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CUAPTER I~—THE PAINTER’S FAMILY.

Our tale is of Venice. Venice of which the

poct sings -— )

o Tpere i3 a glortous city in the sen;

The sea is in the broad, the narrow streets,

Abbing and flowing; and the salt sea-weed

Clings to the marble of her palaces,

No track of men, ho tootsteps to and fro,

Lead 1o hier gutes. Thae path ies o'er the sen

ruvisible ; and from the land we went

is to o foating city—stcering in,

s gliding up ler strecls as in a dream,

gmoothly, silendy—by many a domu,_

yosque-like, and many « sttely portico,

The strtues ranged slong nu aznre sky—

Iy many o pile inmore thau Fagt:rn splendor,

OF old the residence of merchant kings.”

Tn this splendid and interesting city, in the
Mr 1979, was to be seen not far from the
Church of Santa Maria dell Crta, or 3t. Mary
of the Garden, a house which the long stripes of
red and greeu, blue and yellow, that cove{ed its
front betokened to be that of a dyer; while the |
ahsence of the piece of cloth or stuff usually
hupg out as @ §ign, lf)gether with the pcrfc‘ct
aillpess that reigned ia the warerooms, and the
idle boilers that lay turned upside dowa, as 'plan'xly
told that the trade which used to support s in-
Labitanis had ceased o be earvied on.

{oyening was :xpproachmg, and a lres'h hreeze
bad st sprung up to succeed the burning  heat
of an August sun, when the door of lhg gurden
qtached to the louse opened, to admit an old
woman lo enjoy the pleasant cootness.  Teaning
on a stick, she was slowly advancing througl ihe
trees, examnining with both eye and hand, the fine
fruit hangiug down from the branches, when the
notse of a man’s step belind her, made her turn

her head. _

“ 5 that you, J
“ but what is the matter with you?
quite cross.” .

« The matter, Madre hella—the matter is
just this, that the night is falling, and I cannot
sec any Jonger,” said the man, breaking between
his fingers, in lis vexation as we spoke, one of
those small pencils used by painters to lay on
their colors,

“The night falls for every one as well as for
you, my son,” replied the old woman, ina calm
and gentle tone.

« Yes ; hut my colors were all on the paletle.
1hod just caught the precise tone of coloring
and all will be dried up to-morrow, and I shall
bave to begin the whole agaie.  Diavalo! it is
tao bad—quite too bad I

4 \Vell, what is to hinder you beginmng your
dyemg agamn to-morrow » _ '

« My dyeing!” rephed Jacopo, impaticatly.
“You are always talking, mother, asif my fa-
ther were still alive, and you were still the wife
of a dyer. You are the mother of a painter,
Signor Jacopo Robusti—remember that mother
—of the Tintoretto. Tainling and dyeing are
two different things.”

« Not so very different alter all,” said the old
woman, coolly. ¢ Pamting or dyeing, call 1t
what you please, but both must be done with co-
fars; so it is all the same thing.”

“ All the same thing 1’ vepeated Jacopo, with
a mementary gesture of impaltience.

“Yes, indeed. 1 know very well what 1 am
saying. T atn sure at all events, if there be any
diference, it is only in the way of using the co-
lrs.  Your father, wmy poor departed Robusti,
Heaven liave mercy on his soul! used to boil
them, and dip the cloths in them, and you lay
them on canvas with your pencil ; but one way
or the other, they are still colors; and T hope
you do nok think your mother, the daughter, wife
and mother of a dyer, born in the very widst of
them, wants to be taught at this tine of day
what eolors are.”

“ Well—weli, mother, lfet us talk no more
about it,” sail Jacopo, endeavoring to repress
every expression of impatience: et us talk of
o children.” _

“Oh, yes—dear handsome little Dominic, and
my sweet, pretty litlle Marietta,” and as if there
¥as magic in the very names to scothe ler, she
"6 {ook the arm of her son with a look of gra-
tified affection.

“ Little Dowinic, indeed ! A great tall young
man of twenty ; my pupil and successor. Heis
indeed, T own it, iny joy and my boast,” said the
artist-father, proudly raising his head. ¢« What
simplicity and boldness of design l—what bril-
hancy of coloring are lus! Like myself, he has
taken for his motto the inscription that I have
Mt over the door of my studio—¢ The design of
Michac! Angelo, and the coloring of Titian.’—
I)Ie will inkerit my fame, as he inherits my genius.
Ipsteriiy will confound Tintorctto the father,
With Tintoretto the son. Have you seen his last
Peture, mother ; the picture which the canons of

acopo1” said the old woman,
You iook

* Tinlore is the Italian for dycr; and Tintoretio,
o Little Dyer, was the name ususlly applied to Ja-

i know how nuch that alone can do.

topo, the son of old Robusti, slthough painting, not
Jeing, was his profesaion.
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St. Ambrosia have ordere
Santa Maria deld’ Orta 7°

¢ How could T see it 7 said the Signora. 1
do not even see himself | the boy is never at
home.”

“That is to say, mother, he never stirs from
his warkshop.”

“ 10 that be the ease, when I go aud knoelc at
the door, why does he never gpen it, nor even
answer me 1

* Beeause when an artist 15 at work, he hears
wothing of what is passing around him. T rather
approve of that fancy of his, of locking lis door;
it prevents his being disturbed. My Dommic
will yet be an honor to me, for to his natural
talent he unites indefatizable industry, and you
Lwish T
could say as much for his sister,” Le added, with
a heavy sigh.

“ Maviettal  Well, well ! what ean you pos-
sibly have to say against the dear, little girl 27

¢ Much, mother, much 5 and this amsng other
things. Having but two children, and wishing to
dedicate thent both to the fine arts, I had deter-
wined w my wisdom, that one should learn paint-
ing and the other music.  Dorainic has met my
wisiies, and I have pothing o lay to his charge.

But us for Marielta, 1 never hear her ather siny |

or play on the mandoline. Why is this, mo-
ther—why is this 7 She well knows, ungratetul
child that she is, what a relaxation her sweel
voice is Lo me after all iy toils, and low T de-
heht in hearing 117

“ Well, Jacopo, T will tell ber this, aud  you
will find that she will begin agatn her singing. —
Do not always be finding fault with everything.
You grumble at the night for falling ; at the sua
for casting loo great u glare; at me because |
sec no more dilierence between pamting und
dyeing than between a white cap and a cap that
is white; at my poor little Marvictta, who is
meckuess and gentleness itself, for not singing,
when perbaps she has a cold and i hoarse.—
Jacopo Robusti, instead of calling you the Tia-
toretto, I will call you by the name which the
Soriety of Arusts of St. Roch gave you—IZ
Furioss. (‘The Yurious.)

« Ahal” exclaimed the artist, whose counte-
nance suddenly lit up, T can scarcely belp
kinghing, even now, at the surprise of my rivals,
at the unparalleted proot of the wondrous quick-
ness of my execution. The society offered a
prize ior the best design to ducorate the ceiling
of the hall, and though Paul Veronese, Salviati
anyd Frederico Guechuro, were my competitors,
my picture was finished, approved and fixed in 1its
place before the others had campleted even thew
sketch.  'What a trivmph !—what a brilliant tri-
umph *

« Triumph it may he, Jacopo; but since the
children are not here, will you give me leave to
ask one question. ‘Wil you have the goodness
1o tell me of what use is painting P

# The noblest art in existence, mother; ani-
mating the canvas, and making it live, an_d
breathe, and move before you. Were it only in
the power of recalling the features of the ob-
ject of our fond affections, the soatching (rowm
oblivion, and muking immortal the beloved image,
no other is worthy to be compared with it. And
yet you ask, of what use 15 painting !

«T am speaking as a housekeeper, and you are
answering as an artist, Jacopo. Painting scarcely
affords a livelihood for us; aud itisof this [
complain.  Your father’s dyeing brought in hun-
dred times more than your painting, Jacope.”

« This is all wlle, mother ; you know [ am not
a tradesinan,” replied Jacopoe, coldly.

« The very thing that I complain of, my son;
for we must five.”

« Byt kave we not enough, mother ?
anything wanting in the house ?”

s« No ; but that is ail Marietta’s good manage-
ment, Jacopo. I do not know how our litile
girl coutrives it, but money in her hands lasts a
month, when, with any other, it would be gooe
in a week.”

« Where is she now, mother 1%

# She is out, Jacopo.”

«Quy at summer time! This one of the
charges that I have agaiast the child. T have
not time to watch over her, and T confide her to
your care. Where is sle ?”

« Your daughter does not require o be wateh-
ed over by us; she is an angel, and the angels
will take care of each other.”

"The appearance at this moment, of a third per-
son at the garden door, silenced both mather and
soi.

Is there

A YOUNG GIRL'S BECRET.

CHAYTER 1I.

Tt was a young girl of striking beauty, whom
they both now advanced to meet. Her slight
and delicate form had the lightness and undulat-

ing motion of the reed; her beautiful browa

hair, fastened at the top of her heud by pins of

gold, left bave a forehead on which was the im-
press of artless innocence and wodesty ; but her
features, perfect in their outline, were wholly de-
void of the dowuy freshness of early youth.—
Could it be care that bad so paled the rose of

%

FRIDAY,

the brightness of those beautiful azure eyes, rea-
dered so languid the expression of that young
face, and made that tall and graceful figure droop
as if asking earth to receive her, and give her at
last to rest? ‘When she perccived her father
and grandmother, a slight color tinged for a mo-
ment the paleness of her complexion, and as she
quickened ber pace, she said in a tone of voice
so soft, so sweet—it was music in itself—

“ This luvely evening must indeed have tempted
you, lor supper is on the table and you both still
here,”

“ We were waiting for you, Marietia,” said
her father, romewhat gravely ; ¢ where have you
been 7

“ At the Grimani palace, father” she an-
swered,

* Murietta, Aarietta,” reurned Jacopn, as
with his daughter, they took the way to the eat-
ing room, ** you are growing up ; you bear away
fire paln from the pretfiest givls of Vepice ; you
will soon be of age to be married; and the son

of the Countess Grimani is a youth of twenty
*3

“ Well, and where is the barm 17 interrupled
the mother Rebusti, as slie took ber place at the
table, » if the Count Gropant should appreciate
the good qualities of our child as they deserve,
when Maricite is of age (o be mairied, whers 15
the barm of all this 7

“ Noge do the world,” said the Lintoretio :—
“ 1 not one of (hose fathers whe do vielence
to the inclinaticis of their chiidren. My daugh-
ter may marry apeinee i she please; but I
should prefes her mureying one  of her own
rank.”

“ And I would ruther she took the priace,”
sard the old mother,

“ Oue of her owa rank for e, whe would not
blush to call me father, and who would not de-
spise her grandmotier,”

« A Count for me, who would give 1y dar-
ling the title of Countess,” said the dyer’s wi-
dow,

“One of the people, like myseil. who would
make my daughter happy, motaer.”

“ A Count might wake her just as happy, my
son.”’

“We must not be above our situation in life,
mother.”

“We are nowhere forbidden to rise, Jacopn.”

“ But we must rise by talent and industry.”

*¢ Does talent raise us in society, Jacopo?”

“ (i, grandmother.” sad Marietta, who had
hitherto been mndestly silent, “how can you—
the nother of the Tintoretto—ask whether talent
elevates 7

“Fell me, you little goose,” said the mother
Robusti, *bas your father been made a noble-
man—has he got any titles ¢

“If he has noi the pobility (hat consists in
title, yet be has that nobility that genius and
talent conter.™  And the fuir face of the maiden
suddenly glowed with enthusiasm as she gazed
on ber father., ¢ Grandmother, Venice is proud
of my {ather; she exults in numbering hin
amongst her most cclebrated citizens; and sy,
dear grandmother, what name of Count, or Mar-
quis, or Prince will ycu compare with that of
the Tintoretto ¥

The eyes of the Tintoretto were at that mo-
ment fondly fixed on the bright face of bis chiid.

«This is all very fine,” said the old wowun,
with a contemptuous toss of the head; «but
after all what is your father, Marietta, but a
dyer, as his father was before him—my poor
Kobusti, eaven have mercy on his soul!  And
mind my words, he may paist pictures and apo-
theosis, and Adams and Ives beguiled by ser-
pents, until he gets tired, but he will never risc
above his preseut condition ; he will never gat
beyond dyeing; he will always be grinding and
mixing colors—it may be move, it may be less
than my poor husband, Robusti ?

“ Pray, grandmother, dear, let us say no more
of painting or dying,” said M‘arletla, hastily,
having perceived a gathering frown on her fa-
thee’s brow, who now exclaimed :— _

“ You arz quite right, Marietta: besides, [
want to ask about your brother. As T passed
bis workshop just now, and be was not there.—
Do you know where he is 7’

Marietta answered with some embarrassment,
% You must not be uneasy or displeused with
Dominie, {ather ; he went out for a walk, T think
—1I suppose—with some fricnds, perhaps.”

«Phere i3 no harm done,” replied Jacopo,
“so you need nol be blushing, stammering and
casting down your eyes, girl. I am not angry
with Dominic for that. All work and no play
would never do.”

¢ Was I blushing 7 said Marietta, whose em-
barrassment increased.

« Blushing, wdeed 1 said the old woman, “ it
is pale she is, and not red, the poor child.”

Tt is quite true,” said the father. ¢ Are yon
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her faded cheek 7 Was it toif that had so dummed | ¢ You were displeased with me, then, father.

Crnotler Robusti, however, wis ! so s

bwalk du, and 10 L oghe presime so faras ooesk

Wil you not tell me why 7”

% Yes,” said the Tintoretto, fixing lis eyes on
the young girl, * ¥ was displeased with yow, be-
cause there seetmed o be something very myste-
rious in your conduct.”

“ Mysterwus ! utervupted the mother Ilo-
busti,

* Ask no questions, mother 5 for 1 would have
spoken sooner, but for fear of making pos wacasy.
The conduct of Marietta bas been for some
time, if not mysterious, at least strapge and un-
accountable. T wever see her now bounding
througl the hiouse, or pulling ilotwers, or gather-
g feuit i the garden, I never hear hoer sing, or
see ber even touch the mandotine, I yonare no

i, Marietta, i you have no gricf or care, why

are you becomng so thin, so pale, as il withermg ;
before 11y very eves

A genide knoek mterroplod ihe conversation,
aid, buppily for Marietua, spareed hee o reply.—

e jumped upy and ras {6 open the bhatt door.
CHAPTER WMa—THE CANoN

ob 0.

At sight of apersen i the worh of the Ca-

Poven
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emphasis on the last words. “ Signorn Mariet-
ta is quite right; bat if in three days I do not
get my picture, Tmust come back to you agam;
rewember this, daughter.  Charity preseribes us
to be indulgent ; but too much indulgence is of-
fen a mere weakiness, by which we become the
abettor of faults which a fittle wmore firmvess
might prevent, or be the weans of correcting.—
T do not mean this for yon ay child,” added he
he lowering Lis voive, = however, some time or
other yow may peofit by this picce of aleiee.”
And with these words he made his parting salu-
tation and withdrew. '

“OWell, what s he at with s indulgence and
bix charity, and his weakaess and lis fandts,”? said
the grandrather, with puzzled lock.  « One
would think he was giving advice, as you ran op
ihe <enle to yonesell in practice.”

“Alame, dear srandmother, o as fnidy our
sapjor” sadd Muric U, with the wir of one whe
Bad sablendy beea relieved from same hieasy
: ol varve,

CHACTEL V1 MORNING WA LK.

AMEwere yelasterp in the honse of the Artist
==even e Tintaretto, usually <o carly a riser ;

[T

uons of St Ambrosio, the Tatoretto and  his
wother rose and saluted him respeetfully 5 but ax
to Mavietin, she seemed petrilied by the visit.— i
There she stoadl, leaving the Reverend Father |
still i the pasage, without inviting him to eome |
i, or even thinking of shutting the door.  "The

Pow o her
weleotme §esrtsey aftor enetosy featifiod ber weuse |
ol his presence.

W your Revercocn have tie gooduess (o
yuu tosit down
our pooi supper?
you he thinking «
standing so long; !
chair 1™

Starting frow hen appareat stupor, Marietta,
with a forced smile, apologised for her fnnttention,
and shutting the door, vagerly placed a ehair
close to the tuble for Hu Canon.

“ Pray take u seat, Father Xinbrosin” said
she, “ will your Revercnce try a little sonpy ar 2
glass of wine 77

“ Not anything, [ thank you, my dear ohitd,”
said the Reverend Father, swhose austere coun-
tenance seeimed to relax whilespeaking to Mari-

and hoser s by partaiiig
Mapmtta, child;, what can
outy to leav: bis Reverenec
ehaie

i
J

cgirf—quick, a

ctta. ¥ fray, do not let me disturh you, Signorit
Robusti. (3o on with your supper, Signor Jaco-
po. [ only came to—"

“To puy us a friendly, neighborly visit 7
quickly interrupted Murietta, who endeavored to
hide, under an assuured gaiety, aw anxiely which,
in spite of all, was perceptible in her look ami
manner.” 1L very kind in you, Father—very
kind, mdeed. But the Canons of your order have
always been rerparkable for their condescension
and kindness.”

“ Who eould be otlerwise ‘han kind to you,
my  daughter,” answered ihe Cavon. ¢ But 1
cume here to—"

“ Did you visit the Countess Cirnant to-day,
futher :* again interrupted Marietta.

“ Yes, duughter, but-—""

“ She has had many trials; bat T trust they
will soon be over,” said Muarietla, who, it was
evident, hud soine reason for not allowing their
visitor to fluish his sentences. The usually meo-
dest, retiring girl appraved to wave: quite changed
her character. i talked incessantly, and
seemed resolved 1o let no one but herself utter a
word, or at least give the I"ather vo opportunity
of making known the object of bis visit.  In vain
did he begin, € T cume out this evening at some
mconvenience,” and again, “1 have come here
lo say.” She contrived always to break in with
some question or rumagk, till at last her father
turped to the Canon, saying, ** 1 beg of you, my
Futher, to excuse this little chatterbox of a girl
of mine, who has so often interrupted you when
you were about to tell us to what we owe the
honor of this visit.”

| syanted to see your son, Dominie, Signor ™
said the Canon.

¢ My brother is not at home just now,” said
Marrintta, before any ene could reply. ¢ But
to-morrow he will wait upon you, if yon wish.
On.y tell me your hour, father, and be shall be
punctual.  Yes, indeed, T will answer for him ;
Dominic shall be with you precisely at the hour
you name.”

“1f you would have the gooduess to teh e

mdeed even the sun wis not it up—when a
doar af o af the rooms was gentiv opeaed, and
“Yarherta, pate as the white Sawer o the cglian-
e, appeared an the tire Qinlid.

SNoba sound,” said shey dier o msment’s

Istening, @ 1le is not yet come i for the
whole night [ never elased . cyess Biother,
beother U how sally it thor o blane.™  Then

advimeing en tip-toy, inta the corvidor, she de-
seended the staiva, opened He badl doar, and dart-
el Into the street,

She passed in front of =t Ak’ Church, in-
tn which she eatered ; bat 36 was uat io adire
thee interiar of ity rich as it was.  Deeper and
higher thoughts were Ier’s, and her soul weat oug
in earuest supplications for guidance, as the privst
al. the altar eclebrated the holy mystery of the
Mass.  After the Mo Misse st she hurried out
in the direction of the principal canal, where witly
cager eve she watehed each cundofn that foared
by, as il ta discover whow it bore alomg the wa-
ters. At length a gondola approncid the land-
ing place and et ont o pussengee. She stooped,
for a wall knewn voice struck upon her car 5 aud
turning guickly vound, she faced o tail youth,
whose disordered dress, fushed face and wisteady
gt too plainly betokened s condition. )

© Dominie 7 ered Marictta. How much of
teader reproach was i the utternnce of that
single word.,

“OWell, well ! T mow all that you would say,
Marictta,” answered the yoong mau, affecting an
ease which the expression of  his face indicated
that b ad ot feele < 1w a bl boy, a neler-
dawrelly asol, a lazy dog—-am fnot #

Yo are stll worse ihan alt these, Dominie,™
said Marietta, i accents of deep sadnessy © you
are a bad son and a bad brother.”

“Oh, thern 1 must stop you, Marietta. | am
anything you like but that, P adare, T respect,
U revere iy father 5 and [ love you, my sister,
mure than you believe.”

411 you love me, Dominie, come bome at once
with ine.”

“ Iaw all obedience you see, dear Marvietta,
heloved Marietta ! swid Dominic, faking tus
sister’s arm, and turning towards home.

On thew way home, Marietta sard, « Father
Ambrosio came yesterday to the lhouse, and
was so much frightened, brother.”

¢ What! atraid of Father Ambrosio, Marict-
a??

“ Alas! not of him, but of what he wight have
told. It youn only knew all my contrivances to
pievent his speaking of the money you owe him ;
and the picture, tao, that, i your name, I prowis-
et he should have to-mocrow.  You will go to
warle the moment you go in, will yau not, Dowt-
me 1

“You wean, go to sleep, Marrietta ; indeed
you may rely on it I am hall asleep already.”

« Steer,, Dominie ! Can you steep 17

“You, shall see, my dear, you shall sce.—
Sleep, 7iye and saore, too ”

“Y ou will sleep,” said Marietta, w a reproach-
ful vne, “when to-morrow, uay, pechaps this
very evening,iny father, who thinks you the best
o sons, who cites you as a mode] worthy of all
0 itativn—-my poor father will kear that his stu-
J ious son passes his duys and nights at the 1a-
vern 3 that the pupil who is bis pride and s

your business with him,” said the Pintorctto.
An answer was already upon the lips of Tah. .
Ambrozio, when Marictta again interposed :—
«T am sure it is about the picture for
Chapel of Santa Maria del’ Orna. Am 1 wol
right, Reverend Father? It is finished, or r ear-
iy so; a few touches only are wanting; ar g (o
merrow or the day after, at farthest it sh o) b
in its place in your chapel.  You may v’y upn.
me, Father. T pledge nyself that you st i) have
it.”  She then added in a lower tone, % | yyplor.

ill, my ciuld, or is there anylhing troubling you? yaf you to say no mere now, for my ke, thi-

Speak freely and openly. You area modest, | once.”

and a prudent, and a well conducted girl, and
that tnakes amends for much.”

Wather Ambrosio arose. “Plrg was all 1

nast, has not touched & pencil for mare than a
sear 3 uad that the prodest, (e seasible youth,
borrauwvs money wherever he can et it, to squan-
deriu vice and folly.  Domine, oue sentesce ot~
tered last night by Wather Awmbrasio made me
rremble.  He saw throngh iy subterfugss, and
as he went away he said—Nay, Domnice, do lis-
ten {0 me—he sud »

“ But hsten to e in your twrn, mv yood litte
sister,” drawled Dominiz. ¢ If L gew no sleep &
shall surely be ill, and you would not like to see
me ill, L am sure.”

“ lleaven forbid ! said Mariclta, lerveatly.

“ Llien you must let 1ae go to bed when I get.

wanted, at least just now,” said F e with sowme

home.”?



