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THE LOST PORTRAIT;
OR,
THE STOLEN CHILD.

« Feoutez !—listen ! said Monsieur Herbois
to his companion ; there is that divioe voice
'n !H
ﬂ?‘lllfais cest une voix denfunt ! —it isa
child " returned Monsieur Michelet.

¢ Yes, it is the voice of a child; but what 2
voice ” exclaimed Herbois, standing still, and
holding the other by the arw, in order to urrest
his steps also; ¢s0 pure, so sweet, and even
g0 steady ; and what 2 perfect intonation !—

Did you cver hear anything so eu_chant.u.lg ?

wJt is very remarkable, certainly, for a
child," replied Michelet. It proceeds from
this cottage ; let us go round to the door and
inquire about her.” ]

& Doucement ! — sofly ! Come this way a
bit,” said Herbois, laying his finger on his lip,
and drawing his friend in un opposite direc-

0.
tlo'l‘he cottage from which this sweet voice
proceeded stood alone in a valley of the Apen-
nines, not far from the town of Spoleto : and
the two straogers who had approached it from
behind, now retreated the way they had come.
4 The truth is,”" continued Herbois, ¢ it was to
hear that voice I sent for you from Rome.”

Then I think you might let m3 hear a
little more of it," replied Michelet. )

«] hope we shall hear a good deal of it,”
answered Herbois, with a mysterious nod of
the head,  “What do you say to carrying her
off with us to Paris ?”

« With all my heart” replied Michelet:
« that voice, well cultivated, will be a fortune.
What fricads has she? Will they give her
up?”

« That is the difficulty,” answered Herbois ;.
s And here it is T want your assistance. You
must know that it was about three months
since, on my way to Naples, that I first heard
that voice. 'T'he day was cold, and whilst they
were waiting for the horses at Spoleto, T had
walked forward to warm mvself; when sud-
denly, as I passed near this spot, my ears were
arrested by these delicious tones. For some
minutes I stood transfixed with delight and
surprise; and as [ was instantly struck with
the immense advantages to be derived from the
possession of the child, I was :abou_t to eanter
the cottage for the purpose of making juguirles,
and opening a negotiation when the vetturino
overtook me, and I had to continue my jour-
ncy. On my arrival at Nuples, however, 1
wrote to old” Muartinelli, who, by-the-bye, has
given up teaching, and retired to end his days at
Spoleto; which he left, some sixty years ago,
2 beggar-boy without shoes or stockings, in or-
der to make his livelihood by singing through
the streets, Well, I wrote requesting him to
muke inquiries about the girl and her friends,
aud to find out on what terms they would give
her up ; not doubting, from their apparently
mean circumstances, that they would be willing
cnough to resign her on such an advantageous
speculation, But I had reckoned without my
host.”

“You offered a sum down ?”

« T offered a hundred crowns; at least I au-
thorized Martinelli to do so, if he thought fit.
But it appears that the grandfather of the girl
had once before reccived an application of the
sume kind, and had rejected it with such in-
dignation that Martinelli said it would be of
no use in the world to think of it ; the old man
being in the first place devotedly fond of the
child; and in the uext, having, for some family
reasons, an insuperable objection to her goiug
on the stage.”

«“How are we to get her then ?”
Michelet. i

«There is no way but stealing her that I
know of,” replied Herbois.

 Stealing her I’ echoed the other, rathe
gravely. L

« ' all for her own good, you know,” an-
gwered Herbois. *Isn’t it much better that
that beautiful voice be cultivated, and that she
should moke her fortune, and the fortunes of
her fumily, too, than that she should languish
here for the rest of her life in poverty and ob-
scurity 1" . .

“Well, perhaps it is,” answered Michelet,
whose notions of right dnd wrong were apt to
be o little confused as well as those of his
friend. In short they were both entrepreneurs
for the French opers, and ag their ideas ran but
in one chnonel, they did very honestly believe
that no destiny could equal that of a prima
doana in the great European theatres,

Finding, 08 he hnd expected, that his friend
threatened no very vigorous opposition to his
nefarious project, Herbois now set about ex-
plaining to him the plan he had formed for its
excoution, Whilst they are  discussing this
question, we will introduce our readers to the
‘inhabitants of the cottage. :

Guiseppe Marahini was the possessor of a
small vineyard,which had been in his family and
descended from father to son, for several gener-
ations, He was thus a proprietor, and raised
~ somewhat above the degree of a pensant, al-
though- the produce .of this little patrimony wes

returned

not sufficient to - exempt him from a necessity |
onomy.. Fortunately, bow-'

" for the, closest ‘eq

ous " fumily. to proy

for; one little girl being the only fruit of his
union with Paula Batta, a young girl of the
village, who broughy him no dowry but a good
temper, a pretty fuce, and a very sweet voiee;
which last qualification was not the least of her
attractions to Guiseppe; and it was much to
the satisfuction of both parents that they found
the young Paulina had inherited this endow-
ment.  The child sang like a nightingale, and

being also very pretty, she was the delight of |

Ler father and mother. By the time she was

fifteen these attraction, combined with the ad-:

ditional onc of her being the heiress of the
little vineyard, had brought half the young
peasants of the neighborhood to her feet.  But
Panlina did not care for them, and was in no
hurry to be married; indeed, she frequently
declared to her young compauions that she did
not mean to marry at all, for she was guitg sure
she should never be so happy as she was with
her futher and mother; and she remained in-
exorably fixed in thisopinion till she was nearly
sixtecn, whea the arrival of Marco Melloni, her
cousin, entirely changed her views on the
subject. Marco was the son of her mother’s
sister, Teresa, and had quitted home at an
early age in the quality of page to a lady of
rank. He huad since riscn to some higher
grade of service; und the family he then lived
with being at Rome, Le hud tuken the oppor-
tunity of visiting his relutions,

Marco was a very differcat person from the
suitors that Paulina had found it so easy to
reject. He had scen the world; his manners
end conversation were quite polished und fush-
ionable; ke talked of Paris, and Viennga, and
Londou; of concerts, operas and balls; and,
moreover, he wore very fine clothes ; and
Paulina soon began to perceive that her inex-
orable resolution to lead a single lite had been
somewhut prematurcly announced.

The gallant Marco of course fell in love with
his pretty cousin, and when, at the end of his
fortnight’s holiduy, he returned to Rome, he
carried with him her promise to become his
wife on his next visit provided her father and
mother did not objeet to the match ; which,
however grieved to lose their danghter, they
did not think they had any good grounds for
doing. So their consent being gained, and
everything arranged, Marco returned to claim
his bride before his muster and mistress quitted
Rome; and then carried her off with him to
the north,

Now, unfortunately, although Paulina sang
like un angel, she could not so much as write
her name : so that the separation between her-
self and her parents was entire. For the first
few months, indeed, Murco aceasionally wrotce
them a line to say they were well; and in one
of lLis Jetters he mcotioned that the count, his
master, was so charmed with Paulina’s fine
voice, that e hud undertaken to provide her
with lessons in singing, which pleased and
flattered the poor people very much. Gra-
dually, however, this little link between the
parents and their child dropped; and muny &
sigh and tear it cost the former that, owing to
the travelling propensities of Marco’s employers
they had no means of gaining intelligence of
her, even through the intervention of the
scribes to be found at Spoleto; they did not
know where to address a letter. Some years
hid passed in this state of uncertainty und
privation, when oue day the vetturino, who was
weekly in the habit of passing that way, drew
up his horses at their door, and handed out of
thie coach a lndy extremely elegant in her ap-
pearance and attire, but apparently in very bad
health. He then lifted out a child, and hav-
ing sct it and their luggage down at the door,
he mounted his seat and drove away agan;
whilst Puuls and Guiseppe stood at the window
watching these unusual proceedings, and won-
dering what was to come next. A mistake it
was of course ; for what could so fine a lady
want with them ?

Meanwhile, the stranger having watched the
carriage till it had passed a corner, and was
out of sight, turned towards the door, which
was open, and entered the house; whereupon
the two old people, half in hope and half in
fear, advanced to meet her; and when she lift-
ed her veil, they saw it was.-their daughter;
but so faded, so changed, so sad, that whether
to rejoice or weep, as they embraced her, they
knew not. For her part, poor soul, tears were
the only expression that she was capable-of, or
which suited ber mingled feelings of joy and
grief; and without being able to utter a word,
she sank into a chair, and wept freely ; whilst
the child, with wonder painted on its large
dark eyes stood staring at the scene. '

As soon as the parents had recovered from
their surprise, they gave their daughter the
tenderest welcome, and sought by every means
in their power to relieve her mental aflictions
and minister to her bodily comforts. But
poor Paulina had returned with ruined health,
and “a broken and contrite heart;” and the
only consolation she seemed capable of receiv-
ing was the promise made by her parents to
take charge of her child, and devote themselves
to its welfare, ¢ Let her live with you, father;

'|'if shemust marry, if she will marry, let it be to
‘sotiia; one Liere on the spot; mever let her leave
he e;:ond, above all things, if she should

] feor sho: will for she gings

already—never let it be cultivated ! Let her
sing to please you, let her voice echo amongst
her native hills; but oh, never. never within
the walls of a theatre!” Such werc her con-
stant prayers and iojunctions from the duy she
arrived till the day she breathed her lust breath
in their arme, which was just three months af
ter they had seen her descend from the coach
at their door. From that moment, Nina—s0
the little girl was called—became the darling
of their hearts,  They brought her up in the
sume simple way in which they had broucht
up her mother ; indeed, they kuew of no other.
She helped to do the housework and to tend
the vines; and although inberiting mare thun

her mother’s beauty, and & voice almost un- |

paralleled in sweetuess and power. she could
ncither read npor write. They had already
fixed their eyes on a young peasant of the neigh-
borhood to be ker husband, when she was old
enough ; which would be in five years from the
period ut which our story commences, for she
wiy now between ten and eleven years of age.

“ Wife, wife!” said Guiseppe, as he ap-
proached the cottage an evening or two after
the conversation between Herbois and Michelet,
- why are you ritting out so late 7—Nina, you
should make your grandmother ge ta bed; you
know she is not well.’

“ Grandmother wopldn't,” answered Nina.
“ T did usk Ler.”

» The cool air is so pleasant,” answered

Puula, rising with her husband's ussistunce ; |

“and I don’t think T shall enjoy it many more
cvenings, for I grow weaker und weaker.”

+ The more reason for your not sitting out in
the chill,” resurned Guiseppe. ¢ Come along
in.”  Aund almost angry at her imprudence, be
led her into the house.

#“ The only thing that concerns me,” said
Puula, after a pause, ‘“is to think how you will
be able to tike care of Nina when I am gone.”

“ What do you mean ?” said Guiseppe, im-
patiently ; for although he feared that Paula
was reully very ill. he could not beur to have
his apprelicnsions confirmed,

“She is now upprouching an age in which
she will want mc more than evew just as I am
going to be taken from her,” Gontinued Paula.

Il go and call her in,”’ said Guiseppe.
looking towards the window, through which,
althongh it was dark, they could see Nina
leaning over the railing thut separated their
little garden from the road, whilst her sweet
voice resounded in their ears as she chanted
her evening hymu to the Blessed Virgin,

“ Leave her a little, she is very well where
she is, and she likes to be out of doors; be-
sides, I menn to speak to you about her, hus-
band, for you must prepare yourself for what is
to happen, I know I cannot live long ;" and,
therctore, much to the distress of the old man,
Paula entered into the subjeet of her own ap-
proaching decease, giving him her directiovs
and advice with regurd to the future manage-
ment of their beloved grandchild.

“Hark!” said he in the course of the con-
versation ;"¢ who can that be playing the flute
so charmingly ?"

#It's beautiful!” said Paula, who loved
music as well as lier husband.

% Listen, grandmother—listen,” eried Ninos,
running up to the door.

# Yes, my child, we hear,” returned Puula.
T only hope her love of music may not lexd
her into any mischief,”” she continued, ¢ That
scapegruace Pietro—I suppose that is his flute
—is endeavoring to make up to her; but you
must not let him;”’ and then, resuming her
former subject, she entered at length into her
views of what would be best for the happiness
of their beloved charge.

«It'stime she was in now, though,” suid
she, when the conversation was concluded.—
‘“ You had better call her.”

# Nina,” cried Guiseppe, going to the door;
¢ Nina, child, come in. 'Why do you stay out
so late 77

¢« But Nina did not answer.

“She is gone after that flute: it’s Pietro’s
flute, depend on it; and he has enticed her
out that he may whisper nonsense into her
young ears. I don't like that lad, Hark!
I hear a carriage; I hope the child is not out
in the road.”

«T'll go and fetch her in,” said Guiscppe,
procoeding towards the gate; hut as she was
not there, he opened it, and went upon the
road. It being now so dark that he could not
see above a yard or two on either side, he
gtood still und called, but Nina did not answer.
Then he walked 2 little one way, and a little
the other, still ealling ¢ Nina, Nina,” but still
no Nina answered; upon which he re-entered
the house to fetoh his stick ; and whilst he and
his wife vowed vengeance against Pietro for
enticing the child away, he directed his steps
towards the cottage inhsbited by that gay de-
ceiver’s mother, whither he did not doubt she
was gone, as she had occasionally done before,
bewitched by Pietro's musical accomplish-
ments, : _—

But, alss! Nina -was not there, nor had it
been Pietro’s flute they had heard, that was
clear, for the boy was lying in bed . with a hurt
leg; Who, then, was the musician that had
enticed her away? Nobody could tell. The

old man passed the night in secking her all |

oo

| round the neighborhood ; Paula passed it in
tears and prayers, Vain tears—vain prayers!
Nina was seen in the valley no more. Al that
could be learned was, that the vetturino, who
knew her well by sight, from so often passing
! the door, had secn a carriage with post-horses
i near Florence, in which xat two gentlemen and
a little boy, whese fuace struck him as bearing a
remarkable resemblance to Nina, The child
seemed to know him too. for he had started up
and put his head out of the window; but the
teentlemen pulled him hack, aud drew up the
clags,  The man promised to make inquiries
when he returned 10 Florcnee; but he could
: learn nothing ; so many strapgers visited that
city. that the impression made by each was too
evanescent to be retained.
For some weeks after this cruel misfortune,
i Paula languished between life and death, and
then expired. bidding Guiseppe never to resign
his search after their lost darling.  ** Seck her
in the great cities,” said sbe; ** they have
stolen hier for her voice.”  When she was dead,
and Guiseppe had laid her in the earth, he
sold his cottagre and his vineyard, and with the
| proceeds in his pocket, he set out with a wallet
ton hig buck and a stick in his hand, to traverse
the earth in search of hix grandchild.
i Seven years had elupsed—Pietro was mar-
ried and had two children ; the cottage where
these scenes had transpired was pulled down ;
i the vineyard was a vineyurd no longer; and
| the sorrows and distresses of  their former
owuers had become a tradidon in the neigh-
borhood. when one day a stranger arrived tw

could give him any intelligence : Guiseppe had
gone away, nobody knew whither, and had
never been heard of since his departure.  But
although these worthy peaple conld give no in-
tellizence themselves, they were not the less
desirous of obtaining some from the traveller,
They wanted to know whence he eame, who
sent bim, and whether hie eould tell them what
thad become of Nina,  But it was in vain they
*surrounded and gquestioned him; he evidently
| came to muke inquiries, not to muswer them ;
and not a word could éhcy extract to satisfy
their curiosity. When they were assured of
the hopelesness of their endeuvors, they drew
aside from him, in order to dixcuss the question
by themselves, whilst he ‘mounted his horee,
and rode away us he eame,

On that very sume day a poor old mun wus
treading heavily and ¢adly along the road be-
tween Dover and London. His clothes were
worn and shabby, his tall spare. figure was
bowed by awe and sorrow, his faee was thin and
wan, and his long white hair fell ulmost to hix
t shoulders ; he helped himself along by the aid
! of » stick, and under his arm he carried an old
| violin, which he ever aud anon stopped to pluy
when he arrived at a farm-house or village,~—
Gradually toiling on from day to day, he ut
length reached the metropolis; and as he could
not speak u word of English, and was at a Joss
in what direction to seek 2 lodging, he set him-
sclt’ down upon a door-step to rest and deliber-
ate; and after a little while, in hopes of at-
tracting the attention of the churitable, he com-
meeced playing on his instrument. Presently
a window was thrown up above his head, and
two fuir young faces looked out.

“That is the very tarantella I have been
longing for ! exclaimed one.

‘“It's the very same that Miss Dallas played,
I declare,” cried the other, ¢Oh, what fun!
Now we'll get it ; and she shall have the plea-
sure of hearing us piay it the very next time
we meet.”’

« How delightfully savage she will be, after
tossing up her head, and telling us she never
gave copies!” said tbe first: whereupon, hav-
ing called to the old man not to go away, they
rang the bell, and desired the servant to take
him into the dining-room. .

 We want you to give us the music of that
tarantella,” said they to him; * of course we
will pay you for it.”

“ Perdana !’ paid the old man, shaking his
head.

“ Abh—you arc 2 foreigner?’ seid they, ad-
dressing him in French, which he understood
enough of to comprehend them ; and on learn-
ing what they wanted, he said he would be too
happy to oblige them, if they could take down
the musie from his playing it—for to write it
himself he was unuble, as he only played by
ear.

This was accordingly done, and when fin-
ished, thay thanked him, and offered him five
shillings in remuneration. But poor as he was,
the gallantry of the old foreigner recoiled from
being paid for this little service; and bowing
respectfully, he told them he was too happy, to
oblige their signorinas, and that he required no
other reward than the plessure.

¢ How unlike an Englishman 1" said one of
the ladies.

“ An Englishman would haye held the two
half.crowns in the palm of his Hand, and looked
at them with an air of astonishment and dis-
appointment, as if he could not conceive what
be meant by oﬁ_'erirﬂg him so little,” said the
other; and this trifling: trait of character hav-
ing interested them-in favor of'the poor strang-
er; they proceeded - to -make - some further in-
iries-a8 to.his situation. © - s Lo

l

inquire for Guiseppe Murabini. But no one’

‘ Then you travel abeut, and s’pport your
self by your violin 77 '

¢ 8j, signory’’ answered the old man.

“And huve “you never been in London be-
tore 7’

* Never." he replied.

“ Then how will you find yourself fond. or a
lodging, when you can speak no English ¢

The old man said he did not know, but he
had encountered great difficulties before, and he
hoped God would protect him still,

» I wonder if Thomas could recommend him
to a lodging.” said one of the ladies; “let ug
inquire if he is at home,”

Thomas, who was their brother’s groom, said
he could get him 2 lodging in the Mews, where
master’s horse stood, if he could pay for jt.—
Without referring to the stranger on the sub-
jeet. the young ladies =aid they would be an-
swerable for the rent for a month ut anyrate;
sgreeing that they owed him as much 2s that
for the music.  So, having desired the groom
w give him _something to eat below, the poor
forvigner, after purtaking of some bread and
cheese, was conducted to the house of Thomas's
aequaintance, and introduced into a more tidy
room than ke would probably have had the
luck to discover for himself,

Mr«, Hullson was a lwundress, and a widow
with one son, a seapegrace, ou whom she doted,
to her own and his great injury: for she had
indulged him most injudiciously in his child-
bood ; and wow that he was grown up, she
sacrificed the fruits of her luborions industry to
supply the idle and dissipated habits her former
weakness had engendered,

George Hudson was a fine young man toe, in
spite of his faults; hie wax handsome, good-
natured, lively, and really fund of his motlier in
his heart; but then he was so thoughtless and
extravagant, 80 destitute of any fixed privci-
ples, and so often Jed astray by worthless com-
panions, that he was always getting into scrapes
and difficulties.  However, the agreeable quali-
ties he possessed rendered him a great fuvorite
with the young women of his acquaintance, and
amongst the rest, had won him the heart of a
cousin of his own, called Lucy Watson, who
lived in the capacity of housemnuid in a baronet’s
family. Now, it happened ubeut this time
that Lucy's master, Sir Henry Massey, was
about to be married ; and it wus arranged that,
on the day of the weddivg, after the bride and
bridegroom had left London, the servants were
to celebrate the joyful event by a ball, to which
each should invite his owu friends and rela-
tions, 8o Lucy of course, invited George and
his mother ; and George begged leave 1o bring
his friend Juck Pearson, # capital fellow, and a
very good dancer,

(ircat were the preparations above stairs and
below for this grand occusion ; and great was
the excitement and expectation on the purt hoth
of the entertainers and their visitors; whilst
good Mrs. Hudson, who by this time had be-
come much attached to the poor forciguer, her
lodger, thought it such a pity that he should
not be happy as well as the rest, that she per-
suaded Lucy to extend her invitation to him,
on the plea that his violio would be a valnable
acquisition to the party, So, after making
some demur about the shabbiness of his clothes,
the old mun having consented to zccompany
them, they all four repaired to Grosvenor street,
where they found a lurge party already assem-
bled in the servant's hall,

As the poor stranger really played a good
deul better than thegmusiciui }’)chg’y had en.
gaged for the oceasion, he was extremely well
reccived, and made very welcome; whilst his
lame attempts at English contributed much to
the hilarity of the party, many of whom could
not conceive why he should prefer calling the
candle a chandelle, or the chair a chaise ; Joe
the stable-boy, taking particular pains to cor.
rect his parts of speech, and make him compre-
hend thut a chaise * was quite another sort of
ibob, what took'd a horse to drawing of it!"”
Altogether, the cvening passed away gaily
enough. and everybody went home well pleased,

‘“It was capitul fun, wasn’t it, old boy
said George to the stranger on the following
morning; and the foreigner, percciving that an
assent was expected, smiled, and suid: ¢ Qui,
Oui I

This passed whilst they were taking a later
breakfast than usual, and George fell to expa-
tiating on Jack Pearson’s capital dancing: he
was 50 glad he had taken him; he was much
the best dancer there; and so forth ; when the
eulogium was suddenly interrupted by some
very unexpected visitors—no less a person than
Sir Heory Massey’s house-steward, accompa.
nied by two extremely suspicious-looking -
strangers.

“¢1 am sorry to interrupt you,' said Mr -
Terry, us they all rose to receive him; « but a.
very unpleasant circumstance has - ocourred,
An article of value has disappeared—o. minis:.
ture of my lady set in diamonds, which ‘W
brought yesterday from the jeweller's just after
the carriage had driven away; and which;:in
tending to forward by the mail, I had unfor-
tunately brought down to the steward’s room.”

- % And what do you guppose is hecome of it ?”
inquited George, looking a8 he fult quite un-°.;
concerned-in the matter, <~ T 0o

“ Bomebody must have laid hands




