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(LUNTINUKD,}

.« 4y a woman, Hal! magvificent | Sll-ch
g deop brown tones, and wmusseslof
Jio nchitst grey hoir, with superb, solemn,
~uuken oyes, and & throat and forebead
“unie d and wrinkled into the very ideal of &
B il or a Witeh of Endor, or any fine
1 gorceress, * all of the oldon time.' I
e dono hor in ohalks, and in scpin, and
1. «ila. I adore hor in the former. 8he is,
! fancy, 8 good, careful woman, and much
P .ttachicd to Vere, who promises to be an ex-
lent linguist ; but of tins 1 oanvot sce the
advantage. ‘Ihero is but one pursmt; in my
«-prnion, for an intellectual being who is not
obliged to iabor in tho fields for bis daily
bread, and ttat is Art. I have wooed the
benvenly waid all wy life. To mo she bas
bieen sparing of her fuvors; and yet a single
smilo }rom ber Las gilded my path for many
& long and weary day. She bas beokoved
1ne on aul on till I foel T could follow ber to
the and of the world; sho shielded e in the
“tark liour; sho has brightened my lot ever
cmer: sho lod me to nature, her grand re.
flechn—for you know my theory, that art
16 reality, and nstoro but the embodiment of
ait; ghe has male me indopendent of the
{1 :wns ofthat other jade, Fortune, and tanght
1o tho most difficult lesson of all—to be con-
tent. What is weaith? You and I have
«eon it lavished with both hands, and its pos
aeagor, woary, satiate, Iaoguid, and disgusted.
What is rank ? a mark for onvy, anidol but
| for fools, Fame? & fow orders on a tight
uniform ; a oraving for more and more ; evon
when wo kncw the tastelossness of the food,
t. bo still hungry for applanse. Lovo? a
«tng of joy and heartache for ever. Are
they not all vanity of vanities? But your
artist is your true oreator. He can embody
the nobleat aepirations of his mind, and give
them a reality and a name. You, Hal, who
ure the most practical, unimsginative, busi-
uess-liko fellow that ever bedged a bet or
hove a bargain, bave had such dreams be-
twixt slesping aud waking as have given you
o tnsto of heaven, and tsught you the oxist-
1 co of n fairy-land of which, to such as you,
is only granted a far away and occasional
=timpse. What would you give to be
alle to embody such blissful visions and
ca'l them up at will? Let me have
n  camcl's hair brush, a few dabs ol
c!ay, and, bebold ! 1 am the magician befors
Lo wand these dreams shall recppear tan.
Ritly, substantinlly, enduringly : slas ! for
niorta) shoitoominge, somotunes a little out
. f drawing, sowetimos a little hard and cold ;
1 ut stall, Hal, 1 can make my own world,
uch as it is, and people it for mysell ; nordo
1 «ovy auy wau ou earth, except, perhaps, a
eculptor. To have perfected and wrought
. ntn the imperishable marble the ideal of
2.0% whole life, to walk round it, and smoke
oic's cigar and eay, *This will last as long
as St. Paul’'s Cathedral or the National Debt,
aud this 18 mine, I mado it'—must be a sen.
sation of delight that evon wo poor painters,
with our works comparatively of a day, cav
l ‘.ardly imagine ; but then; what we loso 1
Turability we gain in reproduction : aud eo
~ce wore I repeat, let who will be statere
1 140, warrior, stock-jobber, or voluptuary,
' it give wo the pallet and t'e easel, the
s “re d'un point-e, the line of beauty and
the Lrush !
*Can yon wouder that I should wish my
1 v to iread the sume path ? Had I but
+ vqun ot s ago, and worked as I sghould
.ave worked, what might I have been now ?
- uld T but make awonds to bim by lea-ling
utinup the path to real fame, and  sec eVore
thie regenerator of modern art, I sboild die
RRTY ) W,
! .-l\h-l vow, Ha!, I must ask you of your
anpurats and your own success. I do
toften see an Eoghsh paper ; but  these
v 1 finv gporting peoplo, with a dash of our
chehr tastes and leve of borsetlesh , and
+« unll pothouse wlere wo pat up last week,
the very heart of tno Banat, 1 found &
1 ot Fiymg Clnlders, and a Bell's Lufe of
- month botoroe lnst. Iu thts I read that
ur \langold colt was first faverite for the
-y, aud 1 cau only say that 1 lhope he
rveutly as 1 should have dom

¢
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a8 any placo out of England can be, and my
old friend but httle attared during the last
twenty years. You remember Do Buban at
Melton and  Nowmarkat, at Rome
and at Paris, Wherever ho lived ho was
quito the } nglishman, and always rode a
tboroughbred horso. It would indeed be un-
grateful on your part to torget im. Neod
I remind you of tho dinner at tho old Club,
and the proccesion afterwards, with some
fourtcen wax cuuodles, to inspect * The
Switcher” in your etables, at the risk of burn.
ing down tho greator part of the town, and
converting romo of tho best horses in Eng-
land into an exceodingly tough grill. 1 can
seo the Count's face of drunken gravity now,
as he folt carefully down the borse's forelegs,
un-eterred by the respestful siare of your
groom, or tho undiaguired astonishment of
the animal itselt. *Vatis hjs name?' was
the only question he asked of tho polite Mr.
Topthorn. *The Bwitcher, mylord,' was the
reply. *Vor' nice name,” said the Count,
and bought him forthwith at a price thatyou
yourself can best appreciate ; but from that
day to this ho never could pronuvunce the
animal’s appellation ; and although Le rode
tho ¢ Bvishare' both in England and here,
and has got prints and pictures of him all
the house, ¢ The Svirhare' he will continue
to be tili *he end of time.

¢ All this Apglo-mania, however, is not
much appreciated ir. high places; and 1 can
sce enough without lcoking much below the
surface to satisfy me that the Count is eyed
joelously by the authorit es, and if ever they
catoh him tripping they will not spare his
fortunes or his person. I fear there will be
a row befors long, and I would not trost the
wild blood of my friends bere if they once
got the upper hand. Only yesterday an in-
cidont occurred that gave me & prelty cor-
reot jdea of the state of feeling in th.s country
and the disaffection tha peasant bas to his im-
perial rulers. Verse and I wers travelling
along in our usual manner, occupying the
front seat of a most dilapidated oarriage,
whioch I purohased at Bucbarest for twenty
ducats, with the nurse and the baggage be-
hiad. We had stopped for me to sketch an
animated group, in the shape of & drove of
wild horses being drafted and chosen by their
respective owners, and Vere was clappiog his
hauds and shouting with delight at the
burry-skurry of the scene (by the way, there
+vas a white horse that I caught .in a beanti.
fu) attitude, whc comces out admirably and
lights up the whole sketoh), when an officer
and a couple of Austrian dragoons rode into
the midst of the busy horse tamers, ana very
rudely procseded to subjeot them to certamn
inquiries, which seemed to meet with sulky
and evasive answers cnough. After a time
the Austnan officer, a bLandsome boy of
twenty, stroking an incipient nsoustache,
ordered the oldest man of the party to be
pinioned ; and placing him between bis two
soldiers, began to interrogate nm 1n a most
offensive and supercilions manner. The old
wan, whiv was what we should term in Eng-
land a better sort of veoman farmer, of
course immmediately affected utter iguorance
of German ; aud as the young Ausirian was
no great proficient in Hungarian, I was com-
pelled moat unwillingly to interpret between
them, Vero looking ou meanwhile with his
wouth wido open, in a state of intense be-
wilderment. Tho following is & specimen of
the conversation :—

Austrian Sub-Lieutenant, in German.—
* Thou has{ been liding desorters; and so
shalt thou be impriconed, and fined,
and suffer punisbment.,’ I have to
wmodify tLese threats into Hungariap.—
* Brother, tlis noblo officer sceks a desorter.
Kunwest thou of such ar one ?’

¢ 014 wan~—* My father, I kvow nothing.’

* Austrian  Officer, with many expletives,
modified as beforo by vour huwnvle servant.
—%You shall be pnoished with ihe utwost
rirour if you do notgive him up.’

‘Old man, again, wy fatker, I krow noth-
ng.'
¢ Oflicer, losing all patience, and gestulat-
ing wildly with his sword—* Slave, brate,
dog, tell we tlns instant which way ho took,
or I will havo you hanged to that ncarest
tree, your family sball bo imprisoned, anid
your village burat to tho ground.’

*0ld Mauv, a8 before—* My tather, I know
nothing.'

*Tho case was goiting hopeless; but the
young oflicor had now thoroughly lost his
temnper, and ordored tnus men to tio the peas-
aut up, and flog lnm sonndly with a stirrap-
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leather  Here T thought it bLigh lime to
3 - e 12 1% Al a3

carriage, ho addrossed meo in German, and
with a pgentlemanhke voice and mannor
beggnd to know in what direction I was
travelling. *I hope to get to Edeldort to-
night,” was my auswer. Ho started at
the name. *Edoldorfl’ said ho; *I
too, am bound for Edeldort ; can you {avor
me with a seat in yourearnage?’ Of course
I immediately complied, and Vero andI
eoon had the stranger between us, journeying
amioably on towards my old friend’s oheteau,
You know my failing, Hal,so I need not
tell youn how it was that Iimmediately began
to study my now acquaintanco’s physiog-
nomy, somrwhat, I thought, to bis discomfi-
ture, for at first he turned his head away,
but after a while scemed to think better of
it, and entered into cunvorsation with much
more frankness and vivacity. The sun was
retting low, and I think I could have rketch-
od bim very eatisfactorily in that warm, soft
light. His head was essentially that of a
soldier ; the brow deficient in idealny, but
with the bold outlines which botoken pone.
tration and forethought. Constructiveness
fully developed, combativeness moderate,
but firmnets veory strongly marked ; the eye
deep sot, and, though small, remarkably
brilliant ; the ja% that ofa strong, bold man,
while the lines about the mouth showed
great energy of oharacter and decision. From
the general conformation of his bead I
shonld have placed forethought as the dis-
tingnishing quality of his ocharacter, and I
should havo painted the rich brown {ones of
bis complexion on a system of my own,
which sooh & portrait would be admiranly
eslculated to bring out.

However, I could not well ssk him to sit
toJme upon s0 short an acquaintance; 8o,
while he and Vero chatted on—for they soon
became great friends, and my acquaintance
soemed charmed to find a ohild speaking
German so fluently—I began to speculate on
the trade and oharacter of mysterious addi-
tion {o our party. ¢Hair cut ehort, mous-
tache close clipped,’ thought I, * perfect Ger-
man accent, and the brosd Viennese dialeot
of the aristocracy, all this looks like a eol-
dier; bat the rough frieze coat, and huge
shapeless riding boots could naver belong to
an officer of that neatest of armies—* the
Imperial and Kmngly.! Then bis muscular
firure, and light active gait, which I re-
marked as he sprang into the carriage, would
argue bim one who was in the habit of prac-
tisicg feats of strength and agility. There is
no mistaking the effects of the gymnsasium.
Stay, I bave it, he is 8 fenocing-maaster ; that
accounts for the miilitary appearance, the
gnick glance, the somewhat worn ook of tbe
countenance, and he is going to Edeldorf, to
teach De Roban's boy the polite art of self-
defence. So muvoch the better. I too, love
dearly a turn with the foils, 8o I can have a
glorious * set-to’ with him to-murrow or the
next day ; and then, when we are more inti-
mate, I can paint him. I think I shall do
bim in oils. X wish he would tarn bis head
the least thing further this way.' I had got
as far as this when my new friend did indeod
tury bis head round, and looking me full
1n the face, thus addrersed me: *Sir, you
are an Englishman, and an honorable man,
I hiave no right to deceiveyou ; set me down,
and let me walk." Vere looked raore aston-
ished than ever. I begged him to explain
bimself. ¢ I tell you, said he, *that I am a
thief and a deserter. My name is posted at

overy barrack-gate 1n the cmpire. I .u’?stlwu made &

hiable to be hanged, if taken. Are you no

afraid of me now?' *No,” oxclaimed Vere,
his color heightening and his eyes glistening
(oh! 50 tike her). *Papa and Iwill take care
of you ; don't be atraid." My boy had anti-
cipated wuat 1 was going to say ; but. I as-
suced bim that as I bad taken him into my
carriage I considered him as my guest, and
come what would I never cou!ld think of
abardoning him till we reached our destipa-
tion. ¢Of course,’ I added, ‘you are then
free to come and go as you pleace. If you
have done anything disgraceful, we need
nover know each other again. I do not wish
to bear of it. Yonu are to me only a belated
traveller ; permit me to add, a gentleman, to
whom I am delighted to bo of service. Will
you smoke ? Let me offer you a cigar.' The
blood roshed Yo his faco as ie declined the
proffered courtesy ; for an instant he looked
balf offended, and then, seizing my hand, he
oxclaimed, * If yon know all, you would pity
Ime—nay, wore, you would approve of what
I have done.’ He turued suddenly to Vere,
and rather atartled bhim by abruptly exelaim-

g, * Boy, do you lovo your father ? is he
al' wrld Ly N au?  *Yea' gaid YVere

pectod evonts, foreign manners and fhomeo
ideas, to sny nothing of 8 general:confusion
of tongues; for I could prattle French, Ger-
man, and Hungarian, with a smattcring of
‘Curkish, not to mentfon my own native
language; and I used them all indiscrimin.
ately, But my father's letters bring baok
much that I had otherwise forgotien, sud
whilst I read ghe story of the renegado, I can
almost fanoy I am leaning against bis up-
right soldierlike form, and listening to the
ot)jar docided tones in which he told bis
tale.

Lemsr 1L

*¢* I am a soldier, sir,’ said wy pew ac:
queintance whilst I leant back inmy carriage
smoking my cigar, and, more meo, Hal,
and mado most of my ‘stady.’ ¢l am sn
Anstrian soldier—at loast 1 was a week ago
—1 would not give much for my clhance if
ever I come into the clatches of the ¢ Dounble
Eagle’ again. Shall [ tell you why I entered
tho Imperial army? All wy lfe I have
tbought it best to be on the wianing side.
I{ I had been born an Englishman, oh, what
bappiness! I would have asked no better
lot than to wauoder about with my dog and
gun, and be free. But a Croat, no, thereis
no liberty in Croatia, We must have mast-
ers, foorsooth ! territorial ducs and seignoral
righte ; and we must bow and oringe and bo
tranapled on by our own nobility. Baut these,
too, have their masters, and I haye seen the
lord of many thousand aores tremble before
a captein of dragoons. So I determined
that if & mulitary despotism was to be the
order of the day, why I, too, wonld make a
part of the great engine, perbaps sometime
I might come {o wield it all. My father was
sppointed steward to a greatlord in Hungary
—perbaps, had he remsined, I might nover
havo left home, for I am his only ebild, and
we two are alone in the world; besides, is
not a son’s first duty, to obey his father ?—
but I could not bear to exchaunge the free
open air, and my horse, and my gun, and
wy doge (I had the best greyhounds in Croa-
tia), for a leathern stool and an inkstand, and
I gaid, ¢ Father, I too will become an Aus.
trian, and so some day shall I be & great
man, perhaps & colonel, and then will I re-
turn once a-year to see you, and comfort you
in your old .age.' So 1 was sworn to obey
the Emperor, and soon 1learned my exercise,
and saw that to rise even in the Austrian
Army was not difficnlt for one who oonld see
clearly before him, and could count that two
and two make four, and never five.

¢ Very fow men are soldiers at heart, and
those who love the pr:fession and would fain
shino, can only scé only one way to success,
and that must be the old-established track
that hag always been followed. If I wanted
to move across that sfream and bad no boats
what should I do? I would try if it be too
deep to wade. But the regulation says,
soldiers sball not wade if the watsr be be-
yond a certain depth. Bo for six inches of
water I must be defeate}. That should
not be my way; if it came no higher than
their chins my men should oross; and if we
ocould keep our muskets dry, where would be
the harin? Well, 1 soon ross to be a cor-
porsl and & sergeant; and whilst I practised
fenoing and ridingand gymnastics, I learnt
sometbing of gunnery and fortificstion, and
the art of nnpplyinian army with food. At
ieutenant and paymaster

f the regiment, for I counld always calculate
readily, and never gshrank from trouble or
feared responsibility. 8o I had good payand
good cowrades, and was getting on. Mesan-
while my poor faPuer was disiressing bimself
about my profession, and imagining all sorts
of misfortunes that would bappen tc me if I
remained a soldter. In his letters to me he
slways hinted at tho possibility of some great
success—at his liopes of, before long, placing
me in an independent positition; that
I ehould leave the army to come
and live with lim, and we would
farm an estate of our own, and never
be parted any more. Poor old man ; what
do you think he built on ? why, theseé foolish
lotteries. Ticket aflér ticket did he purchase,
and ticket after ticket came up a biank, At
last, in lug infatuation, bie rpised & sum of
money—enotgh to obtain him all the num-
bers heliad set his heart upon—for he mixed
oalculation with his gambling, which is cer-
tain roin—and for this purpose he embezzled
two thousand floring of his employer's pro-
perty. and wasted it as ho had done the rest.
In Ins despair be wrote to me. What could

1 do? two thousand florins wero in the pav-

ber so dark and glossy, now as whito as
suow ; yot ho is a very handsomo fellow still,
In maijl or plate, leaning bisarm on Lis bem-
lot, with_ his beard flowing over a stoel cuirass
inlaid with gold, he would make & cupital
seneschal, or marshal of a tournament; or
other olderly dignitary of the middle ages;
but I should like best to paint him in dark
velvet, with a skull cap, as Lord Boulis, or
soine othot noble votary of the magis art ;
and to bring him out in & dueky room, with
one ray of vivid light from s Jamp jost over
his temples, and gleaming off that fine, bold,
shining forehead, from wineh the bair is now
completely worn away.’

'There is no more of the old dusty letters,
Why these should have beer tied up and
preserved for 60 many years is more than I
can tell. They bave, however, reminded me
of much in my youth that I had well-nigh
forgotten. I must try back on my vagne
memories for the commencement of my
naraative,

——

CHAPTER IIL

¢ PAR NOBI®E.'

‘You shall play with my toys, and break
them if you like, for my papa loves the Eng.
lish, and you are my English friend,’ said a
bandsome blue-eyed child to his little com-
psnion, 88 they eauntered hand-in-hand
through the epacious entrance-hall at Edel.
dorf. The boy was evidently bent on patron-
izing bis friend. The friend was somewbat
abashed and bewildered, and grateful to be
taken notice of,

‘ What is your name ?—may I call youby
your Christian name ?' said the lesser child,
t-midly, and rather nestling to his protector,
m{fsuob hed the bigger boy oonstituted him.
gelf,

' My name is Viotor," was the prond re-
flf ; ¢ and you mav call me Viotor, because

ove you; but the servants must czil me
Count, because my papa is & count ; and I
am not au Austrian count, but a Hungarian.
Come and see my sword,” Bo the two chil.
dren were soon busy in an examination
of that very beautifal, but not very destruc-
tive plaything.

They Were indeed & strange contrast. Vie.
tor de Roban, son and heir to one of the
noblest and wealthieat of Hungary's aris-
tocracy, looked all over the bigh.bred child
he was. Free and bold, hislarg8, frank blue
eyes, and wide brow, shaded with olustering
outls of golden brown, betokened a gallant,
thoughticss spirit, and a kind, warm beart ;
whilst the delicate nostril and handscmely-
curved mouth of the well-born child betrayed,
perhaps, a little too much vride for one so
yonrg, and argued a disposition not too
patient of contradiction or zeslraint. His
little companion was as unlike him as pos-
sible, and indeed most people would have
taken Victor for the English boy, and Vere
for the foreign one. The latter was heavy,
awkward, and fingainly in his movements,
timid and hesitating in%his manner, with a
sallow cumplexion, and dark, deep-set eyes,
that geemed always looking into a world
beyond. Ho was. a strange ohild, totally
without the light-heartednoss of his age,
timid, sby, and awkward, but capable of
strong attachments, and willing to “endure
suything for the sake of thoss heloved. Then
he had quaint fancies, and corious modes of
exnressing them, which made other children
laogh st him, when the boy would retire into
himself, deeply wonnded and unbappy, but
too proud to show it. As he looks now at
Victor's sword, with which the latter is
vaporing about the hall, destroying imag.
inary enemies, Vere adds— :

‘ What becomes of the people that are
killed, Victgr »

*We rideover their bodies,’ says Vietor,
who Lias just delivered a finishing thrust at
his phantom foe.
¢ Yes, but what becomes of them ?' pur-
sues tho ohild, now answering himself. ‘1 |
think they come to me in my dreams; for
sometimes, do you know, I dream of men in
armor charging on white horses, and tney
come by with a wind that wakes me ; and
when X ask * Nettich’ who they are, she says
thoy are the fairies ; but T don’t think they are
fairies, because you know fairies are quite
small, and bave wings. No, I think they
must bo tke people that are killed.’

‘Very likely,’ replies Victor, who has not

considored the subject in this llght.‘nm}




