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Touah projecting pointg as she bounded from
rock to rock, until she finally disappeared in
ithe lake below. Alas, it would have beena
;harrowing spectacle forany humaneye! And
ivet a mother was destined o sustain the hor-
'yor!

i She would have thrown herself down the
‘precipice after her poor child, but Stefano with-
theld bier by main force. 'With great dificulty
‘e then conveyed her to Gaeta, where they re-
muined until the corpse of the maiden was
‘found, and rescued from thefury of the waves.
The distracted mother, after bathing it with
fier tears, caused it 1o be wansported to Doma-
s0. ‘The funeral rites having been duly per-
formed in the little church of that place, it was
interred in the cemetery not {ar from the shore
of the lake, to which the maidens of the neigh-
bouring village make a pilgrimage every year
1o scatter flowers upon her grave.

This unhappy event was studiously conceal-
edfrom Vin azo. Receiving no reply to his
letter, nor hearing any intelligence from Rosa-
lic, he came 10 the conclusion that her mother
persisted in her rigid prohibition. Youthful
vigor and latent hope gradually restored him
to health.  As soon as he recovered sufficient
sirength, he determined, at whatever risk, to
ste the beloved maiden once again.

Circumstances delayed his arrival at Doma-
so until three hours after sunset. Finding it
wa late to go up to the vitlage of Rosalie, he
went to lodge at the house of afriend who was
acquainted with the state of his heart, and not
ignorant of the deplorable fate of the object of
s affections.  He wss a man of prudenceand
distretion, and as such was held in great cs-
teema by Vincenzo. Fearing that, if Vincenzo
were at once informed of the sad occurrence,
the blow would be heavier than he could bear,
the kind host took an opportunity, during sap-
per, to mention that Rosalie and her mother
had gone to visit her father at Palernio, he
having sent for ber, on hearing that Vincenzo's
father had refused his consent to the nuptials.
Nor was this statement entiroly without foun-
dation ; as her niother, unable to cndure the
sight of places and objects which constantly
tencwed her grief by reminding her of her be-
loved daughter, had removed to the residence
of her husband in Sicily.

Vincenzo sighed deeply at this intelligence,
but abserved, that on the following dny he
would at least tevisit the house where he so
often wooed her who was dearer to him than
life. Meanwhile he bagan to meditate a voy-
g3 0 Sicilg, and, as usual with lovers, -

dulged in athousaud dreams of happmess to
come.

Early the next morning, Vincenzo, in com-
pany with his friend, proceeded to the Jeserted
cottage of Rosalie. Upon coming m view of
the well-remembered house, covered with the
spreading branches of luoxuriant vines, he was
seized with ap unuseal tremor, and his eyes
overflowed with tears.

A little dog, which Rosalie had raised with
great affection, snd upon which he had be-
stowed the name of Fortunato, came out to
meet him, wagging his tail in token of wel-
come recognition, but with pendent ears and a
melancholy whire, which seemed to say, “ Ro-
salie is no longor here.”” The old servant of
the house was seated on the threshold. Her
sarrow for the death of Raosalie was hitle less
shan that of the mother: for she had carried
her in her arms when a child, loved her as a
daughter, and was beloved with a filial affec-
tion in return. At seeing Vincenzo, she gave
a sudden cry, and burst into tears. Vincen-
20's companion motioned her to be silent, and
covering her face with her hands, she made
way for them to enter the door.

Vincenzo desired first 10 visit the garden.—
It was then the beginning of March; a month.
1y rose was blooming there, in a vase which
he had formerly presented to Rosahe. He
piucked the rose, and bathing it with tears,
exclaimed, “How often has Rosalie presented
to me roses from this vasc' It was the ob-
ject of her peculiar care.  But how ruci more
{ragrant were the Howers gathered by her
hand¥' Then seating lumeelfupon anangte of
the wall, extending along the castern side of
the garden; “Here,” said he, ‘*was the dear
girl sccustomed to sit and watch the road by
which I came every second day to make my
protestations of cternal love.”  He wept while
examining these dear places and induiging
these affecting recollections; but his sadness
was tempered by that consoling confidence
which hope inspires.

He also wished 10 sce the little chamber
where Rosalic passcd her innocent nights.—
The diminutive room was stripped of all its
farnitere, nor did he see even the little couch
where her plact sleep had been cheered
by the golden dreams of love. Upon the
naked walls on ore side hung 2 wooden cruci-
fix, and on the other a picture of the sant
whase name she bore.  The gloom of the little
chamber, formerly adorned wih simple furm-
wre and flowers, the silence which pervaded
it, the sense of solitude and desertion, disquist-



