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Heef, (small) per Ib, FEOTIS 4dto 74| *Ihate the world,’ said he with a passion, ¢I
Do by the quarter, 34 to 5d | hate myself. No one understands me or cares about
Iork, (carcass) 34l to 43d | me ; I bave a genius and am treated like a pariah ;
Do (small) 5d to 6d | I jave u heart, and no oue to love. Iam complete-
Mutton, per 1b., 3d to 6d . ”» P
ol Y I 4d to 8d ly miserable. . ;
Veal, por Ib . 84 tosd ¢ | . 1 made no reply. It was useless to dispute with
1am, per lb., 3d to a | Beethoven, and I let him continue in the same strain.
Butter, (feesh) 15 to 1+ 8d | [e did not cease till we re-entered the city, and then
Do by the tub, 11d Lo 15! he relapsed into a sad silence. We crossed a dark,
,(l“h;‘lcsv. per :ll;. gl“:tolg‘: | narrow street, near the gate of Coblentz, All at
wllow, per 1b., d to (‘( once he stopped.
il::nlr l’;:}_'l‘;)" ,;5“'1(;"3‘;11 | ¢ Hush ! " said he ; ¢ what is that noise ?"
Oatmeal, per 100 1bs., +7s to 18¢| 1 listened, and heard toe faint tones of an old
Eggs, per dozen, 1s to ls 34 | Piano issuing from some house ata little distanco. It
Grain | was a plaintive melody in triple time, and, notwith-
Barley, per bushel, 3s Gd to 4s | standing the poverty of the instrument, the perform-
QOats per do., 25 6d | er gave this piece great tenderness of expression.
ke b Vegetables. ] Beethoven looked at me with sparkling eyes. * It
l’oml‘olt:l. I?" bushel, ;: tg l: b:i K i; "'l:“u fron;jmy syl;:phony um o alaid 31“; ey
: B {the house. Listen ; how well it is played.
Geese, Poplery. 9sto 25 64| The house was poor and humble, and a light
Tarkeys, each, 4s to 7s 6d | glimmered through the chiuks of the shutter. He
Fowls, each, 1s to 1s ¥ stopped to listen, In the middle of the finale there
Chickens per pair, 1s Gd to ‘Nj was a sudden interruption, silence for & moment pre-
Ducks, Pish. 1s 3d to 1s 6d vaihlsd and thea a n'iﬂeg‘voifcc WIM heard, ;
Codfish, per qtl., 908 to 80s cannot go on,’ said a female veice. ‘I can go
Herrvings, per barrel, 25s to 40 | 10 farther this evening,
Mackercl, per dozen, a0 o b1 8 }Vhy, Si:“;?' l
umber. ¢ I searcely know, unless it is becanse the com-
Bola’rd! (sl:h'm"“k) 4s | position is so beautifnl that I feol incapable of do-
Do ((l,?;";”) ‘;‘; tz 15): |‘an;§ justiceltolil. [ am so foud of music. Oh!
Shingles, per M, 18s to 18s it would I not give to hear that piece played by
Sundries. some one who could do it justice !’
Hay, per ton, 75s to 85s | * Ah, dear sister,’ said Frederick, sighing, ¢ one
Straw, por owt 18 6d to 25 | must be rich to procure that enjoyment. What is
“;;:1:;:'&:}:]0'1.'" * {the use of regretting when there is no help for it?
Homospin in!rdyar-‘i' PR Wo can scarcely pay our rent ; why think of things
elfvking, por b, | 6d "w"w far beyoud our reach ?’
Hides, per Ib., . el You are right, Frederick ; and yet when I am
Wool, 1s to 1s 44 | Playing, I long once in my life to hear good music

Sheepskins,
Apples, per doz.
Partridges, ;

28 6d to 3s

1s to 1s 8d
GEORGE LEWIS, Market Clerk.

B 2 e

A. HERMANS,
G U N-SMITH,
BELL-HANGER AND TIN-SMITH.

EGS to inform his friends, and the public generally,

that he has afrdn commenced Basines on Dorches-

ter Street, next door to the Reading Room Building,

where he is prepared to execute all orders in his line
with neatness and despatch,

ON HAND,

A neat assortment of Tinware,
Kitchen Utensils, &c. &o.

foclading the patent Box Tox Correr Por, which re-
oeived the Gold Medal Prize, at the Paris Exposition
of 1867. Also, BON TON LANTERNS, which will
surpass cverything in the Market, and suitable for either
Farm uee or on board Vessels.

A few Warsr Coorers on hand, which together with
:}' l:;gc variety of other Stock will be sold cheap for

Mr. HERMANS is Agent for SAW YER'S CRYSTAL
BLUE. a new, economical and superior article used in
x:;hln:& ?""'».”du‘ b.n'h‘ of m&r‘rh cent is guam;

. and for w s 1o solicit tron
Laundry Mads, &e. ~ 0 B

Ch'town, July 24, 1867,
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i ‘ 4:_llot Beethoven,
2{ 9 89 45|paqd known the illustrious composer intimately ; and
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THE ANGEL OF SLEEP.

He drops his plumy, snow soft wings,
He waves his balmy hand,
And wide the gate of silence swings
That guards the shadowy land,
Forgot is time, the sentinel
That stands outside the door:
The gloomy train of cares as well
That clogged our steps before ;
O river of oblivion !
Thy drafts are sweet and deep,
For Memory slumbers on her throne

Rocked by the angel sleep.

There is a face whose lovelinoss
Is marred by hues of care;

But sleep hath swept it with a kiss,
And made it smooth and fair.

There is a worn and weary brain
That rests unti! the morn;

There is a heart which bears with pain,
That feels no more forlorn,

O Death’s fair brother! how divine
Must that slumber deep,

More sweet, more calm, more froe than thine,
When his beloved sleep.

ettt Eittkainte.

BEETHOVEN AND THE BLIND GIRL,

Some months ago I was at Boon, the birth place
I met there an old musician who

{ from kim I received the following anecdote :—
You know, said he, that Baethoven was born in a
{ house in the Rhein Strasse (Rhine Street;) but at
the time I became acquainted with him he lodged
over an humble little shop 1n Reomerplatz. He was
{then very poor, so poor that he only went out to
{ walk at might, beeause of the dilapidated state of his
{elotking. Novertheless, he had a piano, pens, paper,
|ink and books; notwithstandiog his privations, he
| passed some happy moments there. IHe was yet

8| wot deaf, and could enjoy the harmoay of his own

| compositions. In later years, even this consolation
was denied him,

Oue winter evening I called upon him, hoping to
porsuade him to take a walk and retarn with me to
supper. I found him sitting at the windew in the
mooulight, without fire or candle, his face concealed
in his hauds, and his whole frame shivering with
cold, for it was freezing hard.
his lethargy, persuaded him to accompany me, and ex-
horted him to shake off his sadness,

ing, and refused all cousolation.

well executed. Bat it i useless! it is useloss !

There was something singularly touching in the
tone and repetition of the last words,

Beethioven looked at me. ¢ Let us enter ? * said he
abraptly.

*Euter ! ' said I, ¢ why shoald we enter?’

¢ I will play to her,’ replied he with vivacity, *She
has feeling, genius, ictelligence : I will play to ler,
and she will appreciate me.” And before I could
prevent him, his hand was on the door. It was not
locked, and opened immediately, I followed him
across a dark corridor, towards a half-opened door
at the right. Ile pusbed it, and we found ourselves
in & poor destitute room, with a little stove at one
ond, and some coarse furniture. A pale young man
was seated at a table, working at a shoe. Near
him, beanding in & manner over an old piano, was a
young girl, Both were cleanly, but very poorly
dren;od; they rose and turned tewards us as we eu-
tered.

¢ Pardon me,’' said Beethoven, somewhat embar-
rassed, ‘ pardon me, but I heard music and was
tempted to enter. ‘I am a musician!’

The girl blushed, and the youg man assnmed a
grave, almost severe manner.

¢ I heard also some of your words,’ continued my
frioud. You would wish to hear—that is you wouald
like<~in short, you would like me to play to you ?’

There was something so strange, so abrupt, so

comieal; ,in the whole affair, and something so

I drew him trom

Ie came out
| with me, but was dark and despairing on that even-

agreeable and eccentrie in the mauners of him who
had spoken, that the ice was broken in an instaat,
and all involuntarily smiled.

‘Thank you,' said the young shoemaker—* but
our piano 1s bad, and then we have no music!’

¢ No music!’ repeated my friend; *how thea did
Mademoiselle—' Ile stopped and colored ; for the
younang girl had just turned towards him, and by her
sad veiled eyes he saw that she was blind,

¢ I—I entreat you to pardon me,’ stammered he ;
‘but I did not remark at first. You play from
memory ?'

¢ Eotirely.’ .

¢ And where have you heard this mausic before ?’

‘[ heard a lady who was a neighbor at Brulal,
two years ago. During the summer evenings her
window iwas always opon, and I walked before the
| house to hear her.’
| ¢And you have never heard any other music ?’

’ Never, excepting the music in the street)’

She seemed frightened ; so Beethoven did not add
lnnother word but quictly seated himself at the io-
strament, and commenced to play. He had not
touched many notes when I guessed what would
follow ; and how sublime he would be that evening ;
and I was aot deceived. Never, never, during the
many years I knew him, did I hear him play as on
this day for the young blind girl aad her brother.
Nover did I hear such energy, such passtonate
tenderness, such gradations of melody and modula-
tion, From the mowment his fingers commenced to
move aver the piano, the tones of the instrument
seemed to soften and become more equal,

We remainad sitting, listening to him breathlessly.
The brother and sister were dumb with astonishment,
as if paralyzed. The former had laid aside h:s work;
the latter, Lier head slightly inclined, had npgro:ched
the instrument, her two hands were clasped on her
breast, as if sho feared the beating of her Leart might
interrupt those accents of magic sweetness, IL seemed
as if we were the subjects of a strange dream, and our
only fear was to wake too soon,

Saddenly the flame of the solitary candle flickered,
the wick, consumed to the end, fell, and was extn-
guished. I3eethoven stopped; I opened the shutters to
let in the rays of the moon, It became almost as light
as betore ia the room, and the radiancg fell more
strongly on the musician and the instrument.

But this incident seemed to have broken the chain of
Beethoveu's ideas. Ilis head dropped on his breast,
s hands rested on bis knoes, and he sppeared plunged
into a profound meditation.

He remmned so for some time, A last the young
shoemaker rose, approached him, and said, in a low,
| respoctfu! voice, ‘ wonderful man, whe are you then?
| Beethoven raised his head and looked at him
abstractedly, as if he had not comprehended the mean-
ing of his words.

The voung man repeated the question.

The composer smiled as only e could smile, such
sweetness and king'y bemevoleuce,

‘ Listen,’ said he, And he played the first move-
ment in the I' symphony.

A cry of joy escaped from the lips of the brother
and sister, They recognised him, and cried with
emotion, * You are then Beethoven.’

He rose to go, but our entreaties succeeded In de-
taining him.

‘ Play us once more, just once more.

He allowed himself to be led to the instrument—the
brilliant light of the moon entercd the curtainless win-
dow, and lighted up his expansive, earnest torehead.

* [ am going to improvise a senala to the moonlight,’
said he, playfully, He contemplated for some minutes
the sky besprinkled with stars; when his fingers rest-
ed on the piano, and he commenced to play with a low,
sad, but wonderfully sweet strain. The harmony 1s-

the moon spread over the shadows on the ground. The
delicious overture was followed by a piece in triple time,
lively, light, capricious, a sort of intermediate burles-
}ue, like u dance of fairies at midnight on the grass.—
Then came a rapid agitato finale, a breathless move-
ment, trembling, hurrying, describing flight and uncer-
tainty, inspiring vague and instinctive terror, which
hore us onward on its shuddering wings, and left us at
last quite agitated with sarprise and moved to tears.

‘Adieu !’ said Beethoven, abruptly pushing back his
chair, and advancing towards the deor. ‘Adien!’

* You will come again ?' asked both at the same time.

He stopped, and regarded the young blind girl with
nn air of compassion,

‘Yes,' said he, hurriedly. “I will come again, and
give some lessons to Mademoiselle. Farewell, I will
soon come again.’

They followed us to the door in silence more ex-
pressive than words, and remained standing on the
threshold uatil we were out of sight.

¢ Let us hasten home,’ said Deethoven to me in the
strecet. Let us hasten that I may note down this
sonata while it is in my memory.’

ITe entered his room, and wrote till rearly day-
break.

I still sat in a listening attitude after the old musi-
cian ceased speaking.

* And did Beethoven give lessous afterwards to the
{blind girl 7’ I asked at length.

He smiled and shook his head.

‘ Beethoven never entered that humble house
again. With the excitement of the moment his in-
terest in the blind girl also passed away ; and thoagh
the brother and sister long and patieatly waited his
comiung, he thought no more of them.

And is it not too often so in life ?’

THE COURTSHIP OF NAPO-
LEON AND JOSEPHINE.

[From The Empress Josephine—"y Miss Muhilbach
~Published by D. Appletoa & Co.]

Josephine was not alone when Gen. Bonaparte
was announced ; and when the servant named him,
she could not suppress an inward fear, without know-
ing why she was afraid. Hoer friends, who noticed
her tremor and blush, laughed jestingly at the
timidity which made her tremble at the name of
the conqueror of Paris, and this was, perhaps, the
reason why Josephine received Gen. Bonaparte with
less complacency than she generally showed to her
visitors.

Amid the general sileuce of all those present the
young general (twenty-six years old) entered the
drawing room of the {'ismuulou de Beanharoais;
and this silence, however flattering it might be to his
pride, caased him a slight embarrassment. He,
therefore, approached the beautiful widow with a
certain abrupt perplexed manner, and speke to her

sued from the instrument, sweet and even as the rays of

e
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Josephine, smiled, and even her amiable counten-
ance was overspread with a slight expression of

thin little man, whose long, smooth hair fell iu
tangled disorder on either side of his sallow, hollow
cheeks ; whose whole sickly and gloomy appearance
bore so little resemblance to the majestic fizure of
the lion to which he had beeu so often compared
after his suecess of the thirteanth Vendemaie.

ounce more with blood and horror,
doubtedly have preferred not to be obliged to carry
| out the bloody orders of the affrighted Convention 7’
Bounaparte shrugged his shoulders somewhat.

¢ But what can you expect, Madame? We mili-

we know only to obey ; the sections, however, cannot
but congratulate themselves that I have spared them |
so much. Nearly all my cannon were loaded only |
with powder. I wanted to give a lesson to the |
Pavisians. The whole affair was nothing but the
impress of my seal on France. Such skirmishes
are only the vesper of my fame.'

Josephine felt irritated, excited by the colduess
with which Napoleon spoke of the slaughter of that
| day ; and her eyes, otherwise so full of gentleness,
were now animated with the flashes of anger.

¢Oh,’ cried she, ‘ if you muist purchase fame at
such a price I would sooner you were one of the
victims !’

Bonaparte looked at her with astonishment, but
as he perceived her flushed cheeks and flashing eyes,
the sight of her grace and beauty ravished him, and
a soft, pleasant smile suddealy illamined his coun-
tenance. He answered her violent attack by a light
pleasantry, and with gladsome unaffecteduness he gave
to the conversation auother turn. The small, pale,
gloomy general was at once changed into a young,
impassicned, aminble cavalier, whose countenance
grew beautiful under the sparkling intelligence which
animated it, and whose enchanting eloquence made
his conversation attractive and lively, carrying with
it the conviction of a saparior mind.

After the visitors who had met that morning in
Josephioe's drawiog room departed, the goueral still
remained, notwithstanding the astonished and ques-
tioning looks of the viscountess, paying no atteation
to her remarks about the fine weather, or her in-
tention to enjoy a promenade.

With rapid steps and his hands folded behind his
back, he paced a few times to and fro the room ; then
standing before Josephine, he fixed on her face a
gearching look.

¢ Madame,’ said he, suddenly, with a kind of rough
tone, ‘I have a proposition to make ; give me your
band, Be my wife?’

Josephina looked at him half-astonished, half-irri-
tated. ‘Isit a joke you are indulging in?’ said
she. -
|« speak in all earnestness,’ said Bonaparte,
warmly ¢ Will you do me the honor of giving me
your hand ?’

The gravity with which Bonaparte spoke, the deep
earnestness imprinted on his features counvinced
Josephine that the general would not descend to in-
dulge in a joke of so unseemly a character, and a
lovely blush overspread the face of the viscountess.

¢ Sir,’ said she, * who knows if I might not accept
your distinguished offer if, unfortunately, fate stood
ot in the way of yoar wishes ?’

¢ Fate ?’ said Bonaparte, with animafion,

* Yes, fate ! my general,’ repeated Josephine smil-
ing. ‘But let us speak no more of this. It is
cnough that fate forbids me to be the wife of Gener-
al Bonaparte, I can say no more, for you would
laugh at me.’

¢ But you would laugh at me if you could turn me
away with so vague an answer,’ cried Bonaparte
with vivacity, *I pray yon explain the meaning of
{ your words.’
| ¢ Well, then, general, I cannot be your wife, for I
{ am destined to be Queen of France—yes, perhaps
| more than queen !’

It was now Bonaparte’s turn to appear astonished
acd irritated, and, vsing her own words, he said:
| shrugging his shoulders, ¢ Madame, is it a joke you
are indulging mn ?’

¢ I speak in all earnestness,’ said Josephine, shak-
{ing her head. * Listen then; a negro woman in
| Martinique foretold my fortune, and as her oracular
[ words have thus far been all fulfilled, I must con-
[ elude that the rest of her prophecies concerning me
will be realized.’

¢ Aud what has she prophesied to you? ' asked
Bounaparte, eugerly.

¢ She has told me: * You will one day be Queen
of France ! you will be still more than queen !’

The General was silent. He had remained stand-
ing ; but now slowly paced the room a few times,
[ his hands folded on his back acd his head inclived
{on his breast. Then again he stood before the
viscountess, aad his eye rested upon her with a
wondrous bright and genial expressioa.

ly. ¢ This prophecy does not frighten me away, and
in defiance ot your prophetic negro woman, I, the
! Republicaa Geueral, address my prayer to the {uture
[ Queen of Frauce; be my wife l—give me your
| haud.’

Josephine felt almost affrighted at this pertinacity
of the General, and a sentiment of apprehension |
overcame her as she looked into the pale, decided
countenance of this man, a stranger to her, and who
claimed her for his wife.

¢ Oh, sir,’ exclaimed she, with some anguish, yo.
offer me your hand with as much carelessness as if |
the whole matter were merely for a contra-dacce.
But I can assure you marriage-is a very grave mat-
ter, which has no resemblance whatever to a gay
dunce. 1 kuvow it is so. I have my sad experience,
and I cannot so easily decide upon maerying a
second time.’ .

* You refuse my hand, then ?’ said Booaparte with
a threatening tone.

Josephine smiled. ¢ Oa the contrary, General,’
said she, * give me your hand and accompany e to
my oarriage, which has been waiting for me this
long time.”

¢ That means you dismiss me! You close upon
me the door of your drawing room ?’ exclaimed

in that hasty, imperious tone which might become a
general, but which did not seem appropriate in a

Bonaparte, with warmth,
She shook her head, and, bowing before him with

Indy's saloon. Geoeral Pichegru, who stood near her own irvesistable grace, said she in a friendly i smiled,

scorn, as she fixed her beautiful eyes oo this pale, |

T perceive, General,’ suddenly exclaimed Joseph- |

ine, that you are sorry it was your duty to fill Paris | | )
You would un-| his appearance and come ucar her with his eyes

* That is very possible,” said he, perfectly quiet.

tary men are bat the automatons which the Grovern- | the respectful, retreating
meat sets in mation according to its good pleasure ; | crowd to her seat, where he stood b

¢ 1 bid defiance to fate,’ he said somewhat salemao- |

s e s e e e e e ]
| manner: * I am too good a patriot not to be proud
of seeing the cengnerer of Toulon in wy drawing
| room. ‘To-morrow I have an evening reception, and
| I invite you to be preseut, Geveral.’
| From this day Booaparte visited Josephine daily ;
tshe was certain to meet him everywhere. At first
she sought to uvoid him, but he nlways koew with
cunping foresizht how to baflle her efforts, and to
| overcoms all difficulties which she threw in his way.
Was she at her friend Therese’s, she could safely
veckon that Geoernl Bouaparte would soon make

beaming with joy, and in his own energetic language
' speak to her of his love and hopes. Was she to be

| present at the reception of the five monarchs of Paris,

it was (General Booaparte who waited for her at the
door of the hall to ofier his arm, and lead her amid
and gently applauding
her, drawing
upou her tke attention of all. Did she take a drive
at the accustomed hour, in the Champs Elysees,
she was confident soen to see General Bonaparte on
his gray horse gallop at her side, followed by his
brilliant staff, himself the object of public admiration
and universal respect ; aad, finally, if she went to
the theatre, General Bouaparte never failed to &p-
pear in her loge to remain near her duriug the per-
formance, aud when she left, to offer his arm te
accompany her to her earriage. ,

It could not fail that this persevering homage ot
the renowned and universally admired young Gen-
eral should make a deep and flattering impression en
Josephine's heart, and fill her with pride and joy.
But Josephine made resistance to this feeling; she
endeavored to shield herself from it by maternal
love.

slie seat for her two children from their respec-
tive schools, and with her nearly grown up son on
one side and her daughter budding iato maidenhood
ou the other, she thus presented herself to the Gen-
oral, and with an enchanting smile, said: ¢ See,
General, how old I am, with a growo-up son and
daugnter who soen can make of me a grand-mother.’

But Bonaparte, with heart-felt emotion, reached his
hand to Eugeno and said: *A man who can gall so
worthy a youth as this his son, is to be envied.’

A cunning, smiling expression of the eye revealed
to Josephine that he had understood her war s
~that neither the grown-up son nor the marriageable
daughter could deter him from his object.

Josephine at last was won by so mach love and ten-
dorness, but she could not yet acknowledge that the
wounds of her heart were closed; that once more she
could trust in happiness, and devote her life to a new
future. She shrunk timidly away from sach a shaping
of her destiny; and even the persuasions of her de-
ceased husband could not bring her to 4 decision,

The state of her mind is depicted in & Jetter which
Josephine wrote to her friend, Madame de Chateau
Renaund, and which describes, in a great measure, the
strange uncertainty of her heart:

** You have scon Goeneral Bonaparto at my house !—
Well, then, he is the one who wishes to be tgo father of
the orphans of Alexandre de Beauhbarnois and the hus-
band of his widow. Do you love him? Woell, no!
Did you feel any repugnance towards him? No, but I
feel in a state of vacillation and doubt, a state very dis-
agreeable to me, and which the devout in religious mat-
ters consider to be the most scandalizing. As love is
a kind of worship, one ought in its presence to feel
animated by other feelings than those I now experience,
and therefore I long for your advice, which might
bring the constant indecision of mg‘mmd to a fixed
conclusion. Toadopt a firm course has always appear-
ed to my creole nonchalance something beyond reach,
and [ find it infinitely more convenient to be led by the
will of another.

I admire the courage of the general; T am surprised
at his ample knowledge, which enables him to speak
fluently on many subjects; at the vivaeity of his genius,
which enables him to guess at the thoughts of others
before they ara expressed ; but [ avow I am frightened
at the power he seems to exercise over every one who
I’comes near him. His searching look has something
strange, which I cannot explain, but which has a con-
trolling influence even upon our directors; judge,
therefore, of his influence over a woman, Finally, the
very thing which might Elenu—-the violenee of his pas-
sion—of which he speaks with so wmuch energy, and
which admits of no doubt, that
creates in me the unwillingness
ready to express.

The first bloom of youth lies behind me. Can I,
theretore, hope that this passion, which, in General
Bonaparte, resembles an attack of madness, will last
long? If dfter our union, he should cease to love me,
would he not reproach me for what he had done?
Would he not regret that he had not made another and
more brilliant union? What could I then answer?
What could [ do? H.could weep. *A splendid reme-
dy I' I hear you sai;. I knew well that weeping is use-
less, but to weop has been the only resource which 1
could find when my poor heart, so easily wounded, has
been hurt. Write to me a long letter, and do not fear
to scold mo it you think I am wrong. You know well
that overything which comes from you is agreeable to
me,’

After thoir marriage and the successful campaign in
Italy, the happy pair enjoyed each other's society for &
brief time at Montebello, and then occurred the follow-
ing characteristic scene:

fmsion is exactly what
have 80 often been

NAPOLEON BITTING FOR HIS PORTRAIT.

All Ttaly did haymage to the conqueror, and it was,
therefore, very natural that sculptors and painters should
endeavor to draw some advantage from this enthusiasm
for its deliverer, and that they should endeavor to re-
present to the admirers of Bonaparte his peculiar form
and countenance. 3

But Bonaparte did mnot like to have his portrai
painted. The staring watchful gaze of an artist was
an annoyance to him: it made him restless and anxious,
as if he feared that the scrutinizing look at his face
might read the secrets of his soul. Yet at Josepbine's
tender and pressing request he had consented to its
being taken by a painter, Le Gros, whose distinguished
talent bad been brought to his notice,+

Le Gros came, therolore, to Montebello, happy in the
thought that he could immortalize himsclf through a
successful portrait of the hero whom he hLopored with
all the enthusiasm of a young heart. DBut he waited in
vain for three days for Bonaparte to give him a sitting,
The general had not one instant t2 spare for the unfor-
tunate young artist.

At last, at Josephine's pressing request, Bonaparte
consented on the fourth day.to sit for him one-quarter
of an hour after breakfast. Le Gros came, therefore,
lolighted, at the time appointed, into the cabinet’ of
J 1sophino, and had bis eascl ready, awaiting the mo.
ment when Bonnptrleb 'oa:ﬁ“::t in the “'&:‘l:
apposite.  Bat, alas! the pa s hopes were
,f-pomh:ed. The general could not himstll to o
sit in that arm-chair, dving nothing but his ~
heswl quict, so that the painter might copy bis
il had no sooner been seated than he s up sud-
Lonly, and declared it was. quite impossible to endure
such martyrdom.

roquest, but with tears

I.e Gros dared not ﬁhﬁ
% said

in his athered up b
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