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" THE TINTORETTO.

.gnalated from the Ttalian by Mrs. Anna H. Dorsey,
Z}ol:-u:h[: ?’h{lw!rlphia Cuathaolic Herald and Visilor.)
CHAPTER V.—THE LESSON ON THE MANDO-
LINE.

« Marietta !’ said the "Cintoretto, who, with
his pencil in ane hand and bis palette in the other,
was standing before one of his masterpiecces—the

icture of Susana in the Bath ;  bring your man-
doline and give me a little music to cheer me this
morning.” At this peremptory order Maurictta
trembled and turned pale._ ) ‘

« Father,” shie said hesitatingly, ¢ if you could

at all excuse e ; for—for—"? .

« What—what " said the Tintoretto, impa-~
tlegﬂly}.mve the portrait of the Countess Grimani
to finish,” said she hurriedly, but with more con-
fidence, beheving she had now found a good ex-
cuf‘e.'l‘his is always the burden of your song—the
Countess Grimani and ber portrait.!” saud the art-
ist, turning without lookmng at his daughter,_' to
resume his painting. ¢ But the Countess Gri-
man is safe in bed at this hour of the morning ;
so pray for once sing another song, Marietia,
withaut waiting for any more pressing, child.”

«7 have got a slight cold, and am a little hoarse
this morning,” said the maiden, almost with tears
in her eyes. ) )

« Oh, that’s a different matter, Marietta, quite
different,” and Marietta, breathing again at the
reprieve, was turning towards the door to retire,
when her father stopped her by saying At all
events, go for your mandoline ; you can play, I
suppose, though you cannot sing.” .

«] entreat of you, father,” said Marietta,
summoning all her courage,  do not ask me for
music this moruing ; I bave not time.”

« And what else have you to do but to please
your father 7 said the ‘Tintoretto, the cloud now
fast gathering on his brow : #whut have you to
do anywhere else, when my order is that you
should stay here? Under pretext that your
Lkealth is delicate, you are let ts goor s you
like ; you are not required to do anything in the
honse ; in short, you are quite spoiled and itis
bigh time that all this should come to au end. 1
say, go and fetch your mandoline. I you can-
uot sing, at least you can play, Signora—you caa
play. My bile is up—take care.”

There was nothing to be said now. Mancetia,
with a sick feelug at her heart which made her
cheek a shade paler, took down the instrument
from the place where 1t hung, and seating herself
on a low stool behind her father, hegan to pre-
lude. I3ut her thoughts, poor child, were other-
where—with her brother’s picture and her own
portrait. In imagination she saw Father Am-
brosio come back to disclose all, and by one
ward destroy all ler father’s fond hopes for his
son, and bring him the sad knowledge, that vain
had been bis efforts to train him up in the path of
virtue and honorable industry, in which genius
flnds its surest road to undying fame—a road
strewn with lavrels that cost no tears. In ima-
gination she heard the Countess Grimani reproach
lrer with neghgence, and her heart sank within her;
and so listlessly, so feebly did she strike the chords
of her instrument, that the merest beginner would
have been ashamed of the funeless, inharmonious
notes produced. But how was she startled when
she suddenly saw her instrument, upon which the
tears she could not restrain had been for some
muutes fulling fast, flying to the other end of the
room : and felt the same hand which had shiver-
ed it into pieces take her by the shoulder, push
her ronghly out of the studio, drag her up to her
room,and throw her upon the first seat that pre-
sented itself1 All this was the work of an in-
stant. Not a word had passed between ber and
her father. He had done all, had disappeared
«nd double-locked the room door upon her, be-
fore she had even seen the storm gathering @ nor
did the comprehend the extent of her nusfortune
till she heard the voice of her father erying to
her, « You shall not stir out of that for a week.”?

We must lenve her to weep and muse upon
the means of averting what she most dreaded,
while we follow the Lintorette.

CHAPTER VI.—A LFTTER WITH A ROYAL SEAL.

Jacopo Robusti had resumed fiis work. At
first he could scarcely hold his pencil. A fathers
hand, after chastising his child, could not but
shake. By degrees, however, it steadied, and
when his mother came in he bad almost forgotten
his anger and 1ts cause.

« A courier in a fine livery, and inounted on a
beautiful horse, has brought this letter for you,
iy son,” said the mother Robusti, placing an the
edge of her son’s tressle a paper, fovlded square,
to which hung a seat in green was. Then seemg
that her son neither answered her,nor even look-
ed at the letter, she added, # Do you wish we to
call Marietta to read it 7

~ « Marjetta! Marietta, indeed!” rgpeatedrthg
painter, the pame seeming to revive his anger.—

“J beg of you, mother, to let me alone sbout |

Marietta.” .
“ How ‘erossly you say that, Jacopo; one

would think you were angry with the dear crea-
ture, my darhng good child.”

“ The dear creature, the darling, good child,” re-
ported Jacopo, ¢ is a little, obstinate, impertinent
girl, whom 1 have just locked up in her room,and
forbidden to come tnto ny presence for a week.”

“ Locked her up ! exclaimed the oid woinan,
as if she scarcely beheved she had heard aright.

% Oh, I suppose T ought not to have dared to
do such a thing,” replied Jacopo, becoming more
and more excited.

The good grandimother stood listening to him
with the air of one in a waking dream, then com-
ing up close to him, said, “ Jacopo, you will re-
voke your too harsh sentence ; you will pardon
my poor child. T ask not what she has done ;—
she must haye done wrong, since you are dis-
pleased with her ; but you will forgive her; say,
will you not 7

To avoid auswering his mother, whose plead-
ings touched his heart more than he cared to ad-
mit, Jacopo Ilobusti took up the letter to read,
and began by looking at the signature.

“Itis from King Philip of Spain® exclamed
ke, glancing rapidly over the letter. ¢ He speaks
of a portrait pamnted by Dominic, doubtless, tho’
be says by my danghter—a mistake, of course—
and he invites the paialer to his court. e
wishes to have his likeness taken by him. What
zn honor! 1 am transported with joy. Mother,
pray call Dominic”  And he began calling him
loudly himself——# Dominic, Dominict The poor
boy is shut up at his work, and so absorbed in it
that he does not even hiear me. Dominic, Do-
minic .

At this instant the door opened, and the mo-
ther Robusti, who was leaving the room, was
stopped by the appearance of Father Ambrosio.

CHAPTER VH—VATIUER AMBROSIO AGAIN.

“T beg your pardon; I huve mstoken the
Studio,” sail the Father, and wus about to re-
tire, when be was preveated by Robusti.

“ Pray wallt in, Father Awbrosio, (or if it be
Bominic you waant, iny mother was just going to
call him here, as I, too, have sometiing to say to
bitp.”

The Canon tock the chair placed for him by
the Signora, as she left the room to call her
grandson, who ere long made his appearance.—
His red eyes and swollen features, and the dis-
order oi his whole appearance, batrayed that the
night had certainly not been passed quietly in
hed, though Le seemed at the moment, still half
asleen.  But one glance al Father Ambroisio™s
face and stern countenance seemed completely
to arouse him, and he advanced towards him with
an almost suppheating air.

“1 have called to see if the picture is ready,
Signor Dominic,” said the Canon. “ 1t is now
the twentieth of August this picture ought to
liave been m its place for the Feast of the As-
sumption, five days ago.”

«1 assure you, Fatler—1I assure you—""stam-
mered Dominic, in evident embarrassment.

“1 assure you, sir, that when promises are
made they ought to be kept,” said the Canon.—
“ However, [ am come to release you fromn your
engagement, sir. Keep the picture and refund
the advance mude to you.”

“ 'What advance 7’ -asked Jacopo.
do you mean?”

% Qunly that 1 paid for the picture long since,”
replied the Canon.

% Dominic, Dominic ! you took payment in ad-
vance 17 cried the Tintoretto, with indignant sur-
prise.

w]t was to give to lus sister, doubtless,” in-
terposed the grandmother, always ready to de-
fend the young peaple: It was to give to his
sister for household expenses.  You do nol pro-
vide the means, Jacope, and you know thie hiouse
must be kept up.”

All this time Dormninic stood with down-cast
eyes and made no reply. The Tintoretto, will-
ing to find, in what his motber had suggested, au
excuse for him who was the pride of his heart,
now said, % I will ask your Reverence to forgive
my son for once, in cousideration of the letter
which he has just received from the King of
Spain. I would not ask you, could T for a mo-
ment believe, that what you coinplain of, and
and whal so much startled me at first, was more
than the result of a pressing family necessity, for
which he sought to provide means. 1Here, Do-
minic—I sent for you that you might read this
good pews.”

Dominic took the letter handed to him by his
father ; but scarcely had he cast his eyes over us
contents than he exclaimed: * It is not for me,
father, it is for my sister, Marietta !”

“ You must be mistaken, boy,” said Jacopo;
“T suppose itis the portrait of some Spanish
grandee, that bis majesty has seen ; and your »is-
Ler daubs, she does not paint. I can get nothing;

“ What

of any kind from her—an indolent, good-for-’

nothing girl, whom I had taught masic, aud now

‘| she cannot play a note !”

« Js it my sister ¥ said Domnic, in utter as-

tonishment. , _
* Yes, your sister. Not balf an hour ago, 1
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begzed of her to sing a little to divert me—the
young lady, out of humor, doubtless, at having
been up too early, wanted, forsooth, to go to bed
again; and I cannot tell you all the idle excuses
she invented ; and when at last I foreed her to
get ber mandoline, she actlually wept for vexa-
tion.”

“ My poor Marietta 1’ said Damiaic.

“ Your poor Marietta is locked up in her own
roam for the next week, I assure you,” said Ja-
copo, coldly.

# Locked up! cried Dominic, impetuously,
and giving way to a burst of natural fecling—
“You have been angry with my sister; you have
punished her, and she did not tell you that it is
for e, to toil for me, to make up the time that T
lase—spare ne the shame of saying haw—that
she gets up before day, and not content with
doing my work, she supports us all by her por-
trait painting; for you know, my dear falhwr,
how little either you or T have contributed. Yes,
father, Marictta is an aoge! of goadness; anid
the King’s letter is certainly for her.”

“ My child, my child,” said the Tintoretto,
with deep emotlion: * und I to reproach hee! to
treat her so harsbly, my poor Marietta,” and,
darting out of the room, he was followed by all
prescut.  But what were their feelings when
they came to the young girl’s room, und saw that
the prison door was already open and the captive
gone !

CHAPTER VIi[.~—CONCLUKION.

The whole party remained motioniess with as-
tonishment on the threshold of the deserted cham-
ber.

“ My childy where is my child 27 eried the old
grandwotler, bursting into tears ; ¥ what has be-
come of my chiid?” apd as 13 usua} where there
is much griel” and not wnuch senze, she began to
throw the blame on everybody. She scolded
bher son {or having been so severe, Domiuic fur
Weing idle, and even IPather Ambrosio for being
silent. But suddenly Domniaic exclaimed: ¢ ffool
that [ am, ungrateiud {ool, not to remember where
Ishould surely find ber ! and leading the way to
his siudio, Ire approuched the door on tipteg, wnd
placing his eye 1o the keyhole, whispered, « She
15 there ! and the impaiient Jucopo rushed in,
followed by the whole party. At sight of ber
father, Mavrietta, imaginiag she bad irritated him
still more by lzaving the room, sturted up ia ter-
vor, and fell upon hee kuees, crywmg, “ Lardun,
my father, pardon !”

“ Jtis 1 who nught to usk your pardon” sail
the Lintoretto, raising his daughter, and pressing
her fondly to lis bosom, * pardon for baving
wronged $0 good a chld!®  Lle then suddenty
exclutined, us he caught a view of the picture at
which Marietta bad been at work, ¢ what color-
ing ! what finish ! what force!  What could have
produced such a picture 77

“ It was my brother—" exclaimed DMarietta.

“ It was my sister 7 exclaimed Dominie, at
the sane moment.

“ [t was you, sisler, who caught the expres-
sion of the Virginl”

“ [t was you, brother, who designed the head.

%1t was you, Marietla, who paiated those
angels,”

¢ But it was you who sketched them, Do-
minic.”

“ Ah, Marietta,” said Dominic, taking both
his sister’s bands, ¢ do not exalt me at your own
expense any longer. You have humbled me in
the dust ; you have shown me what a nean, con-
tewnptible vereteh I have been. Oh, how iy
utier selfishness stands out in contrast with your
self-sacrificing spivitt  Oue word wounld have ex-
culpated you, and you did not speak that word.—
I bate myself for iny beartlessness.”

“ Do not make me appear better than T am,
Domiume,” answered Marictia, with a sweet smile,
® for when [ saw my father so angry with me, 1
was on the paint of uttering that word; but L
thought the anger unpending over my blead,
would bave fullen more heavily on yours, and 1
was silent.”

“ You are two good children,” said Father
Ambrosio, whose sternness lad completely given
way before this exhibition of devoted, sisterly
affection. * 1 am persuaded, Dominie, you coutd
not huve the heart to offend again 5 therefore, for
your sister’s sake, und in consideration of your
open avowal of all, [ will wait for the finishing of
the picture, and you shall bave sone additional
paywment.”

“ But, Maurietla,” said the Tintorelto, who
stood gazing al the picture with the pride of a
father and ol au artist, ** you are a great painter.
My Gad, I thank thee ! I shall now die happy.”

“ She! is something better than a great paiat-
er,? sail the old grawdmother, with the tears
rolhiug dowu ber checks, ¢ she is a good daugh-
ter, a good sister, a good Cliristian.  As to her
bemg a puinter, how could she have uvorded it,
born and reared as she was, like mysell) n the
very midst ol colors 1

We ueed not dwell upon the happy explana-
tion bat followed, How amply. wus Marietta
repaid for ber anxious and incessaat toil. A bro-

b

ther restored to ber, to his father, to virtue j—
herself once more the object of her father’s Jove
—his pride, his boast. Al concealment—that
trial 1o an ingenious—at an end, she could take
ber pencil and worlk happily, with a fond Ffather
hanging over lier, encouraging her, Ile wished
her to attempt historical painting 5 but, as a wo-
man, she shrunk from the necessary studies, and
devoted herself to portraits ; and soon, under the
instruction of her father, became an adept both
in design wnd coloring ; nay, she made such pro-
gress, that her contemporaries ranked her pro-
ductions with those of Pitlan. All the nobility
of Venice would have theic portraits taken by
ber ; and the King of Spain, the Emperor Maxi-
milian, and the Archduke Ferdinand endeavored
ta draw hee to their courts by the most liberal
offers.  But her devoted attachment 1o her fa-
ther made her reject all these proposals, and she
remaiped  with him Ol her death, which took
place at the age of thirty, in 1590 ; her natural
weakness of coustitution having  been mereased
by every toil. She was interred at the convent
of Sunta Maria dell” Orta, which owed its cluef
embellishmeat to her genius,
(Conrlulzd.)

REY. DR, CAHILL

ON THE EUROPRAN CABINETY OF
ING YEAR 1864,

TUHE OPEN-
(Iroin the Dublin Catlolic elegraph.)

The apparvent inachvity yet ceal energy, the
sifent yet studied councils, of the various Courts
of Burepe in the commencement of the present
year, is a bistorical fact, whicl, uaaee all the cir-
cuinstances, way he cited as witheut a parzadlel
in modern thines.  Within the last few nontls
each nation bas, as it were, withdreawn its scatter-
s powes within Uie eenitre of irs capital ; and
on examining the public docwnents, which are
the expressinn of their internal and exteraal po-
livies, oue finds 2 total suspeasion of their past
regine: and in ihe room of the wniversal i
ol saany kingdoms, busy in iheir sational deve-
Tymenis, one obsrryes an oflicial check puton all
nationn exhilietions, and a studied silence ob-
served  through svery responsible department of
the Lapire. % Our Correspomlents” have ah-
solutely nathing to communieate from Vienna ;—
beyond some Clristmas fetes Beclin is perfently
barrea,  liven the eaeries of King Bomba can-
not discover anything in Naples on which to feed
their malice, or 1o gratily their revenge, The
Court of the "Tuilteries has withdrawn so far its
slive from the public capital of news, that be-
yond a nod in the Chamyp de Mars, or a hinl ata
Rezeption, the Ianperor Las become  inaudible
and duvisible. Que own S James™s is uot far
behind the sttetce of the ather Courts, in these
premises @ and if we had not some pews fram
India or China, 1 feel persuaded the reader will
athnit that the gloon of the grave has hung over
the polities of Tngland during the tast five inonths,

IFur all this there appears a ready explanation
in the fact, that the Courts of Lurope are all at
case with their subjects.  The Cernman States
have entered un a betler inutual understunding,
stiid hence no inore trouble need be apprehended
from the North: Poland has been partly bullied,
an) partly Hattered : and the Huagarians have
hopes of a brighter future, by a more frapl and
grateful allegiance. France, after her Crimean
campaign, her Algerian legislative framing of co-
louial luw, way be said {0 be resting hersel, and
hence to feel small inclination to eater for some
tune into boisterous polities. Besides, Mrance
need not be mentioned m this case : all her bopes,
fuars, and gloriey, are centered fn the heart of
one may, cxpressed through his p, executed by
his wiil.  Sbe may, therefore, be left out: and
she way, in all official documents, be called ke :
and as ke seldam talks in publie or private, it 1s
nn wonder that France is silent in the present
circwnstanees,

I"his explanation lacks plausible : but it does
not meet the full cose. When all the eirenm-
stances are fairly known, the reserve, the re-
warkable reserve of the various Cabinets must
be accounted for on ather principles. This
explanation might meet the case if there were
uo encampments in each State. But whea
we reflect that millions of armed mweo are con-
aregated witkin their respective natious, prepared
for fight as in time of war, this fact alters the
whole complexion of the case. Their silence
towa s each other under these eircuinstances is
the silence ot two hostile canps the night belore
the battle. Prussia, besides the facilities with
which she can within some few hours put every
wan in the kingdom under urms, has recently
wade extensive arrangements for expedition and
carriage in all her armanents.  Russia has every
Foundry in her empire at work; and she will
have tens of thousands of hands ready in the
opening spring .to lay down her multitudinous rail-.
roads, as if sbe intended to make war on all
Europe at no distant period. Austria bas five
hunilred thousand men of all arms prepared to

take the Geld on the first note of war souaded in’

No: 27.

Evrope. 1 need not allude to the million French-
men ready at this moment to take the word of
command like soldiers on parade; and to issue
from Cherbourg with a steam navy such as can-
not be exaggerated for skill, hands, and metal,.—
There is no disguising the matter therefore : the
surrounding countries are at Uns moment regular
pitched camps, prepared for action ; and no one
can fell when the terrific crisis may arise, Tng-
land is endeavoring to avoid colliston with any as
well as she can j she makes a matrimouial allivpce
with one of the parties ; she hunbles hersell” to
a second ; she tries to proptiate a third, Dut
she is placed in dangerous circumstances ; and
neither her Chinese embarrassimeuts, nor her In-
dian multinics will prove so fatal to her if by any
wisfortune she happens to be dragged into a quar-
rel with such a powerful encmies as lie on her
coast, and are so far ber superiors in naval and
military power. tlow the times are changed
with Lngland! she was ounce the terror of fer
irnediate neighbors 5 and naw, within a few short
years, she is an infant, compared with ber giant
compefitors.

At all periody of history there were always
amongst the families of nations some peoples,
wha were oppressed from conquest, athers who
were chaived down in order to subdue revolu-
tinnary frenzy, while others who wore the badge
of servitude from long politicai slavery. ‘There
uever will be a period of the world when some of
the case will not be developed 5 while their ae-
tions will ahways enlist the wywpathies of wan-
kind as they struggle 1o break theic clwins, and
to reenver their lost liberties,  hn the present
families of Luropean nations, the Halian race is
the people which weets the deseription of one of
the cases of subjugation dtated i the prewmises;
ind hence for the fast twenty years this race bas
Alled the whole world with their deaunciations of
the tyranny of Awustria, aml with thetr {urious
appenta for sympathy.  Anditis this race and
this question which keup the encampments of
Furope it this mement at the war standarl.—
Moreover, when Lurope next gnarrels it will be
on the merits of this question; and il the stand-
ard o Revolution shall he even fur a short time
siceessful, a more blondy war necer defuged the
plaius of centrnl Ewope.

The part of ltaly which Austria holds is  the
Lombardo-Venelian territory, and is the most
beautiful part of the world—the garden of Europe.
The idea of the Revolutionists is, to sever them-
selves from Aunstria and attach thumselves ta
Sardinin.  This case, therefore, from various
circumstanees, becones very complicaled.—
Sardinia s the friewl of England, and  Sardinia
is the friend of France. Pugld lent two mil-
lious sterling to Sardinia some few years ago in
her opposition 10 Austria 3 aud Napoleon has en-
tered into a national allianee with Sardinia,—
Moreover, there cun he no doubt of the favor
which the aunexation with Sardinia bas reccived
in Paris and Loadon.  People are now begin-
ning (o forget what once was »0 well known by
the name of Lord Palmerston’s revolution,  Ni-
chiolas would have never advanced on Constan~
tmople, except he wes supported by Palmerston 3
and I believe it is well known that up te the day
of his death he never ceased to denounce (he
Lnglish perfidy which first encouraged and then
oppesed the Russian poliey.  {n the councils of
eternal justice Liord Palinerston is the principal
cause of the expenditure of the blood and trea-
sure wasted on the heights of Sebastopol. And,
if' the Sardinian question should ever become a
reality in ICurnpe, Liord Pulmerston was the ifirst
who laid the train for the terrific explosion which
may burst sooner over Kurope than people can
well caleulate. This question of the old revolu-
tionary Premier is likely to last long afier bis
deatl : and it will be a legacy af extravagance,
folly, and war, which, like afl other diplomatie
aclievements, will bend England to the earth in
national humiiation. Pahnerston patronized Vie-
tor Ismmanuel because he favored the plunder of
the canvents, insulted the Pope, inprisoned the
Bishaps, and curtailed the ancient liberties of the
Church ; and he wished to have his revenge of
Austria, because the Austrian Court denounced
ham for his support of Kossuth, the Huogarian
rebel ; because all the Tnglish correspondents
were removed from all Germany ; and lastly, be-
cause the Austrian Cabinet refused to renew re-
lations with England till Palmerston was dismiss-
ed from the Lnglish Cabinet; a request whick
the Queen of England was compelied to grant.
Besides all this cause of offenee from Austria,
Austria, too, was Catholic, and expelled the Ing-
lish Bible Societies, and hence the whole bifl of
indictment by Palmerston against Austria. The
peculiar character, too, of Palmersfon was, that
be had the evil of changing his awn personal
quarrels into natioual disputes ; and thus he em-
ployed the whale power of the State to gratify
private malice, or feed his unappeasable sectarian
revenge. ‘ '

Napoleon takes -this question as he tound it,
and he-employs to such bis political views. If
Austria should ever menace lnm with hostilities,,




