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THE PARTING OF SUMMER.

BY MR8, HEMANS.

Thou 'rt bearing hence thy rosos,
Glnd Summor fare theo woll;

Thu 'ri singing thy lnst mulodics
In every wond and dell.

A
But ere the gnldon sunset
Of thy latest Hngoring duy,
Oh, toll me. o'or this chegquored éarth,
How hast thou passed away ?

Brightly, swoeot Summer, brightly!
Thine hours have flonted h,v.

To joyous birds of woodland boughs,
The rangers of the sky, . .

And brightly in the forests,
To the wilil degr wandoring freo,

And brizhtly ‘midst the gardon flowers,
"Fo the happy hunuming beo.

But how to human bosoms, -
With all their hopes and fears,

And thoughts that make them en"lo-wings,
°To plerce tho unborn yoars?

! ﬂwmst Summer! to the ﬂptlvo

Thou hast flown In burning dreams

Of the woods, with ali their whispering leaves
Aund the bluo rgjoicing streams. -

To the wasted and tho weary, .
On the bed of sickness bound,

In swift dolirlous fantasies, .
That changed with overy sound.

The sailor on the billows
1z lonking wild and vain,

For the gushing founts and breozy hms
Aud the homes of earth agnin.

And untame, glad Summer!
How hast thou tlown to me?

My chainloss footsteps naught has kept
From thy baunts of song and gleo.

Thou hagt flown in wayward visions,
In meniories of the dead,

In shadows, from a troubled heart,
O’er thy sunny pathway shed.

v In brief and frunny strivings
To tiing a weight aside—

*Midst there thy meludies havo ceased
And all thy roses died. -

But, oli, thon zentle Summer!
If I zreot thy tlowors onee more,
Bringr e aemin- the bouyaney - -
Wherewith my soul should snar.

s (ive me to hail thy sunshine
With song and spirit free,
Or in a purer alr than this
May that next mesting be.

5rlm (bll[l‘
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A TURKISH 'REVOL‘UTION .

ix the vear 1065 of the Hegira, on the
ond day of the feasts of Beiram, a large
Sup of Mussulmans was assembled in a
‘le before the mosque of St. Sophia.—
":me were standing, and others were sitting
8- logned on mats or carpets spiead upon
sand. By degrees the group was increas-
", as the Moslems issued from the temple,
« as passers-by, prompted by curiosity, re-
ained to sce what was going-on. Every
¢ was turned toward one point with a look
. expeetation; but a cloud of bluish smoke
-)wly rising in the air proved that the grati-
“cation of their curiosity was not the only
“easure wWhich these Mussulmans enjoyed.

Iu the midst of this erowd of smokers, a
mng man of remarkably handsome features,
nough somewhat bronzed by an Asiatic sun,
15 sented hefore o small table, which was
-wered with swordd and brass balls. He
as dresséd in a kind'of close jackét of green
I, admirably adapted to set off kia light
il graceful figure; a girdle of antelope
dn, on which gome mysterious characters
ere inscribed in silver, confined a pair of
wse trowsers, which were drawn in close at
e ankle.  This light and attractive dress
<8 comploted-hy & Phrygian  cap, from the
“yp of which hung a small musieal bell. By
his costume, at once graccful and fantastic,

. was easy to recognize one of those jug-
Aers whom the feasts of Beiram drew every
rear to Stamboul, and to whom was errone-
msly given the name of zingari. .

The spectators soon became so numerous,
Tat many found it difficult to get even a
Adimpse of the _]ufmlors tricks. Thd brass
alls, glittering in the sun, were flying round

is head with amazing rapidity, and forming
svory varioty of figure at his pleasure.  The
-ase and grace with which the zingaro per;
Srmed these wonders gave promise of still”
venter. At lengthy allowing the balls to
lrop  one after the other into a rogounding.
‘ase nt his feet, ho armed himself with a ya-
~yghan.  Seizing the brilliant hilt,he drew

e blade from ifs costly scabbard, and dex-

rously-whirling it over his head, made s it

-ere o thousand flashes of lightning sparkle

round him. The Mussalmang slowly howed
cir hends in token of appr()buhon, much

“ter fhe manner of those Chinese manda-

s, cnrned about by the Ttalinn hoys, that

ke perpetnal bulumtmn% to cach other,”
ie zingaro continued his exploits without

‘npcm‘mg to-notico the admiration he exeit.

1. Ie next took a pidgeon’s ‘egi from a

-+ nall moss basket, and placing it upright on

8

"o table, he struck: it with the cdge of his
sord, withoutyinjiring its fragile covering.
n mcredulouq/_)st'mdei' took the egg to ex- -
aine it, but thé-slight prigsure ofhis fing-.
served to destroy the frail OI)JCCt which
_l resisted the blow of the cimeter. Thien |
King off his.Phrygian. cap the Jumfler dig-
:su] a large clear forehead, shaded by locks
jetty blackuess.  Placing upon his bare
ad a pyramid of steel, which he had first

.

#

submitted to the cirele for inspection, he
made the curved weapon fly around him with
such fearful veloeity, that he up‘pe'u'bd for a’
moment to becenveloped within the luminous
circles it dederibed. Presently the sword ap-
peared to deviste, and grazed: the hair of the
intrepid young man. Sonia Duropeans pres-«
eat turned pale, and closed their eves against
the dreaded sight; but the juggler's hand
wag sure, The yataghan, which had spared
the pigeon's egg, had severed in two the pyr-
amid of steel. o '
This act of dexterity was followed by many
others no less perilous. The boldness of the
zingaro terrified the usually impassive Turks;
and, what was yet more surprising, he even
made them smile by the amusing stories he
related.  Persons of his profession in Asia
were generallj silent, and their only powers
-of- nrousement Tay in their fingers ends; but
this man possessed the varied qualities of an’
Indian juggler and an_Arabian storyteller.—
He paused between “almost every trick to
continue a tale, again to be interrupted by
fresh displays of his power; thus by turns
delighting the eyes and the' ears of his au-
dience. During the more dangerous of hig
performances, even the smolkers held: their
breath, and not‘a sound'W'Ls to be heard but
the quiving of the stecl and the tinkling of
the bell.

‘the zingaro was a man apparently about for-
ty years of age, whose carpet was placed in
the first circle, and whose dress denoted him
to be of superior rank. This was the bos.
tangi:bassa, superintendent of the g'\uleni,

mul l\oepor of the privy purse to the gr’md

signior. The |ugwlor having at Tength com-
pleted his tricks, the people remathed to hear
the conclusion of the story which had been
so often interrupted. e then continued his
narration, which was one of the wild fictions
of the east, in pronouncing thelast words of [ &
which, a melancholy expression passed over
his countenance. He was aroused by the
voice of the bostangi.

“Since you are such o magician,” said the
bostangi-bassa, “will you tell me whicli is

{ the sultan’s tavorite flower?"

“The poppy of Aleppo; it is red,” replied
the juggler; without a moment’s hesitation.

“ At what time does the sultan sleep?”’ re-
sumed the bostangi, after a few moment’s re-
flection, expecting to puzzle him by this ques-
tion. -

*“Never!” said the juggler.

The bassa started, and looked anxiously
around him, fearing lest othet ecars than his
own had heard this answer. Ie slowly arose
and beckoned the zingaro to approach lum-
then lowering his voice—* Can you tell me,”
said he, “the name of his favorite wife?"

“10*3, * replied the diviner, in %tlrlcnl
tone, “itis Assarach.”

The bostangi put his finger on the juggler's

v

lips.
“Follow me,” said he; and, as he moved
to depart, the erowd respectfully opened a

"

pnszsnge before him.

The young man took up his yataghan, and
leaving the remainder of his baggage to be
carried by a slave, he followed the steps of
liis guide toward the great door of the pal-

ace.
The history of the successors of - \[oh‘nm-

wed often present little beyond the melan-
choly speetacle of a throne =at the merey of
a lawless jsoldiery,” Mahmoud was not the
first of hig rance who sought to free the sera-
glio from those formidable guardians.  Soli-
man 171. Liad formed this perilotis design be-
fore him, but he was put to death: by the
j:ll\i:&s‘}ll“iL‘S, led by Mustapha, his uncle, who
came feom the Morea for the ostensible pur-
pose of defending the emperor, but in reali-
ty to scize “upon  his throne. The sultan
Mustapha, who hait commenced his reign in

yuedi‘n tragic manner, experienced all the
anxiety and uneasiness which must ever at.

tend the acts of n usurper ‘and a t)nnﬂ-——
Sordid, suspicious, and pe‘Tlfhous, he broke*
through every promise he-had made to the
janissaries, whosa. creaturo ,newrth,al(,ss he,
Instead of doubling their pay, he di=
minighed it; instead of lessening the taxes,
o doubled them.  He' lived buried in the
depths of his palace, the care of which he
had confided to the Greek soldiery, notwiths
standing -the murmurs of the legitimale

gunrds.  The mutes, dwarfs, and buffuons at
the palace could nlonc obtum access to ]us

presence. :

At the time the zingaro was nmusing the
grave suljects of his highness, Mustapha was
seated cross-legged on his divan-in an inner
apartment of the palace, secking to drive
away his’ennui in watching the columns of
fragrant smolce as they slowly rose from. the
long tube of hig narghile. A slave stood be-
side him, holding o feathered fan of varied
colory. 'l‘ho bnﬂumls of .the paldde ])nd\'un.
fg tried to extort one smile from thejr mas.
ter. The llnpd\sl')llll) of the grand blglll()l'
gave them to understand that their time ‘w as

wis.

)
.

‘master.

One of the most enthusiastic admirers of |

‘ture.”

i1l chosen, and . that mirth would be danger-
ous; they had, thercfore, oné after the otlier,

qmtted the apartment, waiting to re-enter at
thegood.nlenmxre of the prince. 'Oneamong
them, however,—the favorite dwarf, and the
most deformed-of all the inmates of the pal-
nee—wmhcd tomalke nnothex nttempt' He
entered nomelwq]) and, so:\tmrr himeelf near
the musing sultan, he took up one of the
tubes of the narghile, q,nd putting it to his
lips, he imitated the looks and posture of his.
When the latter perceived that the
intention of the buffoon was to parody his

sacred person, he gave the unfortiinate coiif™
tier a most vxoknt push with his foot, and

‘resumed his reverie. The head of the dwarf
hit against the marble fountain, and blood
flowed from the wound. The hapless jester,
whose only fault lny in endeavoring to amuse
his master, left-the apartment with-tears-glis-
tening in his eyes, and soon not a sound was
to be heard throughout the immense palace
but thie voice of the muezzin summoning to
the duties of the mosque.

Shortly afterward the hangings opposite
the divnn were gently. raised, and & man
stood in a respectful attitude l)efore Musta-
p]m. :

“What would'st thou?" said the sultan.

The bostangi-bagsa, for it was he, replied
briefly, according to the custom of the se-
raglio: “A juggler stands withotit; he might
perchance amuse your highness.”

- The sultan made a sign in the negative.

“This continued the bostangi,
“knows strange things; he can read the fu-

‘man,”

<

“Let him come in!”

7" The bustangi-bassa bowed profoundly and

retired. -

Black slaves, urmed with dlm\n and glis-
tening cimeters, surrounded the imperial so-
fa when the zingaro was introduced.  After

a slight salutation, the young man leancd
gracefully upon his yataghan, awaiting the
orders of the emperor.

“Thy name!” demanded Mustapha.

“Mehalle.”

“Thy country?”

# Jugglers have no country.” co /

“Thine age?” -

“T was five years old when.you ﬁl‘at girded
on thé sword of Oftoman.” W

“Whence comest thou?”

“From the Morea, sigrior,” replied the
zingaro, pronouncing the-words with empha-
sis. .

The sultan remained silent for o moment,
but s00n nddcd gayly: “Since you can read
the fumro, I will put your knowledge to the
proof. When people know the future, they
ought to know the past!”

“You say right, signior; he who sees the
evening star rise in the horizon has but to
turn his llcml to view the last rays of the set-
ting sun.’ ~ t

“Well! tcll me bow I made g, ablutlons
yestorday.'

“The first with Canary wine, the second
with wine of C\pxuq and the thied with that
of Chios.” )

The “chief of the believers” smiled and
stioked his beard; he was indeed in the hahit
of deropating in this respect, as in many oth.
ers, from the prescriptions of the Karans

“Knowest thou,” replied the sultan, whom
the ziugare’s answer had pat iuto a pleasant
humor—*knowest thou that I ¢could hay ¢ thee
beheaded ™ o *

“Doubtless,” said the juggler, undaunted-
ly, “as you did the Spanish merchant, who
witered his wine before he sold it to you.”

MiiStapha apphauded the-knowledge of the
zingaro, He hegitated, nevertheless, before
he ventured to put the dreaded question that
ty r'mts. who are ever qupov,.shtmns, never fifl
Tto ]nc?" .....

The grand signior assumed n persuasive
tone, and even condescended to flatter the or
gan of destiny, in hopes of ubmmmrr o i
vorable answer. .

“Thou art n wonderful. vouth " gaid l)e,
“thou knowest things of which, beside tly-

self; the niutes only possess the seeret Thave

quedtioned many fakeerspmarahouts, m)d cel-
ebrated dervises; who havp three times visit-
ed the tpmbh of the prophet, butnone of them
were able to hmswer me as thou hast.. T
should wish to keep thee in my pa]aco, Iwill
make thee richer-than all tho meréhants of
Galata, if’ thou wilt tell mé the year'when I
must die.” - ' -

Mehalle then approached the emperor, and
taking, his hand, he appeared to study the
lines of it with doep attentiofi. Having fin-
ished his e\”&mnnuhon he went to, the win-
dow, and fixed ‘his eyes for some timé upon
the heavens. “T'he fires of Boiram are light.
ingwap the cupoh of the grand moqque,” said
fig, slowly; “night is at hul d.”

! Mustnplm anxiously nwaited the answer of
the astrologer.” The jntter continued in a
mystovious manuer:  “The déelining day
still eclipses the light of the constellations.

- . : .. i

I will angwer you, slgnorx, when the evening’
star appuars.

~ Tle sultan madé a movamor,ﬂ: of impa-

tience; anger was dcpmtcd in his counten-
ance, and the look which he darted on the
mutes showed the zingaro that he had i incur-
red his hlghness 8 dlipluwurc Curiosity,
liowever, doubtless prevmlod over over) other
feeling of the prin :“ce ) mmd for, turning to
Mehalle, he said: 41 am little accustomed to
wait; T will do so, however, if thou canst
amuse me until the propitious hour atrives.”

“Would your highness like to sce some

fuats of juggling?” said Mehalle, drawing his

sabte from the scabbard.

“No! no!” exclaimed the sultan, making
the circle of slaves close in about him.—
“Leave thine arms.”

“Would you prefer 4 story, signior?”
—4-Stories that lull-an - Argh to-sleep under
his tent? No, I must have something new.
Of all known gnmes, there is but one I care
for; I usedto play it formerly ; but now, there
is not a single person within my empire who
understands a chess-board. "

Thé zingaro smxlcd and toking an ebon)
box from a velvet bag, he presented it to théﬁ
sultan, whose wish he understood.

The words of Mustapha will require some
expln.nutvion for the reader. The sultan was
passionately fond of the game of chess. At
the commencement of his reign he easily
found adversaries, and played for considera,
ble sums. He possessed the secret of keep.
ing fortune always at his side: when he lost,
the happy conqueror was str’mrrlul Those
of his ndherents whom he admitted to the
honor of his imperial company, were com-
pelled " tg™ sithinit “¢ither to their ruin, or, if
they preferred it, t%g}f‘} death. In a short
time, not & person could be found within the

whole extent of the empire who knew any

thing of the, game of chess. Mechalle was
not ignorant of these circumstances; never-
theless, it was n chess-board that he offered
to the sultan. * The stern countenande of the
prince relaxed at the sight, and the board
was immediately placed on the bowed back
of a slave. Before commencing the game,
however, the sultan, after a moment’s reflec-
tion, said? “We are about to play; so fur,
good ; but, shouldst thou lose, what shall 1
gain " '

“Since your highness does me-the:honer
of playing against me, I will stake all T pos-_
sess, this cimeter and my liberty. But what |
if I win?” added the zingaro, folding his
arms. . ’ '

“Shouldst thou win, I.will give thee n
glave.”. .

“For a free man?—the stake is not e(-lunl."

41 will add to it my finest courser.”

“I need it not; my feet are swifter than
those of an Arah steed.”

“What wilt thou then?”

“I have a fancy, sublime signior. Until
this day I have been nothing but a poor wan-
derer, and have worn only the dress and the
cap of a jugeler. Were 1 to complain of
this, I should be ungrateful, for this simple
garb has eyer seen me free and hup'pv I,
however, renounce it; I become your slu\e,
my mirth shall be for you aloné; 1 will sing
for you Tudinn songs, and, ubmc all, T will
divine for noue but you. In.return, I will’

ask but one thmg ; it is to allow

me, if Twin,
to wear your royal mantle for ten mioutes,
to sit upon the divan surrounded by slaves,
and to,place upon my head that dreaded tur-
ban, w]mw\ fame has reached to the, very
ends of thc earth.” )

The proposition of Mchalle was received
with a burst of laughter from the sultan.—
Had Mustapha not l:mgl\ud, the zingaro was
a dead man., .

“Thou wouldst sit upon the seat of the ca-
e | liphs I Dost thon not foar the weight of this
burb;iil upon thy silly head? A fine figure

hou wouldst muke (uz‘dcr the pelisse of Ot-
goman! I should like to see thee giving au-
dicuee to the vizers and the pashas i”

wit is*in your highness's power t.o nﬁ'urd
yourself this pledSure.” :

“Well," exclajmid Mustaphay “Iwill agree
to the stake. A juggler upoy the throne!—
Buch a sight was never seen in the Kast.”

The game commenced; it was short, The
sultan lost, but he was in a pleasant vein,
and he prepared to fultil his enigugément.

Mustapha loosened his givdle, took off his
pelisse, and laid down lis turban, while a
slave assisted to invest Mehalle in the royal
garments.  These preparations completed,
the sultan, dressed only in loose sillen trow-
sers and a richly embroidered vest, approach-
ed a’clock, and placing his finger on the di-
al plate—*When the hand. .s}mll mark the
hour of eight,” said he, “I slmll‘lmve'paid
my debt, and’ then, swmox" you will bccolne
my astrologer.” .

The juggler. nscondod thc divan, nnd hav-
ing placed kis faithful cimeter at his side, he
‘ordered the dvors to be thrown open for the
numerous courtiory “]m had been long await.
ing the good pl(;usurer,of his highuess., The

apartment, which the dim light of the even-,
ing rendered rather obscure, was immediate-

ly ﬁlled with a large assembly, among which

were mingled the mum, and the ulemas, the -

aga of the janissaries, the pashas from théir'

dxﬂ‘erent _provinces, and the great officers of
the portc, the bostnngl bassa being of the

number.

Seated apart upon velvet cushions, Musta-

pha was laughing in hissleeve at the surprige .
which awaited the assembly, and at the em-

h'm‘nsqment which would doubtless be ex-

hibited by ‘the zingaro.

At a sign from Mustapha, the ﬂambennx
were lighted, and the room was brilliantly il-
luminated. Venetian wirrors reflected the
Jets d’eque which fell in dn?/hng showers into
basins of green marble. This enchanting’
scene was unnoticed by the assembly; all
were bending respactfully beforg the siltan’s
divan, and Mustapha, whose ‘eyes were fixed
on the zingaro, begai’to look uneasy.

Mehalle stood with lofty bearing and ma-
jestic air. With ohé hand he grasped hig
yataghan, while with the other he motioned
the assembly to rise. . h

‘Murmurs of andmiration passed throufrh
the apartu the young man received them
with a smi %y, fixing more firmly on his
head the gl:een turban, shaded hy a plume of
searlet feathers, he cried in a commanding
tone: “Let the standard of the prophet be
raised on the grand mosque! the people will
salute it from afar at the fire§ of Beiram 1"
At these words "an officer stepped forth to
execute the order; but Must.\plm rose to pre-
vent him.

- Haggi I\fol]n{nri]pg,"mgrantir}uc_dv the zin-
“oheyl!”

agan bowed and retired. Mehalle ad-
“Let the imauns repair to the temples

garo, with an imperious gesture,

The a
ded:
and offer up petitions for the new sultan —
Cadilisquier, have she tomb of Mustapha
opened in Scutari, the city of the dead.”

The sultan tried to smile. “Kecpers of
the treasury,” continued the juggler, “dis-’
tribute among the poor of bmmhoul the ab-
cumulated hoardings of the late emperor/™
“Enough, buffoon!” exclaimed Mustapha,

in an agitated voice, on seeing how rehdily
his servants obeyed ‘these strange orders.—
The rlot became alarmiiag.

“1 still compmnd,j replied the zingaro,
with calm sclf-possession; “the clock hasnot
yet struck the hour of eight. Art thou then
so impatient to know the fate that awaifd”s
thee?” The courtiers were at a loss to un-
derstand this mysterious scenes They look-
ed with terror- on this bold young man, in-
vested with the insignin of power, and the
bostangi-bassa was astonished to sec his san-
guinary master tremble before a strolling j Jug-
gler. | .

«Mustapha.” continued the dnmer, “thou
wouldst kuow the time of thy demh? Iam
about to tell thee, for the ev enuw star has
I will tell thee even, in ordor to be
Mufti,

rl@uL
generous, what death thou shalt die.
advance.” ) o
The president of the oumela came for-
ward,  The zingaro proeecded: “ You, who
read each day the-book of our prophetgand
explain it to the people, sovercign judg
{ the empirg, tell this man how avarice and

usury ought to he punished; what penalty
awaits him who shelters himself in retire-’

ment that he may break th¢Taws, who intox-
icates himself during the hours of purifica-
tion, mtwhu, stained with every crime, has
never used his power but to oppress the weals,
to spoil the rieh, to ruin innocence, and to
sacrifice virtue?"

Great excitement now prevailed, and Mus-
tapha, pale, and deprived of all self:posses-
aion, sought the hilt of his dagger.”

The mufti replied in a low and grave tone:
“The least of these pfiines is deserving of
deathy” '

“Thon hearest, Mustapha, it is the proph-
ct who coudemns thee!”  As he said this, he
beckoned to the mutes; Mustapha_tried to
rush to the divan, but he was seized by the
slaves, who passed the cord around his neck.

“Yes, thine hour is come,” pursued the di-
viner; {the o Tives of 80 many victims must !
be p:m] for by thine ownj; I am at length -
come to avengo them.” L.

“And who art thou?” T

“Jineeds not I should tell ‘thee, for thou
knowest me!  On. this day fifteen years,

man full, pierced ‘with, wounds by the hands »
of thy soldiers, on the very spot where with-
in this hour thou shalt die, Thou didst seizo
on his possessions, thou didst invest thyself
with his turban, but: it . wanted then “those _
feathers dyed in his blood. That man was..
amy father;"he"was the enliph. Yos! Iam_
the son of-Solimin. Thou hast massacred -
my family. Thou hast reckoned their-heads
alqo., Thou hast confounded.the son of thy
master with the child of theslave. Iam the
evening star—1 am the sultan Amirath!”

- As he thus spoke, “the young prince-made

st(\p forward, iy lofly brow; his fo atures,
lnsﬁ}’olce, the nlmost supernatural wajesty of

\
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