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must be content to inform the reader, that he was ’\ms on foot, and after knocking at the door, wag
Paolo, a servant of Giustiniani's mother who had ! admitted at once by a young woman, who seemed
lived in perfect retivement sinee her son’s disap- ! to have been waiting in the passage for his arvival,
pearance, professing to have no news of him. IniShe was about to throw herself into his arms,
reality, however, she hnew perfectly well thathe t when suddenly she started back, and exclaimed
had rerived to Sardinia, and after remainingin the ¢ * It is not hel” Taking up a candle, which she had
intevior some time, had established himselfn the . placed on the floor, she cast its light on her own
Tittle cottage, the ruins of which had attracted my + fuce and that of the stranger, who had remained
attention. — The reason for his retivement, which jimmovable, as if petrified by the sound of her
he afterwards gave, was that he might be enabled { voice. ¢ Madaw,” said he, bronght to himself by
to vesist the tumptation to avenge himself on | this action, “ Iam astranger in these parts, over-
Bartuecio, and, i pussible, congu.r his love foritaken by the storm, and I beg un bow’s hospi-
Marie. e nolonger entertained any hope of tality.”
possessing her himself ; but he thought that ati  ‘“You are welcome, sir,” replied Marie, the
least she nould grow weary of waiting tor the | wife of Bartuccto, for it was she; but she did not
passage of five years, and would marry & stranger, tat the mowent recognise the unfortunate man
aconsummation sufliciently satisfactors.he thonght § who stood hefore her.
to restore to him his peace of mind. Once al They were =oon in a comfortable roum, where
month at least he received, through the medium 1 was M. Brivard, now somewhat broken by age,
of the fuithful Pavlo, assistance and news from his »and a eradle, in which slept a handsome boy about
mother ; and to kis infinite discomfiture learned, 'a year old.  Ginstiniani, after the intercliange of
as time proceeded, that his enemy, whilom his ¢afew words—perhaps in order to avoid undergoing
friend, was to be made happy at last. Hisrage 1too close an examination of his countenance—
knew no bounds at this ; andseveral times he was 1 bent over the cradle to peruse the features of the
on the poiut of returing to Santa Maddalena, to tchild; and the pillow was afterwards found wet
do the deed of vengeance from which he had t with tears. By an involuntary motion, he clatched
hitherto refinined.  Hunever, he resolved totat the place where the pemard was wont to be,
await the eapiration of the five years. fand then sat down upon a chair that stood in a
Paoloarriyed in safety at the cottage some time #dim corner. A few minutes afterwards, Bartuecio
after dark, aud counuuuicated the intelligence + came joyously into the room, embraced his wife,
both of the marriage and the departure of the tasked her if she was cold, for she trembled very
fumily. To a certain extent, both he and the | much—spoke civilly to the stranger, and began
mother of Giustiniani approved the projects of1to throw off his wet cloak and coat. At thig
vengeanee entertained by the latter, but thought tmoment the tall form of Ginstiniani ruse like a
that the honour of the family was sufliciently ! phantom in the cornery and pussions, which he
cleared by what was evidently a flight. Paolo was t himself had thought smothered, woiked through
disappointed and puzsed by the manner of the this worn countenance. Brivard saw and now
unfortunate yechuse.  Instead of bursting outfunderstood, and was nailed to Lis chaiv by wn-
into furious deinciations, he beeame as pale | speakable terror, whilst Bartuecio gaily called for
as ashes, and then hiding his face in his hands, 1 his slippers.  Suddenly Marie, who had watchied
wept aloud.  His aguny continued for more than { every motion of the stranger, and, with the vivid
an hour; after which he raised his head, and {intuition of wife and mother, had understood what
exhibited aserene Lrow to the astonished servitor, | part was hers to play, rushed to the cradle, seized
“Let as retwrn to Santa Maddalena,” he said ; { the sleeping ohild, and without saying a word,
and they accordingly departed, leaving the cottage tplaced it in Giustiniani’s arms.  The strong-
a prey to the storms, which soon reduced it to 1 passioned man looked amazed, yet not so dis-
ruing, and will probably erelong sweep away every  pleased, and, after amoment's hesitation, sank on
trace. ‘his knees, and embraced the babe, that, anaking,
Giustiniani reached his mother’s house unper- ’ curled its lutle arms round his head—~—
ceived, and spent many hours in close conversation i A tremendous crash aloft interrupted the well-
with his delighted parent.  He did not, however, | prepared peroration of the narrator; and, to say
shew himself in the town, but departed on the fthe truth, [ was not sorry that a sail was carried
track of the fugitives the very next day. 1le{away, and one of ourboats stovein at this precise
traced them to Ajaccio, thence to Marseilles, to { moment, for 1 had heard quite enough to enable
Nice, back to Marscilles, to Paris, but there he ime to guess the conclusion of the history of this

lost the clue.  Seyeralmonths passed in this way 3
his money wasall speut, aud he was compelied to
accept a situation in the counting-house of a
merchant of the Marais, and to give up the chase

harmless Vendetia.—Chambers’ Ed. Journal.
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Berrerrnirs 18 tue Westery Paspas.—The
horizon was strangely distorted by refraction, and

and the working out of the catastrophe he had {1 anticipated some violent change. Suddenly

planned tor his Vendetta.

A couple of years afterwards, Giustiniani had
occasion to go to one of the towns of the north of
France—Lille, I belicve.  In its neighbourhood,
as my narrator told me—and on him I throw the
whole responsibility, if there seem anything im-
probable in what is to come—the young man was
once more overtaken by a storm, and compelled
to seck refuge in a cottage, which the gleams of
the lightning revealed to him,  This time he

myriads of white butterflics surrounded the ship,
in such multitudes that the men exclaimed, It
issnowing butterflies!” They wercdriven before
a gust from the north-west, which soon increased
to a double-reefed topsail breeze, and were as
numerous as flakes of snow in the thickest
shower. The space they occupied could not
have been less than two hundred yards in height,
a mile in_width, and several iles in length,—
Cuplain Fitzroy.
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