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ood of Terniabounds. His acquaintance was
sunlly made by Theresa and the family du-
ing his sojourn in the valley. Her beauty
cedily capiivated his ardent imagination—
whilst her gentleness and winning simplicity,
re long, made a still deeper impression on his
eart.
Hitherto accustomed to the confinement of
stndio, the far-ramed beaaties of his native
ity had passed him in his hurried walks, not,
erhaps, without many an adgiiring gaze, but
srtainly without having inspired any tenderer
ntiment.
This was the young artist's first peep beyond
he gates of Rome, and who could wander, at
uch a season, amid that land of beanty and
rightness, without feeling himsclf elevated
nd inspired by the very air he breathes?  Its
emng concerts, amid perfumed groves and
alling fountains—its marble terraces and fall-
Fng fanes, hung with the richest and freshest
hreaths of spring—all nature appeared to poor
alentino decked as for a jubilee, and thelove-
y valley of Terni refiected in the mirror of an
magination lighted with the ardour of first
ove appeared 10 realize all hisidea of an earth-
y paradisc.  Days andl weeks he remained as
b were spell-hound to the spot, forgatful alike
of the tirr allotted (o him for his sojourn
hbroad, and of the day fixed for his return to
E(ome. He took views of the falls in every
arying point, and under every diversity of
shadeand colouring which that gluwing climate
exhibits.  Moraning, noon, and eventide, might
he b2 scen stationed with his canvass and pa-
lotte, the gentle Theresa by his side, sometimes
lost in wonder and admiration at the tints pro-
duced by his hand on the glowing canvass, at
others listening with enth to his descrip-
ton of the Eiernal City, its palaces and monu-
ments, and fecding with silent rapture on his
promises to bear her thither at no distant date,
the bride of hisheart, and never, never morcto
‘separate from her, and as the shadeof cvening
Ibeckoned them homewards, with what rapture
‘was thecanvass thrown aside, tolinger throngh
‘the maize of that sweet valley with his fond
and gentle companion, there to speak of fu-
tore bliss, and repeat their oft-told vows of
everlasting affection in all the cloquence of
their own sweet langnage, by the hight of a
lovely moon, and amid groves spangled with
fire-fiies.

Alas? hours like these werc too sweet to
lasi—100 bright to be registered n the calen-
dar of time’s dull vound. Valentino rouscd at
leagth from this dream of life and love, by a

second and more peremptory swmmons from
his master to resume his place and functions,
under penalty of sacrificing at once all hopes
of future encouragement and promotion, took,
one bright summer morning, almostnsensibly,
<his pensive way through the vatley, undecided
what steps to adopt, or how it would be pos-
sible to impart to his betrothed Theresa the
startling intelligence of their approaching sepa-
ration—yet, t~ delay was to losc all hopes even
of the means which might enable him to sup-
port and cherish her.

Thus painfully pre-occupied, he seated him-
self almost mechanically on a proj:cting rock,
near their favourite bower of myrtles, and, con-
cealed by its position from the pathway which
leads through the valley, helieved he could in
solitude and silence, give vent to his painful
reflections, and decide upon some pian for the
future. Suddenly, however, his ear wasstart-
led by a cry of terror, and, behieving he recog-
nized in that cry the voice of his beloved, with
the velocity of a startled deer he sped towards
the spot from whence the sounds proceeded.
Just at that moment, his Theresa, breathless,
and failen amd the tangled roots of a large
ilex, overcome with terror from the pursuit of
a wild boar, long an object of terror to the in-
habitants of a neighbouring valley, and whose
hiding-places had hitherte been so secure and
secret, as to defy all cflorts towards its de-
straction, appearced in sight.

The creature, which was now only a few
yards distant from the object of its purswit,
made a momentary pausc on the approach of
Valentino, as if to consider whether atiack or
retreat would be safest.  Probably aware how-
cver, that he had wandered too far away from
his strongholds 10 escape any regular attack
made by numbers, and perhaps deceived and
intinaidated by the reverberation of Valentino's
shouts, repeated with remaurkable clearness
from the cpposite clifi; the animal suddeniy
made off, with all possible speed, among the
rocks and underwood.

No means of defence being within hisreach,
having left even his walking club, the only
warlike weapon he posaessed, on thespot from
whence he had sprung on the sound of Thers-
sa's crics, Valentino beheld. as may be sup-
posed, with no small sausfaction the departure
of this fcrocious intruder, with whom he had
anticipated, a few moments since, a clese and
deadly combat. Al his cares were now direct-
cd to raise and reassure his fainting fair one;
but what was his dismay, on hfting her gently
from the spot where she sull remained extend-



