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THE CRITIC.

(Continued.)

She told him, however, pretty nearly all that she heard, not heen able to
1efinin from amnpar ing euch good news to all who cased to fisten. Annun.
ziasta was in Paris—then in London— then in Parvix again , she was studying
hnd, and gett' ng on admimbly.  Her voice had been hieard in sevem) of
the great mivate houses—the mdordd Juylesi had been enchanted with her
— i Patis gho had sunyg before the Puncess A the Duede 13, aml many
others.  Her uppearmunee in public had been postponed, not from any incap
aeity on reer part, but beeause Signor Susei Yud wished o reserve for hera
mworo  brilliaut Ciimmph by withholding her v the pubhic il the next
TLondon season, whero she was to make her debut at 1he pincipal open of
that great city,

All this Loigi hean], aud went awsy with a heavy heat,  He oreatly
fenred that the society of dukes and prine.s would turn the head of the
simple pensant givl, and in nono of licr lettews, so far as he knew, had she
given any hint ol & veturn to her home in the Sounth.

But with November aud the arrival of the covl reason came great news.
Luigi, on enterizg Marta’s cottage on his usual cnand one evening, war
as astonizhed as e was delighted to be mot with the intelhigenc e that Ann
upzinta was expected on i visit to her aunt, aud that she would netunlly
make her appearance on tha following day.  Luigi hmdly slopt o witk that
night. e rese carly in the morning, scrubbed Limself carefully from head
to fuut—an operation which I am afraid it must be acknpowledged that he
did not go through every day—armayed himselfin hisbest clothes, and thon
sat in-doors doing nothing, till the hour which Mana had named as the
probuble time of hier nicee’= artival was past. With a great eftoit of will ke
succeeded in keeping within his own howse half an hour longr—fu he

thought it wonld not perhaps be quite the thing 1o pay a adv a visit inme |

diately on her reaching tho end of a Jong journey.  Then ho sot ont on the
familiar roml, and found, to his surprise, that bishemt was beating fast, and
that hishands were dawp and cold. ¢ 1 never knew 1 was a coward before,”
thought poor Luigi, mefully.

When heentered the wellknown 3vom there vias such a buzsing in bis
ears nnd such a mist before bis eyes tnat ko scarcely knew were he was or
what he was doing ; nor did he, for & moment or two, recognize in the cle-
aantly diested young lady who was sested hy the window the barefooted
companion of his childhood. The younyg lady, however, recognized him,
aml, a3 she had no reason 10 feel cmbarmssed, was not alow in her greeting.
She 1un up to him, holding out both her hands, with the biight smile
that he semembered so well,

* You dear, good Luigi " she exclimed, “1 knew you would come
as svont as yau heard 1 was here  And how me you? and what have you
been doing all 1 ese Jong, weary months ? Has the fishing been govd 2 Why
have you put on your Sunday clothes, you foolih boy 21 like yon best in
your every day dress. 1o yon think 1 have becomo such a fino lady that
my own best friends must diess up when 1 come to see them1 1 have not
got the clothes I used to wear, or 1 would put them on wiile 1 am here.
La Ziu has kilied a fow), and iz gone ont fo cut <alad for my supper s it
not ity of her 1 Now sitdown there and tell me all the news from the begm
ning {o the end.  Where iz your guitar? 1 sthought you would bring it and
and sing ¢ La Bella Sontentina’ ng you used to do. Bt perkaps you have
found another bella Sorrentina now 1

Luigi was pleased. happy- pehapa, too, a little overponered.  Ho haild
handly expected to be grected so warnnly., Dot be sat down, us he was hid,
and presently began to talk in bis deep, soft voiee, answering the questions
that wero put to him in order.

“Theyo is but one bella Sorrenting, ™ he said , “and as for news, 1lo
not think there isauy to tell. You will have heand that old Giuseppe is
dead of an apoplexy, and that Maico Naldi is hetrothed to the daughter of
Masucci. the blacksmith at Torre del Greeo.  For mysetf, 1 lave done pretty
well in the way of husiness, thanks be to the sunts '= and that, I think, is
all; except that the sun ceared to shine the day yon lfi, senorina, and that
we have had neither sunshine, nor flowers, nor song of binls since then uld
now."

Annunziata Jaughed  “Why a pretty compdiment I she said.  * No
one nuderstands paying ¢ mpliments as we Tubans do. The Freuch are
too fornal and fotced ; the Gunmans ate tov clutuxy . and for the Lnglish,
they never pay compliments at all. Bt you are not 1o call me ¢ sgnonna,’
if you pleaze.  Have you fuigotten my mime already 1"

“ 1 will eall you Amnunzata, if I mny - 1 did not know whether yon

would like it.  They paid you wmavy cowmpliments, then—those fureign
counts and dukes?”

Aunupziata burst into ono of her old hearly langhs,  “ \An enormous
number!? sho said.  * Luigi, you are a true Nalisn ! It1s lucky you were
not with we in Patis, 1f you get jealous when I mention that strangers
have made preity speeches to me, what wonld you have done if you Yiad
heard them made? 1 believe you would have been capable of thrusting
your knifc into some of thoss poor young men." :

“That it quite jossible,” romarked luigi, gioomiix  * Amnunziata,”
ho resumed abruptly. after a short panse, * | have it on my mind o say
something to you, aned perhaps it had heticr be dono at. onco "

“ Oh, no, dear Luigi—not if it is aurthing disagiecablo !
it—do not spoil my first day at home !*

It is not disagrecable that 1 know of—only 1 supposo 1t well e of no
use. I want you o say you will marry me svine day—there i

“ Oh, by, Luigi, you know that cannot be.”

“ Cannot be? 1 do not know that it caunot be.

Do not sy

Why should it ot be ?

Becauso I am poor, too ignorant, too common for you? You did notalwaya
think ro.  But 1 suppose nothing less than a duko or & prince will suit yon
nowndoys.”

“Ah! now you want to quarrel with me; but I will not quarrel.
Listen, Luigi, amd try not to be so hard and unjust. My life is no longer
my own to disposo of.  Signor Snesi has given mo mouey, clothes, teuching
—overytlnng, and [ must go on the stage, if it were only to repay him. |
do not say that 1 would give up my profession mow if | coull, 1 would
not.  Dut you must seo that 1 cannot, and that it is cruel and absuyd to ask
mo to do such a thing”

“ But 1 do not ask you to do it now. I only ask you to give s hope.
Only say that in two or thres years yon will be my wifo, and 1 shall bo the
happiest man in all Italy,  Aununziata, it you will not prowiss me that, 1
Leheve 1 2hadl go and drewn myselr ¢

Antunzinty st into tears, “1 cannot promise it—1 cannot,” sho

sobbed. ¢ How can [ tell whethor [ shall be free in two or three years to
leave the stage 1 Very likely peoplo will only then be beginning to listen
to me. 1don't want to -marry anybody. Oh, dear! Ob, dear! I wish

there war no such thing as marvying in the world "

Luigi was vory much moved and humiliated at hor distress,
pesd on his knees hefore her, clasping his hands.
forgive mo ¢ he exclimed.  “1 was rough and rude; but you do not
know hiow 1 have suffered.  You may ring at the opora to the day of your
death, if you will, if ouly you will give the right to #- whase you go, anid
hive where you live. 1 need very little to live wpou, as you know [
shall always be able 1o earn my own living, and 10 ove need see me or hoar
of me but you. I could pass as your servant, if you wished it. God
knows you could not bave a more devoted ons !

Annunziata locked up, half smiling, through her tears,
let sy husband oceupy such a position as that !
i3 tmpossible. It is not your fault, nor mine; Lut our lives must be
separate | cannot coma back 10 the old life here, nor could you be happy
amony the people 1 shall have to associato with.”

“ 1 konow I am not fit to mix with your fiiends; but 1 can learn
will take lessons in reading and  wiiting-—1 will edu abe myseil.  Why
should I not learn to be a gentleman, since you have becomo a lady 1"

Annunziata saw a loophoie of escape. and rushed at ., *If you
really mean that, Luigi,” she sail, *1f vou could do that -but it will take
a long time, you kuow—still, if you can learit to talk and behave as gon-
tlemen do, so that you can associtte with them withont being unhappy - 1
might, in three years or so— but no? I will miko no promises. It would
be wiung to prounse.  Three years is such « loug time, and so many things
may happen—"

Lut thiz encouragement, slight aml vague ag it was, sufliced ta transform
the despondent Luigi into a radiant and exnitant conqueror.  Ho started
to his feet, and paced o and fro i the hittle wom, beaming with lappi-
nesz.  ** Now | have something to live for " he shouted. ¢ Now I can
face the whole world ! Aud Uwill learn quick enongh—oh, I am not such
a stupid follow as 1 look ! Three yoara! \What aro three yoars? T wonld
wait three centuries.  Oh, Annunziata, dear Annunziata, what a happy day
this is!’

And he stepped twards her,"as if ho wonld have taken hor in his arms.

But she drew back,  * Remember, 1 havo promised nothing,” she said.
* And, Luigi, I make one conition—you must speak no more of this to mo
80 lotg ns L am here”

Lauigi made no protest against the injustics of imposing conditions when
no engagement had heen entered into.  Ho sighed and yiolded ; and so
well did he keep iiis woad that no further expression of love escaped his
lips during the week that Annunziata spent in her native villago. Somw
cloguent ooks he did indulge in; but of theso she either was, or allected
1o Le, uliconscions,

In spite of the restriction placed upon him, Luigi enjoyed to the full
evesy hour of those glorified, but, alas! too swift-footed, soven days.
Aununziata was x0 gracious, so Kind, so merry, €0 like her old self; she
seemed to tiake such pleasuto in going over all their old haunts with him,
and i sl in s boat under the shadow of the clilfs that the omngo
trees sl olives hung over, that the young fisherman felt himself in an
eatthly Paradise. and wo 1ld gladly have consented to lead the samo kind of
Ife fotever.  Qree, by, dint of much pressing, he was induced to got his
guitar unt from its hiding-place, and sing * La Nella Sorrentina;” but ho
would 1ot do 5o a second time.  * You have learned music now and kuow
that I have nether air nor voice,” ha said.  Aud so the guitar was put away
ll;;ilnl.

The fatal day of depature came ; asd Annunziata, as sho leaned back
in the catriage, covering her face with hier hands aud sobbing ns anly an |
lalian woman can, almost wished that she uever had been teinpted to leavo
her tmnsguil hone at Sorronto at all. [t was a natural feeling ; and doubt-
Jess 1t was equally natural that sha should overcome it as sgon as she was
12 tho tzain flying norsthwanls towards Signor Sassi and wealth and dis:
tinction, leaving Luigi, poverty, and peace behind.

She spent that winter at Milan, working harder than sho had ever dono
yet, learning, practicing, and rehearsing over and over again, with the in--
defatigable Sassi to encourage her, and a hoat of critics, professional and’
amatenr, to praise herand prophesy for her n glorious career.  The manager
of the English Opera came, in the couzse of the winter,to hear her. and
expressed himeell very strongly as to hier improvemont since she had loft.
London. In the spring she was tiken to England ; and then, at last, tho
momentous day dawned on which, for the first timme, sho was to sing before.
a public audicnce

The opora that had been choton for hor was Mozart's  Flanto Magico,™
and her role was that of the “ Queen of the Night,” a part which perhape.

He drop-
“ Forgive me, my dear,

“ Asif I conld
Believo me, dear Luigi, it




