THE

|
RUGANTINO, |
' |

BRAVO OF VENICE. |

By M. G. LEWIS, M.P.

AUTHOR OF

P MONK,” * RAYMOND AND AGNES,” &e.

LONDON :

PRINTED BY AND FOR HODGSON & CO.
JUVENILE PRESS,

No, 10, NEWGATE-STREET.

Sixpence.



I8 ‘U‘ GANTINO or ﬂu' BIR ‘\\ @ of

VIR N LC K

mr.

Covme Wlodoardo 8 Kowedolla divoorvered Sy | ﬁ e Piarher
20t June 302825 by Hodoson R O 20, Newgate 37,

|

MNW
4

i1

“ﬂuinll

m ‘

Zeosabella on socing Lugannne rolls i the dyrme o Camilla. .




.

R R T = (R R R R BN~ siian aca o - Ene

THE BRAVO OF VENICE.

For a length of time the inhabitants of Venice, from
the Doge to the Peasant, were kept in a state of the
groatost tropidation, by a band of desperate Bravos,
whowo crimen wore of the blackest dye, and whose
nocrot hanunts had oscnpod dotootion, At longth the
arm of justioo ovortook four of thom, named Pietrino,
Strugal, Thomaso, and Matteo, and they were ad-
Judged 1o expiato their crimes by the fotfeiture of
their heads.  "The sound of the beil, which gave the
signal for execution, was welcome to all Venice,
oxcept a few, whose dissolute lives had reduced
them to a state of want and desperation, and who
had long been plotting the overthrow of the republic,
b¥ the destruction of Andreas the Doge; to effect
which it was necessary that some of the principal
Ornonn in the stato should first be removed. The
our rullians nhove-namod had heon engaged to carry
the Inttor part of thely seheme into execution ; dread-
ful to thelr enrm, theretore, wis the sound, which frus-
tratod their sehemon, and hafllod all their hopes.
The execution of the four bravos was not enough to
tranquillize Venice, while the still more desperate
and torrible Rugantino yet lived, and had hitherto
ommrml the vigilance of his pursuers, and bade the
tepublio troemble,

I'ho plang of the conspirators were again revived,
by the hope of engaging Rugantino in their service;
and he, boldly suffering himself to be found, readily
undertook for a large reward to execute their wishes.
Ho lmmodiately set to work ; and in a few hours,
Conard, the Doge’s bosom friend and adviser, and
one whose penetrating eye the conspirators most
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4 RUGANTINO,

dreaded, was not to be found—was numbered among
the dead.

The Doge, ignorant of the conspiracy, was struck
with terror and amazement, A proclamation was
issued, and dispersed thronghout the republic, offer-
ing a reward of ton thousand sequins to any one who
would discover, and bring to justice, the person or
persons l»r whom Conari had been removed from the
world, mmediately after the proclamation was
issued, the following address to the Venetians was
aflixed to the gate of the Doge’s palace, by some
unknown hand :—

‘¢ VENETIANS,

<« Search no longer for the murderer of Conari ;—
you will not find him;—1, Rugantino, was his
assassinj I plunged my dagger in his bosom, and
then dismissed his body to feed fishes.

“ {he Doge promises ten thousand sequins to him
who shall be hrave and skilful enough to discover and
seize Conari's murderer,—Ten thousand sequins '—

Puny reward ! Rugantino hereby promises twenty
thousand sequins to the man who shall lay hands en _

Tue Bravo o VENICE.
“ Alone, will I make the republic tremble. Venice
no longer harbours five banditti ; one, and one only,

shall inhabit here ; and that one shall beard the Doge |

himself! shall watch over right and over wrong ; and
according as he judges, shall reward or punish.

¢ Lot those who need me, seck me ; they will find
me every where ! 1-—Let those who gearch for me with
the design of delivering me up to the law, despair and
tremblo j==they will find me no where.—But I shall
find them, and that when they least expect me.——
Venetinny, this comes from the Bravo

“ RUGANTINO.”

« Phe villain!” cried the Doge on reading this
papor, ** Eudless wealth, and the greatest honours,
shall bo his roward, who will bring the monster to
justice,”

»
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But in vain. Rugantino was not to be found. 1In
vain was every effort made to gain a knowledge of
his hiding-place, in hopes of the promised reward :
Rugantino set all their ingenuity at defiance.

The hour of midnight had already approached ;
and the moon, emerging from behind a cloud, threw
her bright beams over the Adriatic, when a tall man,
disguised in a cloak, with lengthened strides ap-
proached the shore, and cast an impatient look across
the waters before him. Fe turned, and entered the
portico of a building, exclaiming, as he hastily paced
to and fro, “ How happens it Faliero keeps not his
appointment b Curse on this delay 1"—~Adding, “ to
whiat o despernte condition am 1 roduced by the
poornful bmperious Rosnbolln, 1, who am descendod
from one of the noblest familios of Venice, to kneel
and suo in vain at the feet of a scornful beauty.—'T'o
bo wpurmed !By heaven, she shall die for it!-—
Monaldeschi tooY that prince for whom the Doge has
rosorved her hand, he also shall meet the dagger’s
point of the terrible Rugantino. Oh, how I shall
triumph when Rosabella, her favoured prince of
Monulslnachi, and Andreas, the imperious Doge,
i!mll h|1ll hlolnouth that Bravo's steel! Then shall

nroazl, with his valiant compeer i g
o B peers, alone give laws

At thin moment o gondola ronched the shore, from
whioh the rudned spendtheift, the high-born Falieri,
aprang auhore, and wis mot by Pavozal, who severely
ropronched him for being two  days behind  his
nppointed time,

“ Noble Parozzi,” replied Falieri, I have not
romained idle while at the village of Gonzaga. 1
know not what the Doge Andreas has done to the
Cardinul Gonzaga to make him his enemy ; but he
now belongs to us.” ‘

“ Tmpossiblo! You rave, Falieri '—You dream :
«The Cardinal Gonzaga——"

“ Is our’s, Parozzi : and our’s both bodyand soul!
I was obliged, indeed, to rave, as you call it, with
im0 yes, T roused up all my eloquence—and




6 RUGANTINO,

declaimed in high-sounding terms about patriotism
and the welfare of our country ; of the danger of the
increasing power of the Doge; of his luxury, his
pride, his tyranny ; of our glorious designs, our love
of freedom, and so forth. 'l'rust me, Gonzaga is a
hypocrite, and the fittor for our purpose!”

“ Excellent Faliori!” exclaimed Parozzi ; “Venice
shall yet soo a conspiracy far more important than
even tho far-famed conspiracy of Cataline.—But
now ligten in turn to me.-——More than half our triumph
is already secured. 'The firmest link of that chain
by which the Doge holds the chief men of Venice fast
to his government, shall be torn asunder.—Conari is
already gone.”— Conari gone!” said Falieri.

¢ To his grave, Falieri! And this night, my friend,
this very night Hark ye! What sound was that?
—Didst not hear a cry 7”

“ A cry?”’ no, not so much as a whisper.—What
ails thee, Parozzi? Why dost thou tremble and fix
thine eye-balls thus wildly in vacancy ? Is this thy
boasted courngoe in a great enterprize like our’s?”

“ No, no: 'twas nothing, It is past and gone,
and again my bosom burns with thirst of vengeance.
~Hark ye, Faliori.—Rugantino——nay, start not at
the name-—Rugantino is mine !”

“ Astonishing ! Where didst thou find him? how
secure him ? He who is every where and no where ;
who defies all humanlaws, and seems to keep Lucifer
himself in subjection to his will.—Where didst thou
find him, Parozzi ?”

¢ No matter where.—ILast night, my friend, the
torrible Rugantino stood before me, clad in all his
horrors.  His hereulean limbs were wrapped in a
blood-stained garment, His long black and matted
hair hung over o sallow visage deformed with innu-
morable wears ; while his broad and bushy eye-brows

artly shaded, but could not wholly conceal, the fierce
Rghtnllmn that flashed from his eyes.—Armed he was
for destruction ; and I spoke my wishes. The ruffian
named hig prico -0, how high the villain rates his
servioes | =«but no matter—though we are poor,
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Memmo is rich enough : and Memmo’s gold must pay
him. Butthen, Falieri, the Bravo'demanded a pledge
of future payment ; and that pledge I dared not deny
to Rugantino.”

““ What pledge did he demand ?”

“ Our secret—our plot—"

“ Imprudent Parozzi! The monster may betray
us, to secure himself !” VUi |

“ No, no, Falieri. He has given proof enough
already of his fidelity; already is Conari disposed of,
and Venice i8 in tumults.—Lemellino, and Manfrone,
the Doge's firmest friends, his dagger will silently re-
move < Naymoro,~ Faliori, this night, thisvery night,
Rosubolln bleodn boforo tho shrine of hor patron saint.”

“ How, Rosabolla 1" :

“ You, my friond, Tt is the night preceding her
birth-day ; and it is tho custom of the beauteous
tyrant to watch and pray from midnight to the dawn
of morning at the shrine of Saint Rosa. There will
Rugantino meet her in all his death-dealing horrors ;
and there too will the despised, rejected Parozzi
appear to make the work the surer—Venice will be
in tumults. Andreas and his few remaining adhe-
rents, confounded and dismayed, will not dare to
oppose us ;3 wo shall speedily possess ourselves of
the sovereign power, and reign masters where hitherto
wo huvo sorved an slaven”

O Heavoly ronolved, Parozezl—Manfrone and Le-
molling too-”

AL all, my friond.—But hark ! the midnight-bell
how wtranck, and methinks I hear the distant chant that
procluims the approach of Rosabella. This way the
procossion comes.—Let us not be seen together. To-
morrow we will meet at Memmo’s. Farewell till then.”

“ Farowell, bold Parozzi ! success attend thee !”

Parozzi, hiding his face with his cloak, ran hastily
down the streot, at the bottom of which stood the
church where Rosabella kept her vigils. He had
sonrcely passed, when a train of nuns and friars ad-
vincod, in the midst of which walked the Doge’s
daughter, the all-accomplished and beautiful Rosa-
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a. Unconscious of danger, she entered the
rch, and approached the shrine, and received

‘n the high priest his benediction. The friars, the

s, and her attendants, immediately withdrew to a

siderable distance, and left her undisturbed in her

otion, at tho shrine of Saint Rosa. Having
nmshed, she cast hor eyes ovor the many monuments
by which she was surrounded, and being attracted by
one which appeared newly placed there, she was
induced to read the inscription. It was to the me-
mory of Carlo Foscari, who was supposed to have
been so lately murdered by the Bravo Rugantino.
She was struck with horror as she read the inscription,
recording his death, and the crimes of Rugantino ;
and, turning again towards the altar, a moan of dis-
tress caught her ear—she sprang from her knees, and,
beheld, near her, an infirm old man, tottering, as if
opprest with sudden faintness. She flew to his
assistanco.

“ What ails you, my good father?” she inquired in
a melodious volce, as she endeavoured to support the
aged sufforer in her fair arms,

“ God reward you, lady,” stammered he faintly,
and a deep blush crimsoned his pale cheeks as his
eyes met those of Rosabella.

¢ Lean, lean on me, poor old man,” she replied in
the gentlest tone; and with a look of benevolent
anxig,t’y, she presently added ;— are you not better
now

<« Better 1”7 uttered the deceiver with a feeble
voice ;—*¢ better 7—Oh yes—yes—yes—I am better
—and you are the noble Rosabella, the daughter of
Andrens, the Doge of Venice

“ Phe wame, good Father”

“ Oh, lady, | have somewhat to tell you. Be on
your gunrd-—Ah God! that there should be men so
ernol L Lady, your life is indanger.” Rosabella
ptartod, and the c:u{our fled from her cheeks.

“ Ponr nothing, lady ; but be silent. You shall
not die; but if you value your life, be silent, and you
ghall soo the nssassin expire at your feet.”

1Y
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Rosabella made a movement as if ghe would have
fled: but suddenly the person whom gho had assisted
was no longer an infirm old man. He who, a minute
hefore, was bent double with ago and infirmities,
burst into youth and vigour, and with the foree of a
giant, drew her back with ono arm,

« For the love of heaven,” sho oriod, “release me!
Let me fly "

“ TLady, fear nothing I will protect you,” and
having thus said, he placed n whistle to his lips, and
blew it shrilly. Instantly Paroszi rushed from his
place of concealment, and while ho raised a dagger
to plunge into.the hosom of Rosabella, he received
his death-wound from the arm that detained her.
Without uttering o single ery, ho foll lifolows on the
ground,

“ You are safe, beautiful Rosabella " exclaimed
her deliverer. * There lies the villain who engaged
me to assist in your murder. Return to your father,
and tell him you owe your life to Rugantino.”

« Leave me, thou dreadful man 1” she stammered
in terror :—< Oh! leave me.” And had not Rugan-
tino again supported her with his arm, she had sunk
upon the pavement. For a moment the fierce, the
horrible ﬁuguntino gazed in silence on the face of
Rosabella, where sat enthroned the majesty of the
‘mront innocence 3 then bowing himself down to her,

1o dmprinted a burning Kiss on the pale cheoks of the
honuty-—“ Ah, Rosabella,” he exclaimed, * why art
thou so fair—-and why am [ e, Knowost thou,
Rosabella, who kissed thy check 1 Go, tell thy
father, the proud Doge of Venice, ‘twas the Bravo,
Rugantino.—Thou art mine, Rosabella: that kiss
has sealed thee mine. Remember,—henceforward
thou art the Bravo’s Bride.”

A loud and appalling shriek of texror burst from Ro-
sabella at this horrid appellation, which reached the
ecars of her attendants, and brought them round their
mistress. Every aisle of the church, every shrine was
examined,—but no lurking assassin was discovered.
The dead body of Parozzi was there, and Rosabella
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described his murderer. The church-doors had been
carefully closed, when Rosabella reached the shrine,
and no possible avenue of egcape was known : yet the
Bravo Rugantino was not to be found, and the terri-
fied girl was conveyed to hor father’s palace in safety.

This strange adventure sproad like wildfire through
Venice. The guards of the Senate were ordered to
patrole tho stroots. Every suspicious hounse was
searched ; every gondola on the canals was examined :
~=Still no traces remained of Rugantino. His retreat
was ingcrutable.

I'he Bravo now more than ever became the subject
of general wonder. Every one pitied the sufferiggs
of Rosabella. All voices were unanimous in exe-
crating the memory of Parozzi; but each built his
own hypothesis upon the strange circumstance of the
noble Parozzi, her former lover, having decreed her
death, and the Bravo Rugantino becoming her saviour,
and the avenger of the meditated crime.

On the evening following the rescue of Rosabella
at thoe shrine of Saint Rosga, IMalieri, Contarino, the
Cardinal Gonzago, and the rest of the conspirators,
mot, ag usual, at the palace of Memmo. The as-
sagsination of Parozzi was the theme of their conver-
sation. They could not divine by what means the
Bravo, whom he had hired to perpetrate the murder
of Rosabella, had been induced to turn his dagger’s
point on his employer.

The mystery at once perplexed and alarmed them.
Debates ran high. The more timid spirits among
them (and Memmo headed the cowards) trembled for
the safety of their persons, and maintained that Ru-
gantino Kud sold them to the Doge.—Others again

among whom were Faliori, Contarino, and the Car-
dinal Gongago) ns resolutely maintained that Conari’s
doath wias n sure pledge of the Bravo’s fidelity to
their onume, howover mysterious his present conduct.
All ngrood in blaming Parozzi for having confided
their socret to such a villain.

Suddenly loud footsteps were heard ascending the
stair-case, Soon the folding doors burst asunder,
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and a dreadful form stood in the midst of the con-
sp:falt)(:)rs;'.c knowme ?” exclaimed a voice like thunder.

¢« We know you not,” replied Falieri.

« Look then on this dagger : those drops of blot’),d
came from Parozzi’s heart.—Do ye know me now ?

“ We do,” answered both Falieri a}ld (,Eonta.rmo,
¢ and know you for the traitor Rugantino.

¢ Stand off,” cried the Bravo, presenting a pistol.
“ Dare not to approach nearer.”-_--Awed by the
fierceness of his demeanour, Falieri and Contarino
stood still. The Bravo continued :---* Parozzi was
a villain, and he died for it j—ye too are villains—

~1 am your master,’
al’g ]lonvog and eneth!” eried  Faliori, stamping
with rage, “ shall wo submit to be braved in this
manner by a ruffian ? - What hinders us, my noble
friends, to seize the Bravo, and avenge Parozzi with
swords !”

o ngrcc?l, agreed !” was uttered by a number of
voices at once, while Rugantino advanc’e;d into the
very midst of the assembly.—‘“ Aye, aye, he.cned,
“ hrave Seignors, come on: and there,” said he,
throwing his dagger on the floor, * I present you that
sure and unerring weapon. But mark me, noble
Seignors, ere I left my own apartment, 1 committed
your plot to papor. Should 1 not return by eleven
o'clock, n fuithful emisgary of mine carrios that paper
to the Doge; and lml'orts twelye, overy man of you 18

inioned in a dungeon.’
p“xt this instant’f the chimes of Saint Martin told
three quarters pastten. The conspirators tu:'ncd pale.

¢ (o, go!” cried Falieri: Away, away I—Betray

us not, and we will not attempt your life.

¢« But that is not enough. You must elect me
your chief.” 7

¢« Qur chief! Do you forget who we are ¥/

« () no, Seignors ; 1 recognize you every one: you
are lords of Venice.—But you are conspirators also;
and I am Rugantino, the Bravo of Venice.~--Do you
still hesitate 2—Then here I take my station, (seating
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himself in a chai i
rrvs e air,) and the appointed hour of eleven
“ Oh God!” cried Falieri, al )
: , almost convulsed wi
en:(‘mon)—“»Well, well, be it so—you are our ch?f,:lfﬂ’l’
ThSewhear g,lllegianco to me on your knees.” ;
umblo consgpirators knelt around Ru i
rant
(z]m(zi took the oath he demanded ; while, ﬁxing!ilis (:;fl:s,x
tls almfully on them, he ceried, *“ Behold, Seignors
0 what an abject stato has vice reduced yo.—bNo“;
g"{l“’ n:l‘: lu wnulun list of all your agsociates.”
o this condition they were compelled tc i
g » the ¢ pelled to submit;
s g presented him the list, he rose, and de-
He now again passed i i
e x 1 nto the anti-chamber, whe
:Lalle:]l made a sign to his associates that he,woulg
Rcre y follow the steps of the Bravo; but, as if
tul:gaélt-mo divined his intentions, he instantly re-
b thcun’d ;ng;cc]l)rfizsen]tm‘% 3, Joaded pistol, in a voice
aimed, n peril of your lives, let
?v(l)llr:s: Pmn';{lx,x:)o lt;) quit‘ lthia chamber till T blow my
e ravo thon withdrew ; and the con-
:i)llr:“t:‘::l t?:‘m.ulno.dl hlnmuvonblo, till tl,lc shrill hl(z)xl;t
0’8 whistle roused them to D i
of their feolings ; wh e in bl
3 when they broke up the treason:
mectlng,*aud r:tlred*to their rcspcctlivc homczondble
* * * i
—“ Yet, after all,” (sai i
18 id the Doge of Venice, a
f:i:l ::gne one evening in his private chamber, a’ndsrlui(i
5t Selllt]‘ ga :13 tl}:?ss;raqlge)evenlt; that had lately befallen
is family )—¢“ After all it
fessed, that this Ru ino i oo ot R
gantino is a most extraordi
man. He who can do what thi e,
is Bravo has d
:r;g(s;fl 1;(:5?228 }?uc(lll tz;lcnts and such courage as (1(?;?(;
$ ead of an army) would ble hi
subdue a world. I wish I . in o sight of him."
. ; could gain a sight of him.”
¢ Look up then B i oare
' 0 ——Behold !--Behold him !’ ro
.lhxz::llmno, and clapped the Doge on the shouldgeél
ltmult l:e?ﬂ started from his seat. A colossal figure
wﬂuh ofore him, wrapped in a dark mantle, above
appeared a countenance so hideous and for-

bidding, t o
e cquﬁ{l, hat the universe could not have produced

A
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« Who art thon?” stammered the Doge..

¢« Thou seest me, and canst thou doubt? Well then,
’tis Rugantino, the Republic’s mostsubmissive slave.”

"The brave Andreas, who had never trembled in
fight, now forgot his usual presence of mind. Speech-
less did he gaze on the daring assassin, who stood
before him calm and haughty, undaunted, by the
majesty of the greatest man in Venice.

“ Rugantino,” said the Doge at length, ¢ thou art
a foarful--a detestable man !”

« Pearful?” answered the Bravo: « Dost thou think
me ko1 Good! that glads me tomy very heart !=--
Dotostablo ! that may be #o, or it may not 3 but yet,
Andronn, ono thing s cortiine=You and 1 gtand on
the same Hine§ for at thin moment we are the two

ontont mon in Venleo, you in your way, 1 in mine.
iy, no wmilos of disbelief.==1 hold you inmy power,
and therefore in fact you are beneath me.”

The Doge rose to quit the chamber.

« ‘Not so fast,” said Rugantino, rudely laughing,
and he barred the Doge’s passage .--I have not done
with you yet; wemust have a little conversation.”

« [fear me, Rugantino!” said the Doge, thou hast
received from nature great talents. Why dost thou
go porvort them? 1 here promise you pardon for the
past, and protection for the future, if you will name
to mo the villain who bribed you tp assassinate
Conari, i you will abjure your ploody trade, and
accopt an honest employment in the porvice of the

Republic; otherwise, quit with all gpeed the terri-
tory of Venice, or 1 swear—-—"

< o ! ho!” interrupted Rugantino, ‘¢ Pardon and
protection, say you? Know that Rugantino is able to
protect himself---Y ou would be informed of the name
of him who bribed me to be Conari’s murderer? Well,
you shall know it--but not to day :--1 must, say you,
quit Venice--and wherefore 7---Rugantino fears not
Venice! ‘tis Venice that fears Rugantino.—You
would have me abjure my profession ? Well, An-
dreas, there is one condition which perhaps—"

« Name it,” cried the Doge : ¢ Will ten thousand

e
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Se(ll:ll'in’?” purchase ' your departare from the Re-

ublic

P No, Andreas, but one price can pay me; I love
Rosabella---Give me your daughter for my bride,”

““ Monster I-~What insolence !”---

“ Patience, Androng | will you accept my terms ?”

“ Never."

“ Thenmark me, Androas : 1have Justsold the lives
of your two denr friends, Manfrone and Lemellino.---
Now give me Rosabella, and I hreak the bargain?’

“ Miscreant! has heaven no lightnings 1”

“You will not ?--Mark me, proud Doge! in four-
and-twenty hours shall Manfrone and Lemellino be
food for worms 1”

And with these ‘words he drew a pistol from under
his cloak, and flashed it in the Doge’s face. Blinded
by the powder, and confused by the unexpected ex-
plosion, Andreas started back, but instantly recover-
ing from his surprise, he summoned his guards to seize
Rugantino«<Rugantino had alroad disappeared.

The samo ovening, Falieri and his confederates
were assembled and arranging plans for the Repub-
lie’s ruin § when, as the clock struck twelve, the doors
flew opoen, and Rugantino stood before them.

“ Wine, there,” cried he ; “ the work is done !--=
Manfrone and Lemellino are no more.”

All sprang up in rapture and astonishment.

““ Now, blood-hounds,” cried he: ¢ are ye yet
satisfied ? Do ye demand no other murders !”

“Yes, one more,” replied Falieri. < Flodoardo,
that dauntless minion of the Doge’s, will return to-
morrow to Venice e-away with him too !”--- Aye,
aye, away with him too ' shouted all the other con-
apirators,

“Flodonrdo 1" muttered Rugantino between his
tooth, * Hum---hum, that is not so easy !”

——

Gront proparations were now making in the palace
of the Dy oAndrens; for the Prince Monaldeschi, the
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i bridegroom of Rosabella, was hourly ex-
ﬁﬁz?enf :l when glo! almost at the gates of the city,
the prince was found dead in a retired part of th(i
road ! His sword lay by him, unsheathed and bloody;
his attendants were not to be found; his tablets werg
gone: but one leaf had been torn from them, an
fustened on his breast.---It contained the following
lines, apparently written in blood :

/]
l ©

: ”
N horo whall I seck comfort or protection ?
aﬂul‘:::«: l‘)vuoo in dowpair, when ho honrd tllnu}l'foad-
ful nown, Why, why, In Flodoardo absent ? .
At thin tnstant, the arrdval of the uccmul‘)_llu e
youth wian announcod; and the Doge udvunultx)g to
moot him, oxcloimed, ¢ Wulco'me, \yclcomz, rt_:,ive
Plodonrdo,-Satan has burst his chains, and, un e{
the name of Rugantino, now robs me of al! my sou
holds dear, I tremble lest the miscreant’s da’g,ger
should deprive me too of you---Manfrone and--~
“ I know all,” said Flodoardo, with a melancholy
== Alas ! my lord---" g
Mrl Lo wag in torrly)tud from proceeding by the entrance
of Rosnbolln, who advanced slowly into the apart-
mont,  Hor oyos met thoso of l'lmlou.r(lu, and a deeg
Klush uvm‘nmm';'cl hor ummwx:umm. Flodoardo bowe
tof dintant rospoeot, 4
wl.l;h r'l.u?\sn much to sny llu you, my friend,” rosumed
the Doge 3 but a foreigner of consequence has ap-
solnted this hour for an audience. In the me’:,mwhlle
‘ lonve you to entertain my poor Rosabella. e
I'ho venerable Doge quitted the apartment, and left
the youthful pair together. Both were some time
silont, At longth Rosabella ventured to say,---
“* You have made a long absence from Venice; d’l,d
you roecoive much pleasure from your travels, _Slr’! 2
‘“ Much: for every where I heard the praises o
osnbolla,” ) i
y " Count Flodoardo, would you again offend me ?
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¢ That,” he answered with a deep sigh, will soon
be out of my power. I shall speedily resume my
travels ; and the next time I quit Venice, I return to
it no more.”

“ No more?” gho exclaimed: “ Oh, not so, Flo-
doardo! Ah! can you leave me?” She stopped,
overwhelmed with confugion at her imprudence---1---
I mean to say, can you leave my uncle ?”

“ Rosabella!” murmured the youth in a suppli-
cating voico a8 he drew near to her.

“ What would you of me, Seignor?”

“ My happiness. That suit I once begged for on
my knees, and which was then rejected.”

She gazed upon him for a moment undecided, then
hastily drew away her hands, and exclaimed, “ Leave
me this moment, I command you.”

Flodoardo 'clasped his hands in despair and an
guish, bowed in token of obedience, and was about
to say, “ Farewell,” when Rosabella, unable longer
to resist the emotions that swelled her bosom, rushed
toward him, and exclaimed ; “ Stay, Flodoardo! T
am thine-«-thino for ever!”

The youthful lovers gazed on each other in silent
rapture, when the entrance of the Doge roused them
from their dream of bliss. Rosabella started from
Flodoardo’s embrace with a cry of terror: Flodoardo

sprang from his kneeling posture, yet seemed by no

means disconcerted ; while Andreas fixed on them a
look which at once expressed anger, melancholy, and
the most heartfelt disappointment. Flodoardo ap-
proached him.

“ Young man,” said the Doge; “ the attempt to
excuse yourself must be fruitless.”

“Exousemyself?  No, my lord, I mean not to ex-
cuso my love for Rosnbolia, but to request your appro-
bation of that love i1 demand her for my bride.”

The Dogo started with astonishment at this bold
and unexpected request.

It n true,” continued Flodoardo, < that I.am no
more than a neody unknown youth, and it seems a
piece of wtrange presumption when such a man pro-
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& himself to espouse the heiress of the Venetian
‘I';:?;u.---llut nmlml your demands, my lord; bd}ii
what you would have me become, what tgsk ym;,}vl
mo tu‘purl'urm, to obtain th.e haqd of Rosul)t‘)llg‘ ]—‘-

The Doge turned from him with a look of disp lelx-
wure. The fair Rosabella now threw her.self into t o
arms of her father, and endeavoured tohide her tears
and blushes in his bosom. He understood and felt
thix appeal;---he saw that Rosabella had 1rrevoc:l)_-
bly bestowed her heart on Flodoardo. He gently
withdrew himself from her c:nbracc, and for some time

aced the apartment.
”h:yl "I«l:duurdu!" alt longth said the Duke, « Rosa-
bolla loves you,  Dosorve hor, and Twill not oppose
(he dectuton of horhenrt.-An opportunity now offers
of dolng the Tepublio an exsentinl wervico.---The
murdorer of Conarl, Manfrone, and Lemellino still
v 1-oobdo, bring him hither, ullyo or }lcu(l. ll any
human boing i able ll,o cope with this Rugantino,
Jodoardo, art the man.

'h""“.}\l"nlhln And;'cas," cried Flodoardo, after a mo-
mont's pause, “ pledge me your pm_lcely word, that,
Rugautino once in your power, noth,l,ng shall prevent
me from being Rosabella’s husband. A t

« | gwear it.---Deliver into my power, either alive
or dond, this most dangerous foe of Venice, and
nothing whall provent Rosabella from being your

U |"

‘Y“r“ludmﬂhv pranpod  the l)uqn'u hand with vehe-
woenee.  The olook of 8t Murk's tower struck five,---
“ My Lord,” wnid ho with great emotion, ““ time flics.
Lo four-and-twonty hours will I produce in this very
palace this dreaded Rugantino.---But,noble Andreas,
should my hopes be realized, I would have spectators
of my triumph. Order, I beseech you, a splendid
ontertninment to be prepared. At this hour of the
aftornoon of to-morrow, let every person of rank in
Vonice bo assembled here. Let the senate, the col-
lego of ten, all, all be brought face to face with this
terrible Rugantino, against whom they have been so
long engaged in fruitless warfare.”

B
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“ They shall,” replied the Doge, * all shall be
present.”

“ Still more,” resumed Flodoardo ; the Cardinal
Gonzaga, Memmo, Falicri, Conterino, and the rest
of the young nobility must be invited.”

“ You shall be gratified,”

“ One thing had nearly escaped my memory :---let
no one know the motive of this entertainment till the
whole of the company is assembled. Then let your
guards fill the anti-chambers and surround the doors
of the saloon. They must have their pieces loaded,
and be commanded, on pain of death, to let every one
enter, but no one quit the chamber.”

¢ All this shall be punctually performed.”

““ Then, noble Andreas, farewell !---Rosabella---
to-morrow, when the clock strikes five, we meet
again, or never.”

So saying, he rushed out of the apartment---An-
dreas shook his head, and Rosabella sunk weeping
upon a couch,

“ Viorory " shouted Faliori, as he flew into the
Cardinal Gonzaga's chamber, where all the conspi-
rators were assembled, “ our work goes on bravely.
Flodoardo returned this morning to Venice, and Ru-
gantino has received the required sum.---And now the
sooner the final blow is struck, the better.”

Conterino.-~-You are right, Falieri; I protest T
cannot help laughing to think that the Doge himself,
by inviting us all to an entertainment to-morrow,
a.flfards us so fair an opportunity of executing our
plans.”

Memmo.~-~** 1 only hope there is no trick in it.”

Falieri.---** Trick, indeod! thou white-livered
wretch ! wtay at home, and take care of thy worth-
less exiutonco, while we act like men. Mark me,
friend, lot the stroke of midnight be the signal for our
attack.~~Conterino must quit the ball-room, and with
his adhoronts geizo the arsenal which Salivati, who
commands there, will instantly deliver to him. The

4 AL
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Admiral Adorno, as soon as he hears the alarm-bell,
will immediately lead his people to our assistance.
I will engage to bury my poniard deep enough in the
hoart of Andreas. All will be immediate tumult and
uproar; and we may push on the confusion till the
government of Venice be wholly overturned.---Where
nro the scarfs by which we are to distinguish our par-
tizons ?”

(Yonzaga.---They are already delivered.”

““ Then there is nothing more necessary to be said
on tho subject, We will not see each other again till
wo meet, goeretly armod, in the palace of the Doge.---
Farowoll § wnocoun to our ontorprize !”

Al Varowollconuocons (o to-morrow’s entor-
TUC

1A - ——

T'he noxt morning, every thing in Venice seemed
au tranguil as if nothing more than ordinary was on
the point of taking place.

The inhabitants of the ducal palace were in motion
onrly.  The impatient Andreas forsook the couch on
which ho had passed a sleepless night; and with
ovory succeeding hour, the heart of Rosabella pal-
pitated with greator violence and an increase of
npkintion,

The aftornoon arvlved,  Tho most illustrious per-
nonm In Venloo wore assemblod in the groat saloon ;
nmong whom wore the Cardinal Gonzaga, Conterino,
allori, and Mommo, sometimes gaily conferring with
the Dogoe, and sometimes silently revolving the bloody
pr‘c‘vtml'. the execution of which was to take place at
miduight,

"'.N\“ﬂ'lhlml nnnounced half-past four o’clock. The
uhooks of Ropabolla became still paler than before,
wnd Androns whispered somewhat to his chamber-
laln,  Prosontly the tread of armed men, and a clat-
toring of wonpons, was heard without the doors of the
sloon,  All conversation was instantly suspended.
The Dogo advanced slowly into the midst of the
B2
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assembly. Every eye was fixed upon him. The
hearts of the conspirators beat painfully.

‘ Be not surprised, my noble friends,” said An-
dreas, ¢ atthese unusual precautions; they relate to
nothing which neod to interfere with the pleasures of
this society. You have all heard but too much of the
Bravo Rugantino, the murderer of Conari, Manfrone,
and Lemellino ! and to whose dagger the Prince of
Monaldeschi has but lately fallen a victim.---This
outcast of hell has the brave and accomplished
Flodoardo engaged to seize: and before another hour
expires he may stand in this saloon!” '

A confused murmur ran through the assembly. Some
expressed their terror; some their doubts; and the
conspirators drew closer to each other, and confessed
by looks which seemed to say that Flodoardo, and
not Rugantino, would fall in this contest.

The clock struck five. All listened, and trembled
as they counted the strokes. Iad not Camilla, Rosa-
hella’s attendant, supported her, she would have sunk
upon the ground, ’.l"m venorable Andreas shuddered,
lest the daggor of the Bravo should have prevailed.

Footstops at length were heard approaching, the
doors of the saloon flew open, and IFlodoardo, enve-
loped in his mantle, rushed forward.
streamed in wild disorder; the rain dropped from the
waving plumes of his helmet. Melancholy and
anxiety were depicted on his fine features, and he
threw gloomy looks around him, as he bowed in
salutation of the assembly.

“ Tllustrious Venetians !” he said, with the com-
manding tone of a hero, “ I come to put an end to

your anxiety ; but first, noble Andreas, repeat your

His bhair '1

promise, that Rosabella shall become my bride, pro-

vided Ldoliver the bravo Rugantino into your power.”

““ Bring me Rugantino, alive or dead,” cried the
Doge, * und sho is your's,”

“ Woll, then! Rugantino s in my power—is in
your's "

“Iu ho dend or living?”’ demanded Contarino,
cagorly,
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“ He still lives, Seignor.”

“ Thank heaven!” cried Rosabellaj ‘ Not one
drop of blood has stained the innocent hand of
Flodoardo !”

“ Is Rugantino already in this palace?” asked
I'alieri, with an agitated voice.

“ He is---and now about to appear.”

At that word both old and young flew to take shel-
ter near the chair of the Doge :—the conspirators,
suffering the torments of the damned, were grouped
togother at one side of the apartment.

lodonrdo appronched the folding doors; he paused
n low momonts, conconling hiy face in his cloak—
S lugantinoe ! at longth ho erded, oxtending his arm
townids the door Rugantino!” he ropeated in a
lowd and angry tone, and throwing from him his
mantle and his helmot— Flodoardo was gone, and in
s place stood the Bravo Rugantino!!

A ory of terror resounded through the apartment :
Rosnbolla sunk down on the ground ; the senators
stood rooted to their places, and the Doge doubted
the information of his senses ; while calm and terri-
blo, stood Rugantino in all the pomp of his strange
nnd nwful ugliness, with his Bravo’s habit on ; his
glrdlo fillod with pistols and poniards ; his distorted
yollow visngoe almost covered by his black and bushy
oyoshvown, Mo gaged for a fow moments in silence,
and then excladmod 1< Dogo of Venice, you wished
ty oo Rugnntino ; hero he stands, and is come to
olndm his bride 1"

Andreas clagpod his hands in agony, while the terri-
hlo nusassin strode towards Rosabella, and attempted
to rwise hor,  She shrunk from his touch with horror.

 Rounbella,” he said, “ wilt thou retract thy pro-
e T Look, I, the Bravo, and thy Flodoardo are
the wamo ! and passing a handkerchief over his face,
Iiiw horeiblo wonrs, his bushy eye-brows disappeared,
Iiln fontures wore replaced in their natural symmetry !
and 1o | the handsome Florentine stood hefore the as-
sombly, dressod in the habit of the Bravo Rugantino.
“ Rownbella, wilt thou not still be the Bravo’s bride ?”
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¢ God forgive thee, man, for torturing me so cru-
elly!” she exclaimed, and threw herself into the arms
of Camilla. ]

The Doge had by this time recovered from his stu-
por, and trembling with passion, he rushed towards
Rugantino: but the Senators held him back by force,
while the Bravo advanced with the most insolent
composure, and demanded the hand of Rosabella.

“ Monstor!"” eried Andreas.  ““ Oh, how artfully
has thig plan been laid to ensnare me !---T'ell me,
ought I to keep iy word with this miscreant ?”

‘““ No! no! bynomeans,” exclaimed the Senators.
“ Call in the guards, and secure him.”

Rugantino laughed wildly, and grasping a dagger,
cried aloud: ‘ He who stirs from his place dies on
the instant. But, what! will you withhold from me
my just reward? Have I delivered up Rugantino in
vain? O my good Cardinal Gonzaga, you will inter-
cede for me. I have acted by you and your friends
with honour; say a word in my behalf, good Lord
Cardinal ?

“ Away, miscreant ! 1 know you not,” cried Gon-
zaga. ““ Venerable Andrens, call in the guards.”

“ Is there no hope—Does no one feel compassion
for Rugantino 2—What ! no one ? [A pause.] Then
is my fate decided —Doge, call in your guards!”

Rosabella, with a shriek of agony, threw herself at
the feet of her father, crying, ““ Mercy! mercy! par-
don him ! he is a sinner: but, oh! Rosabella loves
him still !—Father, dear father, reject not my suit,
but spare him, or I also die !”

‘¢ She is mine,” shouted the Bravo, with trans-
ort=-=““ Rosabella loves me as I would be loved '—
"ato cannot part us l-<<And now to business.” With
these words ho put a whistle to his lips ;—the doors
instantly flow open; the guards rushed in; and ere
thoy had timo to recollect thomselves, all the conspi-
rators were in custody, and disarmed. Tale-telling
confession spoke in every feature ; and when they
would have doniod the accusation of treason, a word
from Rugantino awed them into silence.
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‘“ Look, Venetians,” he exclaimed ;—“ Look on
this list, See how many of ye would have bled
around tho mangled corps of your Doge this night,
hid 1 not boen for Rugantine. " Disguisod as o Bravo,
I ontored the midnight assemblios of those matchless
villning, whose daggers would have laid your city
wisto, < All this and more haye I done for Rosabella !
wnd yot will you withhold from me my promised
brldo!"-<-Again he soundod his whistle ;---a secret
door flow open, and there wtood the Doge’s much
lnmonted friends, Conarl, Mautvons, and Lemellino.

The guards lod out the ucml’“mmu. whilo Andreas
rushod dnto the t‘:’ml ol h ;oup-l Ml oompanions ;
and tho vool pohoed Wit I‘iull. wviour of
Voo 1"

" Maganting,” wnld Andeons, oxtonding his hand
townrda him -

"1 oam not Rugantino the Bravo,” said he,
mniling, while he tore off his ruflian’s habit, and
apponarod in a splendid and princely garb.---Neither
am I Flodoardo the Florentine. In me behold the
Prince of Milan, so long driven from his dominions by
the treacherous usurpation of Prince Monaldeschi !

“ Monaldeschi!” repeated Andreas with a look of
anxiety,

* Fonr not, my lord.---Monaldeschi fell by m
hand, in honourable combat, The blood whic
atadnod hiw wword, fMowed from my voing.---His at-
tozadants nro b hiand (o tostily it~ In his last mo-
montu, connolenoe mumertod Hy ompire; and ho wrote
on hin tablota the most positive declaration of my
lnoconoeof the crimos he Lu(l blackened me with ; and
Inatructod mo how to regain my usurped dominions;
and Milan iu by this time informed of the plots which
procured my banishment ;-=-plots which made me
wandor through other countries in various disguises.
Au n boggar, I first entered Venice ; an accident
(hrow me in the way of hearing that, which gave me
A suspicion of the conspiracy which I have now de-
loatod, T then assumed the habit of a Bravo; and
all the terrible deeds that were done in Venice, were
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attributed to me. I did not murder Carlo Foscari.

‘ I never beheld him: but my dagger did punish
I Parozzi, who engaged me to do that dreadful deed
! by Rosabella.---Rosabella T had seen and loved;
| and under the name of Ilodoardo, I sought to engage
\ her affections. Lemollino was my confidant, my
[" only confidant. From him I learned the secret
entrances of the palace, by which 1 approached and

vetired from your chamber. o furnished me with

keys of the doors of the public gardens, by which |

Andreas and the Senate alone were allowed to enter;

which enabled me to elude pursuit ; and he also pre-

vailed on Manfrone and Conari to lie concealed in a

retreat known only to ourselves, till T had probed

the very soul of the conspiracy.

¢« The conspirators are in chains ; and my plans

are accomplished.---And now, Venetians, you may

lead me to the scaffold when you will !

« To the scaffold!” eried Andreas, wiping away a

tear: ““ No! no! I would give my ducal bonnet to

be such a Bravo as thou hast been. Didst thou not

once say to me,  thou and 1 are the two greatest

men in Venice :'==-but, oh, how much greater is the

Bravo than the Doge! Take thy reward :---Rosa- =

bella is thine !” 1

<« Triumph !” cried he; Rosabella is the Bravo’s

bride !”---And he clasped the blashing maid to his

bosom.

THE END.
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