The Ottawa Free Press.

4 P Sl
(_, of /’. ‘,// i/) / C

oTFF

VOLUME IL.

NUMBER 3

L'0RCO."*
A TALE OF VENICE.

(Translated from the French for the Rural New - Yorker.)

Wz were assembled as usual vnder the vine
arboi. The evening was stormy, the air heavy,
and the sky loaded with black clouds; furrowed
by frequent flashes of lightning, We maintained
a melancholy silence, One would have said
' that the sadness of the atmosphere had reached
our hearts, and that we felt ourselves involun-
tarily disposed to tears. Beppa above all seem-
ed to have abandoned herself to painful thoughts.
The Abbe, frightened at the disposition of the
party, had tried in vain several times, and in
all inanner of ways, to re-animate the gaiety of
our friend, ordinarily so lively. Neither qnes-
tions, nor teasings, nor prayers, could draw her
out of her reverie ; but with her eyes fixed npon
the heavens, and her fingers wandering casually
over the trembling strings of her guitar, she
seemed to hiave forgotten all that was passing
around her, and to be interested only in the
plaintive sounds she brought out of lier instru-
 ment, and the capricious course of the clouds.
The good Paxorio, discouraged by the bad suec-
cess of lis attempts, took the part of addressing
himself to me.

Y Come, dear Zopzize,” said he, -‘try. the
power of your friendship upon this eapricious
beauty. There exists a sort of magnetic sympa-
thy between you two which is stronger than
all my rewsonings, and the sound of your voice
always succeeds in drawing her from her most
profound distraction.”

*This magnetic sympathy of which you speak,
my dear Abbe,”. replied I, * comes from the
identity of our sentiments. We have suffered
in the same manner, and tlmughb.the same
things, and we know each other well enough to
know what order of ideas certain external cir-
cumstances will reeall to our minds, I will
wager that I can divine, if not the object, at
least the nature of her present reverie,” And,
tarning towards Beppa, I said quietly, “ Car.
issima, of which of your sisters were you think-
ing ¥’

¢ Of the most beautiful, the most proud and
the most unhappy,” replied she, without turning
Lor hicad.

“When did she die ?” said I, already interest-
ing myself in the fate of her who lived in the
memory of My noble friend, and desiring to
associate myself by my regrets with a destiny
which ought not to be strange to me.

“Bhe died at the end of last winter, on the
night of the bal masque which was given at
Seevitio palace. She had resisted many gor-
sows and had come out victorious from many
dangers ; she had passed through terrible ago-
nies without yielding, and yet she .died all at
once, without leaving any trace behind her—as
if she had been carried away by a thunder-cloud.

* A Hobgoblin, or Spirit.

!

OTTAWA, AUGUST, 1867.

Everybody here knew her more or less well, but
no one so well as myself, for it was only in the
proportion that she was beloved that she made
herself known. Some people do not believe in
her death, although she has never re-appeared
since the night I speak of. They say that it
often happens that people disappear in this way
for a long time and afterwards return. Bat for
myself I know she will never return, and that
her role upon earth is finished. I would like to
doubt it if I could, but she has taken care to
acquaint me with the fatal truth by the very
man, even, who was the canse of hcr death.
And what a misfortune was this, my Gop ?—the
greatest misfortune of thess unfortunate times!
Her’s was such a beautiful life |—so beautiful,
so full of contrasts, so mysterious, ‘so brilliant,
so sad, so magnificent, so enthusiastic, su aus-
tere, so voluptuous, so complete in its relations
to all things human! No, no life nor death
have been like to her's. -She had found the
weans, even in this prosaic age, of suppressing
from her lite all its miserable realities, leaving
behind only its poesy. Faithful to the old cus-
toms of the national aristocracy, she never
showed herself exeept at night-fall, masked,
but never followed by any one.

There is not an inhabitant of the eity who has
not met liee wandering about in the pluces, or

fin the streets ; not one who has not seen ler

gondola fastened in some canal ; but no one
has ever seen her leave or enter it. Although
the gondola was wholly unguarded, no one ever
heard of any attempt at theft upon it. It was
painted and equipped like all the other gondolas,
and yet everybody knew it : and evén the clil-
dren would say on seeing it, * There is the gon-
dola of the Mask.” As to the manner in which
it went, and the pluce from wherce it brought
its mistress in the evening, or returned her in
the morning, no one ever suspected. The-coast
guard of customs had, indeed, often seen a dark
shadow gliding over the lagunes, and taking it
for the boat ot a smuggler, had chased it into
the open sea; but when daylight came they
could never see anything on the waves that re-
sembled the object of their pursuit. * So, at
length, they inquieted themselves no more about
it, and were content with saying whenever they
saw it: “ There 15 the gondola of the mask
again.” At night the mask would perambulate
the whole city, in search of we know not what.
It would be seen turn by turn in the greatest
parks and in the narrowest and crookedest
streets, on the bridges and under the archway
of the grand palace, in the most frequented
places and in the most deserted. Sometimes it
went slowly, sometimes fast, without appearing
to be inquieted either by the crowd or by soli-
tude, but never stopping. It appeared to con-
template the liouses, the monuments, the canals,
and even the sky of the city with impassioned
curiosity, and to breathe with joy the air which
circulated through it. Whenever it met a friend

it would make a sign to her to follow it, and
would soop disappear with her. It has many
times taken me thus trom the midst of the crowd
into some deserted place where it talked to me
of the things we loved. I followed it with con-
fidence because I well knew we were friends ;
but many of these to whom it made the sign
dare not accept the invitation. Strange stories
were circulated in regard to it which cooled the
courage of the most intrepid.

It was said that many young men, believing
they could discover a woman under this mask
and this black robe, had become enamored with
her, becanse of the singularity and mystery of
her life, and her beautiful form and noble attrac-
tions, and having had the impradence to follow
her had never re-appeared. The police, too,
having remarked that these young men were
all Austrians, had used all the means in their
power to find them again, and to capture the
person who was accused of causing their disap-
pearance. But the police were never more for-
tunate than the custom-house officers, and never
could obtain any news ot the young foreigners,
nor lay hands upon %er. An‘odd adventure had
digcouraged the most ardent spies of the Vene-
tian inquisition. Seeing that it was impossible
to overtake the mask in Venice at night, two of
the most zealous of the officers resolved to wait
for lier in her own gondola, so as to seize her
when she entered to leave the city. One even-
ing, when they saw it fastened to the quay des
Esclavous, they descended into it and concealed
themselves. They remained there all night
without seeing any one, until about an hour
before day, they thought they could perceive
that somebody was untying the boat. They
rose in silence and prepared to spring upon
their prey ; but at the same instant a terrible
kick of the foot upset the gondola, and with it
the unlucky agents of Austrian public order.
One of them was drowned, and the other was
only saved by the aid of the smugglers. The
next morning there was no trace of the bark,
and. the police might have believed it to be
sunk ; but the next evening they saw it fastened
in the same place, and in the same state as it
was the night before. Then a superstitious
terror took possession of all the argousins and
not one cared to re-commence the attempt of the
past night. Since that day the mask has never
been troubled more, and continues its prome-
nades as in the past.

At the beginning of last Autumn an Austrian
officer named Count FrRANZ LioHTENSTEIN came
here in garrison. He was a passionate and en-
thusiastic young man, who had in him the germ
of all the grand sentiments, and something like
an instinct of the nobler thoughts. Notwith-
gtanding his bad education as ga nobleman, e
had known how to preserve his mind from all
prejudice, and to keep in his heart a place for
liberty. His position forced him to dissimulate

(Continued on fourth page.)
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PARTNERSHIP NOTICE.

PHE undersigned have formed and entered into
CO-PARTNERSHIP as WroLESALE AND RETAIL
DeaLers in, and MANUFACTURERS of

BOOTS AND SHOES,

and intend carrying on a business as such, in
Ottawa, under the name and firm of

F.C.&C.A.CROSBY.

Such partnership’ to date from 12th day of
August, A. D. 1867,

F. G. CROSBY,
C. A. CROSBY.

©he Otfatma Free Press

I8 PUBLISHED MONTHLY, FOR THE PROPRIETOR,

By BELL & WOODBURN, PRINTERS,
ELGIN STREET.

OPPOSITE THE RUSSELL HOUSE,
N L

CAxsw\aked, GCrauitenas .

-
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Turs paper will be published Monthly, and
gent gratuitously to all who will send their ad-
dress to the Editor. Its columns will contain
much useful and instructive reading matter, and
also advertisements informing the public where
goods of the best gunality may be obtained at
reasonable prices. Nothing objectionable will
be admitted into the pages of T'he Free Press;
but articles interesting to farmers, mechanics
and merchants, and carefully selected anecdotes,
will make the paper cheap at one hundred times
its price.

Send your address to
Eviror oF Fress Press,
Orrawa, C. W,

MotrERS.—Some one has said that a young
mother is the most beautiful thing in nature.
Why qualify it? Why young? Are not all
mothers beautiful? The sentimental outside
beholder may prefer youth in the pretty picture ;
but I am inclined to think that sons and daugh-
ters, who are most intimately concerned in the
matter, love and admire their mothers most when
they are old. How suggestive of something holy
and venerable it is, when a person talks of his
«dear ‘old mother!” Away with your mincing
¢ mammas,” and “mammas” suggestive only of a
fine lady, who deputes her duties to a nurse, a
drawing-room maternal parent, who is afraid to
handle her offspring for fear of spoiling her fine
new gown! Give me the homely mother, the
arms of whose love are all-embracing, who is
beautiful always, whether arrayed in satin or
modestly attired in bombazine.

-

Waex the earthquake occurred at San Francisco,
a lady who was engaged in washing an infant of
very tender age, ran screaming into the street.
She stood on the sidewalk for some time swinging
something in her hand, which at first was taken
for a dressed chicken by the bystanders, but which
began to speak for itself in language which placed
it at once in the category of a different class of
animated nature. She was holding it by the foot

head downward, and had forgotten all about whn.t"

she had in hand.

CONTINUED SAILRE

PRINTS, GREY AND WHITE COTTONS, &,

SHAWL, MANTLE AND MILLINERY SHOW BUUMS

HE Subscribers have determined on CONTINUING THE GREAT SALE OF CHEAP « PRI\ITS 5
and other “ COTTON GOODS” until the 1st September, in order to make room for Fall Impor-

tations, now being bought in the British Markets.

B&E™ From advices received, “Cotton Goods” will not be any lower than those advertised.

An early call will ensure a bargam

MAGEE & RUSSELL.

Orrawa, Aug. Tth, 1867.

& S T Cd AN

PORTION of the Large Brick Building on

ALBERT STREET, formerly occupied by
Professor N. B. WEBSTER.

The Model School Rooms and Lecture Hall,

(Furnished,) and the LIBRARY, finely fitted up
with Shelves and Cases,

—OR,—

BEAUTIFULLY FINISHED ROOMS,

for a Private Family, consisting of a commodious
Drawing Room, with folding doors; a Sitting
Room, and four large Bed Rooms; a Hall and Spa-
cious Dining Room in the Basement, together
with a Kitchen on an improved plan.

In the building and finishing of the House,
every attention has been paid to lighting, heating,
and ventilating, and the no less important mat-
ters of drainage and sewerage.

For further particulars,

CROSBY, 51 Sparks Street.
GEORGE HAY,

IMPORTER,
AND

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALER IN

Sheif and Heavy

EX AR D W ARE,
SPARKS STREET,
OB EPEAEW A ..

AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS

Kept in Stock or supplied to order.

JAMES HOPE & CO.,
Manufacturing Stationers & Bookbmders,

IMPORTERS OF
CENERAL STATIONERY,
. Armists' MATERIALS,
SOHOOL BOOKS, BIBLES, Church Services. &,
Corner of Sparks and Elgin Streets,
OTTAWA.

enquire of F. G.

8. 8. M, HUNTER.

DR. C. LEGGO,
Physician, &c.,

Next door to Crosby's Mammoth Boot,

JAMES HOPE.

Sparks Street, Central Ottawa.

SELLING OFTF.

THI] undersigned would take this opportunity

to express our thanks to the people of Ottawa

and vicinity, for their very liberal patronage in

the past, and to solicit a continuance of their

favors in the future, and to assure them that no

efforts on our part shall be wanting to supply
-them with the

Very Best and Cheapest
BOOTS AND SHOES

possible. We do not pretend to sell at Cost, but
do profess to sell as low as any esmbllshment
in Ontario or any other part of the Dominion of
Canada. Our Stock will always be large and

varied ; aswell selected, and as well manufactured
as can be found in Ottawa; and with the Osm

Price System we hope to merit and receive a con-
tinuance of the very liberal patronage given us

in the past.
F. G. & C. A, CROSBY,
51 Sparks Sr., Cextre Towy.
Ottawa, 20th August, 1867,

DR. JOHN LEGGO,
DENTIST,

HUNTON'S BLOOK,
Neat door to Crosby’s Mammoth Boot,
Sparks Street, Central Ottawa.

. F.G &0. A, CROSBY would respectfully call th
attention of the people of Ottawa and vicini

to our extensive stock of Boots and Shoes, whi

we offer for sale at a very small advance fro
cost, NO SECOND PRICE.

e

1 oxce.
Who w:
Yut the
Bob Fie
As the |
They w
The sor
Found

A neat

Where

Was th
As it os
Tagh. tx
That
Tho’ th
And thy
‘When
And Bu
Like tl
If his v

I have
And th
~ And ki
The vo

And L

:
On the
And I
Were (

A cox
happy as
porary p
and out |
children
[were you
faithful,
exacting
at these
and say,
father's |
Are you,
the bod
bring, fc
forts anc
if & strol
low? Y\
from you
there we

WA DN F B D

A NUMBER OF FII:ST-GLASS MEN wanted to work oi
LADIES" axp GENTS’ FINE BOOTS axp S8HO
Rewed and Pegged, at
The Ottawa Boot and Shoe Ma.nui‘a.ctory.
51, SPARKS STREET, OTTAWA,

At Crossy's, 51 Sparks Street; may be found &
large assortment of Gent's, Ladies’ and Children's
Boots and Shoes; also Over-Shoes in great variety
all of which are oﬂered at & very small advancd
from cost. Mr. Jaxss MeCuLLOUGH, sO long and
favorably known in Ottawa for his superior know-
ledge in boot- mak)n conducts the custom depart:
ment,
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: Poetry.

S N L e

‘BOB FLETCHER.

1 oxor knew a plowman, Bob Fleteher his name,
Who wis old and was ugly, and so was his dame;

Yot they lived quite contented and free from all strife,
Bob Fletcher the plowman, and Judy his wife.

As the morn streaked the east, and the night fledaway
They would rise up for labor, refreshed for the day;
Ihe song of the lark, as it rose on the gale,

Found Bob at the plow, aud his wife at the pail.

A neat little cottage, in front of a grove,

‘Where in youth they first gave their hearts up to love,
‘Was the solace of age, and to them doubly dear,

As it called up the past with a smile ora tear,

FEuch teee bad.its thought, and. the vine eould impart,
That mingled in youth the warm wish of the heart

The' the thorn was still there, and the blossom it bore,
Aund the song from its top seemed the same as before,

When the enrtain of night over Nature was spread,
And Bob had ret:raed from the plow to his shed,

Like the dove on her*nest she reposed from ull care,
If his wife and his youngsters contented were there.

I have paéscd by bis door when the evening was gray,

And the hill and the landscape was fading away,

And have heard from the cttage with grateful surprise.

The voice of thunksgiving, like incense arise.

And I thought on the proud, who would look down with
scorn,

On the neat little cottage, the grove and the thorn,

And I felt that the riches and follies of life.

Were dross to contentment like Bob and his wife,

A CONNUBIAL SERMON.

A coxxupiaL little sermon, from the text, ¢ Be
happy as you are,” is thus preached by a contem-
porary print :— Wife and mother, are you tired,
and out of patience with your husband's and your
children’s demands upon your time and attention ?

faithful, but, perhaps, sometimes heedless or
exacting husband of yours ? or to scold and fret
at these sweet and beautiful ones ? Do you groan
and say, ¢ What a fool 1 was to marry and leave my
father’s house, where 1 lived in ease and in quiet 7’
Are you, by reason of the care and weariness of
the body which wifehood and motherhood must
bring, forgetful of, aud unmindful for, their com-
forts and their joys? O, wife and mother! what
if & stroke should smite your husband and lay him
low? What if your children should be snatched
from your arms, and from your bosom ? What if
there were no true, strong heart for you to lean
upcn? What if there were no soft, little inno-
cents to nestle in your arms, and to love you, or
receive your love? How would it be with you
then? Be patient and kind, dear wife; be un-
wearying and long-suffering, dear mother ; for you
know not how 1ong you may have with you your

long you may tarry With them. Let there be
nothing for you to remember which will wring

work on
SHOES
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your heart with remorse if they leave you alone;;
let there be nothing for them to remember but
sweetness and 10ve unutterable, if you are called
to leave them Dy the way. Be patient, be pitiful,
be tender of them all; for death will step sooner
or later between them and you. And 0! what
would you do, if you should be doomed t sit goli-
tary and forsakeu through years and years? Be
happy as you are, even with all your triajs. for
believe it, thou wife of a true and loving hughgnd
’there i8 no lot in life 50 blessed as thine owy,’
The present is all you can enjoy ; use it well. A
o

I AxD-MADE boots and shoes may pe found in
Zreat variety ab Cl‘tosm’s boot and ghye estab-
lishment, Centre Towp,

e you tempted to speak out feelimgeto. that,

beést and dearest treasures—you know not how l‘

TO LUMBERMEN AND OTHERS.

P

B

= THE GREAT RUSH.-=

TO OUR ESTABLISHMENT,

61; SPARKS STREET,

(S1GN OF THE MAMMOTH BOOT,)

has obliged us to increase our force,
by which means we hope to be able,
as heretofore, to accommodate cus-
tomers with

The best Hand-made

BOOTS & SHOAS,

In Central Canada.

Wenow supply many ofthe principal

Lumbermen on the Ottawa and
Gatineau,

and would respectfully invite others
to-CaLL aAxp Inspeor THE WORK.

MERDICTT IN FAVOR OF

HL TohA POT.

ESTABLISHMENTS:

Union Block,
SUSSEX STREET,

Some dealers in Tea, Sugar, Coffec and Spices,

From various causes were vieing in prices,

Till rivalry into fierce quarrel was veering

Which timely was checked bya stranger appearing

“Fiel Fiel” he exclaimed, ‘“let thig quarrelling

Y £ : 3 [cease,
our passions restrain, and disturb not the peace;

Low Prices 'tis folly to quarrel about, :

“I'ts Quariry, only, that's worth finding out—

Lets fairly and calmly put that to the test

And we shall find out the cheapest and best;

And when ‘tis decided, proclaimed, let it be.

Who sells the best Cofee and wh the best Tea.”

AND

Rideau Street.

The plan was approved of, and judges elected,
Whose honest opinions had ne’er been suspected ;
When this Tea, and that Tea, they tasted in turn,
And then tried the Coffees from out a new urn,
And in a few seconds returned to decide.

« Unbiassed, and void of all prejudice, we

Unite in asserting that ROBINSON’S TEA

We've put in each possible way to the test,

And find it really the cHEAPEST and BEST ;

And as for their COFFEES, we also declave,

Such Coffee is not to be met elsewhere.”

Thus was ended a noisy afiray,

And Robinson’s Teas are the theme of the day.

ROBINSON & CO,

THE TEA POT, OTTAWA.

B

DIRECTIONS F

OR MAKING TEA.

o~

Fmst—See that the water boils before you attempt to brew the Tea.

Secoxn.—Never use hard water—it will spoil the best of Tea.

If you cannot obtain soft water,

put a small piece of Baking Soda, about the size of a pea into the Tea Pot, and you will find your

Tea better and stronger.

Tamp.—Attend to these directions, get your tea from THE TEA POT in Ottawa, and you will

always have

A CUPOF

GOOD TEA.




_THE OTTAWA FREE PRESS.

=

=

(Continued from first page.)
his tastes and. ideas in public ; but as soon as
his duty was ended for the day, he would has-
ten to leave off his uniform, which seemed to
him indissolubly leagned to all the vices of the
government lie served, and to wmingle with the
“new friends_he had made in the city by his
goodness and spirit,  We loved above all to
hear him talk of Venice. ‘He had viewed it
artistically, had interiorly deplored its servi-
tude, and. had come to love it as much as a
Venetian, He was never tired of wandering

over it night and day—never tired of admiring

it. He wished, as he said, to know it better
than those wlo had had the happlnggs to be
born here,  Inhis nocturnal promenades he met
the mask. At first he paid no great attention to

ity but-liaving ebserved that it seemed to 'at.mly '

the-city with the same curiosity and the same
care as himself, he wis struck with the strange
coincidence, and spoke of it to several persons.
They told him the stories which were current
regarding the veiled woman, and advised him
" to be on his guarl. But as he was brave to
temerity, these advertisements, instead of fright-
ening him, excited his curiosity, and inspired
him with a mad desire to make the acquaint-
ance of the mysterious personage who had
frightened the vulgar so much. Wishing to
preserve the same incognito with the mask
which the latter did with him, he dressed him-
self as a citizen and commenced his nocturpal
promenades. e was not long in meeting what
lie sought. In the beautifui moonlight he saw,
the masked woman standing before the charm-
ing chureh of Saints John and Paul. She
seemed to.contemplate with adoration the deli-
cate ornaments which decorated the portal. The
Count approached her with slow and silent steps.
She did not appear to perceive him, and did not
stir. The Count stopped an instant to see if he
~ was discovered, and then continued his way
until he arrived close to her. He heard her sigh
profoundly ; and as he understood Venetian
very little, but Italian very well he addressed
lier in very pure Tuscan :

“ Salut,” said he, “salut and happiness to
those who love Venice !”

“ Who are you ¢ answered the musk ina
voice full and sonorous as that of a man, but
sweet as thatof a mglmngale.

“ T am a lover of beauty.”

“ Are you of those whose brutal love vlo]ntes
free beauty, or of those who kneel captive before
it, and weep with its tears "

“When the Roi des nuits beholds the rose
floweringjoyously underthe breath of the breeze,
he claps his wings and sings ; but when he sees
it wither under the burning breath of the storm,
le hides his head under his wing and groans.
So is my soul moved.”

“ Follow me, for you are one of my-faithful
ones.”

And seizing the hand of the young man she
drew him toward the church. When he felt the
cold hand of the unknown, and saw her direct
her course, with him, toward the sombre depths
of the portal, he recalled involuntarily the ginis-
ter stories he had heard recounted, and seized
all at once with & panic of terror, he stopped.

.| obscurity rewne.d m the city.

The mask turned around, and fixing on the pal-
ing fac: of her companion a serutinizing look
shersaid to him :

“Yon are afraid 2 Adien.”

Then letting g6 Lig arm she left lim with
rapid steps. . an.;z was ashamed of his weak-
ness, and prggxw,‘ ng himself toward her, he
seized dier hand in lu‘s turn, and said :

“ Nu, I have, ?{9 fear. Let us go on.’

thunt answering him she continued to walk
on. Bat n;, the ,p[lnce of going toward the
church, asin the. fggg, instance, she plunged into
one of the llu.lgs ﬁf that open upon the place.
The moon was_hidden and tlie most complete
Franz could
hardly see w I}qrﬁ, to place his foot, and could
distinguish ugtlnms in the deep shadows which
enyeloped him every 'where. While he followed
his guide at a ]lqrnd she, on the contrary,
seemed to kngw ler ronte very well. From
time to time sone rays of light slipping through
the clonds wonld show to Fraxz the side of a
cmml a bridge, an archway, or some unknown
part of a lab;'rmt“ of deep and crooked streets
—then nlhpgnb} fyll into obscurity again. Fraxz
had qmck]y recogmzed that he was lost in the
_streets of Veulce, -and was at the mercy of his
| guide ; but, resolved to brave all, he testified no
inguictude, and allowed him%lf to be led on
without making any observations. At the end
of a full hour the mask stopped.

“ It is well,” said she, ** you have heart. If
vou had given the slightest sign of fear during
our course, I should never have spoken to you
again.  But you have been impassable, and I
am satistied with you. Meet me then to-morrow
at the place Saints Jean-et-Paul, at eleven
o'clock.” Seek not to follow me: it will be
useless. Turn into the street at your'right and
you will see the place Saint Mare. Au revoir.”

She pressed strongly the hand of the Count,
and before he had time to answer her, disap-
peared behind the angle of the street. The
Count remained for some time motionless, still
astonished at what had come to pass, and unde-
cided as to what he should do. But, having
reflected upon the little chance he had of find-
ing the mysterious lady again, and the risk he
ran of losing himself if he pursued her, he de-
termined to return home. He therefo e took
the street to the right, and, after a few minutes
found himselfin fact, upon the place Saint Mare,
and from there he easily reached his hotel.

The next day the Count was faithful to the
rendezvous, He arrived on the place just as
the clock sounded eleven. - He saw the masked
woman waiting for him on the steps of the
portal.

“ It is well,” said she; “ you are exact.
us go in. :

Saying this, she turned quickly towards the
church. Franz, who saw the door closed and
knew that it was never opened for any one at
night, believed the woman to be mad. But
what was his surprise when he saw the door
yield to the first effort ! He followed his guide
mechanically, who rapidly re-closed the door
after he had®entered. They then found them-
selves both in darkness ; but FraNz remember-
ing that a second door- without a lock still

Let

separated them from the nave, conceived no
inquietude, and prepared to push it before hiin
to enter. But she arrested his arm.

* Were you ever in this chureh 27 asked she,
abruptly.

“Twenty times,” answered he, “and know
it as well as the architect who built it.”

* Say, rather, you believe you know it, for
yon really do not know it yet. Enter.

Fraxz pushed open the second door and
penetrated into the interior of the church. It
was magnificently illaminated in every pnrr.
but completely deserted,

* What ceremony are they going to cdcbratc
here ?” asked Franz, stupefied.

“ None. The church expected me this even-
ing—that is all. Follow me.”

The Count in vain sought the meaning of the
words addressed to him by the mask : but still,
subjugated by a mysterious power, he followed
it with obedience. Sheled him to the mididle of |
the church and caused him to remark, compre-
hepd and .admire the general harmony and
ordonnance of things. Then, passing each part
under examination, she detailed to him, one by
one, the nave, the colonnades, the chapels, the
altars, the statutes, the paintings, and all the
other ornaments—showing him the meaning of
everything, unveiling to him the idea hidden
under each form, making him feel all the |
beauties of the works which composed the
ensemble, and making him penetrate, so to speak,
into the very entrails of the church. Franz .
listened with religious attention to all the words

from this eloquent mouth which pleased to in=

struct. him, and from moment to moment
recognized how. little he had before compre-
hended this ensemble of works which had seemed
s0 easy for him to understand. When she had
ended, the light of the candles was growing pale
in the morning light which penetrated the glass
windows. Although she had spoken many
hours, and had not seated herself for an instant
during the whole night, neither her body nor.
her voice betrayed the slightest fatigne. Ouly
her head was bowed upon her breast, which
beat violently, and she seemed to listen to the
sighs which it exhaled. All at once she straight-
ened up her head, and raising both her arins to
heaven, she cried :

i 7 se'rmtude/ servitude!™

At these words, the tears falling from under-
neath her mask fell upon the folds of ler black
robe.

“Why do you weep? ” cried FrAXz, approach-
ing her.

““Meet me l.o«morrow ’* said she, * at mid-
night, in front of the Arsena] s

She went out by the lateral door on tlxe left,
which closed heavily behind her. At the same
moment the Angelus sounded. Franz, startled
by this unexpected noise of the bell, turned
around and saw that all the candles were ex-
tinguished, He remained some time motionless

with surprise; then lie left the church by the
grand door which the sacristans were just open-
ing, and slowly returned home, ‘seeking to |
divine who this woman could be who was
bold, so artistie, so powerfu] 80 full of charm i
her words, and majesty in her demeanor,

To be concluded in our next.



