
brm ANARANTE. 367

shall know thc truth of this ; it is essenîjal
that you should appear innocent in bier eyes.
Y'our conscience cannot reproach you; an in-
voluntary act is not a crime, but if you remain
in Venice, guilty or not, you cannot escape the
inflexible tribunal of the inquisition. Go, then,
Gaetano, and hope for better limes, confide in
iny friendship, and doubt, not ail will yel be
welI.'

"Persuaded by bis ivords, but more by the
train of events, I consented. My only desire
was, thal 1 should say farewell to my father;
but this Manfredi wouid not yieid to. Not a
moment was therefore lost; ail svas quickly
prepared for my journey, and bis valet and
lwo gondoliers, men, brave and determined,
engaged themselves for my safeîy. Manfredi
Wished to attend me to the gondola, but feel-
ing hie had already comproniised himscîf too
mucb, 1 declared, posilively, that I would not
deparî, unless hie renounced such an intention.
Ail being ready, we descended in silence the
stairs of tbe palace, and parled witb a deep
and mulual emnbrace; we wept, we could flot
speak-but we felt our bearts beating àgainst
each other, a more eloquent testimony of friend-
sbip, than ail tbe language of the lips.

"In the gondola I found arma, and a purse,
containing a tbousand sequins. It took but a
short time to tbread the canais, and darkness
stili reigned, when 1 landed nol far from Mes-
tro, near to wbicb, on the main rond to Trevi-
so, Manfredi possessed a country villa, where
J was inimediately conducted by Domenico,
the faiîhful valet. An old and faithfui steward
was tbe oniy inhabitant, and bo hirn, Domenico
communicatcd the order of bis master, wbicb
was, that hie should provide me instantly with
a horse, to convey me to Vincennes. Tbe
honest Domenico would accept of no recom-
pense, and it was with difficulty that 1 could
prevail upon him 10 receive twenty-five se-
quins to divide among the two brave gondo-
liers, wbo bad striven so nobly to preserve me.

"lA few bours after their departure, 1 ob-
tained from the old steward, tbe habit of a
peasant, and mounting my steed, took ',he
road for the Alps, the foot of wbicb, 1 reacbed
on the second day of my journey, wbere,
leaving my horse, and engagîng a place in a
carniage on ils return 10 Valteline, easily gain-
ed the little town of Chiavenna. There Itook
a guide to conduct me int Switzerland.-
Prom thence 1 followed the banks of the beau-
tiful Rhine, and at last4 departed for the capital
of France.

l'Sinice my departure fromn Venice, 1 liad

been ignorant of wvbat bad transpired, and
was a comiplete prey to sorrow and suspense.
One day, 10 my great delight, I encountercd a
young Veuiitian in the streets of Paris, who
bad corne thithier to complete bis studies, and
from bim, I lcarned tbat tbe Quarantine tri-
bunal badl condemncd me 10 deaîh, with the
confiscation of my present wealîb, and al
that sbould hereaftcr descend to me. I was
also informed that Emilia bad expressed ber
determination never t0 espouse my rival, and
received the consent of bier fatber to enter a
conven t.

"'Finding that I dare not return to Venice 1
resolved to place myscîf under the principal
philosophera of the French capital. and by
study, dissipate, in some degree, mny mielancho-
ly reflections. Althougb, by the Iaws of the
republie, my father was forbiddcn t0 assist rue,
yeî be, nevertbcless, conîrivcd that I shiould
receive a sufficient sum for xny support. For
three years did I ibus exist, wben 1 received
the news of bis deatb, with the intelligence that
is property had been seized upon by the go-

verriment. Thus circumstanced, I was coin-
paraîively destilute in the world, and resolved
to seekç a living in somne less luxurious city,
than that of Paris. With thîs resolution, I de-
parted for Milan, and tbere found support, by
assisting in ils univcrsity. One morning as I
was hurrying along the Servian Place, tbe
common promenade of tbe Milianese, feeling
mnyself soinewhat fatigued, I seated myseif on1
one of tbe benebes witb which it abounds.-
On the ame was sealed a won-an, wbose dress
and appearance bespoke bier of the common
order. In regarding bier, it slruck me that ber
face was familiar to mie, but wlben or where 1
had seen bier, I could not recolleet. 1 observ-
cd, also, tbat from time 10 lime, she seemned t0
examine my fealures minulely. Suddenly a
ray of remembrance flasbed across my brain.

Il1If I niiistake not, it is Bianca that I see,' I
said Io bier.

Il'Are you nol Gaetano Fiorello ? she cried
in ratura.

"In short, il was Bianca, once thie femnle
confidanle of Emilia. Since our separation,
six years had passed over bier head and mine,
and many changes had taken place wiîh us
botb. You may therefore easily judge how
many questions we liad to ask of each other,
and bow interesting was our conversation.

"' Emilia! Emilia! lives she l' waB the first
question wbich îremblingly 1 addressed t0 Bi-
ana.

"'f have qiîîcd Venice tiiese two vears,'


