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INTRODUCTION.

Earuy in October 1832, a travelling-carriage stopped
on the summit of that long descent where the road °
pitches from the elevated plain of Moudon in Switzerland
to the level of the lake of Geneva, immediately above
the little city of Vévey. The postilion had dismounted
to chain a wheel, and the halt enabled those he conducted
to catch a glimpse of the lovely scenery of that remarka-
ble view. )

The travellers were an American family, which had
long been wandering about Europe, and which was now
destined it knew not whither, having just traversed a
thousand miles of Gefmany in its devious course. Four
years before, the same family had halted on the same
spot, nearly on the same day of the month of October,
and for precisely the same object. It was then journey-
ing to Italy, and as its members hung over the view of
the Leman, with its accessories of Chillon, Chatelard,
Blonay, Meillerie, the peaks of Savoy, and the wild
ranges of the Alps, they had felt regret that the fairy
scene was so soon to pass away. The case was now
different, and yielding to the charm of a nature so noble
and yet so soft, within a few hours, the carriage was in
remise, a house was taken, the baggage unpacked, and
the household gods of the travellers were erected, for the
twentieth time, in a strange land.

Our American (for the family had its head) was fami-
liar with the ocean, and the sight of “wate,rlawoke old
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and pleasant recollections. He was hardly established
in Vévey as a housekeeper, before he sought a boat.
Chance brought him to a certain Jean Descloux (we give
the spelling at hazard,) with whom he soon struck up
a bargain, and they launched forth in company upon the
lake.

b This casual meeting was the commencement of an:

- agreeable and friendly intercourse. Jean Descloux,
besides being a very good boatman, was a respectable
philosopher in his way ; possessing a tolerable stock of
general information. His knowledge of America, in
particular, might be deemed a little remarkable. He
knew it was a continent, which lay west of his own
quarter of the world ; thatit had a place in it called New
Vévey ; that all thev’whites who had gone there were not
yet black, and that there were plausible hopes it might
one day be civilized. Finding Jean so enlightened on
a subject under which most of the eastern savans break
down, the American thought it well enough to prick him
closely on other matters. The worthy boatman turned
out to be a man of singularly just discrimination. He
was a reasonably-good judge of the weather ; had divers
marvels to relate concerning the doings of the lake;
thought the city very wrong for not making a pért in
the great square; always maiQtained that the wine of
St. Saphorin was very savory drinking for those who
could get no better; laughed at the idea of their being
suffient cordage in the world to reach the bottom of the,
Genfer See; was of opinion that the trout was a better
fish than the férd; spoke with singular moderation of
his ancient masters, the bourgeoisie of Berne, which,
however, he always affirmed kept singularly bad roads
in Veud, while those around its own city were the best
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in Europe, and otherwise showed himself to be a discreet
and observant man. In short, honest Jean Descloux
was a fair sample of that homebred, upright common-
sense which seems to form the instinct of the mass, and
which it is greatly the fashion to deride in those circles
inwhich mystification passes for profound thinking, bold
assumption for evidence, a simper for wit, particular
personal advantages for liberty, and in which it is deem-
ed a mortal offence against good manners.to hint that
Adam’'and Eve were the common parents of mankind.

¢« Monsieur has chosen a good time to visit Vévey,”
observed Jean Descloux, one evening, that they were
drifting in front of the town; the whole scenery resem-
bling a fairy picture rather than a portion of this much-
abused earth; it blows sometimes at this end of the
lake in a way to frighten the gulls%ut of it. We shall
see no more of the steam-boat after the last of the month.”

The American cast @ glance at the mountain, drew
upon his menmiory for sundry squalls and gales which he
_had seen himself, and thought the boatman’s figure of
speech less extravagant than it had at first seemed.

“If your lake craft were better constructed, they would

- make better weather,” he quietly observed.

Monsieur Descloux had no wish to quarrel with a
customer who employed, him every evening, and who
preferred floating with the current to being rowed with
a crooked oar. He manifested his prudence, therefore,
by making a reserved reply.

¢ No doubt, monsieur,” he said, *“that the people who
live on the sea make better vessels, and know how to
sail them more skilfully. We had a proof of that here
at Vévey,” (he pronounced the word like v-vais, agreea-
bly to the sounds of the French vowels,) ¢ last summer,

A2



vi INTRODUCTION.

which you might like to hear. An English gentleman
—they say he was a captain in the marine—had a ves-
sel built at Nice, and dragged over the mountains to our
lake. He took a run across to Meillerie one fine morn-
ing, and no duck ever skimmed along lighter or swifter !
He was not a man to take advice from a Swiss boatman,
for he had crossed the line, and seen water spouts and
whales! Well, he was on his way back in the dark, and
it came on to blow here from off the mountains, and he
stood on boldly towards our shore, heaving the lead as he
drew near the land, as if he had been beating into Spit-
head in a fog,”—Jean chuckled at the idea of sounding in-
the Leman—¢ while he flew along like a bold mariner, as
no doubt he was!”

¢ Landing, I suppose,” said the American, ¢among

the lumber in the great square
¢ Monsieur is mistaken. He broke his boat’s nose

against that wall; and the next day, a piece of her, big
enough to make a thole-pin, was not to be found. He
might as well have sounded the heavens !”

«The lake has a bottom, notwithstanding 1’ )

“Your pardon, monsieur. The lake has no bottom.
The sea may have a bottom, but we have no bottom,
here.” £

There was little use in disputing the pomt.

Monsieur Descloux then spoke of the revolutions he
had seen. He remembered the time when Vaud was a
province of Berne. His observations on this subject
were rational, and were well seasoned with wholesome-
common sense. His doctrine was simply this. «If
one man rule, he will rule for his own benefit, and that
of his parasites ; if a minority rule, we have.man}; mas-
ters instead of one,” (honest Jean had got hold here of a.

<
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cant saymg of the privileged, which he very mgemously
" converted against themselves,) “all of whom must be
fed and served; and if the majority rule, and ruled
wrongfully, why the minimum of harm is done.” - He
admitted, that the people might be deceived to their own
injury, but then, he did not think it was quite as likely
to happen, as that they should be oppressed when they
were governed without any agency of their own. On
these points, the American and the Vaudois were abso-
lutely of the same mind. :
From politics the transition to poetry was natural, for
acommon ingredient in both would seem to be fiction.
On the subject of his mountains, Monsieur Descloux was
a thorough Swiss. He expatiated on their grandeur,
their storms, their height, and their glaciers, with elo-
quence. The worthy boatman had some such opinions
.of the superiority of his own country, as all arc apt to
form who have never seen any other. He dwelt on the
glories of an Abbaye des Vignerons, too, with the gusto
of a Vévaisan, and seemed to think it would be a high
stroke of state policy, to get up a new féte of this kind as
speedily as possible. In short, the world and its interests
were pretty generally discussed between these two phi-
losophers during an intercourse that extended to a month.
Our American was not a man to let instruction of this
nature easily escape him. He lay hours at a time on
the seats of Jean Descloux’s boat, looking up at the
mountains, or watching some lazy sail on the lake, and
speculating on the wisdom of which he was so accident-
ally made the repository. His view on oné side was
limited by the glacier of Mont Vélan, a near neighbor of
the celebrated col of St. Bernard ; and on the other, his_
eye could range to the smiling fields that surround Gene-

N
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viii INTRODUCTION.

va. Within this setting is contained one of the most
magnificent pictures that Nature ever drew, and he be-
thought him of the human actions, passions, and interests
of which it might have been the scene. By a connexion
that was natural enough to the situation, he imagined a
fragment of life passed between these grand limits, and
the manner in which men could listen to the never-
wearied promptings of their impulses in the immediate
presence of the majesty of the Creator. He bethought
him of the analogies that exist between inanimate nature
anﬂ our own wayward inequalities ; of the fearful ad-
mixture of good and evil of which we are composed; of
the manner in which the best betray their submission to
the devils, and in which the worst -have gleams of that
eternal principle of right, by which they have been en-
dowed by God; of those tempests which sometimes lie
dormant in our systems, like the slumbering lake in the
calm, but which excited, equal its fary when lashed by’
the winds; of the strength of prejudices; .of the worth-
lessness and changeable character of the most cherished
of our opinions, and of that strange, incomprehensible,
and yet winning mélange of contradictions, of fallacies,
of truths, and of wrongs, which make up the sum of our
existence. )

The following pages are the result of this dreaming.
The reader is left to his own intelligence for the moral.

A respectable English writer observed :— All pages
of human life are worth réading ; the wise instruct ; the
gay divert us; the imprudent teach us what to shun;
the absurd cure the spleen.”
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CHAPTER L.

Day glimmered and I went, a gentle breeze
Ruffling the Leman lake. )
RogERrs.

THE year was in its fall, according to a poetical
expression of our own, and the morning bright, as
the fairest and swiftest bark that navigated the
Leman lay at the quay of the ancient and histori-
cal town of Geneva, ready to depart for the country
of Vaud. This vessel was called the Winkelried,
in commemoration of Arnold of that name, who
had so generously sacrificed life and hopes to the
good ofg his country, and who deservedly ranks
among the truest of those heroes of whom we have
well-authenticated legends. She had been launch-
ed at the commencement of the summer, and stiil
bore at the fore-top-mast-hcad a bunch of ever-.
greens, profusely ernamented with knots and
streamers of riband, the offerings of the patron’s
female friends, and the fancied gage of success.
The use of steam, and the presence of unemployed
seamen of various nations, in this idle season of
the warlike, are slowly leading to innovations and
improvements in the navigation of the lakes of
Italy and Switzerland, it is true; but time, even at
this hour, has done little towards changing the ha-
bits and opinions of those who ply on these inland
waters for a subsistence. The Winkelreid had the
two low, diverging masts; the attenuated and pic-

)
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10 THE HEADSMAN.

turesquely-poised latine yards; the light, triangular
sails; the sweeping and projecting gangways ;. the
receding and falling stern; the high and ‘peaked
prow, with, in general, the classical and quaint air
of those vessels that are seen in the older paintings
and engravings. A gilded ball glittered on the
summit of each mast, for no canvass was set higher
than the slender-and well-balanced yards, and it '
was above one of these that the wilted bush, with
its gay appendages, trembled and fluttered in a
fresh western wind: The hull was worthy of so
much goodly apparel, being spacious, commodious,
and, according to the wants of the navigation, of
approved mould. The freight, which was suffi-
ciently obvious, much the greatest part being -piled
on the ample deck, consisted of what our own
watermen would term an assorted cargo. It was,
however, chiefly composed of those foreign luxu-
ries, as they were then called, though use has now
rendered them nearly indispensable to domestic
economy, which were consumed, in singular mod-
eration, by the more affluent of those who dwelt
deeper among the mountains, and of the two prin-
cipal products of the dairy; the latter being des-
tined to a market in the less verdant countries of
the south. To these must be added the personal
effects of an unusual number of passengers, which
were stowed on the top of the heavier part of the
cargo, with an order and care that their value
would scarcely seem to require. The arrange-
ment, however, was necessary to the convenience
and even to the security of the bark, having been
made by the patron with a view to posting each
individual by his particular wallet, in a manner to
prevent confusion in the crowd, and to leave the
crew space and opportunity to discharge the ne-
cessary duties of the navigation.

With a vessel stowed, sails ready to drop, the

o
-



THE HEADSMAN. 11

wind fair, and the day’ drawing on apace, the
pateon of the Winkelried, who was also her owner,
felt a yery natural wish to depart. But an unlook-
ed-for obstacle had just®presented itself at the
water-gate, where the officer charged with the
duty of looking into. the characters of all who went
and came was posted, and around whom some fifty
representatives of half as many nations were now
clustered in a clamorous throng, filling the air with
a confusion of tongues that had some probable af-
finity to the noises which deranged the workmen
of Babel. Itappeared,by parts of sentences and bro-
ken remonstrances, equally addressed to the patron,
whose name was Baptiste, and to the guardian of
the Genevese laws, a rumor was rife among these
truculent travellers, that Balthazar, the headsman,
or executioner, of the powerful and aristocratical
canton of Berne, was”about to be smuggléd into
their company by the cupidity of the former, con-
trary, not only to what was due to the feelings and
rights of men of more creditable callings, but, as it
was vehemently and plausibly insisted, to the very
safety of those who were about to trust their for-
tunes to the vicissitudes of the elements. ’
Chance and the ingenuity of Baptiste had col-
lected, on this occasion, as party-colored and
heterogeneous an assemblage of human passions,
interests, dialects, wishes, and opinions, as any ad-
mirer of diversity of character could desire. There
were several small traders, some returning from
adventures in Germany and France, dand some
bound southward, with their scanty stock of wares;
a few poor scholars, bent ona literary pilgrimage
- to Rome; an artist or two, better provided with
enthusiasm than with either knowledge or taste,
journeying with poetical longings téwards skies
and tints of Italy; a troupe of streét-jugglers; who
had been turning their Neapolitan buffooriery to

CE e



12 THE HEADSMAN,

account among the duller and less sophisticated
inhabitants of Swabia; divers lacqueys out of
place; some six or eight capitalists who lived on
their wits, and a nameless herd of that set which
the French call bad  subjects;” a title that is just
now, oddly enough, disputed between the dregs of
society and a class that would fain become its ex

clusive leaders and lords.

These with some slight qualifications that it is
not yet necessary to particularise, composed that
essential requisite of all fair representation—the
majority. Those who remained were of a different
caste. Near the noisy crowd of tossing heads and
brandished arms, in and around the gate, was a
party containing the venerable and still fine figure
of a man in the travelling dress of one of superior
condition,.and who did not need the testimony of
the two or three liveried menials that stood near
his person, to give an assurance of his belonging to
the more fortunate of his fellow-creatures, as good
and evil are usually estimated in calculating the
chances of life. On his arm leaned a female, so
young, and yet so lovely, as to cause regret in all
who “observed her fading color, the sweet but
melancholy smile that occasionally lighted her mild
and pleasing features, at some of the more marked
exuberances of folly among the crowd, and a form
which, notwithstanding her lessened bloom, was
nearly perfect. If these symptoms of delicate
health, did not prevent this. fair girl from being
amused at the volubility and arguments of the dif-
ferent orators, she oftener manifested apprehension
at,finding herself thé companion of creatures so
untrained, so violent, so exacting, and so grossly
ignorant. A young man, wearing the roquelaure
and other similar appendages of a Swiss in foreign
military service, a character to excite neither ob-
servation nor comment in that age, stood at her

.
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elbow, answering the questions that from time to
time were addressed to him by the others, in a
manner to show he was an intimate acquaintance,
though there were signs about his travelling equi-
page to prove he was not exactly of their ordinary
society. Of all who were not immediately en-
gaged in the boisterous discussion at the gate, this
young soldier, who was commonly addressed by
those near him as Monsieur Sigismund, was much
the most interested in its progress. Though of
herculean frame, and evidently of unusual physical
force, he was singularly agitated. His cheek,
which had not yet lost the freshness due to the
mountain air, would, at times, become pale as
that of the wilting flower near him; while at oth-
ers, the blood rushed across his brow in a torrent -
that seemed to threaten a rupture of the starting
vessels in which it so tumultuously flowed. Unless
addressed, however, he said nothing; his distress
gradually subsiding, until it was merely betrayed
by the convulsive writhings of his fingers, which
unconsciously grasped the hilt of his sword.
The-uproar had now continued for some time ;
throats were getting sore, tongues clammy, voices
hoarse, and words incoherent, when a sudden check
was given to the useless clamor by an incident
quite in unison with the disturbance itself. Two
enormous dogs were in attendance hard by, appa-
rently awaiting the movements of their respective
masters, who were lost to view in the mass of
heads and bodies that stopped the passage of the
gate. One of these animals was covered with a
short, thick coating of hair, whose prevailing co-
lor was a dingy yellow, but whose throat and
legs, with most of the inferior parts of the body, -
were of a dull white. Nature, on the other hand,
had given a dusky, brownish, shaggy dress to his
rival, though his general hue was relieved by a few
Vor. L. B
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shades of a more decided black. As respects
weight and force of body, the difference between
the brutes was not very obvious, though perhaps it
slightly inclined in favor of the former, who in
length, if not in strength, of limb, however, had
more manifestly the advantage.

It would much exceed the intelligence we have
brought to this task to explain how far the instincts
of the dogs sympathised in the savage passions of
the human beings around them, or whether they
were conscious that their masters had espoused
opposite sides in the quarrel, and that it became
them, as faithful esquires, to tilt together by way of
supporting the honor of those they followed; but,
after measuring each other for the usual period
with the eye, they came violently together, body to
body, in the manner of their species. The collision
was fearful, and the struggle, being between two
creatures of so-great size and strength, of the
fiercest kind. 'The roar resembled that of lions,
effectually drowning the clamor of human voices.
Every tongue was mute, and each head was turn-
ed in the direction of the combatants. The trem-
bling girl recoiled with averted face, while the
young man stepped eagerly forward to protect
her, for the conflict was near the place they occu-
pied; but powerful and active as was his frame,
he- hesitated about mingling in an afiray so fero-
clous. At this critical moment, when 1t seemed
that the furious brutes were on the point of tearing
cach other in pieces, the crowd was pushed vio-
lently open, and two men burst, side by side, out of
the mass. One wore the black robes, the conical,
Asiatic-looking, tufted cap, and the white belt of an
Augustine monk, and the other had the attire of a
man addicted to the seas, without, however, being
so decidedly maritime as to leave his character a
matter that was quite beyond dispute. 'The former

»
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was fair, ruddy, with an oval, happy face, of which
internal peace and good-will to his fellows were the
principal characteristics, while the latter had the
swarthy hue, bold lineaments, and glittering eye,
of an Italian.

¢« Uberto !’ said the monk reproachfully, affect-
ing the sort of offended manner that one would be
apt to show to a more intelligent creature, willing,
but at the same time afraid, to trust his person
nearer to the furious conflict, ¢ shame on. thee, old
Uberto! Hast forgotten thy schooling—hast no
respect for thine own good name ?”

On the other hand, the Italian did not stop to
expostulate; but throwing himself with reckless
hardihood on the dogs, by dint of kicks and blows,
of which much the %eaviest portion fell on the fol-
lower of the Augustine, he succeeded in separating
the combatants.

“ Ha, Nettuno !” he exclaimed, with the severity
of one accustomed to exercise a stern and absolute
authority, so soon as this daring exploit was
achieved, and he had recovered a little of the
breath lost in the violent exertion—¢“what dost
mean? Canst find no better amusement than quar-
relling with a dog of San Bernardo! Fie upon thee,
foolish Nettuno! I am ashamed of thee, dog: thou,
that hast discreetly navigated so many seas, to
lose thy temper on a bit of fresh water I”

The -dog, which was in truth no other than a
noble animal of the well-known Newfoundland
breed, hung his head, and made signs of contrition,
by drawing nearer to his master with a tail that
swept the ground, while his late adversary quietly
seated himself with a species of monastic dignity,
looking from the speaker to his foe, as if endeavor-
ing to comprehend the rebuke which his powerful
and gallant antagonist took so meekly.

¢ Father,” said the Italian, “our dogs are both
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too useful, in their several ways, and both of too
good character to be enemies. I know Uberto
of old, for the paths of St. Bernard and 1 are no
strangers, and, if report does the animal no more
than justice, he hath not been an idle cur among
the snows.” }

«“ He hath been the instrument of saving seven
Christians from death,” answered the monk, begin--
ning again to regard his mastiff with friendly looks,
for at first there had been keen reproach and se-
vere displeagure in his manner—¢“not to speak
of the bodies that have been found by his activity,
after the vital spark had fled.”

«“ As for the latter, father, we can count little
more in favor of the dog than a good intention.
Valuing services on this scale, I might ere this
have been the holy father himself, or at least a car-
dinal; but seven lives saved, for their owners to
die quietly in their beds, and with opportunity to
make their peace with heaven, is no bad recom-
mendation for a dog. Nettuno, here, is every way
worthy to be the friend of old Uberto, for thirteen
drowning men have’l myself seen him draw from
the greedy jaws of-sharks and other monsters of
deep water. What dost thou say, father; shall
we make peace between the brutes ¥’

The Augustine expressed his readiness, as well
as his desire, to aid in an eflort so laudable, and by-
dint of commands and persuasion, the dogs, who
were predisposed to peaee from having had a mu-
tual taste of the bitterness of war, and who now
felt for each other the respect which courage and
force are apt to create, were soon on the usual
terms of animals of their kind that have no parti-
cular grounds for contention.

The guardian of the city improved the calm pro-
duced by this little incident, to regain a portion of
his lost authority. Beating back the c¢rowd with

2
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his cane, he cleared a space around the gate into
which but one of the travellers could enter at a
time, while he professed himself not only ready but
determined to proceed with his duty, without fur-
ther procrastination. Baptiste, the patron, who
beheld the precious moments wasting, and who, in
the delay, foresaw a loss of wind, which, to one of
his pursuits, was loss of money, now earnestly
pressed the travellers to comply with the necessary
forms, and to take their stations in his bark with
all convenient speed. . i
« Of what matter is it,” continued the calculat-
ing waterman, who was rather conspicuously
known for the love of thrift that is usually at-
tributed to most of the inhabitants of that region,
“whether there be one headsman or twenty in the
bark, so long as the good vessel can float and
steer? Our Leman winds are fickle friends, and
the wise take them while in the humor. Give me
the breeze at west, and I will load the Winkelried
to the water’s edge with executioners, or any other
pernicious creatures thou wilt, and thou mayest
take the lightest bark that ever swam in the bise,
and let us see who will first make the haven of
Vévey 1” .
The loudest, and in a sense that is very impor-
tant in all such discussions, the principal, speaker
in the dispute, was the leader of the Neapolitan
troupe, who, in virtue of good lungs, an agility that
had no competitor in any present, and a certain
mixture of superstition and bravado, that formed
nearly equal ingredients in his character, was a
man likely to gain great influence with those whe,
from their ignorance and habits, had an inherent
love of the marvellous, and a profound respect for
all who possessed, in acting, more audacity, and,
in believing, more credulity than themselves. The
vulgar like an excess, e\itgen if it be of folly; for, in
2
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 their eyes, the abundance of any particular quality

is very apt to be taken as the standard of its ex-.

cellence.

¢« This is well for him who receives, but it may
be death to him that pays,” cried the son of the
south, gaining not a little among his auditors by
the distinction, for the argument was sufficiently
wily, as between the buyer and the seller. ¢ Thou
wilt get thy silver for the risk, and we may get
watery graves for our, weakness. Nought but
mishaps can come of wicked company, and ac-
cursed will they be, in the evil hour, that are found
in brotherly communion with one whose trade is
hurrying Christians into eternity, before the time
that has been lent by nature is fairly up. Santa
Madre ! 1 would not be the fellow-traveller of such
a wretch, across this wild and changeable lake, for
the honor of leaping and showing my poor powers
in the presence of the Holy Father, and the whole
of the learned conclave !”

This solemn declaration, which was made with
suitable gesticulation, and an action of the counte-
nance that was well adapted to prove the speaker’s
sincerity, produced a corresponding effect on most
of the listeners, who murmured their applause in a
manner sufficiently significant to convince the
patron he was not about to dispose of the difficulty,
simply by virtue of fair words. In this dilemma,
he bethought him of a plan of overcoming the
scruples of all present, in which he was warmly
seconded by the agent of the police, and to which,
after the usual number of cavilling objections that

were generated by distrust; heated blood, and the -

obstinacy of disputation, the ‘other parties were
finally induced to give their consent. It was
agreed that the examination should no longer be
delayed, but that a species of deputation from the
crowd might take their stand within the gate,

-
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where all who passed would necessarily be subject
to théir scrutiny, and, in the event of their vigi-
lance detecting the abhorred and proscribed Bal-
thazar, that the patron should return his money to
the headsman, and preclude him from forming one
of a party that was so scrupulous of its associa-
tion, and, apparently, with so little reason. The
Neapolitan, whose name was Pippo; one of the
indigent scholars, for a century since learning was
rather the auxiliary than the foe of superstition;
and a certain Nicklaus Wagner, a fat Bernese,.
who was the owner of most of the cheeses in the
bark, were the chosen of the multitude on this oc-
casion. The first owed his election to his vehe-
mence and volubility, qualities that the ignoble
vulgar are very apt to mistake for conviction and
knowledge ; the second to his silence and a de-
mureness of air which pass with another class for
" the stillness of deep water ; and the last to his sub-
stance, as a man of known wealth, an advantage
which, in spite of all that alarmists predict on one
side and enthusiasts affirm on the other, will al-
ways carry greater weight with those who are
less fortunate in this respect, than is either reason-
able or morally healthful, provided it is not abused
by arrogance or by the assumption of very extrav-
agant and oppressive privileges. As a matter of*
course, these deputed guardians of the common
rights were first obliged to submit their own pa-
pers to the eye of the Genevese.*

* As we have so often alluded to this examination, it may
be well to explain, that the present system of gend’armerie and
passports did not then prevail in Europe; taking their rise
nearly a century later than that in which the events of this
tale had place. But Geneva was a small and exposed state,
and the regulation to which there is reference here, was one
of the provisions which were resorted to, from time to time,
in order to protect those liberties and that independence, of
which its citizens were so unceasingly and so wisely jealous.
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The Neapolitan, than whom an archer knave,
or one that had committed more petty wrongs, did
not present himself that day at the water-gate, was
regularly fortified by every precaution-that the
long experience of a vagabond could suggest, and
he was permitted to pass forthwith. The poor
Westphalian student presented an instrument fairly
written out in scholastic Latin, and escaped further
trouble by the vanity of the unlettered agent of the
police, who hastily affirmed it was a pleasure to
encounter documents so perfectly in form. But
the Bernese was about to take his station by the
side of the other two, appearing to think inquiry,
in his case, unnecessary. While moving through
the passage in stately silence, Nicklaus Wagner
was occupied in securing the strings of a well-
filled purse, which he had just lightened of a small
copper coin, to reward the varlet of the hostelry
in which he had passed the night, and who had
been obliged to follow him to the port to obtain
even this scanty boon; and the Genevese was fain
to believe that, in the urgency of this important
concern, he had overlooked those forms which all
were, just then, obliged to respect, on quitting the
town.

“Thou hast a name and character 7’ observed
the latter, with official brevity.

“God help thee, friend —I did not think Gene-
va had been so particular with a Swiss ;—and a
Swiss who is so favorably known on the Aar, and
indeed over the whole of the great canton! I am
Nicklaus Wagner, a name of little' account, per-
haps, but which is well esteemed among men of
substance, and which has’a right even to the Biir-
gerschaft—Nicklaus Wagner of Berne—thou wilt
scarce need more 1” ,

“ Naught but proof of its truth. Thou wilt re-
member this is Geneva; the laws of a small and

~
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exposed state need be particular in affairs of this
nature.” .

“I never questioned thy state being Geneva; I
only wonder thou shouldst doubt rhy being Nick-
laus Wagner! I can journey the darkest night that
ever threw a shadow from the mountains, any-
where between the Jura and the Oberland, and'
none shall say my word is to be disputed. Look -
’ee, there is the patron, Baptiste, who will tell thee,
that if he were to land the freight which is shipped
in my name, his bark would float greatly the
lighter.”

All this time Nicklaus was nothing loth to show
his papers, which were quite in rule. He even
held them, with a thumb and finger separating the
folds, ready to be presented to his questioner. The
hesitation came from a feeling of wounded vanity,
which would gladly show that one of his local im-
portance and known substance was to be exempt
from the exactions required from men of smaller
means. The officer, who had great practice in
this species of collision with his fellow-creatures,
understood the character with which he had to
deal, and, seeing no good reason for refusing to
gratify a feeling which was innocent, though suf-
ficiently silly, he yielded to the Bernese pride.

“Thou canst proceed,” he said, turning the in-
dulgence to account, with a ready knowledge of
his duty; “and when thou gettest again among
thy burghers, do us of Geneva the grace to say,
we treat our allies fairly.” B

] thought thy question hasty!” exclaimed the
wealthy peasant, swelling like one who gets jus-
tice, though tardily. “Now let us to this knotty
affair of the headsman.” . '

Taking his place with the Neapolitan and the
Westphalian, Nicklaus assumed the grave air of
a judge, and an austerity of manner which-proved
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that he entered on his duty with a firm resolution
to do justice.

¢ Thou art well known here, pilgrim,” observed
the officer, with some severity of tone, to the next
that came to the gate. .

« St. Francis to speed, master, it were else
wonderful ! I should be so, for the seasons scarce

" come and go more regularly.”

“ There must be a sore conscience somewhere,
that Rome and thou should need each other so
often 1

The pilgrim, who was enveloped in a tattered
coat, sprinkled ~with cockle-shells, who wore his
beard, and was altogether a disgusting picture
of human depravity, rendered still more revolting
by an ill-concealed hypocrisy, laughed openly
and recklessly at the remark.

“Thou art a follower of Calvin, master,” he
replied, ¢ or thou would’st not have said this. My
own failings give me little trouble. I am engaged
by certain, parishes of Germany to take upon my
poor person their physical pains, and it is not easy
to name another that hath done as many messages
of this kind as myself, with better proofs of fideli-
ty. If thou hast any little offering to make, thou
shalt see fair papers to prove what I say ;—papers
that would pass at St. Peter’s itself!”

The officer perceived that he had to do with one
of those unequivocal hypocrites—if suchaword can .
properly be applied to him who scarcely thought
deception necessary—who then made a traffic of
expiations of this nature; a pursuit that was com-
mon enough at the close of the seventeenth and in
the commencement of the eighteenth centuries, and
which has not even yet entirely disappeared from
Europe. He threw the pass with unconcealed
aversion towards the profligate, who, recovering
his document, assumed unasked his station by the

»
-
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side of the three who had been selected to decide
on the fitness of those who were to be allowed to
embark. - i

“Go to!” cried the officer, as he permitted this-
ebullition of disgust to escape himj; “thou hast
well said that we are followers of Calvin. Geneva
has little in common with her of the scarlet man-
tle, and thou wilt do well to remember this, in thy
next pilgrimage, lest the beadle make acquaintance
with thy back.—Hold! who art thou?”

“ A heretic, hopelessly damned by anticipation,
if that of yonder travelling prayer-monger be
the true faith ;”” answered one who was pressing
past, with a quiet assurance that had near carried
its point without incurring the risks of the usual
investigation into his name and character. It was
the owner of Nettuno, whose aquatic air and per-
fect self-possession now caused the officer to doubt
whether he had not stopped a waterman of the
lake—a class privileged to come and go at will.

“ Thou knowest our usages,” said the half-satis-
fied Genevese.

“] were a fool else! Even the ass that often
travels the same path comes in time to tell its
turns and windings. Art not satisfied with touch-
ing the pride of the worthy Nicklaus Wagner, by
putting the well-warmed burgher to his proofs, but
thou would’st e’en question me! Come hither,
Nettuno ; thou shalt answer for both, being a dog
of discretion. We are no go-betweens of heaven
and earth, thou knowest, but creatures that come
part of the water and part of the land !”

The Italian spoke loud and confidently, and in
the manner of one who addressed himself more to
the humors of those near than to the understand-
ing of the Genevese. He laughed, and looked
about him in a manner to extract an echo from
the crowd, though not one among them all could
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Erobably have given a sufficient reason why he
ad so readily taken part with the stranger against

the 4uthorities of the town, unless it might have

been from the instinct of opposition to the law.

“ Thou hast a name ?” continued the half-yield-
ing, half-doubting guardian of the port.

“ Dost take me to be warse off than the bark of
Baptiste, there? 1 have papers, too, if thou wilt that
I go to the vessel in order to seek them. Thisdog
is Nettuno, a brute from a far country,” where
brutes swim like fishes, and my name is° Maso,
though wicked-minded men call me oftener Il
Maledetto than by any other title.”” -

- "All in the throng, who understood the signiﬁéa-

tion of what the Italian said, laughed aloud, and
apparently with great glee, for, to the grossly
vulgar, extreme audacity has an irresistible charm.
The officer felt that the merriment was against
him, though he scarce knew why ; and ignorant
of the language in which the other had given his
extraordinary appellation, he yielded to the conta-
gion, and laughed with the others, like one who
understood the joke to the bottom. The Italian
profited by this advantage, nodded familiarly with
a good-natured and knowing smile, and proceeded.
Whistling the dog to his side, he walked leisurely
to the bark, into which he was the first that en-
tered, always preserving the deliberation and calm
of a man who felt himself privileged, and safe from
farther molestation. This cool audacity effected

* its purpose, though one long and closely hunted

by the law evaded the authorities of the town,
when this singular being took his seat by the little
package which contained his scanty wardrobe.
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P CHAPTERIL - =~ -

My nobiel liege ! all my request
Ys for a nobile knyghte, -
‘Who, tho’ mayhap he has done wronge,

3

Hee thoughte ytt stylle was righte. .
_ . CHATTERTON.

WhaiLE this impudent evasion of vigilance was
successfully practised by so old an offender, the
trio of sentinels, with their volunteer assistant the
pilgrim, manifested the greatest anxiety to-prevent
the contamination of admitting the highest execu-
tioner of the law to form one of the strangely as-
" sorted company. No sooner did the Gencvese
permit a traveller to pass, than they commenced
their private and particular examination, which
was sufticiently fierce, for more than once had they
threatened to turn back the trembling, ignorant
applicant on mere suspicion. The cunning Bap-
tiste lent himself to their feelings with the skill of
a demagogue, affecting a zeal equal to their own,
while, at the same time, he took care most to ex-
cite their suspicions where there was the smallest
danger of their being rewarded with success.
Through this fiery ordeal one passed after another,
until most of the nameless vagabonds had been
found innocent, and the throng around the gate
was so far lessened as to allow a freer circulation
in the thoroughfare. The opening permitted the
venerable noble, who has already been presented
to the reader, to.advance to the gate, accompanied
by the female, and closely followed by the menials.
The servitor of the police saluted the stranger
with deference, for his calm exterior and imposing
presence were in singular contrast with the noisy

Vou. I. -~ C
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declamation and rude deportment of the rabble
that had preceded.

“I am Melchior de Willading, of Berne,” said
the traveller, quietly offering the proofs of what
he said, with the ease of one sure of his impu-
nity; “this is my child—my only child,” the old
man repeated the latter words “with melancholy
emphasis, “and these, that wear my livery, are
old and faijthful followers of my house. We go
by the St. Bernard, to change the ruder side of
our Alps for that which is more grateful to the
weak—to see if there be a sun in Italy that hath
warmth enough to revive this drooping flower,
,and to cause it once more to raise its head joy-
ously, as until lately, it did ever in its native halls.”

The officer smiled and repeated his reverences,
always declining to receive the offered papers;
for the aged father indulged the overflowing of
his feelings in a manner that would have awakened
even duller sympathies.

¢ The lady has youth and a tender parent of her
side,” he said ; * these are much when health fails
us.” ’

« She is indeed too young to sink so early!”
returned the father, who had apparently forgotten
his immediate business, and was gazing with a
tearful eye at the faded but still eminently attrac-
tive features of the young female, who rewarded
hjs‘solicitude with a look of love; ¢ but thou hast
not seen I am the man I represent myself to be.”
«+ ¢ It is not necessary, noble baron; the city knows
of your presence, and I have it, in especial charge,
to do all that may be grateful to render the pas-
sage through Geneva, of one so honored among
our allies, agreeable to his recollections.”

“Thy city’s courtesy is of known repute,” said
the Baron de Willading, replacing his papers in
their usual envelope, and receiving the grace like
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one accustomed to honors of this sort :— art thou
a father?” . »

« Heaven has not been niggardly of gifts of this
nature: my table feeds eleven, besides those who
gave them being.”

« Eleven —The will of God is a fearful mys-
tery! And this thou seest is the sole hope of my
line ;—the only heir that is left to the name and
lands of Willading! Art thou at ease in thy con-
dition ?”

« There are those in our town who are less so,
with many thanks for the friendliness of the ques-
tion.”

A slight color suffused the face of Adelheid de
Willading, for so was the daughter of the Bernese
called, and she advanced a step nearer to the
officer.

¢ They who have so few at their own board,
need think of those who have so many,” she said,

dropping a piece of gold into the hand of the Gen-’

evese: then she added, in a voice scarce louder
“than a whisper—«If the young and innocent of
thy household can offer a prayer in the behalf of
“a poor girl who has much need of aid, ’twill be
remembered of God, and it may serve to lighten
the grief of one who has the dread of being child-
less.”
"4 God bless thee, lady "’ said the officer, little
used to deal with such spirits, and touched by the
mild resignation and piety of the speaker, whose
simple but winning manner moved him nearly to

w

tears; “ all of my family, old as well as young, "

shall bethink them of thee and thine.”

Adelheid’s cheek resumed its paléngss, and she
quietly accompanied her father, as he slowly pro-
ceeded towards the bark. A scene of this nature
did not fail to shake the pertinacity of those who
stood at watch near the gate. Of course they had



28 “THE HEADSMAN. -

nothing to say to any of the rank of Melchior de
Willading, who went into the bark without a ques-
tion. The influence of beauty and station united
to so much simple grace as that shown by the fair
actor in the little incident we have just related,
was much too strong for the ill-trained feelings of
the Neapolitan and his companions. They not only
let all the menials pass unquestioned also, but it
was some little time before their vigilance resumed
its former truculence. The two or three travel-
lers that succeeded had the benefit of this fortu- .
nate change of disposition. '

The next who came to the gate was the young
soldier, whom the Baron de Willading had so of-
ten addressed as Monsieur Sigismund. His papers
were regular, and no obstacle was offered to his
departure. It may be doubted how far this young
man would have been disposed to submit to these
extra-official inquiries of the three deputies of the
crowd, had there been a desire to urge them, for
he went towards the quay, with an eye that ex-
pressed any other sensation than that of amity or”
compliance. Respect, or a more equivocal feel-
ing, proved his protection; for none but the pil-
grim, who displayed ultra-zeal in the pursuit of
his object, ventured so far as to hazard even a
smothered remark as he passed.

¢« There goes an arm and a sword that might
well shorten a Christian’s days,”’ said the dissolute
and shameless dealer in the church’s abuses, ¢ and
yet no one asks his name or calling "’

¢« Thou hadst better put the question thyself,”
returned the sneering Pippo, ¢since peniterice is
thy trade. For myself, I am content with whirl-
ing round at my own bidding, without taking a
hint from that young giant’s arm.”

The poor scholar and the burgher of Berne ap-
peared to acquiesce in this opinion, and no more
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was said in the matter. In the mean while there
was another at the gate. The new applicant had
little in his exterior to renew the vigilance of the
superstitious trio. A quiet, meek-looking man,
seemingly of a middle candition in life, and of an
air altogether calm and unpretending, had sub-
mitted his passport to the faithful guardian of the
city. The latter read the document, cast a quick
. and inquiring glance at its owner, and returned
the paper in a way to show haste, and a desire to
be rid of him.

“Tt is well,” he said; ¢ thou canst go thy way.”

“ How now!” cried the Neapolitan, to whom
buffoonery was a congenial employment, as much
by natural disposition as by practice; ¢ How now!
—have we Balthazar at last, in this bloody-minded
and fierce-looking traveller 7’ As the speaker had
expected, this sally was rewarded by a general
laugh, and he was accordingly encouraged to pro-
ceed. “Thou knowest our office, friend,” added
the unfeeling mountebank, ¢ and must show us th
hands. None pass who bear the stain of blood!”

The traveller appeared staggered, for he was
plainly a man of retired and peaceable habits, who
had been thrown, by the chances of the road, in
contact with one only too practised in this un-
feeling species of wit. He showed his open palm,
however, with a direct and confiding simplicity,
that drew a shout of merriment from all the by-
standers.

“This will not do;.soap, and ashes, and the tears
of victims, may have washed out the marks of
his work from Balthazar himself. The spots we

seek are on the soul, man, and we must look into’

that, ere thou art permitted to make one in this
goodly company.”
“Thou didst not question yonder young soldier

thus,”” returned the stranger, whose eye kindled, |
c2
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as even the meek repel unprovoked outrage, though
his frame trembled violently at being subject to
open insults from men so rude and unprincipled ;
‘thou didst not dare to question yonder young sol-
dier thus !”

“ By the prayers of San Gennaro! which are
known to stop running and melted lava, I would
rather thou should’st undertake that office than I.
Yonder young soldier is an honorable decapitator,
and it is a pleasure to be his companion on a jour-
ney; for, no doubt, some six or eight of the saints
are speaking in his behalf daily. But he we seek
is the outcast of all, good or bad, whether in hea-
ven or on earth, or in that other hot abode to which
he will surely be sent when his time shall come.”

“And yet he does no more than execute the
law?”?

“ What is law to opinion, friend? But go thy
way; none suspect thec to be the redoubtable ene-
my of our heads. Go thy way, for Heaven’s sake,
and mutter thy prayers to be delivered from Bal-
thazar’s axe.”

The countenance of ‘the stranger worked, as if
he would have answered ; then suddenly changing
his purpose, he passed on, and instantly disappeared
in the bark. The monk of St. Bernard came next.
Both the Augustine and his dog were old acquain-
tances of the officer, who did not require any evi-
dence of his character or errand from the former.

“We are the protectors of life and not its foes,”
observed the monk, as, leaving the more regular
watchman of the place, he drew near to those
whose claims to the office would have admitted of
dispute: “we live among the snows, that Christians
may not die without the church’s comfort.”

“Honor, holy Augustine, to thee and thy office ”
said the Neapolitan, who, reckless and abandoned
as he was, possessed that instinct of respect for

#
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those who deny their natures for the good of others,
which is common to all, however tainted by cu-
pidity themselves. * Thou and thy dog, old Uberto,
can freely pass, with our best good wishes for

. both.”

There no longer remained any to examine, and,
after a short consultation among the more super-
stitious of the travellers, they came to the very
natural opinion that, intimidated by their just remon-
strances, the offensive headsman had shrunk, un-
perceived, from the crowd, and that they were at
length happily relieved from his presence. The
annunciation of the welcome .tidings drew much
self-felicitation from the different members of the
motley company, and all eagerly embarked, for
Baptiste now loudly and vehemently declared that
a single moment of further delay was entirely out
of the question.

«Of what are you thinking, men!” he exclaim-
ed with well-acted heat; “are the Leman winds
liveried lackeys, to come and go as may suit your
fancies; now to blow west, and now east, as shall
be most wanted, to help you on your journeys?
Take example of the noble Melchior de Willading,
who has long been in his place, and pray thé saints,
if you will, in your several fashions, that this fair
western wind do not quit us in punishment of our
neglect.” ,

“Yonder come others, in haste, to be of the
party ! ” interrupted the cunning Italian; “loosen
thy fasts quickly, Master Baptiste, or, by San Gen-
naro! we shall still be detained!” ‘

The Patron suddenly checked himself, and hur-
ried back to the gate, in order to ascertain what
he might expect from this unlooked-for turn of for-
tune.

Two travellers, in the attire of men familiar
with the road, accompanied by a menial, and fol-
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lowed by a porter staggering under the burthen of

.their luggage, were fast approaching the water-
gate, as if conscious the least delay might cause
their being left. This party was led by one con-
siderably past the meridian of life, and who evi-
dently was enabled to maintain his post more by
the deference of his companions than by his physi-
cal force. A cloak was thrown across one arm,
while in the hand of the other he carried the rapier,
which all of gentle blood then considered a neces-
sary appendage of their rank. .

“You were near losing the last bark that sails
for the Abbaye des Vignerons, Signori,” said the
Genevese, recognizing the country of the strangers
at a glance, «if, as I judge from your direction
and haste, these festivities are in your minds.”

“Such is our aim,” returned the elder of the
travellers, “and, as thou sayest, we are, of a cer-
tainty, tardy. A hasty departure and bad roads
have been the cause—but as, happily, we are yet
in time to profit by this bark, wilt do us the favor
to look into our authority to pass?”

The officer perused the offered document with
the customary care, turning it from side to side,
as if all were not right, though in a way to show
that he regretted the informality.

“ Signore, your pass is quite in rule as touches

Savoy and the country of Nice, but it wants the.

city’s forms.”

By San Francesco! more’s the pity. We are
honest gentlemen of Genoa, hurrying to witness
the revels at Vévey, of which rumor gives an
enticing report,-and our sole desire is to come and
go peaceably. As thou seest, we are late; for

hearing at the post, on alighting, that a bark was' ..
about to spread its sails for the other extremity of

the lake, we had no time to consult all the observ-
ances that thy city’s rules may deem necessary.

.

-
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So many turn their faces the same way, to witness
these ancient games, that we had not thought our
quick passage through the town of sufficient im-
portance to give thy authorities the trouble to look
into our proofs.”

“ Therein, Signore, you have judged amiss. It
is my sworn duty to stay all who want the repub-
lic’s permission to proceed.”

¢ This is unfortunate, to say no more. Art thou

the patron of the bark, friend 1”

* “And her owner, Signore,” answered Baptiste.
who listened to the discourse with longings equal

-to his doubts. “1I should be a great deal too happy
to count such honorable travellers among my
passengers.”

“Thou wilt then delay thy departure until this
gentleman shall see the authorities of the town,
and obtain the required permission to quitit? Thy
compliance shall not go unrewarded.”

As the Genoese concluded, he dropped into a
palm that was well practised in bribes a sequin of
the celebrated republic of which he was a citizen.
Baptiste had long cultivated an aptitude to suffer
himself to be influenced by gold, and it was with
unfeigned reluctance that he admitted the necessity
of refusing, in this instance, to profit by his own
good dispositions. Still retaining the money, how-
ever, for he did not well know how to overcome
his reluctance to part with it, he answered in a
manner sufficiently embarrassed, to show the other
that he had at least gained a material advantage
by his Liberality.r =~ .

« His Excellency knows not what he asks,” said
the patron, fumbling the coin between 2 finger and
thumb ; « our Genevese citizens love to keep house
till the sun is up, lest they should break their necks
by walking about the uneven streets in the dark, and
it will be two long hours before a single bureau will

4
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open its windows in the town. Besides, your man
of the police is not like us of the lake, happy to get
a morse] when the weather and occasion permit;
but he is a regular feeder, that must have his grapes
and his wine before he will use his wits for the -
benefit of his employers. The Winkelried would
weary of doing nothing, with this fresh western
breeze humming between her masts, while the poor
gentleman was swearing before the town-house
gate at the laziness of the officers. I know the .
rogues better than your Excellency, and would ad-
vise some other expedient.” "+

Baptiste looked, with a certain expression, at the
guardian of the water-gate, and in a manner to
make his meaning sufficiently clear to the travel-
lers. The latter studied the countenance of the
Genevese a moment, and, better practised than the
patron, or a more enlightened judge of character,
he fortunately refused to commit himself by offer-
ing to purchase the officer’s good-will. If there
are too many who love to be tempted to forget
their trusts, by a well-uranaged venality, there are a
few who find a greater satisfaction in being thought
beyond its influence. The watchman of the gate
happened to be one of the latter class, and, by one
of the many unaccountable workings of human feel-
ing, the very vanity which had induced him to suf-
fer Il Maledetto to go through unquestioned, rather
than expose his own ignorance, now led him to
wish he might make some return for the stranger’s -
good opinion of his honesty.

“Will you let me look again at the pass, Sig-
nore?” asked the Genevese, as if he thought a suf-
ficient legal warranty for that which he now strong-
ly desired to do might yet be found in the instru-
ment itself.

The inquiry was useless, unlessf'it'was to show
that the elder Genoese was called the Signor Gri-

v -
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maldi and that his companion went by the name of
Marcelli. Shaking his head he returned the paper
in the manner of a disappointed man.

“Thou canst not have read half of what the pa-
per contains,” said Baptiste peevishly ; “your read-
ing and writing are not such easy matters, that a
squint of the eye is all-sufficient. Look at it again,
and thou mayest yet find all in rule. It is unrea-
sonable to suppose Signori of their rank would
journey like vagabonds, with papers to be sus-
pected.” :

“ Nothing is wanting but our city signatures,
without which my duty will let none go by, that
are truly travellers.”

“ This comes, Signore, of the accursed art of
writing, which is much pushed and greatly abused
of late. I have heard the aged watermen of the
Leman praise the good old time, when boxes and
bales went and came, and no ink touched paper
between him that sent and him that carried; and
yet it has now reached the pass that a christian
may not transport himself on his own legs without
calling on the scriveners for permission!”

“We lose the moments in words, when it were
far better to be doing,” returned the Signore Gri-
maldi. “The pass is luckily in the language of the
country, and needs but a glance to get the appro-
val of the authorities. Thou wilt‘go well to say
thou canst remain the time necessary to see this
little done.” .

“ Were your excellency to offer me the Doge’s
crown as a bribe, this could not be. Our Leman
winds will not wait for king or noble, bishop or
priest, and duty to those I have in the bark com-
mands me to quit the port as soon as possible.”

“Thou art truly well charged with living freight
already,” said the Genoese, regarding the deeply
loaded bark with a half-distrustful eye. “I hope

« [
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thou hast not overdone thy vessel’s powers in re-
ceiving-so many ?”

«“I could gladly reduce the number a little, ex-
cellent Signore, for all that you see piled among
the boxes and tubs are no better than so many
knaves, fit only to give trouble:and raise questions
touching the embarkation of those who are willing
to pay better than themselves. The noble Swiss,
whom you see seated near the stern, with his daugh-
ter and people, the worthy Melchior de Willading,
%ives a more liberal reward for his passage to

évey than all those nameless rogues together.”

The Genoese' made a hasty movement towards
the patron, with an earnestness of eye and air that
betrayed a sudden and singular interest in what he
heard.

“Did’st thou say de Willading 7’ he exclaimed,
eager as one of much fewer years would have been
at the unexpected announcement of some pleasur-
able event. ¢ Melchior, too, of that honorable
name 7"’

“«Signore, the same. None other bears the title
now, for the old line, they say, is drawing to an
end. I remember this same baron, when he was
as ready to launch his boat into a troubled lake, as
any in Switzerland—" .

“ Fortune hath truly favored me, good Marcelli!”
interrupted the other, grasping the hand of his com-
panion, with strong feeling. #¢ Go thou to the bark,
master patron, and advise thy passenger that—
what shall-we say to Melchior? ‘Shall we tell
him at once, who waits him here, or shall we prac-
tise a little on his failing memory? By San Fran-
cesco! we will do this, Enrico, that we may try
his powers! ’*Twill be pleasant to see him won-
der and guess—my life on it, however, that he
knows me at a glance. T am truly little changed,
for one that hath seen so much.”
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The Signor Marcelli lowered his eyes respect-
fully at this opinion of his friend, but he did not
see fit to discourage a belief which was merely a
sudden ebullition, produced by the recollection of
younger days. Baptiste was instantly dispatched
with a request that the baron would do a stranger
of rank the favor to come to the water-gate.

«Tell him ’tis a traveller disappointed in the
wish to be of his company,” repeated the Geno-
ese. That will suffice. I know him courteous,
and he is not my Melchior, honest Marcelli, if he
delay an instant :—thou seest! he is already quit-

.ting the bark, for never did I know him refuse an
act of friendliness—dear, dear Melchior—thou
art the same at seventy as thou wast at thirty |”?

Here the agitation of the Genoese got the better
of him, and he walked aside, under a sense of
shame, lest he might betray unmanly weakness.
In the mean time, the Baron de Willading ad-
vanced from the water-side, without suspecting
that his presence was required for more than an
act of simple courtesy.

“« Baptiste tells me that gentlemen of Genoa are
here, who are desirous of hastening to the games
of Vévey,” said the latter, raising his beaver,
‘“and that my presence may be of use in obtain-
ing the pleasure of their company.”

“I will not unmask till we are fairly and de-
cently embarked, Enrico,” whispered the Signor
Grimaldi; “nay—by the mass! not till we are
fairly disembarked! The laugh against him will
never be forgotten. Signore,” addressing the
Bernese with affected composure, endeavoring to

* assume theé manner of a stranger, though his voice
‘trembled with eagerness at each syllable, « we are
indeed of Genoa, and most anxious to be of the
party in your bark—but—he little suspects who
speaks to him, Marcelli '—but, Signore, there has
Vor. L.
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been some small oversight touching the city sig-
natures, and we have need of friendly assistance,
either to pass the gate, or to detain the bark until
the forms of the place shall have been respected.”

« Signore, the city of Geneva hath need to be
watchful, for it is an exposed and weak state, and
I have little hope that my influence can cause this
trusty watchman to dispense with his duty.
Touching the bark, a small gratuity will do much
with honest Baptiste, should there not be a ques-
tion of the stability of the breeze, in which case
he might be somewhat of a loser.”

“You say the truth, noble Melchior,” put in the
patron; “were the wind ahead, or were it two
hours earlier in the morning, the little delay should
not cost the strangers a batz—that is to say,
nothing unreasonable; but as it is, I have not
twenty minutes more to lose, even were all the
city magistrates cldaking to be-of the party, in
their proper and worshipful persons.”

«I greatly regret, Signore, it should be so,”
resumed the baron, turning to the applicant with
the consideration of one accustomed to season his
refusals by a gracious manner; “but these water-
men have their secret signs, by which, it would
seem, they know the latest moment they may with
prudence delay.”

“ By the mass! Marcelli, I'will try him a little—
I should have known him in a carnival dress.
Signor Barone, we are but poor Italian gentlemen,
it 1s true, of Genoa. You have heard of our re-
public, beyond question—the poor state of Genoa?”

¢ Though of no great pretensions to letters, Sig-
nore,” answered Melchior, smiling, “I am not
quite ignorant that such a state exists. You could
not have named a city on the shores of your Medi-
terranean that would sooner warm my heart than
this very town of which you speak. Many of
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my happiest hours were passed within its walls,

and often, even at this late day, do I live over-

again my life to recall the pleasures of that merry
period. Were there leisure, I could repeat a list
of honorable and much esteemed names that are
familiar to your ears, in proof of what I say.”

¢« Name them, Signor Barone;—for the love of
the saints, and the blessed virgin, name them, I
beseech you!” ’

‘A little amazed at the eagerness of the other,
Melchior de Willading earnestly regarded his fur-
rowed face; and, for an instant, an expression

‘like incertitude crossed his own features.

-« Nothing would be easier, Signore, than to
name many. The first in my memory, as he has
always been the first in my love, is Gaetano Gri-
maldi, of whom, I doubt not, both of you have
often heard 7 -

““ We have, we have! That is—yes, I think we
may say, Marcelli, that we have often heard of
him, and not unfavorably. Well, what of this
Grimaldi 7

« Signore, the desire to converse of your noble
townsman is natural, but were I to yield to my
wishes to speak of Gaetano, I fear the honest
Baptiste might have reason to complain.”

“To the devil with Baptiste and his bark ! Mel-
chior,—my good Melchior '—dearest, dearest Mel-
chior! hast thou indeed forgotten me 1”

Here the Genoese opened wide his arms, and
stood ready to receive the embrace of his friend.
The Baron de Willading was troubled, but he was
still so far from suspecting the real fact, that he
could not have easily told thereason why. Hegazed
wistfully at-the working features of the fine old
man who stood before him, and though memory
secemed to flit around the truth, it was in gleams
so transient as completely to baffle his wishes. -

?

\
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¢ Dost thou deny me, de Willading —dost thou
refuse to own the friend of thy youth—the com-
panion of thy pleasures—the sharer of thy sor-
rows—thy comrade in the wars—nay, more—thy
confidant in a dearer tie 1’

¢ None but Gaetano Grimaldi himself can claim
these titles I’ burst from the lips of the trembling
- baron. )

“ Am I aught else 7—am I not this Gaetano ?—
that Gaetano—thy Gaetano,—old and very dear
friend 7 :

““Thou Gaetano!” exclaimed the Bernois, re-
coiling a step, instead of advancing to meet the
eager embrace of the Genoese, whose impetuous
feelings were little cooled by time—¢ thou, the
gallant, active, daring, blooming Grimaldi! Sig-
nore, you trifle with an old man’s affections.”

¢ By the holy mass, I-do not deceive thee! Ha,
Mareelli, he is slow to believe as ever, but fast and
certain as the vow of a churchman when con-
vinced. If we are to distrust each other for a few
wrinkles, thou wilt find objections rising against
thine own identity as well as against mine, friend
Melchior. I am none other than Gaetano—the
Gaetano of thy youth—the friend thou hast not
seen these many long and weary years.” '

Recognition was slow in making its way in the
mind of the Bernese. Lineament after lineament,
however, became successively known to him, and
most of all, the voice served to awaken long dor-
mant recollections. But, as heavy natures are
said to have the least self-command when fairly
excited, so did the baron betray the most ungov-
ernable emotion of the two, when conviction came

at last to confirm the words of his friend. He

threw himself on the neck of the Genoese, and the
old man wept in a manner that caused him to

)
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withdraw aside, in order to conceal the tears
which had so suddenly and profusely broken from
fountains that he had long thought nearly dried.

CHAPTER III.

\

Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen
That, that this knight and I have seen!
King Henry IV.

. Tae calculating patron of the Winkelried had
patiently watched the progress of the foregoing
scene with great inward satisfaction, but now that
the strangers seemed to be assured of support
powerful as that of Melchior de Willading, he was
disposed to turn it to account without farther de-
lay. The old men were still standing with their
hands grasping each other, after another warm
and still closer embrace, and with tears rolling
down the furrowed face of each, when Baptiste

advanced to put in his raven-like remonstrance.
¢« Noble gentlemen,” he said, ¢ if the felicitations
of one humble as 1 can add to the pleasure of
this happy meeting, I beg you to accept them; but
the wind has no heart for friendships nor any
-thought for the gains or losses of us watermen. I
feel it my duty, as patron of the bark, to recall to
your honors that many poor travellers, far from
their homes and pining families, are waiting our
leisure, not to speak of foot-sore pilgrims and other
worthy adventurers, who are impatient in their
hearts, though respect for their superiors keeps
them tongue-tied, while we are losing the best of

the breeze.” o
“By San Francesco ! the varlet is right;” said
the Genoese, hurriedly erasing the marks of his
9 .
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recent weakness from his cheeks. ¢ We are for-
getful of all these worthy people while joy at our
meeting is so strong, and it is time that we thought

of others. Canst thou aid me in dispensing with

the city’s signatures 1

The Baron de Willading. paused ; for well-dis-
posed at first to assist any gentlemen who found
themselves in an unpleasant embarrassment, it will
be readily imagined that the case lost none of -its
interest, when he found that his oldest and most
tried friend was the party in want of his influence.
Still it was much easier to admit the force of this
new and unexpected appeal than to devise the
means of success. The officer was, to use a phrase
which most men seem to think supplies a substitute
for reason and principle, too openly committed to
render it probable he would easily yield. It was

necessary, however, to make the trial, and the -

baron, therefore, addressed the keeper of the
water-gate more urgently than he had yet done'in
behalf of the strangers. :

It is beyond my functions; there is not one of
our Syndics whom I would more gladly oblige
than yourself, noble baron,” answered the officer;
¢ but the duty of the watchman is to adhere strict-
ly to the commands of those who have placed him
at his post.”

“ Gaetano, we are not the men to complain of
this! We have stood together too long in the same
trench, and have too often slept soundly, in situa-
tions where failure in this doctrine might have cost
us our lives, to quarrel with the honest Genevese
for his watchfulness. To be frank, ’twere little
use to tamper with the fidelity of a Swiss or with
that of his ally.”

« With the Swiss that is well paid to be vigi-
lant!” answered the Genoese, laughing in a way
to show that he had only revived one of those

.
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standing but biting jests, that they who love each
other best are perhaps most accustomed to prac-
tice.

The Baron de Willading took the facetiousness
of his friend in godd part, returning the mirth of
the other in a manner to show that the allusion
recalled days when their hours had idly passed in
the indulgence of spontaneous outbreakings of
animal spirits. . :

« Were this thy Italy, Gaetano, a sequin would
not only supply the place of a dozen signatures,
but, by the name of thy favorite, San Francesco !
it would give the honest gate-keeper that gift of
second-sight on which the Scottish seers are said
to pride themselves.”

« Well, the two sides of the Alps will keep their
characters, even though we quarrel about their
virtues—but we shall never see again the days
that we have known! Neither the games of Vé-
vey, nor the use of old jokes, will make us the
youths we have been, dear de Willading !”’

“« Signore, a million of pardons,” interrupted
Baptiste, “but this western wind is more incon-
stant even than the spirits of the young.”

¢ The rogue is again right, and we forget yon-
der cargo of honest travellers, who are wishing
us both in Abraham’s bosom, for keeping the im-
patient bark in idleness at the quay. Good Mar-
celli, hast thou aught to suggest in this strait 7”’

% Signore, -you forget” that we have another
document that may be found sufficient”’—the per-
son questioned, who appeared to fill a middle sta--
tion between that of a servant and that of a com-
panion, rather hinted than observed :

“Thou sayest true—and yet I would gladly
avoid producing it—but anything is better than
the loss of thy company, Melchior.”

«Name it not! We shall not separate, though

-
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the Winkelried rot where she lies. *Twere easier
to separate our faithful cantons than two such
friends.”

¢ Nay, noble baron, you forget the wearied pil-
grims and the many anxious travellers in the
bark.” .

“If twenty crowns will purchase thy consent,
honest Baptiste, we will have no further discus-
sion.”

«Jt is scarce in human will to withstand you,
noble Sir !—Well, the pilgrims have weary feet,
and rest will only fit them the better for the pas-
sage of the mountains; and as for the others, why
let them quit the bark if they dislike the conditions.
I am not a man to force my commerce on any.”

¢« Nay, nay, I will have none of this. Keep thy
gold, Melchior, and let the honest Baptiste keep
his passengers, to say nothing of his conscience.”

«I beseech your excellency,” interrupted Bap-
tiste, ¢ not to distress yourself in tenderness for
me. I am ready to do far more disagreeable
things to oblige so noble a gentleman.”

I will none of it! Signor officer, wilt thou do
me the favor to cast a glance at this?”

As the Genoese concluded, he placed in the
hands of the watchman at the gate, a paper differ-
ent from that which he had first shown.” The of-
ficer perused the new instrument with deep atten-
tion, and, when half through its contents, his eyes
left the page to become rivetted in respectful at-
tention on the face of the expectant Italian. He
then read the passport to the end. Raising his cap
ceremoniously, the keeper of the gate left the pas-
sage free, bowing with deep deference to th
strangers. - :

«“Had I sooner known this,” he said, “there
would have been no delay. I hope your excel-
lency will consider my ignorance— 1"’
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. % Name it not, friend. Thou hast done well;
in proof of which I beg thy acceptance of a small
token of esteem.”

The Genoese dropped a sequin into the hand of
the officer, passing him, at the same time, on his
way to the waterside. As the reluctance of the
other to receive gold came rather from a love of
duty than from any particular aversion to the
metal itself, this second offering met with a more
favorable reception than the first. The Baron de
Willading was not without surprise at the sudden
success of his friend, though he was far too pru-
dent and well-bred to let his wonder be seen.

Every obstacle to the departure of the Winkel-
ried was now removed, and Baptiste and his crew
were soon actively engaged in loosening the sails
and in casting off the fasts. The movement of
the bark was at first slow and heavy, for the wind
was intercepted by the buildings of the town ; but,
as she receded from the shore, the canvass began
to flap and belly, and ere long it filled outward
with a report like that of a musket; after which
the motion of the travellers began to bear some
relation to their nearly exhausted patience.

Soon after the party which had been so long
detained at the water-gate were embarked, Adel-
heid first learned the reason of the delay. She
had long known, from the mouth of her father, the
name and early history of the Signor Grimaldi, a
Genoese of illustrious family, who had been the
sworn friend and the comrade of Melchior de
Willading, when the latter pursued his career in
armsinthe wars of Italy. These circumstances hav
ing passed long before her own birth, and even be-
fore the marriage of her parents, and she being the
youngestand the only survivor of a numerous family
of children, they were, as respected herself, events
that already began to assume the hue of history.
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She received the old man frankly and even with
affection, though in his yielding but still fine form,
she had quite as much difficulty as her father in
recognizing the young, gay, gallant, brilliant, and
handsome Gagetano Grimaldi that her imagination
had conceived from the verbal descriptions she
had so often heard, and from her fancy was still
wont to draw as he was painted in the affectionate
descriptions of her father. "When he suddenly and
affectionately offered a kiss, the color flushed her
face, for no man but he to whom she owed her be-
ing had ever before taken that liberty; but, after
an instant of virgin embarrassment, she laughed,
and blushingly presented her cheek to receive the
salute. '

< The last tidings I had of thee, Melchior,” said
the Italian, ¢ was the letter sent by the Swiss Am-
bassador, who took our city in his way as he travel-
ed south, and which was written on the occasion
of the birth of this very girl.”

« Not of this, dear friend, but of an elder sister,
who is, long since, a cherub in heaven. Thou
seest the ninth precious gift that God bestowed,
and thou seest all that is now left of his bounty.”

The countenance of the Signor Grimaldi lost
its joyousness, and a deep pause in the discourse
succeeded. They lived in an age when communi-
cations between friends that were separated by
distance, and by the frontiers of different states,
were rare and uncertain. The fresh and novel
affections of marriage had first broken an inter-
course that was continued, under such disadvan-
tages as marked the period, long after their duties
called them different ways; and time, with its
changes and the embarrassments of wars, had
finally destroyed nearly every link in the chain of
their correspondence. Each had, therefore, much
of a near and interesting charactér to communi-

~
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cate to the other, and each dreaded to speak, lest
he might cause soine wound, that was. not perfect-
ly healed, to bleed anew. The volume of matter
conveyed in the few words uttered by the Baron
de Willading, showed both in how many ways
they might inflict pain without intention, and how
necessary it was to be guarded in their discourse,
during the first days of their renewed intercourse.

«This girl at least is a treasure of itself, of
“which I must envy thee the possession,” the Sig-
nor Grimaldi at length rejoined.

The Swiss made one of those quick movements
which betray surprise, and it was very apparent,
that, just at the moment, he was more affected by
some intérest of his friend, than by the apprehen-
sions which usually beset him when any very di-
rect allusion was made to his surviving child.

« Gaetano, thou hast a son!”

“He is lost—hopelessly—irretrievably lost—at
least, to me !’

These were brief but painful glimpses into each
other’s concerns, and another melancholy and em-
barrassed pause followed. As the Baron de Wil--
lading witnessed the sorrow that deeply shadowed
the face of the Genoese, he almost felt that Provi-
dence, in summoning his own boys to early graves,
might have spared him the still bitterer grief of
mourning over the unworthiness of a living son.

 These are God’s decrees, Melchior,” the Italian
continued of his own accord, “ and we, as soldiers,
as men, and more than either, as Christians,
should know how to submit. The letter, of which
I spoke, contained the last direct tidings that I re-
ceived of thy welfare, though different travellers
have mentioned thee as among the honored and
trusted of thy country, without descending to the
particulars of thy private life.” .

% The retirement of our mountains, and the little

»
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intercourse of strangers with the Swiss, have de-
nied me even this meagre satisfaction as respects
thee and thy fortunes. Since the especial courier
sent, according to our ancient agreement, to an-
nounce——"

The baron hesitated, for he felt he was again
touching on forbidden ground.

“To announce the birth of my unhappy boy,
continued the Signor Grimaldi, firmly.

«To announce that much-wished-for event, I
have not had news of thee, except in a way so
vague, as to whet the desire to know more rather
than to appease the longings of love.”

“These doubts are the penalties that friendship
pays to separation. We enlist the affections in
youth with the recklessness of hope, and, when
called different ways by duties or interest, we first
begin to perceive that the world is not the heaven
we thought it, but that each enjoyment has its
price, as each grief has its solace. Thou hast car-
* ried arms since we were soldiers in company ?”

“ As a Swiss only.”

The answer drew a gleam of habitual humor
from the keen eye of the Italian, whose counte-
nance was apt to change as rapidly as his thoughts.

«In what service 7

“Nay, a truce to thy old pleasantries, good Gri-
maldi—and yet I should scarce love thee, as I do, -
wert thou other than thouart! I believe we come
at last to prize even the foibles-of those we tluly
esteem !”

“Jt must be so, young lady, or boyish follies
would long since have weaned thy father from me.
I have never spared him on the subjects of snows
and money, and yet he beareth with me marvel-
lously. Well, strong love endureth much. Hath
the baron often spoken to thee of old Grimaldi—
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young Grimaldi, I should say—and of the many
freaks of our thoughtless days1”

“So much, Signore,” returned Adelheid, who
had wept and smiled by turns during the interrupt-
ed dialogue of her father and his friend, “that I
can repeat most of your youthful histories. The
castle of Willading is deep among the mountains,
and it is rare indeed for the foot of stranger to en-
ter its gates. During the long evenings of our se-
vere winters, I have listened as a daughter would
be apt to listen to the recital of most of your com-
mon adventures, and in listening, I have not only
learned to know, but to esteem, one that is justly
so dear to my parent.” T '

“I make no doubt, now, thou hast the history of
the plunge into the canal, by oVer-stooping to see
the Venetian beauty, at thy finger’s ends 7’

. “I do remember some such act of humid gal-
lantry,” returned Adelheid, laughing.

“Did thy father tell thee, child, of the manner in
which he bore me off in a noble rescue from a
deadly charge of the Imperial cavalry 7’

“] have heard some light allusion to such an
event, too,” returned Adelheid, evidently trying
to recall the history of the affair, to her mind,
“but—" . : :

« Lisht does he call it, and of small account? I
wish never to see another as heavy! This is the
impartiality of thy narratives, good Melchior, in
which a life preserved, wounds received, and a
charge to make the German quail, are set down as
matters to be touched with a light hand ”

«If I did thee this service, it was more than de-
served by the manner in which, before Milan ”

“ Well, letit all pass together. . We are old fools,
young lady, and should we get garrulous in each
other’s praise, thou mightest mistake us for brag-
garts; a character that, in truth, neither wholly

Vor. I. E .
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merits. Didst thou ever tell the girl, Melchior, of
our mad excursion into the forests of the Apennines,
in search of a Spanish lady that had fallen into the
hands of banditti; and how we passed weeks on a
foolish enterprise of errantry, that had become use-
less, by the timely application of a few sequins on
the part of the husband, even before we started
on the chivalrous, not to say silly, excursion?”

“ Say chivalrous, but not silly,” answered Adel-
heid, with the simplicity of a young and sincere
mind. “Of this adventure I have heard; but to
me it has never seemed ridiculous. A generous
motive might well excuse an undertaking of less
favorable auspices.” :

¢ *Tis fortunate,” returned the Signor Grimaldi,
thoughtfully, ¢ that, if youth and exaggerated opin-
ions lead us to commit mad pranks under the name
of spirit and generosity, there are other youthful
and generons minds to reflect our sentiments and
to smile upon our folly.”

¢ This 1s more like the wary grey-hcaded ex-
pounder of wisdom than like the hot-headed Gae-
tano Grimaldi of old I”” exclaimed the baron, though
he laughed while uttering the words, as if he felt,
at, least a portion of the other’s indifference to
those exaggerated feclings that had entered much
into the characters of both in youth. ¢ The
time has been when the words, policy and calcu-
lation, would have cost a companion thy favor !

“"Tis said that the prodigal of twenty makes
the miser of seventy. It is certain that even our
southern sun does not warm the blood of threescore,
as suddenly as it heats that of one. But we will
not darken thy daughter’s views of the future by a
picture too faithfully drawn, lest she become wise
before her time. I have often questioned, Mel-
chior, which is the most precious gift of nature, a
warm fancy, or the colder powers of reason. But

Ly . )
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if I must say which I most love, the point be-
comes less difficult of decision. I would prefer each
in its- season, or rather the two united, with a
gradual change in their influence. Let the youth
commence with the first in the ascendant, and close
with the last. He who begins life too cold a rea-
soner may end it a calculating egotist; and he
who is ruled solely by his imagination is in danger
of having his mind so ripened as to bring forth the
fruits of a visionary. Had it pleased heaven to
have left me the dear son I possessed for so short
a period, I would rather have seen him leaning to
the side of exaggeration in his estimate of men,
before experience came to chill his hopes, than to
see him scan his fellows with a too philosophical *
eye in boyhood. 'Tis said we are but clay at the
best, but the ground, before it has been well tilled,
sends forth the plants that are most congenial to
its soil, and though it be of no great value, give
me the spontaneous and generous growth of the
weed, which proves the depth of the loam, rather
than a stinted imitation of that which cultivation
may, no doubt, render more useful if not more
grateful.”

The allusion to his lost son caused another cloud
to pass athwart the brow of the Genoese.

“Thou seest, Adelheid,” he continued, after a
pause— for Adelheid will I call thee, in virtue of
a second father’s rights—that we are making our
folly respectable, at least to ourselves—Master
Patron, thou hast a well-charged bark !”

“Thanks to your two honors ;” answered Bap-
tiste, who stood at the helm, near the group of
principal passengers. . “These windfalls come
rarely to the poor, and we must make much of such
as offer. 'The games at Vévey have called every
craft on the Leman to the upper end of the lake,
and a little mother-wit led me to trust to the last
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turn of the wheel, which, as you see, Signore, has
not come up a blank.” ‘

“ Have many strangers passed by your city on
their way to these sports?”

¢« Many hundreds, noble gentleman; and report
speaks of thousands that are collecting at Vévey,
and in the neighboring villages. The country of
Vaud has not had a richer harvest from her games
this many a year.” -

1t is fortunate, Melchior, that the desire to wit-
ness these revels should have arisen in us at the
same moment. 'The hope of at last obtaining cer-
tain tidings of thy welfare was the chief induce-
ment that caused me to steal from Genoa, whither
I am compelled to return forthwith. There is
truly something providential in this meeting ”

«“] so esteem it,” returned the Baron de Willa-
ding; “though the hope of soon embracing thee
was strongly alive in me. Thou art mistaken in
fancying that curiosity, or a wish to mingle with
the multitude at Vévey, has drawn me from my
castle. Italy was in my eye, as it has long been
in my heart.”

« How !—Italy 7

“ Nothing less. This fragile plant of the moun-
tains has drooped of late in her native air, and
skilful advisers have counselled the sunny side of
the Alps as a shelter to revive her animation. I
have promised Roger de Blonay to pass a night or
two within his ancient walls, and then we are des-
tined to seek the hospitality of the monks of St.
Bernard. Like thee, I had hoped this unusual sortie
from my hold might lead to intelligence touching
the fortunes of one I have gever ceased to love.”

The Signor Grimaldi turned a more scrutinizing
.look towards the face of their female companion.
Her gentle and winning beauty gave him pleasure;
but, with his attention quickened by what had just

.



]

THE HEADSMAN. 53

fallen from her father, he traced, in silent pain, the
signs of that early fading which threatened to in-
clude this last hope of his friend in the-common
fate of the family.. Disease had not, however, set
its seal on the sweet face of Adelheid, in a manner
to attract the notice of a common observer. The
lessening of the bloom, the mournful character of.
a_dove-like eye, and a look of thoughtfulnpss, on a
brow that he had ever known devoid of care and
open as day with youthful ingenuousness, were the
symptoms that first gave the alarm to her father,
whose previous losses, and whose solitariness, as_ -
respects the ties of the world, had rendered him
keenly alive to impressions of such a nature. The
reflections excited by this examination brought
‘painful recollections to all, and it was long before -
the discourse was renewed.

In the mean time, the Winkelried was not idle.
As the vessel receded from the cover of the build-
ings and the hills, the force of the breeze was felt,
and her speed became quickened in proportion;
though the watermen of her crew often studied the
manner in which she dragged her way through the
element with a shake of the head, that was intend-
ed to express their consciousness that too much
had been required of the craft. The cupidity of
Baptiste had indeed charged his good bark to the
uttermost. The water was nearly on a line with
the low stern, and when the bark had reached a
part of the lake where the waves were rolling with
some force, it was found that the vast weight was
" too much to be lifted by the feeble and broken efforts
of these miniature seas. The consequerices were,
however, more vexatious than alarming. A few
wet feet among the less quiet of the passengers,
with an occasional slapping of a sheet of water
against the gangways, and a consequent drift of
spray across the pile ofEhuman heads in the centre

.
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of the bark, were all the immediate personal in-
conveniencies. Still unjustifiable greediness of gain,
had tempted the patronto commit the unseaman-
like fault of overloading his vessel. The decrease
of speed was another and a graver consequence
of his cupidity, since it might prevent their arrival
*in port before the breeze had expended itself.
The lake of Geneva lies nearly in the form of a
crescent, stretching from the south-west towards
the north-east. Its northern, or the Swiss shore,
is chiefly what is called, in the language of the
country, a céle, or a declivity that admits of cul-
tivation; and, with few exceptions, it has been,
since the earliest periods of history, planted with
the generous vine. Here the Romans had many
stations and posts, vestiges of which are still visi-
ble. The confusion and the mixture of interests
that succeeded the fall of the empire, gave rise,
in the middle ages, to various baronial castles, ec-
.clesiastical towns, and towers of defence, which
still stand on the margin of this beautiful sheet of
water, or ornament the eminences a little inland.
At the time of which we write, the whole coast
of the Leman, if so imposing a word may be ap-
plied to the shores of so small a body of water,
was in the possession of the three several states
of Geneva, Savoy, and Berne. The first con-
sisted of a mere fragment of territory at the west-
ern, or lower horn’of the crescent; the second
occupied nearly the whole of the southern side of
the sheet, or the cavity of the half-moon; while
the latter was mistress of the whole of the convex
border, and of the castern horn. The shores of
Savoy are composed, with immaterial exceptions,
of advanced spurs of the high Alps, among which
towers Mont Blanc, like a sovereign seated in-
majesty in the midst of a brilliant court, the rocks
frequently rising from the water’s edge in perpen-

-
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dicular masses. None of the lakes of this re-
markable region possess a greater variety of
scenery than that of Geneva, which changes from
the smiling aspect of fertility and cultivation, at
its lower extremity, to the sublimity of a savage
and sublime nature at its upper. Vévey, the haven
for which the Winkelried was bound, lies at”the
distance of three leagues from the head of the
lake, or the point where it receives the Rhone;
and Geneva, the port from which the reader has
just seen her take her departure, is divided by that
river as it glances out of the blue basin of the Le-
man again, to traverse the fertile fields of France,
on its hurried course towards the distant Mediter-
ranean.

It is well known that the currents of air, on all
bodies of water that lie amid high and broken
mountains, are uncertain both as to their direction
and their force. This was the difficulty which
had most disturbed Baptiste during the delay of
the bark, for the experienced waterman well-knew
it required the first and the freest effort of the wind
to “drive the breeze home,” as it is called by sea-
men, against the opposing currents that frequently
descend from the mountains which surrounded his
port. In addition to this difficulty, the shape of
the lake was another reason why the winds rarely
blow in the same direction over the whole of its
surface at the same time. Strong and continued
gales commonly force themselves down into the
deep basin, and push their way, against all resist-
ance, into every crevice of the rocks; but a power
less than this, rarely succeeds in favoring the bark
with the same breeze, from the entrance to the
outlet of the Rhone.

As a consequence of these peculiarities, the pas-
sengers of the Winkelried had early evidence that
they had trifled too long with the fickle air. “The
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breeze carried them up abreast of Lausanne in
good season, but here the influence’ of the moun-
tains began to impair its force, and, by the time
the sun had a little fallen towards the long, dark,
even line of the Jura, the good vessel was driven
to the usual expedients of jibing and hauling-in of
sheets.

Baptiste had only to blame his own cupidity for
this disappointment ; and the consciousness that,
had he complied with the engagement, made on
the previous evening with the mass of his passen-
gers, to depart with the dawn, he should now have
been in a situation to profit by any turn of fortune
that was likely to arise from the multitude of stran-
gers who were in Vévey, rendered him’ moody. .
As is usual with the headstrong and selfish when
they possess the power, others were made. to pay
for the fault that he alone had committed. His
men were vexed with contradictory and uscless
orders; the inferior passengers were accused of
constant neglect of his instructions, a fault which
he did not hesitate to affirm had caused the bark
to sail less swiftly than usual, and he no longer
even answered the occasional questions of those
for whom he felt habitual deference, with his for-
mer respect and readiness. -

-

CHAPTER IV.

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mjne,
And thrice again, to make up nine.
" MaceETrs.

Barruive and light airs kept the Winkelried a
long time nearly stationary, and it was only by
paying the greatest attention to trimming the sails,
and to all the little minutiz of the waterman’s art,

EY
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that the vessel was worked into the eastern horn
of the crescent, as the sun touched the hazy line
of the Jura. Here the wind failed entirely, the
surface of the lake becoming as glassy and smooth
as a mirror, and further motion, for the time at
least, was quite out of the question. The crew,
perceiving the hopelessness of their exertions, and
fatigued with the previous toil, threw themselves’
among the boxes and bales, and endeavored to*
catch a little sleep, in anticipation of the north
breeze, which, at this season of the year, usually
blew from the shores of Vaud within an hour or
two of the disappearance of the sun. .
The deck of the bark was now left to the un-
disputed possession of her passengers. The day
had latterly been sultry, for the season, the even
water having cast back the hot rays in fierce te-
flection, and, as evening drew on, a refreshing
coolness came to relieve the densely packed and
scorching travellers. The effect of such a change
was like that which would have been observed
among a flock of heavily fleeced sheep, which, .
after gasping for breath beneath trees and hedges,
during the time of the sun’s power, are seen scat-
tering over their pastures to feed, or tq play their
antics, as a grateful shade succeeds to cool their
panting sides. v
" Baptiste, as is but too apt to be the case with
men possessed of brief authority, during the day
had mercilessly played the tyrant with all the pas-
sengers that were beneath the privileged degrees,
more than once threatening to come to” extremi-
ties with several, who had betrayed restlessness
under the restraint and suffering of their unaccus-
tomed situation. Perhaps there is no man who
feels less for the complaints of the novice than
vour weather-beaten and hardened mariner; for,
familiarized to, the suffering and confinement of a
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vessel, and at liberty himself to seek relief in his
duties and avocations, he can scarcely enter into
the privations and embarrassments of those to
whom all is s0 new and painful. But, in the pa-
tron of the Winkelried, there existed a natural in-
difference to the grievances of others, and a nar-
row selfishness of disposition, in aid of the opinions
which had been formed by a life of hardship and
exposure. He considered the vul%lar passenger
as so much troublesome freight, which, while it
brought the advantage of a higher remuneration
than the same cubic measurement of inanimate
matter, had the unpleasant drawback of volition
and motion. With this general tendency to bully
and intimidate, the wary patron had, however,
made a silent exception in favor of the Italian,
who has introduced himself to the reader by the
ill-omened name of Il Maledetto, or the accursed.
This formidable personage had enjoyed a perfect
immunity from the effects of Baptiste’s tyranny,
which he had been able to establish by a very
simple and quiet process. Instead of cowering at
the fierce glance, or recoiling at the rude remon-
strances of the churlish patron, he had chosen his
time, when the latter was in one of his hottest
ebullitions‘of anger, and when maledictions and
menaces flowed out of his mouth in torrents, coolly
to place himself on the very spot that the other
had proscribed, where he maintained his ground
with a quietness and composure which it might
have been difficult to say was more to be imputed
to extreme ignorance, or to immeasurable con-
tempt. At least so reasoned the spectators; some
thinking that the stranger meant to bring affairs to
a speedy issue by braving the patron’s fury, and
others charitably inferring that he knew no better.
But thus did not Baptiste reason himself. He saw
by the calm eye and resolute demeanor of his pas-
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senger that he himself, his pretended professional -

difficulties, his captiousness, and his threats, were
alike despised ; and he shrank from collision with
such a spirit, precisely on the principle that the in-
timidated among the rest of the travellers shrunk
from a contest with his own. From this moment
11 Maledetto, or, as he was called by Baptiste him-

self, who it would appear had some knowledge of -

his person, Maso, became as completely the mas-
ter of his own movements, as if he had been one
of the more honored in the stern of the bark, or
cven her patron. He did not abuse his advantage,
however, rarely quitting the indicated station near
his own effects, where he had been mainly content
to repose in listless indolence, like the others, dozing
away the minutes.

But the scene was now altogether changed.
The instant the wrangling, discontented, and un-
happy, because disappointed, patron, confessed his
inability to reach his port-before the coming of
the expected night-breeze, and threw himself on
a bale, to conceal his dissatisfaction in sleep, head
arose after head from among the pile of freight,
and body after body followed the nobler member,
unti} the whole mass was alive with human beings.
The invigorating coolness, the tranquil hour, the
prospect of a safe if not a speedy arrival, and the
relief from excessive weariness, produced a sud-
den and agreeable re-action in the feelings of all.
Even the Baron de Willading and his friends, who
‘had shared in none of the especial privations just
named, joined in the general exhibition of satis-
factioh and good-will, rather aiding by their smiles
and affability, than restraining by their presence
the whims and jokes of the different individuals
among the motley group of their nameless com-
panions.

The aspect and position of the hark, as well as

L4
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the prospects of those on board as they were con-
nected with their arrival, now deserve to be more
particularly mentioned. The manner in which
the vessel was loaded to the water’s edge has
already been more than once alluded to. The
whole of the centre of the broad deck, a portion
of the Winkelried which, owing to the over-hang-
ing gangways,.possessed, in common with all the
similar craft of the Leman, a greater width than
is usual in vessels of the same tonnage elsewhere,
was so cumbered with freight as barely to leave a
passage to the crew, forward and aft, by stepping
among the boxes and bales that were piled much
higher than their own heads. A little vacant
space was left near the stern, in which it was pos-
sible for the party who occupied that part of the
deck to move, though in sufficiently straitened
limits, while the huge tiller played in its semicir-
cle behind. At the other extremity, as is abso-
lutely necessary in all navigation, the forecastle
was reasonably clear, though even this important
part of the deck was bristliiig with the flukes of
no less than nine anchors that lay in a row across
its breadth, the wild roadsteads of this end of
the lake rendering such a provision of ground-
tackle absolutely indispensable to the safety of
every craft that ventured into its eastern horn.
The effect of the whole, seen as it was in a state
of absolute rest, was to give to the Winkelried the -
appearance of a small mound in the midst of the
water, that was crowded with human beings, and
seemingly so incorporated with the element on
which it floated as to grow out of its bosom; an
image that the fancy was not slow to form, aided
as it was by the reflection of the mass that the
unruffled lake threw back from its mirror-like face,
as perfectly formed, as unwieldy, and nearly as
distinet, as the original. To this picture of a mo-

.
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tionless rock, or island, the spars, sails, and high,
pointed beak, however, formed especial excep-
tions. The yards hung, as seamen term it, a
cockbill, or in such negligent and picturesque po-
sitions as an artist would most love to draw, while
the drapery of the canvass was suspended in grace-
ful and spotless festoons, as ithad fallenby chance, or
been cast carelessly from the hand®of the boatmen.
The beak, or prow, rose in its sharp gallant stem,
‘resembling the stately neck of a swan, slightly
swerving from its direction, or inclining in a
nearly imperceptible sweep, as the hull yielded to
the secret influence of the varying currents.
When the teeming pile of freight, therefore,
began so freely to bring forth, and traveller after
traveller left his wallet, there was no great space
found in which they-could stretch their wearied
limbs, or seek the change they needed. But suf-
fering is a good preparative for pleasure, and
there is no sweetner of liberty like previous con-
finement. Baptiste was no sooner heard to snore,
than the whole hummock of cargo was garnished
with upright bodies and stretching arms and legs,
as mice are known to steal from their holes during
the slumbers of their mortal enemy, the cat. = *
The reader has been made sufficiently acquaint-
ed with the moral composition of the Winkelried’s
living freight, in the opening chapter. As it had
undergone no other alteration than that produced
by lassitude, he is already prepared, therefore, to
renew his communications with its different mem-
bers, all of whom were well disposed to show off’
in their respective characters, the moment they
were favored with an opportunity. The mercu-
rial Pippo, as he had been the most difficult to
‘restrain during the day, was the first to steal from
his lair, now that the Argus-like eyes of Baptiste
permitted the freedom, and the exhilarating cool-
Vor. 1. F ‘

y)
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ness of the sunset invited action. His success
emboldened others, and, ere long, the buffoon had
an admiring audience around him, that was well--
disposed to laugh at his witticisms, and to applaud
all his practical jokes. Gaining courage as he pro-
ceeded, the buffoon gradually went from liberty to
liberty, until he was at length triumphantly estab-
lishedy on what fhight be termed an advanced spur
of the mountain formed by the tubs of Nicklaus
Wagner, in the regular exercise of his art; while
a crowd of amused and gaping spectators clus-
tered about him, peopling every eminence of the
_height, and even invading the more privileged
deck in their eagerness to sée and to admire.
<Though frequently reduced by adverse fortune
to the lowest shifts of his calling, such as the
horse-play of Policinello, and the imitation of un-
couth sounds, that resembled nothing eitherin hea- ~
ven or earth, Pippo was a clever knave in his way,
and was quite equal toa displayof the higher branch-
es of hisart, whenever chance gave him anaudience
capable of estimating his qualities. On the pre-
sent occasion he was obliged to address himself-
both to the polished and to the unpolished ; for the
- proximity of their position, as well as a good-
natured readiness to lend themselves to fooleries
that were so agreeable to most around them, had
brought the more gentle portion of the passengers
within the influence of his wit. '
¢ And now, illustrissimi signori,” continued the
wily juggler, after having drawn a burst of ap-
plause by one of his happiest hits in a sleight-of-
hand -exhibition, “I come to the most imposing
and the most mysterious part of my knowledge—
that of looking into the future, and of foretelling
events. If there are any among you who would’
wish to know how long they are to eat the bread
of toil, let them come to me; if there is a youth
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that wishes to learn whether the heart of his mis-
tress is made of flesh or of stone—a maiden "hat
would see into a youth’s faith and constancy,
while her long eyelashes cover her sight like a
modest silken veil—or a noble, that would fain
have an insight into the movements of his rivals at
court or council, let them all put their questions to
Pippo, who has an answer ready Ior each, and an
answer so real, that the most expert among the
listeners will be ready to swear that a lie from his
mouth is worth more than truth from that of ano-
ther man.”

«“He that would gain credit for knowledge of
the future,” gravely observed the Signor Grimaldi,
who had listened to his countryman’s voluble
eulogium on his own merits with a good-natured
laugh, “had best commence by showing his fa-
miliarity with the past. 'Who and what is he that
speaks to thee, as a specimen of thy skill in sooth-
saying 1"’ ’ .

« His eccellenza is more than he seems, less than
he deserves to be, and as much as any present.
He hath an old and a prized friend at his elbow;
hath come because it was his pleasure, to witness
the games at Vévey—will depart for the same
reason, when they are over, and will seek his home
at his leisure—not like a fox stealing into his hole,
but as the stately ship sails, gallantly, and by the
light of the sun, into her haven.”

¢« This will never do, Pippo,” returned the good-
humoured old noble; “at need I might equal this
myself. Thou shouldst relate that which is less
probable, while it is more true.”

“ Signore, we prophets like to sleep in whole
skins. ~ If it be your eccellenza’s pleasure and that
of your noble company to listen to the truly won-
derful, I will tell some of these honest people mat-
ters touching their own interests that they do not

\
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know themselves, and yet it shall be as clear to
every body else as the sun in the heavens at noon-
day.”

' ¢ Thou wilt, probably, tell them their faults?”

“ Your eccellenza has a right to my place, for
no prophet could have better divined my inten-
tion;” answered the laughing kndve. ¢ Come
nearer, friend,” he added, beckoning to the Ber-
nois; “thou art Nicklaus Wagner, a fat peasant
of the great canton, and a warm husbandman,
that fancies he has a title to the respect of all he
meets because some one among his fathers bought
a right in the biirgerschaft. Thou hast a large
stake in the Winkelried, and art.at this moment
thinking what punishment is good, enough for
an impudent soothsayer who dares dive so un-
ceremoniously into the secrets of so warm a
citizen, while all around thee wish thy cheeses had
never left the dairy, to the discomfort of our limbs
and to the great detriment of the bark’s speed.”

This sally at the expense of Nicklaus drew a
burst of merriment from the listeners; for the sel-
fish spirit he had manifested throughout the day
had won little favor with a majority of his fel-
low travellers, who had all the generous propen-
sities that are usually so abundant among those who
have little or nothing to bestow, and who were by
this time so well disposed to be merry that much
less would have.served to stimulate their mirth.

“ Wert -thou the owner of this good freight,
friend, thou might find its presence less uncom-
fortable than thou now appearest to think,” return-
ed the literal peasant, who had no humour for
raillery, and to whom a jest on the subject of
property had that sort of irreverend character that
popular opinion and holy sayings have attached to
waste. “ The cheeses are well enough where they

\
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find themselves; if thou dislikest their company
thou hast the alternative of the water.”

“ A truce between .us, worshipful burgher! and
let our skirmish end in something that may be use-
ful to both. Thou hast that which would be ac-
ceptable to me, and I have that which no owner of
cheeses would refuse, did he know the means by
which it might be come at honestly.”

Nicklaus growled a few words of distrust and
indifference, but it was plain that the ambiguous-
language of the juggler, as usual, had succeeded in
awakening interest. With the affectation of a
mind secretly conscious of its own infirmity, he
pretended to be indifferent to what the other pro-
fessed a readiness to reveal, while with' the rapa-
city of a grasping spirit he betrayed a-longing to
know more. .

“First I.will tell thee,” said Pippo, with a pa-
rade of good-nature, ¢ that thou deservest to remain
in ignorance, as a punishment of thy pride and
want of faith; but it is the failing of your prophet
to let that be known which he ought to conceal.
Thou flatterest thyself this is the fattest cargo of
cheeses that will cross the Swiss waters this sea-
son, on their way to an Italian market? Shake
not thy head—"Tis useless to deny it to 2 man of
my learning I

“Nay, I know there are others as.heavy, and, it
may be, as good ; but this has the advantage of be-
ing the first, a circumstance that is certain to com-
mand a price.” .

“Such is the blindness of one that nature sent
on earth to deal in cheeses !”—The Herr Von Wil-
lading and his friends smiled among themselves at
the cool impudence of the mountebank—¢ Thou
fanciest it is so; and at this moment, a heavily la-
den bark is driving before a favorable gale, near
the upper end of the lakeFof the four cantons, while

2 .
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a long line of mules is waiting at Fliiellen, to bear —

‘its freight by the paths of the Sti. Gothard, to Mi-
lano and other rich markets of the south. 1In vir-
tue of my secret power, 1 see that, in despite of all
thy cravings, it will arrive before thine.”

Nicklaus fidgeted, for the graphic particularity
of Pippo almost led him to believe the augury
might be true. .

“Had this bark sailed according to our cove-
nant,” he said, with a simplicity that betrayed his
uneasiness, “ the beasts bespoken by me would now
be loading at Villeneuve; and, if there be justice
in Vaud, 1 shall hold Baptiste responsible for any
disadvantage that may come of the neglect.”

“ Luckily, the generous Baptiste is asleep,” re-
t¥rned Pippo, or we might hear objections to this
scheme. But, Signiori, I see you are satisfied with
this insight into the character of the warm peasant
of Berne, who, to say truth, has not much to con-
ceal from us, and I will turn my searching looks
into the soul of this pious pilgrim, the reverend Con-
rado, whose unction may well go near to be a
leaven sufficient to lighten all in the bark of their
burthens of backslidings. . Thou carriest the peni-
tence and prayers of many sinners, besides some
merchandise of this nature of thine own.”

«“] am bound to Lorette, with the mental offer-
ings of certain Christians, who are too much occu-

ied with their daily concerns to make the journey
in person,” answered the pilgrim, who never absa-
lutely threw aside his professional character, though
he cared in general so little about his hypocrisy
being known. “I am poor, and humble of appear
ance, but [ have seen miracles in my day !”

«If any trust valuable offerings to thy keeping,
thou art a living miracle in thine own person!- I
can foresee that thou wilt bear nought else beside
aves.” :
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“Nay, I pretend to deal inlittle more. Therich
and great, they that send vessels of gold and rich
dresses to Our Lady, employ their own favorite
messengers; I am but the bearer of prayer and the
substitute for the penitent. The sufferings that I
undergo in the flesh are passed to the credit of my
employers, who get the benefit of my aches and
pains. I pretend to be no more than their go-be-
tween, as yonder mariner has so lately called me.”
Pippo turned suddenly, following the direction
of the other’s eye, and cast a glance at the self-
styled 11 Maledetto. This individual, of all the
common herd, had alone forborne to join -the ga-
ping and amused crowd near the juggler. His for-
bearance, or want of curiosity, had left him in the
quiet possession of the little platform that was made
by the stowage of the boxes, and he now stood on
the summit of the pile, conspicuous by his situation
and mein, the latter being remarkable for its un-
moved calmness, heightened by the understanding
manner that is so peculiar to a seaman when
afloat.” .

« Wilt thou have the history of thy coming per-
ils, friend mariner ?” cried the mercurial mounte-
bank: “ A journal of thy future risks and tempests
to amuse you in this calm? Such a picture of sea-
monsters and of coral that grows in the ocean’s
caverns, where mariners sleep, that shall give theo
the night-mare for months, and cause thee to dreamn
of wrecks and bleached bones for the rest of thy
life? Thou hast only to wish it, to have the ad-
ventures of thy next voyage laid before thee, like a .
map.”

“ Thou would’st gain more credit with me, as
;)ne cunning in thy art, by giving the history of the

ast.”

“ The request is reasonable, and thou shalt have
it; for I love the bold adventurer that trusts him-
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‘'self hardily upon the great deep;”’ answered the
unabashed Pippo. ¢ My first lessons in necroman-

" cy were received on the mole of Napoli, amid bur-
ly Inglesi, straight-nosed Greeks, swarthy Sicilians,
and Maltese with spirits as fine as the gold of their
own chains. This was the school in which I
learned to know my art, and an apt scholar I pro-
ved in all that touches the philosophy and humani-
ty of my craft. Signore, thy palm?”

Maso spread his sinewy hand in the direction of
the juggler, without descending from his elevation,
and in a way to show that, while he would not
balk the common humor, he was superior to the
gaping wonder and childish credulity of most of
those who watched the result. Pippo affected to
stretch out his neck, in order to study the hard and
dark lines, and then he resumed his revelations,
like one perfectly satisfied with what he had dis-
covered.

“The hand is masculine, and has been familiar
with many friends in its time. It hath dealt with
steel, and cordage, and saltpetré, and most of all
with gold. Signori, the true seat of a man’s di-
gestion lies in the palm of his hand; if that is
free to give and to receive, he will never have a
costive conscience, for of all damnable inconve-
niences that afflict mortals, that of a conscience
that will neither give up nor take is the heaviest
curse. Let a man have as much sagacity as shall
make him a cardinal, if it get entangled in the
meshes of one of your unyielding consciences, ye
shall see him a mendicant brother to his dying
day; let him be botn a prince with a close-ribbed
opinion of this sort, and he had better have ‘been
born a beggar, for his reign will be like a river
from which the current sets outward, without any
return. No, my friends, a palm like this of Maso’s
is a favorable sign, since it hinges on a pliant will,
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that will open and shut like a well-formed eye, or
the jacket of a shell-fish, at its owner’s pleasure.
Thou hast drawn near to many a port before this
of Vévey, after the sun has fallen low, Signor
Maso I

“In.that I hdve taken a seaman’s chances
which depend more on the winds than on his own
wishes.”

« Thou esteemest the bottom of the craft in
which thou art required to sail, as far more im-
portant than her ancient. Thou hast an eye for
a keel, but none for color; unless, indeed, as it
may happen to be convenient to seem that thou
art not.” .

¢« Nay, Master Soothsayer; I suspect thee to be
an officer of some of the Holy Brotherhoods, sent
in this guise to question us poor travellers to our
ruin I” answered Maso. <1 am,what thou seest,
but a poor mariner that hath no better bark under
him than this of Baptiste, and on a sea no larger
than a Swiss lake.” .

¢« Shrewdly observed,” said Pippo, winking to
those near him, though he so little liked the eye
and bearing of the other that he was not sorry to
turn to some new subject. ¢ But what matters it,
Signori, to be speaking of the qualities of men!
‘We are all alike, honorable, merciful, more dis-

posed to help others than to help ourselves, and so

little given to selfishness, that nature has been
obliged to supply every mother’s son of us with a
sort of goad, that shall be constantly pricking us
on to look after our own interests. Here are ani-
.mals whose dispositions are less understood, and
we will bestow a useful minute in examining their
qualities. Reverend Augustine, this mastiff of
thine is named Uberto ?”

« He is known by that appellation throughout

the cantons and their allies. The fame of the dog
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reaches even to.Turin and to most of the towns in
the plain of Lombardy.”

« Now, Signori, you perceive that this is but a
secondary creature in the scale of animals. Do
him good and he will be grateful; do him harm,
and he will forgive. Feed him, and he is satisfied.
He will travel the paths of the St. Bernard, night
and day, to do credit to his training, and when
the toil is ended, all he asks is just as much meat
as will keep the breath within his ribs. Had
heaven given Uberto a conscience and greater
wit, the first might have shown him the impiety
of working for travellers on holy days and festas,
while the latter would be apt to say he was a fool
for troubling himself about the safety of others at
all.” .

“ And yet his masters, the good Augustines them-
selves, do not hold so selfish a creed!” observed
Adelheid. .

«“ Ah! they have heaven in view! I cry the
reverend Augustine’s pardon—but, lady, the dif-
ference is in the length of the calculation. Woe’s
me, brethren; I would that my parents had edu-
cated me for a bishop, or a viceroy, or some other
modest employment, that this learnéd, craft of
mine might have fallen into better hands! Ye
would lose in instruction, but I should be removed
from the giddy heights of ambition, and die at last
with some hopes of being a saint. Fair lady, thou
travellest on a bootless errand, if I knew the rea-
son that tempts thee to cross the Alps at this late
season of the year.”

_ This sudden address caused both Adelheid and

her father to start, for, in despite of fride and the
force of reason, it is seldom that we can complete-
ly redeem our opinions from the shackles of super-
stition, and that dread of the unsecen future which
appears to have been entailed upon our nature, as
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a ceaseless monitor of the eternal state of being to
which all are hastening, with steps so noiseless and
yet so sure. The countenance of the maiden
changed, and she turned a quick, involuntary glance
at her anxious parent, as if to note the effect of
this rude announcement on him before she answer-
ed.

» “I go in quest of the blessing, health,” she said,
“and I should be sorry ‘to think thy prognostic
likely to be realized. With youth, a good consti-
tution, and tender friends of my side, there is rea-
son to think thou mayest, in this at least, prove a
false prophet.” ‘ e

¢« Lady, hast thou hope ?”

Pippo ventured this question as he-‘had adventured
his opinion ; that is to say, recklessly, pretendingly,
and with great indifference to any effect it might
have, except as it was likely to establish his repu-
tation with the crowd. Still, it would seem, that
by one of those singular coincidences that are
hourly occurring in real life, he had unwittingly
touched a sensitive chord in the system of his fair
fellow-traveller. Her eyes sank to the deck at this
abrupt question, the color again stole to her pol-
ished temples, and the least practised in the emo-
tions of the sex might have detected painful em-
barrassment in her mein. She was, however,
spared the awkwardness of a reply, by the unexpect-
ed and prompt interference of Maso.

“ Hope is the last of* our-friends to prove re-
creant,” said this mariner, “ else would the cases
of many in company be bad enough, thine own
included, Pippe ; for, judging by the outward signs,
the Swabian campaign has not been rich in spoils.”

“ Providence has ordered the harvests of wit
much as it has ordered the harvests of the field,”
returned the juggler, who felt the sarcasm of the
other’s remark with all the poignancy that it could

~
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derive from truth ; since, to expose his real situa-
tion, he was absolutely indebted to an extraordi-
nary access of generosity in Baptiste, for his very
passage across the Leman. ¢ One year, thou shalt
find the vineyard dripping liquors precious as dia-
monds, while, the next, barrenness shall’ make it
its seat. To-day the peasant will complain that
poverty prevents him from building the covering
necessary to house his erops, while to-morrow he -
will be heard groaning over empty garners. Abun-
dance and famine travel the earth hard upon each
other’s heels, and it is not surprising that he who
lives by his wits should sometimes fail of his har-
vest, as well as he who lives by his hands.”

s If constant custom can secure success, the pious
Conrad should be prosperous,” answered Maso,
«for, of all machinery, that of sin is the least sel-
dom idle. His trade at least can never fail for
want of employers.”

¢ Thou hast it, Signor Maso ; and it is for this
especial reason that I wish my parents had edu-
cated me for a bishoprick. Ie that is charged
with reproving his fellow creatures for their vices
need never know an idle hour.”

¢ Thou dost not understand what thousayest,” put
in Conrad; “love for the saints has much fallen
away since my youth, and where there is one
Christian ready now to bestow his silver, in order
to get the blessing of some favorite shrine, there
were then ten. I have heard the elders of us pil-
grims say, that, fifty years since, ’twas a pleasure
to bear the sins of a whole parish, for ours is a
business in which the load does not so much depend
on the amount as the quality; and, in their time,
there were willing offerings, frank confessions,
and generous consideration for those who under-
took the toil.”

“In such a trade, the less thou hast to answer
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for, in behalf of others, the more will pass to thy
credit on the score of thine own backslidings,”
pithily remarked Nicklaus Wagner, who was a stur-
dy Protestant, and apt enough at levelling these
side-hits at those who professed a faith, obnoxious
to the attacks of all who dissented from the opinions
and the spiritual domination of Rome.

But Conrad was a rare specimen of what may
be effected by training and well-rooted prejudices.
In presenting this man to the mind of the reader,
we have no intention to impugn the doctrines of the
particular church to which he belonged, but sim-
ply to show, as the truth will fully warrant, to what
a pass of flagrant and impudent pretension the
qualities of man, unbridled by the wholesome cor-
rective of a sound and healthful opinion, was ca-
pable of conducting abuses on the most solemn
and gravest subjects. In that age usages prevail-
ed, and were so familiar to the minds of the actors
as to excite neither reflection nor comment, which
would now lead to revolutions, and a general rising
in defence of principles which are held to be clear
as the air we breathe. Though we entertain no
doubt of the existence of that truth which pervades
the universe, and to which all things tend, we
think the world, in its practices, its theories, and
its conventional standards of right and wrong, is
in a condition of constant change, which it should
be the business of the wise and good to favor, so
long as care is had that the advantage is not bought
by a re-action-of evil, that shall more than prove
its counterpoise. Conrad was one of the lowest
class of those fungi that grow out of the decayed

" parts of the moral, as their more material types
prove the rottenness of the vegetable, world; and
the probability of the truth of the portraiture is not
to be loosely denied, without mature reflection on
the similar anomalies that are yet to be found on

Vor. L G
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every side of us, or without studying the history of
the abuses which then disgraced Christianity, and
which, in truth, became so intolerable in their
character, and so hideous in their features, as to
_be the chief influencing cause to bring about their
own annihilation.

Pippo, who had that useful tact which enables a
man to measure his own estimation with others,
was not slow to perceive that the more enlightened
part of his audience began to tire of this pretend-
ing buffoonery. Resorting to a happy subterfuge,
by means of one of his sleight-of-hand expedients,
he succeeded in transferring the whole of that por-
tion of the spectators who still found amusement
in his jugglery, to the other end of the vessel,
where they established themselves among the an-
chors, ready-as ever to swallow an aliment, that
seems to find an unextinguishable appetite for its
reception among the vulgar. Here he continued
his exhibition, now moralizing in the quaint and
often in the pithy manner, which renders the south-
ern buffoon so much superior to his duller compe-
titor of ‘the north, and uttering a wild jumble of
wholesome truths, loose morality, and witty inuen-
does, the latter of which never failed to extort roars
of laughter from all but those who happened to be
their luckless subjects. .

Once or twice Baptiste raised his head, and stared
about him with drowsy eyes, but, satisfied there
was nothing to be done in the way of forcing the
vessel ahead, he resumed his nap, without inter-
fering in the pastime of those whom he had hith-
erto seemed to take pleasure in annoying. Left
entirely to themselves, therefore, the crowd on
the forecastle represented one of those every-day
but profitable pictures of life, which abound under
our eyes, but which, though they are pregnant with
instruction, are treated with the indifference that

’
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would seem to be the inevitable consequence of
familiarity.
The crowded and overloaded bark might have
been compared to the vessel of human life, which
- floats at all times subject to the thousand accidents
of a delicate and complicated machinery ; the lake,
so smooth and alluring in its present tranquillity,
but so capable.of lashing its iron-bound coasts with
fury, to a treacherous world, whose smile is al-
most always as dangerous as its frown; and, to
complete the picture, the idle, laughing, thought-
less, and yet inflammable group that surrounded
the buffoon, to the unaccountable medley of human
sympathies, of sudden and fierce passions, of fun
and frolic, so inexplicably mingled with the gross-
est egotism that enters into the heart of man: in
a word, to so much that is beautiful and divine,
with so much that would seem to be derived di-
rectly from the demons, a compound which com-
poses this mysterious and dread state of being, and
which we are taught, by reason and revelation,
is only a preparation for another still more incom-
prehensible and wonderful. .

CHAPTER V.

« How like & fawning publican he looks!”
SHYLOCK:

Tue change of the juggler’s scene of action left
the party in the stern of the barge, in quiet posses-
sion of their portion of the vessel. Baptiste and
his. boatmen still slept among the boxes; Maso
continued to pace hiselevated platform above their
heads; and the meek-looking stranger, whose en-
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trance into the barge had drawn so many witticisms
from Pippo, sate a little apart, silent, furtively ob-
servant, and retiring, in the identical spot he had
occupied throughout the day. With these excep-
tions, the whole of the rest of the iravellers were
crowding around the person of the mountebank.
Perhaps we have not done well, however, in class-

ing either of the two just named with the more

common herd, for there were strong points of
difference to distinguish both from most of their
companions.

The exterior and the personal appointments of
the unknown traveller, who had shrunk so sensi-
tively before the hits of the Neapolitan, was greatly

superior to those of any other in the bark beneath -

the degree of the gentle, not even excepting those
of the warm peasant Nicklaus Wagner, the owner
of so large a portion of the freight. There was a
decency of air that commanded more respect than
it was then usual to-yicld to thc nameless, a quiet-
ness of demeanor that denoted reflection and the
habit of self-study and self-correction, together with
a deference to others that was well adapted to gain
friends. In the midst of the noisy, clamorous
merriment of all around him, his restrained and
rebuked manner had won upon the favor of the
more privileged, who had unavoidably noticed the
difference, and had prepared the way to a more
frank communication between the party of the no-
ble, and one who, if not their equal 1n the usual
points of worldly distinction, was greatly superior
to those among whom he had been accidentall

cast by the chances of his journey. Not so wit

Maso; he, apparently, had little in common with
the unobtruding and silent being that sat so near
his path, in the short turns he was making to and
fro across the pile of freight. The mariner was
much the younger, his years scarcely reaching

.
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-thirty, while the head of the unknown traveller was
already beginning to be sprinkled with gray. The
walk, attitudes, and gestures, of the former, were
also those of a man confident of himself, a little
addicted to be indifferent to others, and far more
disposed to lead than to follow. These are ‘quali-
ties that it may be thought his present situation
was scarcely suited to discover, but they had been
made sufficiently apparent, by the cool, calculating
looks he threw, from time to time, at the manceu-
-vres commanded by Baptiste, the expressive sneer
with which he criticised his decisions, and a few
biting remarks which had escaped him in the course
of the day, and which had conveyed any thing but
compliments to the nautical skill of the patron and
his fresh-water followers. Still there were signs
of better stuff in this suspicious-looking person than
are usually seen about men, whose attire, pursuits
and situation, are so indicative of the world’s
pressing hard upon their principles, as happened to
be the fact with this poor and unknown seaman.
.Though ill clad, and wearing about him the general
tokens of a vagrant life, and that loose connexion
with society that is usually taken as sufficient evi-
dence of one’s demerits, his countenance_occasion-
ally denoted thought, and, during the day, his eye
had frequently wandered towards the group of his
more intelligent fellow-passengers, as if he found
subjects of greater interest in their discourse, than
in the rude pleasantries and practical jokes of those
nearer his person. :

The high-bred -are always courteous, except in
cases in which presumption repels civility ; for they
who are accustomed to the privileges of station,
think -far less of their immunities, than they, who,
by being excluded from the fancied advantages,
are apt to exaggerate a superiority that a short
experience would show becomes of very questiona-

G
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ble value in the possession. Without this equitable
“provision of Providence, the laws of civilized so-
ciety would become truly intolerable, for, if peace
of mind, pleasure, and what is usually termed
happiness, were the exclusive enjoyment of those
who are rich and honoured, there would, indeed,
be so crying an injustice in their present ordinances
as could not long withstand the united assaults of
reason and justice. But, happily for the relief of
the less gifted and the peace of the world, the fact
is very different. Wealth has its- peculiar woes;
honors and privileges pall in the use; and, per-
haps, as a rule, there is less of that regulated con-
tentment, which forms the nearest approach to the
condition of the blessed of which this unquiet state
of being is susceptible, among those who are -
usually the most envied by their fellow-creatures,
than in any other of the numerous gradations into
which the social scale has been divided. He who
reads our present legend with the eyes that we
could wish, will find in its moral the illustration of
this truth; for, if it is our intention to delineate
some of the wrongs that spring from the abuses of
the privileged and powerful, we hope equally to
show how completely they fall short of their ob-
ject, by failing to confer that exclusive happiness
which is the goal that all struggle to attain.
Neither the Baron de Willading, nor his noble
friend, the Genoese, though educated in the opin-
ions of their caste, and necessarily under the in-
fluence of the prejudices of the age, was addicted
to the insolence of vulgar pride., Their habits
had revolted at the coarseness of the majority of
the travellers, and they were glad-to be rid of
them by the expedient of Pippo; but no sooner
did the modest, decent air of the stranger who re-
mained, make itself apparent, than they felt a desire
to compensate him for the privations he had already
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undergone, by showing the civilities that their
own rank rendered so easy and .usually so grate-
ful. With this view, then, as soon as the noisy
troupe-had departed, the Signor Grimaldi raised
his beaver with that discreet and imposing polite-
ness which equally attracts and repels, and, ad-
dressing the solitary stranger, he invited him to
descend, and stretch his legs on the part- of the
deck which had hitherto been copsidered exclu-
sively devoted to the use of his own party. The
other started, reddened, and looked like one who
doubted whether he had heard aright. '

« These noble gentlemen would be glad if you
would come down, and take advantage of this
opportunity to relieve your limbs ;” said the young
Sigismund, raising his own athletic arm towards
the stranger, to offer its assistance in helping him
to reach the deck.

Still the unknown traveller hesitated, in the
manner of one who fears he might overstep dis-
cretion, by obtruding beyond the limits imposed
by modesty. He glanced furtively upwards at
the place where Maso had posted himself, and
muttered something of an intention to profit by its
present nakedness.

«It has an occupant who does not seem dis-
posed to admit another,” said Sigismund, smiling ;
“your mariner has a self-possession when afloat,
- that usually gives him the same superiority that

the well-armed swasher has among the timid in
"the street. You would do well, then, to accept
the offer of the noble Genoese.” ‘

The stranger, who had once or twice been
called rather ostentatiously by Baptiste the Herr
Miiller, during the day, as if the patron were dis-
posed to let his hearers know that he had those
who at least bore creditable names, even among
his ordinary passengers, no longer delayed. He

»
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came down from his seat, and moved about the
deck in his usual, quiet, subdued manner, but in a
way to show that he found a very sensible and
grateful relief in being permitted to make the
change. Sigismund was rewarded for this act
of good-nature by a smile from Adelheid, who
thought his warm interference in behalf of one,
seemingly so much his inferior, did no discredit

to his rank. _ It is possible that the youthful sol--

dier had some secret sentiment of the advantage
he derived from his kind interest in the stranger,
for his brow flushed, and he looked more satisfied
with himself, after this little office of humanity
had been performed. : ,

“You are better among us here,” the baron
" kindly observed, when the Herr Miiller was fairly
established in his new situation, ¢ than among the
freight of the honest Nicklaus Wagner, who,
Heaven help ‘the worthy peasant! has loaded us
fairly to the water’s edge, with the notable indus-
try of his dairy people. I like to witness the
prosperity, of our burghers, but it would have
been better for us travellers, at least, had there
been less of the wealth of honest Nicklaus in our
company. Are you of Berne, or of Zurich?”

« Of Berne, Herr Baron.” -

¢« I might have guessed that by finding you on
the Genfer See, instead of the Wallenstitter.
There are many of the Miillers in the Emmen
Thal? - i -

“«'The Herr is right; the name is frequent, both
in that valley, and in Entlibuch.”

«It is a frequent appellation among us of the

Teutonick stock. I had many Miillers in my

.company, Gaetano, when we lay before Mantua.
I remember that two of the brave fellows were
buried in the marshes of that low country; for
the fever helped the enemy as much as the sword,

'
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in the life-wasting campaign of the year we be-
sieged the place.”

The more observant Italian saw that the stranger
was distressed by the personal nature of the con-
versation, and, while he quietly assented to his
friend’s remark, he took occasion to give it a new
direction.

“ You travel, like ourselves, Signore, to get a
look at these far-famed revels of the Vévasians?”

“'That, and affairs, have brought me into this
honorable company ;”” answered the Herr Miiller,
whom no kindness of tone, however, could win
from his timid and subdued manner of speaking.
“And thou, father,” turning to the Augustine,
. “art journeying towards thy mountain residence,
after a visit of love to the valleys and their
people 7

The monk of St. Bernard assented to the truth
of this remark, explaining the manner in which
his community were accustomed annually to ap-
peal to the liberality of the generous in Switzer-
land, in behalf of an institution that was founded
in the interest of humanity, without reference to
distinction of faith.

“'Tis a blessed brotherhood,” answered the
Genoese, crossing himself, perhaps as much from
habit as from devotion, ““and the traveller need
wish it well. I have never shared of your
hospitality, but all report speaks fairly of it, and
the® title of a brother of San Bernardo, should
prove a passport to the favor of every Christian.”

« Signore,” said Maso, stopping suddenly, and
taking his part uninvited in the discourse, and yet
in a way to avoid the appearance of an imperti-
nent interference, “ none know this better than I't
A wanderer these many ‘years, I have often seen
the stony roof of the hospice with as much plea~
sure as I have ever beheld the entrance of my
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haven, when an adverse gale was pressing
against my canvass. Honor and a rich quéte to
the clavier of the convent, therefore, for it is
bringing succor to “the poor and rest to the
_weary

2 As he uttered this opinion, Maso decorously
raised his cap, and pursued his straitened walk
with the industry of a caged tiger. It was so un-
usual for one of his condition to obtrude on the
discourse of the fair and noble, that the party ex-
changed looks of surprise; but, the Signor Gri-
maldi, more accustomed than most of his friends
to the frank deportment and bold speech of mari-
ners, from having dwelt long on the coast of the
Mediterranean, felt disposed rather to humor than
to repulse this disposition to talk.

“Thou art a Genoese, by thy dialect,” he said,
assuming as a matter of course the right to ques-
tion one of years so much fewer, and of a condi-
tion so much inferior to his own.

“ Signore,” returned Maso, uncovering himself
again, though his manner betrayed profound per-
sonal respect rather than the deference of the vul-
gar, “I was born in the city of palaces, though
it was my fortune first to see the light beneath a
humble roof. The poorest of us are proud of the
splendor of Genova la Superba, even if its glory
has come from our own groans.”

The Signor Grimaldi frowned. But, ashamed
to permit himself to be disturbed by an allusion so

" vague, and perhaps so unpremeditated, and more

especially coming as it did from so insignificant a
source, his brow regained its expression of ha-
bitual composure.

An instant of reflection, told him it would be _-
in better taste to continue the conversation, than
churlishly to cut it short for so light a cause.
*Thou art too young to have had much con-
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nexion, either in advantage or in suffering,” he
rejoined, “with the erection of the gorgeous dwell-
ings to which thou alludest.” :

“This is true, Signore; except as one is the
better or worse for those who have gone before
him. I am what I’seem, more by the acts of
others than by any faults of my own. I envy not
the rich or great, however; for one that has seen
as much of life as I, knows the difference between
the gay colors of the garment, and that of the
shrivelled and diseased skin it conceals. We make
our feluccas glittering and fine with paint, when
their timbers work the most, and when the treach-
erous planks are ready to let in the sea to drown
us.” .

«“ Thou hast the philosophy of it, young man,
and hast uttered a biting truth, for those who waste
their prime in chasing a phantom. Thou hast well
bethought thee of these matters, for, if content
with thy lot, no palace of our city would make
thee happier.” _

«If, Signore, is a meaning word !—Content is
like the north-star—we seamen steer for it, while
none can ever reach it !” ’

“Am I then deceived in thee, after all? Is thy
seeming moderation only affected; and would’st
thou be the patron of the bark in which fortune
hath made thee only a passenger ?”

“ And a bad fortune it hath proved,” returned
Maso, laughing. ¢“We appear fated to pass the
night in it, for, so far from seeing any signs of
this land-breeze of which Baptiste has so confi-
dently spoken, the air seems to have gone to sleep

as well as the crew. Thou art accustomed to this .
climate, reverend Augustine ; is it usual to see so .

deep a calm on the Leman at this late season?”
A question like this was well adapted to effect
the speaker’s wish to change the discourse, for it

N
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very naturally directed the attention of all present
from a subject that was rather tolerated from idle-
ness than interesting in itself, to the'different natu-
ral phenomena by which they were surrounded.
The sun-set had now fairly passed, and the trav-
ellers were at the witching mhoment that precedes
the final disappearance of the day. A calm so
deep rested on the limpid lake, that it,was not easy
to distinguish the line which separated the two
elements, in those places where the blue of the
land was confounded with the well-known and pe-
culiar color of the Leman. -~

The precise position of the Winkelried was near
mid-way between the shores of Vaud and those
of Savoy, though nearer to the first than to the
- last. Not another sail was visible on the whole
of the watery expanse, with the exception of one
that hung lazily from its yard, in a small bark that
was pulling towards St. Gingoulph, bearing Sa-
voyards returning to their homes from the other
side of the lake, and which, in that delusive land-
scape, appeared to the eye to be within a stone’s-
throw of the base of the mountain, ‘though, in
truth, still a weary row from the land.

Nature has spread her work on a scale so mag-
nificent in this sublime region that ocular decep-
tions of this character abound, and it requires
time and practice to judge of those measurements
which have been rendered familiar in other scenes.
In like manner to the bark under the rocks of Sa-
voy, there lay another, a heavy-moulded boat,
nearly in a line with Villeneuve, which seemed to
float in the air instead .of its proper element, and
whose oars were seen to rise and fall beneath a
high mound, that was rendered shapeless by re-
fraction. This was a craft, bearing hay from the
meadows at the mouth of the Rhone to their pro-
prietors in the villages of the Swiss coast. A few
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light boats were pulling about in front of the town
of Vévey, and a forest of low masts and latine
yards, seen in the hundred picturesque attitudes
peculiar to the rig, crowded the wild anchorage
that is termed its port.

An air-line drawn from St. Saphorin to Meil-
lerie, would have passed between the spars of the
Winkelried, her distance from her haven, conse-
quently, a little exceeded a marine league. This
space might readily have been conquered in an .~
hour or two by means of the sweeps, but for the
lumbered condition of the decks, which would have
rendered their use difficult, and the unusual draught
of the bark, which would have caused the exer-
tion to be painful. As it has been.seen, Baptiste
preferred waiting for the arrival of the night-
breeze to having recourse to an expedient so toil--
some and slow. '

We have already-said, that the point just de-
scribed was at the place where the Leman fairly
enters its eastern horn, and where its shores pos-
sess their boldest and finest faces. On the side of
Savoy, the coast was a sublime wall of rocks,
here and there clothed with chestnuts, or indented
with ravines and dark glens, and naked and wild
along the whole line of their giddy summits. The
villages so frequently mentioned, and which have
become celebrated in these later times by the touch
of genius, clung to the uneven declivities, their
lower dwellings laved by the lake, and their upper
confounded with the rugged faces of the moun-
tains. Beyond the limits of the Leman, the Alps
shot up into still higher pinnacles, occasionally
showing one of those naked excrescences of gra-
nite, which rise for a thousand feet above the rest
of the range—a trifle in the stupendous scale of
the vast piles—and which, in the language of the
country, are pot inaptly termed Dents, from some

Vor. L. H
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fancied and plausible resemblance to human teeth.
The verdant meadows of Noville, Aigle and Bex,
spread for leagues between these. snow-capped
barriers, so dwindled to the eye, however, that the
spectator believed that to be a mere bottom, which
was, in truth, a broad and fertile plain. Beyond
these again, came the celebrated pass of St. Mau-
rice, where the foaming Rhone dashed between
two abutments of rock, as if anxious to effect its
exit before the superincumbent mountains could
come together, and shut it out for ever from the
inviting basin to which it was hurrying with a
never-ceasing din. Behind this gorge, so cele-
brated as the key-of the Valais, and even of the
Alps in the time of the conquerors of the world,
the back-ground took a character of holy mystery.
The shades of evening lay thick in that enormous
glen, which was sufficiently large to contain a
sovereign state, and the dark piles of mountains
beyond were seen in a hazy, confused array. The
setting was a grey boundary of rocks, on which
fleecy clouds rested, as if tired with their long and
high flight, and on which the parting day still lin-
gered soft and lucid. One cone of dazzling white
towered over all. It resembled a bright stepping-
stone between heaven and earth, the heat of the
hot sun falling innocuously against its sides, like
the cold and pure breast of a virgin repelling those
treacherous sentiments which prove the ruin of a
shining and glorious innocence. Across the sum-
mit of this brilliant and cloud-like peak, which
formed the most distant object in the view, ran the
imaginary line that divided Italy from the regions
of the north. Drawing nearer, and holding its
course on the opposite shore, the eye embraced the
range of rampart-like rocks that beetle over Ville-
neuve and Chillon, the latter a snow-white pile that
seemed to rest partly on the land and partly on the
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water. On the vast débris of the mountains clus-
tered the hamlets of Clarens, Montreux, Chéitelard,
and all those other places, sincg rendered so fa-
miliar to the reader of fiction by the vivid pen of -
Rousseau. Above.the latter village the whole of
the savage and rocky range receded, leaving the
laKe-shore to vine-clad cétes that stretch away far
to the west. ’

This scene, at all times alluring and grand, was
now beheld under its most favorable auspices. .
The glare of day had deserted all that belonged to
what might be termed the lower world, leaving in
its stead the mild hues, the pleasing shadows, and
the varying tints of twilight. It is true that a hun-

~dred chélets dotted the Alps, or those mountain
padturages which spread themselves a thousand
fathoms above the I.eman, on the foundation of
rock that lay like a wall behind Montreux, shining
still with the brightness of a bland even, but all be-
low was fast catching the more sombre colors of
the hour. ’

As the transition from day to night grew more
alpable, the hamlets of Savoy became gray and
azy, the shades thickened around the bases of the

" mountains in a manner to render their forms indis-
tinct and massive, and the milder glory of the
scene was transferred to their summits. Seen by
sun-light, these noble heights appear a long rangc
of naked granite, piled on a foundation of chestaut-
covered hills, and buttressed by a few such salient

- spurs as are perhaps necessary to give variety and
agreeable shadows to their acclivities. Their out-
lines were now drawn in those waving lines that
the pencil of Raphael would have loved to sketch,
dark, distinct, and appearing to be carved by art.
The inflected and capricious edges of the rocks
stood out in high relief against the back-ground of
pearly sky, resembling so much ebony wrought

3
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into every fantastic curvature that a wild and vivid
fancy could conceive. Of all the wonderful and
imposing sights of this extraordinary region, there
is perhaps none in which there is so exquisite an
admixture of the noble, the beautiful, and the be-
witching, as in this view of these natural arabesques
of Savoy, seen at the solemn hour of twilight.

The Baron de Willading and his friends stood
uncovered, in reverence of the sublime picture,
which could only come from the hands of the Crea-
tor, and with unalloyed enjoyment of the bland
tranquillity of the hour. Exclamations of pleasure
had escaped them, as the exhibition advanced ; for
the view, like the shifting of scenes, was in a con-
stant state of transition under the waning and °
changing light, and each had eagerly pointed out
to the others some peculiar charm of the view.
The sight was, in sooth, of a nature to preclude
selfishness, no one catching a glimpse that he did
‘not wish to be shared by all. Vévey, their jour:
ney, the fleeting minutes, and their disappointment,
were all forgotten in the delight of witnessing this
evening landscape, and the silence was broken on-
ly to express those feelings of delight which had
long been uppermost in every bosom.

«“] doff my beaver to thy Switzerland, friend
Melchior,” cried the Signor Grimaldi, after direct-
ing the attention of Adelheid to one of the peaks of
Savoy, of which he had just remarked that it
seemed a spot where an angel might love to light
in his visits to the earth; “if thou hast much of
this, we of Italy must look to it, or—by the shades
of our fathers! we shall lose our reputation for
natural beauty. How is it young lady ; hast thou
many of these sun-sets at Willading? or, is this,
after all, but an exception to what thou seest in
common—as much a matter of astonishment to
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thyself, as—by San Francesco! good Marcelli, we
must even own, it is to thee and me 1” ‘

Adelheid laughed at the old noble’s good-humor-
ed rhapsody, but, much as she loved her native
land, she could not pervert the truth by pretending
that the sight was one to be often met with.

«If we have not this, however, we have our
glaciers, our lakes, our cottages, our chilets, our
Oberland, and such glens as have an eternal twi-
light of their own.”

“ Ay, my true-hearted and pretty Swiss, this
is well for thee who wilt affirm that a drop of
thy snow-water is worth a thousand limpid springs,
or thou art not the true child of old Melchior de
Willading ; but it is lost on the cooler head of one
who has seen other lands. Father Xavier, thou
art a neutral, for thy dwelling is on the dividing
ridge between the two countries, and I appeal to
thee to know if these Helvetians have much of this
quality of evening 1” '

The worthy monk met the question in the spirit
with which it was asked, for the elasticity of the
air, and the heavenly tranquillity and bewitching
loveliness of the hour, well disposed him to be
joyous.

« To maintain my character as an impartial
judge,” he answered, “I will say that each region
has its own advantages. If Switzerland is the
most wonderful and imposing, Italy is the most
winning. The latter leaves more durable impres-
sions and is more fondly cherished. One strikes
the senses, but the other slowly winds its way into
the affections; and he who has freely vented his
admiration in exclamations and epithets in one,
will, in the end, want language to express all the
secret longings, the fond recollections, the deep
repinings, that he retains for the other.”

¢« Fairly reasoned, friend Melchior, and like an

HZ2
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able umpire, leaving to each his share of conso-
lation and vanity. Herr Miiller, dost thou agree
in a decision that gives thy muchvaunted Switzer-
land so formidable a rival?”

« Signore,” answered the meek traveller, «I see

enough to admire and love in both, as is always.

the fact with that which God hath formed. This
is a glorious world for the happy, and most might
be so, could they summon courage to be innocent.”

«The good Augustine will tell thee that this
bears hard on certain points of theology, in which
our common nature is treated with but indifferent
respect. He that would continue innocent must
struggle hard with his propensities.”

The stranger was thoughtful, and Sigismund,
whose eye had been earnestly riveted on his face,
thought that it denoted more of peace then usual.

« Signore,” rejoined the Herr Miiller, when time
had been given for reflection, I believe it.is good
for us to know unhappiness. He that is permitted
too much of his own will -gets to be headstrong,
and, like the overfed bullock, difficult to be man-
aged ; whereas, he who lives under the displeasure
of his fellow-creatures is driven to look closely
into himself, and comes, at last, to chasten his
spirit by detecting its faults.” ,

« Art thou a follower of Calvin?” demanded the
Augustine suddenly, surprised to hear opinions so
healthful in the mouth of a dissenter from the true
church. : '

« Father, I belong neither to Rome nor to the
religion of Geneva. I am a humble worshipper
of God, and a believer in the blessed mediation of
his holy Son.”

« How '—Where dost thou find such sentiments
out of the pale of the church?” -

«In mine own heart. This is my temple, holy
Augustine, and I never enter it without adoration

’
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_for its Almighty founder. A cloud was over the
roof of my father at my birth, and I have not been
permitted to mingle much with men; but the soli-
tude of my life has driven me to study'my own
nature, which I hope has become none the worse
for the examination. I know I am an unworthy
and sinful man, and I hope others are as much
better than'I as their opinions of themselves would
give reason to think.”

The words of the Hérr Miiller, which lost none
of their weight by his unaffected and quiet manner,
excited curiosity: At first, most of the listeners .
were disposed to believe him one of those exag-
gerated spirits who exalt themselves by a pretended
self-abasement, but his natural, quiet, and thought-
ful deportment soon produced a more favorable
opinion. There was a habit of reflection, a retreat-
ing inward look about his eye, that revealed the
character of one long and truly accustomed to
look more at himself than at others, and which
wrought singularly in his behalf. ’

“We may not all have these flattering opinions
of ourselves that thy words would seem to imply,
Signor Miiller,” observed the Genoese, his tone
changing to one better suited to soothe the feelings
of the person addressed, while a shade insensibly
stole over- his own venerable features; ¢ neither
are all at peace that so seem. If it will be any

, consolation to thee to know that others are probably
no more happy than thyself, I will add that I have
known much pain, and that, too, amid circum-
stances which most would deem fortunate, and
which, I fear, a great majority of mankind might
be djsposed to envy.” .

“1 should be base indeed to seek consolation in
such a source ! I do not complain, Signore, though
my whole life has so passed that I can hardly say
that I enjoy it. It is not easy to smile when we

1
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know that all frown upon us; else could I be con-
tent. As it is, I rather feel than repine.”

“This is a most singular condition of the mind ;”’
whispered Adelheid to young Sigismund; for both
had been deeply attentive listeners to the calm but
strong language of the Herr Miiller. The young
man did not answer, and his fair companion saw,

_with surprise, that he was pale, and with difficulty

noticed her remark with a smile.

“ The frowns of men, my son,” observed the
monk, “are usually reserved for those who offend
its ordinances. The latter may not be always just,
but there is a common sentiment which refuses to
visit innocence, even in the narrow sense-in which
we understand the word, with undeserved dis-
pleasure.”-

The Herr Miiller looked earnestly at the Au-
gustine, and he seemed about to answer; but,
checking the impulse, he bowed in submission. At
the same time, a wild, painful smile gleamed on
his face. -

“I agree with thee, good canon,” rejoined the
simple-minded baron: “we are much addicted to

. quarrelling with the world, but, after all, when we

look closely into the matter, it will commonly be
found that the cause of our grievances exists in
ourselves.” )

“Is there no Providence, father?” exclaimed
Adelheid, a little reproachfully for one of her re-
spectful habits and great filial tenderness. “Can
we recall the dead to life, or keep those quick
whom God is pleased to destroy 1’

«Thou hast me, girl l—there is a‘truth in this
that no bereaved parent can deny !”’

This remark produced an embarrassed pause,
during which the Herr Miiller gazed furtively
about him, looking from the face of one to that of
another, as if seeking for some countenance on

3
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which he could rely. But he turned away to the
view of those hills which had been so curiously
wrought by the finger of the Almighty, and seemed
to lose himself in their contemplation.

“ This is some spirit that has been .bruised by
early indiscretion,” said the Signor Grimaldi, in a
low voice, “and whose repentance is strangely
mixed with resignation. I know not whether such
a man is most to be envied or pitied. There is a
fearful mixture of resignation and of suffering in
his air.”

« He has not the mien of a stabber or a knave,”
answered the baron. “If he comes truly of the
Miillers of the Emmen Thal, or even of those of
Entlibuch, I should know something of his history.
They are warm burghers, and mostly of fair name.
It is true, that in my youth one of the family got
out of favor with the councils, on. account of some
concealment of their lawful claims in the way of
revenue, but the manmade an atonement that was
deemed sufficient in amount, and the matter was
forgotten. It is not usual, Herr.-Miiller, to meet
citizens in our canton who go for neither Rome
nor Calvin.” ’

¢ It is not usual, mein-Herr, to meet men placed
as I am. Neither Rome nor Calvin is sufficient
for me ;—1I have need of God !” ’

¢ I fear thou hast taken life ?”

The stranger bowed, and his face grew livid,
seemingly with the intensity of his own thoughts.
Melchior de Willading so disliked the expression,
that he turned away his eyes in uneasiness. The

_other glanced frequently at the forward part of the
bark, and he seemed struggling hard to speak, but,
for some strong reason, unable to effect his pur-
pose.  Uncovering himself, at length, he said
steadily, as if superior to shame, while he fully felt

’
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the import of his communication, but in a voice
that was cautiously suppressed—

« I am Balthazar, of your canton, Herr Baron,
and I pray your powerful succor, should those
untamed spirits on the forecastle come to discover
the truth. ~ My blood hath been made to curdle
to-day whilst listening to their heartless threats
and terrible maledictions. Without -this fear,-1
should have kept my secret,—for God knows I am
not proud of my office |”

The general and sudden surprise, accompanied
as it was by a common movement of aversion,
induced the Signor Grimaldi to demand the reason.

«Thy name is not in much favour apparently,
Herr Miiller, or Herr Balthazar, whichever it is
thy pleasure to be called,” observed the Genoese,
casting a quick glance around the circle. « There
is some mystery in it, that to me needs explana-
tion.” .
¢« Signore, I am the headsman of Berne.”

Though long schooled in the polished habits of
his high condition, which taught him ordinarily to
repress strong emotions, the Signor Grimaldi could
not conceal the start which this unexpected an-
nouncement produced, for he had not escaped the
usual prejudices of men.

« Truly, we have been fortunate in our associate,
Melchior,” he said drily, turning without ceremo-
ny from the man whose modest, quiet mien had
lately interested him so much, but whose manner
he now took to be assumed,—few pausing to in-
vestigate the motives of those who are condemned
of opinion:—“here has been much excellent and
useful morality thrown away upon'a very unworthy
subject !’

The baron received the intelligence of the real
name of their travelling companion with less feel-
ing. He had been greatly puzzled to account for
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the singular language he had heard, and he found
relief in so brief a solution of the difficulty. -

«The pretended name, after all, then, is only a
cloak to conceal the truth! I knew the Miillers of
the Emmén Thal so well, that I had great difficulty
in fitting the character which the honest man gave
of himself fairly upon any one of them all. Butit
is now clear enough, and doubtless Balthazar has
no great reasonto be proud of the turn which For-
tune has played his family in making them execu-
tioners.” -

“Is the office hereditary?” demanded the
Genoese, quickly. .

«“Itis. Thou knowest that we of Berne have
_ great respect for ancient usages. He that is born
to the Biirgerschaft will die in the exercise of his
rights, and he that is born out of its venerable pale-
must be satisfied to live out of it, unless he has gold
or favor. Our institutions are a hint from nature,
which leaves men as they are created, preserving
the order and harmony of society by venerable
and well-defined laws, as is wise and necessary.
In nature, he that is born strong remains strong,
and he that has little force must be content with
his feebleness.”

. The Signor Grimaldi looked like one who felt
contrition.

“ Art thou, in truth, an hereditary executioner?”
he asked, addressing Balthazar himself.

“ Signore, I am: else would hand of mine have
never taken life. ’Tis a hard duty to perform,
even under the obligations and penalties of the
law ;—otherwise, it were accursed!”

“Thy fathers deemed it a privilege "’

“We suffer for their error: Signore, the sins of
the fathers, in our case, have indeed been visited
on the children to the latest generations.”

The countenance of the Genoese grew brighter,
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and his voice resumed the polished tones in which
he usually spoke.

«“Here has been some injustice of a certainty,”
he said, “ or one of-thy appearance would not be
found in this cruel position. Depend<on our au-
thority to protect thee, should the danger thou
seemest to apprehend really occur. Still the laws
must be respected, though not always of the rigid
impartiality that we might wish. Thou hast own-
ed the imperfection of human nature, and it is not
wonderful that its work should have flaws.”

«1 complain not now of the usage, which to me

has become habit, but I dread the untamed fury of
these ignorant and credulous men, who have taken
a wild fancy that my presence might bring a curse
upon the bark.” )
" There are accidental situations which contain
more healthful morals than can be drawn from a
thousand ingenious and plausible homilies, and in
which facts, in their naked simplicity, are far more
cloquent than any meaning that can be conveyed
by words. Such was the case with this meek and
unexpected appeal of Balthazar. All who heard
him saw his situation under very different colors
from those in which it would have been regarded
had the subject presented itself under ordinary cir-
cumstances. A common and painful sentiment at-
tested strongly against the oppression that had giv-
en birth to his wrongs; and the good Melchior de
Willading himself wondered how a case of this
striking injustice could have arisen under the laws
of Berne. )
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CHAPTER VI

Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks,
A thousand men that fishes gnawed upon ;
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,
All scattered in the bottom of the sea.

Richard II1.

The flitting twilight was now on the wane, and
the shades of evening were gathering fast over
the deep basin of the lake. The figure of Maso,
as he continued to pace his elevated platform, was
drawn dark and distinct against the southern sky,
in which some of the last rays of the sun still lin-
gered, but objects on both shores were getting to
be confounded with the shapeless masses of the
mountains. Here and there a pale star peeped
out, though most of the vault that stretched across
the confined horizon was shut in by dusky clouds.
A streak of dull, unnatural light was seen in the
quarter which lay above the meadows of the
Rhone, and nearly in a direction with the peak of
Mont Blanc, which, though not visible from this
portion of the Leman, was known to lie behind the
ramparts of Savoy, like a monarch of the hills en-
trenched in his citadel of rocks and ice.

The change, the lateness of the hour, and the
unpleasant reflections left by the short dialogue
with Balthazar, produced a strong and ‘common
desire to see the end of a navigation that was be-
ginning to be irksome. Those objects which had
lately yielded so much and so pure a delight were
now getting to be black and menacing, and the
very sublimity of the scale on which Nature had

here thrown together her elements was an addi-
Vor. I. I
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tional source of uncertainty and alarm. Those
fairy-like, softly-delineated, natural arabesques,
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