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VOL. X.

« LOVE IN THE CLOUDS.”

« And this is the fellow that wants to marry
my daughter. A pretty fool T should be to give
Annie to a coward like him.”

So shouted honest Master Joss, the sacristan
of the Cathedral ot Vienna, as he stooq in the
private room of the ¢ Adam e_md Eve” inn, and
looked after the angry retreating figure of Mas-
ter Ottkar, the bead-mason.

As be spoke, an honest young gardener, named
Gabriel, entered ; and for a moment the young
man’s handsome face ﬂushed_ high as he' thought
the sacristan’s words were dlrected. to him. qu
it was the old, old story. Gabriel and Annie
had played together and lqved each other be-
fore they knew the meaning of the word love ;
and when, a few months before, they had _foun_d
it out, aml Gabriel propose.d to _make Annie his
wife, her father rejected him with scorn. The
aardener had little to offer besides an honest
heart and a pair of industrious hands, while Mas-
ter Ottkar, the mason, had both house and mo-
To him, then, sorely against her will, was
the pretty Annie promised ; and poor (Gabrief
kept away from the sacristan’s peasant cottage,
manfully endeavoring to root out his love, while
exterminating the weeds in his garden. But
~omehow it happened that, although the docks
and thistles withered and died, t_)ther pertinaci ous
pants, clinging and twining like the wild con-
valvulus, grew and flourisked, nurtured, perhqps,
by an occasional distant glance of sweet Annie’s
pale cheek and drooping eyes. )

So matters stood, when one day, as Gabriel
was passing through a crowded street, a neigh-
bor hailed bun :

« Great news, my boy \—glorious news ! Our
Leopold has been chosen Emperor at Fraokfort.
Long live tne House of Austri! He is to
make bis triumphal entry here in a day or two.
Come with me to the ¢ Adam and Eve,’ and we
will drink bis heaith and hear all about it.”

In spite of his dejection, Gabriel would have
been no true son of Vienna if he had refused
this invitation ; and waving his cap in sympathy
with bis comrade’s enthusiasm, he hastened with
him to the inn.

We have already seen how the unexpected ap-
pearance and more unexpecied words of Master
Joss met him on his entrance. In the height of
his indignation, the sacristan did not observe Ga-
briel, and contibued in the same tone :

« T declare, I’d give this moment full and {ree
permission to woo and win my daughter to any
young and hopest fellow who would wave the
banner in my stead—aye, and think her well rid
of that cowardly mason.”

Trom time immemorial it had been the custom
in Vienna, whenever the Emperor made a tri-
umphal entry, for the sacristan of the cathedral
to stand on the very pinnucle of the highest tow-
er and wave n banner while the procession pass-
ed. But Master Joss was old, stiff and rhen-
matic, and such an exploit would lave leen as
yuch out of his line as dancing on & tight rope.
Tt was therefore necdful for him o procure a
substitute ; and it never occurred to him that his
intended son-in-law, who professe¢ such devotion
to lus interests, and whose daily occupation oblig-
ed lum to clunb dizzy heights and stand on slen-
der scaffolding, could possibly object to take his
place. ) )

What, then, was bis chagrin and indignation
when, on broaching the matier that afterncon to
Master Ottkar, he was met by a flat and not
over courteous refusal! The old man made a
hasty retort ; words ran high, and the parting
volley levelied at the retreatmg mason we bave
already reparted.

« Would, you, dear Master Joss, would you
indeed, o 507 Then, with the help of Provi-
dence, 1’ll wave the banner for you as long as
yon please from the top of St. Stephen’s tower.”

“ You, Gabriel 7 said the old man, looking at

liim kindly, as hie was wont to da in former days.
“ My poor boy, you never could do it; you, a
gardener, who never had any practice mn climb-
ing !”
“ Ah, now you want to draw back from your
word ! exclaimed the youth, reddening. ¢« My
head is steady enough ; and if my beart is heavy,
why, it was you who made it so. But never
mind, Master Joss. Only promise me, on the
word of an bonest man, that you will not inter-
fere any more with Anuie’s free choce, and you
may depend on seeing the banner of the Emper-
or, whom Heaven long preserve, wave gloriously
on the old pinnacie [? o

«T will, my brave lad ; I do promise, in the
presence of all these lonest folks, that Annie
shall be yours ! said the sacristan, grasping Ga-
briel’s hand with one of lus, while he wiped his
eyes with the back of the other. .

“One thing I have to ask you,” said the
young wmao,  that you will keep tlus matter a
secret from Annie. ~he’d never consent ; she’d
say T was tempting Providence ; and who knows
whether the thought of her displeasure might not
make my head turn giddy just when I want to
be most firm and collected.”

ney.
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« No fear of her knowing it, for I have sent
her on u visit to her aunt, two or three miles in
the country.”

“ And why did you send ber from home, Mas-
ter Joss 2*

“ Because the sight of her pale face and weep-
ing eyes troubled me ; because T was vexed with
her ; because, to tell you the truth, I was vexed
with inyself. Gabriel, I was a bard-hearted old
fool ; Isee it now. AndI was very pear de-
stroying the happiness of my only remawing
child ; for my poor boy Arnold, your old friend
and school-fellow, Gabriel, has been for years in
foreign parts, and we don’t know what has be-
come of him. IBut now, please God, Anuie wili
at least be bappy, and you shall marry her, my
lad, as soon alter the day of the procession as
you and she please. There’s my hand upon ir.”

There was not a happier man that evening
within the precinets of Vienna, than Gabriel,
the gardener, although he well knew that he was
attempting a most perilous eaterprise, and one as
likely to result in bis death, He made all ne-
cessary arrangements in case of that event, espe-
cially in reference lo the comfort of an only sis-
ter who lived with him, and whom he was care-
ful to keep in ignorance of Lis intended venture.
This done, he resigned himself to dream all
night of tumbling from terrific heights, and all
day of his approaching happiness. In the mean-
while, Ottkar swallowed bis chagrin as best he
might, and kept aloof {romn Master Joss 5 but he
might have been seen holding frequent and secret
communications with Lawrence, a man who as-
sisted the sacristan in the care of the church.

The day of the young Emperor's triumphal
entry arrived.  Ee was not expected to reach
Vienna before evening ; aad at the appointed
hour the sacristan embraced Gabriel, and giving
him the banner of the House ot Austria, gorge-
ously embroidered, said :

« Now, my boy, up, in God’s name! Tollow
Lawrence ; he’ll guide you safely to the top of
the spire, and afterwards assist you in coming
down.”

Five hundred and fifty steps to the top of the
tower ! Mere child’s play—the young gardener
flew up to them witha joyous step. "T'hen came
two lundred wooden stairs aver the clock-tower
and bellry ; then five steep ladders up the nar-
row pinmacle. Courage! A few wmore narrow
steps—halt au hour of peril—thea teivmph, re-
ward, the priest’s blessing, and the joyful ©“ Yes”
before the altar.  Ah, how heavy was the ban-
ner to drag upward—how dark the straight stony
shaft I—old ! there is the trap-deor. Xaw-
rence and his assistant pushed +.abriel through.

« That’s it,” cried Lawrence ; © you'll see the
won steps and clamps to hold on by outside—
only keep your head steady.  When ’tis your
tune to coine down, hail us, and we’ll throw you
a rope-ladder and looks. Farewell!”  As he
said these words, Gubriel had passed up through
the trap-toor, and with feet and hands clinging
to the slender iron p ojections, felt lmself bang-
ing over a tremendous precipice, wihile the cold
eveniog breeze rutiled bis hair, e had still,
burdened as he was with the bunner, to steady
hitnself on a part of the spire sculptured in the
similitude of a rose, and then, after two or three
daring steps stifi higher, to bestride the very pin-
picle and wave his gay gold flag.

“« May (Fod be mereiful to mel” sighed the
poor lad, as glancing downward on the busy
streets, lying so far beneath, the whole extent of
his danger flew upon hita.  He fell so lonely, so
utterly forsaken in that desert of the upper ar,
and the cruel wd strove with him, and strug-
gled to wrest the beavy banoer from bis hand.—
« Annie, Annie, *tis for thee,” he murmured, and
his sound of that sweet name nerved him to en-
durance. He wound his left arm firmiy round
the iron bar which supported the golden star,
surmounted by a crescent, that served as a wea-
thercock, and with the right waved the flag,
which flapped and rustled like the wing of a
mighty bird of prey. The sky-—how near it
seemed—grew dark above his head, and the
lights and bonfires glanced upward from the cily
below. But the eries of rejoicing came faintly
on Ius ear, until one long-continued shout, min-
gled with the sound of druwms and trumpets, an-
nounced the approach of Leopald.

¢« Huzza, huzza, long live the Emperor”
shouted Gabriel, and waved hiz banner proudiy.
But the deepening twilight and the dizzy height
rendered him uoseen and unbeard by the busy
crowd below.

The deep voice of the cathedral bell tolled
the hour.

« Now my task 1s ended,” said Gabriel, draw-
ing a deep sigh of relief, and shivering v the
chilly breeze. “ Now I have ouly to get down
and give the signal.”’ :

More heediully and slowly than he had ascend-
ed, hie began his descent. Ouly once he loaked
upward to the golden star and cresceut, uow be-
gioning to look colorless against the duvk sky.

# [1a,” he exclaimed, * doesw’t it look naw as
if that heathenish Turk of a crescent were nod-

ding and wishing me an evil ¢ good night 7’ B
quet, Mahommed.”

A few courageous steps landed lum once more
amidst the petals of the gigantic-sculptured rose,
which oftered the best, indeed the only engine of
vantage for bis feet to rest on.

He furled his banner tightly together, and
shouted, “ Halloa, Lawrence! Alhert! here,
throw me up the ladder and the hooks.”

No answer.

More loudly and shrilly did Gabriel reiterate
the cull.

Not 4 word, not a stir below,

“ Holy Virgin! can they have forgotten me?
Or have they fallen asleep ?” cried the poor fel-
low aloud, and the sigbing wind seemed to an-
swer Like a mocking demon.

“ What shall 1do? What wili become of
me 1

Now enveloped in darlkness, he dared not sur
one hauir-breadth to the right or to the left. A
painful sensation of tightness came across his
chest,'and his soul grew bitter within him.

“ They bave left me here of set purpose,
wuttered, thraugh his clenched teeth.

“ The torclhes below will shine on my crushed
body.”

Then, after a moment :

“ No, no; the sacristan could not find it in
his heart ; man born of woman could net do it.
They will come, they must come.”

But when they did not come, and the pitiless
darkness thickened around him, so that he could
not see his hand, in death-anguish grew to the
mitch of Iis sanity.

# God,” he cried, * the Emperor will not suf-
fer such barbarity. Noble Leopold, help! One
word from you would save me.”

But the cold night wind, blowing ominiously
around the tower, seemed to answer:

«Yfere, I alone am emperor, and thisis my
domain.”

While this was passing, Lwo men stood con-
versiig logether at the corner of the street,
aloof from the rejoicing crowd.

“ [Haven't I managed it well 7 asked one.

“Yes; he’ll never reach the ground alive,
unles< the sacristan—?

«Oh, no; the old man is too busy with his
son, who caine home unexnectedly an hour ugo.
el never think of that tool Gabriet, until—?

« Uulil *as too late. THow did you get rid of
Albert 1

« By telling him that Master Joss had under-
taken to go hunself and feteh the gardener down.
Thr trap-door is fast, and no one within call.—
But T think, Master Qukar, you and I may as
well keep out of the way till the feliow has
drapped dowa like a ripe apple from the stem.”

Aud so the two willains took their way down
a narrow street, and appeared no more that
night.

Meantime, a dark shadowy fiend sat on one of
the feaves of the sculptured rose, and hissed in
(Gabrel’s ear—* Renounce thy salvation, and 1
will bring thee dowa in safety.”

¢ May God preserve me from sucha sm,”
eried the poor lad, shuddering.

“Or only give me your Annie, and LIl save

> he

you.”
“ Will you hold your tongue, you wicked
apirit 17

“Qr just say youwll make me a present of
your first-born child, and LIl bear you away as
softly as if you were floating dowa.”

« Avaunt, Satan! Dl bave nothing to do with
gentlemen who wear four horns and a tail,” re-
plied Gabriel, manfully.

The clock tolled again, and the gardener,
aroused by the sound, perceived that he had been
asleep, that he had actually slumbered standing
on that dizzy point, suspended over that abyss.

A cold shudder ran through his frame, follow-
et by a burning beat, and he grasped the pin-
nacle with a convulsive tghtness, A voice seem
ed to whisper 1n his ear:

«Fool! thisis death, that unknown anguish
which no man can escape. Anlicipate the mo-
ment, and throw thyself down.”

¢« Must I then die T’ muttered Gabriel, while
the cold sweat started fromn his brow ; “ must 1
die while lfe is so pleasant 2 Oh, Aonie, Ap-
pie! pray for me; the world is so beautiful, and
life is s0 sweel.”

Then it seemed as1f soft white' wings floated
around lam, while a gentle voice whispered :

“ Awake, awake. 'The night 1s far spent, the
day 1s at hand.  Lock up, and be comforted.”

Wrapped in the banner, whose weight helped
him Lo preserve bis equilibrium, Gabriel still held
on with his numbed arm, and, with a sensation
almost of joy, watched the first dawn lighting up
the rools of the city.

Fur below 1 the sacristan’s dwelling, the old
wian saf, fundly clasping the band of a handsome,
sunbursid youth, his long-lost son.  Arnold, who
was recounling the adventures which had he-
fallen bim i toresgn lands, without either father
or son fesling (he want of sleep.

At length Avoold said:

28, 1859.

say she 1 grown a fine girl. Iow is my friend,
Gabriel, who used to be so fond of her when we
were children fogether 7”

"The sacristan sprang from his seat.

“ Gabriel ! Tloly Virgin! I had quite for-
gotten him.”

A rapd explanation followed. Master Joss
and his son hastened towards the cathedral, and
met Albert on their way.

“ Where is Gabriel 2 cried the sacristan.

“T don’t know ; T have not seen him smce he
chmbed through the trap-door.

“ But who helped ain down 2

“Why yourself, of course,” replicd Albert,
with a look of astonistunent. ¢ Luwrence told
me when we came down that you had under-
taken to do it,”

Ol the villains, the double-dyed scoundrels!
Now T understand it all,” groaned the old man.
“ Quickt Arnold! Alvert! Tor the love of
Grod lock up to the spire !”

Arnold rushed towards the square, and his
keen eye, accustomed to look ont at great dis-
tances at sea, discerning through the gray, un-
certain twilight, something fluttering on the spire.

“« s he? Ttanust be Le, still living 17

“Ol, God ! cried Master Joss, “ where are
my eyes? Ob! that we may not be too late.”

The keys were found in the old man’s pocket,
and all three, rushing through the cathedral yard,
darted up the stairs, the sacristan in the exeite-
ment of the moment woring as swiftly as his
young companions, :

Albert, knowing the trick of the trap-door,
went through it first.

% Call eall oul to him, lad,” exclaimed Master
Toss,

A breathless pause,

I hear nothng stirring,” said Albert; “nor
can I see anything from here. I’ go over the
rose.”

Bravely did he surmouut the perlous projec-
tion, ana after a few moments of intense anxicty,
lie reappeared at the trup-door,”

“ There certainly is a (gure standing on the
rose, but tisnt’t Gabriel - 'tis a ghost 1

“ A ghost! you dreaminy dunde:head,” shout-
ed Arpold; “let we up.” And he began to
climb with the agility of a cat.

Presently he cried out, * Come on, come on,
as far as you can. T have him, thank God. Be
quick—tite is precious.”

Speedily and gently they gave him ail, and at
length a half-unconscious figure, still wrapped in
the banner, was brought down i safety.

They bore him into the * Adum and Ive,”
laid him in a warm bed, and poured, by gentle
degrees, a little wine down his throat.  Under
this treatment, he soon recovered his conscious-
ness, and began to thank his deliverers.  Sud-
denly, his eyes fell upon a mirror hanging on the
wall opposite the bed, and lie exelained :

“ Wipe the hoar frost off my Lair—that yel-
fow dust off my cheeks.”

In truth, his locks were white, his rosy cheeks
yeilow and wrinlded, and his bright eyes dim and
sunken ; but neither dust nor hoar [rost were
there to wipe away—that oue night of horror
had added forty years to his age.

In the course of that day, many who had
heard of Gabriel’s adventure, crowded to the inn
and squght to see bim, but unone were admtted
save the three who sat continually by him—his
weeping young sister, the brave Arnold, and
Master Joss, for his conscience never ceased to
say, in a voice that could be heard, ©“ You alone
arc the cause of all this.” By way of a little
self-comfort, the sucristan used to say at inter-
vals, “ If T only had bold of that l.awrence.—
If 1 cnly had thar Otikar by the throat.” Rat
these worthies wisely kept out of the way, nor
were they ever seen again at Vienna,

“ Pjg all over between me and Annie.  She
would shudder at the sight of an old, wrinkled,
gray-haired fellow.”

No one answered.  His sister hid her face on
the pillow, wlule her bright ringlets mingled with
tis poor, white locks; and Arnold’s handsome
face grew very sad as he thought—The poor
fellow is right ; there are few things that young
girls disike more than gray bair and yellow
wrinkles.”

¢ 1 have one request lo make of you all.” said
Gabriel, rasing hunself up on his couch; ‘ do
not et Anme know a word of this, Write to
her that I am dead ;—she®l] mind 1t Jess, I think ;
then I’ go to the forest, and let the wolves eat
me, if they will. I want to save ber from pain.”

“ A fine way to save Aunie from puin,” cried
a well-koown voice, while a light figure rushed
towards the bed, and clasped the poor sufferer in
a long embrace.

“ My own true love! you were never more
beautiful in iy eyes than now. And to pretend
you were deadl A likely story, while every cluld
in Vienaa is talking of nothing but my poor boy’s
adventure.  And et yoursell be eaten by wolves.
No, no, Gabrie}, you wouldn’t treat your poor
Arne so cruelly as that.”

“I amlonging to see Anme, father, T dare

. No. 11..

Love and hope proved wonderful physicians ;
for although Gabriel’s hawr, to the end of his life,
remained as white as snow, his clieeks and eyes,
ere the wedding day arrived, had resumed ther
former tint and brightness. A nappy man was
Master Joss on the day that he gave his blessing
to the young couple—the day when Gabriels
sore-tried love found its rewurd in the hand of
his Annie,

REV. DR. CAUILL,
ON THE DUCHIES aND 'FHE POPE.
(L'rom the Dublin Catholic Telegraph.)

In the present Ttalian dilliculty Sardinia is em-
playing her last eflorts to extend her dominion
through all Central Italy. Not countent with
having acquired the savereigmty of the rich pro-
vince of Lombardy, she sueks the further an-
nexation ot the Duchies and of (he Roman le-
gations. Tooking at this part of the yuestion
there 15 no policy more hurtful to the feclings of
Austria than these presumptuous clams o ex-
pectations of Victor Iimmanuel.  Austeia hay
long been the protector of the Dukes, and she has
been in all eases of emergency the support and the
powerful linal resource of the Pope: benee the
defeat at Solferwo, the loss of Lowmbaredy, the
transfer of Venetia, are evils wmost painfully
heightened by the mortification ol hearmg her
deadly cnemy making further advinees on the
domain of Austrin’s former power and prevoga-
tive : awd setting up Sardivian rule trough ull
Central Haly. Itis a clear case that Victor
Lininanuet could never enter ou this course of
threatened annexation from bis own resources or
individual policy.  He could no more hope 9
make these annexations through the sole power
of Savoy, than he could challenge Ausuria to
battle, relying on the sole ilitary steength of
Sardinia. No, the world knows that these new
designs of his must rest on the support. of Na-
poleon either expressed or expected.  Central
Italy thaes inderprets this conduct of Vietor Em-
manuel : and henee all the descontented in these
distracted nelty states give bun cleerfully then
ready support and allegivuce.  Nupeleon is,
therefore, implicitly identilied up o this period
with Vietor Funmanuel in all the lute proceedings
of © deputations, proclamations, enlistments, pro-
visiona! governments, &e., &e.,"” which hiave
been carried on since last July in these disturbed
distriets,

I'he two classes agurieved i these revolution-
ary movewents are the Dukes and theie friends
on the oue hand, and the Pope antd bis adherents
on the other.  "The case of the Dukes is merely
tocal, and wounds euly their loyal subjects at
home with their partizans in Austria. - Not so,
however, with the Pope 5 the Catholie Church
of all Kuarope is insulted and robbed in the per-
son of the Pope. I Napoleon should, theretore,
permit lov the present Vicior lSmmauuel to use
fiis name, or o hint his consent in the | premises
referred, he bas httle to fear from the resent-
ment of the Roval adberemts of the Duchies;
hut if s Teperial Majesty <hould unite with the
Sardmian  King w his attack on the TLegations,
his tenure of the French diadem would be brief
indeed. "Lhis statenent of mine will appear ra-
ther well sustained before T shall lave concluded
this Article.  His IFrench Cathoiic subjects and
his Prench Catholic armies, and his Ireach Ca-
tholic Marshals would barl him {rom his throne
with a higher courage, and with a more dashing
assault (if' necessary) than they wou his victories
at Magenta and Solterino, if he touched one
b in the Pope’s head, or robbed him of one
inch of his patrimony. No wan in Europe
knows these cerlain results betler than the
French Emperor; and therefore, caleulaling,
ficstly, on the well-known friendly feelings of
Napoleon for DPio Nono, independently of the
sure menacing consequences tiat would neces-
sarily folfow, the writer of s letter has main-
tuined from the commencement of the [talian
revolution, that Napoleon, for fius &afe, would not
permit the Papal perogative Lo be diminished ;
or the Papal temporal power to be modelled or
wrested in the territories under consideration.

In the position which Sardinia assuaies in thus
encouraging the annexation of Lhe Romagna and
the Duchies, she is sustained ostensibly by the
published declaration of Napoleon, who has more
than once stated, « that m the case of a national
ruler he would respect the popular voice in se-
lecting a monarch of the nation’s free choice:”
and again, * that he would never employ force
to establish a throne against the free will of the
people.”  When Napoleon uttered these senti-
ments mankind behieved that he had . view—
firstly, an argument to prove the justice and the
legality of his own claim, to-the French Crown ;
and secondly, to prepare the public mind for the
selection of bis cousin for a new Italian dynasty.
Since these words were_spoken and written much
change has taken place in Sardinian policy, and
in the public Italian mind. Central Italy abhors
the name of a Bonaparte for a Ruler; Sardinia
entertains more enlarged ideas of  her own future
domination ; professes less dependence on French

b



