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she replied to me, 'buit Emilha thon lived, though
bier health was shattcrcd, and lier spirit bro-
ken. She is now religieuse, in thc convent of
Catharine, of the order of Saint Angustine,
undor the name of sister Helena.'

Il''And hier father-her excellent mother-
and my friend Manfredi Zeno-what has be-
corne of tbem 'i Speak, my dear Blanca;
speak, 1 conjure you.'

"' 1The signor Morosoni and bis lady, are
now no more. The father of Emilia diod four
years since, and the Signor Beatrice sbortly
afterwards followed him to the tomb. As for
Signor Manfredi, it is three years gince he quit-l
ted Venice, t0 go to Vienna, and he had nlot re-
lurned at my departure. But you, sir, where
have you been ail these years?1 We alibeliev-
cd you dead; ani Emnilia, espccitilly, thought
you had perishod.'

IlI recountcd the main particulars of rny ad-
ventures to Bianca, and annonnecd to lier my
determination to return to Venice. ' Accord-
ing to alI probabiiity, 1 shal flot be able te sec
Emilia,' 1 said to ber. Il desîre only that she
should know of my destiny, and that my hast
sigh should ho breathed near the walls of ber
living tomb.'

ilIn rcturn, Blanca gave me a brief detail of
the rnost prominent incidents of ber life. Af-
ter the fatal event which, drove me from. Va-
niee, she had espouscd Stefano, my valet. The
kindness of my father had placcd themi in coin-
fortable circumstances, but Stefano being par-
suaded to embark bis hittie ail in some comn-
mercial speculation, where ho bast it, had now
gone, in the service of an English noblemnan,
to France, but was expected shortly to return.
In the meantime Bianca resided with bis lady,
in a villa in the neigbbourbood of Milan.

"This fortunate rencotinter appeared to me
as a happy presaige. It was, aIas! a last delu-
sien, and 1 indulged it freely. I begged Bianca
to accept of seime few pieces of gold I was able
to bestow, and consulting my inclinations more
than my strength, for my health was in no way
completel y established, Ideparted next day for
Vonice. la thermeantimelI ad taken the pre.
caution te assume a faise name, knowing the
danger I ineurred by appearing, in a city wbere
the sentence of death was against me. On
ncaring ils banks, you may judge of my feel-
ings, as the towers and turrets of the adriatie
queen burst upon me. After many years of
exile, 1 had returned to the land of m y fathers.
Those only wbo bave baçi the calamity tosuf-
fer banishmenî, can tell of the sîrange joy tbaî
takies possession of tlie heart-of the burnings,

tbrobbings-bopes and anxieties, wvhich. initoxi-
ente and bewilder the soul. I wili not express
the boundless bursting happinesa titat rushed
throughout me, as the gondola struck against
the sbore of the place whîcb beld my ail of
lifei

IlIt was tit the close of dsy that I sprang
ashore in the square of Saint Marc. So lest
was 1lin my feelings, that when the attendants,
requested where 1 shouid be conducted, I made
no reply, and it was only after a repetition of
the question ibat I remcmbered my sitation,,
and t&id them it was, t rire, tilike indifferent.
Being conducted ta the botcl, I found myself
sO weak, that il was ncessary foi' me to be
supported to bcd, but alas, repose Was deniad
to me. Agitated by a tbousand feelings, t0-
wards midnight 1 arose, andI lcaving the hotel,
deterniined t0 await the dawn, under tbe walla
of Saint Catbarine. To cifect this 1 bad t0
pass the dwclling of my father. This was, t0
roc, a new trial. 1 knelt upon the threshold,
kissed the very ground with transport, an&
abandoncd mysaîf to the luxury of tears.

Il'1Alas !' cricd 1, 'bcbold m y patarnal dwel-
ling, now the home of the stranger.' At tis
moment a servant coming t0 the gate, and,
thinking tbat 1 mcditated some ncfarious de-
sign, spurncd me froni tbc place. 1 arose *
my heart was bursting. 1 could- not speak,
but rushcd from the spot in an agony of grief.

"I1 now repaircd te the convent, where
dwclt Emilia. As il is usual for ail churches
t0 open at tbe break of day, I fondiy hoped
that by entcringr thus carly, before any of the
inhabitants were present, 1 might get near tu
the walls of hier monastie prison, and by some
lucky chance be discovered t0 ber. I entered
the temple of Heaven, n universai silence reign-
cd around, the only light came froni the tapera
of the altar, a nd the images secmed t0 glare
angrily upon me, as if conscious of my unholY
design. 1 found, however, that tbe gales lead-
ing from tbe nishe of the cburcb to the monaes-
tory, were closed, and ail hope of accesa denied
me. Thus frustrated, I leaned againat n pil-
bar, with my cyca fixed upon the antrance te
the living grave of my love. Not a being
came t0 disturb the silence of the moment;
not a sound was heard save the dashing of the
waves against the banks of the canal, near 10
wbich stood the convent. The moon shone
pale and meinncboly through the windows.-
1 wns snnk in a revery of deep reflectiori-
the world was forgotten. te me. I seemed 10)

have passcd from existence, te another and a
better sphere, when suddenîy the beU pro-


