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SEBASTIEN COMEZ;
OR,

THE MULATTO OF MURILLA.

——

A SPANISH STORY.

The sun had only just risen, and all Seville
was still buried in repose, when several youths,
the youngest of whom might have been about
fitteen, and the eldest twenty, met one morning
in the month of June, 1538, at the 'door of. a
handsome house in the square of the little Clois-
ter of San Francisco.

After an interchange of greetings, one of
them having knocked, the door was opened by

oid negro.

o Goodgmorning, my old Gomez,” said they,
almost together. ¢ Is the master up ?”

« Not yet, my young sirs P replied the negro,
speaking in a slow aud guttural tone. i

« Jow you drawl out that, Gomez,” cned.se-
veral of themn, as they rushed sunultaneously into
the workshop, each one hastening towards his re-
spective easel. o

« By St. James of Compostello, but this is
strange,” exclaimed Saurez, who bad ppened his
box and taken out his palette. « Which of you
gentlewmen stayed the lutest the workshop 77

» Oh| the Zomb is again at work,” said Go-,
mez, with every appearance of fear. .

% I'he Zombi! the Zombi ! said Saurez angri-
Jr. “1f I could catch your Zombi I would
baog bis shoulders till he told his real pame. It
isa very bad joke to play off on we, gentlemen,
who am more particular than any one of you in
cleaning iy palette. Dy brushes are as dirty
as if 1 bad only been using tem.”

»Stay ! here isa head on the corper of my
canvass,” said Saurez, stopping before his easel.

« It is the portrait of the canon [stenby,” ex-
climed Cordeva. * Look, gentlemen, look !’

«['he Zombi again,” muttered Gomez.

# [q truth, il it s the Zombi of Gomez that
makes af! the heads which we find every morn-
ing on our canvas,” said Villavicemio, * he ought,
since he meddies at all, to have the goodness to
paint the head of the Virgin in my descent from
the Cross, I canunot succeed in giving it the
expression which the Virgin-Mother ought to
lave. For these last eight days I bave effaced
every evening what T spent the day in painting.”

While speaking, Vitlavicernio had been care-
lessly approaching his casel.  Ile now uttered a
ery, sudl staod nationless before it.

They all vose, one after the other,and ad-
vancing 1owards bim, gazed n silent astonish-
meut. .

In the centre of Villavicemio’s picture, at the
foot of the cross, whence the evening before the
young Spaniard nad effaced his head of the Vir-
git, there was now anather. It was only a sketch,
but 1he expression was so lovely, so chaste, the
outhine of such great purity, the coloring so soft
that it spoiled the picture by its superiority 1o
every oiher figuve in it,

“ How beautilul I cried all the young people,
in evatasy.

“Indeed, Iknow not who could have done
that head,” said Saurez, © unless it might be
Gaspara

“Who calls Gaspard?” gayly exclaimed a
youth of wixteen, entering the workshop, lollow-
ed by a man of middle age, whom the pupils sa-
luted by the name of Mendez Ozorio.

“ What u close fellow you must be, Gaspard,”
saitl Baba. ¢ Your father complains that you
prefer literature to painting, and now it seems
that you reverse the usual order of things, and
paint by night and study by day.

% Who sccuses e of painting by night 2 de-
manded Gaspard, laughing.

“Look bere!” cricd at the same instant all
the pupils; all of them, at least, whose canvas
had received an aduttion of figures, heads, or
arms,

Mendez Inoked, and said gravely ¢

“Upon my word, gentlemen, this is not Gas-
pard’s dowy.?

“ What reason have you for thinking it is not,
Senor Ozorio 27 said Cheves.

“ Sunply becawse Gaspard is incapable—?
_“OF plaging o trick ¥ said Tobar, complet-
ng s senlence.

* OF domy so well ™ continued Ozorio,

This was huided with bursts of laughter from
the popils,

“Cuen it is you, Senor Ozorio,” said they.

“1 should be right glad o own such touches
as these,” repltied Uzoriv, * but it is not I3 [ am
not of an age to stay up all night for no “other
object thau to play tricks on you.”

* Phea who can o be 27

* The Zombi,” mutteced old Gowez again.

“To wulk, geatlemen, 10 wark? sand Gas-
Pard, lonkug up tawards the ceiting,  *¢ [ hear
my fatber commg down., Jhs teilet 1 sovn
mide.  For.my part, [ will make my escape,
ond get out of fus way.

4 Wihere are y "

o t Are you going 7 .

To read some verscs of iny own composition

MONTREAL

to Senor Ozorio. Au revotr, my young friends.”

“ Sebastien ! Sebastien! Sebastien !’

At these cries, reiterated a hundred times by
the pupils, and in every variety of tone, a poor
little mulatto hurried into the workshop.
bl'“ Here I am, wy masters” said he, trem-

ing.

¢ Sebastien, some fresh canvas,” said one.

“ Sebastien, the oil P’ cried another.

¢ Sebastien, my palette !”

“ Sebastien 1 grind some yellow for me.”

“ And some vermullion for me,” satd another.

“ Some ochre for me,” said a sixth.

“ Come, Sebastien, quick ! quick I

In the vain endeavor to answer all these clash-
ing and conflicting calls upon him, the poor little
mulatto ran about from one to the other, meet-
ing with rebufls on all sides, for not attending to
every one at the same time.

“ Well, what is the matter with you all? one
would think the workshaop was on fice.”

These words, uttered in a sharp, stern voice,
hushed all to silence, while each one of the pu-
pils bent before the new comer. He was a man
of about forty, with a ‘uoble but somewhat haugh-
ty expression of countenauce, and dressed with
the utmost elegance.

“Look, Senor Murillo!” said Villavicemio,
showing his picture.

« Very well, indeed ; bravot Villavicemio,”
said Murille. “¥You are making visible pro-
gress.”

s It was not T who painted that, master ! said
Villavicemio, in a tone of regret.

% So much the worse ; but who was it, then?”
replied Murillo. ¢ Speak, speak,” added he,
impatiently ; “ for it is admirable. What tone,
what freshaess, what coloring, what delicacy of
touch! Iam not afraid, geatlemen, to say that
he who has dooe this head of the Virgin will be
one day the master of us all. Was it you,
Baba 77

« No, Senor.”

# Or you, Saurez?”

«¢ Alas! not 1.v

¢« Could it be Gaspard, by any chanee 7"

¢ He denies it, Senor Murillo,” said Cheves.

“1f be does, we must believe bim,” replied
Murillo. % But who can it be, then? 'This
head of the Virgin has not come and planted
itseif of its own accord in the middle of Villavi-
cemio's canvas.”

“ By our Lady! Senor Murillo,” said Cor-
deva, the youngest of the class, « il Gormez is
to be believed, and the little Sebastien—"

“« Well ¥

% Tt is the Zombr who—" Cardova was inter-
rupted by a shout of derision from all the pupils.

« Nay,” le added, warmly ; “ you may laugh
if you like, and mnake game of me; but never-
theless, gentlemen, you canmot deny that for
some tie most extraordinary things have occur-
red bere—things which do not bappen every
day.”

% That is true, for it is at pight they happen,”?
replied Villaricemio.

“ What happens every pight?’ demanded
Murillo, without takwg his eyes off the head of
the Virgin, so miraculously painted.

Cordova began to explain:

“ According to your orders, Senor, none of us
could ever leave the workshop until we have put
everything aside, cleaned our palettes, washed and
dried our brushes, arranged our easels, and tura-
ed our canvas wrong side up. Well, Senor
Murillo, for about a month—jyes—certamly it ts
at least 2 month, if not more—for the last mont:,
then, every morning, on arrising, oue finds his
palette ail full of paint; another his brushes
dirty ; aud here and there upon our canvas, oue
discovered an arm fiuished which be bad only
sketched 5 apother, in the corner of his pieture,
a devil grinning at him and showing his torns ;—
others find, at one time the head of an augel,
ancther lime that of an old nan, or, 1t way be,
the profile of a young girl, or the caricature of
some oae who had been in the workshop the
evening before.  In short, Senor Munillo, 1
should never have-done if I were to relate all
the supernatural doings that take place every
night in your workshop.” o _

“ Is Gaspard a somnambulist I inquired Villa-
vicemio of his master.

« Nn; but even if he were, it is not credible
that he should work better at night with his eyes
shut, than in the day with his eyes open. No,
my young friends; he who has produced that
head is more thun a pupil, more than an imitater.
Tt 1s incovrect, it is unfiuished § nevertheless, the
sacred fire of genius is in tha pencil.  However,
It is very easy for us to find out—Sedastien !”

“ If you want to find out frum Sebastivu, Se-
por,” sad Villavicemio, * he knows no wmore thun
we do;—Dbul no, J amn misteken, he positively
alficius 1t 1s the Zomn 17

4 We shall soon see that—Sebastien.”

¢ Here, naster,’ suid the little joutatto, who
had run at the first call,

“ PDiud 1 aot order you to sleep here every

night 2"

“ Yes, masler.”

“ And do you sleep here I

“ Yes, master.”

% Then tell who it is that comes into the work-
shop every night, or in the morning before the
pupils arrive 3—who ? answer me.’

“ No one, master, replied the little mulatto,
m affright, and twisting the buttons of his slceve
in his conlusion.

“Noone? Youlte, rascally slave—you lic.
Have you not eyes as well as we ?  And Muril-
lo pointed to the head of the Virgin in Villavi-
cemio's picture,

“ Nobody—but —myself, master, I swear to
you,' said Sebastten, with clasped hands.

“ Now, listen to me !’ said Murillo, with stern
look and voice—¢I nust know who has done
this head of the Virgin; do you hear me? as
well us those little figures which the gentlemen
find every morning on the canvas. I am deter-
mined L will koow, T tell you. Now listen to
me; to-night, instead of sleeping, you must
watch; and if to-morrow you bave not disco-
vered the culprit, you shall receive twenty lashes,
laid on by my major-domo, who does not beat
the air, as you know by this tine. Remember
what I say. If you have anything to say, say it
—speak—TI give you full permission.

“ I anly wanted to say, master, sard Sebas-
tien, with tears in his eyes, “that if everything
resnain in its place to-night—and if there is no-
thing else on the gentlemea's canvas—'

#'Chat is another thing; instead of twenty-
five lashes, you shall get thirty. Enough said—
now, gentlemen, to work.” The lesson com-
menced ; and while it lasted, a profound sileace
was observed, Such was Murillo’s devotion to
his sublime art, to which he owed his brilliant
tame and fortune, that hie would not suffer a pro-
fane woril to be uttered by the pupils while in
liis presence; and by a profane word the great
master meaot every word that related not to
painting.

After the departure of Mourillo, it seemed as
if each pupil were determined to make himsel!
amends for the silence imposed on him. If every-
thing appeared dead while the master was pres-
ent, his absence was the signal for a return to
iife ; even the very easels scemed to become ani-
mated.  As at this moment the minds of all the
pupils were occupied with the one subject, the
conversation immediately turned upon those hitle
creations, so delicate, so sweet, so soft, which
seemed to be called forth every morning, and
vanish every night—but only to give place to
others.

¢ Tell us now, Sebastien,” said Villaviceimo,
as soon as the door had closed on Murillo, and
thi sound of his steps had died away in the long
corrdor. ¢ Tell us why, when (he master asked
you who had done all these little beads, why did
vou nnt give the same answer as to us, “Lhe
Zanbi"?

% Because that answer would have earned for
me a flogging. Senor Villavicemio,” replied Se-
bastien, whose tongue, as well as that of the
other pupils, seemed to be let lnose by the de-
parture of the master.

“« Als! well, T have good hopes you shall not
escape to-inerrow morning with your Zombi,”
cried Mendez.

# Do nat speak & of the Zombi, Seacr Men-
dez,” said Sebastien, affectng an aic of terror;
 for look how be is revenging himselt on you Ly
stretehing the arm of your St. James—this armn
is al least an inch longer than the other.”

& Sebastien is right, Mendez,” said DBaba,
leaning over his neighbor’s easel.  «That arm
is too long. But tell us, Sebastien, who is the
Zonbi

# Yes, do, Sebastien ; tell us who is the Zom-
i ™ excliumed several voices at once.

“Indeed, gentlemen, 1 have never seen im
myself ; but my father, who never saw him any
wmore than [, was told by tus grandfather, who
never saw him either, that be was a spectre, an
evil sprt that visits the earth every night ex-
presly to do mischief.”

[ wish | could do in the day what he does at
night” said Tobar. * Hand me some bright
yeltow, Sebastien.”

¢ Do uot you think it 15 yellow enough, al-
ready, Senor Tobar 7 answered Sebastien.

« Lok at wine, Sebastien ; is mine too yel-
low 7 iuquired Cheves.

¢ On Lhe coutrary, Senor, yours is blue—a
deep, dark blue.  Your water is blue, your trees
are blue, your meadows are blue. Is it on set
purpose that you wake everything blee 2

¢ No, indeed,” said Cheves,

¢ Que would think so, then,” returned Sebas-
tien.

« [t is very odd, but this little slave, with his
simple fac: , is as full of mischiefl as an ape.”

= Atter abl, what is the negro but a kind of
ape ¥ said Villavicemo. '

s Mixed with a little of the parrot,” observed
Toabar. '

“ Wirth this difference only——that the parrot
does nothng bat repeat,” replied Baba, * and

“Just as the parrot, by diut of speaking,
sometimes hits upoa the right thing,” added
Tobar.

“Yon are a judge of designs, too, I suppose,”
said Villavicemio.

% Ol, T only repeat, you know, what I hear the
master say,” said Sebastien, with a look of such
perlect simplicity, that no one doubted but this
was the fact. ¢ For, after all, what am T but
an ape or a parrot 7’—he puused an instant, then
added— or a slave!” and these last words were
uttered in a tone of such deep sadness, that there
was not one amnng the pupils—gay, thoughtless
and sometimes inconsiderale, even (0 cruelty, as
they were—that was not touched,

“ What a droll little being you are!” sad
Baba, giving him a {riendly pinch in the ear.—
* Adieu, Sebastien, cateh the Zombn or your
back will pay for it.”

 Catceh the Zombi, or your back will pay for
it?” repeated each pupil, as he left the workshop.
¢« Adieu, Sebastien; good luelk 1o you; my re-
spects lo the Zomnbi.”

¢ The Zombi! the Zombi!” repeated Sehas-
tien, gazing after the last wha left the workshop.
« Will uot these Christiaus have pity upon me??

Ejaculating these words in the sume tone as
that i which he had pronouaced tlie word slave.
Sebastien began to arrange the workshop.—
Night having surprised bim in (s occupatiog, he
lighted a fump, and, casting a tmit but svarch-
ing glance around him, as il to assure himself
that he was really alone, he approached the easel
of Villavicemtos and, as he gazed on the head
of the Virgin which had so miraculously appear-
ed on the canvas, the dull, heavy eyes, the slug-
gish {eatures, the whole countenance of the poor
slave, becarse animated, and murmuring betwern
his teeth, ¢ The inaster saud, ¢ I only wish I had
done it * he appeared lost in ecstasy.

Long lhad he stood thus motionless, wlhen a
hand was laid upon his arm, aud so far bl be
been carried in thought from the present and the
visible, that he started, and uttered an exclama~
tion of terror at the toach.

# Scbastien " said a timid and broken voice.

“ Is it you, father 7 said Sebustien, loaking at
a tal, old negro, who was stanling beside hiim.

# What are you doing here, mny sou?”

« Notiiing, father. I was only looking at this
peture.”

“ Sebastien,” said the old nepro, turning on
his son a look of {eversh quictude, “ [ ficard
what the pupils said as they went out.  Are you
guing Lo watch 2V

% Yes, father, replied the boy.

“ And the Zombi I said the old man, with a
terrified glance around the Jarge warkshop, whieh
the feeble light of the lamp seeined only Lo throw
iuta deeper shade.

T am not mueh afraid of hiwm, father,” said
Sebastien, with an involuntary smite of inere-
dulity.

# Oh, my son, do not jest thus,” said the ol
man, the realty of whose fears was evidenced by
the trembiing knees that could scarcely support
him. “ Do not brave him, Oh!if he were to
carry you off, tell me what would become of ald
CGiomez. I will remain with you, my smu. L am
very much afraid—but that 1s no matier,  Lavl
him take us both off regether, if it must be so.”?

“ My good father,” said the youns mulatto,
“ tliere 15 no such thing as the Zomoa; it 15 only
an old superstition of our country. His reve-
rence, Father Ambrose, who often cames hery,
has often told you se, father; wmil you must be-
lieve bim, for he is a holy man, and woull not
say anything that was nol true.”

“ But these little heads, and especially that
head of the Virgin, which las thrown them all
into such surprise, that even the master hunself
was speaking of it at dinuer to Senor Meuidez
Ozorio, to young Master Gaspard, and to every-
body eise. Who would put it there il aot the
Zoml

« Seme time or other it will be known, futher ;
but you bad better leave me now.”

“ [t 1s vain for you Lo talk, boy; [ will not
leave you. QOuly think, clild, what you are to
me. The wlite men have houses, money—they
have liberty—liberty, elald ! Bur you know ne
what that 1s.  You were born a slave; but [—!
have been wnade one. I—I was born free, Se-
bastien 1"

« Oh, 1t is too true, father. It is horrible to
be a shave ! said Sebagtien, burstng into tears.

“ Horrible P repeated the old negro. % 1or-
rible! and no hope of ever brealong the chaiu;
cerlainly no hope for thee, Sebastien "

# Father 7 said the young inulatto raising his
eyes to the glass dome of the workshop, through
which was seen the bright starry heavens, * on
Ligh there is a .God who 15 a God for every one,
for the negro as well as the white man § for (e
stave as well us the wasters Let us pray 10
hin, my father, and be will bear and answer us.”

“ But only a miracle could lelp us, my son.”

o God can work miracles, father” .

“ Alas! my son, He does not work them

e No. -19;_

now’-a-dnys; and why should He work one for
us 7'

“ Who knows, father? Iis reverence tells
me that a Clristian must never despair, But
now, dear father, you must go and lie down j—
and you may sleep soundly, believe me. You
know I am no longer a child. 1 am ffteen.—
Good night, father.”

“ Good night, my son ; and may God set you
[ree one day.”

“You must e first free, father. You said
yourself that [ wus a sfave, and mnst by tins
tme be accustomed to i1, Gaod night, father.”

“ Good night,” said the old negro, at last mak-
ing up his mind to feave him. * Gond mght.”

As soon as Sebastien found hiwisell alone, he
uttered a joyous soumd 5 but, as i suddenly re
collecting himsell, he exclaimed, sorrowfulfy :

“Twenty-five fashes o 1 o not confiss j—
thirty dashes if' there should be nu new fijuces to
morrow 5 and twenty-five lshes of the culprit be
found out.  Poor slave! what hadst thou 1o do
with such igh dreansa ? | will erase all, and it
shall happen no mwore.  But, oh! how steepy T
am,” added he, yawning.  “ [ will pray to God,
and who knows but [le may inspire e with
sote means ol extrication.”

And Sebastien knelt upon the wmat which
served him as a bed; but fatigued as bhe was by
the lafdors of the day, sleep sueprised him m the
middle of his prayer, and falling ayainst one of
the marble pillars of the workshop, lie awoke not
ull the first feeble rays of the new-born day had
penetraled into the romm, The clock of the
cloister of Sun Irancisew struck hall-past three,
and his very juints cracked in the efort tho-
roughly to awake. ¢ Up, lazy one, up, said
he; # you have tiree hours before you—three
hiours which you can eall gour own—three hours
in which you ace your owa master.  Avaid your-
self of them, poor slase! ‘lime encugl, when
they awalce, for you o reswme your chiin, and
feel it.  Courage! you may do whit you.like
for three hours. [t 1s httle enough.”  “Ulhe boy,
now Yroad awake, appronched the euse]l of Vil-
laviceimo. “In the first place,” said he, « T
must effsce all these ligures.”

Chen taking a brush, which be dipped into the
oily he uncovered the Viegin's head, which, ills-
mined as it was by the dim light of the approach-
ing day, appeared sullinore soft and sweel.—
“ Ifface it! They did not dare to do un, not-
withstanduys all therr tannts 5 anid [—shall | have
more courage (han they? Nojnejy a unllion
tiines rather the scourge —rather death, ir it
must be w0, Dot tits head lives—ic breathes—
it spesks. Were | o effiee at, methinks its
blood flows—it wonld be nothing short of wur-
der.  No, | will rathes finish it.”

These words were uo sooner uttered than the
palette was in the hands of Sebastien, the va-
rious eolors mixed, and the boy at work,

“ After all, ift it must be eflaced, | shall have
e enough before the master gels up. or the
papils arvive,” said he to bimsedl, ¢« e hair
does not wave gracefully enough—there is sume
hardness here —it wants o softer touch there—I
must shade here—tlis line is oo marked—it
makes her taok old—the Virgio ought 1o be in
prayer, 1oo—ler Jips must be a little apirt—
there, thal will do.  But, do I drewin?  Seems
she nat actually broathmg before me?  Ave her
eyes fixed upon el Methinks 1 hear a sigh
from under the vell which s falling over her
shoulders.  Ohl oy buautiful, how holy sbe
seeins 7

Meanwhile the sua bad arisen, and its rays
~hining through the window of the workshop, ir-
vadiated with their bridliant tight all the objects
it cortamed 5 but Scbastien, quite absorbed m
bis work, perceived it not. e forgot ¢very-
thing—the advanctng  hour—the hard slavery,
and the tweniy-five Lhes which awaited bim, —
Whally carvied away by his art (his gemus for
which, horn with hin, bad been murveliously de-
veloped by bis stay wih Marilio), e young ar-
tist saw ouly the Viegin’s tace, with the lovely,
beniguant sule ; be was o louger a slave—he
was frec—there was no hondage in the bright
wurld in which he was hvmy.  Suddealy, the
noise of footsteps and the sound of well-known
voices broke the churm, sad brought fim back to
carth, once more a shave.

Sebastien, without turning round, felt that
Munilo and his pupils were betind him.  Sue- -
prised and eoutonuded, he thought not ether of
excasing himsell or of tryy 10 escape,  He .
wished the hor ol the warkshup would open
and swallow lim wp.  But vaoe was his wish
aud there stood the poor slave wih lus paletie in
one hand, lus brash 1o the other 5 and without
dariug o rase s bewl, e awaltedd, in agonized
distnay, the pudishment with- which he was
threatened., : :

‘There was a mament’s sileuce on both sides 3
for, if Sebastten was peteified ; on fdin s uaself
thus caught v the. lack, Muanilo- aud . his. pupils
were 0o less astanished at wia they betietd.~—

Tire young men, with allthe vivaciy ol their
age, were ubout to have expressed thuie appro .o



