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THE MERCHANT’S DAUGHTER AND
THE JUDGE.

BY CAPTAIN MARRYAT,

It was the land of poetry and song—the land
d with the memories of the mighty past
land ov er which the shadows of a long

saown rested more glowingly than a present

ory. It was be autiful Italy ; the air, like a

7~ odour, was to the senses as soft thoughts

w0 the mind, or tender feelings to the heart,
thing serenity and peace. That sweet
air swept balmily over the worn brow of an in
valid, giviog to \.he‘f-lllul hue of his counte-
nance the fust faint dawn of returning health.
The eye of the invalid was fixed on the dark
lcharacters of a bpok in combrous !»uu‘}l’na and
ve clasps, which the Roxbury Clab would
ow consider an invaluable black letter ; and
absorbed was he in its perusal, that he heard
pot the approaching steps of visiiers, until the
0 of their greetings roused him from his

ditations.
The saints have you in their keeping !”
id his elder visiter, a man whose brow bore
es of age, though time had dealt leniently

with him.

% The dear Madoana bless you I” ejacula-
ted his other visiter, a young girl with a large

R flhing eye, the pure oval face, and the clas-

Rsick contour °f Italy.

The invalid bowed his head to ~ach uf these

tions.

M And now,” said the merchant, for such

a4 the elder visiter, “ that your wounds are
ing, and your strength returning, may we

ob inguite of your kin and country 1
slight flush pasyed over the pale face of the

3 he wps silent for 2 mement, as if
uning with' bhimself, and thea replied,

1 am of tnglnml, and a soldier, albeit of the

owest runk,”’

% Of Eagland ! hastily responded the mer-

hant,  of England ! of heroick England !

crossed himself devoutly, and started back
if alraid of contamination.

%1 may not deny home and country,” re-

lied the soldier, mildly.

# But 1 shall incur the church’s eensure for

arbouring thee ! exclaimed the merchant ;
thoy knowest not what pains and penalties

iy be mine for doing (hee this service !

% Then let me forth,” replied the soldier ;

you have heen to me the good Sam ritan,

nd L would vot requite you evil ; let me go
bn_my way, and may the blessing of heaven
upon you in the hour of your own need !”

“ nay, I said not so. Thou hast not

t strength for the travel, and, besides, Eng-

d was on#e the brightest jewel in our holy
ther’s crown, and she might reconcile herselfl
3 but | fearshe will not, for yonr mester
earyy is a violent, hot-blooded man, and he
th torn away the kingdom from the aposto-

k care. Know you tht your land is under

terdict, and that ?, s a true son of holy mo-

her church, ought not now to be changing

ords with thee 2 .

“ Even 80, replied the soldier ;  but there

re many that think the king's grace hardly

alt by.”

“ The shepherd knoweth best how (o keep

is fold,” replied the merchant, hastily ; ¢ but

are the king’s soldier ; you take his pay,
eat his bread, and doubtless ought to bope
best for him, and even so do I. 1 would
at he might repent and humble himself, and
jhen our boly father would again receive him
to the fold ; but, now 1 bethink me, thou wert

A‘hu\v hat were thy studies 1

The brow of the soldier clouded—he hesita-

& moment ; but then gathering up his reso.

tion, replied, “ In the din of t! tile this

was my breastplate, inthe hour of sick-
my balm,” and he laid the open vo-
before the merchant,

“Holy saint!” exclsimed the merchant,
ing himself, and drawing back as he be-
the volume which bi:g-nh had closed

the layman. ¢ Thou then art among
ks whe bring down a curse upon thy
[ay, thy sojourn hese may bring down
upon me sod mine | upon my

0

house and home ! Bat thou shalt forth, 1
will not harbour thee! 1 will deliver thee
over 1o the church, that she may chasten thee !

Away from him, my child ! away from him !

The soldier sat sad and solitary, watching
the dying light of the sun, as he passed majes-
tically on to shine in other lands. Oune ray
rested only on the thoughtful brow of the lone-
ly man as he sat bracing up his courage to meet
the perilous {uture. As he thus mused, a soft
voice broke upon his reverie.

“Your are thinking of your own far off
home,” said the Italian girl ; “how I wish
that wll I love had but ¢ home—il is a grief
to have so many homes

¢ There is such a home,
dier.

“ Al ! replied Emilia; ¢ but they say that
hereticks come not there !  Promise me that
you will not be a heretick any longer.”

The soldier smiled, and sighed.

“You guess why I win here to-night,” re-
sumed the Italian girl, “ 1 know it by that
smile and sigh. You think that | am come to
tell you to seek your own land and home, and,
therefore, you smiled, and you just breathe one
little sigh because you leave this brigl t sun—
and me.”

“Am I then to leave you, perhaps to be de-
livered over fo the power of your implacable
charch

Emilia crossed herself. ¢ No, no, go to
yonr own land and he happy. Here is money ;
my father could not deny me v hen 1 n.«vau
of bim with kisses and tears. Go, «nd be bap-
Py and forget us,”

¢ Never,” exclaimed the soldier, eamestly
“never ! and you, my kind and gentle nurse,
my good ange ou who have brought hope
tomy pdow,
sickness in » foreign land—words are but poor
things to thank thee with,”

““ 1 shall see you no mere I said the young
Italian, « and what shall make me happy when
you are gone ¥ Who will tell me tales of
flood and field 7 1 have been happy when
you were herz, and yet we met very sadly.
My heart stood still when we first found you
covered with blood, on our way back to Milan
after the battle.  You had crept under a hedge
as we thought, to die. But I took courage to
lay my hand upen your heart, and it still beat ;
50 we brought you home ; and mever has a
morning passed, but I have gathered the sweet-
st flowers to freshen your sick pillow ; and
while you were insensible in that terrible feves,
A used to steal into your chumber and kneél at
your bed-footy and pray for the Mulonna’s
care. And when you revived you mmiled at
my flower, and, when you bad voice to speak,
thanked me.”

Emelia’s voice was lost in sobs ; and what
wounder il one from man’s sterner nature mine
gled with them 7

The morrow came. The Italian girl go-
thered a last flower, and gave it in tearful si-
lence 1o the soldier. He kissed the fragrant

ift, & then with a momentary boldness, the fair
ﬁaml that gave it, and depart od. The oung
gitl watched his footsteps till they were 1‘1»( to
sight, listening to them till they were lost o
sound, and then abandoned berself to weeping.

»

replied the sol-

“ Thou art sad, dear daughter,” said a ve-
nerable father, as they traversed that once
countrified expan.e through which we now
jostle from the City to Westminster, % Thou
art sad, dear daughter.”

“ Nay, my father,” replied the maiden, “ 1
would not be 5o ; but it is hard always to wear
a cheerful countenance—"’

¢ The heart is sad thou wouldst say—-*

¢ Nay, I mean it not,”

“1 have scarcely seen thee smile singe we
entered this England—[ may not say this he-
retick England.”

¢ Hush ! dear father, hush ! the winds may
whisper it ; see you not that we are sutrognd-
od;y': multitude " )

#They are ranniog madly to seme revelry,”

4 Let u¥ leave the path « 'k"&:
“ jt suits not our fallen mﬁ‘d :
noured faith, to seem to mingle in this stream

beguiled the sed hours of'

of folly. Doubtless the king hath some new
pogeantry.”

“ Well, and if it be s0,” replied the father,
“ haply the gewgaw and the show migat bring
back the truant smile to thy lip, and the lost
lustre to thine eye. Thou art too young to be
thus moodily sad. See how anxious, hew cager
how bappy seem this multitude
worn brow ! )
fulness.  We will go with the stream.’

The git) offered no further resistance
were strangers in the land ; poor,
less. They bad come fiom their own country
to reclaim a debt which one of the nobles of the
cou t had incurred in more prosperous days,
whe o the merchant was rich in silver
and merchandise.

! not ore care-
thou mayest calch their cheer
Tuey

nost penn

The vast throng poured on, swelling until it
became a mighty tde j the bells pealed out, the
cannon bellc | the
din. s was lined on either bank ;
every building on its margin ciowded, and its
surface peopled. Every soit of aquatick ves-
sel covered its bosom, so that the flowing river
scemed rather some broad road teeming with
lite. Galley after galley, glittering with the
wold and the purple on laden with the
wealth, and the pride, and the beauty of the
land, and presently the acclamation of a thou-
sand voices rent the skies, “ The King! the
king ! long live the king !’ He came— Henry
the VIIL, came, in all thet regal digaity, and

wgeous splendour, in which he so much de

ghte ..

An | then began .he pageant, contrived to
Ahrow odium on Rome, and to degruce the pre-
fentions of the pope. Twp gelleys, rae bear-
lng the arms of England, the other marked b,
the papal insignia, advanced towards r‘u‘))
other, and the fictitious contest commenced.

e ow by the crowd, our merchant and bis
dan had Been Toreed into a conspicnous
situation. The peculiar dress, the braided hair
the beauty and the foreign aspect of the girl
bad murked her out to the rude gallantry of
the crowd ; so that the father and daughter
were themselves objects of interest and curio-
sly.

The vessels joined, and the mimick contest
was begun. Of course the English colours
triumphed over the papal.  Up to this point,
the metchant bore his pangs in silence ; but
when the English galley had assumed the vie-
tory, then came the trial of patience. Effizies
of the cardinals were hurled into the stream
amidst the shouts and derisions of the moh. At
each plange groans issued frons his tortured
breast. It was in vain that Emilia clung to
his i, and implored him, by every fear, to
restrain himself.  His redgious zeal overcame
his prudence ; and when, at last, the fizure of
the pope, dressed in bis pontifical robes, wag
hurled into the tide, the loud exclamation of
agony and horrour burst from his lips, “ Ob
monstrous impiety of an accursed and sacrile-
g ous kin ¢ 1"* sounded loudly above the din of
the mob,

It was enough ; the unhappy merchant was
immediately consigned overto the secular arm.

O, sad were those prison hours| The girl
told her beads—the father prayed to all the
saints—and then came the vain consolations by
which each endeavoured o cheat the other,
They thought of their own sunny land, its bal-
my air, its living beauty, and that thought was
home.

November came with all its gloom—the
month that should have been the grave of the
year, coming as it does with shroud and cere-
cloth, foggy, dark, and dreary ; the father’s
brow numbered more wrinkles, the once black
hair was more bleached, the features mote at-
tenuzted.

And the daughter—~ah youth is the trans-
parent lamp of hope—but in her the light was
dim.

I, human voices augment

he Than

came

In fear and trembling the unhappy f

orthodoxy in the king’s creed was called in
question. Neither could the unhappy mer-
chant hope to find favour with the judge, for
it was known that Cromwell was strongly at-
d to the growing reformation ; and from
the acts of severity with which he had lately
visited some of the adherents of the Romish
reedy in his new character of vicar-genersi,
it wa" scarcely probable that he would show
mercy to one attached, by lineage, and Jove,
to papal Row Strangers as they were, poor,
unknowin | unknown, what had they not
to fear, and what was left for hope ?

The moming of bial came. The fogs of that

ismal month spread like a dark veil over ous

ith. There was no beauty in the landscape,

o light in the heavens, and no hope in the
heart.

The judges took their places: a erowd of
wrelched delinquents came to receive their
doum. We suppose it to be a refinement of
modern days, that men are not punished for
their ciimes, but only to deter others from
committing them. This comt of Henry’s s=.me
ed to think otherwise ; there wasall the anay
of human passion in the judges as well as in
the judged. 0. one hand, |ec|rn|)l[(-¢rlb‘,urni
his creed ; on another, heroism braved all cons
tingencies, courting the pile and. the stake
with even passionate desire ; and the. pile and
the stake were given with stemn and unrelent-
ing cruelty,

At length chere stood at the bar an aged msn
and a youlhful girl ; the long white hair of the
one fell loosely over the shoulders, and left une
shaded a face wrin'led as mush by.care as by
age: the dark Jocks of the olbéf were braided
over a countenance clouded By sorrow, asd
wet with tears.

The mockesy of arial went on. It waseasy
to prove what even the criminal did oot ab=
temit (o gaiosay. The aged merchant avowed
his fidelity to the pope as a true son of the
church, denied the supremacy of Henry over
any pait of the fold, and thus sealed his doom.

There was an awful stilloess through the
court—stillness the precursor of doom—broken
only by the sobs of the weeping girl, as she
clung to her father’s aras. Howbeit, the ex~
pected sentence was interrupied ; there came
a sudden rush, fresh attendants thronged the
court.  “ Room for Lord Cromwell | room for
Lord Cromwell !” and the vicar-general came
in his pomp and his state, with all the insignia
of office, to assume his place of pre-eminenee
at that tribunal. Notes of the rocnﬁx
were laid before Lord Cromwell. E{e was
of the inteaded seutence, and he made &
ture of approbation. A gleam of hope
dawned upon the mind of the Italian girl as
Lord Cromwell entered. She walched bis
conntenance while be read ; it was stem, in-
dicative of calm determination ; but there
were lines in it that sy oke more of mistaken
daty than innate cruelty. Yet, when the vicar
g neral gave his token of assent, the steel en~
tered Emilia’s soul, and a sob, the verie™ e~
cent of despair, rang through that court, and
where it met with a human heart, pierced
through all the cruelty and oppression that
armed it, and struck upon some of the natusal
feelings that divide men from monsters,
sound strack upon Lord Cromwell’s eur, liis eye
sought the place whence it proceeded ; it res~
ted on Emilia and her father. A strapge emo-
tion passed over the face of the stermn judge—
a petfect stillness followed.

Lord Cromwell broke the silence. He
ced over the notes that had been handed to him,
speaking in a low voice, apparently to himself
—=4¢ From Italy—a merchant—Milan—rained
by the wars—ay, those Milan wars were ow-
ing to Clement's ambition, and Charles’s
knavery—the loss of substance—to England.to
reclaim an old indebtment.”

Lord Cromwell’s eye rested once more upon
the hant and his daugh “Ye are of

waited the day of doowi. The merchant’s of-
frnce was one little likely to meet with mercy.
Henry wits jenlous of his title of head of t

ohureh.  He bad drawn wp a code of articles

ltaly—from Milan ; is that your birthplace.””
“We are Tuscans,” replied the me:

“of Lucca; and oh! n ford, If there. is

.-:,"1 in this land, show it now to this unbappy

B

# To both, or to neither . biélaimed the
irl 3 % we will live, or we will die, together P
vicar-general made answer 1o neithes,




