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MVOURTHE.

Je vour time !—the mora is breaking, -
Banghl with Freedom’s blessed r.y-'
Mullions from their trance awaking,

Boon shall stand in stern array.

Man shall fetter man no longer,
1.iberty shall march sublime:

Every moment makes you stronger—
Firm, uashrioking, bide your time.

Bude your time '—one false atep takes,
Pefils all you yet have done

Undisma yed—erecl—thaken—-
Watch, and wail, and all is wou.

Tis not by one rash endeavour,
Men or States fo greatness climb—
Worid you win your rights {or ever,
Calm and thoughtfal, bide your time !

Bule your time !~=your worst lnnsgmnon
Were to strike, and strike in’vain;

He whosé arm would smite Oppression,
Must not need to smite again !

Panger makes the brave man s!endy—
Rashness is the coward's crime—

Be for Freedom's battle ready,
When it comes—but, bide your time !

THE PRISONER OF LA FORCE.

ALEAFFROM THE ANNAL&OF THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION.P

CHAPTER 1.
THE SALOON OF ‘MADAME ROLAND.

T.n clegmt apartzmente of Necker, lighted up
- lays past with the, genigs and wit of his gifted
carcer. Madame de Stael, around whom had

-« »mi.the best inteflect of the French metropo-
. wore now occupied by the republican minister
He w2s 1 man somewhal advanced in
ear~. with a countenance on which the lines of
"1 wern deeply truced, but every lineament of
« < teiokened a stern integrity of chavacter and
-1 coustancy of soul. The munister was a

snpretending man in appearnnce, dressed in
mple. almost homrely republican attire. He was
-y §va!ktn~ w a linle ante-chambet apart, with

Lands filed behind him and “his eyes fixed
=uan tae tloor, as though in deep meditation.

1+ another apartment a table was spread with a
e o, bt next and elegant repast. Fruits were
<. Aé el with the richest and most beauuful flow.
sx; ami the wme blashed as it sparhied in the
&1 Leneath the roft rays of the light which gen-
v 1:fueed iiseifl throogh the room. Around the
* esatseveral members of the National Assem-

. There were the grave and seripus Brissot, in

7 Quarter-like dress—the calm, méditative
-, profound ("oud‘ercel, with his fuﬂb pale fore-

-2 and the thin fixed lips—the sprightly and
5.v Lourgt; dis diminutivé figure clad in negli-
«elawe  The handsomae Barbaroux was lhere,
@ r'wo ot three of the youngest deputies eat near
iz 3 the lower end of the board. Among these.

“z 3 epe'y, apparently about thirty-thre2 years of
«<*. 0t a vizorous and compact frame, with a pen-
+re and melancholy cast of countenance, which,
213 net striking at first glance, was yet lighted
vt e spoke with imeltect and sonl. Thisguest
wymiagled in the conversatign and never, save
. dizecily addressed. But when pe did speak’
e hnm of voices ceased, and evéry ear was bent
“"<en.” For the most p:m of the. time he sat
vyeg. wih a buoquet of Howers, negligent of
™52 passed around him, appsrently wrapped
*sown dreamy thoughta, and lost even to the
" “aztconversation of the ouly female present
X fic scene, who presided af the head of the
board.

And—the poenexs woman—the wife of Roland !
Who <hall now. save with 2 poet’s en!husm.-.m, nn-
Jdertake to speak of that unrivalled beauty, whase
witchery fascinated the gaze of the behulder, ot of

3 matchlees fntellect and heroic womsn’s sonf,
wh.ch added hew lustre 1o her charms! She had
sassed the first bidom of youih, and ripened into
me full decelopment of matare womanhood.—
Malame Roland was thiny-eight. Sotnething per-
‘3¢ there was either in the contoor of het high
©. uqum.e.y chiselled features and finely devel-
oed lorm, or iu the sprightly freedom and original-
v nf her conversation, which might strike the
=nd a8 of a too bold and masciline character, to
= well with that feminine délicacy-which is one
% 3¢ thief ornaments of woman. Bat this it did
¥ seem 10 young Bacbarox, wheae eye appeared
e o wander {rom the fair speaker, save when

“2anced for 2 moment to meet her gars, then it
. whie a blash, faiat as the rosy tint of the
4wn, mounled to his lelnplel.

" w2 Saturday evening the first of September,
™32 Louvet gave a toast:

» ;‘1?:; !:; Il)umonnez‘and the
Al ens cOoui
1 vet batfle lheglngx:;l of lrge

RSN

Y

e auny
pﬂnousm,

&, 23 she replied: ’ i

“Tae thanks of the Roman&naw were decresd
1 defaated genera] because he 'did not despair
¥ 3¢ Repablic ia'as fearfal a crmsis as this.—
Preads, do wg not owe thapks to Louvet, who
% 501 1| despair of liberty and France ¥
, .2 make young Berbaroax, his eye kindling

2 ehthusiacm

" Fraoce will not fail in this stuggle. The fire
i “er'¥ cannot be trambled out beueath the et
" ' German invaders. What if Brulswick shall
"2t Dumouriex's amy} What thongh be cap-
%@ lage desolate the capiiol, and even re-
%10 the throne the prisoner in the Templo— |
oy defeated upen the Seine will retire behmd
“ I"“e i caunot be conquered.”

ught the :
et enthusiastic glance of the spesker—

e g gently threw it towards

-

4 mijie lighied up the. featares of M’Ame Ro-| .

eve of Madame Boland . spakled as i

. ed 2'rose bod trom a bunch of flowers | §
! "ase before her, and her hand dlightly trem- |

Me"“—'ﬂr* ' maid Cmdon:e!, in his calm, quiet

| way, “itisidle 40 delode. m&u !,‘P‘

see that liberty is ﬂmdy in ;fu dg‘ilh'l';fpulap
Dnmonnez has comrage, gestion and. military - skall,
but be. has only army of 25,000 tnen, wnd »"Iin
can these avaif lg;mcf $0,000 of the ﬁnw,lo[dxgn
of Promia. and Aunm? Longroy has fallen—
Verdum, ‘our last fortress, is mmwﬂ,porbapoup-
tored. Unless some.unloreseen secident shall in-
tervene, Brunswick will in threw days be master of
thecapitol. Paris taken, the revolotion is ovér.
whelmed, and the Republic strangled in its birth.
Messieurs, we can bat dia benesth the ruins of the
capital ; the liberties of France will die with us;
such is the portion 6t those who dare ‘1o dtnmuf
the freedom of the world I

Afl the sonl of that queenly womin rushed to her
lips, as fooking round the fittle group of edthurias.
tics, she exclaimed :

“'No, Monsieur, yon mistaks, there is hope—
hope-while Paris lias men to'send forth. to battle.—
Let the voice of elognuence go forth from the tri-
bune, and come up from the corners of the streets,
rousing all Paris to arme. -If the men will not ar-
swer it, the women will arm themselvés with
pikes and march forth to meet the invaders.—'
What say you friends, is there no voice here poteat
enough in the tribune to marshal a handred thou-
sand bayonets under the walls of Paris?! What
say you, M. de President? France, with a million
of arras, has but érie tongue Tike yours I

Sho turned her eye as she spoke full upon the
pensive countesance of the young deputy, who
sat by the side of Barbaroux. Rousing himselt
with something of an effort, as though diflerent o
the marked compliment, that coming from those
lips, woukl bave thrilled upon the hearis of cthers
there, he tnswered in the full, deep, and melodi-
ous tones of a voice that once heard is neve: for-
gotten :

“ Ah, Madame, the eloaucnce of which you
speak will be ol lmle avail now in the will popu-
lar commotion. It is but the flourish of the trum-
pet which is drowned in the blasts of the whirl-
wind. Yet, my friends, there is a spell more po-
tent abroad to rouse the peopie to arms and save
liberty and France.' Itia a fearfol speli—the speil
of terror. The wizard band of the enchanter of
ﬂﬁle populace, Danton, has spread it abroad over
the city. It is he who wields the popular thun-
detbolia

A slight ergotion of something like displeasure,
for a moment; clouded the brow of Madame Ro-
land. Was it that the name of Danton, an occa-
sional, though never a genwl guest in her salom,
grated harshly at that moment on her ear, or was
it the caltu indifference of the speaker which mov-
ed her  He continued—

“The prisons are filled with thousands of the
suspect ; it is the woik of Danton. The royalista
are struck with terror; it is the work of Danton.—
The people are bimd wih the fory of Jespair, and
to-morrcw they will respond to the calt of Danton,
and crowd the Champ-de Mars, eager to be led
against tlie enemy. The revohmon has | assed in+
to Danton’s hands. 8nonld Brunswick " scatter the
army of Demouriez, he will meet Danton at the
head of tte people under the walls of Paris.”
His'Iriends in silence listened to the words of the
speaker. The color paled in the fais cheek of the
wife of Roland, and a slight tremuiows emotion,
rapid as an eleetric thrill, aghtated het framé. She
said no more, but, waving an adien 1o her friends,
arose and joined her husband in the othet apart-
ment. .

- CHAPTER H.
. THE TRIBUNE.

Bright and unclouded arose the san, on the 2J

of September, 1792, upon Paris, It was a Sabbath
morning, but it dawned upon a scene of wild and
tumaituoos canfesion. Every elément of popular
wrath and of popular despair was at work lashing
into madness the unchained passions of a frantic
people: The friends of the late monarchy-—and
they numbered their thousands in the city—were
skulked in hiding places, tortored between the fear
of arrest by the Commune, and the hope of safety
in the trinmph of the Prussians, or mingling with
fhe populage, ‘were striving to pass themseives off
as good citizens, by shouoting with leigned zeal from |
pallid lips—Five la Republique! The patriots were
filled with constemation. The betier portion of the
masses seemed saunkeun in the lethargy of despair;
the worst appeared ripe for deeds of rapine and
blooJ. Some were crowding the Champ-de Mars
~-s0me were passing towarg the Asrembly—and
others were filling up the old convent of the Jaco-
‘bins. The worst part ot the Parisian populace be-
gan 1o appsat, mingling with the masses which
thronged the streets.  Vice, with its haggard eye
and talieved garment, crawied nok trom the kenne! |
and the gutter. Crime, with ‘stesithy face, baving
crept from its lorking place, now mingled boldly
among the crowd. _Abjeet misery and pavperiam,
in their most hideots forms, swarmed through the
Palais Rayal, begging not for the presernuonof
tiberty or lite, bat for bread!
« Yonder goes an aristocrat,” sad a squalid,
bare-hesded-man to his companion, pointing to
= decently dressed citizen, as he bumad along the
Roe Si. Honore.

« Look you, neighbor, there is pleaty of room
feft tor such us he at la Force.and the Bicetre.”

. # La Force and the Bicetre areloo good for him;
he shonld go to the lanterne.”’

The well dressed cilizen 22w hnmaelf observed
and disappeared hasily among the crowd.

« Down with the aristocrats ' shouted a rag pick-
er. “They conspire with the forestallers while the
people are starving.”! C

¢ Neigbor,” mwered a voice from a growp of
squaliid womer, “there will be pienty of bread
when the Duke of Brunswick comes to Pasis, for
be will cut alt our throats and lnnnwer mouths

toeatit” .
¥ A wild lsugh followed this coarse sally, and the ]

group swept on toward the Conciergerie.

« Whither eo fast, Citizen Duplain ¥ said a man
1o his neighbor, 'homhn:m. pinhm nnn-d
with an old rusty pike.

Lnlls the walis. of la Force and the

Thu way to lho

. 5i n.i

pd“&%’?
g9 to-mprrow wnh he recraits lo I)ummmez'l ard
my T

ives and onrchddren " mqnired the first speaker.
“No fear of ihat now, Pierrie,” said Ciii itizen Dao-
plain, ¥ The. committee of surveilance takes care.
of the atistocrats.  It'a hard “breaking lhrongh the

and if lhe; u; it, why we bava only to run our.
plkes throagh l.hem—lhn’s a!l " and the patriotic
citizen puned on.
AVire Damqp ".,uvn from the crowd, and
Bately ﬁmqg( An:. gg;u mvnluuwut swept by on
mbly. i Tpulace
thronged _around him, buxl h:%::d?l;:h ool 2\‘
all, hka Sanll among the children of Iluel.-
There was an air of prond defiance, of calm cour-
age, and self conﬁdence, of calm coumge, and
sell conﬁdcnca in bis carriage. No shrinking, no
hesitation, no doubt even could be traced uwpon
those hamsh and rugged, though bold and striking
features. Men took pew courage as they looked
upon. the dauntless ftont of the fierce demagogue,
and felt themselves in presepce of the King of the
People, He chatted and langhed familiatly with
his triends as he strode rapidiy along.
la the tribune of the National Assembly, siood
the young deputy, with the pensive melancholy ‘ea-
tures, who had sat by the side of Barbaroux at
Madame Rolaod’s repast. One would scarcely
bave recognized him now, roused from the dre:uy
indifletence of his last night's conyversalion, in- the
oralor, who, with outsiretched arms and flashing
eye, and with a copntenance irradiated with the
inspication of genius, way rousing the people to
batlie for their country. Soch elognence as .lhia
had never been beard in that Anzembly—never in

from the Tribune. Nay, did Mirabean bimself
ever apeak sach burning words in such melodious
accents lo the people? Did he possess a power to
charm equal with that wonderful voice, destined,
alas! while Mirabean, the betrayer of the popular
cause, still slept in the Paatheon, 10 be stified by’
the axe of the guillotine. It was the voice of
VEegosuarn:

4 Citizens, you mandestcd the ardor of French-
men for festivities at the Federation, will you now
ehow less for batile? You have sang, you herve
celebrated liberty, will you now defend it? You
have no longer kings of bronze to orvesthrow, but
liring kings armed with all their power. Let as
go and wield he spade with oor hands in throw-
g up entreachments 1o resisi the enemy.”

It was not a shout merely which went up as
Verginaud took his seat, but a frenzied tomult of
applause. Danton had entered the Assembly, and
was himself carried away with the enthusiasm of
Yergniaud's  eloquence. He sprang into the Tri-
bune, and addressed the people in one of his own
impressive harangues, which though of tremen-
dous energy and eflect, contcasted strongly with
tbat of his colleague. Verginaud's voice was the
clear and melodions call of the trumpet to baule ;
that of Danton was the harsh mutiering of the
thunder ; but the thun fer did not roll harmless over
the heads of the people; it was accompanied by
the electric flash, which scattered the fire bolts on
every side around him. He wrgel that ooly all
Paris, but all France should be forthwith summou-
ed to'arms—ihat couriers shoutd be sent forth, and
every citizen, capable of bearing arms, be enroiled
to serve his country in batle. .

“ The gun which you wiil presently hear,” he
shouted at the top of bis mighty voice, ' is not the
alarm gun. ht is the charges against \be evemies
of the couztry. What need we, in order to con-
quer, to annihilate the enemy!? Qoldnegs—more
bolduess—and boldness forever I

* ¥ % ® 2w ¥ »

Did Dantoa mean to point omt the royalins of
Paris as the enemy who were fo be annibilated 1
Did his eye test upon the prisoas filled with the
suspecied, and du he then meditate or had he
knowledge of that gigantic crime, the ¢ Septem-
ber massacre,”” which cast its horrid stainupon the
annals of the Reyolution? These questions must
remain gnanswered. '

_Centain it is, toward eveningof that same day,
the populace on a sudden impuise commenced
butchenng the priests ai the Abbaye. The massa.
éres cogtinued 3l intervals séveral days. Roland
and iother ministers spoke boldly against it, though
in vain, bot-Danton, the Minister of justice, did
ool speak.

CHAPTER 1. .
THE EMIGRE'S DAUGHTER.

A slight and tremulous knock wes bestd .ot the
door of the Minister Roland. The wife of the min-
ister was aloue, and a visiter was sshered into. her
boudoir. She was & young and besutifol woman,
with that winping takable air of dignily snd grace
which prociaimed ber st a glance ous of the an-
cient noblesse of the capitol. Her eountenance was
the pictare of sorrow and despais, and the traces of
teurs wore still visible oo her cheeka.

Tb.gui timidly advanced, threw back a thick
weil which muffled ber featares, sank at ihe lset of
Madame Roland, and eeizing cne of her bands,
covered with tears.

« Madame,” she sobbed, ¢ they say you are
good—they say you are kind—pity the misery of
one of your own sex, and save my poor Antoine !

The wife of the minister gently raised the kneel-
ing girt from the floor, and in 8 kind tone said to
her:

¢ Sit down my child—nay, don‘t clasp my hand
80 tightly—-sit down and teli me all. Who are you
~—who is Antoine—and how caa 1 serve him ¥

] am the danghter of sn emigre, Madame.—
My name is Lovison de Courval Antoine is my
lover; we.were 10 be married on ‘l‘uud-y,” sid
the gidl; with innocent naivete.

Thhdynﬂdmdnwmedwvmwm
‘ceed.

« Madame muuknoﬁlhlmumn;dr

cer of the Natioual Guards, with Mandat, st the

fowr

“And, lnn the royalista behind 10 giurder ouf)

Copc:etgmcu

8

q;e patriot, Madame ; 7 | am sute they would not have

France since Mliabeau had beea carried d)m-',

Palace, an the mhol‘m-xl refaaed ﬁghl

ve | ter of snemigye ¢

Ted her to a seat, and listened with a Toistened

against the kieg, or10 join the. people whew npyJ
rauedered treSwiss. Last night- they sntersd. his
house under pretence-of searching for arma ;. they
mrrested higi-as & royalist and camried him to la
Force. Ah, Madaine, they tsil me the prisoners
are not safe. The people have just killed the priest
st the Ablisys; s erenow oun their wey 40 the
Carmelites. They mean to-kill all the prisoners,
and poor Antcine will die. He is no couspirator
Madsme—he wonld fight with Domouriez against
the:Prossians, but not aguinst the Swiss. He is a

pat bim in pmm, vuly: on my accovnt. TFhey
knew hamtobomrdeatom,mduhdaqh,

“Here-1he. girl gave way (0 2 borst of- passicoate
grief. Mtdmollolmd shuddered; she had not
yet beatd of the mamaere. Pacitying the girl as
well a8 she was able, she asked :

“ And how can [ assist Antoine, my child 1

"« Are'you not the wife of the Minister Roland ¥
iniquired: the gitl arflessly.

“Yes ; bot Roland is not here, and if he were §
fenr his 'Ord wounld not go far with the keeper of
la Force, who holds his prisoners’by wamant of the
Commune. Were be bot Danton.”

“ And you cannot save him, Madame,” sobbed
the poor 'gitl, *He is no conspirator, Madame,
but he will die because he is my lover, and { the
datghier of an emigre.”

Do not despair my child,” said Madame Ro-
land tenderly,  Antoine “shail not die if Roland
can save $im. Butin lhcn times, who can an-
swet for ahotlier’s life, even of hu dearest triend,
ay, or ot his own, amid the fury of the people,
goaded to’' madness by the wrongs of their oppress-
ors? ldo notaay your lover shall be releasod—
that I cannot promise—bat | will do what can be
dons 10 rave him.”

The hope which began to beama in the eye of
the young yirl died away as the wite of the minis-
ter ceased speaking, but suddenly starting “up, she
eagerly inquired :

** Did- Madame say Citizen Danton would save
Antoine 1’

“1 did not say be swould,” answered the lady,
“ bot perhaps, he has the power §it he clrooses 10
exert t. He has great influence at the, Commune
and over the committee of surveillance. His woed

ill open the doors of any prison in Paris. Nay,

it 18 not improbable that Danton will do it could |

assumed gayely.

the wife of Roland so far humble herselfl as 10 re-
questitas a boon. Violent and terrible as he is at
umes, Danlon is generous and has a heart open to |
the feelings of Roland may fail lo'
procure your lover's release, my child, but a‘ word |
from Danton wili eflect it, and trust me that word
shall not {ail 1o be spoken through any dainty seru-
ple of mine.

Fre Madam:= Roland ceased speaking, the girl
had giuled from the room, and the next moment
her cetreating footsteps were heard in the street.

CHAPTERIV.
TUE WIFK OF JaNTOX.

In & handsomely famished room in a smali house
in the Cour de Commerce, sat the still begutiful
and youlhful wife of Danton. The night .wearing
lata, but the:streets were noisy and unquiet, and
the lady ever and anon, siepped anxiousaly to the
window and cast a glance without into the street.—
Two infants lay slumbering upon a pallet in an ad.
joining room. The lady gliled through the half
apen door, and bentdown her head to listen 10 the
beeathing of the sleepers. There were upon the in-
fantile feaiares of the finy slumberers distinetly 1o
be traced, amid their childiike beauly and inno-
cence, the bold siriking peculianties ot visage,
the high cheek\ bones and prominent forehead,
whieh bespoke thiem at once the sous of Danton.—
As the lady turned from the pallet and re entered
her room, she suddenly found hesself in the pres-
ence of a female, muffled in a thick veil, whose
entrance in the hoose had been so quietas to have
been eatirely unnoticed.

Madime Danton sarted, but the low, sweet
tones of the womcen’s voice re-assured her,

¢ | seek the Minister of Jostice,” said she, at the
sume time drawing back the veil and revealing the
sorrow-siricken, though beantiful (eatures of Loais-
on de Courval.

¢ Citizen Danton has been from home since
moming;” was the aaswer. “If your business
with him be of a public natre and urgeat, youcan
engoirs for him at the Council of Ministers. 1 oot
enirost il to me and he shall know it before he
sleeps 0 night.” e

“ Alss, Madame,” said Lonuon, as the tears
startexd from her eyes, 1 had hoped to meet him
here—wxhere clse can my boon be granted if aot
bere under the roof of Danton—kneeliag &t his feet
and in yoor ptesence 1 At the Council, or among
his comrades, he will not design to listen 10 the
danghter of an emigre.”

Something there was in the look or accents of
the seppliant, or in the hopeless grief that agitated
her delicate frame, that tooched the kind heart of
Mailame Danton. She ook the girl by the hand,

eyau!.oumnlaledbetnmp!ostory

# And s0 Anftoine is your lover,” she said, after
a pause, ¢ and you were to be marrned on 'l’nes-
day—and he is in prison! Ab, me! and you
came fo Danton to save him. Men call my hus.
band blood-thirsty and pitiless; do yoa think he
will save your friend Antoine Y’

4 And why should henot,Madame?” answered
Lonison. *¢ Why should Citizen Danton wish poor
Antvine to be murdered !  Antoine never imjured
him, and besides he is no conspirator; heis a pa.
triot, and if let cut of prisan woold march with Du.
mouriez 1o help kill thé Prussians.

The wile of the mmmmlhdthmghmem
which were fast filling her eyes. Genily pressing
the girl’s hand, and drawing closer 1o her side, she
apoke 10 her with all the confidentidl goesip of »
friend, and yet with a child-like feeling of pride: -

cmv;imdnlcﬂh- %0 he may be ta the enemies
of the couniry, for Danton is a good patriot ; bat he
has po personal enemies, and if. yogr Antoine had

donshim fifiy wrongs, he would just as sovn open |

his_prison doors, especially for ane woard of mijne.
Do you see, Mademoiselie, it was but yesterday
he set Monsien: Barnave free, who used lo srise
bitterly w‘«hlll\ at the Jacobins, and Dapost,.
snd Laarette, too, and others=he told me so him-
self this moming—and whea was Danion ever
known 1o be aught buknoble.and iree tohis friends..
Ah, Madamoiscils, if Antoine bad ouly been Dan-
toa’s friend, it would not hava been the, commitice
of surveillance, nos. the whole Commaone 1oget™er,
with Marai at the head of it, that woald bave tom
him away, evea from the daoghier of an emigre.~
Bt Astoine shall be released. Be comfoned my.
dear, Danton shall set him frea ; he rhau receive,
na injury.”

The poor gitl wept wnh joy a8 ‘she kused the
hand of ker kiod benefactor.

4t Ah, Madame, how good yoo are ! bow can 1
thank yon 7’

' We shall see whcn Aontoine js released. And
now my dear, you are tired. Rest here o night,
‘agd to-morrow Danton lumself shall tell you that

| your friend is true.”

Louison slept laundly that night, notwithstand- |
ing her grief and anxiety, and dreamed of Antoine.
The raya of tho sun were siceaming tll in at the.
window belore stre awoke.

Late that pight the heavy tread of D:m.on was
heard entering his dwelling, There was an air of
wild and fierce excitement visible, upon Lis fea-
tures, which be in vain stiove 1o conceal under an
His wife flew 1o meet him. He
clasped her tenderly in his arms, gently parted
back her raveu hair from her forehead with'his large
haad, and thrice kissed her brow with the passion-
ate ardor of a young loves. Madame Dation rela.
ted her siory of Loavet de Courval, and her huos-
band, looking with fond tenderness upon her, smil-
edthe while, as thoogh he had forgotten !hal o
that very moment, Madlard and his hellish crew
were sacking the prison and murdering their in-
mates. She raw in his countenanee that her re-
quest was granted before it was made. M. dume
Danton hauded her husband a letter which the cou-
rier, in baste had left at the dPur fate that-evening.
He brnke the seal, and read as lollo\vs
“Crrizex MixisTer,—

“ A young officer in the National (;uanls called
Antoine—lis other name is not known o me—is
confined in la Force. The o.ly crime ot which he
reems 10 be accused is that he 1< 10 be married to
the daughter of an emigre. The wite of Rolard en-
treats Citizen Dauton, as the first boan she has ever
! asked at hln harils, that he will aid in aflecling the
younz man’s releate. lloland joins with me heanti-
1y in “the request.”

Danton cast thie Tetter negligently upon the table
Profuse, prodigal, even careless in ‘his «cne-osuy,
he hesitated not for 2 moment,

¢ It needs not this,” he remarked pointing to lbe i

letter, “ though 1 would cheerfully gratify the ca-
price of our lady minister in a graver matter. Your
request, sweet,” addressing his wife, “shall be
oteyed. Antoine must'be set at liberty though he
wersy a fugitive emigre himself ; Maillard’s jodg-
ment tribunal will bave victims enough withont
him.”?

Thas speaking. he turned to the pallat where lay
his sleeping children, and bending over them 2 mo-
ment, he kissed them tenderly. Whatascene was
that! Danton, the revolutionist, the man ofterror,
bending with a father's affection over the couch of
the sleeping innocence! With a hasty step he left
the tiweﬂmn and his wife heard hie retreating foot-
steps died away in the «listance. In about an'hour
he again retorned, and throwing himselt upon his
couch Danton slept.

" CHAPTERY.
THE HOTEL DE LA FORCE.
The night of the 24th of September, 1792, was

‘long remembered in Paris as a night of termc and

cime. Fuch a scene had never before been wit-
nessed in France. A gropp ol furious monsters, in
tosicated with wine furaished by the Commune,
and frantic as bloodhéunds with the taste of blood,
were murdering the captives in the prison.

At the Hotel de Ia Force a young officer of the
National Guards, amid a crowd of other captives,
was watching out the weary hours of the night, h
was Anicine Boudry. Sleep had been a siranger
to the prisoner. The noise of the frightful 1omult
in the street bad dinned in the eam of the prisoners
of la Force incessantly since nightfall, and full w 1l |
they knew what frightful acenes were then eanact-
ing in the cther prisons i Par.s, for the crowd with
oat boasted openlv af the deed,—and tanated and
threatened the wre:ched inmates. The fearful ago
ny of suspense—the cold, dead, deaib-like chill of
apprebension carried a more poignant terror o the
hearts of the prisoners. Every moment they deem-
ed the walls of their own prison were about 1o be as-
sailed : every gronp of men who rushed by shooi-
ing with drunken fory, or sending forth yells of
blind and furious rage, they thought were the exe-
cutioners about 1o wreak open them their bloody

An cniversal, death-like chill of terpir seemed to
set like & pall over the iomates of la Force. It was,
pethaps strange that Antoine Boudry, amid the gen-
eral panic, felt for his own personal matety linle
alarm, at that fearful moment, or rather felt within
his bosom the confidence of some unforseen deliv-
erance. Aatoine himself did not perhaps 23°ribe
this lightness of heart 1o the rizht cause. Lare that
oight the jailor had whispered hisname, and call-

_ing biro 10 the wicket, placed aslip of paper ju his

hand : ¢ Take this,” said he, * It comes from one
who wishes to beiriend yoo—but resortto it onlyin
the last emergency.”

The jailor disappeared before he coald ask him |
a guestion, and Antoine had in vain atempted by

the dim and flickering light, which stroggled 1mh
the dagkness of his dungeon, to decipher the con-
tents of the paper, or mlbnqnmn mc

# Look you now, the aristocrats call my hushand

wit

- shiil

Atleng, fhunhﬂm&nmoi #soming was
about to bredk npon Paris, a lodt’ shout’ from a°
group rapidly marchmg apon the prisory stracted
the attention af the national Goard. He clambexed
up to the grmted,window, ang copld jast disopver
acompany of some Gifty or sixly monderous. blood-
thivty fooking ruffliana entering the mnyml At
theis head sarched & man, wuh a drawn eword, .
who seemed lobel(reehng witly Jnioxicalion—hla.
; slceves rofled “up, ‘abare l\l‘ elbowo, l‘kc g
buicher, and hia jmis mé&.iuaa with-lood -
They. cactied. pikes;' ixemyand’.viher .wespons—.-
Ligbts danced among the m—-gb shovtad ‘and,
altogether the scene resembled what it bas been fit- -
iy styled, the ‘Saomnatieof 1oll™ pas- o
A loml vaice was heard' ra‘.lm, ] e. keeper
of the pmon—nnd the bastle of haly preparation
followed. A’ table™yas provided, st the head of
which the teader of the gany, Maillard, seated him-
eell as judge, his elbows restiug upon it, and a Tist
of the priconess, furnished by the keepcr, epread
beldre him. One by one he called ot the names -
ot the prisoners, who were hustied instantly be-
fore ham and in 2 moment afier the caplives with.
in conif either hear the death gtoans of the viclims
in the court yard, as they sank béneath the pikes
of the: raffians, or the loud shout of vive la natipn,
which annonneed their acquittal. Antoine’s turn
came at last.  With & bold counteriance he met
the steady gaze of Maillard,and the dozen or twea-

{ 1y savage faces which !hro..ged the table.

¢Your name,” growled one ol these men m s
sough voice.

tNo rmatter for that, cmzen ” e;acnlated Mail-
lard. “He is a conspirator, elsa why is he bere at
la Force.? -

“1 know him,’, sayvanolher, “he was with the
villain Maudat, on the 10th of August, at the pal-.
ace. He refosed 10 tura againstihe king when the
Swiks fired against the paople—and besides he is
to mawry the ilanghter of the emigre and lrmtbr,
Monsieur de €onrval.” -

‘Let bim go torth (o meet justice from lhe _peo-
plo said Maillard.

" Hold, Messieurs.” said Anmine, strogsling be-
tween two ol the ruffins who were hurrying bim
from the room, and ruddenly recollecting the pa- -
per in his pocket—tread this"—and he banded bis
paper to Ma:llafd. )

The p enlsg{mcgd’m it amoment—¥Antoine
Boudry,” fre muttered. “pardiew—but 1 had Jor-
gotion! This from Citizen Dantonw-and [ havein

my pocketa chirge, 10, to jook fo this young man.
This must ot be. * Stay citizens. not so hasty "—
And Maillard drew a paper lrom his pocket while
the men let go their bold npon"Amome.

. Citizen Boudly is no lrwor, Messieurs, here is
a good voucher”’ And Maillard read— )

et Cilizen Antoine Boudiy frec. He is faith-
ful and true to the nation and not oue of the con-
spirators. . Daxton.”

A shoutof Fice la Nation! Vive Danton! went
up from the lips of those who thronged that fearfal
jodgment seat.  The men who had seizéd Autoine
forthe parpose of thrusting him oat to meet the
sengeance of the people, now threw their arms

.| around bim in a transport of joy, and even shed .

tears, as they conducted him through the bloody
pikes and uplited axes of the ruffians who throog-
ed the gates of Is Force.  Antoine sbuddered ashe
peheld the mangled eorpses of the victims Who
s'rewed the cotrt-yard. And as he tumed from the
trightful acene, while terror leat swilt wings to his
footsteps—right thevre—I{ull before him—aupon an
uplified pike—he met the bloody head of lho beaulis
!ul Princess Ze Lambeile!

—

CHAPTER VI
ANTOINE. T
Paris wassaved. The genius and skill of Dum- -
ouriex baffled the Prussians. That great soldier
seized upon the pass of the forest of Argomre—the

‘| Thermopyle of France—and with the aid of the

levies which Danton sent for from Paris, socceed-.
ed i rolfing back the tide of war over the frontiar,
In‘the bnlham cannonade of ¥ almy. ander Kell-
ermahn. 8 vonng Ghief de battallion distingvished
himselfat the head of his column for his conduet
and daring Intrepidity. Kellérmann made himia
colonel on the field of batte. Under Dumborienk,.
at the splendid victory of Samappes, this same’
soung officer charging af the head of a republican
squadron routed a regiment of the enemy, and was,.

tle.
’ An;oxne Boudry, the young hero of Valmy nni
lemnppes, cisabled from active rervice in the ﬁeldsi
returned to Paris. He focnd Fouison de Courval
an inmate of the hospitable mgnswn of Danton.—
But the days of terror were fast lxealmg over -the
capitol of France. Antoine, with his y,otm, bride,
‘the emigre’s danghter, retired to the provinces, and
it was not until the s*ar of Napoleon had risen that
he again returned to Paris to meet with his "wife
aronnd the board of the once pnn‘nbed but now
restored thgre de Coarval.

P

Ou Sterne’s enterinz a coﬂee room at York, a My,
A., staring him full in the face, said : “‘He hated a .
pareon. © Upon which Stemne re]omeé “And so,
sir. does my doz, for, aseoon as | pat onmy'géwn -
amd coseack, he falls.a barking.”? * Indeed,” replf-
edA ¢ bow long bas he done s0?? ¢ Ever-since
he was 2 puppy,sir, answered S. **and | stift jook
epon him as ene.” -

“ %nnv 1 don’t see anything growing abo‘ul
here, what does your father ruse on this land 7”7

“Wall; he raises hackme tack, grasshoppers, hop-
toads, lqmble-bugu, and some other wegetables.—
Yesterday he raised adouble-breasted pig pea night
under the window, and mother raised Cain,”

¢« Mise, will you take my arm¥?
“La, x‘gkmd you too,”
“Canlt t spase bot the arm, Miss)” basﬁly repﬁed !
the o'd” elor.
&7 ean't tske it, as @y mot-

“Then, " said M'uh

muloaolho‘wh«e 4 ornoor”

carried, desperately wounded, from the field of bnl‘- -



