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From Harper's Monthly Magazine, for June 
LOVE AND SELF LOVE. i 

Ir was during the very brightest days of 
the republic of Venice, when her power was 
in its prime, together with the arts which 
have made her, like every Italian state, cele- 
brated all over the world—for Italy had pro- 
ducedin poetry and painting, and in the hum- | 
bler walk of musical compositien, the great- 
est of the world’s marvels—that Paolo Zusta-| 
na was charged by the Marquis di Bembo to 
paint several pictures to adorn his gallery.— | 
Paole had come from Rome at the request of 
the Marquis, who received a very favourable 
account of the young artist—he was but thir- | 
ty. Paolo was handsome, of middle height, | 
dark, and pale; he had deep black eyes, a! 
small mouth, a finely-traced mustache, a short 
curling beard, and a forehead of remarkable | 
intellectuality. There was a slight eavage- | 
ness in his manner, a brief, sharp way of 
speaking, a restlessnes in his eye, which did 
not increase the number of his friends. But 
when men knew him better, and were admit- | 
ted into his intimacy—a very rare occurrence 
— they loved him. ¢ | 
Then, he was generous-hearted and noble ; 

his time, his purse, his advice, were all at 
their service. But his whole soul was in his 
art. Night and day, day and sight, heseem- 
ed to think of nothing but his painting. In| 
Rome be had been looked upon” as mad, for 
in the day he was not content with remain- | 
ing close at work in his master’s studio, but | 
at night he invariably shut himself up in an! 
old half-ruined house, in the out skirts where | 
‘none of his friends were ever invited, and! 
where no man ever penetrated, and no women | 
saved an old nurse, who had known bim from | 
a child. It was believed, with considerable | 
plausability, that the artist had a picture in | 
hand, and that he passed his night even in| 
study. He rarely le(t this retreat before mid- 
day, and generally returned to his hermitage | 
early, after a casual visit to his lodgings, 
though he could not occusionnally refuse be- 
ing present at large parties given by his pa- | 
trons. 

On arriving in Venice he resumed bis for- | 
mer mode of life. He had an apartment at! 
the Palace Bembo : he took his meals there, | 

{ 
i 

but as night fall, when there was no grand re- | 
ception, he wrapped kimself in his ¢loak, pat! 
on his mask, and, drawing his sword-hile close | 
to his hand, went forth. He took a gondola | 
until he reached a eertain narrow strees, and | 
then, gliding down that, he disappeared in | 
the gloom caused by the lofsy houses. No 
one noticed much this mode of life; he did | 
bis duty, hie was polite, affable, and respeet- | 
ful with his patron ; he was gallant wich the | 
ladies, but no more. He did not make the | 
slightest effort to win the affections of those | 
around him. Now all this passed in general 
without much observation. i 

Still, there was one person whom this 
wildness and eccentricity of character—~all 
that has a stamp of originality is called ec- 
centric—caused to fzel deep interest in him. | 
fhe marquis bad a daughter, who at sixteen 
had been married, from interested motives, 
the old uncle of the Doge, nowdead. Clorin- 
da was a beautiful widew of determined and 
thoughtful character, nad made up ner mind 
to marry a second time, not to please relati- 
ons, but herself. From the first she noticed 
Paolo favourably ; he received her friendly 
advances respect(ully but coldly, and rarely 
stopped bis werk to converse. “She asked for | 
lessons to improve her slight knowledge of 
painting; he gave them freely, but without 
ever adding a single word to the necessary 
observations of theinterview. Fie seemed ab- 
sorbed in his art. One day Clorinda stood be- 
hind him; she had been watshing him with 
patient attention for an hour; she now came 
aad 00% up her quarters in the gallery all 
day, with berattendant gir], reading or paint- 
ing. Paolo had not spoken one word during 
that hour. Suddenly Clorinda rose and utter. 
ed the exclamation. ¢ ; { 

¢ How beautiful I? i 
«Ie it not, signora ?’ 1 
‘How beautiful? she returned, astonished 

both et the ariist’s manner, and the enthusi. 
asm with which he alluded to his own cre. | 
ation. 

‘ [am honored by your approval.’ said Pao-1 
lo, lying down his pailesand folding his arms | 
to guze at the picture—a Cupid and Payeue’ 
— with actual rapture. 
It was the face of the woman—of the 2irl, | 

timidly impassioned and tenders filling the 
air around with beauty—that had struck Clo- 
rinda. With golden” hair, that waved and 
shone in the sun; with a white, small; bug! 
exquisitely-shaped forehead ; with deep blue! 
eyes, fixed with admiring Jove on the tormen- f 
ting god; with cheeks on which lay so softly | 
the oom of health that it seemed “ready to 
fade before the breath from the painting; 

"with a mouth and chin moulded on soe 
perfect Grecian statue, she thought he had 
nsver Seen any thing so divize, + sy { 

{ills That day, pleading illness, she remained ! 

i ae 

led. 

{followed him. 5. he stranger seemed, by his 
‘gazing at the dirty walls and low shops— 5 § 
«chiefly old elotbs, rag shops, and Semilinonts { ble lodging and very humble fare 
devoted to small trades—very 

followed closely. 

‘room entered by Zustans were distinctly the patient animals. In ten minutes Elea- 

‘sank bebind a kind of pillar, revealed the |sants, without one atom of resemblance 

(stoned by the astounding discovery she now 
‘made, - 

“was brilliantly lighted up, and beautifully | pitality. 

1 sea as plainly as if she had been in it—was' 
ta small bedroom, and near the 

cehuld to Zustana. 
{rom the embrace of Zustana was a beautitnl | to talk. Paolo found her totally unedu 
\ young girl, simply and elegantly dressed—the | 
original of the Pysehe whict she had so read, and narrow-minded, as all such natures | imuch admired. 

fingers with his little hands, he laughed! of my life. ¢ Ah!’ she said, with a sigh, ‘you painters _ 1 adore you, [ worship you ; you are dreadful cnemies of woman. “Who would outright a rich, happy, merry, ordinary are the artist's ideal of loveliness ; your soul look at reality after gazing on this glorious laugh ; and then turning to the enraptured only wants collure to be as lovely as your ideal ® mother, embraced her once more, and drew body. Will you be my wife ? "Will you 
her to a table near the open window. . make my home your home, my country your ‘ Whatprogress to day ”' asked the painter country, my life your life? [am an artist 5 gayly. [ battle for wy bread; but I am already gain- 

* bee,’ replied the young mother, handing ing riches. Speak !| Will you be mine © 
him a copy-book, and speaking in the some-  * l will, replied the young girl, who had 
what harsh dialect of a Sicilian peasant girl. no conceptoin of hiding her feelings of pride 
¢ I think at last, I can write a d joy. 

‘It is reality,’ replied the painter. ¢I 
paint from memory’ 

¢ Impossible! You must have combined the 
beauty of fifty girls in that exquisite crea- 
tion.’ : 

‘No!’ said the artist, gravely; ‘that face 
exists. I saw itin the mountains of Nicily. page pretty an : I have often painted it before : never so sue- well. £5 ‘But you do not know me. Iam jealous cessfully. * Excellent,’ continued the painter smi- and suspicious, | am proud and sensitive.— ¢ I would give the world to gaze on the ori- ling. ¢<My Eleanora is a perfect little: You ate beautitul, you are lovely; others inal,’ replied Clorinda. ¢[ adore a beanii- fairy. A prettier handwritin ou will will dispute you wit Z Pp y Pp Cd hme. 1 would slay the ful woman. It is God's greatest work of not see, I need give nomore lessons.’ { Pope if he sought you ; I would kill the Em- art.’ * Buy the reading,’ said the young girl. | peror if he offered you a gift. You are a ‘It is, signora,’ said Paolo; and he turned speaking like a timid scholar ; * I shall never | simple peasant girl; those around me might 

smile at your want of town knowledge ; 
‘might jeer at you {or not having the accown- 
| plisbments and vices of the town ladies ; I 

+1 will try,” said Eleanora earnestly, and’ J 
taking up the book she began /to read, with ed. You must then, if you can be mine, and 
much of the imperfection of a young school ' will make me happy, live apart from men 
girl, but so eagerly, so pretsily, with such for we alone ; you must know of no existence admiration ; she loved him, and every day an evident desire 10 please, that, as she con. {but mine ; you must abandon all society, all added to her passion. His undoubted genius ¢juded her lesson. the artist clasped her; converse with your fellow creatures, I must his intellectual brow, his noble features and ‘warmly to his bosom, and cried with love in ' be your world, your life, your whole being.’ mein, had awakened her long pent-up and pis eyes and in his tone, ‘My wife, how 1| *1 will be what pleases you best,’ said the sleeping affections. She was herself a wo- adore you!’ young girl gently. 

man of superior mind, acd had revealed in! One summer morning a young man, with | | 1 he picture does not alarm you? the delights of Petrarch, Dante, Aristo, and! + ; IS ; p ¢ Will'you always love me » she asked ti- * Boccaccio. Now, she felt. How deeply, shat KUSPREAR OL hack,» pric; of pill ty midly. 
: SRE Lal 

nately insensible to all her charms: to her rents, was standing on the brow of & hill over. | Bleanora, while 1 breathe dp br ey pony an). looking a small but delicious plain, [t was 
ge d hey | Dalf meadow, half pasture land ; bere, trees ; save her love, and admired and respected her here, 2 winding stream, listle hillocks, green 

much. But there was—atall events, at pre- me grassy plots; beyond, a lofty mountain, sepFE geim of rising passion in his, on which hung a pei dye pine forest; eart. hele illumined by the joyous sun of 8i- was not long before she began to remerk | he Who! : 
bid ely Bede tr the iki his mys- teily, Rhieh Speedad Vogt bn. cs fe 
terious way of going. and the fact that SRS PIED i008 os half hour at th oli 
never retorned until the next day at early | prions ye . ye 2 1 rd dawn, which always now saw him at his TOUS dE GN Rtg fe tog £0 a 
labors. The idea at ones flashed across: her | 17, d0Wn 8 winding path that led to t Ting of the time of which | speak, Eleanora was pos- ind that he had found in Venice some per. | Side: Suddenly -he. heard. he: tinkling:o sessed of all th 1 a t to bi § % Ea : = his affeo. | Sheep-bells, the barking of dogs, and locked Ses¢ € mental advantages-to be de i sis * engres thazishes ot bis affeo- |, 3 to discover whents 1hS" Sout Gale. rived from constant intercourse with a man AOD, “80 rir Rha of it ni LL LEAR ER Ar MA of pasture-land, at no great | of genius. J ; plead his passion at her feet. Jealousy took | distance from the stream, he saw the flock, | Dut Paolo Zustana, out of his home, was & possession her Ti rs a ren pr RE ett Bancathitha: shndonssie buge tcee, changed and unhappy man ; be lived in con- wn reflection ; she vert ve a ; ia ‘a young girl. {stant dread of his treasure being discovered ; 
every supposition : and she rose, fevetish and | "He advanced at once toward her, not being | he saw, with secret impatience, the many de- 

in ber room, shut up with her books. SRESRLRIL NAY. np ne cages 2 fn ads About an hour after dark, Paolo, bis bag| She was a young girl of sixteen, the same | within a a 00 aap re Shite io ge drawn over his eyes, his cloak wrapped round delisate and exquisite creation which had so | yo air and space; but be dreaded ber being him, and bis mask on, stepped into a zondola | strack Clorinda on the canvas, and in the seen by powerful and unscrupulous men ; he which awsited bim, and starfed. Anosber  garet of Venice. The eye of the artist was dreaded redicule for ber peasant origin ana boat lay on the opposite side of the capal | delighted, the heart of the man was filled imperfect edueation. Hence the defects in his with hie closeiy drawn. Secarcely bad | With emotion. He spoke to her : she SUSYESA Th aractar, 4% 
the artist’s been set in motion than it follow- red timidly but sweetly. He forgot bis in- It was on the afternoon of the n Paolo, who had never, since bis arrival tended question ; hs alluded to the beautiful Zubtana, who bad. beets 
in Venice, been watched or followed, paid no country. to the delight of dwelling in such Pl oda ad Wo the Peyehe, was ubsorbed jn is 
attention to it. ‘Lhe two gondolas taen wo- 12nd, to the pleasures of her calm and placid | contemplation. le held the bédah a bis ved side by side without remark, and tha of existence ; heasked i he could obtain a room |v ald stood back a little Wa Saming 2bktans stopped as usual, allowed the arsist 1n that neighbourhood in which to residewbile | ;o with A ER ef g to land. ava continued on its way. A man, | he took a series of sketches. The girl listen | It is beaatifal! The Countess Clorinds. 
atso wrapped in a cloak, masked, and with aed With attention and listened for early ball. ooo right,” be exclaimed 
bas and plames, leaped out also from the ocher an hour, during which time he was using bis: Not nearly so beautiful as the original’ gondola, and, creeping elose againt the'walls, | pooh Bh" be Rol pear 31 Fer replied that lady in & low tone. pr 

Koil, $t be could be satisfied with very bum. Great Heaven ! eried Paolo. turning round { The youn Mc, od fers, to start back 1 silent 
ised. rman accepted with humble t hanks, and they | *®2%¢ment. so . tho track of the Tninew: | showed ber his sketoh-boo: Gl LOE TNE, elitlivy. 

: "1 ¢<Hcly virgin I" she exclaimed, as she ro- a Calon IEUERRORVAH 20) "oo 
Saddenly Zuostena disappeared. The other cognised herself. ; : ; i%hat sod sed prastrta BT moved rapidly forward in tims to observe that i “You are pleased,’ said the artist, smi. | d Bo ng ae Signor Toston’ gon t rk aliey, and was mg Hg T ig 3 : ak log with beney sep & Focus ana winding Oh Lit beeatiful ; bow oan Fou dg thas |i ny full You excited my curiosity staircase. The stranger followed cautiously | With & pencil! Come quick and ‘show it to (fntive tod aad 3 ible plein. o¥pu stepping time with Paolo, and feeling his way ' father I" aid, is -eR18keq immediately eonnected He 5 p 3 | your mysterious absences with something witn his bands. Zustasa only halted when | The young man followed her; as she slow-, = 1 ich might explainall. Last night [ {oi- he reached the sumwit of the house. He ly drove ber sheep along, and soon found | 1;yeq you Cr Va Beairul Fro 

tien placed a key in a door—= blaze of light nimself within sight of a small house with a | ire Y understood the motives of her seclu- was seen, and he disappeared, locking the garden, which she announced ns hier father's. Sih This day | went to see her Jopr] door bebind him. The man stoed irresolute, She bad the drawing in her hand, looking at! Cabed uy ond in. Half by threat alr d but only for a moment. The house was it with delight. Unable to restrain her feel- { coaxing 3 yids oh the a eth b 4 built round a square court, like a well : there ings, she*ran forward, and entering the gay ‘Ponts your conduet is oi Tey es was a terraced roof. Gliding noiselessly house disappeared. Zustana—of course it | save a ey mar for u . 1 along, the stranger was in the open air; was be—-laughed as he picked up the orook ho ti aad ia Ae E Feorite oF moving along like a mid-night thief he of the impetuous young shepherdess, and aid- |} oF of ale ad Th te Heed Tite wg gained a position whence the windows of the ed by tae faithful dog, began driving home | cilian girl ; en wo rh her fiom. enjoying, i $5.0 | the mamfold blessings which intende 

Po FLO imiring a face so divige, and a mind so ex- 
ra yi then you hb, 3 she is beau- : Jel | uiiul enough to excite love ; she is simple 

i They wire i pi aes ‘enough to exeite a smile. Signor Paolo, Te 
The room inte which she was looking, | trait. and received the arsiss with rude figs. | 18 good enough to scorn the first’ word of 

He took up his residence with them ; he o 

lawless passion ; she is educated enough to PH 
i everything that Lay a lady, and" ° 

fits the wife of a man of genius, if you sought to please, and he succeeded. After a °¢ Sa. J 
bed sat an old very few fons he became the constant com. | Will a io py 1a} » whl; hp youd Xod age Woman, Who Was preparing to bring in a panion of Eleanor. They went out together | JOUrself miserable ; y Ti rman ne Just withdrawing herself he to paint, she to look after her sheep-~both 

away to his work. 
oman born in the climate of ltaly, under 

her deep blue sky and in that air that + but you must get rid of your accent.’ 
breathes of poetry, painting, music, and love, 
are not guided by the same impulses and 
feelings as in our eolder and more practical 
north. Clorinda did not wait for Paolo’s 

please you thers.’ : 
You always please me,’ exclaimed Zustana, 

idol, my goddess ! 

irl. 
+ A month ater they were married, her pa- 
rents being proud indeed of the elevated posi- 
tion to which their daughter attained. ‘They 
went in the aniumn to Rome, where Paolo 
bad prepared for his mysterious existence by 
means ol bis faithful nurse. He devoted to 
her every moment not directed to his art, and 
at once began her education systematically. 
He found un apt and earnest scholar, and at 

of ext day, and 
giving some finishing 

but, for fear of losin 

visible. 
A groan, a sigh from the stranger, who 

countess. The groan, the sigh, was occa- | this extraordinary pearl concealed from hy. 

furnished, while heyend—for Clorinda could’ 

id, the friend, the confident, the sister of this 
cated, | innocent, good girl, declare to you that you 

ignorant of overy thing, unable to write or | USE change your modo of existence.” 
"¢ Countess you have conquered,’ cried Zus- 

must be. But there was a foundation of | tana, who guessed the truth, and who intui- 
| sweetness, and a quicknesss of intellect, | tively lolt that her generous hears would 

tiful creation, was | which demonstrated that circumstances alone find, infdevoting to Kleanora, means of with- for the beloved original. had made her what she was, and Paolo loved drawing her attention from her unfortunate The child,a beautiful boy nearly a year old | her. | passion. * Do with her as you please.— was brought to Zustana to kiss. Now, all! He had been a fortnight at Arnola, and he | When the Countess Clorinda, only ‘child of his savageness was gone : now. be stood no: had made up his mind. One beautiful morn- my generous patron, calls my wife her sister, no longer the artist, the creator, the genius ing, soon after they had taken up their usual | wy wife is hers for life.’ 
of art ; but the man. He smiled, he patted | position, he spoke. The result was — Puolo Zustana ceased the baby on the cheek, he let it clutch ‘his ‘Eleanora, 1love you, with a love that is bo be suspicioug and restleye. FEleanora was 

Now she ynderstood all: 
that look which she had thought the con- 
fclousness of his own bhau 

* Do with me as you will,’ replied the young bE 

should challenge the first who smiled or jeer-* 

- 
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