doing so, the least good office
I can render this gallant steed and yourself
is, to conduct you where you may both find
food and rest ; that is, provided always that
you have the money to purchase it. I shall
still be in time to join those light-limbed re-
probates before the vanguard is in motion.”

The horse readily obeyed the new direction
of his bridle, and a few minutes more brought
them to a small hamlet, whose few straggling
cottages stoodapart, in all sorts of inaccessible
positions. To one of the meanest of these
most miserable dwellings Brandano turned
the horse’s head, and the clatter of the hoofs
speedily brought its tenant to meet them. He
was an old man, who appeared to have out-
lived double the duration of the years usually
allotted to human life. One-half of his body
was bent horizontally, and every mortal
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Such cheer offered little hope of recruit-
ing the over-worked appetites of a healthy
steed and a youthful rider; but a few words
whispered by Brandano had the effect of
prbducing some mouldy chesnut bread and
a few pine nuts.

Far more wearied than famished, Fran-
cesco drew together the dry fagots, and
threw himself upon them, to snatch a brief
repose, whilst his fellow-traveller undertook
to tend and stable his steed. Sleep came
not, however, so readily or so soundly as he
wished, and the long querulous mutterings
of the old man tended little to promote it.
From time to time the hoarse tones of his
singular guide, controlling the eager sugges-
tions of the old man, roused him. The
effect of the few broken sentences that
reached him awakened his curiosity, for it
would appear that there was some idea
floating through the old man’s brain, of a
profitable use of the stranger thus unex-
pectedly fallen under his keeping. He
continued, however, still struggling with
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the stupor of his weariness, till the door of
the hovel was opened and then closed, and
he perceived that his guide had gone forth.
Presently, the self-colloquy of the old man
was resumed, and Francesco felt the full ne-
cessity of keeping his own watch. Moving
about the hut, and wrangling from time to
time with the patient quadruped, sole com-
panion of his old age, the old man at last
threw himself down upon the litter, and
scraped from an obscure corner under the
trampled and sodden straw a small chest,
which his trembling fingers had much diffi-
culty in finding. A scanty light fell upon its
contents, and the youth, forgetting that it
possibly contained the hoardings of a hun-
dred and ten years, was astonished at be-
holding a heap of the very smallest coin in
currency (ten of them would have gone to a
modern farthing), but in quantities that
would have defied calculation. The old
man plunged his shaking and withered fin-
gers into the heap, and turned them over
and over. Seated beside his treasure, he
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thus continued muttering and chuckl
regaling his eyes with the only vision
life retained of any worth to him.

This amusement continued, without
note of time, till the door again opened,
the miser was surprised by the re-apy
ance of Brandano. Deafness was of co
added to the other infirmities of the
man, and he was not aware of the pres
of the intruder, who stood over him
eyes gleaming with an expression of
doubtful import. Had these two wort
combined to rob their guest to his
farthing, it would have made little differ:
to Francesco ; for all the worldly subst:
he could call his own consisted of scar
more than an equivalent for one of
minute coins which the miser still hel
his hand. But such would not have 1
the case, had the copper store of the n
been laid under contribution.

A. cry broke up feebly from the crac
voice of the old man, when his eye re
upon the figure that stood over him
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scrambled up with what speed he might,
clutched his hoard, and prepared to defend
it with his life.

“Dotard !”” exclaimed the giant, *“ hide
away your hoard of pitiful savings, and
begone !”’

Murmuring unintelligible threats, the
wretched being threw the rags of his gar-
ments about him, and hurried forth from the
hut. Francesco rose up without further
summons, placed a slender coin under
keeping of the quadruped, who alone re-
mained, and prepared to leave the hut.
Brandano accompanied him, and walked by
bis side till their roads lay asunder.

“Think not harshly of the old man,”
he said, compassionately, ‘“ for my sake,
for he is my father! He is in his dotage,
and is preparing masses for his soul here-
after. Let us think of him no more. You
have seen two generations of us; wait till
you have seen the third! We shall meet
again, and now adieu !” Brandano left him,
and the horse of Francesco sprang lightly

VOL. I. L
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on his way. When the clatter of his hoof:
was no longer audible, and Brandano founc
himself alone, he turned his face toward:
the still blazing watchfires of the camps of
Bourbon, and hurried on his journey.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Since the return of the Cardinal of Cor-
tona and his wards from their promenade to
visit the chiefs of the army of the League,
and the welcome they had met on their
return to the city, it will naturally be sup-
posed that they felt small inducement to the
repetition of a similar visit of ceremony. It
would appear also from the aspect of the
city that the commotion of that day had
not wholly subsided. The partial and
menacing outbreaks were, it is true, visible,
like the smouldering and nearly spent
embers of some conflagration, only after
dark ; but the inflammatory materials of

L2
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which that stubborn and stiffnecked people
consisted offered every hour fresh cause of
alarm. Any one of those riotous knots of
young idlers was capable of igniting at a
moment’s notice a flame quite as fierce as
had been the original fire. Every precaution
was accordingly taken which the fretful
vigilance of a most timid governor could
devise. Every avenue leading to the Palace
of the Priori was day and night guarded by
numerous bands of soldiery. The Palace of
the Medici had become like a vast garrison ;
and the gates of the city presented a spec-
tacle of bustle—of the mingling of armed
men, and the vexed and harassed peasantry,
amongst whom hourly squabbles ensued ;
and of the departure and return of couriers,
which made Florence far more resemble the
centre of a state at war, than one in subjec-
tion within, and with an unresisted army
without its walls.

It was about noon of the day following
the events recorded in the last cliapter, when
an unusual herd of flying peasantry began
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to pour into the city, and spread abroad ru-
mours of some vague and appalling disaster,
which set the whole city in a ferment, and
shook the timid spirit of the Cardinal of
Cortona nearly to its dissolution. Rushing
out from every roof, whether of the palace
or workshop, there swept from all parts of
the city thousands of eager and terrified
citizens, towards the usual rendezvous under
all periods of excitement, the square of the
Palace of the Priori. Whatever was the
cause of the panic, it seemed equally to
paralyze all ranks, and followers of all
parties. All that could be collected from
the affrighted peasantry were wild his-
tories of the sudden pouring over their
plains of a deluge of half-naked and sun-
scorched warriors, whose stay was so brief
s scarcely to outlast the stupor of their
unlooked-for coming, and yet whose track
was marked by all the atrocities which the
tongue most skilled in picturing human
miseries could portray. Their property
was seized in an universal scramble, without
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even a voice raised to spare what could b
of no avail to the spoilers. There wa:
they said, no attempt made at division, n
appropriation, either by general orders or b
mutual compact, but a simultaneous rus
for the temporary possession of all things.

The sudden appearance of this band
miscreants had been the signal for as gener
a flight as so extended an array made pra
ticable. Those on whom the vast wheelir
bodies had closed, like an extended net, tol
of the natural yet terrible sequel of tl
visitation ; their wives and daughters ha
been subjected to as general an appropri:
tion as the rest of their property ; all seeme
animated by the same insatiable and u
restrained passions. Such were the terrib
tidings that were murmured from tongue |
tongue of the assembling multitudes. Eve
hour fresh .throngs, pouring into the tow
brought tales of similar horrors, and the ci
swarmed with frantic crowds, wailing ov
their violated daughters and their ruine
homes. Every sentinel had long been swe]
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away from the city gates, and the calamity
was of so astounding, so debasing a cha-
racter, that men’s thoughts seemed to have
no topic in common with governments or
their mutations.

Posted by the gate of St. George, and
searching with a keen eager glance amongst
the crowds which poured past him, appa-
rently for some one whose coming he awaited
with impatience, stood the towering figure
of Francesco Ferrucci. The crowds which
his eager glance thus minutely scrutinized
continued the same, and the extravagance
of their cries and gesticulations seemed to
excite in his mind neither attention nor
sympathy ; his glance travelled from one
convulsed and agonized countenance to
another, with one single intent—that of the
scrutiny which occupied him. - His search
had long been fruitless ; the tide of fugitives
still increased ; when, at last, flying on the
outskirts of the stream, he distinguished the
slight form of a single rider, who, drooping
to the saddle-bow from weariness, still urged
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on his foaming steed towards the gateway.
As the gallant horse was spurred amongst
the crowds struggling for admission, the
hand of Ferrucci was laid rudely on his
bridle; the rider turned his head, and the
recognition was instantaneous ; he bent
down, and whispered the word ‘‘ Rome !”
Ferrucci’s hand fell from the bridle; both
turned, and the rider again spurred on
within the gates. The city was silent, for
though every class of its inhabitants were
abroad, and grouped in knots throughout
the squares and streets, all idea of tumult
seemed merged in the general panic. The
tramp of that single horseman resounded
hollowly through the streets; but before he
had gained his destination, a humming
sound, like a multitude put in agitation,
reached him; and presently, an outcry,
‘deafening and startling the senses, broke
forth in one astounding voice behind him.
“ To the palace, to the palace!” was now
as general and as simultaneous a shout as
had lately been that which rolled in echoes
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of thunder from Apennine to Apennine, of
“ Rome, Rome 1”’

The rider quickened his pace, but before
he descended from his horse there came a
general rush of the still clamorous multitudes
into the piazza. To add to the now awakened
uproar, the huge bell of the palace, surnamed
“ the Thunderer,” sounded the signal for
the assembling of all classes beneath the
respective standards of their crafts. No
summons was ever more promptly obeyed
than this in Florence. Banner after banner
was seen fluttering over the heads of the
crowds ; and the citizens, separating them-
selves as well as they were able, assembled
about their different leaders. The voice of
wailing, that had so lately rung through the
city, now swelled into a shout for vengeance ;
and this thirst once excited, there seemed
men amongst them ready still further to
imitate. Glancing from banner to banner
were seen the emissaries of those who, having
raised the tempest, now toiled to direct it.
Not asingle soldier had been seen to attempt

L3
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interference ; for the panic from which t
city was awakening by some highly inflamn
tory stimulant was still over them. Witho
instructions, lost in the immense crowe
and scarcely comprehending the meaning
this new and singular impulse, they remain
inactive for a time, till, finding themsels
disregarded alike by their rulers and t
populace, they joined as others did in 1
general stream to the piazza.

To the surprise of all men, a her:
brought forth from the Signori a summc
to the chiefs of the various trades, amou
ing to many hundreds, from all quarters
the town, to present themselves instantly
the palace ; for the hall of the great cour
was preparing for the great popular :
sembly. An astounding national acc
mation—a prolonged and thundering sou
of triumphant jubilee—received this virt:
declaration of exile to the Medici, a
success to the cause of liberty. The mo
effect was instantaneous and highly curio
When the first bursts of wild exultati
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had subsided, from a tumultuous band of
most lawless rioters, the assembled throngs
were converted into important and orderly
personages, with the solemn demeanour of
citizens, who, if not actually legislators to-
day, may become so to-morrow ; and whom
sach an opening to civic distinction makes
wisely appreciate the blessing of private
wealth, and the sanctity of hard-earned
gains. Accordingly, whilst the deep and
solemn tones of the huge and stirring bell,
the proclaimer of all changes in the state,
rolled over the heads of the excited multi-
tudes, their outcries were hushed by the
majesty of its thunders, and shortly its deep
solemn voice alone disturbed the stillness
of the coming sunset. In the meantime the
ball of the Eight Hundred was rapidly filling,
md it was easy to perceive that the more
prominent portion of its assembly, on this
occasion, was far otherwise constituted than
it had been on the last tumultuous entry to
the palace. It was now, as though by
popular accord, thronged principally by
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citizens of the higher order, men who h:
carried on for years, under the rule of tl
Medici, the actual government of the r
public. The Gonfaloniere of the city was n
the fiery Guicciardini, whom we formerly sz
occupy that distinguished post, but an illu
trious citizen of the family of the Neri; a
he now assumed his seat at a council pu
posely assembled to re-model the gover
ment.

Seated opposite to that dignitary, and
the very same position he had forme
occupied in the council before describe
sat the most popular senator of that da
the most honourable in the character histo
bears of him to our own ;—Niccolo Cappor
‘—and still, as formerly, leaning for supp
on the back of his chair, bent the frag
form of the youthful student. His cheek w
languid and pale from faintness, and look
the more startling from the singular b
liance, the wild and fever-like glare
uncontrollable triumph, that flashed frc
his prominent and unsettled eyeballs ; a
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men were seized with unfeigned wonder,
when, after silence had been obtained, and
the chief magistrate had invited the deputies
of the city to make known the people’s will,
this youth, raising his trembling frame as
well as he was able, craved to be allowed to
proclaim the tidings he had borne them.

“ I might even yesterday, fellow citizens,”
he said, ‘‘ have borne hither the glad tidings
of Bourbon’s march to Rome. May Heaven
spare the Eternal City from his rapacity !
But I bent aside from my direct route home-
wards, to scatter the intelligence amongst
our obliging guardians, who have so long
pleasantly quartered themselves in the plains
of Empoli. I waited till I saw D’Urbino’s
banner in motion. Heaven grant that he may
overtake the ruffianly hordes of Bourbon !
And should both hosts be annihilated, the
better for this afflicted city, which both
would prey upon. I am but now from the
abandoned camp of the army of the Medici ;
and had it not been a duty to bear the
tidings earliest to your excellencies, I should
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have announced to his Eminence of Corton
and his youthful princes, that their frien
were marching. Our meeting this day
to establish our own government, and o
first thoughts will naturally be directed
enlisting in our service the paternal counse
and care of the first, and wisest, and best
our fellow citizens. Let us not in our n
cessity weaken our decisions by the ser
blance of a doubt. The scrutiny will
for the election of those on whom our min
cares devolve, when our leisure is greate
Our first great act has been by acclaim,-
for thus the council of the Eight Hundre
has been re-established,—and so let o
second be. I propose for our city’s Gonf
loniere, Niccolo Capponi, the people’s frien
the son of a citizen who saved his countr;
one whose only ambition has been the r
demption of his native city, and whot
wisdom will be its best safeguard !”

So rapid had been the transitions whic
within the last few hours had swayed th
minds of the citizens, that, carried away b
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the impetuous feeling of this confirmation
of all their hopes, no calmness remained to
them to consider either about right or expe-
dience, and this singular proposition was car-
ried through the assembly, like the former,
byacclaim. Bat in the universal shout that
caught up the name of Capponi, and amidst
the gesticulations of delight which accom-
panied its utterance, it escaped the observa-
tion of most, that the herald of this public
triumph, the youth who had risen from a
sick bed to achieve this feat, and who had
for days spent scarcely an hour out of his
saddle, had exhausted the last remnant of
his strength in the accomplishment of his
purpose, and had at last fallen, behind the
chair over which he had leaned.

There are few chapters in the annals of
this mutable people more highly dramatic
than that which records the peaceable re-
assumption of their rights, and the dismissal
of the Medici once more from Florence. In
the first council assembled by the newly

. elected Gonfaloniere, whose office was to
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last for three years, and whose powers w
of a far more extended nature than th
confided to the magistrates under the 1
mination of the expelled dynasty, it v
decided that a deputation should wait uj
the Cardinal of Cortona, and request him
go out peaceably, and without loss of tir
from the city; suggesting the expedies
of his instant cession of the fortresses
Leghorn and Pisa, receiving in return

city’s guarantee for the security of the p
sons and properties of the obnoxious fam:
and even (an act of clemency never bef
under similar circumstances imagined)

enjoyment during their absence of the rig
of citizenship, and such eligibility to

different offices of the republic, even to
highest, as was possessed by others. Wh
the friends and faction of the Cardinal w
thus reaping the fruits of that act of lenie
which had been designated as cowardice
the time, but by which the lives of so m:
citizens were spared, when the cannon !
been planted against the masses during:
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and style of her persuasion are highly cha-
racteristic of the speaker, the reader may
be amused to see them copied from the
pages of a contemporary historian :—* This
lady,” says Segni, ‘‘ as famed for her pru-
dence as for her loftiness of spirit and gene-
rosity, with a countenance full of contempt,
and features beaming with decision, entered
into the chamber in which these young
princes were consulting with-their guardian,
and elevating her voice to a pitch that car-
ried its accents into the room adjoining, and
were heard by all, exclaimed—

“¢<Even I; who am but a woman, would
become a laughing-stock if I were to delay
so long as you have done to accept an offer,
which, if not the most creditable, is at least
the safest and the most indulgent which,
under the circumstances, you have any right
to expect. You should, before matters came
to this pass, have so conducted yourselves,
so governed this state, as to have made
against your hour of misfortune friends
who would have maintained their fidelity
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towards you. You should have copied the
gentleness and benevolence of my ancestors,
who governed with discretion, and not as
you have done, with tyranny. They had
friends in their adversity. But you, with
your mode of ruling, have made known to
the whole world that you come not of the
blood of the Medici! You,—and Clement,
who has fitter claims to a jail than to the
tiara— why should any of you be aston-
ished that you are become objects of scorn
to a whole city? To the devil with the
greatness of our family, as far as I am con-
cerned or care for it. Get you gone out of
this house, and out of this city, to which
you have no claim, either by birth or merit ;
be quick and put an end to this hesitation,
for I will be the first to declare myself your
enemy, and I will no longer endure your
stay beneath my father’s roof !’

The result of this mode of reasoning was,
that the Cardinal and his young friends made
al speed to begone. It was in vain,”
exclaims the sedate Giovius, ¢ that Messer
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Hippolito told the lady, courteously, that
she was utterly insane and mischievous ; no
terms would move her. And thus by the
villanie di una Donna were the fortunes of
this great family pushed to extremity.”
Adieu, then, to this generation of the
house of Medici! They had learned already
by experience that exile by no means im-
plied ruin; and this departure from a city
they had misruled, if not altogether palatable,
was so far not without consolation, that it
afforded them the opportunity of bearing
away with them the remembrance of their
countrymen’s courtesy. The young princes
have occupied some few pages of our narra-
tive ; and although their deeds have not been
edifying, it may not be courteous to refuse
to accompany them a stage on their journey.
The ears of his Eminence of Cortona and of
his wards, doubtless, tingled with their
valedictory address; and finding, probably,
a more ready reply to the husband than they
had been able to do to his lady, they must
have made the honour of their escort more
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distinguished than pleasurable to the re-
nowned citizen Philippo Strozzi.

Merrily pealed the bells of every church
through the reformed city, for never had
any change in this most changeable state
been less bloody and more complete. The
deep tones of the temple bells of Santa
Croce, whose every toll broke over the
graves, and shook the very coffins and bones,
of the immortal band of patriots and states-
men, warriors and sages, who slumbered in
its vaults, challenged their brothers of San
Lorenzo, which responded mournfully over
the tombs of Cosimo and Lorenzo! *‘ Joy,
joy!” for a mine had been sprung which
bad annihilated their enemies ; and though
the sons of liberty themselves stood on the
very brink of the abyss into which they had
hurled their tyrants, they could still con-
template and provide against their danger
in freedom.

No fairy scene was ever brighter than
that which broke over the astonished vision
of the young student, when first his eyes
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opened from the long dream of his stu
The face of his friend, full of sorrow,

before him ; but the glorious roof above
head, the walls beaming with gorge
frescoes, were not those of the Palace of
Capponi. They were the first external

dences of the change of things whick
had laboured with so much bodily suffe
and so much risk to bring about. TI
enviable emblems of temporary sovereig
the robes and the baton of the Gonfaloni
were about him. The historic achi
ments of departed heroes beamed in t
glorious and sunlike colouring from wall

ceiling. An unsteady brilliancy of the ey
a sparkling, like the uncontrollable flas
of the spirit’s inebriation, of pride, trium
and tenderness—betrayed his instant c
sciousness of the change. There was in
mute appeal of that first glance to the r
decorations of the state apartments, as
quent a congratulation as any words cc
have expressed. There passed rapidly c
the pale cheek of his aged friend, when
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beheld this first gleam of intellect and health,
an emotion which he felt he could ngt
bave controlled, and he yielded his place by
the couch on which the youth lay to one
who, though feeling deeply, even too sen-
sibly for her peace, he knew had a right to
be the eloquent medium of his gratitude
and her own.

Bending her superb and graceful figure
over his couch, with a pale face and a
heaving bosom, Francesco beheld the noble
lady, Eugenia Capponi. When his glance
bad regained composure, after its first
rovings around that scene of his triumph,
and turned to meet that of the fair girl
bending timidly over him, the deep intense
look of violent and overstrained feelings
that beamed upon him, awoke, in the bosoms
of both, feelings of embarrassment allied to
pan. The emotions of that young fair
creature were wro,ught to their very highest
pitch, and the long intense gaze of mingled
admiration of his gallantry, and his devotion
toher parent,—of pity for the feeble state of
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overthrown energies which kept him tk
speechless and prostrate before her,—and
the truth may be acknowledged, of hom:
to the power of that lofty brow, that snos
tintless cheek, and the dark beaming ey
over which the lashes drooped languidly
had exhausted her powers of self-restrai
The colour passed rapidly from her chee
the tears leaped from their fountains ; and
buried her face in her hands ; till at length,
an impulse to which she had nearly yield
her head drooped, as though its more fitt
pillow would have been the bosom wh
lay so still that it scarcely seemed to harb
life. Exhausted as he was, Francesco fou
it less difficult to take her white fingers fr
her cheek and press them to his lips, tl
to find language to utter consolation or
couragement. It was several minutes bef
a word was spoken, during which the yo
closed his eyes, in pity to the embarrassm:
of the agitated girl. When the first fee
tones of his voice fell upon her ear,
colour rushed back into the cheek of |
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maiden in blushes that deepened till her
very flesh burned; whilst his own, in
melancholy contrast, became, if possible,
even ghastlier than before.

“ Dearest young lady,” he said at length,
slowly, *““it is not in pity, far less in cold-
ness of heart, that I would counsel calm.
Were your tears for my infirmity, I would
bid you be comforted ; for an hour’s calm
after scenes of such joy as this will bring
speedy remedy for ills so insignificant. We
have achieved a triumph which will cover
the name . of your honourable house with
fresh glory ; and that I have been the happy
instrument of such an event, is of itself
sufficient object to have lived for.”

The maiden listened to these first tones
of a voice tremulous from excitement, with-
out the power or the attempt to reply.
There were at that moment, in the feelings
which heaved her bosom, some which had
nothing of sympathy with the triumph of
which he so deservedly boasted.

‘Were I a member of your noble and

VOL. I. M
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ancient family, lady,” he continued, ‘]
could not be happier, nor indeed prouder,
than I now feel, though of lineage as un-
exalted as that of the poorest and lowest of
those who aided in our triumph.”

“You dwell more upon the accident of
birth,” replied the maiden, ¢ than it merits,
in a commonwealth where each year nobility
of station is achieved by deeds far less noble
than yours. Had you toiled thus arduously
for yourself, your reward had been as
brilliant as are now my father’s fortunes;
the burden of our gratitude had been
lighter ; and though I must have honoured
you as all do, I should not have——"

‘“ Watched thus, like a guardian spirit,
over my sick couch,” added the youth.
“Had I done so, fair maiden, my blood
would have ebbed away unheeded on the
pavement of this palace, and your tears
had never flowed over my wounds or my
memory. Other eyes might have streamed
with tears, as they strained their dim glance
from the summit of the rugged Apennine,
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for the form of a beloved friend that was to
return no more; and another heart might
have broken, when the tidings came that an
unknown student had poured out his blood,
the cheap purchase of his country’s libe-
ration. Oh! I have been too long stretched
upon silken couches; my limbs grow ener-
vated, and my very soul, from luxuriating
upon your sweet presence, your looks and
vords of pity, grows selfish and faithless.
[ have other duties, lady, besides the stern
wrvice I have paid my country; and every
bour I thus dream away goes heavily charged
with tears and sorrow, to hearts that have
beat for my encouragement through life.”

The youth paused, and a tear stole silently
down his cheek. “ I must go again to my
mountain home,” he added, impatiently ;
“Imust search all places where the mise-
nble find refuge, or it may be too late.
Intense sorrow and wounded love may not
long bear up against desertion.”

The young student tossed restlessly upon
hiscouch, and, seemingly unconscious of the

M2
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presence of the affectionate
who still bent over him, gr
anguish.

“You are unfit, as yet, to
said the maiden, timidly. °
message that I can bear ?-
she added, mournfully, yet w
and averted eyes, ‘ that ma
to the bosom of one who -
bidding, though life itself w
forfeit 2 The tenderness,
earnestness of the appeal, rot
to an excitement which mac
for the revelation she had had
to solicit. He took her hand
own ; his cheek brightened ; h
his very lips fluttered. But
that young creature’s glance,
eye, turned aside his purpo:
moment that the speech tren
lip. He gazed for a mom
working of her excited and
and the impetuous current ¢
impulses were rolled back icy
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arned away his face in silenc

onfidence to impart, maiden

A pause ; « none, at least, th
d, or fitting for your hearin
ler to be calm, and to rega
o what only I can do, and y

charity where it may restc

apponi made no further rep
ng with a strong exertion 1
a nearly bursting heart, ¢
er seat and left him. O
rivacy of her own chamber, -
further restraint upon the
emotions. ‘¢ It is too true,”
« it is too true ! his senses ]
e deadened ; the springiness
heart may be trodden down °
yut the image is too plainly tt
strength returns it will be a
yeen! He may pity me, he
1e ; but he loves another bet!
. heaved with sobs, till her
ightening about ber, and the
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affectionate parent had now come to solicit
the presence of his daughter. Pained and
for the first time alarmed for the peace of
mind of his child, he folded her to his bosom,
and instead of pressing the invitation, as
had been his intention, to accompany him,
the expression of his first wish gave way to
a recommendation to calm and rest.

‘¢ Our spirits, Eugenia,”” he said, ‘“ have
had enough to shake them, and a day or
two of privacy will fit us better for the duties
of our new life. Or, if not, the cares of
our office are not for you. If it please you
better to cheer the sick couch of one to
whom your father owes life and distinction,
who shall prevent you ?”

‘ No, no, my father,” exclaimed the sor-
rowing girl; “ 1 am ready to share, as a
daughter should do, equally in your toils
and your triumph. I have been hitherto
the confident of your hopes ; it is but my
due to be the sharer of your success. Ihave
before now trembled for your life; let me
witness and exult in your glory! But at
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this moment, my father, the summons comes
suddenly, and to say truth somewhat grat-
ingly, and I fear me that red eyes and a
swollen face might furnish matter of jeers to
some of your audience, who may chance to
be not of the most polished order of our
commonwealth. A day or two of repose is
all T ask for, and thenceforth your lieges
shall meet with dry cheeks and a smooth
brow.

“So be it, then, Eugenia,”” said the fond
parent ; ‘“ we will name to-morrow for our
first meeting with our friends. It shall be
the first scene of our new honours, and 1
would that that, at least, should be a cordial
one. I dream not that our young friend has
gained us a couch of roses, nor indeed that
my life will have many scenes so bright
s the one with which it is about to open.
Weare in stormy times, and among stormy
spirits, and I know well that when the gala
of a week’s novelty has gone by, Niccolo
Capponi will be the least of all citizens a
subject of envy.”

M3
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¢ Hush, hush, my father !”” said Eugen
“you are speaking treason against our g
city’s chosen ruler, and as little in harme
as are my tears with all the clamorous vi
and wild shouts that shake these old wa
and with the busy bells of our ci
churches.”

‘“ Keep for me, at least,” said the old m
with prophetic solemnity, ¢ a refuge fi
cares if théy should come; keep for m
calm and smiling home, Eugenia; let
sorrows eat their way into this gentle :
fair bosom. An upright conscience I
bring balm for the wounds which
ungentle contact of public cares must ne
hourly inflict; but for a parent’s he
wounded through a child’s happiness, beli
me, sweet girl, there is in this world
solace.”

‘A happy home, dearest and best
fathers,”” said the maiden, ‘ shall indeed
yours whilst your daughter lives, and, w
Heaven’s help, a smiling brow and a li
heart also. No, no! fear not, my fatl
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that the sanctity of your retreat shall be in-
vaded with unfilial sorrow,””—and the tears
again coursed down her cheeks,—** fear not
that your image shall be disturbed in a loving
and dutiful heart. We have been much tried
of late, and, to say truth, have been through
all our lives better tutored to meet happiness
than sorrow ; but even that too, if it come,
we will learn to struggle with. Your home
shall be a happy one.”

Such was the termination of the first in-
terview in which Eugenia had ever met her
parent with a tear upon her cheek. Tears
were the harbingers of the happiness she
was promising, and a long and affectionate
embrace the first earnest of its reality.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Tae month of May was drawing to
close before Francesco the student had -
gained strength enough to rise from the t
to which a tedious illness had so long c
fined him. Agony of mind, springing frc
the most harassing of all doubts, that of f
welfare of those in whom every interest
life has been staked, had prolonged
extreme feebleness, and at times awc
serious alarms for its fatal termination ; a
when he was at last enabled once again
admit the cheering light of Heaven to |
couch, there was a shade of melancholy
his brow, which yielded not to the gen
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The power of a scene like this was nc
wholly lost upon him. An expression c
pride passed over his features, as he remem
bered that he had influenced the destinie
of all on whom he gazed. When once th
energies of his youth were again awakenec
he was enabled to look more fairly upo
the future and the present. He was abot
to go out once more, unconscious of th
fortune that might await him, and wit
only words to offer, in gratitude for the ur
ceasing watchfulness of the gentle and lovel
girl whose devotion had hitherto receive
but small thanks. He had been long dc
mesticated in the house of Eugenia, an
though the eyes of men were not by to pr
into the tender cares and confidences of
sick chamber, he felt that it could only t
utter inability to carry his infirmities else
where that could excuse the long series ¢
services he was exacting, and, above all, th
prolongation of a luxurious residence whic
he must eventually leave, to reassume th
homely garb of a profession on which b
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the well-known footfall reached his es
and the fixed, softened, and affectionate lo
with which he met her, and the gentlene
yet the warmth, with which he raised ]
hand to his lips, for an instant repaid 1
for days of doubt and nights of weeping.

¢ It is a cheerful and sunny day, Eugeni:
said the youth, ¢ that I have chosen for :
entry amongst my fellows. " It was a day L
this, when I was first thrown upon yc
sisterly care ; and how many sad ones hs
intervened since, during which, but
your charity, the long and sweet patier
with which you have sat by me, and w
your gentle voice gave me courage, f
powers of endurance must have utte
failed me.”

 If T have, indeed, helped to cheer y
” said the maide
“ to wile away the irksomeness of the hot

under your afflictions,

you bave spent against your will bene:

" my father’s roof, I have acquitted myself

a small part of the debt we all owe yc
You have been, indeed, too long kept aw
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arrayed courtiers and clamorous suitors, yo
will not be wearied by the importunities «
one who could add little to the brilliancy ¢
such a scene; but you may yet occasionall
see the humble garments of the poor studen
who will come at times, as heretofore, t
gladden his eyes and heart with your lovel
ness and goodness ; bringing a grateful hea
to pay his homage ; seeking nothing but tI
gentle looks which have been too prodigal
lavished, whilst other thoughts shared the
influence, but which, when the cold inte
course of an abrupt and selfish world is abo
me, my heart will at times yearn afte
You have been already too generous, lad
to make me fear that when I am away yo
will cease to remember me. I go forth in
a world that I shall scarcely know agai
after the scenes I have of late been famili:
with ; but sooner or later we must both hav
awakened to reality, and an abrupt wakin
will fit me, at least, better for the duties th:
await me.” He extended his hand to bi
her adieu, but she covered her face, an
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station for others ; but when once his foc
step crossed the threshold of the palac
he became again the poorly clad and penn
less student that he had been before. T!I
reflection that had of old taken the sti
from poverty had now lost its power ; t!
glorious post of amanuensis to one who
pages he well knew were for immortalit
had now fled utterly from his mind, as h:
the wonderful writings themselves, and the
divine author. Yet was there, in the crox
of memories that held his soul in bondag
a support, of a nature not hitherto known
him; and though he was passed by a
jostled, as his garb had been from infancy,
submitted with a smile, and passed on 1
way in peace.

His first visit was to the house of Buor
rotti, and he was welcomed with the ki
warm welcome of a parent. But of t
tendnts of his mountain home he could lea
no fresh tidings. That benevolent man h
made a second visit to the wilderness ; b
excepting that he had found the aged fems
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by ; he was rapidly nearing the home of
infancy. And then when the monarch |
that bent their sombre branches above
cottage grew into distinctness, belting
ridge of the distant Apennine with deep t
all the misery of that home, as he had
witnessed it, recoiled upon his heart li
desolating blight. He paused for aw
and when the hope that upheld him rece
like a bright vision, the nearer he approa
his home, his strength too failed, an
threw himself for awhile on the warm e
as on to the bosom of a parent, til
moment of temptation passed away.

A single thought had sufficed to pros
his energies; a hope indefinable, yet
powerful, again roused him ; he sprur
his feet ; he was again in rapid motioi.
steps were on the hill’s side ;—when a s
like a distant scream reached his ear.
paused, and his wholeframe trembled. V
he looked upwards he beheld the flntt
of a female dress, upon the ridge of tn
on which she of old used to await and v
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is coming; and then, darting down-
., uttering scream upon scream, waking
wild echo of the undulating hills, came
ure—there was -no mistaking it—it
the fair girl, whose return was now as
pected and singular as had been her
yce. His bosom beat too tumultuously for
, minutes to allow him the power to move
meet her. He was still chained to the
on which those wild sounds had first
hed him, when the maiden was before
and in his arms. Her bosom heaved
hough the heart within was bursting. He
ve to move her from him, that he might
- into her beautiful features, and assure
heart of the recovery of his treasure ;
| then it was that her voice returned to
, and she uttered a succession of shrill,
d, piercing screams, and emitted cries 80
oherent that the cheek of her amazed
ener became cold and white as marble.
He folded her again to him, and then, a8
ough regaining confidence, she somewhat
laxed the convulsiveness of her grasp.

VOL. 1. N
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For the first time he was enabled to catc
glimpse of her features, and that one r
mentary glance sufficed him. He stagge
and would have fallen, but that she suppeor
him ; his arms dropped, and she bore him
with as much facility as manhood might
up infancy.

¢ Let us sit here awhile, Teresa,” said
youth; “ for I have been ill, and have jo
neyed far, and I feel faint and weary.”

The maiden laid him down, with as mt
gentleness as that with which the leaf dr
from the tree in Autumn, seeking its win
sleep in the bosom of earth, its mother. §
took his hands, and knelt down beside hi;
but the youth turned away his face, for
shock was too terrible and too sudden.

“ Will you not look on me, beloved
said the young girl, plaintively. “If
knew how patiently I have stood on
mountain’s top, watching from dawn
starlight, through the dews and the scorch:
suns of noonday, for your beautiful fo
between the pine-branches, closing my e
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ice of the mocking winds, as
1 of the folly of my hopes, you
n your face thus away from
ek is pale, beloved,—pale, and
11 Have they borne you away
e regions which the monks
he dwelling of unclean spirits ?
re loathsome, and dark, and
ook up at me, dearest ; is my
nd changed as yours is? Are
lamp and stony cold as these
them in my bosom, dear one;
1y have breathed over my cheek
Jut there is a fire burning here
Jow the wild horses chased me,
mons plucked at me, and the
up at me!”
phrensy again seized her, and
to him, twining her arms about
rieking, Shield me, shield me !
y! the moon is hidden ; there is
o find a hiding-place before the
s her; let us fly! But, alas!
gshe said, chahging tone and
N2
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manner, with a plaintive and startling
pidity ; ““ alas! you are already weari
my limbs were ever fleeter than yours,
even they are well nigh spent. He can
no. further,” she murmured;  and

tramp of their accursed hoofs is ring
each instant louder in myears! Frances
beloved ! I will carry you !”

No persuasions, no resistance would ax
She raised him in her arms, and strov
ascend the hill.

1 am now rested, sweet one,” said.
youth ; ¢ place me down, I can fly with t
whither thou wilt. Thou hast told me
tidings of our mother ; — how fared
during my absence ?”’

““ Alas | poor soul!” said the fair g
‘ she has been ill-cared for whilst I
away. Her intellect is so shaken that
at times scarcely knows me: she sits by
cottage door, where falls the sunshine,
she listens to all stray sounds, and t
with the winds and the waterfall, of I ki
not what. She takes little food and no r
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gunset the tears flow over
7 very heart aches to see th
ak to her about Yyou,
o pitifally that I wee
mes as she does. I took
nber ; for I thought that if
, could be awakened, those
surely waken it; but she
s dead and gone hence;
1 body cumber the earth,
\d the comely are taken av
els have pity on her ! I fea:
ng for this world 1”
arm round the young
esco_climbed up the hills,
" the branchy pinnacle ¢
th whose brow was the h
iling garden, the joyous
is most melancholy home.
hee here, Francesco,” sa
your sudden coming WO
, shock for her infirm fra
before, and tell her that *
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- Astonished at the incomprehensible bles
ing of tenderness, of thoughtful love, &
terrible wandering, Francesco did as
companion bade him, and waited whilst '
light and childish figure sprung down
deep descent, and went upon this errang
love. Utterly without any means of c
. jecturing the cruel cause of the wreck of
pure and high an intellect, he natur:
attributed to his own absence the wither
change. And. then how bitterly came c
his memory all those hours which he
spent - listening to a sweet voice wh
thrilling accents had lulled memory int
soft slumber, and had been ever borde:
on a subject which maidenly simpli
could alone have hesitated to call love,
-gazing with delighted eyes upon a f
-stately, voluptuous, and queen-like.

The light garments of Teresa. ag
-flutteved upon the door-way.of the oett:
- and she beckoned to him . to descend..

‘his surprise he found his parent in & &
.of mind much improved since he had
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her. As she pressed him to her

n it throbbed as though the heart

in were bursting; and the mute elo-

ce of her look conveyed instantly a

prehension, to its full extent, of the

mity that had fallen upon them, in the
terious infliction of one 80 dear to both.
ced, the shock of the poor girl’s re-
carance had produced an effect directly
osite to that which he had feared. It
ht have been expected to complete the
rthrow of her remaining intellect ; but it
j recalled it suddenly from its wander-
5. Oneof those singular trains of ideas
ich so capriciously governed the conduct
Teresa, led her to busy herself in the
ner chamber that was called his own;
d Francesco seized the opportunity of her
Jsence, to question his mother respecting
e sad events which had changed the
spect of his happy home into such an
bode of desolation. All that she could
¢ll him threw little light upon the mystery-.
- “When you returned not to us at even-
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tide as usual,” she said, ‘“ tl
girl watched and wept, and,
out, whilst I slept, to seek 3
How long she lingered w
these desolate mountains I
she has never reverted to th
night. Day after day I lo
her return; I fancied that
wandered to the city to s
prayed that no evil might bet
a corrupt and heartless pe
had lost all hope of ever a
or you, I found her one mon
bending over my bed as of «
ing the daylight from my e
done thousands of times be
Francesco! the awful wildne
eyes—the fearful convulsiv
derings, and mutterings of |
shrieks! You will soon be
them as I am. Yet inall tt
that concerned my comfort
discerned no change in her.
I weep, and she has tried
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wiser ones: than these. I will leave: you
more ! you shall go re more:to-the hill’s s
to wait . for me, but we will wander auti
the golden fields together; we- will lister
the sweet music of 'the solemn pines, wt
birds, innocent and beautiful.as you
have their happy homes, and- will conw
with us_ of pature’s works. Our hilis
starry caverns, where the waters dance
.ously for ever, and sheltered walks,
beds of all odorous plants ; they, too, ha
voice, my beloved, and whilst they give
their . harmonious songs to heaven, I
interpret them for thee! Come hom:
my bosom, poor child! I have ever be
brother to thee from thy infancy: what
I not be now?. You shall hear and
_.and feel, with my senses, till our intel
. become -blended, as. our hearts and -
affections have ever been!” = 1 .
The poor girl spruag into.his: arms,
the tears dropped.: from her long lashes-
his neck, whilst her heart ;aohbed and he
against his bosom. . .- .
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eyes that had filled +
were fixed mournfully
in the pursuits he pla
tion. All possibility
decided change seems
felt none of the weal
had risked, and well -
what now seemed to |
deed ; and he poured
vows, to cherish life, t(
to personal enterprise
he had hitherto sougt
energies of his soul
healing a malady whot
table.

From that day begu
never surely was one
gisted in. He soon f
no power to control |
cordingly closed then
mind wholly to new
science. From youth
and known the gentle
ing, and he was not d
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-goad. that -urged; their: powers, he did:n
conceal from her that .they also shared
the fruits of autumn; and- that man, th
driver, too often shrunk beneath a far mx¢
cruel stimulant. Noonday saw them
clining, side by side, under the shado
branches of the stately pine, where it c
the pictured tracery of its infinite folia
over the sparkling waters of the refresh
broak ; watching the untiring insects, wht
labours his patient glance had learnt to d
tinguish from their seeming sportivene
and listening to the joyous voices of ths
weak ones of their race that cheered th
industry. When their steps turned o
more homewards, beneath the starlig
guided by the glancing of luminous insec
:which abounded in every bush and fus
Francesco each day noted the success
his labour of love, by the progress wh
that stricken heart had made towards cals

Summer had yielded to the joyous-d:
of autumn; they bhad witnessed the I
labours of the reaper; the harvest was
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the earth, but every plain ¢
ed with the glad voices of

ing holiday from toil ; and Fr
ot yet turned his mind backw
_world of the city, which la}
that on still evenings he cc
; he heard the mingled hun
; voice. In-the meantim¢
change bad come gradually

f his frail companion ; her ne
tortured the frail frame with
remours ; and the glance of
.5 was subdued to a mournful
come calm. If any unexp
ywakened the train of past te
were ever ready to receive
i bury her head in his boson
armur out the sad story ¢
ness. The warm embrace of
ns, that formed her resting:
full of glad reality, not eventu
over the terrors of her imagi
.ccesses daily shortened their
d their duration, and then lo
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frequency, till at last a glance from the el
quent eyes that so narrowly watched her a
quired the power to turn away the visitatio

Glorying in the triumph his tenderne
and vigilance had achieved, yet vivid
alive to the danger of a surprise, or ar
sudden impulse, which might at an u
guarded moment throw all back into dar
ness, Francesco never let her stray fro
his side. The high bleak winds, and tl
autumn rain, now, of necessity, kept the
much within the untempting walls of the
poor dwelling ; and he then ventured, as ¢
experiment, once again to lay a volume ope
as of old between their seats; and it ws:
not till then that he learned the extent ¢
his triumph. She gazed upon the long los
sight of those symmetrical characters whic
the ingenuity of man have made the mediur
to portray the mental imagery of undyin
minds, as upon the lineaments of an ol
friend ; and her perception, whose power
had been of late strengthened by the con
templation of the beautiful in externa
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- CHAPTER IX.

In cares such as we have describe
somewhat, perchance, too minutely—in
last chapter, Francesco had now pa:
away several months, in utter and conte
ignorance of the affairs of the ever-chan,
world below him ; yet not, if the truth
be averred, without a passing though
the Palace of the Priori, and to that
sweet girl who had watched over his su

'ings, as he was now watching over anot
Her fair image passed at times so viv
before his mental vision, that he started
though the illusion had the powers of real
and then a foreboding followed it, whic
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light would at times flash over her spark
ling eye, waking a thousand memories
happy days.

Several months had now rolled over th
high office of Niccolo Capponi, and his ha
had blanched more during their brief currer
than they had done for years before. (
the many annalists of those days, whos
works have reached us, and whose per
were guided by their own interest and pr
judices in the descriptions they have tran
mitted, there is none who has dared to ca
a shade of doubt upon the flourishing ar
brilliant state of the commonwealth, un’
the sage and mild government of this ille
trious citizen. Niccolo Capponi was n
one of those cool, yet daring spirits, whi
are born for the emergencies of sudden a-
fearful changes. The fires of his youth h:
been long spent, and the impetuous ir
pulses that hurry states beyond thei: °
cretion he had never known. There
been trying periods in his career, when t
energies of a less temperate frame of m
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| have served his glory better. We
scen that, in the great hazard at which
ad been placed to obtain for him his
nt post, he had rather acquiesced in
old counsels, and followed under the
1, of a fierce spirit, than placed himself
e front of the forces which claimed him
heir leader ; but in all that appertained
¢ judicious and honourable government
e state, the city possessed no one who
his equal. All who loved order, all
, fully understood the vast and various
rests now contending throughout Italy
their country’s fall, rejoiced in the sage
 conciliating spirit of his government,
| assembled about him in honourable and
verful aid. :
t will not be supposed that the Medici
re, or would be, contented exiles. They
re powerful in alliances ; powerful in a
ong faction within the city ; and powerful
the prospective riches of all the lucrative
ices of the commonwealth, when it should
. again conquered. '
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- Pope Clement had r
rheumatisms of his unpo
seven months in the C:
his nerves had recover
the daily and nightly mu
conquerors of his city, ‘af
the wild screams of slau
ravished maidens, and ¢
whom they tortured till
stores of hidden ‘gold
amidst screams, and th
bones, and the mockery «

The famous army of th
was the love of equity
Excellence, the illustriou
at last shewed itself witl
When the male inhabita
mated, half the city bur
tions, the very convents .
seeds of a new generatio
Sabine origin, had been !
Christian city, and when
of Messer Paolo Giovio’s

e fate that attended le
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leader of the League had at
4 his army within sight of the
. It would be a curious digres-.
aside from our story, to picture
d circumstances of those noble
hose council of war we attended,
- chapter, up in the barren pin-
> Apennines ; and it would be not
fying to trace the happy success
Jlation which had united in that
rise all the scattered bands of
nd other brigands, whose stock
d been thrown into. the scanty
s lucratively laid out, in rusty
ancient arquebusses. But enter-
such a page of antique registry,.
it would lead us too far from our
flice it to mention, that the Duc
n had laid his bones beneath the
dders and crumbled rubbish of
st walls of Rome, and the further
“his promiscuous host had devolved
libert of Orange, who worked out
1al plan of the fallen chief with no
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tremulous hand. But, as we said abc
these days had passed away, and Clem
was once more enthroned in the Palace of
~ Vatican. The city still presented man
void where there had. stood palaces,
many a mountain of rubbish where th
had towered to heaven churches, which
contributions of all Christendom had -bui

There were at this time, under the ¢
keeping of his good.friend the Empe
Charles V.,—who had, like a dutiful son
the church, called off his troops when
city was sacked, and an extra million of g
had been paid down by his Holiness, w
was fain to pawn or sell all the jewels of
departed predecessors, and, above all,
curious relics of the taste and splendour
his uncle Leo,—three individuals, on whe
destination mainly turned the question of
internal government of the cities of Ra
and Florence. One of these individuals v
an illustrious lady, the Princess Margar
his imperial majesty’s natural daughter, 1
stain upon whose birth was acknowledg
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e world by the very moderate settle-

that awaited her; for, of all the hun-
crowns that he held in his gift, a simple

" coronet was intended to screen the
. shade upon her brow.

ement had gained little by his admirable
y of the league with France, and he
turned his thoughts to seek his safety
ath the fortunes of the Emperor’s
hter.  He suggested a matrimonial
nce between her and his hopeful nephew
sandro de Medici, whom we have already
oduced to the reader.  His birth could
shame the descent of the lady, for the
ours of his paternity were ghared by
ers besides his Holiness ; and as for
lement, there was one most opportunely
hand, in which both could claim co-
rdom ; this was the city and republic
Florence. The other two individuals
om we mentioned as sharing the court
d cares of the Emperor were two sons of
e gallant Francis, King of France, who
re hostages for the redemption of his own

VOL. I. o
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person after the rout of Pavia. These y«
their parent was naturally anxious to
to his bosom ; and, to obtain such an ol
he thought it the smallest part of the sac
demanded of him, to give up his friend:
Florentines, to the management of his i
rial majesty. Thus, then, was it arran
the royal youths of France were to join
affectionate parent, and the Lady Mar
was to be the wife of the- illustrious .
sandro, who was to be Duke of Flore
all that remained was, to convince
citizens of the expedience of the settler
—the rest would follow as a matter of co
But the citizens of Florence were the
difficult to manage of the whole negoti
parties. As to the liberation of the sc
their good friend, the King of France,
declared themselves full of joy, and
emissaries ready to dispatch, to bear
their congratulations, and to transact
loans. And with respect to the
riage of His imperial majesty’s illust
daughter with a subject of the state, the
flattered and grateful, and letters of na
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the lady should be prepared
y. But to the consequent ar-
 transmuting their republic to
ere existed, they declared, insur-
obstacles. It was alien to the
ir municipal policy, and though
t, Gualtieri, Duke of Athens, had
that novelty into their govern-
d been found not to correspond
nius of the citizens ; they there-
sted that his Holiness should
» the youthful couple any one of
in the Romagna, or elsewhere;
leave to the good city of Florence
ement of its own affairs.
opted, this resolution would yield
aties, and when its reconsideration
upon them, and a hint thrown out
army of the Prince of Orange,
-~ experience in the sacking and
{ cities, the amity of the negotiating
as considerably overclouded. To
\en whose minds were excited by
inual renewal of his Holiness’s
02



292 THR SIEGE OF FLORENCE.

overtures, by the rumour of the des
of the Emperor into Italy, and the acc
plishment of another part of the Po
obligations, namely, the coronation of
Emperor at Bologna, was found by the n
nates of Florence a task more honour
than easy. Then shone forth the power
a true genius for government; of conciliat
of endurance that shrunk from no disg
and courage that, while it perceived the
minent peril which lay around him,
tinguished the sage and the patriot who |
the helm of the government, and enal
the state to hold on its way through
stormy seas, whose angry waves deafe
them with their roar, and threatened d
to burst over all things. Yet there v
times when the experienced spirit of Nice
Capponi trembled. The horrors of the Ror
slaughter were not lost upon any who
wealth or honour to forfeit; and n
acutely was it dreaded by those who |
young and chaste maidens to protect, :
happy homes to tremble for.
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With the responsibility of a succession of
unpopular missions, to appease the various
powers whose interest made them foes;
trembling with daily dread of extreme mea-
sures from an unreasonable populace; the
hair of Niccolo Capponi might well grow
whiter than snow, and the strength of a
robust old age might well be broken. But,
added to all his public cares were others,
which contributed even more rapidly to
break the constitution of this good old man.
But these met not the eye of the undiscrimi-
nating multitude ; and when .they watched
the caution and the fore-thought of his
counsel, and listened with anger to his
reverent mention of the Pope and the Em-
peror, they saw only a timid and time-
serving policy, which they judged void of
energy, and began to murmur that age had
subdued the vigour of his mind as well as of
his body, and that in the person of a certain
Francesco Carducci, the demagogue of his
day,—a man of rash projects, intemperate
speech, and a constitution of iron,—they
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discerned accomplishments far more a
their own hearts. As Niccolo Capponi
daily stronger reasons for conciliation,
heady multitude became more intemper:
notes of defiance resounded through the ¢
against the Emperor and the Pope ;
hard names were applied to the latter,
all his race. The wisdom that had sa
them in the hour of their danger was 1
held lightly, and the tide of popularity eb
away more rapidly from the Gonfalon
and his government than it had ever fic
towards them. Everything betokened
coming storm from abroad ; and by wa;
mending the matter, everything augure
erisis at home.

Such was the nature of the changes wh
had taken place while Francesco, in
mountain home, had forgotten the wc
and its turmoils, and devoted his whole
to the purpose he had so solemnly und
taken. It was towards the early close o
winter’s evening when Francesco propo
to his companion to turn their steps her
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ward, to seek shelter from the cold winds.
The advance of the season had brought an
unfavourable change over the exquisitely
sensitive frame of the young maiden ; for an
unusual symptom began then for the first
time to declare itself, in long fits of silence
and abstraction, varied at intervals by floods
of tears and accents of despair. His love
was not to be wearied; his watchfulness
increased ; every precaution was taken to
narse her bodily health, whilst every varied
power of his soul was called upon in turn,
and exhausted, to cheer or divert her
thonghts.  Fearful of the inclement breath
of the bleak gales, he turned her steps home
before the sun threatened to withdraw his
rys. As they entered the cottage, and
Francesco had placed his fair charge under
the chimney-nook, and was busy heaping
the pine-branches on to the blazing hearth,
his parent beckoned him into his inner
chamber, and placed in his hand a letter
which had been left at an early hour by one
from the city. Jealously guarding against
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any apparent departure from the ordin
calm of their every-day life which migh
the slightest degree disturb the extren
nervous health of their common care,
had taken the precaution of placing it in
hands in secret; and the same precau
urged him to peruse it where he stood.
glanced first at the signature, and the ini
M. B. took a weight of inexplicable f
boding from his mind. It was the han
Buonarotti that, in the plan of life to wl
those characters strove to rouse him, poir
out a path which he had long ago resol
to renounce.

‘“ My dearest young friend,” thus ran
epistle, ¢ in abandoning all your friend
you have done, you richly deserve their
getfulness. You would be, if I guess
aright, sufficiently punished. If I were to
you that you are easily pardoned, I shc
not, however, tell you the exact truth. °
are, indeed, much out of favour in quar
where favour should be, to men of hon
like the light of life. But turn we at o
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to your own affairs. The path you nobly
started in, you have as suddenly turned
aside from. Your excuse may be, that you
did so when our first difficulties had been
surmounted. This would be the excuse of
age, but it is inadmissible in youth. Things
have gone from bad to worse, and we are
now upon the verge of some catastrophe,
which may, I fear, utterly destroy all that is
noble, honourable, and free, in this afflicted
country. There is but one man who, if any
can, may now, even at the eleventh hour,
save us. 'This man, who, to a whole life’s
experience of affairs, adds the most intimate
knowledge of the human heart, who can
move its most delicate springs as easily as
he can discern them, is—not yourself, my
young friend—but one over whom, if your
slence has not estranged him from you,
you have much power,—the power of an
adopted child, for your mind at least is the
offspring of his forming. This man, you
vwill immediately understand, is the shrewd
magician who has so long hidden himself
o3
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from mortal cares in his den in the |
dei Guicciardini, where, with an incred
levity, whilst this city rocks to its foun
tions with a moral earthquake, he sits in
gloomy study, spinning out comedies as
fittest caricature of all human concerns.
is to awake once more, for his count
redemption, the powerful interference
Niccoli Macchiavelli, that I thus break
spell of your solitude. We are no lor
to be rescued by a popular movement.
is no longer question of imposing a Go:
loniere on the mutable populace, or
-might give us 80 much of your solitude
would occupy from dawn to sunset ;
the diseased intellect of a whole peopl
to be restored to sanity, and no one but |
I have named could achieve a task like t
Our chief magistrate is much shaken by
cruelty of his position, and I fear by anof
cause, of a more personaland afflicting nat:
¢ Such, my young friend, is an epistle
dited at various and anxious intervals ;
looking it over, I fear its style is n
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cheerful than the heart of its writer. If you
tarry longer in idleness when all good men
should be busiest, you may have to regret,
without the solace of having done your duty,
the ruin of our liberties, and the invasion
of our homes. In all love, yours, &c.”
Francesco raised his glance from the
paper, and as he did so, they met, fixed
upon his countenance, the eyes of Teresa.
Their expression was of mingled wildness
and terror. She made no attempt to address
him, but stood motionless and apparently
breathless, with her features fallen as with
incipient idiocy ; a damp dew was upon her
brow, and an expression, as of the conflict
of the stillness of death, with the outbreak-
ng of ungovernable insanity. Francesco
fized upon that appalling spectacle for a
minute with a calm brow, although he felt
acold terror at his heart, and a sensation as
though the fingers of death were busy there.
Yet he betrayed not by a single feature his
emotion. His first movement was to tear
Upinto small pieces the paper he had held
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in his hand, and throw them carelessly fi
him. The lips of the young girl mo
and, in a voice so very faint as to s
formed only by the moving of her lips,
said—

*“ You leave me! I, too, have my ¢
the voice is here !’ she signed to her bo
and then continued her gaze so wildly
each instant seemed to threaten some fe
failing of the slight remains of her shat
intellects.

‘I leave you not, Teresa !” he exclai
“.Our mother waits us, and this roo
dusk and cold.”

A faint yet desolate and incredulous
broke over her features, as she listene
his calm voice. ‘ Francesco,” she
‘“ your bosom is as clear to me as cr
and I see the serpent nestling at its cos
plainly as I see in the mirror of your
my own corpse, and the men who are |
ing it : and I see even more than that ;
Francesco is at his wedding, and his
is as cold and as dead as I am.”
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“ And is this, then, the termination of all
my watchings, poor girl I” said Francesco,
whilst the tears broke from his eyes, and he
turned them away from her face, not any
longer to look upon a sight that made his
blood icy cold. Even at that instant, when
he thought the evil irremediable, and his
hopes fled for ever, the tears upon his cheeks
had a power to arrest life already on the
wing. She fell upon his neck ; the evil was
for the time averted; their tears mingled,
and they flowed like healing balm over her
bosom.

“ Beloved one, we part not till death,”
she said ; ‘it was a false and hideous vision,
like the rest ; but it is over. I am weak and
trembling. Oh, the blessing once again to
feel thus! My limbs felt bounding with a
craving to grasp something—to do I know
not any longer what. Help me, bear me in
these dear arms to my seat ; let the bright
blazing pine-wood light us; there is life
enough in its sparkling flames for my spirit
now.”
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Francesco bore her in his arms under
projecting masonry which they calle
chimney ; it was the only nook of the w
chamber where the searching winds enf
not at will. Much shaken by the stern
he had gone through, he turned awaj
thoughts from that nearly fatal letter,
an aversion amounting to disgust. Ye
the contents sink not the less deep
his heart; for the hints it contained,
which way he would, were ever prese
his memory. A thousand vague and
terrors, yet perhaps none so melanche
the reality, haunted him through the
and peopled his slumbers with ho
phantasms, when the unaided mind
least power to struggle with them.

In the meantime, the old man of the V;
Guicciardini went on multiplying his n
verses, and satirising the affectations o
world, as skilfully as he had already ai
mised the human mind, their parent ;
less how rapidly the city drew nearer t
catastrophe which that letter had foretc
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A month more rolled by, and another
letter reached Francesco, by a chance so
singular that it appeared miraculous; it
came to him unperceived by any one, for
the messenger met him on the hill, when he
had strayed out the only time for many
months unaccompanied. He buried himself
in the deepest solitude to read it, and even
then he trembled as he opened it. The hand-
writing was one he knew too well, it was
signed “ E. C.” ¢ Not for my own sake,”
said the writing, * for you have, doubtless,
long ago forgotten me, but for the sake of
one who was once dear to you, and who
even now has not ceased to love you as one
of his own children; for the sake of that
dear old man whom you once risked life
to save, come to us, if only for an hour. His
life is trembling in a balance held by his
enemies, men of blood and falsehood. All is
confusion here, for they have borne him to
2 dungeon, and the whole world has aban-
doned him and me. If you come not before
to-morrow’s sunset, you will never see either
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again in this life. 'Whatever you may choos
to do, you have the blessing of one who ha:
thought of you even in her desolation.”

This letter was enclosed in an envelope
which was inscribed this short notice
in the writing of Buonarotti :—* The exe
cutioner attends in the palace the decisio
of the Council now sitting. Heaven help the
innocent 1”’

The decision of Francesco was instantl;
formed. He returned to his home, to wai
till its inmates should retire to their rest
and then to fly, with what speed he might
to the city. He perfectly well knew th
consequences should his absence be per
ceived; yet, confiding all events in the
hands of Him who is the ruler of all, he
trusted by daybreak to be again in hi
chamber. This letter was placed in hi
bosom, and he hurried homewards.

How endless seemed the intervening hour
of that most anxious evening! The door of the
cottage was secured, and at last all did retire
to rest. With the low murmuring of Teresa’s
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voice, long after all else was still, he was
familiar, and he this night listened till its -
very faintest tone was hushed. He then
raised his window, and sprung forth upon
the grass beneath it ; he paunsed tolisten ; all
within was still, and he sprung away on his
anxious enterprise, like the leaping water-
course, over precipice and rock, till he
reached the plain at the mountain’s base.
Bounding onward, as only one had fled
over part of the same plain before him, an
hour saw him within the city walls, and at
the gate of the private Palace of the Capponi.

He was admitted.: the silence of the tomb
is not more profound than that which pre-
vailed throughout the building,and the gloom
of death was on the features of those he met.
He sprung up the spacious staircase, without
pausing to reflect for what purpose he had
come thither. A low murmuring of the
voice of misery, as it reasoned against hope
with its consoler, at last fell upon his ear,
and he stood at the door of Eugenia Capponi.
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His hand had touched the handle, and the
for the first time, he hesitated.

“1It is his step !” said a rapid yet choki
voice from within. The door flew op:
and the majestic figure of Buonarotti stc
across his path.

When his eye fell upon the figure of -
visitor, his countenance assumed a sternne
and his glance a fire, which Francesco 1
never witnessed before, though he had kno
him from his youth upwards.

““ You are then come at last, young mas
he said ; * far too late to be useful, but ti
enough to witness, in one hour, more
wretchedness than the accumulated years
my whole life have seen till now !”

‘“ Had you known,”’ replied the you
“ how my last few months have passed, y
would be the last of my friends to meet
with a reproof.”

“Oh! reproach him not, dear frienc
said the tremulous voice of Eugenia, in I
very sweetest tones; ‘‘ he has no fault;
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left us in our prosperity, when others
crowded round us; he comes back in our
desolation, when all save you have left us.”

“ Lady,” said the youth, ‘‘ until your letter '
reached me I knew not, indeed, of any mis-
fortune to your family, or any trials greater
than all must encounter who are charged
with the government of an insane and un-
grateful people. When I did learn it, I came,
and I am now here to give you but a word
of courage. That word shall not be a less
true one than any other my lips have uttered
to you. Niccolo Capponi shall be safe in
life, in property ; nay, as I live, he shall be
safe in honour, which he values more ; and
when I redeem my word, I will come back
for my forgiveness.”

* Save him, save him, Francesco!” ex-
claimed the maiden, clasping her hands in
agony ; “ none but you can do it. Wealth,
treasures that may well move his judges,
he has to give; oilly let me once again
see that dear and good old man in safety,
and the remains of life that lingered only
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till I saw you, I will give up with joy to m
Maker.”

Struck as Francesco had been with th
change that had come over the face ant
form of that fair creature since he had las
seen her, it was not till she thus addresse:
him that the awful nature of her seemingl
total break up of all the energies of youtl
flashed fully upon him. .

“You will live, lady, to bless his old age
for many years to come,” he answered
‘ and to restore calm to hearts that hav
suffered as your own has done. Fear na
for him ; that virtuous and noble citizen shal
come back to you with honour. Think no
that I have toiled in the foul labours of .
base populace so long, without knowing tha
which' gives the power to save as it does t
revenge. Gherardi is his accuser, and Car
ducci has the power which his fortunate sta
has given him ; but I have more power witl
the Eight-Hundred than either,and a simpl
story told to that assembly would consig:
them to destruction before sunrise. But
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lady, I am tarrying, while the time flies.”
He raised her cold and marble hand to his
lips, and passed out of the chamber.

“ Can he, can he indeed do this ?”’ said
the maiden, when the last sound of his step
ceased on the staircase. ' ‘‘ Once he saved
his precious life, and if Heaven help him,
—but, oh! the time, the brief, the flitting
minutes |—had he come to us but one hour
sooner !”’

“ Had he, indeed, done so,” said the
soother of her afflictions, it might have
been better ; and if he have the power he
hints at, the calamities of this house will
cling to him for ever, if aught of evil happen.
None ever knew the sources of his influence
or his power ; his name has ever been with
the clamourers of the piazza a watchword
to good or evil. May Heaven help him !”

“ You speak harshly, dear friend,” said
the maiden, trembling. ‘ He knew not of
our misfortunes ; he is shattered in health,
yet how unbroken in spirit! In him alone,
under Heaven, is my hope. I will now beg
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of you to leave me. I have obtruded m
sorrows upon you more than is seemly.
were better that I carry my supplications
the foot of my Redeemer’s cross, and the:
pray that I may not leave this life until
am at least assured of my poor father’s fat
though, to say the truth, I feel, at times,
if life were already on the wing to leax
me.”
Buonarotti left her at her request, ar
she retired to her oratory. To one wi
could have seen that young maiden on tl
night of Francesco’s return, it would n
have been difficult to conjecture in wh
state of mind her last few months had passe
away. A complete wreck in health, h
fine form fallen away in the roundness ar
beauty, if not in the stateliness, of its prx
portions, she presented that most pitiab
of all sad sights, a young and most lovel
girl perishing of a breaking heart. Sinc
the awful tidings of her father’s arrest ha
reached her, she had spent the whole of he
time in her oratory, in préparation for he
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departure from this world ; for upon so slight
a thread she felt that her life depended, that
she judged this calamity, in some of its later
stages, must have severed it. Utter desola-
tion of all hope in this world had accom-
panied her voice to Heaven ; and yet in the
very midst of her afflictions there came
solace, though she could trace it to no source
that gave hope for the future; and it came
2t a moment when she had ceased to dream
of its possibility. She had seen Aim; he
had flown from the side of one whom she
felt was more loved than ske was; and he
had come back with the countenance not of
one who had revelled in the inebriating joys
of love returned, but pale, haggard, and
infirm of step ; and when he met her glance,
bow manifest was the expression in those
fine features, of deep sympathy, of tender-
ness, and of determination to risk life, as he
had more than once already done, for her
ske! Most inexplicable, indeed, had ever
been his calm assurance of power,—the deci-
sion with which his purpose was formed
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and effected,—the unfailing courage,
familiarity with the passions of other m
and the spirit which controlled them,—t
resided under a brow so young and so c«
posed. ‘‘ And if he succeeds, he returns
me,” she murmured. “ Oh! can I h
been all this time pining away and perish
under some fatal error? or can he h
again awaked to a feeling he once s
had? Oh, gracious Providence! is
health too far ruined for him yet to s:
me ?”’ ,

An hour passed away in reflections alt
nating from despair to hope. It was alre:
midnight, and the utmost stillness was o
all things. She rose from the crucifix
which she had been kneeling, and drew n
to the window which looked out upon 1
street, and threw it open to cool the fever
her brain. The glorious stars shone out
their cold, unsympathizing brilliancy, a
she listened vainly for any sound that mig
betoken the public results of the aw
council which she knew to be sitting,
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tasms that danced mockingly before
vision.

Painful as this suspense may. well
judged to have been, we must leave
for awhile, to follow the steps of the y:
who had thus boldly declared to a daugl
to whom the sentence must bring life
madness, his undoubting confidence of
cuing, from the very jaws of a disgrac
death, her father, though a state priso
and arraigned at the tribunal of his
knowledged enemies, for the unpardon
crime of treason to the commonwealth.

END OF VOL. I.

T, C. Savill, Printer, 107, St. Martin’s Lane.
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in states governed by a democratic ki
of ~unscrupulous adventurers, to whe
every change is a fresh scramble, and eve
honest man removed a place nearer to t
summit towards which all are striving. T
principal personage, he on whom all e)
were fixed,—most, with an expression
gloating eagerness, of gratified cruelty, a
some two or three with the pale aspects
alarm,—was a very young man, of diminuti
stature, but singularly ferocious aspect. ]
had risen from his seat, and was addressi
his companions, in a tone of mingled defian
and entreaty,—at times menacing an app
to the people, at times not unadroitly stim
lating the ambition of those on whom
could least rely. In his hand he held
letter ; it was the fatal secret of the
fender’s crime ; an intercepted letter frc
an emissary of the Pope, treating, as he i
terpreted it, of a surrender of the libert:
of the state to the family of the Medici.
This letter he waved above his head, a
whilst he recited and commented upon
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its, the usually sallow tint of his dis-
countenance gave way to a deep
, whilst every vein in his high-pointed
ad was swollen nearly to bursting.
 intemperance of his harangue might
seemed to vouch for his sincerity,—
at too many expressions escaped him of
1al hatred, of unslakeable animosity,
it the individual they were called upon,
0 judge, but to condemn. Niccolo
oni, it would appear from his discourse,
been already heard, and his faltering
h and abashed mien, his trembling limbs
raven appeals to the compassion of his
s, had already, could any further proof
that self-condemning letter have been
d, evinced his guilt.
rectly opposite to this orator sat an
idual whose hair was already blanched.
vas short and robust in person; bull-
ed ; of a swollen and blotched face ; of
imsy and clownish structure; with a
, quir k, grey eye, full of covetousness
r /. This person occupied a seat
B 2
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next to the empty chair of the Gonfal
and it was to him that the haran
the youthful speaker seemed prir
directed. This man was Francesc
ducci, the popular agitator of his d
country ; one who, by a fearless libel
all that was elevated in station, vi
wealth ; and by a coarse fluency of tI
of eloquence best suited to the o
citizens from which he had derive
his origin and his training, not to
education ; and, finally, by openly ou
and scoffing at all restraint of exf
and personality, continually violati
spirit of all right, yet with sufficient c
keeping within the letter of the lav
attained an eminence scarcely seconc
republic to the Gonfaloniere himself.
This man had listened with a deligh
his serpent-like eyes had no power to «
to the inflamed address of the orat
had already made a signal to be hear
a slip of paper was laid, by an usher-|
ing, on the portfolio before him.
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enough awaiting his summons to the inn
chamber. At the sight of this man, Frances
for a moment recoiled ; his eye brightene
and, drawing close to him, he whispered
single sentence in his ear, and passed
without waiting for a reply. A small lam
the first that had come readiest to hand, h
been placed on a table in the room in whi
the youth waited, and its light scarce
reached to the spot on which he stoc
gazing impatiently on the door. Scarce
had the summoned demagogue made 1
entry, when the youth sprung to meet hi
and by an irresistible impulse laid his ha
on the collar of his dress, and dragg
rather than led him to the light.

* How is this, ruffian I’ he exclaimed,
a voice whose tones hissed through the ve
brain of the pale senator. ‘“ Have you tak
leave of your love of life, and of your sens
since last we parted ? Are such as you sitti
in judgment on the noblest, and best, a
wisest of the citizens of this republic? D
you dream that because I had ceased
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hated you, and those who toil with y
readily believe, for you and they are
fair subjects for the hate of all honest r
and he is, as God is his witness befor
men, a model of an old age of honour, ea
by a long life of virtue and wisdom.
we lose time in unprofitable railing.
have the power to save him, as you k
that I have the power to give your nec
the functionary you hold in readiness v
out. Time flies, and as others hate hir
bitterly as you do, they may, marking -
absence, as none trust you, dispense -
your. voice, and proceed to judgment. H
back to your council of assassins, and fi
this monstrous wickedness, without fur
outrage to the feelings of this good old !
and his family, or our reckoning will t
short one.”

‘“ But the letter, my young friend !”
claimed Carducci, *“ Gherardi has it,
original document, undeniable and pl
and he waves it above his head, as thoug
were the very sword of the executioner.’



Digitized by GOOg[C



10 THE SIEGE OF FLORENCE.

The demagogue paused for a mom
deep thought ; his colour came and
his grey eye lighted up with a baleft
liancy, and he exclaimed, ‘ You have
leave of your senses, young man, anc
be dealt with accordingly; here you
remain a prisoner, till the dungeons
Bargello are ready for your safe ke
The executioner will be at libertyin a
hour, and will then find time to r
further keepers of unsafe secrets frc
path.”

The face of the youth crimsoned, a
rage within distorted his features til
were as those of a maniac, as he hea
bold and unmasked defiance thus de
in tones of a calm yet firm resolve, ¢
one who was all-powerful with the t
that took life without appeal. He re
however, the power which was so
beyond his control, and the violence
emotion required to retain it sent ba
blood to its fountain.

‘“ Hark ! monster and idiot that you
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Giuseppe Spada is no longer in
wur call ; were he 8o, I would even
sent this dagger to your heart as

He is already in the tower of the
d at my signal will summon the
y hitherwards, and will transfer
from your assassins to the Council
ht Hundred ; and the first criminal
judge shall be Francesco Carducci,
an accusation that will speedily
idle fantasies, about letters, from
ights. Such a course I am at least
for, and should I fall, proofs of
.ness are in other hands. You know
h love Girolami bears you, and he

te - eloquence enough for such 2
But listen further, most discreet
—you are next in station just now
lo Capponi ; he may well be supposed
gusted with his office, and the peace-
 procures him ; he shall resign it, and
Il be Gonfaloniere, when 1 hold the
e of his acquittal in my hands, and
nd is safe. Such, methinks, are fair
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terms ; do you agree? no talk of difficultie:
no talk of delay ; I am not one to submit
subterfuge ; none ever yet deceived me ; :
you last of all men should think to atten
it. Now for your answer.”

* You will aid to place me where I wo
fain be ?” asked Carducci; ‘“and ev
paper of mine you will deliver into my ha
before sunrise ? if such are your terms,
shall be saved.”

‘“Saved!” exclaimed Francesco, “
saved without hints about pardon, or cc
sideration of his services, and false flourist
about his age and past sacrifices ; saved
honour ; declared without reproach or st:
on his fair name. Such are my terms
the one hand, and your certain and spee
delivery from the cares and patriotisms
this world on the other. Supreme rule
Florence, or death before sunrise.”

With such extreme alternatives before
choice, Francesco Carducci took leave of
visitor, and went again to join his fell
judges ; whilst, with that exquisite cal
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illustrious and fallen Gonfaloniere, tethere
like the superannuated ox to the shamble:
with his head drooped down on his boson
which heaved at long intervals with strugglin
sighs. One might have judged that all th
functions of animation were suspended. H
raised his eyes as the door of his chambe
opened ; but it was not until the youth ha
approached him, and taken his hand, that h
recognised him. When he did so, a con
vulsive shudder shook his whole frame.

‘¢ Such is the end of earthly honours, m:
young friend,” he said, at length. “ Yo
did well to abandon a struggle in which th
wary and the skilful stumble. There remain
but one scene more ; and, perchance, the lip
that first greeted me in my brief elevatiol
are deputed to announce to me its approach
If so0, it is more kindness than I though
remained amongst my enemies. But tel
me first, before the awful judgment seve
my thoughts from all things of this world—
have you seen my child? She will not lon;
survive her old father. I feel that thi
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spirit that prosperity and age had unfi
for so stern a trial; he had made no e
to interrupt or to cheer, and the very t
that flowed fastly down his cheeks seel
to bear the most melancholy of tidings.

*“ Cheer thee, dear old man,” he saic
length ; ¢ those who have injured
would not have sent me to bear their me
less decrees ; they have neither the
manity nor the courage to do so. Ic
to minister to thee words of hope
comfort. Not the very humblest citize
this free republic could thus be hurried
of life by a handful of his enemies, far
the irresponsible head of the state.
have the right of appeal to the people,
I have the means, at least, to secure you
power of that appeal. Your position,
then, would be painful, and undignif
before a whole people ; and this, I trus
spare you.”

A hurried step—one that Francesco ki
full well—was heard at the door; it
thrust open, and Carducci stood br
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is face was pallid ; his whole mien
his limbs trembled, and he tottered
\t from which the aged citizen had
‘seeing him.
inevitable 1” gasped out the trem-
ssenger of evil tidings; it is
remediable ! Gherardi has drawn
r, and threatened to strike the first
shall dare to advocate the proposal
and they all shrank from his vehe-
hat seems insanity.”
n, indeed, is there no time for
The bell shall toll, and to-morrow’s
s both you and him on the scaffold
. would fain raise for the innocent.
is Highness, you craven and faint-
fool! Death you have chosen, and
[ can tame the madness of your
leader, death most assuredly you
eet.”
cesco sprang to the door, and before
ci was aware of his movement, he
himself alone with the prisoner.
tly, the small chamber in which they
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were shook, and seemed to rock bene
them ; and then came the deep tolls of t
awful bell, summoning all men at dead
night from their homes, to meet bene
their various gonfalons, to resist or
counter imminent danger to the state.
Roused from his torpor, as though
hand of death grappled with him, Cardu
bounded from the chamber. Upon !
threshold he was met once more by Fr
cesco, whose brow was now calm, and e
mirthful ; but the flashing of his dark e
as it fell upon the astounded demagog
withered his very heart. ‘ Come alo
most admirable senator,” said the you
‘“ we shall want your voice to decide uj
your own fate ; for the few minutes now
intervene before the people come to ju
ment, will decide whether your select tril
nal, before it merges into one far juster, 1
acquit the Gonfaloniere, or will accomp:
you to the block within an hour or two
am yet willing to keep my terms.”
Rushing from chamber to chamt
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Francesco had sprung to the side
Gherardi, and whispered but few senten
and then, turning to the astonished audie
he exclaimed, ‘ You have but few minu
most excellent Priori, to do an act of si,
justice. Your Gonfaloniere, the elect ma
trate of the great council of the people,
in a few more seconds be again in his 1
place, presiding over a tribunal wl
renders null any decision you may come
When the great bell has summoned
standards of the people to council, 3
Excellencies are aware that my coming |
is no longer an intrusion. An order
your arrest is now preparing, and as a fri
to so illustrious a class of gentlemen, I
anxious to give you this warning. My
companion Gherardi, and my most excel
friend Carducci, will advise you, O Sign
to be prompt and prudent. Say I not
noble Senators? Is not Niccolo Cap
hereby acquitted—wholly exonerated f
all cause of suspicion of dangerous pract
against the state—of all deeds that woul
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property ; and on retiring to the calr
domestic life, he bore with him the grati
of his country, and the love of all good 1
He was the second of .his name who
saved his country—the first whose fair f
had been assailed by slander.”

Such was the document which France
Carducci read, with his powerful lungs,
his regained assurance, to the Counci
the Eight Hundred, as soon as, amidst
turmoil of all things, it was assembled, at
three hours after midnight.
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virtue awoke all the noblest sympathies
human nature ; and there are times &
circumstances when such emotions agit
the political frame of a whole people,
as much enthusiasm as they can do
bosom of an individual. Men’s minds |
been stupified by the suspicion of treasor
one to whom their liberties had been c
fided ; and when the cry of alarm had b
once raised, it seemed but a brief prelud
the ruin of those institutions on which
pended their existence as a free people.
The haste with which the Council of
Ten had been called to sit in judgm
seemed to leave small doubt of the disco
of some heinous treachery. So amazed
grieved had the whole people been at
falling away of one thus trusted, and wi
whole life had been spent in a serie:
struggles for the freedom of the city,
the accusation was heard with pain
silence, as an omen of evil days at hand
His acquittal was received, not merel
a circumstance affecting one whom |
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of the topic with which
connected, Niccolo Cappoi
every particular, as well
quainted with them, of tl
mentous hours.

‘“ He wept over you, my f
maiden, smiling even thrc
‘ then indeed has his bee
and love equal to your own
would have done, and only t.
then have died with you.
this to restore me to life,
perhaps, to health again.
courage, what cool energi
he seems to possess over i
Oh, my father! when I sa
his pale cheek, it was not
thought we had not the pow
him. I have hitherto kept
you, when I promised you ¢
all your trials, in a happy he
you with a breaking heart,
health, embittering and weak
soothing and strengthening
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commenced, and deputations, of an

very different from the veering popt
flocked to his home. Niccolo Cappon
no longer a public functionary ; he has
fered all but death, for an accusation ©
friending the Medici, and it answere
purposes of the adherents of that asy
family to parade him as a convert to

cause. It is certain that, when the ne
the last few days’ proceedings reachec
Vatican, Clement declared aloud tha
family was, from that hour, secure in
rence ; and the Pontiff calculated shrex
that such an outrage to such a citizen, w
moderation and high character had beer
bulwark of the republic, would do |
than open force to reinstate his fa
Once removed from power, the mere

vidual became to him rather an obje:
complacency than dislike, and he

nothing loath to profit by appeara
when he could not do so by realities ; so
his agents in the city were instructed
to be behind hand with their congratulat
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wakeful jealousy of his enemies, whose 1
was now excited to tenfold virulence
becoming themselves the reluctant ins
ments of the singular honours that all cla:
combined to shower on him. Faces !
had been averted from him in his da;
power, now beamed with smiles, and v
radiant with compliments, on his retirem:

Viewing this reception as the last act of
father’s public career, Eugenia Capponi
wound up her resolution to the effort
receiving them in person. There was
her countenance none of the timidity wt
her father evinced, as fresh numbers thron
his chambers ; yet withal, there was a qu
nervous recurrence of her glance to
doorway, each time it opened, as thougk
expectation of some welcome visitor ;
of disappointment and pain, as it ligh
upon the different official or aristocr:
personages, whose visit she conside
wholly ceremonious. Thus passed as
the whole day, and some hours of the nig
and when the last visitants disappeared
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Quce assured of the safety of his friend,
turned his thoughts and his steps ag
homewards. Disentangling himself, w
what speed he might, from the comf
masses that thronged the halls, passa
and courts, and even to the outermost lir
of the great square, he fled away with
abated speed to the city gates. But here
met with the greatest obstacle of all to
progress ; for the cry of alarm, and
mustering of the citizens, had made m
of the timid turn their thoughts to flig
the city gates were reluctant to open,
it was not until every one had given s:
factory reasons for the wish to pass
wards, that they were allowed to go fort

Foaming with impatience, he had to ]
through the tardy ceremonial of authe
cating by register that his place of ab
was without the city, before he was |
mitted to pass free. The various clock:
the town had struck, and he had cour
five by each, and all before he was fa
clear of further obstacle. It was still d:
for it was yet winter; one hour we



E SIEGE OF FLORENCE. 33

is reaching his home, and before
he trusted, would have stirred
cottage. With all the speed of
young limbs were capable, he
e steps he had trod scarcely more
2 few hours earlier. A prey to
ch his calm reason told him were
undation, each dense mass of
ss his path, each sigh of the
ongst the bare branches of the
nified his apprehensions, lest any
terror, to which the fair girl to
-as hastening was at times subject,
‘e roused her earlier than usual to
de.
for the reason which so many
f such delicate fostering had
ned from total overthrow. Such
s added wings to his speed: his
at last in view ; the steep hill had
bated the rapidity of his course;
the cottage was as calm a8 he had
- once more sprung within his open
and then threw himself on a seat,
c3
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in order that the violent beating of his |
and pulses might subside.

Silently he waited for a short period,
then thought of seeking his bed, to sr
an interval of sleep before daybreak.
there was an uneasiness, a chilly forebc
of evil about his heart, which made
hesitate ; he turned to his door, determ
to creep softly to the chamber of Teresa
assure himself that all was well, before ¢
ing his couch. Moving with the ut
silence, he crossed the chamber in w
the form of his aged parent lay in a
and deep slumber, and passed on to the
of Teresa. He listened :—all within
still as death—far more still than sleep
listened long, till the rapid beating o
own heart confused him ; for the sounc
so audible that he doubted whether or 1
proceeded from within himself. Ui
longer to bear the suspense, he gentlyr
the latch, and entered.

The slumbers of the aged woman o
cottage were suddenly broken, by a sl
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and awful that her senses, on
g, were bewildered. Raising her
ne from ber bed, she naturally
her steps to the chamber of their
solicitude ; she pushed open the
| beheld before her an empty bed,
rorm of her son stretched upon the
he raised his head upon her knees ;
e utmost effort of which her aged
ere capable; and he again became
s ; he asked her in a low plaintive
a cup of cold water, and then rose,
hout speaking, retired to his room.
n leaped from his window into the
r, and called aloud to the straying
with a cry whose plaintiveness the
took up in mockery ; then, turning
opmost ridge of the mountain, which,
ight was on the earth commanded a
f miles of open country, he called
and again, in rapid answering to the
f his own voice. Into every hollow
voody recess that they had visited
er he then rushed in his search. All
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was calm. No voice came, in search simi
to his own, no signs of recent footsteps n
his prying glance. Through the whole
that day, from early dawn till darkn
again hid all things, he continued his hoj
less search. Thus was his day pass
while the Palace of the Capponi w
thronged with visitors.

“ It is useless,” he exclaimed bitterl
‘ her reason must be utterly extinct; she
lost to me, and to herself for ever. Frail
the hope is, she may, perchance, wand
back to her home ; it is all that is left me.

And thither, broken in strength a
courage, he once more returned. A seve
illness followed his night and day of anxie
and fatigue, and he remained long an u
conscious prisoner, fostered upon the bosc
that had suckled him in his infancy, a
tended only by an infirm creature, w
forgot weakness and age, in watching
his couch, a long vigil of love, that admitt
neither of faintness nor of slumber.

‘Teresa was gone, and during his lo
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a sleep little different from that
which it so long threatened to
- she came no more near them.
aged and afflicted parent she was
tten, and, except when the melan-
muring of the helpless object of
eemed either communing with her
as he did more frequently, when
1 out for her encouragement the
ded treasures of a life of thought
y, she had utterly ceased to re-
er flight, or even her existence.
weeks had thus passed away, and
woman still shrunk not from her
, when, one evening, when the
1ad already made the enshrouded
ark, steps were heard ascending
bank under which the dwelling
ered, and presently a deep rich
med admittance. The aged woman
- eyes to the doorway, but made no
he latch was lifted up, and a young
ovely as light to look upon, yet
worn, leaning upon the arm of the
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same dignified old man who had t
before brought the solitary woman hel
her extreme need, stood before her.

“We are come, dame, to inquire
your son,”’ said Buonarotti. ‘ This y
lady is his friend, and has long been ans
to see and thank him for a service he
dered to her father. Can e see him,
he without ?”

The aged woman gazed at them for :
moments in doubt, and then beckoned f
to her. ‘ He is there,” she mutt
hollowly ; and at the same time dra
aside a wretched curtain, composed o
added remnants of many rags, formed o
the scanty dress of the maiden that hac
them. Both visitors stood aghast at
spectacle that now met their eyes. Er
ated and worn down to the meagreness
gkeleton, yet with his powerful black
protruded, not in wildness, but in lan;
lay on a mattress, on the earthen floor
motionless form of the young student.

It was some moments before any s
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her in the only earthly boon I have
quest.”

His voice then died away in so fai
indistinct a murmuring as to be inaud

I knew it,”” whispered his female
to her companion; ‘a scene like
have witnessed in my dreams for
many weeks ; no other cause woulc
kept him from us. Go, dear friend,
father, and let him send hither a lif
convey him from this desolate dwelliz
home which he may by so many righ
his own. I will watch by him till v
bear him hence. O God! how unjus
been my complainings! Haste, hast
he may depart hence before morning.

“Dear young lady,” said her :
“such a care is scarcely fitting fo
Return you rather to your home, and I
me the charge of transferring him he:
can be a tender nurse, and when he |
gained some strength, and, what is
more import, the repossession of his in
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ing him, no unwilling patient, for

»
‘e

ave left him long, far too long
replied Eugenia Capponi; * I will
side no more, till he shall again
 go from us in health and strength.
is aged parent give us some tidings
iend whose loss has thus affected
he must be found!” she added,
er eyes were bent downwards to
and a blush fluttered upon her
“ His life may depend upon her re-

r expostulation was of no avail, and
anion turned reluctantly from the
to provide means for conveying
who yet lingered beneath its roof.

bor had scarcely closed upon his
form, than the emotions of that
1l then controlled, broke forth in a
 of tears and sobs, which shook her
e a fever. With her face buried in
, she continued long heedless of the
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aged sharer of her solitude and her griefs
and it was not till the uneasy writhings ¢
him who was all to her in life, recalled her a
tention to his wasted form, that she seeme
aware of his melancholy proximity. Thei
flinging aside the braided hair which ha
fallen unnoticed in her wretchedness, sk
threw herself upon her knees by the side ¢
his humble couch, and essayed, strugglin
with her sobs, to whisper words of comfo
to his bewildered spirit.

“1 am with you, dear Francesco,” sh
said ; * all will yet be well with you an
those you love ; no selfish hopes flatter m
in my vigil; no terrors, no despair wi
shake my tenderness!” She moved asid
the tangled folds of his long, raven hair fror
his forehead, and raised his head toward
the light. “ Do you not know me, unhapp,
one ?” she continued; ‘ a sufferer lik
yourself ; one whom love for you has ren
dered thus altered, thus broken in hear
and health ; one whom love unrequited ha
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not humbled,—nay, has elevated far above
the dread of a cold and selfish world. Look
up! turn not away those eyes, though their
glance is so mournful !”

The sufferer had started convulsively
when the tones of her voice fell upon his
ear, and had striven, with a momentary
effort, to ascertain who addressed him; but
his intellect served him but a moment, and
he relapsed once more into stillness and
uncongciousness. When he again spoke,
though it was not of Aer, the remembrance of
her seemed yet to mingle with the subject
nearest to his mind.

“ It was for her sake that I left my home
for those few, yet fatal, hours ; it was with her
that I lingered, when she fled away from the
home she had shared with me from child-
hood, innocent and happy. She was fated,
poor girl, to be thy destroyer,—gentle, holy,
lovely, as she is ; her beauty, her goodness,
have been thy ruin! Oh! who, save the
One Searcher of hearts, knows by what dark
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deed, or hideous vision, thy reason was ovi
thrown ? If man’s wickedness have injur
thee, surely the God of purity will be t
avenger. I, who could have protected tt
as I cherished thee—who could have war
off the very shadow of the knowledge
shame—I was away, mingling in the st
of evil passions—toiling to raise the w
fabric which I was called a second time fr
thy side to demolish ;—and then came
destroyer, and thou art lost, lost! and
a few days more there will be none
seek for thee, none to nurse thy sicke:
spirit, wert thou to return, save that ger
maiden to whom thy very existence is 1
known !”

Heavily and slowly wore away the
maining hours of that dreary and anxi
night, and the early streaks of a wir
morning were in the heavens before strai
steps were again heard, trampling the drif
leaves of their solitude. In the course of t
day, Francesco and his aged mother w
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conveyed away from the humble dwelling in
which they had resided for so many years,
and from that day forth the mountain fox
sought the shelter of its hearth, and the
swallow built her nest beneath its eaves.
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- CHAPTER IIL

Whivst the world without had been t
with preliminaries of most immediate ¢
sequence, and had taken no overt meas
against Florence, the busy world wi
had time for that gratifying diversion
remodelling again and again their ple
commonwealth, and selecting from
more ardent lovers of liberty those v
combining with some small share of
gard to their own interests a confide
of their personal aptitudes to serve t
country, distributed amongst them tl
offices of the state which, not wholly
lucrative, afforded the best stimulants
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ndustry and enthusiasm in the
€.
rung up that famous school of
atory, which proclaimed to the
e admirable and eloquent prin-
free policy which glow in the
heir historians, and which, after
> for three centuries in the
nd unfrequented council chambers
storic Palace of the Priori, have
, awakened in the halls of modern
stonishing the world with their
shrewd and singular novelty, and
for these orators wreaths of fame
) come, and renown amongst gene-
be born hereafter.
ter day the sonorous eloquence of
rolled forth its billowy tide, through
ous halls in which he now presided
, rival. Council after council met
to admire, and to legislate ; a re-
s carried into every order of the
leputies from every class of the
,ssembled, each possessing that in-
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timate knowledge of the wants of his «
stituency which formed the popular
admired orator. Good, sound, dom
government became the outcry, and
universally absorbing topic of all mi
and all concern with the troubled anc
slaved world without was utterly exp
from the lips and hearts of the multituc
senators.

These were glorious and happy days,
alas! too nearly approaching perfectio
be long in the possession of human gov
ment. Unprepared to admire in of
what they possessed not themselves,
neighbouring powers viewed not as it
rited this mortal elysium,—although
rulers and senators of the republic dei
not to notice their turmoils and their a
tion. The armies of his Imperial Ma
marched, fought, and sacked cities, wi
perseverance and taste not unworthy o
great robber who had led them to their
essay under the walls of Rome.

It was with much regret that the h
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city was at last roused from its domestic
‘improvements, to attend to the strife of the
contending powers which raged around
them. The gallant Lautrec was in move-
ment in upper Italy, and proposed honour-
ing the Tuscan states with an amicable
visit. The eloquent Gonfaloniere deputed
orators to meet him, and avert, to a sub-
sequent period, this inopportune ceremony.
An oration, a large sum of money, and a .’
subsidy of troops, victuals, and artillery,
were eminently successful ; and the forensic
heroes returned to the hall of the great
council, crowned with laurel, and rewarded
with their country’s thanks. The army of
Lautrec turned its march aside from the
territories of the republic, and all further
concern for him and his followers was dis-
missed for more interesting diseussions.

In the course of a few more months,
Lautrec and three-fourths of his gallant
troops had left their bones in the trenches
around the walls of Naples. The pestilent
vapours of marshes of their own making,—

YOL. II. D
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for they had broken the arches of the
ducts that supplied the city with water,
thus flooded the country,—had swept :
the flower of his chivalry, and spared |
few ague-shattered spectres, to complet
scenic imagery of the spectacle whict
whole of Italy afforded at that period.

From the walls of Naples, Filibe
Orange once more led out the banc
Bourbon, refreshed by their campaigns
ready to work out the paternal projec
the Father of Christendom. His Hol
raised his pastoral staff, and pointed
wards the city of his inheritance.

““ Wolves,” he said solemnly, “‘ had br
into the fold, and the innocent sheep
been slaughtered. The sacred embler
the power and beneficence of his famil:
been torn down from the temples v
their piety had erected, and vile re
tionary novelties, the ambitious and i
projects of base men, (thus he spoke o
reforms and reformers of Florence,)
outraged all decency and sane tolera
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erefore should these valiant hosts
ith his blessing, and consecrated
nd heal the bleeding wounds of an
untry.”’
’s interview with the Prince of
2 this occasion must have been
th interest, to one studying the
aracter. At whatever part of the
ad held their parley, the smoking
ned ruins of palaces and churches
extended in sad memorial before
] there was scarcely one of those
buildings but covered the un-
pses of fathers and brothers, who
ed the unholy violation of their
and sisters, and which lay long
and breeding pestilence, to re-
r wrongs on their aggressors.
nument, indeed, reared over illus-
d, might have added eloquence to
ing of the Pontiff, had this inter-
with a deputy of the renowned
for on that mausoleum were sculp-
achievements of the illustrious
D2
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Don Carlos di Lanoia, whose solemn cor
had bound him to arrest the scourge o
barbarians, and who had been amongs
earliest swept away by the pestilence
raged long before the invaders had lef
city.

The Prince of Orange received his
mission, and some few thousand crowr
the hard wringings from usurers and cht
men,—and then turned his legions tow
the fertile lands of Tuscany.

Scarcely less exciting was this se
march towards these rich cities, than
been his first towards Rome ; and hac
movements affected none save the citi
of Florence, he might have moved as
surely as his appetite for plunder would |
allowed him. But the States of an indivi
whose thoughts were less occupied
popular reform than those to which he
directed, lay in his route, and these -
included within the Pontifical commissi
- Malatesta Baglioni, the tyrant of Per
had long had a vigilant eye upon the m
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ments of this army of unscrupulous adven-
turers, now proceeding northwards, charged
with the plunder, and blackened with the
smoke, of the southern cities ; and as soon as
their homeward route was decided, he strove
to rouse the torpid Tuscans from their
Ctopian slumbers.

His emissary was a certain antique mus-
ketoon of humanity, who had figured at
various times on the troubled stage of Flo-
rentine changes ; his name was Giovacchino
della Vecchia. Excepting that his hair was
somewhat more grey, and his visage some-
what more furrowed, and tumid with so
many more years of prosperous vintages,
the aged survivors of a past generation
noted little change in him since the day
when he headed the guard that stood about
the scaffold of Savanorolo. His rude speech
aad abrupt address had little power to con-
ciliate the reception of unwelcome tidings.

‘When he announced the approach of the
hordes of the Prince of Orange towards
Perugia, he was told that the direct road
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through Perugia northwards lay not th
Florence ; that the presence of a for
barbarous was indeed a calamity, ba
it was one which had befallen riche;
more powerful states than those c
‘master, and that patience under the affi
would evince his wisdom.

‘¢ And is patience all that your High:
are prepared with, against their march
Piazza of the Priori?’’ asked the ar
veteran.

The reply of the Signori might ev
have been temperate; but Francesco
ducci had a spice of the emissary’s
abruptness, and he rose at once to
utterance to one of those powerful
nervous harangues which had estab
his renown. He hurled defiance ali
the Pope, the Emperor, the Prince, a
brigands. Never had his Holiness be
subject of a similar philippic; and s
had polite ears been astonished with so
an exposition of an irregular origin.

Gratifying as this naturally was t
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whose mission was for the express purpase
of exciting evil feelings against an invader,
it was not entirely all that was sought. The
emissary agreed with him in the style and
truth of his vituperation, but suggested the
propriety of considering of some means of
meeting the coming danger. He observed
that the admirable militia of Macchiavelli
had long been organized, and it was de-
sirable, if only as a political experiment, to
put their efficacy to the proof. The black
bands of Giovanni de Medici had been for
some time idle, and their very existence was
an anomaly in a well-ordered state, unless
they, like the other members of the political
body, were kept in health by appropriate
exercise.

Once convinced of the expedience of
these suggestions, the authorities gave
orders to enrol troops, to prepare banners,
to burn the palaces of the Medici, and to
pasquinade the Pope. All and each of these
ordinances were punctually carried into
effect ; the excitement of the latter com-
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pensating for the unpalatable nature of tk
former proceedings.

In the meantime, courier upon couri
dashed through the gates of Florenc
charged with fresh tidings and more urges
advices from Perugia; and last of all can
the astounding news that the dignity of tl
republic had been outraged, that the armi
of the invaders had already taken possessic
of Macerata, Montefalco, and Asceso, ar
finally, of Cortona and Arezzo.

- Things were now becoming serious, ai
a new spirit entered into the councils of tl
republic. No longer were heard the e
citing shouts of * Liberty and the People
but a wild and ferocious howling, from daw
to darkness, of ““Death to the Medici! e:
termination to their adherents |” Carduce
who had fitted with marvellous dignity in
the seat of the Gonfaloniere, was necessari
in the rostrum, and his oratory was r
marked as having acquired an entirely nov
and more exalted character. He flourish
away about Saguntum and universal co
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flagratior—anything sooner than a recur-
rence to the hated reign of the bastards of
the house of Medici, and the removal of
the Gonfaloniere of the city’s free election.
His own hand, he declared, was ready to
place the torch to the magisterial palace, to
burn the city rather than suffer the degra-
dation of submitting to Clement and his
barbarians.

The envoy of Baglioni was called into the
august presence of the assembled Priori, and
charged to bear to his principal an invita-
tion from the city, to enter into the pay of
the republic, as leader of the armies they
were about to enrol, and director of the
fortifications they would forthwith com-
mission the illustrious citizen, Michel
Angelo Buonarotti, to erect.

The envoy departed, and the wonderful
genius of the public engineer was employed
to surround the city with trenches and
bastions. Batteries were erected over every
gate of the city, and when all within the"
walls appeared sufficiently secure, and the

D 38
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property of the citizens mulcted to meet
emergency, they were allowed the divers
of seeing to the equal distribution of pul
burdens, by themselves executing the n
orders of the active senate. The subu
were to be swept away. They who f
sessed palaces and villas without the g
were .invited to transfer their- furniture i
the public squares, where they would
secure from the plunder of the State’s e
mies. Their homes, vineyards, and churc
were to be laid low; they were invited v
their own hands to aid the work of patri
sacrifice. The vaulted heavens, sonon
with songs of liberty, and radiant w
banners, they were welcome to, as the m
glorious roof that a free citizen could cow

Loudly and fiercely rung up through
excited city the wail over the demolitior
those long, populous, and wealthy lines
residences, thus declared without the
of protection, and therefore abandoned
authority to instant overthrow. Heed
of the feelings that might attend the sacri
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wealth, the eager crowd hurried
.nds to their work of patriotism.
me the miniature palaces of the
n of the suburb; down came: the
villas,—the homes of childhood ;
stured tombs,—the hitherto quiet
f their departed parents ; the altars,
silent witnesses to Heaven of each
iment of piety and repentance that
stolen from a life of calculation and
the convent,—about which ever
he mysterious and solemn doubt
utations of the frame with age—
the duration of the existence of
r and modest maidens who had
hin their doors with the innocence
liness of girlhood in their hearts
eks. Down came the hive-like
ry, on whose records even the
might boast to see his humble
alted to a species of nobility, arising
. possession of offices of authority
busy commonwealth;—down they
. in an inconceivably short space of
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time, mingling their ruins with uprooted vine
and olives, which had fallen with the abun
dant promise of their future fruit upon ever
branch and tendril.

Let us not charge*it to their shame,
men thus made homeless wept, while t
rabble bore more stoically the ruin of pr
perty not their own, and which they w
hesitatingly offered up to their country
service. A few tears over the sudden seve
ing from all the memorials of life, may |
pardoned to the sternest republican.

In a few days the city of Florence rais
up its towering dome and its lordly palace
in a desolate and burning wilderness ; ca
non projected grimly from a circle of be
teries, and arms gleamed along the turret
walls; and when all was thus far in reac
ness, the first scene of the stirring drar
was exhibited, with a pomp and circur
stance worthy of the dignity of so resolu
a people.

The town of Perugia had already surre
dered by compact, and the forces of Mal
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testa Baglioni began to pour into the
capital thus vigorously fortified. There was
a grim smile upon the weather-beaten visage
of the emissary, who now returned at the
head of the troops which his own diplomacy
had subjected to his command. The rear
of the forces was brought up by Baglioni
himself ; a short, broad-shouldered, sinister-
looking warrior, with a face of suspicion,
timidity, cruelty, and craftiness, and in-
flated with a pride equalled only by his in-
firmities. He had been borne to the very
gates of the city in a litter ; but had then, to
his great personal inconvenience, mounted
upon a mailed charger, to meet the Signori
in a state becoming the great trust and the
high honour in store for him.

Entering the city simultaneously with this
host of Perugia, by the different gates, and
evidently with little disposition, when en-
tered, to mingle their forces, came a less
numerous, but a far more highly disciplined
and richly equipped array of horsemen, and
preceded by a banner and a leader well
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known through the courts of Christendo
and nearly in every contested field of Ite
for the last few years. This individual w
Stefano Colonna, a Roman noble, Hercule
in stature, of iron limbs, and ferocious aspe
He was mounted on a charger black as nig
cased in gorgeous plate armour, and beari
at his saddle-bow a vast and heavy battle-a:
such as no arm but his own amongst t
mighty host might wield.

There was a tangible reality of stern tim
in the appearance of this fierce array, as
wound through the streets, which somewl
startled the peaceful citizens, who h
hitherto rather talked than thought abc
the coming struggle.

The march of the troops was direct
immediately towards the square in front:
the Palace of the Signori; and there t
magistrature, arrayed in robes of state, a
with the evidences of a wealth that mig
well impose upon the admiration and t
covetousness of their defenders, await
their coming. The noble chief Malates
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Baglioni responded to the invitation to enter
beneath their roof, with all that courtesy
which one but recently dispossessed of state
and power, and trusting to regain them
through the medium, and with the forces
and funds, of those who addressed him, might
be supposed to assume.

Not so the haughty and dark-visaged
Roman. Stefano Colonna descended not
from his saddle, but bowing with ill-disguised
disdain to the illustrious magistrate — no
other than Carducci himself—who addressed
him, signified his desire to know what
quarter of the city was apportioned to his
horsemen, and when he might be honoured
with the commands of the Signori.

He had met (a circumstance that rarely
befel him) with an individual little dis-
posed to brook an uncourteous word or
2 haughty look ; one who valued both him-
self and his office far above a hireling Con-
dottiere, of whatever rank or repute. He
descended to no further notice of the noble,
but tarned on his heel, cooled somewhat in
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his civilities toward the more politic lea:
of the State’s soldiers. Stefano Colon
stern, irritable, and arrogant, had his o
reasons for this- ill-timed discourtesy, as
also had for accepting the post wh
brought him within the city walls.

With pride of unrivalled birth, and an e
cation acquired beneath his family bann
amongst warriors who knew no law save t
wishes of their leader, no dread, save |
displeasure, this proud man had lived
life of vicissitudes, which had taught crue
and selfishness, as well as overbearing haug
tiness. To have accepted, under ordinz
circumstances, a second post in commar
and to have acknowledged as his super
the mere tyrant of a petty city, would ha
little accorded with his temper or his rep
tation, as a fearless soldier, and a shrewd a:
skilful leader; and nothing short of one
those extreme reverses of fortune whi
incessantly chequered his career, could nc
have -induced him to yield his relucta
consent. His ever-restless and ambitio



THE SIEGE OF FLORENCE. 65

family had mainly helped to bring about the
late catastrophe in their native city. They
had been the bitterest enemies of the im-
prisoned Pontiff ; pushing him to those hard
and cruel terms that obliged him to seek
expedients which debased to the very earth
the dignity of the tiara; compelling an open
auction of the hats of cardinals, and the
pastoral crooks of every empty bishopric,
and every profitable preferment in pros-
pective that was within his reach. It was
Stefano Colonna who received into his own
keeping those unfortunate prelates whom
they considered as enemies, and whom they
purposely singled out as hostages for the
fulfilment of terms scarcely within the bounds
of human endurance. But when the evil
star of the Pontiff had spent its malignity,
and other days came,—when the army of the
Prince of Orange had at last quitted the city,
and Clement regained his freedom, and had
entered into treaty with the Emperor respect-
ing newly discovered interests, and formed
an alliance with the bandits who had sacked
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the city—the first use he made of
quired power was, very naturally,
their bands against the possession:
‘most relentless of his domestic enen

Nothing loath for any adventt
promised plunder, these unscrupulou
had obeyed the Pontiff’s wishes to th
The castles of the Colonna were o
another seized and burnt; their
razed ; their followers exterminated,
tered, like the ashes of their dwel
the four winds of heaven. The b:
Stefano Colonna then became the
point of all the injured of his par
still too feeble to maintain his groun
the territories of the Pope, and whi
tating what part to adopt till better ¢
messenger from the republic of Flore
met him, with proposals to join them
the common enemy.

The terms offered him were, in
niary point of view, highly desirab
revenge, that best of all paymasters
him hopes even more tempting thar
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florins. But then came, mingling bitterness
and humiliation with his hopes, the unpa-
latable necessity of obeying many masters,
and of following where he had hitherto led.
There was, however, but the choice of utter
rin, or acceptance, and small time was
allowed him for his selection.

It was whilst a prey to these mingled
feelings, all of which united in rendering
him stern, and even savage, that he rode in
sullen moodiness at the head of his horse-
men, into the square of the city. Grinding
his teeth with rage as the plebeian figure of
the Gonfaloniere disappeared beneath the
porch of the palace, he hesitated, for an
instant, upon what further course to take.

The dark warriors that surrounded him
were not slow in reading, on that frowning
and fierce brow, the dark passions that
were raging in the bosom of their leader,
and the novelty of their situation as readily
suggested its cause. None dared to disturb
his reverie, but backing their steeds among
the over curious-populace, they formed
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about him a wider circle, and then sa
immovable, as though no life dwelt with
the iron panoply upon which the sunligh
fell with intense brightness.

Stefano Colonna was roused at length b
a murmur amongst the crowds, and a swa)
ing hither and thither of these might
masses. The portals of the palace we
thrown open, and forth paced the magi
trates of the city, with the important persc
of Carducci at their head, resplendent wi
the gorgeous state robes of his office, ar
accompanied by the leader of the migh
array that thronged the piazza. Heral
harbingered their movements ; and as th
passed down from the steps of the palace
ascend the Loggio dei Lanzi, every mart
instrument gave out its shrill and stirrn
music, which fell upon the excited senses
Carducci as it did upon the ears of t
mettlesome war-horses, which, as th
prancing hoofs clattered upon the pavemer
added to the uproar.

The small, subtle grey eyes of the Go
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faloniere twinkled with a quick and bright
scintillation, and his heavy brow became
radiant with a novel and martial ardour.
He was led up the steps of a velvet and
gilded throne, erected after his own device
for the occasion, and before him was laid
upon a cushion the baton destined for the
infirm hand of their elected leader.

Stefano Colonna smiled, with an expres-
tion of sarcasm and rage, as he beheld the
tottering form of Malatesta Baglioni sink
down on his knee, to do homage to the
city’s magistrate, and then receive from
him the important emblem which con-
ferred unlimited power over the armies of
the State.

But a ceremony far more galling to his
proud spirit was next performed. The
officers of the various bands of which that
force was composed, passed beneath the
standard of the Perugian, which fluttered
side by side with the banner of the republic.
The keen glance of Carducci appeared to
single out the moody brow of Colonna, and
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kindled with a light of triumph, as
marked the pennons of that proud fam
droop beneath the ample folds of the gc
falon of the State, which fluttered before |
elevated throne.

Colonna turned with ill-concealed disg
from this humiliating cereinony. Too prc
to plead weariness, too politic to avow oj
discontent, he forced himself to conform
the remaining arrangements of the da
pageant. Carducci was not one to abat
jot of the homage which thus unexpecte
fell to his due, and the parade was prolon;
beyond the patience of many who had m:
a wearisome day’s march beneath a burn
sun. Comfortable, nay, luxurious quart
awaited them ; and as their marchings w
at ‘an end, at least for some time, tl
consoled themselves under the weariso
display, with the prospect of a campa
shared with wealthy burghers, and co
forted by the smiling faces of the faj
portion of the citizens. Evening came
last, and with it the initiation of the soldi
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to the long promised revels of a luxurious
blockade, and the piazza was deserted.

In a gorgeous chamber of the ancient
Palace of the Priori, and surrounded with
the emblems of his authority, sat the some-
what wearied, yet supremely happy wielder
of the city’s destinies. Very different was
his present state from that of past days,
when, flying from the face of an offended
prince of the exiled family, this now potent
ruler had turned his heel upon his humble
home in his native city, and upon his honest
merchandise, and gained from day to day
bread and garlic sufficient for the fatigues
of the morrow, by reading lectures upon the
rights of citizens. He was now wealthy to
his heart’s content; he had been honoured
beyond the lot of any citizen of equally
obscure origin ; and as though fortune admi-
nistered her utmost to his elevation, he had
that day received homage from the bended
knees of nobles, high in birth, station, and
fame of arms. These were reflections well
calculated to banish weariness from his
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limbs, and all care of the morrow from |
brow.

Yet, as we have led the reader into {
sanctum of his privacy, we will extend t
privilege, by watching for a few minu
more that brow, upon which those w
looked in the hours of his public can
had never yet observed aught but self-i
portance, triumph, or shrewdness. T
mood he was now in led him deeply is
thoughts, most jealously screened from pu
lic gaze ; and gradually the smile of his 1.
triumph began to subside ; his brow da
ened, and became so drawn down as nea
to render invisible his minute and cast-do
eyes; he clasped his hands convulsivel
his head drooped, and from time to tim
slight tremour shook his broad, solid fran

It happened that a pen fell from the tal
before which he was seated, to the flo
and the mere and scarcely perceptible tou
of its feathery giration startled him ;
bounded to his feet ; his hair stood on en
the moisture broke in round bubbles frc
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his brow, and in this mood of mind, scared
and nearly bewildered, he gazed towards
the distant corners of the room, into which
the light from the many silver lamps fell
less glaringly ; and then, when about to
tarn his eyes to the cause of his alarm, his
glance fell upon a brilliant mirror, and
exhibited the ghastly spectacle of fallen
features, the paleness of death, and his erect
hair. He passed his hands across his eyes to
shut out a vision so hideous.

After a few minutes had restored some-
what of calm, he undid his velvet vest, and
drew forth a miniature, richly set in
diamonds of immense price ; he raised it at
once to his lips, and then gazed upon it till
the mood of his phrensied fear passed away ;
the fountains of his heart were opened, and
tears quick and large, as the tears of child-
hood, coursed down his rude and passion-
worn features ; the pomps about him were
a8 invisible, through their moisture, as was
the memory of the day’s pageant during his
present paroxysm.

YoL. 1I. B
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If such an one as that picture repres
had ever been loved and lost, well mig
weep for her, even in his old age. No v
even of the dreams of a youthful poet,
exceed its extreme loveliness; but ai
traits of angelic beauty, there was ai
pression about the eyes and lips, whicl
its own fatal secret for the heart of
mourner. There was a slumbering
ness, subdued by melancholy and meek
which might have escaped the observ
of one unacquainted with the subsec
history of that lovely female ; but to
expression alone the eyes of Carducci
riveted in most melancholy gaze.
picture and its memories were at onc
stimulus and his shield, through his ca
for they were the cause of those fi
heedless rashness, which appeared to
peril and to covet death, which m:
his conduct through the stormiest per
and at the dangerous eminence to whic
had raised himself.

One individual alone in the wide v
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was master of his secret. It was a youth
who had saved his life under singular cir-
cumstances, and who, under the infirmity
of an illness which nearly finished his
mortal sorrows, had become the depositary
of his miseries. His tale was told, and
from that minute his listener scorned to
touch the bread ke had broken, or to breathe
the atmosphere that ke breathed; his
utter humiliation and wretchedness no
longer excited sympathy; an amazed look
of disgust and horror met his glance
when his tale was finished ; and from that
hour his self-reproach became tenfold more
insupportable.

The picture now trembled in hls hand,
and his mind was far away from his worldly
triumphs, when a knocking at the door of
his chamber, disregarded till it had become
loud and frequent, roused him; he turned
rapidly to remove all signs of his emotion,
and bade his visitor enter. A packet was
laid before him, and his attendant withdrew.

When again alone, he turned willingly to

E2
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anything that might dispel his late trair
thoughts. He hastily tore open the pacl
and as he did so, a small and plain circle
gold, that seemed a wedding ring, drop]
on the floor at his feet. He staggered,
his whole frame was convulsed with
agitation ; the paper was crumpled in
ample hand, and for some minutes he ste
without power to pick up the token, or
read the nature of its summons. When
did so, a calm and ominous stillness °
tokened the coming of a resolution wh
no human passion could further disturb.
He gazed for a moment on the token ; |
sign which he had instantly sought w
manifest ; he placed it in his bosom, a
then unfolding the paper which accompani
it, read it more than once. He then tore
into a thousand minute particles, and flu
them from him. He summoned his attendar
and concealing arms beneath his mant
drew the long cappuchio, which was wo!
at that time pendent from the shoulde
nearly to the earth, over his brow, and le
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his apartments. Unheeding for once the
honours of the sentries that paced before
his doors, he passed rapidly down the stairs,
traversed the double courts of the paiaoe,
emerged into a side street, and then plunged
at once into the narrow and yet crowded
streets of the city.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

Day after day, in unwearied watcl
Eugenia Capponi hung over the pillo
the sufferer she had brought to her
home, and whose mind had received a s
from which it was but slowly recove
The constant presence of one beloved
the gentle cares which his illness ne
had began gradually to bring back the
of the maiden to a calmer temperament
to foster the strength which she had forr
fretted hopelessly away.

It was towards evening, and the
light of a moon, yet crescent in its
beauty, shone solemnly over her
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r the composed features of the suf-
The chamber was silent as the grave ;
r that crept from her eyes followed
se silently into her bosom, whose free
ent was suspended, lest its heavings
reak the fragile spell of a sick man’s

had passed away many hours of each
| night, since that motionless thing
re her. This moonlit hour of the
ight was appointed for his waking ;
nurmuring preceded his movement,
, unclosed, and he awoke as from a
ng slumber. Most anxiously did
1 gaze into those dark eyes, in search
ign of the’ intellect’s return. A
f recognition succeeded to the first
of bewilderment; the whole truth
osition broke upon him at once.

renia,” he said, calmly, ¢ are we quite
are there none by, to cry shame upon
sing myfirst thoughts for any purpose
. of pouring out all my gratitude for
ons which are endless ? Worse than
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nature of this brief and most painful con-
ference shall not be hidden from you; but,
till the trial is over, I should unman myself
against the coming struggle were I to speak
of it to you.”

He took from his neck a small silver case,
such as usually contain the relic of a patron
saint, or a print of the Madonna, and touch-
ing a spring behind it, a small gold ring fell
into his hand.

“My trust,” he said, mournfully, *is
about to be resigned ; and if a memorial like
this, which for years has rested upon my
heart, may meet favour in your eyes, take it,
lady, and wear it for my sake ! It is all the
treasure,”” he said, smiling archly, ** which I
have ever possessed, and, to say truth, which
1 ever coveted, for it contained what I had
thought never to have parted with in this
life. But like an empty shell when the fruit
is taken out, I may now cast it from me,
without its becoming itself a remembrance of
one who may have nothing more to give.”

It lay in the hollow of the fair small hand

€3
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in which he had placed it, and burning te:
fell upon it.

“ As a token of hope,” said the maid
trusting herself, in the extremity of 1
emotion, to speak at last upon a subj
which a moment’s reflection might h:
represented as scarcely maidenly, it w
a treasure beyond all that this world co
give me ; but as a token of utter, irredee
able despair, it would wither the heart
which it would lie. Take it back, Fr:
cesco,” she said, ¢ if your last words ct
veyed the meaning my wretchedness wo
fain give them. I need no such cr
emblem to hurry death before its ti
which may not be remote.”

A paroxysm of tears and convulsive s
prevented further utterance. These !
sentences had fallen upon the senses of
youth like consuming fire, and when
words were spoken, he felt as if they |
utterly burned his heart to ashes. Wi
he regained the power to reply, his voice 1
hollow, and his speech solemn and slow.
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sia,” he said, *“ you had a right
estion me ; yet had I trusted that
, for both our sakes, have left this
ference to heaven’s own selected
1t the words are said, and, like a
ell, must control us both, whether
¢ evil. Now look, Eugenia, upon
that would rather blacken with
. than that I would designedly
k with some effort of gentle force
s from her pale face, and then con-

. amulet, to one seeking worldly

e, were infallible ; such at least it

1 to me; all such schemes have

d with me whilst I kept it. But its
vere barren to me, for the treasure

ned neutralized all mortal blessings.
take it, I say not but that it may be
an of hope ; but it must be a hope
| through death:—not yours, lady,
e, but that of one to whom death were
’s greatest mercy.”
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The silver reliquary dropped from 1
hands of the maiden; she turned her e
from it as with horror. The full dark ge
of Francesco had minutely watched t
quick emotions which his words had p
duced; and when he saw their full a
spontaneous effect, he threw forth his arn
and folded her to his bosom. His he:
beat tumultuously ; his very senses seem
to reel with joy and pride, for the trium
of the very noblest feeling of hum
nature.

‘“ Beloved one !” he exclaimed ; ¢ life ¢
have no hour left of emotion like th
Beautiful as thou art, beyond all that my pri
in your noble and fine nature delighted
picture thee,—never more will deed of mi
pain thee. Our portion may be bitter,
this day, this hour’s nobleness, shall
least lighten your burdens. Let us p
for awhile; this truly ominous talism
shall go from me, with the symbol it cc
tained before. Let me have a messen;
ready to bear my summons to a gul
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1 creature, and an awful interview
the nearer its conclusion.”

nia Capponi herself received the
from his hand, and left him. Her
e was to dispatch a trusty messenger
Palace of the Gonfaloniere, and she
rried to her own chamber, to recal
ok and syllable of her late trying
w. The awful ordeal for her at
as over, and with what bounding of
rt did she dwell upon its termina-
very pulse quickened, and her heart
pidly, and almost audibly, as she
ered that first, that sudden and
ss embrace. His cheek had been
to hers, his lips had rested upon
ehead. It was a memory that no -
fliction could efface or weaken ;
ot would burn like the centre of a
1s and glowing fire.

even more elating to all the better
er feelings of her nature were those
oned and rapid expressions of heart-
ogy, springing from the fountain of
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admiration, of an act that was noble in
portion as it had been trying. She
gained his praise; she had raised h
higher in’ his esteem, by an honest an
alted impulse, than she could ever have
by watching or by suffering. There
something yet left to live for.

In the meantime, the packet had trav
to its destination, and he to whom it
addressed was hurrying to obey its m
rious summons.

No ordinary' motive would have ind
Carducci to tread unattended the stree
the city, far less to have turned his
towards the Palace of the Capponi,
trust himself within its hostile po
Yet, having once turned his back upo:
towering and gloomy walls of his al
regal residence, he moved with a :
nearly approaching flight, towards the
pointed out for his meeting. His foot
never hesitated till the lofty arch ol
Palace of Niccolo Capponi frowned :
him,
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d no occasion to knock for admit-
he bearer of his summons had taken
1 at the portal, and awaited his
A sign interchanged between
ned Carducci to move on silently,
1e disguise he had assumed. They
a private staircase, and after tra-
a variety of private passages, his
ised, and pointing to a door, signed
o enter. The bold spirit of Car-
ed him ; he hesitated for a minute,
by a sudden impulse entered.
ind himself in a vast room, faintly
on a bed, beneath a gorgeously
ome, lay a figure so pale and so
it might seem inanimate. It was
1e had studied the features of the
tently for some seconds, that he
d the being who possessed the
et of the dark pages of his history.
sent for me,” he said, at last,
“and I am come. If you are
ars but mine may hear your reve-
eak, for I am in a mood of mind to
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hear the darkest tidings that can await
as the sequel.of an ill-placed confidence

* Wretched man,” replied the ya
with an emotion that palsied his fe
limbs, *“ you have received a token from
dead. Who, think you, was likeliest t
its depositary ?”

‘ Those, surely,” replied the agit
man, ‘‘ who straightened her corpse, w
wickedness had slain her !”

“ You are right,” said the youth ; “t
who received an exhausted and dy
maniac, found upon her finger after de
this powerful witness of her identity.
listen, abandoned and miserable man, to
remainder of the tale, and see whether
may find more solace in its terminal
than in its course. 'When she had stra
among the wild and desolate hills, till
ravings had destroyed the estranged intell
and her limbs were torn with brambles, -
the rude contact of pitiless briers, and w
bruised and blackened with the stones
the precipices, which she had no power
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distinguish or avoid, she was found upon
the bare hills by an aged and lone woman,
who, with barely sustenance enough to
maintain life in herself and an only child,
had yet charity enough to share her pittance
with her as long as life lasted. You are
aware that she left not your roof alone ; an
infant was found clasped in her cold arms,
and striving to draw from her breast the
nourishment which had perished in its foun-
tain, The mother died beneath the stars of
heaven ; but the infant survived her, and was
gathered up tenderly, and, in accordance with
her parent’s last wishes, was kept jealously
from the knowledge of her mother’s mur-
derer. All this you may have conjectured.
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