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born, thus introduced into the brotherhood of 
the mountaineers, should be one of remark- 
able singleness of purpose, ebivaric in spirit, 
unselfish, self-sacrificing, determined, brave 
beyond compare, and indeed, embodying all 
those attributes of command which be seemed 
to inherit ? He could not fail to be great as 
a leader of those wild mountain spirits, whom 
he commanded. Such fortune made men 
that the government found it impossible to 
subdue, either by force or bribery. It was 
only in that mountain air, seeming y, that 
such could live, breathe and have a being. 
The cold forms of society afforded no attrac
tions for such. They were solus—unapproach- 
able!

The attentive reader, who follows us so 
patiently, will easily see through the simple 
threads that weave the woof ot our story. 
In the son of that delicate and lovely girl of 
the valley of the Po, they will recognize the 
famous bandit, Alfonzo Mataloni. We 
need hardly have written the fact. Until be 
met the sweet Nina, in that fearful contest 
with the storm on the mountain side, his 
heart bad never been touched, but to see her 
was to love; and he found himself a slave to 
the passion.

A Sardinian envoy taken by his band, 
easily afforded the di-guise necessary for him, 
in order to visit ber at her palace home, and 
his letters answered as well for the robber 
chief as for himself. One or two of the 
band as attendants made the arrangement 
complete!

And now who was that father, who bad 
thus lived and suffered? Reader, the portrait 
we have described in Nias’s home, was the 
picture of the sweet peasant mother of Alfon- 
zo Mataloni, and the proud Count Fialto was 
his legal father!

certain, he would never leave the custody he 
was now in, alive, until the ransom was 
paid. Satisfied of this, a trusty follower was 
despatched to Rome, and the sun, finally 
sent to the stipulated point, and paid in full, 
before the prince was liberated. He was 
then sent away with an admonition never to 
appear in the valley of the Po again, unless 
he came prepared to pay another and heavier 
ransom. With a heart overflowing with bit
terness towards Alfonzo Mataloni, he swore 
to be avenged.

In the meantime, the sad and almost heart 
broken Nina was preparing to make the fear
ful sacrifice which was so peremptorily de
manded of ber. All the glad young hopes of 
her heart were to be crashed out, and the 
sunshine of her existence was to be clouded 
at its very budding. An orphan, with no 
one to look to but her uncle, she seemed al
most entirely forsaken now—no one to trust, 
co one to advise ber—and could only weep 
and pray, until at length the dreaded period 
arrived, and she was conducted with much 
form to the convent Ferati, where she was 
to take the veil, and which was to be the 
tomb of her hopes forever.

The accession to their body of one so high 
in birth, so lovely in person, so brilliant in 
cultivation and mind, was no common cir- 
cumstance, and much ceremony and prepara- 
tionZattended the present cocasioo. A bishop 
was to come from Rome, and the service was 
to be one of great impressiveness. No mat
ter for the hypocrisy it involved, it was to be 
glossed over as a boly and voluntary surrender 
of all the glad usages of the world, a sacri
fice of the exultant tide of life, by one of its 
most lovely children, and her devotion of 
herself to the glory and interest of the 
church! AU was in readiness, and the meek 
but heroic young girl resolved to suffer and be 
strong.

From early morn, the priests had chanted 
in the gay old chapel, little groups of nuns 
walked hither and thither 10 the aisles, chant
ing and swinging censers, from whence incense 
poured in light curling vapor. The organ 
pealed forth its deep and thrilling notes, and 
at intervals a chorus of hidden singers burst 
forth in the Te Deum. It was solemn and 
effective, like all the ceremonies of the Ca
tholic church, which address themselves to the 
eye and general senses—impressive, and 
often beautiful in the extreme. All the cere- 
mony which centuries bad invested this nie 
with, was scrupulously observed, even to 
the most minute particular, and poor Nina 
was worn out with mental and physical 
toil.

The various stages of the act progressed. 
Now the fair young girl kneels before the 
altar, and at the feet of the Lady Abbes-,

‘Not an arm was lifted,’ was the reply. ‘Our 
arrangements were complete.'
‘And the lady ?‘
‘Sleeps in yonder liter.'

* ‘For her security and honor, Alfonzo Ma- 
taloni, I have your promise. I require no 
more.’

‘Madam, you know only too well, that 
duty and inclination are twins in my hear', 
in the instance of this beautiful and beloved 
object, was the calm, earnest reply.

‘Has the heavy ransom of the Prince Car- 
rafa been distributed?

•It has; the band bare each received their 
per centage, and the eight poor cottagers of 
the southern valley, whom you sought out, 
have been made comfortable for life.'

•Is Nicoli's wife above, at the cave, to at
tend upon this lady when she arrives there? 
asked Inzila,

‘She awaits us, sud bas all tilings prepared 
for the comfort of the new comer.'

'All is then well. Your monthly report: 
will be required at my next visit, and in the 
T 

The troops will be abroad to morrow, in a 
ram attempt to avenge this abduction of 
Nine Fialto. Let them find the passes emp
ty, and not so much as an echo to answer 
their random shots, and defiant drum beat. 
Farewell ?

Night closed over the scene as the female 
robber dashed away with her single attendant, 
and the cortege passed on up the steep accli
vity of the Apennines.

(To be CONTINUED.)

NEW METHOD OF CLEANING 
SILKS, WOOLLENS, AND COTTONS.

The following receipt is recommended as 
a good method ot cleaning silks, woollen, and 
cotton goods, without damage to the texture 
or color of the same :

Grate raw potatoes to n fine pulp in clean 
water, and pass the liquid matter through a 
coarse sieve into another vessel of water; let 
the mixture stand till the fine white particles 
ot toe potatoes are precipitated ; then pour 
the mucilaginous liquor from the fecula, and 
preserve the liquor for use. The article to 
be cleaned should then be laid on a linen 
cloth on a table, and having provided a clean 
sponge, dip the sponge into the potato liquor 
and applying it to the article to be cleaned, 
till the dirt is perfectly separated ; then wash 
it in clean water several times. Two middle 
sized potatoes will be sufficient for a plot of 
water. The white fecula will answer the 
purpose of tapioca, and make an useful nour
ishing food, with soup or muk, or serve to 
make starch or hair powder. The coarse 
pulp, which does not pass the sieve, is of 
great use in cleaning worsted certains, ta- 
pestry, carpets, or other coarse goods. The 
mucilaginous liquor will clean all sorts of 
silk, cotton, or woollen goods, without hurting 
r spoiling the color ; it may be also used in 

cleansing of paintings, or furniture that is 
soiled. Dirty, painted wainscots may be 
cleansed by wetting a sponge in the liquor; 
hen d pping it in a ' sand, and 
afterwards rubbing the wainscot with it.

TO TAKE WAX OUT OF VELVET OF 
ALL COLORS, EXCEPT CRIMSON.

Take a crumby wbeatea loaf, cut it in two, 
toast it before the fire, and, while very hot, 
apply it to the part spotted with wax. Then 
apply another piece of toasted breed hot as 
before, and continue this application till the 
wax is entirely taken out.

TO PERFUME HAIR POWDER.
Take one drachm of musk, four ounces 

of lavender blossoms, one and a half drachm 
of civet, and half a drachm of ambergris, pound 
the whole together, and pass it through a 
sieve. Preserve the mixture in Well stopped 
bottles, and adJ more or less thereof as ag- 
reeable, in your hair powder.

a brief period, and again returned te the cot- 
tage by the swift running river.

The young pedestrian was a student from 
the college.at Rowe, on his way to the north. 
His wealth of language, his nobleness of 
person, his brilliant imagination and his 
seeming truthfulness, all combined, won the 
lore and confidence of the gentle Italian girl. 
They wandered by moonlight along the banks 
of the river, and strolled amid the shadowy 
aisles of the thick wood. A new world open
ed to the eyes of the sweet peasant—so un- 
sophisticated, to gentle, so pure. There 
was no guile, ne knowledge of the world in 
ber sinless heart ;af was new and beautiful to 
her. She loved! Her heart, trust, soul was 
given to him who had woo her first, artless, 
devoted confidence and affection. Alas, bow 
inadequate is innocence to cope with experi- 
ence !

THE OUTLAW:

Eüe female Bandit. 
A STORY OF THE ROBBERS OF

THE APENNINES.
BY LIEUTENANT MURRAY.

[Continued.]

THE SPANISH CAVALIER.
Jo the meantime, Don Heranzo, little sus- 

pecting that be bad aroused the suspicions of 
the government against himself by any means, 
accidental or otherwise, passed hie time in 
the innocent pursuit of examining such local 
attractions as might engage a traveller's eye. 
But notwithstanding the present novelty of 
the capital, a certain restlessness haunted him 
cons act y, until at length he found himself 
quite miserable. He could thick of nothing 
save the I lovely female robber of the mountain 
pass ; be longed once more to see ber, to 
strive and persuade her to leave the life she 
had adopted, and be bis bride.

Those te whom be had brought letters, 
found him very dull and stupid, and set him 
down as either crazy or half-witted, and rea- 
lized a degree of relief that be did not force 
bis society upon them. Perhaps, too, the 
suspicions which bad been made known to 
Count Fialto by the queen, concerning the 
young traveller, might have reached other 
ears, for certain it was that be found little 
cordiality evinced towards h m io Parma. 
Atlant, unable longer to deny biimself and 
the promptings of 1116 heart, he resolved to 
seek the robber's retreat in the mountain, at 
all hazards, and strive to see the lovely Ini- 
zilla.

With this purpose, be once more mounted 
his horse and sought the mountain path, 
which be diligently pursued until be reached 
the very epot where be so lately rested as a 
prisoner to the banditi. But the scene was 
now changed, the place deserted; be found 
none here, and only an old woman left to 
keep the cave io order. The robbers rarely 
occupied ooe spot for any great length of 
time, but consulted their safety by frequent 
changes. Disappointed and unhappy, the 
traveler turned his horse’s head once more 
towards Parma, whither be slowly wended 
his way.

Dou Heranzo lad proceeded thus but a 
abort league, when there dasbed across the 
road, from a bridle path off the mount io 
side, and from out the thick wood, the figure 
of a horsewoman followed by au attendent. 
The cavalier was but au instant io discover- 
log that the lady was she whom he sought, 
and het ber companion was the same dark 
stalwart attendant be had before met by her 
side.

'Ah Doe Heranzo” she said, gaily, 'what 
brings you again into the mountains ?'

• Lady,' be replied, 'shall I tell you truly ?′
«Indeed yes.’
It ia io search ot your own bright self, 

then; naught else, believe me.’
′Where did you expect to meet me?′
‘At the cave where I first saw you.’
'I am seldom long in one pl ce,’ she re- 

plied. ‘Our trade is a hazardous one, and 
we dare not be too permanent or fixed in 
our camp grounds. Now I think of it, Don 
Heranzo, how do I know what real motive

loving such a man ?′ she asked, most inno
cently.

“This means that you do love him, Nina 7
‘Uncle !′ repeated the fair girl, half re

proachfully, with tell tale blushes.
‘It has gone further than 1 supposed, then. 

Hue be spoken to you of love?′
‘Never!′ said Nna, with downcast eyes, 

‘But why those eager questions, uncle ?′
‘Did you not see the soldiery here to- 

night ?”
‘Yes; and was amazed. Why were they 

here, uncle ?′
‘To arrest him, the self styled Count 

Bianchi !′
‘For what?′
'Nina, who do you suppose he really is?′ 
‘Indeed, J know not, unless he be what we 

all supposed.’
‘He is Alfonze Mataloni, the rubber chief! 

But the troops are on his track now — he can
not escape them except by a miracle.’

Nina gave ber long, agonizing cry, and fell 
senseless at the feet of Count Fialto!

me PEASANT BRIDE.
Count Fialto sat alone in hie study on the 

day subsequent to the summary scene which 
had taken place io his drawing rooms, when 
the soldiery had entered and sought, but in 
rain, to arrest the disguised robber chef. 
He felt terribly chagrined, first at the publi
city of the exposure, as well as that be should 
bare been so easily imposed upon, and that 
this daring character should have been receiv
ed cordially into his family, and entertained 
there as a distinguished guest, Had be re
mained one day longer, Count Fialto had pro
posed to present him to the queen, and now 
thanked the saints, that at least this morti
fication was spared him. He felt amazed 
that be bad not himself recognized the robber 
who was the same person who saved his own 
and this niece’s life so lately in the terrible 
storm on the mountain; and he went back 
and reviewed the entire circumstances of bis 
sojourn at the palace. The complete change 
of circumstances, the dress and doubtless other 
means of disguise, whch the outlaw had 
adopted, probably afforded ample excuse for 
bis not discovering, 10 the pretended count, 
the individual whom he had met under cir- 
cumstances to vastly different. His letters, 
too, all authentic—in deed, be saw that be 
bad be n the dupe of a remarkable combination 
of circumstances.

He Lad thought over all these matters for 
hours that day, and now sat before a sweet, 
simple picture, beantilully done in oil, that 
hung upon the wall, and from before which 
he bad drawn a curtain that usually remained 
as a screen to it, hiding it from general view, 
it was the face and bust of a mere girl in 
years, but one of such exquisite loveliness 
that the most cau.al observer would have 
paused to gaze upon it in admiration, A 
peasant girl, of simple attire, luxuriant hair, 
and a wealth of sweetness in her innocent 
face, that had on almost sacred aspect, such 
as toe old masters loved to give to the Mo- 
donna. What was she to the rich and 
noble Count Fialto?

lie leaned his head sadly upon his hand, as 
his eyes gazed intently upon the sweet face 
above him, and bis breast heaved quickly, as 
a deep sigh escaped from his lips. All the 
world knew him as a bachelor—who then 
was she whose memory seemed so potent 
in his heart? It could not be a daughter — 
there was no likeness that signified kindred 
blood; was it some one, some dearly loved 
object of his youthful years, of whom 
death had robbed him, and whose memory 
he thus held sacred, and to whom be bad 
remained faithful, even while she slept in the 
gravel A looker on would have conjectured 
this !

At this moment Nina entered softly ber 
uncle’s study, and approached so near as to 
even lay ber band gently upon his arm be- 
lore he was aware of her presence. The 
count started, looked confused, and rising 
hastily, drew the curtain before the face of 
the fair portrait he had been regarding so 
intently. Then resuming his seat, he buried 
his face in his hands for a moment before 
be spoke. The proud man’s heart was full 
of sorrow. Low keen, the deep-drawn sigh 
evinced.

‘Uncle, dear uncle,” said Nina, regarding 
him with great tenderness. “How often do 
1 find you thus sad and thoughtful, regarding 
that beautiful portrait? You have never 
told me its story, nor why you deem it so 
precious? Speak, uncle, wont you tell me ?′ 
As she spoke, she seated herself at his feet 
upon a footstool, and looked tenderly up into 
his face.

“Not now, my darling, not now, at some 
other time- 1 am dejected now, 1 cannot 
speak of these things. At another time, I 
will do so. Don't importune me to day, 
Nina !”

“Uncle, father, for you ate both to me,” 
she said; “I only know that 1 would strive 
to alleviate, by sharing your interests, or 
your sorrows. It is no idle curiosity that 
actuates me. You know that my affection 
for you, dear uncle, 1- all in ail my life.” 
As she spoke, she kneeled down by his side, 
and throwing ber arms tenderly about him, 
looked up into bis face with all the trust and 
love of her young heart expressed in her 
countenance.

The proud Iran drew his gentle ward to 
his boom, and imprinted a food kiss upon 
her forehead. Worldly though he might be, 
proud and inaccessible to others, it seemed 
as though be became a mere child in her dear, 
spiritualizing presence. A few kindly words, 
ard he told her that state business engaged 
him, and they parted. She did not press him 
further, for she saw that he would avoid the 
subject.

But that the reader may fully understand 
our story, it will be necessary for us to look 
back, down the long vis’s of the past, for a 
series of twenty-five years, and te paint for 
the eye the picture of a fair but humble cot
tage on the banks of the River Po. It is

about the fair girl, that exhibited a wonder
ful executive ability—ber memorandum look 
in which she was now making careful and 
copious notes, showed that she bad system, 
too, in ber management, and altogether, it 
would seem litale like the conducting of a law
less band of men, but more like the systematic 
control of a well organized government force. 
To add to the remarkable character of all 
this, there was ber youth—for certainly 
uot more titan four—and-twenty years had 
yet passed ever the fair Inizulla ; possibly 
she was even younger than we have named. 
The petite and delicate character of her form 
rather favored the idea of her youth, but 
which, as we have intimated, seemed belied 
by ber calm self-control, and assurance of 
manner.

The court circle of Parma was one of the 
gayest of all Europe at the period of which 
we write, the nights being one succession

The tide cf joyous, innocent delight flowed 
for months. At length, deceit crept in, 

■the sacrifice
onA few days subsequent toof gala scenes. the tempter was all power, 
was ready. All was lost !

we have just des-the date of the occurrences
cribed, there came to Parma a gallant of- 
ficer in the Sardinian service, though as 
Italian by birth, named Count Nicolo Bian
chi; be brought letters to various nobles at 
the court, and though on his way from Rome 
with Government despatches, yet be pro
posed to tarry a few days at the Court of 
l’arme, and enjoy its hospitalities. One of 
these letters of introduction was addressed to 
Count Fialto, and the stranger found himself 
at once io the midst of althe gaiety of the 
court and its attractions. He was a noble 
looking young officer, and the gay, Sardinian 
uniform sat gracefully upon his finely turned 
imbs and form.

Particularly did Count Fialto seek to do 
him honor ; and his beautiful niece seemed 
never happier than when amid the giddy 
mazes of the dance with the young officer as 
her companion indeed be was the observ
ed of all obse vers. To Nina be seemed to 
pay particular court, and whispers ran through 
the bad room often, of a very tender relation- 
ship that promised to spring up between 
them. Their quiet resort together to the 
retired baloney, their strolls in the brilliant 
gardens of the palace, their manifest tender- 
ness for each other, were all observed and 
commented upon.

Ail this was particularly bitter to one, a 
young prince of Rome, named Carrafa, who 
had long been an ardent admirei of Nina, 
but who now saw his hopes gradually fading 
away, and the beloved object of his regard 
rapidly being won from him by a stranger. 
His quick Italian blood could bear this but a 
abort period. Indeed buts few days- had 
transpired since the Count Nicolo Bianchi 
bad arrived, and seeking him in ber pres
ence be offered bun an insult, which it is 
needless to detail, and which coald not fail 
to draw out all the resentment of any brave 
man’s nature. This was indeed bis purpose.

The sword was the weapon of the duel. 
They fought at sun rise, and their blades 
flashed io the first golden light of the morn- 
iug. ‘The prince was a good swordsman and 
indeed a man of powerful strength, but the 
count proved to be his superior in skill. He 
disarmed bis rival after a short conflict, and 
10 room of taking the advantage wiich the 
code of the duello gave to h m, be returned 
the prince his weapon, bowed low, and they 
separated. His adversary impressed with 
the generous action of bis rival, who had 
actually spared his life, handsomely acknow
ledged the noble deed, and Count Bianchi 
found the court ringing with his praise, while 
the prince retired to Rome, leaving his rival 
with undi-puted right to the lady’s favor.

Nina, just ripening into the charms of 
womanhood, was an object to be beloved, 
and the young Sardinian soldier regarded her 
with a tenderness which it was impossible to 
disguise. The sweet, young girl oe her part 
loved him already with her whole heart, 
though neither bad yet owned the act to the 
otbei ; indeed, the period they bad been to
gether could be as well counted by hours as 
by days. Count Fialto was not so blind as 
not to see the state of affairs, and though he 
had ever been proverbially jealous for Nina’s 
sake, yet be seemed to acquiesce in the pre
sent instance, or, at least, to present no ob- 
stacle to the growing intimacy of the hand
some couple. Indeed, the count had be
come a guest at his bouse, and was to remain 
there during the few brief days of his stay in 
Parma, and thus he bad been thrown much in
to the company of tie lovely Nina.

Nothing occurred to mar the pleasant 
interview of his stay, and indeed, be seemed 
to make himself a grand favorite by his ad- 
ress, wit, and general accomplishment. With
out one particle of pride, be yet seemed to 
command the full respect which his station 
should receive.

Suddenly, one evening when the Count 
Fialto’s drawing rooms resounded to the notes 
of the waltz and the merry feet of the dancer*, 
one of Count Bianchi’s servants was seen to 
hasten into the ball regardless of all ceremony, 
and seeking his master’s u!e, he whispered 
some secret intelligence, and disappeared to 
abruptly as be bad come. Whatever the 
news might be which he had brought, it 
seemed to act like magic upon bis master, who 
turning hurriedly to Nina Fialto, who was bis 
partner, begged ber to excuse him, as serious 
and importent intelligence called him at once 
to leave Parma, and pressing her hand ten
derly, he hastened away.

(Scarcely had the count disappeared from 
the apartment, before the heavy tread of 
armed men was beard in the corridors, and 
a file of soldiers were ported at each door, 
while ad officer entering, at once sought the 
presence of Count Malto. Consternation 
reigned in every face, all was mystery and 
amazement—the scene of revelry became 
one of fear. What trouble had fallen— was

Ashamed to lock her dots: old father in 
the face, Fenella Carlo ti banished herself 
from home. Deserted, she strolled to the 
mountain side, and, but for the hospitality of 
the banditti, wou’d have perished: ! They 
took care of her, their women nursed her; 
and in time sue found the firm, resolute 
friends that ber forlorn situation seeded. Her 
deceiver was the son of a rich man, and the 
representative of a proud house. He was 
knows, be course of the robbers was clear!

A timely and well arranged foray was 
entirely successful. He, the betrayer, was 
captured. A princely ransom was demand
ed, and instantly paid by his father. But 
the young student was not permitted to de- 
part, until a priest of the church of Rome 
bad united him in the holy bonds of marriage 
with the beautiful but deceived Fenella! The 
robber chief desired no more, for even the 
demanda of honor were now satisfied. The 
sweet girl refused to live with him who bad 
thus proved false to her, and he was dismissed, 
to contend alone with the struggles of a 
conscience which was not seared in guilt, 
but which must agonize him for ever ; while 
the fur but deceived one made ber home 
among the mountain passes of he Apennines. 
She never smiled again! Her cup of misery 
was fall to the brim.

Months, long and bitter passed; the lover 
and husb nd sought hie wife in vain—his first 
and early deceu was bis last. She utterly 
refused to ever see him again. Her heart 
was scared, all the fountains cf her young 
love were dried up ; she no longer lived, she 
only existed, and time to ber was a weary, 
lagging march towards the tomb! Pa
tient, uncomplaining, she bore ber lot. 
The rich ransom had been so devised as to 
smo th ber aged father’s path towards bis long 
home, and to supply her own necessities. 
This was no the work of the deceived and 
ruined girl herself, but of those balder and 
stronger mints, which, with a love of justice, 
had taken her lot into their own rude but faith- 
ful hands. -

Could it have been known to her truly 
how much be, the tearful offender and rob-

THE REFUGE OF THE CLOISTER.
Count Fialto, little thinking who the moun

tain chief really was, felt outraged beyond 
measure, at the fact of his having been thus 
bis guest; and bitter, also, beyond expression 
to think that be had dared to pay court to 
Nina. This latter feeling was especially ag
gravated by the fact, that every day and 
hour after the departure of the mountain 
chief, Nina betrayed only too plainly that 
ber heart bad gone with him to bis Apennine 
home. She listened patiently at ber uncle’s 
reproaches, and made no attempt to defend 
herself, but all the fire of her nature was 
aroused to defend and find excuse for Al
fonzo.

No sooner did the young Prince Carrafa 
learn of the absence of his rival than he once 
more returned to Parma, resolved to press 
bis suit, and in him, Nina found a source of 
exquisite annoyance, particularly as her 
uncle, under the circumstances of the case, 
deemed it proper to sanction the prince’s 
wishes, and to second most assiduously his 
effort to win an interest in the fair young girl’s 
heart. He was farced upon her at every 
point, and on all occasions, until he became 
ber bane. At last, from being a respectful 
and tender lover, he became a presistent

who coldly claps the long, luxuriant hair ot 
the beautiful girl, which in its profusion and 
length swept the marble flour as she knelt, 
and with the fatal scissors prepares to sever 
the rich locks close to ber bead! A shudder 
runs through the frame of the young girl. 
She sighs to lose that crowning beauty of her 
sex, and even casts one pleading look to the 
eyes of the abbess, but all is cold and herd 
and stern there. She looks upon these things 
as the vanity of the world!

The prayer is being said which precedes 
this sacrifice; all is still now, even the sis- 
ter nuns seen to sigh when they behold the 
sacrifice which is about to be made. Bet the 
time has come, and the fatal words are utter
ed by the abbess. The scissors are about 
to sever the hairs—when bark? What fear
ful and sacrilegious noise is that? The whole 
assembly look at each other in consternation. 
Wild shouts, the report of musketry, and the 
noise of reckless men resound within the con
vent walls. The abbess clasps her bonds io 
horror, the priests forget to continue their 
part before the altar, the nuns gather close 
together in a body, and retire to one side of 
the altar. At this moment, there is heard a 
clear, stern voice within the chapel, saying:

‘Stay this ceremony ! another step taken 
in the introduction of that lady to the veil of 
this convent, and the torches of my followers 
shall lay it in ashes !

At the sound of that voice, Nina uttered 
a wild cry of joy, and turning, rushing heed 
less of all things, in her white robes and nun’s 
attire, into the outstretched arms of Alfonzo 
Mataloni ! Terrible deounications came
from the priests, and all those who were of
ficers of the convent. But the dark, frown
ing groups that stood behind the outlaw, 
formed an argument that did not admit of 
discassion. Bold, reckless men, they cared 
neither for the church nor the laws; their 
leader’s word was th ir law, and they would 
burn a convent as quickly as a mud cabin if 
he were to order them, and with as little 
compunctions of conscience.,

That scene was never forgotten by the eyes 
that witnessed its wild and picturesque effect. 
It was a fearful tableau. Tbe actors— 
amazed and outraged priests, terrified nans, 
startled auditors, a band of daring outlaws, 
and tbe fair and sweet child that had been 
brought hither for the heartless sacrifice. 
And there they stood for a moment, a death
like still followed tbe catastrophe of tbe act. 
Nina resting on the broad, manly breast of 
Alfonzo Mataloni, her white robes nearly 
concealing ber person, and ber rich, profuse 
hair falling over all even below her waist!

The master spirit of this scene was accus
tomed to command. His eyes roamed over 
the whole assembly for ooe moment, then 
turning, bis hand opened for him a passage, 
and closing up again at a signal marched from 
the church without one other word, without 
so much as lifting a finger to disturb an ar
ticle of the rich belongings about them 
They had received their orders, their duty 
had been explained to them, their purpose 
was accomplished. No taunts, no insults 
save open violence, would nave roused them 
to pull a trigger, or dull the dazzling brightness 
of their blades.

As the setting sun hung in rich and golden 
hues over tbe mountain side, acd twiligtt 
already partially shrouded the valley of tbe 
Po—there might have been seen a band of 
half a hundred men filing up the mountain 
pass, preceded by a closed litter, in which 
was the rescued person of Nina Fialto—new 
under tbe protection of Alfonzo Mataloni. 
Poor child, wearied and overwrought by ex
citement and contending emotions, she had 
borne upon up during the whole of that fear
ful and trying day, until now, with these 
rode outlaws for protectors, and being carried 
she knew not wiither, she slept, as innocent 
and trusting as an infant.

As the band paused upon an open plateant 
on the mountain side, they met there Ini- 
zilla, mounted upon her powerful and noble 
charger, and attended, as always, by that 
powerful and silent horseman, who seemed to 
be, as it were, her very shadow.Alfonzo 
approached her, with all the defence we have 

vertsertar Tread it in your

adversary. His pride being piqued, be ewore 
to marry and thou to humble the spirit of Nina 

All the baseness of his nature seem-ber of her virtue suffered, how his entire life Fialto! 
bad become embittered and sacrificed, she " ****** 
would at least bare pitied the erring one, if 
she did not trust her future happiness to his

this un worthy undertak-ed to be enlisted in
ing.

Count Fialto, jealcus of his house and 
Nina’s position, became morose and severe; 
and the young and trusting girl was made 
thoroughly miserable by his importunities.

actuate you? It were worth any man 6may
Thewhile who lives gold, to betray me. keeping. But this she could not know. Her 

own proud spirit denied her the power to 
meet his often made advances, his strenuous 
efforts to find her out, and to acknowledge 
her. Indeed, once deceived, she became 
upon the subject of its cause a monomaniac, 
and she would in no way receive communi- 
cati n or knowledge of him on any pretext 
whatever. He did not know the spirit he 
wounded!

At last sickness, weary, long sickness 
came. The delicate, sweet mother, laid her 
down to die. Tbe soft summer sun came in 
at ber mountain home, and kissed tbe cheek 
of tbe long suffering and weary Italian wife; 
ail of whose life had been an unanswered and

government is offering fabulous sums to in
duce some me to hunt me out, and give the 
needed informa ion.”

The lady, who had drawn up ber horse 
and was now walking him slowly by the side 
of Doo Heranzo, looked into his expressive 
face as she uttered these words.

‘is it generous even to bint st such an idea 
as connected with me t’ be asked, in a tone 
slightly indicative of s tense of injury.

• We will not discuss this matter now, Doo 
Heranzo, and yet we are to d that every man 
has hie price ! A terrible thought, but alas, 
my own experience goes far to prove it 
true.’ *.

She spoke with a sad earnestness, that sig
nified quite as much as the words themselves, 
and sighed deeply as she did so.

‘Prove me, it it be io your power,’ said Don 
Heranzo.

‘The occasion may not be waiting, if you 
remain long in Parma,’ she answered. 'I am 
deeply engaged now, and must beg you to leave 
me. Another time and I will—

'But lady,’ continued Don Heranzo, ‘I find

At last he demanded an unconditional com
pliance with his wishes, as it regarded tbe 
young prisce, giving Nioa only the choice 
of a cloister, or marriage with him. It was 
to her young and hopeful spirit a terrible 
sacrifice; but she made it, rather than to de
secrate tbe love she felt she could not con- 
trol. And the broken hearted Nina preferred 
to enter the convent of Ferati, and become 
a man for life! The veil once taken, no 
earthly power could release ber from her vows, 
and she would thenceforth be tbe bride of 
the church, never to separate from its exact
ing rules—thus rushing as it were into an ac
tual living grave!

‘Either marry Prince Carrafa, or take tbe 
convent vows? You must choose at once,’ 
said Count Fialto, sternly, to his niece, as 
she knelt at his side.

'Alas, dear uncle, is there no other alterna
tive ?′

•None.’
‘You will grant me a few months’ time, at 

least?′ she asked.
‘This very month, thou must either wed tbe 

church or the prince.’
‘So soon ?’ she sighed.
‘I am resolved.’
‘But alfonzo may reform, some happy 

chance may occur, if we but permit time to 
pass. I pray you, uncle, remember the 
noble act that saved your life and mine on the 
mountain ?′

•That man is an outlaw, a vile, lew bora 
peasant. Were he freed from all claim of 
the law, he still could never be aught to 
thee.”

‘Then uncle, 1 am resolved !′
‘That the prince shall be thy husband F he 

asked, quickly.
‘Never !
‘Then prepare for the service of the 

church.’
‘Ay, tbe cloister is my only refuge!′ 

Nina sighed bitterly, the die was cast!
Prince Carrafa had not been permitted to 

pursue this unwarrantable importunities of the 
fair young girl unobserved. The spies of tbe 
banditti were everywhere, and in every guise, 
scarcely less ubiquitous than the agents of the 
inquisition —the movements of all persons of 
consequence were observed and reported by 
them. Alfonzo knew full well what passed 
at tbe Fialto palace, from whence he lately 
escaped so opportunely, when the soldiery 
surrounded it. He declared that the prince 
who had acted thus dishonorably, should suffer 
a fitting penalty for his conduct, and he there 
fore had all his movements watched. At 
last, entirely disconcerted by tbe firmness of 
Nina, and the announcement of her choice of 
a convent, rather than an alliance with him, 
be prepared to return to Rome.

Scarcely had the carriage of Prince Car- 
rafa, with its postilions, outriders and guards, 
proceeded half a dozen leagues on the road, 
before they were suddenly surrounded, made 
prisoners, and quietly marched towards the 
mountain passes. Not a shot was fired by 
either party, the surprise had been so per- 
lect, and the purpose so well perfected.

zo Mataloni, who now confronted him, and 
after telling the prisoner that all the particu- 
lars of his gallant crusade against a poor, un- 
happy gel were known to him, and that be 
might consider that his present date ntion was 
solely __ - to this affair, he demanded an 

heavy a ransom for his liberty, as to cause 
even the rich Prince Carrafa to feel amazed!

The robber chief was unruffled, entirely at

RECEIPTS for TESTING Eggs.—There is 
no difficulty whatever in testing eggs; they 
are mostly examined by a candle. Another 
way to tell good eggs is to put them m a pail 
of water, and if they are good they will lay 
on their sides, always ; if bad, they will stand 
on their small end,tbe large and always up- 
permost, unless they have been shaken con
siderably, when they will stand either end up. 
Therefore, a bad erg can be told by the way 
it rests in water—always end up, never on its 
side. Any egg that lies flat is good to eat, 
and can be depended upon. An, ordinary 
mode is to take them into a room moderately 
dark, and hold them between tbe eye and a 
candle or lamp. It tbe egg be good—that is, 
if tbe allumes is still unaffected—a light will 
shine through a reddish glow; while, it af- 
fected, it will be opaque or dark.— Spring- 
field Republican.

Bov BITTEN BY A RATTLESNAKE.— We 
are if raied that a son of Mr. Daniel Ken- 
nedy, of Middleport, in the Township of 
Gainsborough, was bitten by a rattlesnake 
while passing through a field. The boy, who 
is fifteen years of age, was badly bitten, and 
the poison bad Uken such an effect that his 
body became speckled like that of the snake; 
but strange to say, be is now in a fair way of 
recovery, through the efforts of Mr. George 
Resale, sen’r., of that place, who, by frequent 
applications of a preparation of the snake 
weed, succeeded in extracting the poison.— 
Tbe soake was a large one and was with much 
difficulty removed from the boy. He had ten 
rattles.—St. Catharines Post.

Her dear boy, thoughunfulfilled pomise.
wept sadly by herbut an infant ia years,

death bed, and the rude but tender wives of 
tbe brigands soothed ber dying pillow, until 
tbe last sign gave relief to the wounded spirit 
of a loving, a deceived and broken heart !

That offspring, adopted by the robbers of 
tbe Apencines, was born and bred for fearfu’ 
destiny. With little cultivation themselves, 
these rude mountaineers knew the great va
lue of education and cultivation in letters; 
and tbe boy, while yet but three years old, was 
sent 10 Rome, where his education was 
undertaken by the monks. A liberal and 
regularly paid stipend trade him a welcome 
scholar, and be progressed in all the cunning 
of letters which the capital could so easily 
teach. At last that portion of his history 
which told of his remarkable birth became 
known to him, and a sense of pride possess
ing him, he deserted tbe tutorship of his con
vent friends, and resorted to the mountains 
With a feeling of revenge for those firms 
of society which bad runed his mo her before 
h:m, and blighted his own prospects in life, 
and without knowing or seeking to known 
who it was to whom be was indebted for a 
being that had, to his sensitive mind, resolv
ed itself into a shame, be j owed the banditti, 
and at once became, by reason of superior 
intel agence, bravery and a natural spirit of 
command, one of vast influence and power 
in the widely extended league. Fate seemed| 
to have marked out his course for him, and he 
bli-dly submitted to ber promptings.

Alfe thus embittered by the untoward 
circumstances of its very beginning, thus 
poisoned at the very fountain head, became 
one sombre and dreaming in its every phase; 
and the young robber knew ne delight except 
in the beat of action, and the gallantry of 
noble, physicial and moral deed-; for there 
was a noble moral in the large charity he be- 
stowed through the wide valley of the Po. 
No picture of woman’s love had ever dawn
ed upon his only half defined heart, he hardly 
knew that be bad one. Yet he was in reality 
actuated only in the most chivalric motives, 
and controlled the band be had now come to 
command, quite as much by the force of his 
native nobleness of character, as by the steady 
arm of discipline.

He, like all the leaders of the brigands, 
however, acknowledged the singular : power 
and direction of that one mind, which had 
brought them all into a sytem of organization 
and control, which surprised themselves by 
its completeness and perfection. Loizilla was 
their leader, and under her direction and 
sanction, they felt strong even against the 
government itself. It might have been sup- 
posed that such a character would have chal
lenged the love of seme of the leaders. Not 
so, however, for in fact she seemed sacred, 
and was only approached with that deference 
which men might render to a superior being. 
Indeed, there were stories among the bands, 
and gener.ally believed, too, that she was in 
some way superhuman I Her word was law 
—her counsel sought on the slightest subject, 
and then followed umpliortly-

Was it to be wondered at, that a man thus

do notmyself miserable without you; pray 
let me again lose sight of one who—′

•Yes —yes—1 know very well what you 
would say, but it is impossible for me to be 
longer with you at present. So you must 
turn your boree’s head back again towards 
tbe main road; my path lies up the moun
tain—I promise you that at another time, I 
will meet you on more agreeable terms.’

‘Fair Icizilla, I know not the reason why 
but I feel instantly the inclination to obey 
your wishes, though so averse to my own. 1 
shall I-ave you, but will you not say where 1 
can meet you? This doubt —not knowing 
where to address you—where to find you in 
any emergency, is too painful to bear.’

‘I will find means for our meeting, do not 
feer. Enough, farewell !′

‘I obey you, however unpleasant it is to 
me,’ replied the young cavalier, as he turned 
his horse’s head in the opposite direction.

‘Stay, Don Heranzo, 1 like your prompt- 
nees.’ As she said this, she extended ber 
ungloved hand towards him. The cavalier 
dismounted quickly, pressed it tenderly to his 
lips, with as much as though see Lad been a 
queen, and monoting once more, be waved 
li s cap in farewell, end dashed off for Parma.

Tbe young cavalier realized fully that be 
loved the strange but beautiful being he had 
just separated from. It was useless for his 
calmer discretion to bring up before the 
mind’s eye the striking fact of ber guilty as- 
sociatiops, that she was an outlaw, a price 
set upon ber bead, all this signified little to 
him. True, be trembled for ber safety on 
account of all this, but bis heart knew no 
vacillation because of her situation. He 
only knew that be loved ber. Her sweet 
face was deguerreotyped upon his very soul, 
and his heart was fell of ber alone.

‘She is accustomed to admiration,’ he said 
to himself; ‘no woman ever bore herself in 
that courtly manner, who had not received 
the homage of many men. Alas ! can I hope 
to touch her heart 1 Am I the first that will 
share i • love? Will she love me at all?" 
Thus be muse d, as be traversed the lonely road 
to the capital.

Io the meant me, could Don Heranzo have

ABOVE HIS BUSINESS.—An amorous shoe- 
maker in one of our country towns, while en
gaged in the act of fitting a gaiter on a lady’s 
foot, on tbe Fourth, * got above his business" 
and made an insulting remark about the beauty 
of the lady’s foot handle. She reported his 
conduct to ber husband, and the disciple of 
St. Crispen received a well-merited cowbid
ing. Ho shut up shop next day, and is now 
seeking employment as a journeyman. 
Exchange.

«Tae Law,"—At Oskaloosa, Iowa, * 
young woman, wheat husband cance home 
drunk the other day, took down an ex 
goad, and chastised him most gloriously 
until be promised not to do so again. He 
laid the blame on a friend who asked him 
to drink. She then whipped him again for 
not having stability te refuse.

’ If you wish to increase the size and pro- 
minence of your eyer, just keep account of 
the money you spend foohshly, and add it up 
at the end of the year.

A Quaker being asked of his option of 
Phrenology, replied, “Friend there can be no 
good in a science which compels a man to take 
off his bat."

You can’t prevent the birds of undaees 
from flying over your head, but you may pre- 
vent them from stopping to build their meeth 
there.

. t.

there any immediate danger I The ladies 
grew pale, and tbe gentlemen prepared to 
meet whatever exigency might come. The 
officer whispered a few words to the count, 
who in turn drew bim still more one side, and 
after a few moment’s conversation and a 
slight personal examination, the so diets were 
withdrawn. There was a feeble attempt to 
renew the pleasures of the evening, but it was 

a failure, and ere long the guests departed, 
evidently impressed with the idea that a.I 
this trouble was in some way relating to the 
person of Count Bianchi, the young Sardinian 
soldier and the guest of Count Fialto.

Count Fialto strove to deceive his guests 
with politeness, but his courtesy was forced, 
and though he stood by his mice’s side and 
hade each and all a fair good night, « was 
easy to see that both were much disconcerted, 
and were sadly troubled.
_ No sooner were uncle and niece left alone, 
than the count drew Nina one side, and re- 
garding her intently for a moment, almost 
shuddered, ae be asked.

‘Nina, de you love this stranger who has 
been among us?

"Uncle P exclaimed the gentle girl, startled 

by the abrupt question.
‘Answer me child, let me knew the worst.

a beautiful scene that we would summon up
before tbe mind’s eye of our patient 
ers, ia this story of Italian life.

follow- 
On the

banks of that lovely and far-famed river, 
stands the cottage home of a vine dresser, one 
Carlotti, an aged and thrifty peasant, known 
throughout the district for his manliness, 
and the beauty and goodness of an only 
daughter. This child, for many years mo
therlew—strove to perform tbe duly of wife 
and daughter to ber loving father—and all 
tbe lade of the valley worshipped at ber shrine. 
In her pleasant way she had a kind word lor 
all, but made no choice among them.

Her quiet, unobtrusive life was beautiful 
ia its simplicity and truth. Unheeding all 
the lures of pleasure, and the assiduous at- 
tention of many an ardent admirer, she was 
devoted to her father and her home. At 
length, one summer’s evening, there came 
a pedestrian, who, fatigued and hungry, 
sought ebelter at their door. He was wel- 
come, and bis brief stay, which from evening 
until morning would have been only the 
ordinary occurrence of the road, was pro- 
longed to days, weeks— any, he departed for

followed the fair Ioiz Ma, be would have seen 
her dashing up the mountain side followed 
respectfully by her attendant, uotil reaching. 
an encampment similar to that we bare al--1 
ready described, she dismounted, and was 
€000 engaged in close converse with a swart y 
leader, aside from the place occupied by the 
members of the band. The deference paid 
to ber presence, the tone and bearing of the 
outlaw chief, showed that she had acquired a 
most powerful control over those with moun-

eyes,” she said to him.
‘We have.’
‘And no violence was 

slightest instance 1

his case, informing the prince that there was - e- he might remain thus
confined in the fastness of the mountain for 
a year, if he above. But cat thins was
no hurry in the matter, offered, even in the

He spoke with fearful earnestness.
“The worst, uncle can there be harm inThere was a calm bumgose like addcoms ardiad.

B. UPF


