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10 no other? The face and bearing of Dr,
Tyecehi kept continually gecuring to my imagi-
nation. I tried toexhaust the thoughtand throw
it asiae, but I could not.

Again and again rose to the carringe-window
that hard livid fuce, with its unchangeful mock-
ing expression, with its small metallic eyes, and
itz bitter pinched mouth, The dry neatral-
coloured hair, the flesh unwarmed by blood, but
darkened by bile and green hamonrs, every
detail of that loathsome man passed and inven-
toried themselves in wy mind. It was not 1ill
I arrived at Pistoin that those disagreeable
thouglits passed awny 1 finished my sketches
and notes on the second day, and started again
for Carmigniano.

The horses went well till we came within
seven miles of the villuge. Then the near-horse
suddenly betrayed a lameness for which no
examination of the foot could account. It soon
increased to such an alarming degree, and our
pice became so intolerably slow, that I gotout,
and expressed my intention (as the road was
straight and clear) of walkingon to Carmigma-
no, followed by my servant, cach of us armed
with a rovolver,

It was oue of those nights when the moon,
without being visible, seems to cast a dun light
through the struggling gray clouds that envi-
ron it. Once, and only, a clear fresh wind swept
away the rolling and struggling vapours, and
out slipped the moon for 2 moment and launched
herself into the dark blue ocean of air,

The mountain road wasdry and hard ; below,
in the ravines, we could hear tho roar of the
leaping torrents, the wind surging among the
sloping fir-trees. 1 was in high spirits with
wy walk, and sang onc of Uhlaud’s fine ballad
as a vent to my animal spirits.

We entered the village. There was the mill,
there the priest's house, there the cluster of
cottages; yonder the road flying on toward
Florence. We reached a by-road leading to the
villa. 1 saw no signs of the muller or his friends
patrolling. I had half-deterwined to fice wmy
revolver to alarm and expose these loitenng
hirelings. when, to my astonishment, two men
suddenly brushed past me, and ran furiously
down the road in the direction of the village.
They did not see us,for we wereat that moment
hid in shadow.

They had got about a hundred yards frora us
still running violently, when the moon tutrned
its lamp upon them for 2 moment. That mo-
ment's glimpse convinced me that, whoever the
second fugitive wmight be, the first was Doctor
Tyecchi.

A strange vague alarm seized we, T hurricd
on. I found the villa-gate thrown open, on
the doorstep lay the body of a dead man, the
chopper that had killed him Jying beside it. Weo
lifted it, it was Antonio dead, but sull warm.
A lantern, extinguished, lay beside lnm. The
doorstep was a pond of blood, the half-shut
door and the door-posts were crimsosi-wet with
the gore of the poor fattore.

But this was notall. Leaving Antonio's body,
we ran in to sce after the safety of his old wife.
Alas? the wretches had been beforc us. Wo
found her chopped to death on the marble
stairease Jeading from the hall.  Ouce hand stll
clutched the balustrade.  She had been Kitled,
I think, as she had turned to fly to her bed-room,
and there bolt herself in from the murderers.

After what I had seen I could not doubt but
that the murderer was the doctor and some
unkaown accomplice, perhaps his son. The
motive—~robbery, revenge, o desire 1o escape the
paynment of some debt, arall these motives com-
Uined, Poor Antonio’s presentiment, though
merely a vague fear, had indeed come truc.

The trial of the doctor and his son was an
unsatisfactory one. The Florentines have a
dread of capital punishinent ; and by their law
no man can be found guilty of murder on the
cvidence of one witness alonc. My proof of the
doctor’s identity was thought insufficient. The
only accepted witness was the little girl who
broaght me the red tulips. She was the niece
of the doctor’s housckeeper. She deposed that
on the night of the murder, being a-bed, she
woke up and saw the dottor and his son cnter

the room aud chango their coats, which were
wet and stained with sometbing red.  But thns
was not suflicient for a conviction: and the
doctor, on showing a receipt, said to be in
Autonio’s writing, for the three years' hay,
escaped,

At the trinl Tyecchi had lovked anxious, but
betrayed no emotion,
ing, deprecating as ever, and awdibly prayed
God to pardon me, when [ stood up to give my
evidence,

‘The very day of his neguittal I was taken ill
of alow fever, and being very wealk, and now
and then light-headed, my servant sent for Dr,
Tyeccly, there being no other medical man to
be found nearer than Pistoia,

I myself was too ill to be consulted on the
subject. AHI can remember is, that on fecbly
opening my cyes Isaw Dr. Tyecchi, pale and
trembling, enter the room, and looked about him
in a troubled way,

“ Was it not here,” I heard him “say to the
servant ¢ that the goud old f—{—f—fattore was
n—m-——murdered

“ No,” replied the servant roughly, « that was
at the outer door—it was his wife that the
wretches killed on the stairs gutside this reom.”

Then the doctor advanced, lancet in hand, to
bleed me, but he was so nervous that he could
not strike the vein.

1 could bear it no longer; perbaps he wonid
pierce an artery, or poison my medicine in
revenge. I had just strengtl cnough to pull
wy arm under the clothes,

“\Why, doctor,” I said ina low voice, ¥ the
last time you came to tlus house You let blood
svoner than this.”

‘The doctor turned ashy pale, stammered,
dropped the lancet, and exclaiming, ¢ His mind
is gone ” rushed from the room.

1 hiad just strength cnough to say, “Luigi, do
not let that man enter the house again. Des.
patch 2 wounted messenger directly to Florence
to Count Galli, and ask him to send me Dr.
Guarducci.”

In 2 week I had pretty well recovered, nnd
was able to retucn to Florence. Three days
before, doctor Tvecchi and his son had left Car-
migniano, on their way to Leghorn, to embark
for Alexandria—na great resort for implicated
Italians. The youger son, a farmer, remained
in the village.

A month later T started for England vid Pavis,
Iu the November of that year I reccived a letter
from Count Galli; it coatained the following
passage:

¢ You remember that raseal Tyecchi, whose
crime gave such a ghestly conclusion to your
visit 1o my villa—that visit which I warned you
against; but you English arc 5o obstinate, and
you call it being firm—firm: yes, so is a wild
boar when it charges on a huntiug spear. Well,
1 think, after all, the roguc came to_a bad end.
He sailed in The Garmagnuola from Leghorn, in
June Iast. That vessel was burnt at sea. Not
onc passager escaped, and only threc scamen
and the captain.  Qne of these survivors, wrnt-
ing toa New York paper, says, * We pulled from
the wreck about six p.x. The passcagers had
all taken refuge in the mainmast, the flanes
being then, as it was believed, put out. At
half-past six, however, there was & tremendous
explosion. The fire had reached the magazine,
There was a roar, a fan of fire, a burst of splin-
ters and bodics, and then we saw the smoulder-
ing wreek, looking scarcely larger on the
horizon than a red-hot coal, sink dowa swift
into the yawning dackness! So much for Dr.
Tyecchi, the Jonah of that unhappy vessel, the
Canmagauola, of Livorno. The family indeed
scems o doomed one; for QOrazio Tyecchi, the
youngest Son, i3 now in prison for murdering lus
mistress, of whom he was jealous, and a friend
who tricd to interposc between them, The Car-
nival was dull this year. I waut an English
barouche of the Lest quality ; never mind price,”
&c,, &e.

Yns. Epwis Janes.—* Muricl ; or, Social Fet-
ters” isthe nome of & volume by Mrs. Edwia
énmcs, announced for carly publication in Lon-

on,

He was plausible, fawn- |

M. DU CHAILLU IN EQUATORIAL
AFRICA.

Y position of an explorer of unknown
_l_ countries 13 peculiae and very difficult,
It o returns home with nothing new or striking
torelate, hie is voted a bore, and his book has no
chance of being vead 5 if hie has some wonders to
unfold, connected with Geography, the Natives,
or Natural History, the fate of Abyssinian Bruce
too often awaits him: his narrative heing held
up 10 seorn and ridicule, ns « tissue of Ggments,

M. Du Chaillon’s present volume is an itinera-
ry of some three hundred miles in an casterly
direction from the mouth of the river Fernand
Vaz, situated abount three minutes to the south
of the equator.  The objects of his journey, al-
though his record of it does not partake of a
strictly technical character in any respeet what-
cver, were scientific.  He took great pains, be-
fore starting on his cxpedition, to acquire that
special knowledge and that mastery over instru-
ments plilosophical and artistic, which should
give his researches the value of great intelli-
gence and absolute trustworthiness. We are
treated to a little botany, a little geology, a lit-
tle mythology, mecteorology, and astronomy,
and to a little more still of geograpby, zoology,
and ethunology. But about his principal objects
in the journey, of which the volume before us is
the chronicle, the traveller may be allowed to
speak for himself ;—

“The principal object I had in view in my
last journey, was to make known with more wc-
curacy than [ had been able to do in my formier
one, the geographical features of the country,
believing this to be the first duty of a traveller
in exploring new regions. To enable me to do
this I went through a course of instruction in
the use of instruments, to ecnable me to fix po-
sitions by astronomical observations and com-
pass bearings and to ascertain the altitudes of
places. Ilearnt also how to compute my ob-
serrations, and test myself their correctness, It
is for others to judgo of the results of my endea-
vours in this important department of a travel-
ler's work ; I can only say that I laboured hard
to make my work as accurate as possible, and
although I was compeliled, much to my sorrow,
to abaudon photography and meteorological ob-
servations; through the loss of my apparatus and
instruments, I was fortunately able to continue
astronomical observations nearly to the end of
my route.”

After more than eight montbs teaveiling, M.
Du Chaillu had succeeded in penctrating nearly
three hundred miles into the country, and halt-
cd at Mounou-Kembo, in Ashango-land. Here
it was that the accidental discharge of a gun in
tho hand of one of his followers, was the sudden
collapse of the expedition A man was killed
but he, wretched kern that he was, might have
been paid for in beads. The negotiation, in-
deed, was being already carried on amicably,
when it was unfortunately discovered that the
head wife of the hitherto placable chief had also
been slain.  The insatiable bullet had penetrated
the hut in which the wives and other domestici-
ties of the great man were sheltered. The ex-
plorer had now nothing to look to. but retreat,
and no onc to depend on but the intrepid Com-
mt men, who had attended him so far from their
Liomes as African savages scldom have the pluck
or the enlerprise willingly to wander. The
whole band was now 100 small to carry off the
goods, specimens, and photographic apparatus
and drawings, Maps, observations, rifles,—al
had to be thrown aside into the bush in the
scamper for life, ont of the range of the poison-
cd arrows that harassed their retreating body.
A few well-directed shots, and a courageou:
stand, at length caused the discomfiture of the
pursuers, but not before M. Du Chaillu had been
wounded in the side, and Igaly, the unlucky
cause of ali the disaster, but our traveller:
staunchest and  most intrepid friend, had
been wounded in the leg. Happily, all reached
the coast, in lifo and health, in September ; -and
M. Bu Chaillu embarked for England, where, in
classic Twickenham, he hias spent the interven-
ing months in claborating the volume which bas
already given cntertainment to thousaods, and



