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patriotism was a conspicuous virtue, anti its rays were
reflected back to Ulysses from the bright mind of his 
friend Nestor, the worthy counsellor, the hoary sage, 
and the intrepid man, over whom the cold frosts of age 
shed no chilling influence to check the vivid patriotic 
glow.

And Hector too, the unfortunate but amiable chief 
of Troy, was devoted to his beloved country, for which 
he fought like a hero, and fell covered with glorious 
wounds.

streets, or surrounded and perishing in the conflagra
tion. * * All was clamor, violent strug
gle, and helpless death. Men and women of the 
highest rank were on foot, trampled by the rabble that 
had then lost all respect of conditions. One dense 
mass of misorable life, irresistible from its weight, 
crushed by the narrow streets, and scorched by the 
flames over their heads, rolled through the gates like 
an endless stream of black lava.

The fire had originally broken out .upon the Pal
atine, and hot smokes that wrapped and half blinded 
us, hung thick as night upon the wrecks of pavilions 
and palaces ; but the dexterity and knowledge of my 
inexplicable guide carried us on. It was in vain that 
I insisted upon knowing the purpose of this terrible 
traverse. He pressed his hand on his heart in re-as 
surance of his fidelity, and still spurred on. We now 
passed under the shade of an immense range of lofty 
buildings, whose gloomy and solid strength seemed to 
hid defiance to chance and time. A sudden yell ap- 
Igllled me. A ring of fire swept round its summit ; 
burning cordage, sheets of canvass, and a shower of 
all things combustible, flew into the air above our 
heads. An uproar followed, unlike all that I had ev
er heard, a hideous mixture of howls, shrieks and 
groans. The flames rolled down the narrow street be-
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PATRIOTISM.

The Love of Country is a feeling so inwoven with 
the most thrilling fibres of the human heart, that no 
time or distance has ever been able to eradicate it ;— 
it grows with the growth and strengthens with the 
strength.

Look at yon pensive exile ; he, is surrounded by ev
ery elegance and luxury of life, and yet his heart sick
ens as his sad eye glances o’er the “ vasty deep” that 
flows between him and his far-distant home ; he lingers 
on the border of the mighty Ocean, watching the 
“golden path of rays” which the setÄrig sun flings on 
the broad surface of the waters, and sighs at the me
lancholy reflection that the proud waves which swell 
between him and his native shore will chafe each oth
er into many a calm cie he shall “ revisit the land of 
his birth.” '

The firm indwelling sentiment of Patriotism is not 
the result of tradition or habit ; it is an innate princi
ple implanted by the hand of the Creator, for the ben
efit and happiness of his creature man; and it will 
require but a moderate share of observation to see the 
•Hoots excited in those around us by cherishing a pure 
and decided Amor Patriæ. Indeed, we all are more 
or less conscious of its happy influence, and may ex
claim with the poet,

“ Lives there a man with soul so dead
Wlm never to himself hath said 

This is my oie«, my native land ?”
For few indeed, can, 1 trust, be fourni in this free and 
happy country, and none within the limits of these 
United States, whose bosoms do not feel the patriotic 
glow ; and that it is not the effect of a system of edu
cation exclusively, is proved frflin its spontaneous ex
ertion as exhibited in the untutored savage, whose tow
ering mind and unsophisticated heart bounds as his be
loved wigwam appears beneath the shelter of bis own 
lofty forest, where, surrounded by his native tribe, he 
feels infinitely happier than in all the splendor that a 
European court could spread before Inin ; yes, far dear
er to him, his simple “ blanket tyed with yellow strings” 
beneath which he wearsiiis curious wampum belt, than 
the most costly coronet of pearls, or the royal diamonds 
that glitter on a throne ; and'when seated at the coun
cil-fire of his nation, coolly deliberating on the impor
tance of again lifting the tomahawk in defence of his 
ancient race, or calmly smoking the calumet of peace 
in company with assembled chiefs,' he feels the warm 
gush of Patriotism and knows that it would induce him 
to ofi'or up liis life, without hesitation, as a sacrifice to 
procure the liberty or happiness of his native hunting 
grounds.

If we would search into the literary legends of clas
sic lore, for confirmation o! this all-pervading princi
ple, the host of worthies that immediately occur to the 
memory is indeed a brilliant commentary on the pres
Wit subject. In the stern breast of the king of Ithaca^ hideous outcry of the myriads flying through the
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Whichever way we turn, the mental view surveys an 
honorable phalanx, justly celebrated for their genuine 
love of country. Greece proudly unrolls her venera
ble annals, and a bright record appears of her higb- 
souled sons, whose predominant passion 
tinguishable Amor Patriæ, which no ingratitude or 
neglect could possibly efface. Epaminondas and his 
coadjutor Pelopidas stand foremost in this agreeable 
picture, the ornament of Thebes and human-kind.— 
And Themislocles, who, though dwelling in all the lux
uries of a Persian palace, and in a manner exiled from 
his native country, yet, when desired liv the prince who 
sheltered him, to take upon himself the command of a 
numerous army destined against Greece, his patriotism 
prevailed over his individual wrongs, and he quaffed 
the poisoned bowl rather than act in concert with the 
enemies of his country. Many more illustrious exam
ples might be drawn from the land of Attic fame, hut 
the once proud mistress of the world, imperial Home,
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fore us, and made the passage next to impossible.— 
Whilst we hesitated, a huge fragment of the building 
heaved, as if in an earthquake, and fortunately lor us 

claims an honorable portion of attention from posteri-1 fell inwards. The whole scene of terror was then 
ty for lier ennobled children; of whom the British open. The great amphitheatre of Statilus Taurus 
hard declares, their greatest fault was “ that their dear- had caught fire ; the stage, with its inflammable Ihr
er country, they loo fondly loved.”

Hut it were vain to indulge prolixity hi selecting ex
amples which shine with such lustre on the historic 
page, for a sufficient number have been already addu
ced to prove that Patriotism or love of Country is not 
a chimera of the fancy, or only existing in an occasion
al reformer, bursting the bonds of oppressive tyranny ; 
but a feeling inseparable from a free-born soul. It is 
one of the first sentiments that are indelibly engraven kept for the games had broke from their dens. Mad- 
on the tablets of the mind ; it is infused into the youth- dened by affright and pain, lions, tigers, panthers, 
ful breast with the vital air we breathe, and when the wolves, whole herds of the monsters of India and 
glow of Patriotism shall cease to animate and influence, 
we shall indeed he unworthy of the name we bear, and 
no longer exult in the proud boast that the language of 
a Jefferson, Jay, Bayard and Laurens is our mother 
tongue, and that a love of country like theirs, is the 
leading principle of every genuine American.

Theodore.

m

Initure, was intensely blazing below. The flames 
were wheeling up, circle above circle, through the sev
enty thousand seats that rose from the ground to the 
roof. I stood in unspeakable awe and wonder on the 
side of this colossal cavern, this mighty temple of the 
city of fire. At length a descending blast cleared 
away the smoko that covered the arena. The cause of 
these horrid cries was now visible. The wild beasts
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Africa, were enclosed in an impassable barrier of 
fire. They bounded, they fought, they screamed, 
they tore ; they ran howling round and round the 
circle ; they made desperate leaps upwards through 
the blaze ; they were flung back, and fell only to fas
ten their fangs in each other, and, with their parching 
jaws bathed in blood, die raging. I looked anxiously 
to see whether any human being was involved in this 
fearful catastrophe. To my great relief, I could see 
none. The keepers and attendants had obviously es
caped. As 1 expressed my gladness I was startled by 
a loud cry from my guide, the first sound that I had 
heard him utter. He pointed to the opposite side of 
the amphitheatre. There indeed sat an object of me
lancholy interest ; a man who had either been una
ble to escape, or had determined to die. Escape was 
now impossible. He sat in desperate calmness on his 
funeral pile. He was a gigantic Ethiopian slave, en
tirely naked. He had chosen his place, as if in mock
ery, on the imperial throne ; the fire was above him 

and around him j and under this tremendous canopy
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A CONFLAGRATION AT ROME. 

Extract from “ Salat hiel,” by the Rev. G. Croi.y.

“ Rome was an ocean of flame. Height and depth 
were covered with red surges, that rolled before 
the blast like an endless tide. The billows burst up 
the sides of the hills, which they turned into instant 
volcanoes exploding volumes of smoke and fire ; then 
plunged into the depths in a hundred slowing cata
racts, then climbed and consumed again. The dis
tant sound of the city in her convulsion went to the 
soul. The air was filled with the steady roar of the 
advancing flame, the crash of falling houses, and the
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