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“Can it be Lrve, lhu ba not the m’"‘ the "“'”Pt“f of old ﬁw 5"‘”

abod ¢ of earth? Oh! wh -md‘m'u the word in ber an mﬂmhﬁsﬂ of all limé charms,
e'er framed in human — 'a,tor gu‘j' "hiﬂh he wan&arcd Gﬁeum uvet w uui-

ides in the mind which will ficd nodounter- | '€
part withoat? On the plains of my native _ The midoight hour 'f"fed! tnd w“h it

France 1 sighed for glory; it has been award’ a shaded form was seen entering the cell of
ed me; and now how contemptible appear iis jhe prisoner. A ""'“"J lamp tried in vain

with an eye like a star,and & form of "8tri- | 1 ionieat wreaths, unless you, Isabella, will to dispel the darkness of fhe apartment, snd

| showed imperfeetly to Isabella, the pale
king symmetry, who ere long luracted the | pe the erowning flower of existence. . ’
attention of the guests. “Who fis hePr— 3 h . ; ’ | fentures of her lover,sank in deep repose.

#Whence comes he?” was whispered around, fl:ll :;:I:::I: ;:::::;; | ::g:mh: :E:t.hp‘ mf::;.
All that was known was quickly old. The

ihe severest trials of humanity, a wmoral
strapger was the young Count de V., a mere opiate, which renders the soul half @&llonl

?'ﬁﬁ th‘&ﬁ!* Elﬁl nd o,
found |18 sonl ma' msﬁbrﬂm aoly pw.

A mm bad past since the ﬂﬁﬂ‘ e ' ago, |

Venice; and Mil",mliﬂﬁﬁi

iilty was cg&m jnyﬁiﬁ ever, in her sunshines | Mr. C 3
her fountains, and her melodies. ‘The rain- | 9" ©
cloud of spring, the golden wealth of ‘west - Sﬁi !lﬂa sud ﬁlwﬁ “l
ern skies at sunset, the sorrow of a &ifd, | s
the smile of & mistress, are ifnmauts -

measured prmnFnade otherg in lighlctmieﬂ
fullowed the rapid mazés of-the waliz; while
here and there in some wwduwe&' niche, |
apart from their fdlum,nmod those who
loved the moonlight and tha night wind
better than the mocking splendors which the
aft of man can produce. Among 1hese last,
was a well-dressed and handsom® mr{her,

The O;ni‘i’l"ﬂdﬂ Cnnomut is pubmh

wo Dollars and Fifty Cenls per an-
e TW half ml?f, in advapce.—
wﬂl not be taken for less than

1s | uw No paper will be discontinued
::ur:.ﬁ arrears nl: paid unless at the option
| a and the failore to order a

sontinuar :';:sﬂmly to the expiration
“1 gubseribed for, will be
gonsidered as & nur engagement.
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permanent things. compared with thy favot , | into
oh, human willl Tsabella’s constancy, her | w ‘
courage and her heroism, were the fund 1 he
themes of every tongue. Bt she heeded not | # .'f ped wil
their praises. Deep witlin the caverns of | This
her soul from whence came no voice, where
no eye could penetrate, lived and floarished

“Yet had [ not thought that love was of
sosh sudden growth, springing forth in an
hour from the depths of man’s soul, and ex

who had tween a friend of ﬂ ﬂlﬂ“ muﬁﬂl t

3828 where the number o insertions is not
limited, advertisements will be eontlinued
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loiterer from # neighbering eity,
come to pass  few weeks in Venice, aliracl.

ed thither,as a thousand others were, by the
admirable collection of the chief works of the

best masters in the arts, which that ancient

eity boasts,
arts, and as such was honored with more

We eut the following beautiful lines from
the Army and Navy Chronicle. The sim-
plicity and tenderness of sentiment in “which
they are conceived, will rucummeud lham lo

+all. :
STANZA-TO S. T. P.

By Lieul. G. V. Patten, U. S. A.
Have 1 not lov’d thee fundly,

Pride of my cherish’d days?
Have | not press’d thee to my heart,
With words of cheer and praise?

And.yet thou art forsaken—

Alas! thatil should come —
For the music charm of the trumpet’s

stars were fast fading in the soa.

He was an amateur in the fine

than usual notice from the Duke d& ——.
Yet 1t was not the magnificent hospitality og
the Duke, but the sunny smile of the daugh -
ter, which now inspired the yoang Count
with the most animuted gayety, or &non
threw over his features an eloquent shade of
thouglt, deepening iuto melancholy. But
the tevel and the dance were ended, and the
Reluctant
vgoud nights” were echued around, and the
Count de V. sought his solitary chamber,—
[le did not even seek or
Memory’s cop, Riled with

but not to sleep,
wish to sleep.
distillations from the preceding hours, offered

a dravght far sweeter than the dull Lethe of
forgetfulness, He recollected the smile of the

playful Lady Isabella, and the dimple which

breath, caine at its bidding; he heard again the soft

low tones of her voice, or dwelt on the

ercising over his whole fatare destiny such
strong control;—how anlike it is to all other
passions.
and rewarded. Hatred furgets to curse.—
Revenge, slaking its buraing thirst, becomes
remorse; and remorse is scothed by the soft
voice of prayer. Bat love lives oo, withoot
aurture and without reward; it knows not
satiety, it heeds not fate! and it dies nat but
with the heart where it has lived. ¥t barsts
on the puth of life, animating mod illumining
all things, like the first flood of light which
broke on the rejicing world, creating a thou-
sand images of excellence and beauty, where
before all was darkness and gloom.

L i3 . - »

«But yoo will hate me, [sabella, or what
were worse, you will forget me! For while
| have revelled in your city, tasting of her
choice wine cups, exteadiog the hcod of
fellowship to her nobles, or sccepting from
her citizens the sacred ritesgof hospitelity, |
was then, even then, laabella, your country’s
worst foe; and I will reveal to you the name
by which hereafter you may hear of him who

Ambition must be nurtured, aye, |

to their effecis, and often steeps Lhe senses
of the wo wosn wrelch in slumbers sound
and sweet as thuse of a play-wearied boy.
She approached the prisoner, and laid her
small evld hand upon his brow; “Orlando!”’

We are easily awakened by the voice of one
we love; he sprung into instant consioos-

ness. “] have read it all, I have heard it

| all, and I am here to deliver you. "Fake this

dress,” throwing from -her light figare the
habit of the Priest—“without these walls
waits a gondola to bear you whither yoo may
direet.” <And think you,” ssid her proad
lover, ““think you, lsabella, | would accept

of life on such terms as these? When I

&Py, |
Py " belongs only to 2 parent’s eye.

volunteered to perform the office of @
dangers were to me its chief atiractions, for
they were so many paths toglory; and ere
you appeared, Isabella, glory waslomes
lzdy-love, for whom &l risks and trials were
to be lightly born2, and would’st thou make
a recreant of thy koight, and bid him basely
fly, and leave thee, the innocent, the kind,
to expiate his erime, if crima it were? no,
never, never!” *Hear me! hear me!” eried
the kneeling lstzbella; **and if thou hast
ever loved me, listen to my worde: Had’st
thou died in battle, Orlando, with the brave

. Isabella, matehless in beauty, absorbed in

Martin Van Baren's’ m 'fﬂ latter was
vne of that class of | ‘who are fools
{ enough to repeat, publicly, the five ‘handred -

with each sunny hour of existence a Jone and
& beautiful flower. Its root was life, its
bloom was happiness! It was a bright morn-

ing in Veniee. Fast sssembled a gay and
spleadid erowd; and among them stood a
paleand trembling bride. Think’st thon that
sorrow had blanched that cheek! No, it wag
the excessive draught of human happiness

the lying journals devoted to Mr. Van B
falsehouds, such as th_rm; respectable 'ﬂ
their deaders will not venture to. mpéu in
public. He was elaquant in ﬁit way,

as bold as a lion. Aumpr wnu d

love! we will leave thee at that marble shrine
with thy snowy robes about thee, and the
orange flower wreathson thy brows. Around
thee stand thy yovng kinsmen and cousios;
thy father is gazing on thee, with that look
of mingled tenderness and solicitude whicp,
Thy lover is
muormuring vows of eternal constancy, and
thou, Isabela, art striving to echo them. A
few tears (thou searce know’st why) are fall”
ing from thy downcast eyes. Precions drops!
may the tears of her fatore days be all like
unto them, distilled by the fhand of feeling,
from the very finest emotions of the soul.
Wa will not for thee peoetrate fatarity; it
may be, that even from that high eminence
where love and furtune hath placed thee, we subject of pity and conrempt, by

wars of his country, and, “sustained a
character for personal bravery. He dqnmm—
ced Gen. Harrison as a most Mntmmﬁk
coward —swore “Dick Johosen”
the victory at the river That -
Harrison was an old granny. [Nﬁw tim

battle of the Thames was mm,wd d;d
not know, and prohnb!g :
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understand, that Gen. ‘Hari hﬁ*‘iuﬁﬁ?ﬂ

& guld medal and the thaoks of his coentry,
by a vote of the Uong‘rmm the United
States, for that vietory; nor wis he fathe

sapposed he had seen much service in. ﬁﬂ'

poor creature was a mere boy when the .

read enough of the hi}ﬂm;\ mﬁﬂtﬂ 'fg-ﬁ

least aware that he was rnMiqu 5

might behold afar off on the plains of human

life, some distant sorrow approaching one,

the falsehuvods he “had learned S %

source ceemed by him lﬂf&!ﬂﬂﬁf 44- s — ”

limes refuted falsehoods which WM@ oty 15
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And the pomp of the rolling dram., '
| ; and free about thee—had honour’s trophies

been eid upen thy bier, and heroes pronoun-
ced my hero's requiem, [ could, 1 might
have borne it; bat when my eyes{attened on
that hated seaffuld asif they had no power
to wander, I felt the borning hands of med-
ness lay hold upon my brow. Oh! if thoo
would’st save thy Isabella from despair and
death, fly! What said the Judge? that ere
tha sunrise on the morrow, thoushaltdie.
Away,away! And koow%t thou not,” she
added, with forced calmness, *“‘the relation
in which I stand to the Doge? believe me,
in this dungeon I shall be as eafe as
in my acenstomed chamber.” Orlande was
convinced. 1 ge,” said he, “bat In one
hoar T will retarn, and then I will claim thee
as wy own, my plighted bride.” He is

has dared to love you., I was—| am—a
Spy! Enovugh—one word, which is echoed
and re-echoad by all the deep recesses of the
homaa breast. Fardwell!” Thus ended the
letter of the unhappy Count de V., whom
we shall herealter mention under his real

for whom we would wish naught bat the pu-
rest joy.
e
From the National Inlelligencer.

Individuale sometimes trifle with their
heppiness, and the remark is trde also of
whole'communities. Are the People of this
country, one and all, daly reflacting upon
the great daty -bafore them, relative to the
approaching Presidential election? It does
strike me, with more seriousness and force
than I can express, that this subject involves
e solemn vbligation and very alarming con-
sequences, It should not be forgotten that
althongh it is a national cencern, the doty
is personal. Every man for himself shculd
inquire what he owes to the blood onece pour
ed‘.mt Jor Liberty! Wea it for misrale,
and tyranny, and national degradation, that

innocent ez pressions of her eye. Briel and
bright as fallinz meteurs were the succeeding
[-abella and the Count were mu-
She knew, che saw, she
and her life

versary, with great dellheminirmyn H@r e é__ : d
intended to avoid a rfply to the llm upon - *
General Harrison, asked Blﬁ "Wcﬁ;gs; |
what do you think of Co‘ j’ﬂhf —you
say he won the batile of thu s, d
think he will lie?? -~ Ry

The answer was Tﬁfs m ) =
nied by an oath, No—that he will not. The
vindicator of Harrison theon drew from iﬁw
pocket an old Hﬁlplﬂﬂﬂié m&m 'ﬁ‘l- xR
lowing extract from a speech eliveredin. .«
the House of Reprmutnd Egﬂamﬂh 5?.-__
by the Hon. R. M. Jol "‘_f_‘_j";,_uf W T
the bill for the relief of tlin
af J. O Htmm,dmund

“One of the lmﬂ

H. Harrison —and w ‘d; .,t jen. Harrison?

Thy gentle eye may brighten,
Some tale of hope to learn;

Buat when, to meet ils earnesl gaz?,
Will the wanderer retarn?

Amid the din of battle,
Thy voice is all unheard;

F Yet what to me is the changing hkoar,

‘o thy lowly whispered word?

?"F'-l ] ™™

weeks.
tually fasecinated.
falt,
became a succession of the brightest day-
dreams. Solitade and meditation had charms

that she was beloved,

name of Orlando de Grammont. Bat we
ghall not detain the reader in thie dismal
epuch of oar little history. Farly on the
following morning, when endeavoring to
make his unobserved escape from a cily

where he felt that suspicion had attached it-

for her which they had never befure pussess-
ed.
va.n at their festive meenngs for **her whose

Her gold fish
her

Thay say tha: Fame’s high altars,
With many a brilliant shone;

But methinks the pathway to her shrines
s a weary road and lone.

Fond hopes oo much are seatter’d,
Fond feelings turned aside;

And yet | come not to thy heart,
My absent one, and bride,

Her companions often looked around in

cheek out-blovmed thew all.”
were neglecied in their erystal hall;
flowers bluomed or drooped aunheeded by that
eye, which was wont to bend over them like
a descending sunbeam. Her favorite bird lan-

self 10 his name, our hero was taken prisoner

28 a spy frum the French army, then en-

camped in the immediate neighborhood of
Veniee, and thrown into a dungeon, where

'_IF*

Tho son of one a!
“ration of Independet
part of his Iegt
_pledge he then g
sacred honor, to

| ﬂﬂﬁﬁlf’i
Of the career uf

sp eak —the hm@

guished and died, scarce olaiming from her 8
gigh, who a few months before, would ‘have | an ignominious and speedy death awaited | gone. His firet, last kiss is on her "brow,
The rays | him, And how did Isabelia bear this des- | and breathless with contending emotions of
perate trial of her love and faith? Love | j)y, strrow, and expectaocy,she sank nn\Mudmn wrote and Washingtoen fnught?

the conch of straw upon which her lover Waa it for such fruits of eivil life that our
 liad so lately slept, hoping that each soand | fnthera toiled all night in the entrench-

which fell on her ear, throogh the thick | mentzof a contested field, and the next day

On the barren rocks of Puverty, go | ‘
" walls of her cell, was the retarning step of | fillad them up with their own dead bodies

] come not to thy presence,
With the voice of hape and cheer;
To light again thy gentle smile,
To wipe away thy tear,
But through the gloomy ha mmeck,
_d wander en alone;
Joy be with thee, my precions bride,

paid it the titbute of many tears.

of her voung feeling=, which had hitherio
and Faith! they are no summer flowers, 1o |

tloen but in the cherished bowers of Pros-

shoas on and cheered a thunsand varying

rl

e
I” |'|I
|

ohj-cts, were now all centied in the burning {
| perity.

ik

glass of love. 1L was an lialian evening 1D

My beautiful—my own.

Camp at Tuskegee, %
Lr##k Nation, July 16, 1830.

early summer, » hen the earth seemed decked

fur 8 there was not a L]trlll] on

a8 fests al,

the lofty brow of nature, and the stars, heaa-

|
|

look for them—they are there; and in the

dark valley of adversity, behold how soft are
their coloars! how grateful to the care worn

T - =

From the Saturday Neows.

A Hpp in Venice,

«Xul tie! Record."—Law FreNcu.

‘I'here is land, whete nature wears a deep-
er bloom in het check, and a brighter ra-
diance in her eye, than in other climesj—
the perfume of her breath is richer, and hal
brows are bonnd with a wreath of perpetoa
'ptlrlg flowers, Those who have elsewhere
lpmd her aea mother, wonld there dv her the
implnlvned homage due 1o & mistress: for

Brfghl——bﬂth f& the sunﬂhlnﬂ, aoft is the

moonlight, and lustrons are the stars of Ttaly!
The son of her former glory lins set, but the

Ii'ht telly how long and pleasant was the
F -dg The moorning weil of memory and

time is throwi arcund her in deep and grace-
ful folds; and the mental eye scaree wishes it
gemoved even to behold her, as she was in

‘the days which are past. G me is her great.
‘ness—its only th‘ema are het fallen col

¥ umns; sileat are her orators, but sweet the
¥ distant Hﬂm of her u.mprfalls, nerveless are

ﬂm arms of her ‘warriors, but light and
gram:ful as ocean misis are her dark eyed

i

daughters. While we gaze on her beauty, ‘

and remember her former high estale among

~the Iltium, we lmmm over her, as for some

fair vietim, whom the arts of men hﬂa‘

Mh& of konor.  “Bat to my tale.”

o ‘was a soft evening in this soft region,
*hen from the loftiest Palace in Venice,

dnlns of ﬂne meludy were heard to break,

. pleasant were ils tones!

and mingllng with the peoglhr langhter of |

1“ young, the perfumes of the sweet south,

tiful daunghters of Heaveun! came forth from
their high chambers in the fi mament, now

singly, now in sister like and shining groups;

indulged her grief in bursts of tears, or pon-

the nightingale buret into

then suddenly
gung, tv serenade the listening earth, and all
Isabella

dered in intense thoaght suma plan for *the
i

Grief =nd disappointment, she had

deliverance of her lover, was her fiist |

around was ecalm and beantiful,

: . 3 SO TuW.,
hurried un full of joyous expeetsney 1o the
- heard. were inseparable to the Int

sul |
'

ruse-bower, where her lover awailed her;
(alag! how closely twined with thal of wao-

their interview was silen! and melancholy,

At parting, the Ceun! placed in her hands a

“Read it not now, f ¢
| ita beautiful gardens wilh the
W ht 24 | I am _ﬂ'ﬂn{-; l i

marhle halls of her fltﬁrir*# nalace, or roamed |

letiers hella,” he ex-

wild gayety

ﬂlﬂiﬂlt"d, sshut to-moffow,
know that you will hate me—bul nul now;
and |

: | : ness su elossly, 8o palpahly, that she had be
nog let us al jeast part {0 klntlnﬁqq ’ e 4 yra et |

ligved het pature peenljatly censtitpied not |
Bat is !
e

ns, earth may have no 8OTrows:

then they did part, and it was in Kindness,

Lise 10 WA

th grieve.
Early on the sheceeding morning, Isabella | hgrieve

gprung (rom a gleepless pillow, to read her | tHHow

It was briet and simple, as the i hond

mortals decide, that all the

lover’s letter

language of deep feelings hath ever been, |
I'{'l{_j'- BIARA! riﬂ-;i-illu

of

san mortals deeide, that ail is vot intended |

b . . £ L] ”
and yet how mueh Jid it reveal 1o the astons | goider’s

with the roar Lo 1ot

The Connt eommenced with |

“My father |
1o make brightar appeat that bhrighn world

ished l=abella.
some account of his own life,

was & Freneh Duke of 1the ancient Regime;

| to which the in ke arneving!

T'hus at least hoped the nfﬂn:.!:-:l [zabelia, us

pare iTL Are '

my mother was an fialian lady of high rank,
and from her lips did | learn the language of |

Had yuu lwabella, owned no |

her counliry,

“ghe knelt at the shrine of Heaven, breath-

s aid.  “L.et not reason fail me,” eried the
almost frantic girl, ““let it but half equal my
| love, and Gram mont may yel be free,”—
Then she wildly sought her econfessor, told

me my mother’s aceenls, waould have bound

e to you as an F.astern f-llell. -f\i}? mother’s
my mother's vaoice! how kind, how
Now breaking into

the pretty rapiures of a mother’s caressing all her love and all her wo. “Father,” she
me, in mimic | said, “then kn west the great treasures of

vd wealili shall be yoars for the

voice!

words, now mourning with

malanchuly at some ehildish grief; or at the | 9Vf house,

maun, or Ihe ?Pﬂp(‘f hour punrmg her simo- ; I’Fmal f yonr ) wil Yo bat atd
pli‘, ,Gt althllPﬂl prayer, - 1hat bud would | 1} !sp* g \]ﬂh'

bless her boy,and shield Lim from all the i"“ﬂh'ﬂf. arid what e=n these old and feeble
thousand ilis of fate. In the profound still- handa avail against the bolis and bars of 8

fay

naGer

" ..
AL il § I”“'}"'-

prison house.” “Go," said she, speaking

| of eady @itlhond, she had gra<ped happi- | -
g | . slternalely weepiong 1o

soul of man 18 their odou:! aad wnmms’l

: a their native soil.
heart is their native so | ing houts as became a devout Christian, and

lsabella,in the salitade of her chamber, 1

l

" Orland de Grammont, Shecounted the tardy
moments in impatieat anxiety, or soothed

in battling for freedom? Let every man

look around him. Let him lay aside his .Fur furty yetn*

its history, its
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. sleeping calmly now,

her agitated spirits in earnest solicitations
to Heaven for fortitnde to sopnort the ccm-

the betrothed of a hero. “But my father,
my dear fathe!™ murmured she, “he is
all uneonseious that
his fesbelia has wandered thus from the
l‘ﬂﬂl? of her ehildhood. OhR! if throngh my

of unn.‘ means, angnich and disaposintment ehould
| add une shade of care to his declining yeara

man! ] but as saho h\d hotundaed throue 1h the l what conld I"EF:im]‘!PIIS-B me for the 1hq,ught?“

- And the unheppy girl shed the first tears

whioh had wet her cheel, since sheo formed

}

can. i

lred tllsof |

-‘L"- i hni lr} | f”ﬁtg [!‘1"\. ﬂpd

Nife, now keen, sinall and envenomed as 1he !

cer®™he mind |
- - "I'he report escape of i

cod * oonsnasto I'he re ork of th.F cap ot the prlaqner,lsnd
" the caotive fvond in his stead, spread rapidly

+
i
:
|

her lover. Thus,
Lot father, or mu-
sicg veer the futore destinies of Orlando and
' of herself, she-was ronsed by the sound of
ces rapidly approsching her

~sll  In breaihless expectaney, she listen.

ed: the door apened, and she sprang forward
meet—nol Orland!  Alze! it was he
who was 1o have been his exeentioner.—

the l}t‘b‘.ig!! ol !i‘-‘lﬂ!ﬂ.'ihﬂ'

fﬂ

throngh the eity. Fast rushed in a tumal-
tuoue mob, demanding vengeauce on her,

- whon they styled a fraitress, and the beiray-

er of Venice. The officers of the law held
an affrighted eouneil.
‘entering the city on all sides. 'T'he popu-

lace was enraged. T'o deliver her to the

mob was finally determined on. They dared

not attempt her defence, even had they
wished it. lsabella foresaw, instantly, her
toom. “He comes noi! he comes not, and |
am lost! but, Oriando, I repeat not the deed
which has saved thee this wrelched fatey”
and pale and trembling she shrunk to the .
cemotest corner of her cell. But see, what
plomed and belted Kﬂig‘ht, Wllh flashing
sword, and bounding step, lprhz to her
rescuel "Tis he,’us Orlando de (g:lmmnml
With the wild energy of his impassioned

The French were |

party prejodices, -and party interests too,
and consult his conscience, his conscience
alone, as to what he owes his country, Will
he allow self interest to stifle the sugges- T

lions of @ generous patriotism, rising up in a 'y 3:::2“:191:;“'::&‘,5 - A
bosom naturally honest? If he be inelined so o P e

actlive service than llli ol '
to do, let hiw turn his eye to history, and be €r geoer
ennobled by a far different example, in the o' e SArApE-of\s u 3 !_ I

.- f them, and pever su
czse of Regnlue. This gﬁdllkv R man was one o . |
defeated and raken prisorer in a war with N"w’ “r’ said the f"“‘l ‘f H

the Cartharenians. 'Uhey, however, though :ﬁ you th;: ijaamlf? Tﬂw
now vietorious, thought it politic to propose e ot gy Gial J"' | ‘

a peace. 1o be the more certain of accom-

‘plishing this purpose, they sent their angust
prisoner to cond uet the negotiation, retain-
ing his son as a hostage, and affixing to this
embassy the eondition that if he succeeded
he himsell should have his liberty; but if
not, he should be put 1o death. Whkat course
is it supposed Regalus took? That he con-
sulted his persunal Hfat)? Nn it was for
the interest of his country to prosecute the

war, and he empleyed all his elogience fo
persuade her totake thal course. The re-
sult is known.

But I am mwore afraid ob inmmﬁonﬁm
and ndolence than even of prejudice and
self interest, much us these prevail. ltisa
generel misfortune with mankind, that the
sins of omisston are set down asof little or

_| no consequence, But there is no reason in
this. T'he amission to perform a dutj‘ may
' be as criminal in the intent, and As perntciuu;'
] in the consequences, 85 ANy posilive aet
3 whatever. The pmission to feed a ﬁhl]ﬂ,.
for example, to an extent eausing its death,
[ is as unquestionably wnfanticide as any pro- |
cess whatever by which the same result |
may bearrived at, |

- Wi!l men neglect to rush to !h& ruonaaf-
their country, trampled vpon, degr
exposed to still further hnuiﬁuhm? Is not

versally heloved ﬂn

lie, and thare teml
No answer was given—none could be.

stopped as the stage

| bﬁck- mtkm‘.'.»-

toder, 1818, Col. (now Sir
who commanded our second brigade,

,]unl ehnrgo op o .,_:_.:_,_ :; th
ifwe un‘*l get [ﬁ we'll stand a:

Eham up the nionnlnin,_:_"' "
ing a hill, tocampnnld by his br
‘wi a l'nr rfﬂam, I'ounf at |

| distinguished by his .um i mgmf feor
his couniry, he lfn b&aﬁ mmﬂﬁa 3

ety E‘Fqﬁi

is a lie hﬁﬁﬁﬁ A
reck 1ess simpleton’s nnmhjﬂ as Wﬂﬁ;

ey “ﬁ

ing of the helg%u -ﬂf B&r&, utﬁtm ._ '
imﬁﬁffyﬂ
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ed his men before hmﬁtﬁg them ‘p‘w m o
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' uess of miduight, and in silent and solitary
places, I have earnestly prayed that but one |
word from that voice, could agum break on
my ear, if but to say she forgave me all my
buyish waywardness, and was blest in Hea-
ven. Bat, until yon spoke, I[sabella, nanght,

saveé memory, had ever sopplied its tones.
Anditis this association with an objeet which

bas hitherto been first in my regard, which

gave an impetus 1o my affection for you, far. fore the old man, her dark eye flashing with i X, & leisure ¢

‘beyond what the ﬁmggﬂnu of beauty, or the high putpoaa of Im hﬂmt, her nlnm-b umaltuous streets, gm@m “not b ac t-

the -plmdm'i mw or the light of ia- ing earls thrown back from her ans hey wound their ,_"“'? ‘“L&*ﬁr‘* stallenq ox P ,__ JRTIUS.
* | brow, sa if they bad imerfered with | of the Duke de “Here sanght ehall } - Marylen ﬁv“ A

the Nation satisfied with its mpmﬂm | ﬂkhﬂ' ering to hal
the last twm? Does it wish to goon | Swtead's JTnecdo

in this track? Isit wiling to have a ‘new

edition of m mo‘mhm 1o ﬂi read |

I 't,lnummd',_ ie

ﬁ, ul'm l.hi elec
m mwwm~;_

ﬂi" the light echoes of dancing feet, spoke
1o those who nppmﬁched. ‘of one who was

- Yyoung, ~and jnyous and beautiful. The Duke
ii e celebrated oD that evening the
~ annivereary of his dnnghter‘a bitth, The |
Llﬁj Tsabella had iituimd her seventeenth
’nr—uqnhha era in female life, when the

ﬁfmhl graces of ﬂhﬂd blendl:s wuh the
~maturer charms of later | nqu uee a sort

’i{l mppnhg tuulhr in wumhoqql, fleeting
| ’th w&ﬁl W’hlﬁn these

patare, his blows are dealt on.all sides, nor
does he pause bhefore his strongest foes, “till
finds and Tescues. Im helpved lubeﬂt,

.|
'

rapidly, ““go now to the Palace of the Doge;
tell him your kindness would fain, ere death,
‘| assoilzie the soul of the caplive . Ob-
tain his signet ring!" and then, wm the
midnight hout arrives, lend me these robes,

that signet ring; and then, oh! then! yes,
yes, thoun nnduﬂiﬁlﬂ’ﬂ me!”  As she stood |
‘with throbbing heart and fl ushing cheek be-

'u..hmumn andem
o5 h - impenﬂ__ﬂﬂ' ph.im:. and |

.




