
THE BEWILDERED PONTIFEF. 377 
  

the avenues of this extraordinary cave, 

though of less size generally than those now 

seen in the fifth city. They prove, beyond 

a doubt, that the subterranean world was 

once inhabited by human beings, 

what period of time it is impossible even to 

conjecture. One thing is certain, however, 

that the red men—whom we are accustomed 

to call the aborigines of North America, 

but who are really only the successors of a 

ereut oF the beguiled 

spectators, appeared some 

time since in a French 

memoir of a professor of the 

art. Torrini was the artist’s 

name, or at least the name by 

which he was professionally 

known ; and the scene (which 

is described by Torrini) took 

place in the Vatican, before the pope, Pius 

VIL, and conclave. 

“ After having selected from my repertory 

the best of my tricks, I put my brains on 

the rack to imagine a something which, 

belonging to the moment, should present 

an interest worthy of so illustrious an audi- 

ence. The evening before that on which 

  

my show was to take place, I happened to 

be in the shop of one of the first watch- 

makers of the city, when a servant came 

in to inquire whether the watch of his 

excellency the cardinal was mended. ‘It 

will not be done be‘ore evening,’ said 

the watchmaker; ‘and I shall have the 

honour of bringing it to your master myself.’ 

“Tis a handsome and excellent watch,’ 

said the tradesman to me; ‘the cardinal 

values it at more than ten thousand francs, 

because, having ordered it himself from the 

illustrious Bréguet, he fancies it unique of 

its kind. Yet, what an odd thing! two | 

but at | | 
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race that has long passed away—knew 

nothing, in recent times at least, of these 

caves. Cane seems to have been the fuel 

employed in warming these subterranean 

hearths. 

Much light, however, yet remains to 

be thrown on North American antiquities ; 

and there is no spot, we think, more likely 

to assist in this, on further examination, 

than the Mammoth Cave. 
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days ago a mad young fellow of this town 

of ours came to offer me, for a thousand 

francs, a watch by the same maker, exactly 

ike the cardinal’s.”’ ‘Do you think,’ said I, 

‘that this person has really any intention of 

parting with his watch?’ ‘Sure,’ was the 

answer. ‘This young spendthrift, who has 

already made away with his patrimony, 

has now come down to selling his family 

trinkets. He would be very glad ot 

he thousand francs.’ ‘Where is he to be 

found?’ ‘Nothing easier ; he never leaves 

the gaming-house.’ ‘Well, sir, I wish to 

make his watch mine; but I must have it 

at once. Buy it for me; then engrave the 

cardinal’s arms on mine, so that the two 

may not be distinguished one from the 

other. On your loyalty depends the bene- 

fit you will draw from this transaction.’ ” 

The watch was bought by the watch- 

maker, who knew his customer, and on 

comparison bore out the description—was 

duly engraved by the confederate—duly 

sent home—and duly deposited in Torrini’s 

pocket, ready for the trick of tricks which 

was to close the evening. The pope 

neither believed in, nor had been dissuaded 

by, any tales of sorcery from countenancing 

the entertainment—feeling that, so far as 

sleight- of hand went, he was a wondering 

layman, and the clever fellow brought in to 

amuse iatmas the priest of many mysteries. 

The exhibition accordingly went off capit- 

ally. “To end it,” said Torrini, “and by 

 


