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‘ Stay, I will present myself to her. Go into
the honse, and we will wait without for the Pa-
drone. Nay, I need the air, my friend.” Harley,
as he said this, broke from Giacomo, and ap-
proached Violante.

The poor child, in her sohtary walk in the ob-
scurer parts of the dull garden, had escaped the
eye of Giacomo when he had gone forth to an-
swer the bell; and she, unconscious of the fears
of which she was the object, had felt something
of youthfyl curiosity at the summons at the gute,
and the sight of a stranger in close and friendly
conference with the unsocial Giacomo.

As Harley now neared her with that singular
grace of movement which belonged to him, a thrill
shot through her heart—she knew not why. She
did not recognize his likeness to the sketch taken
by her father, from his recollections of Harley’s
early youth. She did not guess who he was; and’
yet she felt herself color, and, naturally fearless
though she was, turned-away witha vague alarm.

“Pardon my want of ceremony, Signorin
said Harley, in Italian; “butIam so old a [riehd
of your father’s that I can not feel as a stranger
to yourself.”

Then Violante lifted to him her dark eyes, so
intelligent and so innocent—eyes full of surprise,
but not displeased surprise. And Harley himself
stood amazed, and almost abashed, by the rich
and marvelous beauty that beamed upon him.
“ My father's friend,” she said hesitatingly, * and
I never to have seen you!”

‘ Ah, Signorina,” said Harley (and something
of his native humor, half arch, half sad, played
round his lip), *you are mistaken there; you
have seen me before, and you received me much
roore kindly thea—""

“Signor I 'said leame, more and more sur-
prised, and with a yet richer color on her cheeks.

Harley, who had now recovered from the
first effect of her beauty, and who regarded her
as men of his years and character are apt to re-
gard ladies in their teens, as more child than
woman, suffered himself to be amused by her per-
plexity ; for it was in his nature, that the graver
and more moarnful he felt at heart, the more he
sought to give play and whim to his spirits.

¢ Indeed, Signorina,” said he demurely,  you
insisted then on placing one of those fair hands
in mine ; the other (forgive me the fidelity of my
recollecnons) was affectionately thrown around
my neck.”

“Signor!” again exclaimed Violante; but
this time there was anger in her voice as well
as surprise, and nothing could be more charm-
ing than her look of pride and resentment.

Harley smiled again, but with so much kindly
sweetness, that the anger vanished at once, or
rather Violante felt angry with herself that she
was no longer angry with him. But she had
looked so beautiful in her anger, that Harley
wished, perhaps, to see her angry again. So,
composing his lips {rom their propitiatory smile
he resumed, gravely—

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A BRACE OF BLUNDEKS BY A ROV-
ING ENGLISHMAN.

IARRIVED at Bayonne from Paris, by the
Malle-Poste, one glorious morning. How
well I remember it! 'The courier, who used to
play an important part in the economy of the old
French Malle-Poste, was the most irritable man
I ever saw. Heé quarreled with every one and
every thing on the read. I fancy that he was
liable to some slight penalty in case of reaching
Bayonne later than a given hour; but had the
penalty been breaking on the wheel, he could not
have been more anxious to drive at full speed.
Here let me note, by the way, that the pace of a
French courier, in the good old times, was the
most tremendous pace at which I have ever trav-
eled behind horses. It surpassed the helter-skel-
ter of an Irish mail. The whole economy of the
Malle-Poste was curious. No postillion ever drove
more than one stage : mortal arms could not have
continued flogging any farther. The number of
the horses was indefinite—now there were four;
presently, five, or six, or seven; four again, or
eight; all harnessed with broken bits of rope
and wonders of fragmentary tackle. The coach-
box, on which the postillion used to sit, was the
minutest iron perch to which the body of a man
could hook itself. The coach itself was britzka-
shaped, with room for two. It was in this con-
veyance that I traveled over the frightful hills
between Bordeaux and Bayonne. When we
neared any descent a mile or two long, the postil-
lion regularly tied the reins loosely to some part
of the frail box, seized the whip, and flogged,
and shouted, until down we went with a great
rush, dashing and rocking from side to side,
while my irate friend, the courier, plied a sort
of iron drag or rudder, with the enthusiastic ges-
tures of a madman. Watching my time, when,
after one of these frantic bouts, my friend sank
back exhausted, and quite hoarse with all his
roaring, I quietly offered him a bunch of grapes,
which I had bought at Tours. Their grateful
coolness made the man my friend eternally ; but
had I offered him a captain’s biscuit at that mo-
ment I could not have answered for the conse-
quences. So much depends on judgment in the
timing of a gift !

On arriving at Bayonne, the first notable thing
1 saw was a gendarme, who asked me, for my
passport. I had none. He looked grave, but I,
young in travel, pushed him aside cavalierly, and
bade my servant, who had arrived the day before,
see to my luggage. The cocked hat followed me
into the inn, but bidding it be off, I walked into
a private sitting-room, in which a bed was a
prominent article of furniture. 1 ordered for my
breakfast some broiled ham and eggs, and was
informed that I could not have ham, though i
Bayonne. I should be served with chocolate and
sugar-sticks, pump-water, and milk-bread. While
breakfast was preparing, the cocked hat arrested
me, and marched me off to the police-office.

“Your passport 1" said the Inspector.

My breakfast,” said 1.
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~ “You are under arrest,” said the Inspector.

"Then I referred to the consul, with whom I
had a sort of second-hand acquaintance, and who
offered to provide me with a passport; but his
offer was declined. I was conducted to the pre-
fét. The prefét transferred me to the Procureur
du Roi, whom I unhappily disturbed when he
was sitting down to breakfast. I apologized for
my unavoidable intrusion.

* Pray don’t mention it,” said he; ‘I take
cold fish for breakfast, and iced coffee;” so he
sat down and listened to my tale, and said that
I must be detained.

“ Impossible !” I cried. I have sent on my
money and baggage to Madrid.”

“ Many political agitators have slipped through
Bayonne,” replied the procureur. “ Write to
Lord Hervey. When a passport comes for you
from Paris you can pass the frontier; not before.”

Of course he said he was ‘“ desolated,” as he
bowed me out. I was at liberty to reside at the
hétel, under the lackeyship of two gendarmes,
who waited on me night and day. A crowd had
gathered to witness my return from the house of
the procureur, and ladies thronged the balconies.
Ramor had, in fact, created me Conde de Monte-
molin !

Henceforth, until my passport came, I was
peeped at through all manner of doors by all man-
ner of men, and encountered accidentally in pass-
ages by all manner of women ; one band hinder-
ed me from sleeping in my bed, another played
to me at dinner, and both expected payment
for their services, until the passport came, and
brought me so much degradation as enabled me
to step, uncared for, into the common diligence,
and travel on.

It has occurred to many other people to be
mistaken in some such way, and more than once
it has occurred to people to make, on their own
account, a certain blunder, which Goldsmith has
immortalized. This blunder, I, when I ought to
have known better, was incautious enough one
day to commit. . . ...

In the year one thousand eight hundred and
forty-eight, I was engaged in a tour through the
by-ways of Germany, on horseback. During this
tour I found myself, one summer morning, draw-
ing near to the small town of Maikommen, in the
Palatinate. Though the dawn had been cloud-
less, the noon threatened a storm, and already
the big drops struck on the ground. Respect
for my baggage, which consisted of two shirts,
three books, and a pair of stockings, made me
look for shelter.

The heavy drops fell faster as I cantered on
at a brisk pace, and just at the entrance of the
little town rode through a pair of broad gates into
what I took for the inn-yard. Having stabled my
hgyse in a remarkably clean stall, I ran into the
house, and got under cover, just as the first peal
of thunder rattled among the distani hills, and
the rain had begun plashing down in earnest.
A pretty child sucked its thumbs in the passage.
“ Quick, little puss,” said I, shaking the rain-
drops from my hat, “tell somebody to come to
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me!” ‘“Mamma,” the child cried, running in,
“here is a strange gentleman.”

A pleasant-looking woman, with a homely
German face, came out of an adjoining room
with the child clinging to her dress, and asked
me what I wanted !

** Some dinner,” I answered, ‘ and a bottle of
your best wine.”

* Go and tell father to come,” said the woman,
looking at me curiously. A tall, good-humored
man, of about fifty, made his appearance, and I
repeated my desire in a tone somewhat more
authoritative. He laughed, and the wife laughed,
and the child shrieked with laughter. But I had
met with many curiosities among the German
innkeepers in remote country places, and, being
willing to let these people see that, though an
Englishman, I was also good-humored, I joined
their laugh, and then asked, with a grave face,
when the table-d’héte would be served?

*“Wekeepnotable-d’hote,” replied the husband.

“Well,” I said, “but notwithstanding, you will
let me have some dinner, I suppose? I have
come a long way, and it is far to the next town.
Besides, it rains !”

* Certainly, it rains!” replied the man, with a
phlegmatic look overthe puddles in the court-yard,

At this moment a clattering of plates, a steam
of soup, and a sweet odor of fresh cucumber, at-
tracted my attention. I said immediately that I
was quite willing to dine at their table. By this
time the child had got over its fear, and was at
play with my riding-whip; a few caressing words
of mine toward the little one, had reassured its
mother. She spoke for a moment in patois with
her husband ; and then bade the servant lay an-
other knife and fork.

I rather liked my landlord’s eccentricity ; so,
tapping him upon the shoulder in a friendly way,.
I desired that he would let me have a bottle of"
his very best wine ; and by way of propitiating
him still more, I feigned to have heard a good
deal of his cellar, and requested to see it. * 0O,
very well,” he said; * follow me if you please.™

He took me down into a cellar capitally
stocked, and there we tasted a good many wines:
My landlord seemed to be in the best temper.

*“ And what,” I asked, “is the price of that
white wine in the thin long-necked bottles 1

I despair of getting its colossal name down.
upon paper, or I would try it; he gave it a great
many syllables, and said it was the choicest and
most expensive wine he had.

“Then,” said I, “that is what we will drink
to-day. I will take a bottle to myself, and yow
another; you shall drink it with me.”

“You are very kind,” he said; “but let me
recommend some other bin ; this wine you will
find is—is very heady.”

I thought that, like a thrifty host, he had soine
qualm about my means of paying for it; so I
seized, manfully, a bottle in each hand, and cry-
ing * Come along!” accompanied the host into.
the dining-room.

The wine deserved its praise ; opening our
hearts, it soon made us famous friends. I had
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been pleased with the scenery about this quiet
nook, and, being master of my time, and very
comfortable, I made up my mind and said,

“T tell yon what, my friend. I shall send for
my things from Heidelberg, and stay here for a
week or two.”

The laughter again pealed out; but my host,
who probably had seen quite enough of a guest
who insisted upon drinking his best wine, put on
a grave face. It looked like an innkeeper's face,
when he is buckling himeelf up to strike a bar-
gain. To save him trouble, I at once said that
I would pay three florins a day for myself, and
one for the accommodation of my horse.

“ He thinks we keep an inn!” the little child
screamed through her laughter. I instantly col-
lapsed.

PUBLIC EXECUTIONS IN ENGLAND.

ONE Saturday morning toward the close of
November or beginning of December, I have
1 forgotten the precise date, a letter was put into
-my hand at the office. It was from my quondam
:friend and employer the cutler editor, as whose
.agent I occasionally acted, and who charged me
with a commission to procure him certain * sorts’
‘ from the foundry and transmit them by coach, in
time for his next impression. Not choosing to
--disappoint my wife and lose my dinner, I deferred
. the visit to the foundry until after work in the
~evening ; when, upon arriving at Chiswell-street,
I found the men in the act of leaving, but was
taformed I could have the materials I wanted as
eearly a8 I chose on Monday. On Monday morn-
timg, accordingly, having risen rather earlier than
usual and breakfasted by ecandle-light, I set forth
to .execute my commission before proceeding to
'work. Crossing Blackfriars-bridge, and barely
‘noticing that there was an unusual concourse of
ifoot-passengers of the laboring and lower sorts, I
‘turnefl ap Ludgate-hill, where I found the crowd
-still igreater, less equivocally disrespectable, and
all hurrying forward at a rapid walking-pace.
Intexit upon the object I had in view, I pushed
forward-as rapidly as the rest, and turning sharp
round inte the Old Bailey, came suddenly upon a
spectacte which, of all others, was the farthest
from my:thoughts. It was the morning of an
execution. A thick damp haze filled the air, not
amounting*e an actual fog, but sufficiently dense
to confine fhe limits of vision to a few hundred
‘yards. The beams of the level sun threw an
almost. supemnatural light of a dim but fiery hue
“into the mist'which they yet had not force enough
to 'penetrate:; and there, darkly looming with
_grim and shedow-like outline against a back-
.ground of lufid vapor, rose the gallows upon
which a wretched fellow-creature was about to
"be death-strangled and dangled in expiation of the
crime of murder. In a moment the commission
T had in’hand vanished from my thoughts, and,
impélted by a fearful and morbid curiosity, I
siiffered myself to be borne by the pressure be-
thind, every moment aggravated by the arrival of
rampling multitudes to the spot, toward the ob-
ject of the general gaze. One minute afterward,

I saw that the attempt to retrace my steps would
be not only vain but dangerous; and; compelled
to make the best of what I could not now avoid,
I was pressed onward as far as the outlet of
Fleet-lane, when, contriving by main force to
get my back against the end of a stout tressle
upon which seven or eight fellows were mounted,
I managed to maintain my position until the hor-
rible ceremony was concluded. It wanted yet
full twenty minutes to eight o’clock, when I stood
fast-wedged within a few fathoms’ length of the
scaffold.  As far as the eye could pierce through
the misty glare, was one unbroken sea of human
heads and faces; the outer masses reeling, stag-
gering and driving in fitful currents against the
firm, compact and solid eentre, fixed and immov-
able as though charmed to stone by the horrible
fascination of the gibbet. Far beyond and above
all the tower of 5t. Sepulchre’s, magnified by the
morning haze, showed like a tall, transparent
cloud, from which was soon to burst the thunder-
peal of doom upon the miserable man who had
shed his brother’s blood. The subdued murmur
of the immense mob- rose and swelled like the
hollow roar of a distant but angry sea. Here
and there a tall and burly ruffian, pre-eminent
above the crowd, signaled his fellow in the dis-
tance, or bellowed a ghastly witticism upon the
coming horror across the heads of the throng.
‘Women—if women they are to be called, who,
like vultures to the carcass, flock to the spectacle
of dying agonies—of all ages but of one inde-
scribably vicious and repulsive class, had pushed,
and struggled, and fought their way to an eligible
point of view, where they awaited with masculine
impatience the close of the fearful drama of
which they formed so revolting a part. Children
of tender age, who must have taken up their
position ere the day had dawned, and before the
arrival of the masses, made an unsightly addition
to the scene. A boy of nine, borne aloft on the
shoulders of a man of sixty, who stood by my
side, expressed his uncontrollable delight at the
tragedy he was about to witness. At every
window in the houses opposite, the debtors’ door,
and indeed wherever a view of the gallows could
be obtained, parties of pleasure were assembled
for the recreation of the morning. The roofs, the
parapets, the protruding eaves of the shops, all
were populous with life ; the very lamp-posts and
projecting sign-boards were clung and clustered
over with eager beings impatient to assist in the
funeral obsequies of the victim of the law. And
now a violent surging and commotion in the
centre of the living mass gives token of a fierce
quarrel which has ripened to a fight. Shrieks,
yells, and cheers of encouragement -issue from a
hundred throats, while a crew of tall and power-
ful blackguards elbow and trample their way to
the scene of action, and the glazed hats of the
police are seen converging unerringly to the dis-
turbed spot. Then there is the flourishing of
gilded staves, the sound of sturdy blows followed
by a roar of execration, and a gory-visaged cul-
prit is dragged forth, defrauded of his expected
banquet, and consigned to a cell in the nearest



