Tommatoo
By Fitz-James O'Brien

l.
THE HOUSE BY THE STONE-YARD.

A fary that had logt the power of vanishing, and was obliged to reman ever present, doing
continual good; a cricket on the hearth, chirping through heat and cold; an animated amul€,
sovereign agang midortune a Santa Claus, without the wrinkles, but young and beautiful,
choosing the darkest moments to legp right into one's heart, and drop there the prettiest mord
playthings to gladden and make gay,—such, in my humble opinion, was Tommeatoo.

As yet | do not ask the reader to agree with me; for over him | have this one great advantage—
| know who Tommatoo is. When, however, he makes her acquaintance aso, hears her twitter
round the house, beholds the flash of her large dusky-gray eyes, is wonder-siruck a the
marvelous twinkling of her ever-dancing little feet, he can take his choice of dl the
personifications with which | began this gory, and | fed convinced tha he will sdect the most
beautiful to enrobe Tommatoo.

There is (or rather was, Sx years ago, when the incidents to be narrated took place—but | shal
narrate them in the present tense) a vadt flat of land Stretching aong the New York shore of the
North River, close to where Thirty-Second Street vanishes into a swamp, in which unborn
avenues are supposed to be dowly maturing. Although yet in embryo, they are dready
chrigened, and city engineers have imagindive ground-plans hanging on ther wadls, where
Twelfth and Thirteenth Avenues are boldly represented, with as much minuteness as Fifth or
Sixth. Should, however, any sanguine person be led by those delusve maps to seek for such
mythical thoroughfares, Ponce de Leon, after his pursuit of the Fountan of Youth, would not
offer a more driking example of ill-success. On reaching the spot where imagination depicted
the long perspective of rals with crowded and hurrying cars gliding smoothly to and fro, he
would behold this vison of civic activity replaced by the dreary and myderious waste | have
spoken of, without even a dgnpost pointing to the splendid future reserved for it by city
surveyors.

This tract of land is perhaps the most melancholy and mysterious spot in the whole city. The
different streets that cross the idand pull up, as it were, suddenly on eaching this dreary place,
seemingly afrad to trust themsdves any further. The buildings that approach nearest to its
confines are long low ranges of fetid daughter-houses, where on Sundays bloated butcher-boys
lounge againg the wals, and on week-days one hears through the closed doors the muffled blow,
the heavy fdl of the oxen within; the groan, and the hard-drawn breeth; and then a red, duggish
dream trickles out from under the doorway and flows into the gutter, where hungry dogs wait
impatiently to lap it up. The murderous atmosphere, these smdls of blood, seem appropriate
enough as one approaches this desolate locaity.

A great plain of red, swampy clay is covered here and there with numberless huge, hdpless
beams of timber,—some floating like dead rafts in the stream, and chained to the bank; others
high and dry, blackening in the sun, and shadowing crimind-looking dogs that skulk in and out
among them dl day long. One or two immature piers jut out into the river here and there, and



grimy doops that seem to have no particular trade, unless it is to rot camly at their moorings, lie
dongsde, and grate and chafe lazily agang the dimy logs. A few homeless boys, with smeared
faces and thin, sarved ams, who seem to have dressed themsalves in the rags and kite-talls that
flutter on telegrgph-wires, lie on the sunny sdes of the timber piles deeping away hunger, or
sometimes St on the edges of the green piers languidly fishing for something which they never
catch. Cinders most unaccountably prevail al over the place; they crackle under the feet, and the
dogs gather round occasond piles of them, growling over a burned bone lying in the ashes
where they come from is not to be known. There are no houses, no factories, and the rotting
doops are so damp and dimy that it would be a mockery to suppose a fire had ever been lit in
any one of them. Nevertheless the cinders prevail; and at certain hours in the day two or three
crouching creatures wander dowly among the heaps, picking mysterious objects, with hands that
seem themsalves to have been burned into coke.

The place is aso a species of morgue for dead dogs. Every cur that the Hudson drowns floats
inevitably to this spot and is swept up on the swampy bank,—when the outlawed mongrels that
skulk between the timber logs crowd around it, and perhaps identify the corpse. On Sundays you
see a few low-browed, soap-locked loafers grolling among the piles, pitching sones into the
water, and, if it is summer, sripping off ther tattered shirts to have a swim; but on week-days
the place is entirdy dead. The starved boys and the shadowy rag-pickers flitting here and there
give no ar of life; they seem very thin and impapable, and haunt the place like ghosts.

Further on this dreary swamp changes somewhat its character. The great baks of timber
disappear, and a few shingle huts—so loosdy built that the wind whigtles through ther walls
with a driek of triumph—are scattered here and there. Large masses of stone lie about, hewn
into square blocks for house-fronts, and in the daytime the monotonous click of the stone-cutter's
chisd dvills continudly from the shingle huts This draggling sone-yard, for such it is, is
perhaps less desolate than the swamp further down, but a night—when the moon streams on the
huge white blocks that lie there so cold and dead, and the huts are deserted by the workmen, and
nothing moves but a shadowy dog that flits by, seen for an indant agang the pdlid stones—the
place isinexpressbly weird and londly.

Jugt on the confines of this sone-yard, in a rutty, half-made road that is bounded on both sides
by burned-looking building-lots, where nothing hides the scaded eath but some unhedthy
boulders, and occasional remnants of old shoes that are black and pulpy with decay, stands a
gndl house built of unpainted shingles. It is two-storied, with a basement, and a somewhat
imposing flight of steps up to the door; yet it wears a reckless and despairing aspect. | have no
doubt when this house was built it had many youthful hopes of establishing a neighborhood and
becoming a dwdling of respectability. It promised itsdlf, perhaps, a coat or two of paint, and had
visons of being the ancestor of a dreet. But year after year wore away, and it found itsdf ill
naked as when it was born. No companion dweling lifted its head to cheer the solitude. On 4l
ddes the blesk river-winds touded and smote its bare wals until its windows chattered with the
cold. It grew weary of waiting for the neighborhood that never was to come, and seemed to care
no longer what became of it. It let beardy mosses grow dl over its haggard face. Its edges were
chipped and ragged; its chimneys, no longer spruce and tapering, bulged and tottered to one side,
like the crushed ha of a confirmed drunkard. It buttoned itsdf up no more about the chest with
its snug, comfortable doors, but let them hang loose on one hinge, and flgp about in the wind. It
was evident to any one who saw it that the house near the stone-yard had gone to the bad.

Forlorn and seedy as it looked, this house was inhabited. The shivering, shrunken windows
gleamed with lights by night, yet not cheerfully, but with a wild glare, like that which dreams



from the eyes of those about to die. If the skulking men that powled in summer evenings among
the sheds of the stone-yard, whisling mysterioudy to each other, had any taste for musc, the
house would have been to them a source of great wonder. Sometimes for hours together a wild
and melow music would stream upon the air, soaring over the dreary yard, wailing sadly aong
the waste river-grounds and by the rotting doops until it reached the water, when it would float
triumphaly aong, as if it knew that it was leaving the desolate place behind it, and bury itsdf
deep in the deeping groves that nodded on the distant Weehawken heights. The character of
these melodious sounds was entirdly mysticd and strange. They were not born of violin or bugle,
and yet seemed to have the souls of both ingruments intermingling with another didtinctly ther
owvn,—ancther soul, not merdy indrumenta, but human, passonate, luxuriant, as if dl the
utterances of a great Itdian love—dedre, entresty, and triumph—were translated into aerid
harmonies.

To you and |, reader, there need be no mysery in either house or musc. That desparing-
looking chateau was inhabited but by three people—an old man, a young girl, and a youth of
about twenty-one. As age is entitled to its traditional homage of precedence, | will firgt introduce
to you the elder of thetrio. | beg to present to your notice the maestro, Baioccho.

You could not posshbly conceve a man made up with less waste of maerid than Signor
Baoccho. Nature, when she formed him, must have been terribly short of suff. There was too
little of everything in his physca compostion. He was abbreviated in every limb and festure.
This, nevertheless, was fortunate, for had he been on a lage scde he would have been
insupportably ugly he was too smdl, however, to be repulsive, and so was only queer. But how
queer he was, with his withered, pinched-up face, his sparse, siff beard, which looked like a thin
growth of thorns, and his quaint, convulsed figure, that gave one the idea that dl insde of him
was catgut and wheedls, and hat something was continudly bregking in his machinery! Yet, with
dl this likeness to a comic toy, how inexpressbly mournful was the countenance of Signor
Baoccho! what terrible sorrow was hopeesdy shut up in that wretched little frame

Baioccho had been a musician, and was now a cook. Years ago, when opera was young in New
York, Baioccho came here from Itdy with a company, set up an opera-house, was ingtantly
successful, and made a fortune. Musc was his rdigion, the lyric dage his temple the
conductor's desk his dtar, the overture his mass. But he became a fandtic in his fath. He
enlarged his house; he spent thousands of dollars on the production of new operas, and, as a
matter of course, he became bankrupt. For the opera is like a Parisan mistress, the most
charming, fascinating, bewildering of dl credtions and invariably leaves you without a shilling
a last. For many years poor Baioccho struggled to keep his feet. He led orchestras at second-rate
theetres, he gave lessons on the piano and violin, dways hoping, dways dreaming of one day
grasping again the magica baton, the sceptre of his world. It was a vain sruggle, however; other
meedtri came over from Itay with ill more wondrous and expersve dngers than those
Baioccho brought, and they built opera-houses, and bought newspaper puffs, and covered the
dead walls with huge announcements of colossal successes, and the world, rushing on the heds
of novety, swept over the ancestor of American opera, and poor Baoccho found himsdf
trampled on, bruised, and l&ft to die.

It were too sad a task to enumerate the various steps which led Baioccho from Parnassus to the
kitchen. An accomplishment of which in his pamy days he had been not a little proud, was now
brought into requistion to save him from darvation; the hand that was too wesk to hold the
baton found itsdf gill adle to brandish the ladle. Those gay Itdian tenors, those mgestic bassos,
little thought when, round his degant supper-table long ago, they used to applaud his amateur



cookery, ddicious mayounaises, harmonious sdads, that the day would arive when the poor
conductor would don the white apron and cotton cgp very serioudy, and sweat dl day in a
restaurant kitchen through an eternal round of soups and roasts and eatrées ever the same. But 0
it was. Those who frequented Cacar's Restaurant would now and then behold a wizened little
man deding quietly from some mysterious passage leading to the kitchen, and snesking up to
the bar, where he would hadtily swallow a potent draught of raw brandy, and shuffle back guiltily
to the place whence he came. And they would see one or two old New-Y orkers looking pitifully
after him, and saying to each other that they remembered poor Baioccho when he drove his
carriage. He now trudged home every night on foot; and it was sad to see the old fellow,
ungteady with drink, staggering down the rutty road to the house near the stone-yard, where the
fathful Tommatoo kept weatch until she heard his sumbling footstep, when, tripping to the door,
she tenderly helped him up to bed.

So! we have come at last to Tommatoo. | have been longing to get to her for some time pad,
hut it would have been unkind to have deserted old Baioccho now that he is so poor. Sautation
to his misfortunes!

Tommatoo was Baioccho's only child. In some quaint old Itdian chapd, it may be by the
shores of Sorrento, a smiling babe was one sunny day christened by the stout old Padre, and the
name bestowed was Tomasna Meodious as was this pretty name, the little girl that bore it, as
soon as she reached lisping age, obgtinatdly refused to be known by any cognomen but that of
Tommatoo. This sounded awfully heathenish to old Baoccho, but she was agpparently
determined, and in time her imperious infant will had its effect on the family. She became
Tommatoo to al intents and purposes, as far as household experience went, and even when she
grew up to the age of reason did not seem anxious to reclam her original appdlation.

Tommatoo was one of those lovely, far-haired Itdians that one sees so sddom, but which
once seen ae never forgotten. At some antique period, when Alaric was king, some of the blood
of his blonde race mugt have mingled with the olive-skinned Roman Baocchi, and after
centuries of rest suddenly bloomed in Tommatoo. Her eyes were a dark liquid gray, like a
twilight lake. Her face was pde, yet not cold, for a southern fire seemed to smoulder beneath the
skin, with a beautiful, subdued glow. Her mouth, smal and moist and rosy, pouted over pealy
teeth, haf seen, and the curves of her smooth checks swept into a wickedly dimpled chin, that
aded and abetted with dl its might the crimind beauty of her bewildering lips. This sweet
virgind face was st in a golden frame of luxuriant hair, that one of Raphed’s saints might have
envied.

Yet why spesk of Tommatoo's beauty so rapturoudy? | shdl have no enthusiasm left for that
bright and joyous nature that burst from her as the sun burgs from a golden cloud, shedding its
own ludre on everything, and infusing into al a portion of its own innate warmth. Every one has
fdt a times, when wandering through the fields, the intense joy experienced from the twittering
of the birds amidst the branches and the glancing of ther tiny forms through the leaves. Seine
such pure and hedthy influence did Tommatoo exercise over the little household. She twittered
and ding, and, as it were, fluttered lightly through the rooms, until one could swear that the sun
shone wherever she went. All day, while old Baioccho was absent attending to his culinary
duties, compounding wondrous soups, and moving amidst the thick steams of the kitchen like an
df in some incantation scene, Tommatoo was putting the old house in order; sweeping up the
litle gtting-room, displaying its scanty furniture to the best advantage, and occasonaly darting
like aswalow into Mr. Gustave Besumont' s sanctum sanctorum.



It must be confessed that this was one of the household occupations that Tommatoo performed
with the grestest willingness, for Mr. Gustave Beaumont was young, handsome, and played the
most delightful melodies on his great indrument, invented by himsdf, entitted the Pancorno. The
Pancorno was a sngular piece of mechaniam; hideoudy suggedtive, in gppearance, of some
namdess indrument of torture from the dungeons of the Inquidtion, yet in redity cgpable of
soothing the most agonizing pains by the sweetness of its notes By ad of some interior
arrangement of tubes, the vibraions of the horn portion acted in turn upon what must have been
a series of wires dso conceded land which seemed to give the effect of a trio between flute,
violin, and French-horn. It was from the Pancorno that the sergphic strains heard at night across
the stone-yard floated so harmonioudy, giving to the old house an ar of being one of those
enchanted abodes frequent in fary taes, in which dwdt some spdlbound prince, who thus
summoned in music hisfathful knightsto his rescue.

Gusave was a clever young Frenchman, with an extraordinary passon for musc, whom old
Baioccho had known ever since he was a child. He was the son of the bassoon in one of the
orchestras which the maestro had conducted in his pamy days, but one night the bassoon died in
the middle of a rapid passage, and the little Gustave was |left without a father, and but one friend,
Baioccho. The old Itdian took the bassoon’s son home, brought him up as his own child dong
with Tommatoo; and when his fdl came Gudave dill shared his scanty means. To do the young
fellow jusiice, he wanted to work, but the old man would not have it. “You are a genius,
Gudave,” he would say, “and, please the Virgin, you shdl do something great.” So Gudstave did
nothing grest or smdl save the invention of the Pancorno, out of which he expected to reap a
fortune, and he continued to live a the house by the done-yard, having firg scrupuoudy
bargained with his entertainer to pay three dollars a week, which, as he did nothing but play on
the Pancorno and make love to Tommatoo, it is needless to say he never earned and never paid.
It quieted his conscience, however, and he used to say to himsdlf that when he sold his invention
for one hundred thousand dollars, that being the leest he would take for it, old Baioccho should
live like aprince.

And thisisthe lagt of the inmates of the house by the stone-yard.

.
A FAMILY GROUP.

“Isthat you, father?’

“Ah, the little Tommatoo! So you maintain the watch for the poor old father! Bless you, little
angd!”

“Take care of the step, father. Take care.”

“Put yoursdf easy, my child. | will be remindful of the gtep. | am very deadfast on my feet this
evening.”

And, as if to fagfy his testimony, poor old Baioccho staggered up the steps leading to the hal-
door, and would have fdlen if Tommatoo had not caught one of histhin arms and held him up.

“It is nothing; it is nothing!” he exclamed, as he tottered through the hdl into the little parlor.
“I can wak mysdf wel enough. But it is the kitchen,—that dam kitchen! It has got into nmy
head, my child. Where is the cognac?’

“Do you think it would do you any good, faher?’ asked Tommatoo, sorrowfully; “won't it
make your head bad?’



“Ah, little dove! It does not comprehend. My child, the cognec is the life to me. When | stew
and form dishes and mingle soups dl day long in that dam kitchen, it gets into my head; and
sometimes, mon Dieu! when | stand over the regout, and try to forget the place where | have
found mysdf for a moment, the old times return upon me and | become very sad and sorrowful,
0 that | have to wak mysdf out to the bar and drink the cognac;, and then, per baccho! |
remember mysdf not, and | go back to my kitchen quite raised. Give me one little glass of
cognac, my child?—one glass for the poor old father!”

Tommatoo fluttered over to a little cupboard that stood on one sde of the room, and brought
out a bottle and awine-glass, and, pouring out some brandy, handed it to the old man.

He rased it tremuloudy to his mouth, and quaffed it off a a angle draught; then, smacking his
lips, he muttered, “ Ah! the cognac is the soul to the old men like me!”

There was nothing disgudting in Baioccho's intoxicetion. The inebriety of the old musician was
as cleanly as the tipsness of a toy-man—had such been possble His little eyes only twinkled
the brighter, and his nose seemed longer and sharper and thinner, and his lips moved more
rgpidly; but that was dl. His speech was not thick, nor were his ideas clouded. It was drunkeness
idedlized.

“Wha has my child to tdl me of the day?’ asked the old man, invigorated as it were by the
petit verre de cognac.

Tommatoo drooped her eyelids, colored alittle, and did not reply for a moment.

“Some one has been here” she said, at last.

“Which wasit, little one?’

“It was—it was—" And the little one fatered.

“Digblel” cried the old man, legping like an enraged cat from his char, as if an idea had
flashed upon him suddenly. “Ten millions of devild was it not that brute Giuseppe?’

“It was, father,” answered Tommeatoo, soothingly. “Pray, don't fly into a rage. | could not help
it.”

“The wretch! the abandoned-by-God miserable felow!” shouted old Baioccho, growing more
and more excited each moment. “So he must place himsdf near my child, my ange, to sted her
away from mel But we will see! What did he say to you?’ he added, turning amost fiercely to
Tommeatoo.

“0O, nothing more than what he has said to you. He said he loved me very much, and if | would
marry him that he would take us dl back to Itdy, and that you should end your daysin comfort.”

“O, the serpent! His mother and his grandfather were snakes You know not that man,
Tommatoo! He is capable of roasting his father on a spit!”

“But, dear father, yel know | hate him. | will never marry any one but Gustave, and not hat
until you wish it. | laughed a Giuseppe, and told him to go away.” And Tommatoo made an
ineffectua attempt to give some idea of her sern manner to Giuseppe; but if the redity was at al
like the representation, | don’t think that the descendant of snakes was very much crushed.

“Ah, child you are as innocent as the flower that grows under our feet!” and Baioccho looked
down, but, finding no flowers, continued: “He will peform some mischief to us. | fed it in—in
the air!” and the sharp eyes seemed to pierce into the depths of the gloomy room, and fasten on
some spectra misfortune. “Now Gudtave is a good boy. He will be a great man. His Pancorno
ghdl be played in many universd cities, and the good fortune shal come to him. Thou shdt be
the wife of Gugtave, my smdl pet child!”

“But,” sad Tommatoo, with a haf-amile, “I think he loves his Pancorno better than he does
me.”



“It is the love of time atis, mignonne. He loves it with his soul, but his heat—ah, that is
thinel”

“Hak! there he i9” cried Tommatoo, hushing her father into dlence as the liquid, deicious
notes of the Pancorno stole through the house.

“Yes, let us ligen. O heaven, how beautiful!” exdamed the old musdan, rapturoudy; then in
ahdf-whisper added, “One little glass more of the cognac, ma biche.”

And there they sat in the dusk of the room, the old man warming his veins with the cognec, the
young girl dreaming of her lover, and both ligening to the music that bore them far away, out of
the old house by the stone-yard, into a ddicious land, where the sea lay like a migtress on the
broad breast of time beaches, and the breath of the orange groves wandered like unheard music
through the dopes and valeys.

“I think so of my home” murmured the old maestro, and | know that a tear fell through the
twilight as he spoke—"of my dear, dear home when | hear the musc. Ah! why does not my
brother—the brother of my youth—replace me in my dear Itdy? He is more rich than a great
many of Jews, and yet he will not soare his poor brother one scudo, Tommatoo. O, if | were the
rich Pietro, and he the poor cook Giulio Baioccho, | would not count my zechins until he had
what he wanted. If he would only promise to leave my little Tommatoo semething when he died,
| would not care for mysdf. Ah, the bad brother! Mignonne, one other little verre de cognac for
the poor old cook.”

“Shdl |1 go and tel Gustave that you have come home?’ asked Tommatoo. “We must have
supper soon, you know, father.”

“Do, my beloved. Sweet as are the notes of the Pancorno, thy voice is sweeter ill. Go and
gladden the good Gustave with its music.”

Tommatoo tripped to the door, perched for a moment on the threshold like a little bird
hovering on the edge of its cage, then, after looking hack into the dusky room with a radiant
gmile that seemed to illuminate time twilight, she vanished, and in a few moments the notes of
the Pancorno ceased, and there were light, pattering footsteps heard in its stead.

The old mudcdan, when she was gone, buried his head in his hands, and seemed logt in
meditation;—so lost that he neither heard nor saw anything around him; neither the footsteps that
came oftly toward him through the gloom, nor the tal cloaked form that stood besde him, until
ahand laid on his shoulder gartled him from his reverie, and he looked up.

“Who is that?’ he asked, with a sort of astonished abruptness, as he in vain tried to distinguish
the newcomer’ s fegtures through the darkness.

“Itisl,—Giuseppe,” answered thefigurein avery cam voice, and in Itdian.

“What dost thou here again, outcast!” cried the old maestro, starting from his seat hurriedly
and in great agitation. “I tel thee that thou shat never wed my daughter. | know thee well. |
know of thy prison life. | know of that bloody dfair in Venice, when even the sacred sole of the
priest could not shidd his heart from thy accursed hand. Begone! or | will cdl for help, and have
thee lodged in thejal.”

“Come, come, Baioccho, no need of al this bad language. You wrong me, | swear you wrong
me. | am not the man you take me for, nor do | wish to press my suit with Tommeatoo. | come for
other ends. | bear great tidings to thee. | bring thee grest riches.”

“Ah, boagter, you will not cgjole me with your fine words!” cried the old cook, mockingly.

“If 1 do, may | forget my mother's gravel’ exclamed Giuseppe, earnestly. “Wak with me for
ten minutes dong the road, and if | prove not my words thou shat never see my face again.”



In spite of his detestation of his fdlow-countryman Baioccho could not prevent his heart from
legping to his mouth a the mention of wedth. In a moment he saw himsdf emancipated from the
accursed kitchen, his Tommatoo clad as became her beauty, Gustave's Pancorno brought before
the public, and dl three living happily in the dear Itdy, making amusic out of lifeitsdf.

“Wdll,” sad he, “I will go and wak with you. But why not tell it here?’

“Because houses are less safe to speak in than the universe” said Giuseppe. “You forget that |
was once a conspirator, and am cautious.”

“I remember it wel enough,” muttered Baioccho, as both left the house, “and the police of
Venice remember it better.”

They waked dowly toward the stone-yard. Neither spoke—Baoccho disdaining to show any
impatience, Giuseppe remaning dlent for some motive of his own. So on through the stone-
yad; amidst the white blocks that loomed like dim ghosts through time darkness, by the shingle
huts that, with their jagged corners and irregular roofs, seemed in the darkness to crouch like
drange animds, squatting upon the dreary earth; over rough masses of unhewn sone, through
deep ruts left by cart-whedsin the soft clay, until they reached the river.

“Wadl,” said Baioccho, at lagt, “how long am | to wait for this wondrous intelligence?’

“Your brother is dead,” answered Giuseppe.

“What!” amost shrieked the old cook, “and—and—he left—"

“You everything.”

“Holy Virgin be prased! “ gaculated the poor old fellow, clagping his hands and knedling in
the damp, cozy earth. “My dear Tommatoo will berich.”

“I have just arived from Italy,” continued Giuseppe. “I saw your brother. | found him dying. |
gpoke to him about you, and induced him to will to you the fortune which he was going to leave
to the Church. Do you not think | deserve some reward for al this?’

“You shdl have it. | swear it!” cried the old muscian, fervently. “You shdl name your own
reward.”

“Good. | want your daughter.”

“Ah, traitor! that is what you demand!” cried the excitable old man in his gill voice. ‘Never!
never | never! No; you shdl have money, but no Tommatoo, no Tommatoo.”

“Tommeatoo isyour her at law when you die,” remarked Giuseppe.

“Certainly. | know why you want to wed with her, you fellow!”

“She will inherit very soon.

“Eh!” The old man did not exactly seem to comprehend, but peered up into Giuseppe' s face.

“She will come into possession in ten minutes” added Giuseppe, and rapidly as lightning he
pased a sort of handkerchief across Baoccho's mouth, gifling dl  utterance. The old man,
though thin, possessed a great tenacity of muscle, and he druggled long and vigoroudy aganst
his assalant. He twined about his legs, he crawled up his huge chest, he dug his bony fingers into
his throat, dl the while uttering through the gag upon his mouth terrible muffled cries of agony
that were more dreadful from their being so suppressed. The youth and strength of Giuseppe told
a lagt. The old man grew faint and amost ceased to struggle. In an ingant Giuseppe seized him
by the waig, lifted him dear off the ground, and swung him into the river. He watched him snk.
“I think that Tommatoo is mine now,” he muttered, as he turned and fled rapidly back through
the stone-yard.

Baioccho sank, but speedily came to the surface. Indinctivdly he stretched out his hands, and
suddenly one of them came in contact with some floating substance. He grasped it, and found it a
drifting beam of timber that had become loosed from its moorings to the bank and was traveling



with the gtream. With some difficulty he got adtride of it and removed his gag. His firg impulse
was to shout for help, for he could not swim, and he was aready some distance from the bank,
and he put dl his drength into a furious cry. The sound of his own voice echoing over tha
desolate shore seemed to tdl him how little chance he had of obtaining assstance in that way,
and, after shouting until his lungs were sore, he gave it up, and clung to the hope of being picked
up by some boat.

The tide was running out rgpidly, and a wind was blowing down sream, so that Baioccho
could tel from the rippling of the waves around the beam tha he was floaing fast with the
current. It was very dark. On either sde of the bank he could see the faint lights in the houses,
and now and then the black spectral hull of some doop or schooner would suddenly appear to
him as he floated past, and then vanish. All on the river seemed dead. There was not a sound of
life. There did not seem a hope for the old musician.

Stll he floated fast. Past the dreary black wharves, round which vessdls made paisades of
medts seen dimly againg the dull sky. Past the shadowy groves of the Elysan Fidds that now,
dad seemed like the banks of Acheron. Past the cheerful Atlantic Gardens, where lights gleamed
on the water, and people were making merry, while the poor old muscian was floating to his
degth. Past the great hive of the city, that in the gloom seemed to lie upon time water exhausted
with its day’s labor. And s0 on out into the broad bay. Then for the first time Baoccho fet that
he would be swept out to sea He had not recoiled from his fate up to this time, for he was brave,
and, ‘after dl, drowning was only desth. But Sarvation—ah! that thought was too horrible, and
for the firg time a groan escaped from the poor muscian. He then thought of Tommatoo, of
Gudtave, of their agony a his never returning,—their vague sorrow for his fate, which would
never be known. Then he prayed to God that the murderer, Giuseppe, would be baffled in his
designs on his dear child—and then—

A dull, roaring sound dong the water. A hissng of the ar and of the sea A red glare from
what seemed like a fierce angry eye moving over the waves. A spakle of foam, seen white
through the gloom, and Baioccho saw the ferry-boat bearing right down on him. He shouted; he
tried to stand upright on the timber log, but it dipped and turned; he took off his coat and flung it
high in the ar—al to attract attention. But in vain. Closer, closer came the fiery eye. With what
seemed to the old musician ever-increasing speed the sharp prow cut through the water. The
funnd gave out short puffs of triumph, the wheds beat their paddles madly on the water, as if
they knew what work they had to do, then a sudden, awful shriek from Baoccho. The projecting
ledge of the boat shot over him. He touched it for an instant with his hand, and then went under.

["r.
THE GRANDSON OF SNAKES.

“Father, Gugtave will be down in a few minutes, and we will have supper!” cried Tommatoo,
fluttering into the dark room like some pretty little nocturna bird. “Father! why don’t you
answer? Why, where can he be? Ah, that cognac! He has perhaps taken too much while | was
away,—poor faher!” and Tommatoo hadily lit, with a lucifer match, a little fluid lamp, and leld
it high above her head while her eyes everywhere sought the expected recumbent form of the old
musician.

“Why, he is not herel” she cried, in a tone haf of astonishment, haf of darm. “O, where has
he gone? Not out into this dark, dark night. God forbid | will cdl Gudave’;,—and she ran



toward the door of the apartment. But ere she quite reached it she stopped and drew back, for a
tal, dark figure filled the little doorway, and a par of bright dnister eyes reflected back the
lamplight.

“Ah, pretty one! you did not expect to see me again to-day, did you?’ said the new-comer, in a
hdf-mocking tone, and in Itdian; “but you see how it is | am fascinated, and haunt the spot
where | will find you.”

“Sgnor Giuseppe, my father does not wish you to come here; you know what | think, and yet
you come. That | think is wrong”;—and Tommatoo looked like a mordigt of the Middle Ages, if
one could imagine such a personage with beautiful blond har, large dark-gray eyes, and the.
neatest little waist in the world.

“Ahl none of you appreciate me” answered Giuseppe, advancing into the chamber. “Your
father is a good man, but full of prgudices. | am progressve, and he does not understand
progress,—that isdl. But | am agood fellow, Signorina—a capita fellow for dl that.”

He looked at this moment, standing close to the door and unclasping his heavy clogk, with his
pae, unhedthy skin shining in the lamplight, and his eyes gligening with a furtive meaning, 0
truly the reverse of a good fellow that | am not surprised at the faint frown that perched for a
moment on Tommatoo' s forehead, and then suddenly did off her smooth temples and was los.

“I am going, Signor Giuseppe,” she sad, making a movement toward the door, between which
and her the Italian was standing. “I wish you good evening.”

“Stay amoment!” he cried, interposing. “Where is the worthy Baioccho?’

“Heisnot here. | do not know where heis. Let me pass, Signor. | am going to search for him.”

“Perhaps he has taken too much of the ddightful cognac of which he is so fond,” sad
Giuseppe, sneringly.

“My faher is a good man, Signor!” cried Tommatoo, indignantly, “and his weaknesses should
be respected. Let me pass, sir!”

“Not just yet, little one. | have something to say to you. You know that | love you. | told you so
three months ago, before | went to Italy. | tell you so now that | have returned.”

“1 do not want to hear your confession, Signor. | wish to go and seek my father.”

“Listen to me, Tommatoo,”—and he sretched his long arm a&ross her till it fel like a great bar
between her and the door. “Ligen. If you become my wife, this is what | will do for you. | will
take you to Itdy, and you shdl have a villa that the Prince Borghese might envy. We will have
much money,—| shdl be very rich indeed—amid dl Itdy shdl not contan finer horses,
cariages, servants, than ours. | will be magnificent, Tommatoo, gorgeous, princely. Perhaps, too,
| will purchase a patent of nobility,—it is to be done, there's the banker Torlonia And how
would my Tommeatoo like to gt in stae and be cdled Principezza? Ah! it would be glorious,
would it not?’

So excited was he with the visons he had himsdf conjured up that Giuseppe stretched forth his
ams, and, encloang Tommatoo between them, drew her toward him, while a devilish glitter
shonein hisdark eyes.

“We are done, sweet dove” he sad, in a soft voice; “none in this slent house to waich us.
Will you not vow to be my bride—the bride of Giuseppe that loves you so, and who will make
you alittle countess? Ah! the little oneis not so crud after dl.”

But he migook Tommatoo's terrified immobility for a timid though undemondrative assent.
To his utter agtonishment, after a moment’s slence, that young lady opened her mouth and
drieked, “Gudavel Hagten! Gudtave, | am in danger!” with dl the power of an excdlent set of
lungs



“Whew! who the devil is Gustave?” muttered Giuseppe, astounded. “I thought that none lived
in the house but those two. Who the devil is this Gustave?” And as he spoke he thrust his hand
ingde his coat asif feding for some wegpon.

There was an immediate response to Tommatoo's call, in the shape of the descent of a pair of
boots four dtairs a a time. In a few seconds the boots had reached the door, and Gustave
Beaumont, who stood in them, suddenly appeared on the scene of action.

“Diavolo!” ground Giuseppe between his teeth, as he beheld this new apparition. Then, taking
a stride backward, he seemed like some wild amimd preparing for agpring.

“Qu'est ce que c'est? Qu'est ce que ce Monsieur 1a?” rapidly demanded Monseur Gustave,
looking rather ominoudy a Giuseppe, who, not understanding a word of French, preserved a
grim slence.

“O Gudave!l this man persecutes me. Protect me from him!” cried Tommatoo, bounding
toward the young Frenchman and taking shelter as it were under hiswing.

Soyez tranquille, enfant!” sad Gudave, fondly enfolding her little form with his am. “What
the devil you do here, sare” he continued, in English, seeing that Giuseppe had not replied to his
previous interrogatories in French. “For why do you bring the fright to this young girl, sare?
Who you are, sare? | demand to know. Moi! Gustave Beaumont!”

“I reply mysdf not, gr, to your interrogations, when they put themselves to me in a manner 0
insolent,” amswered Giuseppe, haughtily, his eyes flashing through the gloom of the hdf-lit
chamber.

“Ask him about our dear father, Gustave,” cried Tommatoo, earnestly, nestling up to the young
mugcdan's dde. “l left him here a fev moments since, and he has disgppeared. | fed sure that
this bad man knows something of him. Ask him, dear Gustave.”

“One cannot know about al the world,” answered Giuseppe, before Gustave had time to
interrogate him. “My business is not with the dd man. Look in the cdlar where the strong waters
are kept. He will be there.”

With a mocking laugh the Itdian folded his cloak around him and strode toward the door.
Gustave removed his am from Tommatoo's wast, round which it had stolen, and placed himsdf
resolutely between Giuseppe and the door, and barred his passage.

“You shdl not depart from here until we know about Signor Baioccho. You are suspected a
great ded.”

“Let me pass away from here)” cried Giuseppe, advancing savagdy, “or, by the head of the
Virgin, you will mest with misfortunel” And placing his hand in his breast he hdf drew a smadl
poniard.

Gudave saw the motion, and quick as thought sprang on the Itdian, weaving his young,
gnewy ams around his wadt, and pressng his chin agang his antagonis’s breest until he farly
howled with pain. Tommatoo, with one faint moan, sank on her knees on the ground, and one
might see, by the dagped hands and the murmuring lips, dimly shown in the imperfect lamp-
light, thet the little one was offering up her prayersto heaven.

The par now dgruggling were evenly matched as far as youth and sze. But in point of
endurance the Itdian had decidedly the advantage. The sedentary life which the young
Frenchman led had relaxed his naturdly powerful muscular sysem; and consequently, athough
capable of a vast momentary effort, he was entirely unable to sustain a prolonged contest. For the
gpace of two minutes nothing was heard in the room but the hard breathing of the struggling men
the dipping of the feet on the uncarpeted floor; the sudden stamp, as one sought an advantage
which the other as quickly frudrated. Gustave's main object seemed to be to keep the Itdian



from usnig his poniard, and this he sought to effect by pressng him so dosdy in his ams as to
render it an imposshbility to use his hands. For some time he was successful in this; but presently
his want of tenacity of muscle showed itsdf in the rdaxation of his grip and the quick recurrence
of his bregths, dmost amounting to panting. Inch by inch Giuseppe loosened his am from the
Frenchman's grasp, and inch by inch his hand moved toward his breast where the poniard lay,
his eyes dl the while flashing with a light that ssemed to announce his gpproaching vergeance.
In vain did Gudave drain every nerve to hold his own. The large drops of sweet gathered on his
forehead; the blood flowed from between his lips, bitten in the agony of exertion; and his knees
fairly shook with the power of a will that far exceeded the strength of the frame on which it was
exercised. He could not last much longer. Giuseppe, in proportion as he beheld his adversary
snking, seemed to gain additiona force. He a length extricated his arm. At length he grasped
the poniard and plucked it from its sheath. Held doft an indant over Gustave's head, it quivered
in its descent; when, with a dull, heavy thud, some enormous weight fel on the back part of the
Itdian’s head, the dagger was dashed from his hand, and he fel stunned and sensdess on the
floor.

“Sweet child, my life owes itsdf to you!” sad Gustave, as he stood over the prostrate form of
his antagonig, while he gazed with intense astonishment on Tommatoo, who, revealed to him by
the Itdian's fdl, exhibited hersdf as the agent of that lucky event, asssted by an enormous
bludgeon which she held in her hand.

“It was an ingpiration of heaven, | think,” said she smply. “I was praying to the Virgin, when |
recollected that papa's big stick was in the corner; so | sole toward it, lifted it up, and struck that
bad fdlow with it—only I did not think | could strike him so hard. | hope he is not very much
hurt” And she looked pityingly down on the villan whom a moment before she would have
gladly seen perish.

“’Cré nom de Dieu! He moves himsdf!” cried Gustave, beholding a dight indication of
returning animation in the body of the Itdian. “Quick, Tommatoo! ropes to bind him up! Bring
me great, srong twines, for he is very dangerous, this felow. Ha, rascd! you are there! You lie
very low now, brigand We will trouble oursdves with your care, sr. Yes we will have the
honor to conduct you to the bureau of the Chief of the Police, and there we will demand of you
that you shdl let us know dl your villanies Quick, child—the twines The fdlow will get
himsdf up very presently.”

And 0, chattering a sort of mingled monologue of reproach, triumph, and sarcasm, Gustave
passed the rope which Tommatoo brought him around Giuseppe's body in so scientific and
elaborate a manner that the wretched man was as incgpable of motion as an Indian pappoose
drapped to its board, and lay on the floor with nothing but the winking of his large, dark,
villanous eyesto tell of hisbeing animate.

Now came the great question, who was to go for the mlice. If Gustave went, Tommatoo would
be left done in that terible house, with that terrible man, who might unloose that wonderful
network of bonds in which Gustave had enlaced him. If Tommatoo went, she would have to
thread her way done through that dreary, dangerous locdity; and she confessed she had not the
courage to make the attempt. If they both went, who was to take care of the captive? So they,
perforce, came to the concluson that they must wait until morning; and accordingly Gustave,
determined not to lose sght of his prize, lifted him on his shoulder as one would a bae of goods,
and, carying him up to his own room,—the room in which the Pancorno resded,—threw him
into a corner. Then he and Tommatoo sat down gloomily to speculate and wonder over
Baioccho's disgppearance. It was in vain that they interrogated Giuseppe. That individua glared



a them from his corner like a coil of ropes with a par of large eyes hidden somewhere in it, but
would condescend to no reply. And so the hours passed, as they gloomily watched for the day.

Weary with speculation, and heart-sore enough with pondering over the fate of old Baioccho,
Gudave, as the smdl hours wore on, could no longer resst his inclination to invoke the genius of
the Pancorno to disperse the sad thoughts that hung like black clouds around him and
Tommatoo; so he sat down to that mysterioudy constructed instrument, and poured forth those
wild improvisations that seemed to interpret some love-passage in the history of young Aolus.
And when the sun broke faintly over the dreary stone-yard, and its firg rays fel on the livid face
of the Itdian lying bound in the corner, it floated upward through the sky, buoyed by those
harmonies that seemed to seek their native heaven.

V.
THE PAEAN OF THE PANCORNO

The —th Ward Station-House. It was the early hour of the morning, before the over-night
prisoners had departed to he judged by the immaculate justices predding in the neighboring
digtrict police court, and the poor, deepless-looking, blear-eyed people were emerging from the
“lock-up” in the basement, <till heavy with the poison, of bad liquor and spotted dl over the face
with the bites of mosguitoes that abound in al police dations. Along the wadls of the generd
room hung rows of glazed fire-caps and locust-wood clubs, while, stretched in rank and file on
the floor beneath, one saw a quantity of India-rubber overshoes, splashed with the mud gathered
in the weary night-tramp on the heds of crime. What stories of city vice spoke in those dirty,
flexible shoest One saw the burglar a work with file and centre-bit, and accomplice keeping
watch with pricked-up ears. The file grates and the centre-bit cuts, and the confederate strains his
hearing as the grasshopper legps from the wadl; but none sees the dark shadows creeping round
the corner, and the pavement yields no echo to the muffled feet; and the slent overshoes sted on
until, with one quick legp and one heavy blow with the club, the burglar and confederate lie
powerless on the ground.

The —th Ward Station-House was a dreary-looking establishment. The police captain in plain
clothes, with a presentation watch in his pocket, atached to a presentation chain, and a
presentation diamond ring on his finger, and a presentation pin in his shirt front, which having
buttons did not seem to require it, st on a high char behind a high counter on which he
measured out justice by the yard. Two or three dy-looking men, in plan cothes dso, with a
furtive glance in the eyes and an ar of dways seeming to be looking round a corner that
bespoke the detective, or “shadow,” lounging on the stout chars, picking their teeth and
watching everybody, even the police ceptain, as if they were reedy a any moment to detect
anybody in something illegd. A pleasant-looking chain of handcuffs hung on the wadl, some ten
or twelve par linked together,—cold, brutal-looking loops of iron that seemed to regret it was
wrigts and not necks that it was their duty to clasp. Sitting on the sl of the degp window, which
opened into the dreet, were two little children crying ludtily. They had been host or had run
away, and in the face of the boy, a large-eyed French lad, some six years old, one could see the
determination working that made him preserve, when questioned, a sullen slence as to his name
and home. The other, a little girl,—thanks to the philoprogenitive organ of one of the police—
was munching a jam tart amidst dl her grief, and dobbering the unwholesome pastry with her
tears.



But chief of all the figures in that meancholy room were three persons who had, in the charge
of a policeman, arived a ealy dawvn. Deep in one corner, the farthest from the door, sat
Giuseppe, now carefully uncorded but gill scowling out of his doak, as if he might dart poisoned
poniards out of his eyes, while before the high counter on which the prize police captain
measured out his two-pennyworth of justice, sood Gustave and Tommatoo, who was weeping
bitterly.

“You say that you left your faher for but a fewv moments, and on your return he had
disappeared?’ inquired the prize cgptain, solemnly.

“Yes, gr!” sobbed Tommatoo. “My dear, dear father! What has become of him? O, that bad
man!”—awicked glance at Giuseppe in the corner.

“And when you returned you found the prisoner in the room where you had |eft your father?’

“Yes, dr; and | know that he knows where my father is—I seeit in his eyes. O, Sr, make him
tdl,—make him tdll. Pinch him until he tells—beat him until hetdld

The prize captain smiled, condescendingly.

“Lieutenant!” he sad, “telegraph a description of this Baioccho to the chief's office, with
Inquiries”

Immediately a thin policeman commenced working the telegraph that lay in one corner of the
room, but the monotonous click of the instrument was but little consolation to the aching bosom
of Tommeatoo.

A hdf-hour passed—an hour—during which Tommatoo related over and over again the detals
of her little story to the prize captain. The subordinates of the office began to take an interest in
her, and gathered round her as she sat nestling close to Gustave, who was completely amazed by
the novelty of his Situation, and each had akind word for the little maiden.

An hour passed. Ah, how dreary! dreary to Giuseppe scowling in his cloak, @refully watched
by two gadwart policemen; dreary to Gustave, who wondered how policemen could live without
music; dreary to little Tommatoo, who, with swollen eyes, and heavy, sad heart, sorrowed for the
old musician.

Presently there was a bustle. A @rriage drove up to the door with policemen on the box, and
Tommatoo's heart fluttered. The door of the vehicle opened, and out tottered Baioccho, feebly
snging, crowing, dancing, with his old eyes twinkling with cognac, and a suit of gigantic dothes
on, out of which he seemed to be endeavoring to scramble. In another ingant Tommatoo was in
hisarms.

“Ah, mon enfant, ma fille bien aimé! the old father has brought himsdf back. Per baccho!
brought himself back with the joy in his heart. The assassn falled in hiswork. Hal”

This last exclamation was caused by a sudden rush for the door which Giuseppe had made the
moment the old musician gppeared. His attempt at escape was vain, however, for before he had
made two steps he was collared, and a pair of handcuffs magicaly dipped over his wrigs. He sat
down again sullenly, but with aface white with terror.

“Hal serpent that thou art!” cried Baoccho, placing himsdf before Giuseppe and shaking his
withered old fig a him. “Thy time has arived. Thou wilt hang for this. So you thought to drown
the poor old maestro who never harmed you? But no! the God above is good, and when waves
lifted themselves up to engulf me, and the boat of the passage came to knock me on the head, a
heavendescended rope put itself into my hand, and a blessed sailor pulled me up to the deck. O,
no! | am not dead yet, and the sweet dove that you covet will find some other nest than thine!”

Then turning to the prize captain, the old man, gill with one arm round his daughter, poured
forth his voluble tde—how Giuseppe had flung him into the river; how he was floating out to



sea when the ferry-boat had come down on him; and how, just in the nick of time, some one on
board had discerned him in the water and flung him a rope—dl this mixed up in his
extraordinary English, and interlarded with French and Itdian imprecations on the head of
Giuseppe, S0 that the prize captain was entirdy bewildered, and dl that he could do was to order
the assassin into the lock-up, and bind over the old maestro to gppear in evidence. This done, he
and Gustave and Tommatoo, now chirping like abird, went home together.

| would not like to count dl the petits verres de cognac that the old musician took that night;
but | know that Baioccho on that occason danced the most singular dances, and sang the most
eccentric songs, and told Tommatoo and Gudave at least fifty times the wondrous story of his
adventures, and how his brother was, he believed, dead, and had left him dl his wedth; and so
the night closed on jubilation in the old house by the stone-yard.

Strange to say, Baioccho's brother was dead and had left him his her. This, it was supposed,
Giuseppe had learned in Italy, and had hastened home with the intertion of profiting by an
information of which he was the earliest recipient. Chance, however, frustrated his plans, and
after a trid, in which Baioccho's eccentric evidence was a fedature, the gates of the State prison
closed over the assassin.

In time Baoccho redized his inheritance and bade farewdl to the kitchen. The Pancorno was
brought before the public, and every one remembers the sensation it created that winter a the
Antique Concerts given a Niblo's Women, while ligening to its wonderful srains, could not
help noticing how handsome was the young Frenchman who played on it; yet none saw the
lovely face that every night gazed from the front row on the performer; but | know that Gustave
Beaumont played dl the better because he knew that Tommatoo, otherwise Madame Beaumont,
was looking at him. Madame Beaumont! Tommatoo as amadame! Can you redlizeit? | can't.



