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	VANINA VANINI
………………

	
	or

	
	SOME PARTICULARS OF THE LATEST ASSEMBLY OF CARBONARI DISCOVERED IN THE

	STATES OF THE CHURCH

	
	
	It was a spring evening in 182—. All Rome was astir: the Duca di

	B––, the famous banker, was giving a ball in his new palazzo on

	the Piazza di Venezia. All the most sumptuous treasures that the arts

	of Italy, the luxury of Paris and London can furnish had been

	collected for the adornment of this palace. The gathering was immense.

	The fair, retiring beauties of noble England had intrigued for the

	honour of being present at this ball; they arrived in crowds. The most

	beautiful women of Rome vied with them for the prize of beauty.  A

	girl whom her sparkling eyes and ebon tresses proclaimed of Roman

	birth entered, escorted by her father; every eye followed her. A

	singular pride was displayed in her every gesture.

	
	One could see the foreigners who entered the room struck by the

	magnificence of this ball. “None of the courts of Europe,” they were

	saying, “can compare with this.”

	
	Kings have not a palace of Roman architecture: they are obliged to

	invite the great ladies of their courts; the Duca di B–- invites

	only lovely women. This evening he had been fortunate in his

	invitations; the men seemed dazzled. Amid so many remarkable women it

	was hard to decide which was the most beautiful: the award was for

	some time undetermined; but at length Principessa Vanina Vanini, the

	girl with the raven hair and fiery eye, was proclaimed queen of the

	ball. Immediately the foreigners and the young Romans, deserting all

	the other rooms, crowded into the room in which she was.

	
	Her father, Principe Don Asdrubale Vanini, had wished her to dance

	first of all with two or three Sovereign Princes from Germany. She

	then accepted the invitations of certain extremely handsome and

	extremely noble Englishmen; their starched manner irritated her. She

	appeared to find more pleasure in teasing young Livio Savelli, who

	seemed deeply in love. He was the most brilliant young man in Rome,

	and a Prince to boot; but, if you had given him a novel to read, he

	would have flung the book away after twenty pages, saying that it made

	his head ache.  This was a disadvantage in Vanina’s eyes.

	
	Towards midnight a report ran through the ball-room, which caused

	quite a stir. A young carbonaro, in detention in the Castel S’ant’

	Angelo, had escaped that evening, with the help of a disguise, and,

	with an excess of romantic daring, on coming to the outermost

	guardroom of the prison, had attacked the soldiers there with a

	dagger; but he had been wounded himself, the sbirri were pursuing him

	through the streets, following the track of his blood, and hoped to

	recapture him.

	
	While this story was going round, Don Livio Savelli, dazzled by the

	charms and the success of Vanina, with whom he had just been dancing,

	said to her as he led her back to her seat, being almost mad with

	love:

	
	“Why, in heaven’s name, what sort of person could please you?”

	
	“This young carbonaro who has just made his escape,” was Vanina’s

	reply; “he at least has done something more than take the trouble to

	be born.”

	
	Principe Don Asdrubale approached his daughter. He is a wealthy man

	who for the last twenty years has kept no accounts with his steward,

	who lends him his own income at a high rate of interest. If you should

	pass him in the street, you would take him for an elderly actor; you

	would not notice that his fingers were loaded with five or six

	enormous rings set with huge diamonds. His two sons became Jesuits,

	and afterwards died insane. He has forgotten them, but it vexes him

	that his only daughter, Vanina, declines to marry. She is already

	nineteen, and has refused the most brilliant suitors. What is her

	reason?  The same that led Sulla to abdicate, her _contempt for the

	Romans_.

	
	On the day after the ball, Vanina remarked that her father, the most

	casual of men, who never in his life had taken the trouble to carry a

	key, was very careful in shutting the door of a little stair which led

	to an apartment on the third floor of the palazzo. The windows of this

	apartment looked on to a terrace planted with orange trees.  Vanina

	went out to pay some calls in Rome; on her return, the main door of

	the palazzo was blocked with the preparations for an illumination, the

	carriage drove in through the courtyards at the back. Vanina raised

	her eyes, and saw with astonishment that one of the windows of the

	apartment which her father had so carefully closed was now open. She

	got rid of her companion, climbed up to the attics of the palazzo and

	after a long search succeeded in finding a small barred window which

	overlooked the orange tree terrace. The open window which she had

	observed from below was within a few feet of her. Evidently the room

	was occupied; but by whom? Next day, Vanina managed to secure the key

	of a small door which opened on to the terrace planted with orange

	trees.

	
	She stole on tiptoe to the window, which was still open.  It was

	screened by a sunblind. Inside the room was a bed, and somebody in the

	bed. Her first impulse was to retire; but she caught sight of a

	woman’s gown flung over a chair. On looking more closely at the person

	in the bed, she saw that this person was fair, and evidently quite

	young. She had no longer any doubt that it was a woman.  The gown

	flung over the chair was stained with blood; there was blood also on

	the woman’s shoes placed beneath a table. The stranger moved in the

	bed; Vanina saw that she had been wounded. A great bandage stained

	with blood covered her bosom; this bandage was fastened with ribbons

	only; it was not a surgeon’s hand that had so arranged it. Vanina

	noticed that every day, about four o’clock, her father shut himself up

	in his own rooms, and then went to visit the stranger; presently he

	came downstairs and took his carriage to call upon the Contessa

	Vitelleschi. As soon as he had left the house, Vanina went up to the

	little terrace, from which she could see the stranger. Her compassion

	was strongly aroused towards this young woman who was in such a

	plight; she tried to imagine what could have befallen her. The

	bloodstained gown that lay on the chair appeared to have been stabbed

	with a dagger. Vanina could count the rents in it. One day she saw the

	stranger more distinctly: her blue eyes were fastened on the ceiling;

	she seemed to be praying. Presently tears welled in those lovely eyes;

	the young Princess could hardly refrain from addressing her.  Next

	day, Vanina ventured to hide on the little terrace before her father

	came upstairs. She saw Don Asdrubale enter the stranger’s room; he was

	carrying a small basket in which were provisions. The Prince appeared

	ill at ease, and said but little. He spoke so low that, although the
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