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to Marseilles direct, and no other would go at
all for at least forty-cight hours,from the time of
their acrrival in the harbour. It was now
Thursday morning, and the order of departure
was n8 tollows: there was tho boat of tho Mes-
sageries Iwmpériales, which left Naples every
Tuesday at five p.ag,; thero was the boat of he
Two Silicies Mail Steam Navigation Company,
which went every Wednesday at the same hour;
aad there were two boats every Saturday, besides
the chance of o merchant-steamer, which had no
fised dates for departure, but was expected to
be ready about that time. But every ono of
these packets, without exception, touched at
" Civita Vecchia, and some touched not only at
Civita Vecchia, but also at Genoa and Leghorn.

In short, they could not possibly get off before
Saturday at noon, and even then must suffer loss
of time by putting inat the Papal port by the
Way.

l};owcver, there was no help forit. Wait one
whole day and part of two others, they must;
so they determined to make the delay as pleasant
as possible, and the Earl undertook to show
Saxon all that could be seen of Naples in the
time.

How they rattled down to Pompeii by rail;
dined on tbe Chiaja; heard the ¢ Burbiére” at
the San Carlo; supped in the open air on the
terrace of the Albergo della Villa di Roma; ate
mattoni ices and maccaroni to their Liearts' con-
tent; and wandered on the Molo, watching the
red glow above Vesuviug long ufter those hours
at which more reasonable travellers are in their
beds—needs no recapitulation here.

To a stranger, the fair city scemed all careless
secarity, all mirth, oll holiday. Who that knew
not every inflection of the popular voice, every
flash of the popular humour, could have guessed
that there was revolt at the heart of that shout~
ing, laughing, noisy crowd? Who would have
dreamed tbat the preacher holding forth in the
Largo del Mercato was only kept from preaching
the # movimento® by the sight of those cross-
belts scattered, as if by axanoc, among the
crowd? Or that the Canta Storia on the Molo,
chanting bis wmonotonous stanzas to an cager
circle of boatmen and lazzaroni, was ready to
substitute the namo of Garibaldi for that of
Rinaldo whenever the sentry was out of hear-
ing? Who would have supposcd that in cvery
cotlee-shop and trattoria, round cvery lemonade
and maccaroni stall, in front of every mounte-
bauk’s platform, and in the porch of ecvery
church, the ong prevailing, ebsorbing topic upon
cvery lip was the advance of the national army 7

Yect so it was. Garibaldi had crossed from
Sicily, and landed in Calabria only a few days
before, and a1l Naples was boiling over with hope
und exultation. The wildest tales, tho most
cxtravagant anticipations were afloat. Every
man wluspered # Viva Garibaldi! in his ncigh-
bour'scar; but nonc bad yet dared to give voice
ty the popular watchword. In the mcanwhile,
an irrepressible under-current of revolutionary
propagandisin  was beginuing to agitate the
surfaco of Neapolitan life. Though not yet
apparent o the casual observer, this disposition
was pesfectly understood by tho Nespolitan
suthoritics who were doing a1l in their power to
keep it down by mcans of the strong hand. The
guns of St. Elmo, tue Castel Nuovo, and the
Castell dell' Ovo were pointed ominously upoa
the town. Small bodics of military were con-
staotly perambulating tho principal thorougl-
farcs, mingling in every crowd, and Icitering
about the places of popular resort. Above all,
the little theatre San Catling, in tho Largo del
CasteHo, was shut up.  Saxon and Castctowers
had gous down there, on their way to thoe opera,
inteading to pay o visit to Pulichincllo; but
they found the doors closcd, and a sentry pacing
before them. That twitty and patriotic puppet
had £sllen a victim to his political opinions, and
was uow & state prisoner in his owa litde
theatre,

Such was the ¢ondition of Naples when Saxon
made his first acquaintance with the beautifal
city. The king was still at tho Palazzo Reale;
the people were in a forment; apd Garibaldi
was on the march.

OIMAPTER LXXXIV. OOLONNA'd IAND,

They were going up Vesuvius!?

Happy youth, which can forget its cares so
casily, and float with every tide! Hero were two
youug men sunatching a hasty breakfast on the
terrace in front of their hotel, while the carriage
which was to convey themn to Resina waited at
tho door. They had risen with the sun; they
were in high spirits; they talked more than they
ate, and luuglied more than cither, Who would
have supposed that the one had been robbed of
half his fortune, and tho other rejected by the
lady of his love? Who would Lavo supposed
that each bad o real sorrow at heart? Aund,
above all, who would not covet that healthy
elasticity of temper which epabled them to put
their troubles aside, and make the best of the
sunshiny present ?

“ Gonfouud the armti” said the Earl, # I don't
know how Iam to get up the cone without the
help of itt”

“ You must be carried,” replied Saxon, vigo-
rously attacking a fragrant * bifteck,” surrounded
by a golden feuce of * pommes de terre frites.”
“ I3 expensive and ignominious; but I can sug-
gest nothing better.?

¢t Consent to becomo a parcel?” exclaimed
the Earl, # Never. Am I not a man and &
biped ??

¢ Men and bipeds must occasionally do what
they don't like to do, I presume, aswell as women
and quadrupeds,” replied Saxon.

“ There is one consolatory fact of whicki I am
quite certain,” replied the Earl; ¢ and thatis,
that men and bipeds have the best of the bar-
gZin—at all events, in this world.”

* Not o doubt of it. What splendid stuff this
Lacbryma ist?

“ There's a poor wretch down there, howerver,
who looks as if bis worldly bargain bad been bad
enough!” said the Earl, tossing a handful of
carlini to a beggarwho had been mumbling and
bowing in the read below, ever since the young
men bad sat down to breakfast.

The waiter in attendance shrugged bis shoul-
ders, and smiled.

“ Son’ tutti ladroni, signore,” said be. ¢ Tutti
—tutti!”

The beggar picked up tho coins with a great
show of gratitude, and called upon = variety of
saintg to shower down blessings on the giver.

¢ Good Heavens!” exclaimed Sazon, setting
down the glass which be had just raised to his

lips.

The Earl looked up in surprise.

“\Why, my good fellow,” said hc, # what is
the matter with you? You look as if you had
sten 8 ghost”

But, instead of replying, Saxon turned to the
waiter.

“Bring me a_cup of strong coffce,” ho said.
¢ Bring it immediately.”

The waiter withdrew. Saxon at once laid his
band on his friend’s arm, leaned closer to him,
and said in a hurricd whisper:

“ 1t's Sigoor Montecuculi—that Montecuculi
whom I saw once at Castletowers I?

“ Montecuculi!  Where? What do  you
mean?”

¢ There—the beggar yonder—don't you sco?
He has sometbing to say to usl”

“ But are you certain P?

¢« Certain. 1 saw bis face quite plainly. Hal
What's this 77

The beggar had withdmwn a littlo into the
shade of the roadside trees; but a stone came
whircing through the air, and crashed down, as
Saxon gpoke, info the midst of the breaklast-
table. Thiero was a paper twisted about it,
which the Earl had barely time to sccare before
tho waiter came back. As soon as that func-
tionary could be again dismissed, the young men
hastened to examino it.

* Colonna’s band P exclaimed the Earl, as his
¢yes fcll on the wriling. -

Thero were but threo or four lines, and they
ran thus:

@ In great peril. Concealed near the coast.
Eremics on the alert. IBring a sailing Boat.
Anchor off shore, in @ line wilk the yuins of
Cume. Be prepared with a row-doat, aad look
out for signals cbout dusk.

“ How lucky that wo were detained hero!”
was Saxon's first exclamation.

“ Wo must not think of Vesuvius now,” said
the Earl.

“ Of courso notl”

“We can say that we have changed our
minds, and prefer a day on the water. It will
bo casy to cruise about the coast in that direc-
tion, fishing, or sketching,

¢ Notbing casier.”

“ Aud we'll get him off, somehow 1

“ That we will, in spite of Francesco Se-
condo!”

CHAPTER LIXV. ORTHODOX BRITISX TOURISTS.

The Albula consted ostentatiously aboat thoe
bay all the forenoon, but shortly after mid-day
rounded Moute Procida, and cast anchor at the
poiut indicated in Colonnw's note.

Her crew was now ztrengthiened by the addi-
tion of a small, active, swarthy Italian sailor,
with gold rings in his cars, and a scarlet cap
upon his head.  He was an  old hand,” whom
Saxon bad, apparentdy, picked up upon the
quay, aud hie had not been on Loard five minates
before hie betrayed bis utter incapacity to handle
arope. This sailor wag Mcotecuculi,

Himself proscribed and in hourly perit of re-
cognition, he had been for threo duys vainly
trying to get Colonna off from his hidiug-place
at Cuwnce. Findiug it impossible, in consequence
of the vigilance of the barbour police, to make
the attempt by sen, he was ic the act of organ-
izing an armed expedition by land whea he .
heard an English yacht had just come into port.
Going down Limself after dark, he found, to his
great joy, that the Albula was Saxon Trefalden's
property, and that Lord Castletowers was with
Inm at the Botel Gran' Bretagua.

‘T tried to sce you last evening,” said he, as
they leaned chatting, over the side of the vessel;
“but though I bcard of you at many places, 1
could find you at none. This morning, how-
cver, I was determived not to be baffled; so 1
have been bauging about the Chiaja cver sinco
day-break.”

¢ It was an act of great impitdence on Co-
lonna’s part, to veature over to ‘e mainland
before Garibaldi was in Naples,” saic the Eacl.

¢ Imprudencet It was madoess.  Notbing
less. 1 have been in Naples mysclf fou the lust
three weeks, attending the meetings of our se-
cret socicties, and distributing the Dictator’s pro-
clamations; but then [ am known only to our
own people, and there is no price upon my bead.
I heard some days ago tbat Colouna had been
scen at Gaceta; but I did not believe it

“ At Gaceta!” repeated the Earl. Nay, what
could he expect, save danger, in a royalist
stronghold like Gacta 7"

“ What, indced! Ma chbe volete? He has
been rauning bis head into the lion's mouth all
his life”

¢ Heaven grant that he may not have doneso
ouce too oftenl”

¢ \Vere it not that no hand on carth conld
imitate bis writing,” said Montecuculi, « I should
havoe suspecied a trap; bat of the genuineness
of his notg, there can be no doubt.”

¢ How did it reach you ?” asked the Earl.

¢ It was left for mc, somewhat wmnysteriously,
at the litdo tmattoda where 1 dine. The messen-
ger was o boy whom nobody knew, nuod he
merely gave it in twithout 2 word, and ran
away.”

“ But wbat was Siguor Coloana doing at
Gacta?” nsked Saxon.

The Jtalian sbrugged bis shoulders siguifi-
cantiy.

 Garibaldi has only to enter Naples by one
gate from Francesco to walk out by the other,”
replicd he; “and Gaeta gave shelwer to the
Pope ten years ago. Itis a difhitwit place to
deal with, and, of course, if it could be gained
over befordnund, our position would be mate.
tially strengthehed. But Colonna was not the
man for such an expedition. A less precious
lifo shiould have been hazarded.”

¢ I wonder where bo i3 now ! said the Earl
{aking an auxious survey of the coxst through
his glass.

%1 think Ican guess” replicd Moutecacult



