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cf grief, but awaited hie recital. At length hie
continued:

"lEmilia removed her xnask, and we seated
ourselves te listen te the music, and the plain-
tive barcarole, as it came from the fisherînen
in the distant lagoone. Suddenly there glane-
ed before us an elegant domine, who, in the
soft veice of a female, said, ' Dees Lorenzo pre -
fer the charme of a moonlight revery te the de-
lights of the dance''

"lAt these words the masquer vanished, and
Lorenzo follewed her swiftly, premising te te-
turn. For the firet time 10my life, Iwas alone
with Emilia; at the samne moment the meon
broke forth in ail its glory. The scene wae
mragnificent. Ses, tower, domne and spire, were
embathed in the radiance, and Emilia, casting
her eyes toward Heaven, as if ravished with
the splendeur of the scene, looked like a eeraph
in breathiess adoration.

I se,' said 1, 'that Enilia prefers te gazç
upon the beauties ef nature, te indulge in the
luxury of solitude, te the turbulent pleasures
of the fete.'

"I'Ah, Gaetano !' site replied, withr a deep
sih'ai hearte have their moments of sadnese.'
II' Sadness "' I exclaimned. ' Surely thou

knowest neught but happines!'
"' Alas!' murmured site, with a sweet emile,

fwhat ie happiness V'
"'It is te love!' 1 passionately exclaimied.
"lThe vehemence with which. I pro nounced

these wvords, made hier start, and borne on by
the violence of my feelings, 1 continued-

"'Are you unhappy, Emilial-unhappy that
you love'! Arn I the unfortunate cause! If
se do net blanie me. I cannot see thee but te
adore.'

" Eniia became pale and trembling, and
looking upon nie, said, 'I will be plain with
you, Gaetano. I love you, and my heart car
neyer love another; but you know the insur-
inountable barrier that le placed betwvcen us:
the pride of family will neyer permit our union,
and therefore it is better that we crusit th(
ftower of our loves in the bud,' and in sayin,
titis, s he cevered ber face wi th ber bande, wbih(
I bield a lear glistening titrougi ber lingera
A tcar-a tear of Emîllia's, and for me. Oh
,rnhoment--oh, offly and happy luxury titat wai
ever'on me conferred.

Embuia,' sald 1 te ber witbi fervor, 'de&~
1,:niliù-àrbiter of my deetiny-if you desire it
-1 will st ruggle te subdue my passion. Fea
nothing frontmy love. I shail adore in silencE
and respect yotis pcaeç a bundrcd times mer
,htan niy lire.,

"The return of Lorenzo interrupted tiâ
brief and indecisive conversation. The con-
fusion of his sister appeared to strike him; he
regarded me with astonishînent, and without
speaking, conducted Emilia back to the saloon.

"lThe next day I was on the grand canal in
my gondola, when 1 encountered Lorenzo.

"' I have been loeking for you. 1 desire te
speak with you,' said he, coldly.

C4'9Well!' replied 1, 1 you have found me;
what do you require 1' and passing into hie
gondola, he drew the curtains, and spoke as
folleove:

Il'Gaetano,' said he, in a low and collected
tone, 'Gaetano, you love my sister. it is vain
for you te, deny it-I know, and arn certain of

it.)
i will not dissimulate with you,'I replied;

lit je true. 1 do love youir oster-love her I0
distraction.'

l"How, sirl' cried he, 'do Yeu not know
the immense barrier which existe between yen?'

Il'Yes, Lorenzo, 1 know the distance whieh
separates us, but 1 also know your friendshiP
for me, and 1 have dared to believe that it will
now net be withheld.'

"l'1Count not on that,' cried he, with vehe-
mence, conrt not on that; my friendship fot
an ingrate, will neyer lead me se, far as te sa-
crifice the honour of my house.'

"l'The honour of your house, Lorenzo! 1
do net understand you. Where are those re-
publican sentiments that you se, lately pro-
fessedl thoeehigh and genereus feelings whicbl
actuated your every movement. The honour
ofyeur house! Think you that. he love ofail
honest man for the daughter of a Venetiafl
noble is a stain upon the 'egcutcheen of yout
farnily'? Iam, itis true, thetsonef amrerchate

*but hie conduet 18 without reproach, and tW
integrity of hie sentiments entitle him to the

*respect of the republic. We are simple citizeri
1 allow, but we are rich and powerful, and, ad-
ter ah, there are few familles that lay claie' 10
nobility, but what have derived their rank frn00
the exercise of the merchant's profession.
mean ne disrespect to the heir of Morosefli,

*who is my friend. 1 wish etili te hold hir' 09
such, but I will net sacrifice the independence

e of principle and honesty, te pride and aristo-
cratie tyranny.' Lorenzo, who had listen0i'

r te me with impatience, said:
"Enough, air. 1 is net for you te taxi

r with a change in my principles; but Wl»'

should 1 be surprized' '1I have descended tOO
e far in making you the friend of my heart.'

This is a fit rewctrd for my folly.'


