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i * Did you see the poor creature beheaded,” ask-

ed Rosalie, with a deep sigh.

1 did? returned Blondville, *aud 20! how poor
Brissot hated to die,’

‘Why do you pity him,;” asked Ma
Bourg, *but yesterday he, and the twentyy
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1 who

spierre, and gave their sanciion to the inhuman

JOB PRINTING.

decrees which have sent so many worthy men to

perish beneath the accursed guillotine. Théy were
all equatly guilty in the sight of Heaven.’

eription of ‘It is nawral o the buman heart to pity the fal-

FAWOY PRINTING, { len and disiressed. Oh! could youbut have seen

Cards, Circnlavs, Bill Heads, Notes, . relactantly they went to the bloek—liow they

laving & e e assortment of large elezant plaim and orua-
moenlal Type, we are propared (o execule every Uus~

perished with him, were the confederatesaof Rob- .'
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"was a woman’s. 1leaven cannat but smile upon
| annet so glorious. This night the tyrant dies.’

Thé rich and rosy smile of enthusiasin over-
spread her countenance; and for a moment she
appeared happy. Suddenly her mind was perplex-
ed, and a shadow crossed her features.

*What if my husband should perish on the scaf-
fold, ere opportunity should bringme to the bedside
of the slumbering tyrant,’ she Ejacu]ated, at the
same time pressing her brow, and walking the floor
rapidly. * Well, be it so, if Heaven will not have
it otherwise: but one thing is certain, that ere to-
morrow’s sun shall zlinter on the spires of Paris,

this dagaer shall eitlier reach the heart of the ruf-|

¥ Biank Receipts, | hung back upon life, loath to let it go, you would ' fian Robespierre, or reck with my own heart’s
JUSTICES, LEGAL AND OTHER have pitied them, indeed you would.’ blood., And uow I have reselyed, 1 shall live in
. e ] 1 .
n[“i}kh’ {  *lIndeen, I would not,’ spiritedly exclarmed Ma- | hopes that my hushand shall notperish.
b ] e - : = ¥ ¥ 3 - ' . 3 -
PAMPHLETS, &e. dame de Bourg, “for they had no pity oathe no-|  Rosalie now wended hier way 1o the residence
Praated with neatuess and despatch, ou reasonableterms. | ble Learts they seat there to perish.  Pity themin- | of her aunt, Madame de Bourg, t communicate to
M — S — — —— ’ - - . . ’ . - -
> , deed—rno, uo, ber her resolve, and to solicit her - assist-
POETRY. : YOS - [ e ' : A
d e - . Madame and Mademoiselle de Bowrgnow piiton ' ance. Ttisnecessary to mention that Madsame de
From ::.:_-_;;.l:'r.- I}::‘;‘:—\::"E'l?;;.t'::'f;.ﬂ- ‘th:-ir hats, and wentout upon a visit, leaving Blond- Bourp, as well as Rosalie, had, for a long tine,
5 FARENWELL. Lvilloin the sitiadtion o desirad alona with Rasalia. | been Guniliar 31 Kot ~
Addrossed: 45 w now-Rnk et | ville in the situation hedesired, alone with Rosalie. Leen fumiliar in the hiouse of Robespierre. She

|
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T ot as siranurers, ool as strangers do wepart |
Wil thy menn y retasin enshoned wathin my heart ;

o Hotl these unhudden tears beneath mine cyolids

alv,

while apon his knee Lie poured cut lus soul and
Tea 2]

: 5
5 the monlit ohcl-

made known his sentiments.
ed, Rosalie had joined her fiate 10 that of Blond-

= on the peblly shove, 1 brealle my sad farewell viii2, and a great deal of rejoicing was the ecnse-
{quence

) of as strangers, but that breust monst be a< wiater cold, |
L] VAT SRS TOVIME
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apd beauty-
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in® vears hobore Bheuhr i rm: can unfoid - Am I not th nappiest ol men saed

. @ sStmple tone, oft wakes the spart's surings,

uie forth all the melody from sympathys tlut

le, oue day, as he held his blooming

l e
| ful wife in his arms.
1]

ST

. s o S And am 1 not the happiest of women 1" ex-

wery an added roasure show ,

N efil fora is picturel there, thy ealin and cloudiess | claimed Rosalie, *forl have evervtline [ desire,
) _ _‘.'.l‘ ction's kil hend, Blamed b memory's lizh., i-133:1 ;: bright ifutare before me, unobscured by a
< those fuls will still Le found, sshen yvears huve spod cioad.
r flight Scarcely had the words droppe] from  her lips,
y dark indsed would be SOkt did we mot sométimes | TC & thundering knock was heard at the door, and
fnd. . three ruffians rushed in.
st of all earth's fairy gifts—« contie. kiulred mind ; ‘1 presume,’ s2id one of them,’ in language su-
ih we oalymeet Yo partc ye! plessant thouelds remam : . ' ' '
rour onward pach, whea iune b strew'd thas pats;, | PARIOT l0diis SiRiion, “that the accomplished, though
with pain. unfortunate Victor Rosali de DBlondrille stands
irewell, ewestiltand:1 sricsk the word with. vain usfond | o oFe We t
reirgi— ‘ ‘I am that fated wretch,” cried the unhappy
I e dalitrsced imase of & s a o ‘ unzlcanag dream, {1n lis arms the form of the fainu ng Rosalie. *Bat
Rrooklys, LA | a moment ago T was the happiest of men, but now
' —————— e | am a victim to the cuillotine.  Take this npuree
5. BEPOE mALYS _lof gold'and let me fiy." and he offered them a large
AN _}..:I-.;L‘.,‘];l.:‘ purse glittering with the precious metal,
| During *The Reizn of Terror.” From the Tem- | *We dare nottake 1t exclaimned one of them,)
ple Prison ‘for our own heads would pay the forfeit of your
: _ ‘ (Comciudedy ... 'escape. Cheerup and hope for the best. Bring
¥ “What is to become of thee, oh my country 1™ .y @ imrades '
* exclaimed Blondville, one dav, throwing himself . i e 3 .
, . Rl BRI Blondville laid the fainting form of Rosalie on
S & SORE, LG T e W JOERg= the sofa, and razine upon her pale features, biurst
*Twelve, fifteen and twenty executions inaday in 5 W e e 1 fon ey L
Paris: what is to become of France. Robespierre EI!!:.’.‘R;;}IF;.: the thougiit of the agony she was to
9 1be most hioody tvrant in the universe.” ARSI 5
Blondviile started from his seat. and gazed a- ‘ Come along, sir, come along, we cannot wait,’
. Sl to soe if any Bistening ear =-\‘£:‘§;(‘a.rc! his said the rourhest ruffian, and burried the alarmed
Pcords. Finding all silent, he again exclaimed :— | Biondville from is insensible wile, ere he hadtime
N “Nem and Calizula could not surpass him in | '© !""} I;h: H_j Whnt a :"':"""""]'_"" e ‘."‘ mtally
sir thirst for blond. eXcloimed. from the most ecstntie bijze 'a the t!fi':‘-
tthis moment 2 knocking at the door of his est misery; and irom the arms of an adored wife
dor roused him to a sense of the danger he bra- | 220 happy liome, 1o tic dark and dreary confiaes
Pved in speaking thus harshly of Robespiérre, and | °f @ dungeon. A cold clill parsdized Dlondville’s
B¢ ol being overheard. The door opened, and a ser-| "o, as he gazed up ol the tron-grated window:
b want handed him a letter, which he knew came 2 ¥l mas=ive walls of 1he dunpgeon, from whenee
E from the {alr Rosalie, for the superseription was perhaps Le was never to retrace his steps, bui as o
30 her hand writing With a SMIlNE ¢ '..f:'.\"_-fl':‘tl':" viclim to 1 Scarcely had tt ‘ reached
% “fie dwelt upon every line; and afier reading it twice 11¢ 8i€p» o pESRONY R Wi Scrsan
exelaimed from behind arrested Lis attention. Tt proceeded
*Yes viful ereature, fairest of Ileaven's {rom theuthapyy Rasalie, erying: ‘Give me hack
woris, T will with pleasure obey your commands; | MY hasban I—murderers give me back my hus-
if itis 10 cross unknown sess, climb mountains, | nd." With hais dishevelled, and with the wild
and exulore the trackless desert. 1 will scon be A0t of griel, she approached, but ere she could
with you and gazeonce more oz the idol und angel | Toch the massive irondosr swangio on its hiages,
> obsay heart? and hid the ealiappy husband fram her vieww. In
¢ That nicht Madame and Mademoisells de Bonrg | TH1a 848 JHOUN 8 NS bearted jatlor; in vain
5 WCrs s with Rosulie in their Iutle parlour 39€ PTR30 A e \ _IIHI tr Sew. hyshunds ity
. conversing on the awful affairs of Frane: (heart was inexoralue, and a friend bore her back,
ol 1 aymears to me,’ said Madame de Bourg, ‘that | 10 8 state little below lrenzy, to her ence bappy,
that villain, Robesnierre, is determined to extemmnij- | BOW HUSETAHE Loie. a8 b :I:‘T.r'.'i w herseif on
every noblle, weahlh y and learned pers b e gt fi%iod-of saura, St re-
u —‘ e realin flieved her overbuzrthenad Lean Thers 1s a limit
: ¢ Ho mppoars 10 rist in the blood of the Royal |10 the weak wian, afler which & reaction
family,’ said the beautiful Emuly | takes place, Drdging Wil )t sl resolve awd he-
* Be more cautious and spak not $o loud. ex- froic fortitude. 1t was thus with the delieate, the
I losaiie. *some one iy be lListening. beautiful Rosalic, who [a Ordindry circumstanecs
»J'here is an ear that never sleeps,” siid a voice | WOUM Start al & Suiads VUL WHO Was oW propa.
SHhiout. §a hollow and husky o1 red 1odca deod at which ¢ hero might stand ap-
» The latins screqmed, aml the et moment the paled.
sor _opensd, and a frigltful ohirct entered; ks *Yes!" eried she, 'with a distracted arr, * 1 will
wee cevered with Blood. Resalie had nearly (aint- tlo the blondy doed ave mv husband. Robe-
) X erc Blon e could suaich the mask S his | spivre =t ail dic— f VERT shall free the workd
[ree and discover himself. j!'r!"r: a- heartiess terawt and rescue France from =
* Though [ am so gay,” sai i & ivitle, *1 have 'vortex of yuin*
but a little while ago withessed one ol the most|  She walked the fluor in deep eantemplation for
arrifdic scnes that ever appailed humaniy. Mear- | a moment, and again caclaimed
ing that Rolespierre ha:l condemned Brissot and *Lhould 1 fafl ia the novle, thourh bazardons
twenty-one others of the Convestion, I went to the | attemapt 0 save my husband, this same Jag gex
prison, ani from theace 1o the guillotine. Yo re- | shall rench my own Lioart, and dejrive the tyrant
; wmember, Rosalie, the fine looking man we w-»u-i from itnlrueing his hands in ey biood. OL! should
wimiving the other day in the sireet! Well, that | this arm be so fortunste as to reneh bis bosom,
: aas Valleze. He stabded himsell immediately . France will hail me as her benefacier, and erec:
b fter hearing liis sentence, andsuch a cou:a'l-_-nn::-_'c.: monuments and mausolevmns to my wenory, 10in- |
: ! God, 1 never ean forget it.” :form poste.ity thas the arm which done the =Jeel‘

ted with a thousand crimes.

| France,

commuiicated her vaention to heraunt, aud a'so to
her cousin, who had often exhibited a Lieroic devo-
tion to her country. but to her utter astonishment,

the face of Emily de Bourg changed colos and her

whole manner :!}'llcdrfll il‘l\‘-f‘el.‘lh‘e. L;lll&]y' how- to whom he rpfer"d only lhmu"h herseif l‘ was |
I . ) i .

ever, evaded it with pretended sickness, and Ro-
salie forgot the circumsiance, so much was she
enarossed with the hope of Rebespierre’s death
! and hephusband’s release.

Poor Blondyille, in his solitary dungeon’ was
thinking of the agony which he supposed his wile
to be suffering, little dreaminz that ey delicate lit-

tle hand would ever atiempl to strike a dagger

home to the heart of the terrible tyrant, whose

hands held the reins of empire and the desiinies of place the word husband. Sne then shouted I“’"|

France. e little knew what hercic deeds woman
is capable of, when the life of her husband is in
danger. Night was approachiog, and he dreaded

the dawning ol the next day’s sun, as many noble
lives were doomed on the morrow to the cuillotine

and his might be one. Every hour the large bell

struck, he considered as one nearer 1o the giave,
and gave himsell up to themost terrifying reilec-
tions on death. For several @orrings he had heard
the adjoining colls ewptied of their victims, and

then farewell prayers and agonizing cries, as they

o -
Liis cell door, s

TS

devoted 1o death.

b e
FILNITY

This was an awlul mgli to
!viile, for I had a foreboding of something,
though he could not tell what.
vared 1o sleep, for the image of the writhing viciim
beneath the bloody #xe was helore his eves, and
when he did doze, he was aroused with the imagi-
nary kuell of his own doomed hour of death. Whoe
can imagine his feelings | ovory bour expecting to
be called forth to the scallold, from a dark and
dreary dungeon, the very air of which is sickening
to the soul. For hours througl; the night, he would
lie and listen 1o the groans of prisoners in the ad-
joining cells: some wishing they had never been
born, und others execrating the name of Robee-
pierre.
fathers, and brothers, and of fuends, in the very
agony of their souls, and often the tears started
from Jis eyes at their piieous exclamations.

The city clocks Liad tolled the hour of twelve.
The strects ware deserted, and all was silent as
the bosoms Robespierre had sent to their dark and
bloody graves. Rosalie leit her lodgings, and pa-
ced the street in mondy silence; guiekening her
step the nearer she approached the dwelling of the
tyrant. She koew the rcomen which “uhc:_-pit;'rrc
siept when she was under his care, and was ac-
guainted with a back window through which she
conld gain admittance. The bolt of the window
she pasily threw aside with the poiot of a knifeand
sprang into the building in which the tyrant slum-
bered, With a step Light as the movement of a
shadaw, tha determined heroineascended the stair-
way which led to the great hall of reception. She
passed into it, and took from under her cloak adark
mntern, by the light of which she examined the
apartment.  Fvery thing wore an awful splendor ;
the hall was hune in black, and in the iniddle of the
floor stood a centre table, covered woh rich black
drapery, on which was a human skull, Rosalie
panzed for a moment, to contemplate the scene
where Robespierre oave andience, and voted to
the guiliotine all tlivse who had incurred his dis-
e e,

Fromithe hall to the sk epling

Aparimeit of Ro-
vosprerre was buta few sieps, and Rosalie opened
the docr softly to Jisten.  T'o her there was a mys-
terions air of Jdread and gloom in the apartinent
where the murderer of 3o many slept, and for a
moment ber heart Tuttered. Bot the remembrance
pob her inearcerated husband, apd the fate thiat a-
waitad him, nerved his arm, and banished from her
heart l'._;-': terror of the tyrant, 2nd she holdly enter-
ed. Upon a splendid couch bofore her, repuscd
the demon Robespierra, thé Nero of Prance.—
There, in pasp and pride, slum'ered the unfee!-
ing man whose Lands were recking with the gore
of royalty. There he slumberd in voluptucus
case, while hundreds of mothers mourved with
Uleeding hearts over the hloody remains of theis
murderod sons. Shie stood (or some moments con-
templating the Jdreadful beiug, st whose nod the no-
blest had perished.

ing dagger in ker hand, and cazed in is face. A
calmness oversprewd lis eounterance, and the fea-
Lires wer rullled as the waters of an embo-
sormed ¢ could scarcily believe that in-
aseent k Leing could be Kobespierre, stain-
B she could not be
mistaken, for she had koown him long before he
grasped the reius of empire, 1o tyranuize over
She had koown Lim long ere he had

were conducied from the glopmwnrison to the guil-

Invain he endea-

He could hear them bewailing the fate of

| and bosom, and a Praxiteles or Michael Angelo,

Sheadvanoed with the glitter- |

! A slight noise 8
she closed the lante

strilce the ¢ppressor of
of all her woe. Intl
was aimed at his bre

ed Rosalie. In a moment|

and raised the dagger 10
er husband and the cause
_ instant that the blow
 she felt her arm arrested
by an unseen hand, and the dagger snatched from
her grasp. It was the work ol an instant of Ume.

‘O, God! I am lost!” mentally exclaimed Ro-
salic, and in breathless suspense rushed to the
door. in passing through which something fell, and
lodged in the folds of her cloak. No noise ensued,
no alarm was given and no footsteps pursued her.
' After she gained the street, she again breathed free-
|ly, and almost believed that it was imagination

which had caused her to drop the dagger. But yet
| she felt the human hand (ereibly arrest her arm,
felt the impress of the fingers in her soft desh, and
| felt the dagger wrested from her hand. Her at-
“teation was now directed to the olject which had
fell in her cloak as she passed through the door.

It was a folded paper in which by the faint ightol
her lamp she could discover writing.

‘Who knows,” exclaimed Raosalie, © but Provi-
dence has thrown this in my way for some good ;
I will hasten home and examine its contents. Oh!
+if Heaven will but grant this to be the means of
| my husband’s escape, 1 will [orever herealier de-
' vule myseif to religion.’

With this hope in her heart, (and the wretched
, eherish the most forlorn hopes) she swifily paced
[ the silent streets. Arriving at her dwelling, she

ed to the keeper the paper which purpoz

his own cell, the door of wiuch had received tae

death mark into another.

‘I'he gray dawn was just purpling the leavens,

as Rosalie, with an assumed joy and quics siep,

ascended the marble steps of tie prisun, and hani-
wed T e
an order from Robespierre for the release of her
husband. She wembled as Le alternately scruti-
mzed the paper and ber. But so well did suedis-
semble, and so well did he know the signature of
Robespierre, that he bade her pass, and gave her
the number of the cell in which Blondville was
confined. Her biood sun cold as she surveyed the
gloomy vault, the iron doors and stone floor which
had been so often wet with the tears of mserable
victims. But no timze was to be lest, and she flew
to the arras of her Liwsband: He was in o deep
sleep, and in the moment of awaking, Lnagined
that his hour was come: and that she who {ad coma
to liberate lim, was lus executioner. Scarcey
conld he believe his senses when he beued the
beautiful Rosalie bending over him, wnd wgmy
liim to escaje for Lis life.

*There is but one condition,’ said the unhappy
Blondwille, *upon which 1 can live, and sooner
than agree to that [ will suffer deain, yea, a hou-
sand deaths on the rack.’

*What mean you,” asked his lovely and
affectionate wile, attempting to raise hum [rom Lis
fiinty bed.

“Your dishonor alone can snatch me from the

Lnroceaded to read the contents of the paper, and
! found it to be the order of Robespierre for the re-
| lease of some woman's son (name not mentioned,)

| couched in the following language :
| *The keeper of the temple prison will release
| the son of the bearer of this, as hie has been unjust
{ Iy accused. I have taken pity upon him. By or-
der of Rolespierre.”
| *And does Robespicre ever feel pity,” exclaim-
ed Rosalie, as she drew her pen and ink from her
| escrutoire. * Did his heart ever melt with the Hea-
| ven inspired emotion of pity!
She took her pen and having smoothly oblitera
ted with a knife the word son she inserted in its

| joy.
!J “One more attempt,’ she exclaimed, ‘andif I
' fail, my husband must fall a victim to the axe and
‘1o the vengeance of Robespierre.
' not be unavenged. Ihave a second dagger which
i shall either reach his heart, or fiee my own from
| sorrow.”
As she uttered the last word a thundering kneck
was heard at the door, and she started in terror.
‘My hour is come,’ she exclaimed, *for [ hear
' the ruffians of Robespierre at the door. Oh God

 if 1 could but have saved my husband I could _d*‘-" his besom, in one long embrace, then tore Liymsef
- @ Tonetvo wrevas--prory L 3ith :aTmaiu'_B. and even 10v = happy that 1 bad

it was the custom to mark ali the TeScued him from the fangs of a tiger whose heart
cells whose imates were the nex: morning to be

iglllmrd as the walls that confine my poor Blowd-
ville.!

Secreting the paper in her bosom, she trembling- |

ly proceeded to open the docr, where, to her sur-
prise, she found her eousin Foily waiting with the
same dagger in her hand which had been snatche]
from the graspr of Rosalie in the chamber of Robe-
spierre.  Rosalie stood amazed and felt the flame
of anger rising in her heart at the thouglt that Ein-
ily had been the means of defeating the liberation
of her husband. Emily perceiving her emotion,
spoke :
¢ Dearest cousin, be notangry till 1 have told you
all. 1 was present when you uttered your deter-
mination of stabbing Robespierre in his sleep, and
fearing, least in your precipitation, yon miglt slay
his brother, for 1 cannot but confess that 1 have a
great regard for him, I bribed an old and trusty
| friend, who is in the service of Robespierre, to de-
feat your designs, for I believed that the act, whe-
ther crowned with sueeess or not, would only end
in the ruin of you and your husband both. Your
mind was wrought upto frenzy, and you was little
calculated to do a deed which requires the utmost
coolness con‘vined with unflinching determination.”

derer of my husband—your hands will reek with

is heart's blood, as it gushes from beneath tlie |

| guillatine,

{tothe hilt in his.” Then shouting at the top of her
voice, she again exclaimed :

* Think you I fear death, when by the sacrifice
of my own life I can rescue my husband from an
rrnominious death !
fora noble deed! Did Inot stand like Brutus over the
guardian of my vouth, and the enemy of my coun-

[ try, ready to wash out his crumes in his blood. DBut!
- Brutus had no wife to nerish by the tyrant. Oh, no, |
| no, No.
| peeted assistance and suceoir, have doomed me to
| widewhood, and my poor husband, who now pines |
| in his dungeon, to death. Oh, God! was it resery-
Led for you to Lift the axe which must not oy fall
‘on my hushnad’s neck, bt must cleave my heart !
in twain. If he dies, T am eternally undone. I!ul!
hear me Heaven, I will not cease to attempt his
liberation, tll he perishes on the scaffold ; ull my
heart breaks with anguish, and my brain runs wild
| with madness and despair.’
| With a hysteric laugh, she threw herself upon a
'sofa. A thousand ringlets fell over ber white neck

would have considerca her beautiful, even in
| er despair.  On that same sofa she bad sat with
her husband but a short tinie before, and comment-
ed on their happiness. How transitory is human
bliss! llow sweet and vanisiing !

But where now was Blondville, the gay and be-
loved Blondville, the idol of his heroic wife's Lo-
som, the cherished of the army in which he was an
officer, and a paitern for every ncble youth in Pa-
ris! Where was he who go lately reclined in the
lap of wealth, and basked in the smiles of beauty?
iz wealih eonfiscated, stripped of every honor,
and dragged from the arms of the woman who lov-
ed him to idolatry, he pines ina damp, dark dun-
geon, every hour expecting to hear the knell of his
own doom, and to be led out 1 the guillotine al
ready drunk with human blood. Like many a
youth the pride of Paris, he expected to perish.—

stained the guillotine with guililess blood.

Already had he escaped his doom by passing from

But he shall!

1 : _ | did not know lim.
‘Oh, God!" exelaimed Rosalie, gazing with a |

maniac stare at Fmilie, * then you will be the mur- |

The dagger vou have turnel from the | ajy
heart of the relentless Robespierre, will be buried |

Think you U have no courage | had

You, my Kinswoman, from whom [ ex- |
| Hotel de Ville.

guillotine. Robespierre was here 1n my cell yas-
terday, taunting me withihe hope ollile, and mude
the hellish, insulting proposal of your dislicuor.—
My blood boiled with vengeance, aud my Lrain
| reeled with a sickening freazy, I looged for a dag-
er__“
i * Nay, nay, understand me,’ said Rosalie, inter-
! rupting nim, * you are now at hberty—ily, for there
|1 By a talse mder |

jis lat a moment 10 be lost.

have procured your release. and the doois are oven
toyou. Rise and fly ere itis wo late. Al auo-
 ther ume 1 will explain.’

| *But, said Blondville, hesitating, ‘ should [ fail
'1 shall wvolve you in my ruia’
‘ Fear not for me, my dearast busband, but fly
' while life is yours, It matiers not,’ said the devo-
|ted woman, *if my lile should pay the penalty tor
the presecvation of yours'
| She seized him by the arm and literally dragged
bim from his cell. With enquiring eves the keep-
er surveyed him as be passed frum ghe prison —
| The open air and the sight of Heaven, sceme! to
infuse into him the love of life, aud wity rapid
| steps he pursued nis way 1o the house of a iricid,
who readily agreed to furnish him a horse.  After
disguising Liwmself, hLe pressed his hervic wile 1w

Hrom her arms and fled.  Searcely had tie souad
jof the horse’'s hools died away, ere the alam
| was given that a prisoner had escaped, and a hun-
tdred men were in pursuit. But soon had be es-
caped f{rom the city, and as night closed in, found
| himself 1 the depilis of the forest of Fontainbleau,
thirty-five miles from Paris. In the midst of a
|storm, lis noble steed bore him onward, uver
| streams and fallen trees, till he had far outsiripyed
his pursuers. Fatigued and hungry, he knew not
where to obtain food for himself or his horse, till a
i glimmering light on the confines of the forest, at-
(tracted his eye. ‘Thuther he vode, and cbisinel
| lodgings for the night. Scarcely had Le depariel
in the morning, ere his pursuers were scowering
every road in the forest, and at one time a gen @
arme was within a few yards, and enquired it he
‘had seen the prisoner. He escaped by tellingthe
gen d'arme that he was an officer. on his way to
the army, commanded by the celelrated genera!
Pichegra. Under this general he di? serve by as-
suming another name until seme time 1n the yeur
| 1794, when he determined 1o visit Porisin dis-
guise, in search of his wife. It was late on oue
| beautiful atternoon, when he arrived in the eity.—
S altered was heby hardship, that even s friends
The priace Louis XV, who
ad long beenconfined in the Temple prison, Lad
just died ; bis aunt, the beautiful and accom: liste
princess Elizabeth baving perished beoeat the ra-
volutionary axe. Scarcely had he arrived in tha
ere he saw hundreds and thousands ruuning
owards the palace of the Puilleries, wiih e cry
of “dewn with the tyrant. Biondvile hastene!
to the spot, and leamed that Talien, Bairis,
Beurdon, Legendre, de Thionville » ¢ other nicus-
bers of the conveation, fearful of their cwn fio,
impeached Robespierre, St. Just, Conthon,
Heuriot, La Valette, and others. Threv were ar-
rested, and conducted 1o the prison of the Luxeme
burg ; but the administratonef police, being a crea-
ture of Robespierre, refusetl to admit thewm, and a
body of Jacobins led them phantly back 1o the

Robespier® pretended 1o form a
new convention,and to impeur i e other noeg Lers
but he found that the mob hed foreskan bix, an
finding Lis career drawing toa close, drew a pisied
and shot lumself in the mouth, "['he ball 1ere a.
way partof his jaw, but did not kill him.  T.e Pas
shot himself dead on the spot, and the yvounger
Robespierre leaped from a window, and Lroks
arm and leg. Couthon attempted 1o stab §
but at length they were all taken and drag
ter condemnation, to the Place de Louis
where so many had perished.  Amid the insolis
the populace, the trembling Robespierre was
ged to the guillotine, and stained wil; hisl
blood the instrament of his vengea: - The
ikey had doomed so many. not one di lave N
fortitude of the hundreds they h-1 dycwed, save
St. Just.  Healone died like a hero.
though sick at the sight of blood, sheuted with joy,
when ke belield the bleeding head of the tvrant
Robespierre.  “The Reign of Temrar™ is over, ha
cried, and wended his vy to the dwelling o: 1a.
dame de Bourg : 10 bis surprise she and herdaugh-
ter were both 1n jrison, and undor sentence of
d_ealh. but they were soon liberated, Feor a long
time he suugli in vain for Rosalie, but at length
found her in a convent: and joyful was the meet-
ing. Upon the accession of sts e XVIIL
Hlondrille’s estate was restored, wnd they have
since lived in the session of evary thing that

could render them Lappy and contented,
MILFORD DARD.
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