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ANGELA ;
AN HISTORICAL TALE.

CHAPTER IX,—THE MARTYRDOM CONSUM-
MATED.
¥ Sigter, sister, hear my voicel
Sister, sister, come and rejoice !
Joy, joy!—my sk is doe, the prize is won!”
Souihey’s Thalaba.

“We left Mousignore Carga and lus chaplain
on the point of being led out for the second time
before the Pasha. "The hour had expired, speut,
as as we have altempted to describe by the two
martyrs. Al Pasha still sat upon the deck, sur-
rounded by his guards, under an awning ; a jew-
elled scimeter hung by his side, and the golden
aund jewelled mouthpiece of his pipe set forth the
fragrant clouds of perfumed smoke that an East-
ern loves to inhale, Witk a step almost youth-
ful in its gladness, and a counterance still lit up
with tbe fereor of bis prayer, Moosignore Carga
mounted the companion-ladder. Ile cast one

lance at the open sea, upon which a white sail
might be seen in the distance, bearing away to-
wards the 1sland of Twos. It contammed his
triend Maonsigaore de Rigo, and he was satisfied ;
but the next look was upwards. There hung
the two balters dangling {rom tbe yard-armj a
rope-ladder was the means whereby they were Lo
ascend. Do Michele followed, with eyes bent
oo the ground ; be dared not yei face the wstru-
ments of death, or he would have seen the swile,
bright as a beam of Paradise, cross the face of
the Bishop as hie gazed upwards towards them.
The Turks themselves, even, were aflected, and
throughout these last mements treated the vener-
able Bishop invaniably with respect, Together
they were led towards the divan where the Pasba
sat, steruly awaitg lis victims.

¢ Now, infidet dogs,” were Ins first words, ut-
tered in a tone of voice 1atended to strike ter-
ror into every heart, ¢ what1s your ¢esolve —1
give you once ore the alterpative of an hour
ago. Xmbrace the fauh of lslam, or there are
the halters ready, which will serve to string you
up to the mamnmast.’

4Do what you will with us; replied the
Bishop. ¢ We will suffer a tbousand deaths
sooper than abandon the fuith of -our Lord Jesus
Céhrist.

¢ Tpen,’ replied Ali, tarong to s guards, ¢ in-
stantly bang up both these miscreants 1o Lbe
yard-arm of the vessel’ \

"The hour tvas come, and 1t will not be thoug it
that the sanlly beart of the martyr failed pun
in that moment of dread lo poor bhuman nDature.
A suile of joy and exalfation passed over ‘his
face ; and spreading abroad lus sasacled baods,
these words fell from bus lips, in tones of suck
sweelpess, the very Tutks paused in awe te
listen: — o

¢ Lord Jesus, Thou bhast given wato my care
and custody these souls bought with Lny Pre-
cious Blood. Tul now, atcording o my weak
means, 1 have guarded and saved them, They
would bave me deliver them nto the hands of
Thige enemies, DBut let it never be said that
they perish by fault of wine. Now, death 1s
awailing me; I depart from trem lo come to
Thee ; and from tns mom:at to Thee it apper-
tains to guard and defend them. I therefore re-
store them to Thee, and I place them in Thy
hands. Suve them, O 18y God, any sufler not
one of them to tall into the hunds.of these beasts
of prey.’ ¢ Ne tradas bestiis anitnas copfilentes
tibi.”) . )

¢ Agd for thee, Al,” he continued, turning
towards the Pasha, *repent, of know that the
day 1s comng fast in which God will avenge our

k]
bloz(sl;omshed and more struck than he chose to
show, at Ins dauytless but zentle b'earmg, the
Pasha merely motioned to the execulioners to do
wotk.

‘he;ishey were led to the foot of the great mast,
and thewr chains were slru_ck off. The venerable
martyr seemed wot fo motice what was going os ;
bis eyes were closed, though he ‘held out his
hands to the tools of the executiorers. Do
Michele, ns eyes fixed on s Bistiop, seemed
waiting for the last token .°f ku_s love. Who was
1t at that moment was whispering words of con-
solation to the entranced martys, rendering him
unconscious of the preparations around 7  Was
it some viston, like that vouchsafed to the b_e-
loved Apostie whose name he bose, when m the
istand of Patmos be saw the various doors that
awaited the seven Churches of the East? May-
hap it was so ; for as the white st of the con-
demned was passed over his head, the priest heard
him distinctly say these words: .

¢ Scio tributationem tuam—et blasphemaris ab

v _qui suat synagoga Satanm. Nitul borum
o : Esto fidelis usque ad

timeas qu passures es. _
mortem, ¢t dabo tibi coronamn wie. (1 kwow
thy tribulation—thou art blasphemed—who are
of the synagogue of Satan. Fear none of these
things that thou shait suffer. Be thou faith{ul

unto death, asd I will give thee the crown of |8

hfe.”)

Ta lus tura Dom Michele allowed the badge
of wfany to be placed over his sacerdotal dress,
and now for the first time, as the word of com-
mand to mount the rope-ladder sounded 10 his
ears, he raised his eyes to the yard-arm and be-
beld the instrunent of death bhanging above his
head. The gentle morning wind was playing
with it, kissing 1ts long length, and seeming, as it
sighed among the cordage ot the vessel, to be
forestulling the angels’ voices that were to soothe
their lust agony and welcome them before the
Throne of God. But pot so it sounded in the
timorous ears of the good priest. ¢ The spirit
indeed 15 willing j but the flesh is weak, said a
God-man while, 1 His hour of Agony, all for-
sook Him and fled, or slept the sleep of weari-
ness and sorrow. He gave one look to his na-
five hils, and the peaceful white-walled town
resting hike a fall of snow on its romcal mouat ;
anotber look to the blue forms of the distant
islands and bright blue sea, sparkhing with a heav-
ing motion . the life-giving breath of a shght
northern breeze—and bis face turned of anashy
paleness, bis koees trembled beneath him, aod he
stood still in hesitation. It was a moment of
dreadful import ; heaven and hell were awailing
the result.  Ah, Dom Michele, with thy hand on
the crown, with the palin waviog brightly in an-
gel-haads above thee, on the very threshold of
Paradise, with thy namesake, the giorous Arch-
angel, standing ready to turp the scales triumph-
aatly 10 thy lavor, and lead thee to the Vision of
the Eternal, wilt thou tern and falter, and 1n a
moment of weakness deny thy Lord # But God
woult pot suffer such a trinnph to his foes.—
A voice as of a reproaching angel sounded be-
hind him :

¢ Dom Michele, Priest of the Lerd, be firm.
This {s the ladder that leadeth us te Heaven,—

Rewmember Jesus Christ, our Ezample, who,

placiog before Him the joy, faced death and

hore the Cross, cariug little for the suffering o’

the intamies of His Bud.” (¢ Deglutiens mortem,
proposilo sihi gaudio, sustinwit crucem, confusione
contempla.”)

The good priest turned and met the eye of kis
Bishiop bent on hit in sorrowing gentleness, like
the look of Jesus cast on the wandering Peter.
Al his courage returned 10 a morent ; he threw
limsel on lnis kuees before his beloved Paster,
received the last blessing, the last paternal em-
brace, and frankly and cheerfully clunbed the
ladder before nm. 'The exacutiover, who was
already standing on the rigging above, seized tie
cope, placed it round bis neck, aed then wilk a
violent shock tossed hun off the ladder. Thece
was a few momeats’ struggle, aod then all was
still 5 the poor heated features, the starling epes,
the opea mouth, all were there ; tut_Dom Mich-
ele was awaiting the arrival of bis Bishop to ea-
ter Paradise. d&e bad ascended after lum, and
saw thal it was all over—the poor trembling
chaplain was safe; and then the good Paster’s
last work was doae. DBut how did he meet +Lis
doom? ¢ As is a man’s hife, so ie his deuth y—
aud we will quote again the author of bis life :
« Not se joyously does a bridegrec walk to the
marriage-feast, not so triumphantly does a youeg
prince mount lhe steps ol Ins expectant throue,
as Lie went Lo death.’ Almost at the same me-
ament the executioner had done his work with the
saintly Bishop, the kalter was passed beneath lus
silvery beard, and, like bis Master .in death as o
life, Monstguore Carga hung suspesded between
earth and heaven !

'['he graour 1s mad,” were the first muttered
words of Ali Pasha, as the Bishop stepped from
beueath the awning or s way to the gibbet:—
¢ bat whaterer 1s written 16 the Book of Destioy,
that will be accomplished.’

Aad replacing his pipe 1n his moutk, he conti-
pued calinly contemplating the executon of his
iunquitous orders.

¢ Sirange,” sad one of bis followers around,
¢ how joyiul the icfidel dooked!  Yeu would
have thought he was going to a bridal iastead of
the halier)

¢ "T'yie other 1s but a craven,’ sad acother ;—
¢ see, he falters. But no ; ke mounts the ladder
bravely enough now.’ .

¢ Has your Highness beard the tale that s cir-
calating among the soldiers, of mysterious music
heard Jast might ?’ whispered a third.

» Music! Where, and when, Mustapha ?” in-
quired the Pasha.

¢+ Within the hold where the Christians were
confined,’ replied Mustapha ; ¢ they say they will
gwear 1o 1, and were S0 {rightened, they da_red
not stir from the spot till daylight. And just
pow, the men whom your tlighness sent last
mght with the Greek, Francesco, alter the girl
he spoke of, kave returned to the ship with ano-
ther story of the appariion of St. George, just
as they had come upon her track, with a
drawn sword, and shining like the sun in 1ts
brightness.’

« Pshaw 1* returoed
of frightened knaves.
irl 2
¢ No, your Highaess ;

the Pasha ; ¢ mere tales
Diud they secure the

they declared they could

not fight with supernatural beings, for Francesco,
who was foremost, fell dead to the ground by a
touch as if by magic, and they took to their
heels, and returned to the galleg, leaving him
there,’ .

¢ Cowards I’ muttered the Pasha; ¢but the
vile Greek well deserves his fate, But look
you, Mustapha,’ he contioued; ¢ how passing
strange 1s the face of yon infidel carrion!—
Why, one would suy he were still alive, thavgh
he has been hanging thus by the neck these five
minutes.’

¢ Verily, your Highness saith truly,’ replied
Mustapba ; ¢the other looks hke a strangled
giaour, but the face of the Bishop is like a houri’s
slumbering in the bowers of Paradise, were it not
for the beagd.

* Thy observation savoreth truly of thy kaow-
ledge of houris, Mustapha,” rephed the Pasha ;
¢ but, by the beard of the Proplet, it there be
magic in this, I wmll tire um out; for he shall
hasg there till be fall in pieces, or he be the food
ol crows. As to Lhe other, ke evidently is dead ;
and this evening let him be taken down, and cast,
with a stone tied to his feet, into the sea. DBut
the Bishop shall lang there till e give proof po-
sitive of lus being a corpse, if it were a week.—
Aud wow, how fared you this morning, Mus-
tapha 7

¢ The town is completely deserted,’ replied the
confidant, * save by a few of the Greeks and the
faithful on the island, We have hnnted the Bi-
shop’s house through and tirough, out could find
nothing of import. What there was, 1 have
brought for your Highness’s perusal.’

* And whal say the followers of lslam of you
traitor 7’ returned the Pasba.

*To say the truth, my lord, replied Musta-
pba, fall speak of him as a quiet, moffensive
wman, and seemw to thik be was greatly calum-
niated,”

¢ How can that be?’ returned the Pacha,
“when the letters addressed to Constantinople
copntained so many details. Whatever it is, these
Christiags bave bad a wacamg hew they concect
lreason &£gam.’

¢t Magy of them are comingin person,’ retera-
ed Mastapha, ‘to weit on your Hlighness, end
witness 40 the truth of what 1 say; and as 1o
the Franks, they all beld hun as one of the wost
wondec-working saiats of his.day.

The Pasha said ne wore, bt looked thowght-
fully up towards the €ody of the martyr. Kouad
and round swung the corpses; slowly and silently
in the cool north brecze ; the silvery beard ef the
aged 'Biskon lookeng ke threads of buraished
gold es the sunbeames hogered round 1ty apd the
zephpss stirred 1ts waving length.  The features
were as calie as though no death-struggle ‘had
teken place, the eyes modestly closed, and the
bands folded as f ia prayer on his breast; but
what was more remarkable was the whitepess of
toee somplexion, bearing o tcace of haviag died
of strapgulation, end -marvellously countrasting
with-the poor, swollen, and distorted form that
hung beside it. 'The sun traversed the heasens
n hie caim brilliancey, and then went down in a
sheet of galden light behind the isle of the god
of day, tingiug the fair white clouds that linger-
ed ju the sky with the softest and most ethereal
roseate hue, and even rellecting its beauty on the
wdle €als and riggieg ot thedafidel gallep, till it
decked the very crimtoal’s garb of the peuidaat
bodies in a gorgeous kingly tzantle of mnngled
crizison and gold, and sued o’er the pale, calm
teatures ol (ke nariyr Bishop a pink glow, as of
lite zad health. The evening and night cawe
on, and one by one the pale stars camne out in
Lhe sky and locked cut on the scene; and more
and more brilliantly they glowed, till the sky
seemed one broad deep blue nantle studded
with innumerable dizmonds. Qb, the loveliness
of that Easteru night ! the wind seemed breath-
ing odors from Paradise, the rippling waves sing-
ing tbe lullaby ; the stars hung like precious
lamps to light up the sanctuary ; and swinglug
silently and gently to and fro hung the body of
the marlyr, which every thing io nature seemed
conspiring to honor. Accordiny to the orders
of the Pasha, the body af the pries: had been
fung into the sea ; and far away in the middle of
the barbor lay resting the earthly remains of the
good and faithful Do Michele, Faithful unto
death, he liad received the crown of lile ; but the
relics of Giovanni Andrea Carga were reserved
for other purposes and higher bonors. ‘Lravel-
lers on the ocean, fishermen in their boats, the
timid wanderers on the mountzio-heights, and

even the rude Turks in their galley, were gazing
in silent wonder and awe on that inanimate corpse.
A flood of marvellous hght buog about ity mak-
ing 1t distnctly visible for miles around ; and
there he seemed lo rest in mid air, like a vision
from Paradise, beside the tall form of the mast
ot lhe galley, taperiog, with iis yard-arm spread
abroad like a cross, into the bespangled heavens
above. On one side lay the 1slaod of Patios,
where the ecstatic and beloved Apostle saw
those visions that foretold, to the end of time, the

the Immaculate Spouse of Christ; on the other,

far away to the west, rose the wooded and sml-

ing shores of the Gult of Liepanto, on which lies
the spot where the great St. Andrew embraced

the cross be had so longéd for, and offered him-
self for a whole sacrifice toe proclaim the pawme
of Christ. And midway beiween that might,
and for two successive mghts after, e who bad
chosen their names and imitated their virtues so
closely, bung also on his cross, which he had

welcomed with a transport resembling that of
St. Andrew, after a hfe of innocence and purily

in imitation of the Virgua Apostle of the com-

mon Liord. The poor lugitives on the Inlls came
peeping out of ther caves and huts, and koeel-
ing, in tears of devolien and sorrow, begged the
mtercession of their (aith{ul and beloved Pastor.

T'he fishermen in their boats drew slealtiuly near-
er and nearer to contemnplate the marvellous vi-
sion of beauly, and, sivking on their knees, for-
got their fears of their persecutors, as they mur-
mnured prayers to the martyr of Carist. The
very Turks,snd Ali Pasha himself, sat sileatly on
the deck of their galley, seemingly never ured ot
looking at their viclim, and saying 1n surprised
whispers one leo asather, ¢ Surely this was a good
man.” Hour passed after bour ; the supermatu-
ral light dimmed not, but seemed ta gather in
beauty and strength ; while, stealtlnly stealing
over the vessel, borne by the night wiad, came
odors like a spring morning, wafted from the
beautiful corpse. And where was Angelal—
She had been borne on board her brother’s gal-
ley ; and, koswing themselves upfit to attack the
Turks in the disabled state they were in (for
they bad lost half their men and nearly all
their rigging in an attack on a pirate vessel
some days before), the Koight had determmed
on 1akiog sail at ence for one of the neighbor-
ing 1slaads still ueder the dowinton of the Vene-
tans, to refit his vessel, and give notice of what
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guards and threw berself at the Pasha’s frer.
¢ Mercy, mercy, your Highness,” she exclmimm-
ed, ¢ let them not ill-treat me !’

* They shall not burt thee, damse) sawi'§im
Pasha ; ¢ that 13 to say, if thou art wise. e
thou not the adopted daughter of the Bishpg uil:
Syra P ‘ "

¢ No, no " exclaimed the frantic gird, * I e
nothing to do with the Bishop. T am the: with:
of Francesce Commenos, [ have nothing to ix.
with the Frauk traitors, . ”

* Francesco Commenos/* said the Pashy. o
* What steange mistake 1 this 7 and what s -
come of thy husband, woman P

“I know not, I know nol,’ replied Ennegr:, .
*lor be left me the day before yesterday, naw B
have not seen nor heard of him simce.  Ahmw
told me he had taken the way to vonder mB,and 1
went to look after him, and there i found =fo
aunt lying dead in the chapel; ond whiie
[ was weepiog over her, these soldiers cope -
aud ook me away, sayieg I was the Elstinp's
daughter, T

The Pasha gazed on ber as she spolte, ana!
determmed to frighten her. '

* Thy husbaull was busy huating after untier
maidec,’ said ke, *and not thinking s Vhep.-—
Thou art too beautilul for bim ; and Al as.
tuken him away in the midst of s craltisess. xa
puaishment for neglecting thee.” ’

I kaow be cared not lor me,” repiied Suc-
oetta, begioning to weep again in a rmngled
paroxysm of girlish passion and wonadad- pride
“he told me so but a few days ago, and 1hen
struck me with his own hand.

¢ And God hss given bin bis reward,” regeased
the Pastin. ¢ He was killed yesterday 120rBwg,

his haads,’ .
Auaetta looked up in astonishment, AalfT He-
wildered, and scarcely yet taking 1n the truihs.

was eccurring at Syra, takiog Angela with hun,
out of the way of ber persecutors. Slowly
making their way round the island, towards
nightfall they tay in front of the port, waiting to
catch the mudnight breere which was to wait
them on their way. And leaning over the sile
staod Angels, her hands clasped, aund with
strearmng, eyes, gazwng this time not on the
beauly of earth and sky znd ocean, bat on the
supernatury loveliness of her protector and her
father. Dt yet how merciful had God been Lo
her ! she felt lns prophetic spirit bad been hover-
ing over her, guidmyg her 1o the bosor of her
brother (who stood heside her, whispering words
of consolation to wer discansolate heart) and now
bequeathing the chld of s adoption to tis her
natural protector, at the woments the gates of
beaven were opening wide 1o welcome bim to
bis bhome. Around knelt all the occupaats of
that Chrictian galley, balf-awe, half gog, batling
with the indiguation that swelled thewr brave and
faithful hearts against the murderers, Slowly
and gently the vision receded from therr eyes, as
‘the galley ade her way with the freshing
breeze, ! 1t faded in the distance, and Angela
deemed ske had bad her last look at her Futber,
now ber advocate in Heaven.

CHAPTER X.—ANHETTA BEFORE THE PASIHA,

“Srpn the Cross, and strike the breast!
Lkuoish looks of lighisome cheer !”
Blind Agnesc.
Early the next morning the Pasha landed
again; a tent was pitched on the beach, and
there he received the suits and homage of the
few Turks on the island. A deputation of the
schismatic Greeks waited 100 on lus Highness,
and all fully confirmed Mustapha’s statemeat of
the day before. The Bishop was ¢a quiet -
oflensive man.” Francesco Cowmmenos and lis
friends were actuated by motives of private jea-
lousy, aud no papers or letters relative to in-

* You say not he is dead 7 she exclaimed..

day morning.
swear lo thee that it is so. Nay, weep no: fre
in,’ he continved, making a sign for allite wa-

hands, and burst 1mto aaother fit of Weepiny o
‘why weep for ane who lknew not how te z
preciate thy charms?  Fortune is beirsesdion
tbee; and by sending Lhee ioto my hands, Presare
ing for thee a far fgher destiny. Benogame
thy faith which has given thee notlung bud xewr..
row; and, as the bride of Ali Pasha i
i:mlt’nut regret the wiscreant who slS-!;enma"‘."

Tee,

Annetta slowly raised ber eyes, lnokes sl
the Pasha’s fuce, and met his look fixed DL
her.  Ab, Annetta, dully not ; that look bas i?r:.-
done thee !-—and she who was to have beew the

an apostate.
‘ Lienounce my faiti: I said she faintly.

of lus prize, * wihuch will §ll thee wy
contentment.’

N ?
K J:\I.:y, replied Annella, her good anged ppike-
ing for a woment the upper band, ¢ that mgeye:

b joy au

with 1ny heart.?
Tue Pasha took her hand, and led: ber W
sistingly toward the door, '
¢ See you,” suid he pomting to the vessel, ¢ty
fate ol those who resist our will? ¢ .
Uoner I3 in a mowment here
scorned the suit of Ali Pasha, wili deck
arm, close to yon hoary traitor.’

Annetta looked where he poiated, and, shoii.

dering, beheld the corpse of the murd 3
hanging at tbe yard-arm. ered B"g“m
feet.

‘ Do with_me any thing you Like,

The exera-

ihe yourm-

but as)k ome

triguss with the Viceroy of Naples could be
found any where. The Pasha began to be
greatly molified, aud dismissed tus visitors, with
directions to desire as many of the inhabitants as
they could discover to relura to ther dwellings,
for o harm would be dove to them. The day,
bowever, was not destined to pass without a new
wcident., Just as the Pasha was left alone, some
TCurkish soldiers came 1, leading a prisoner
whom they declared to be the girl mentioned by
Francesco Commenos, as the adopled daushter
of the Bishop; for they bad fousd ber oo the
chapel on the hull, weeping over dead body of a
nun, and Fraucesco had told them they would
discover the girl in company with a person of
this description. 'I'ne Pasha’s face darkened
again, and he ordered the prisoner to be broveht
before him. She was young, and very fair, her
face hid in her hands, winle her dishevelled and
beautiful | ght kair hung about ber tastefully-at-
tired and shyght form. Shke was weeping vio-
lently and trembling, so that she was obliged to
be almost carried by the soldiers,

The Pasha looked at her for some moments 1n
silence, and then bade the soldiers loose her ;
her beauty bad caught the tyranUs allealion,—
She seemed to have understood it, for suddenly

woes and persecutions that were to come upon

uncovering her face she burst away from Ler

not to deny Christ.?
Tne Pasha saw his advantage.

* Nay, masiden, thivk you that Ali Pashg vroshi:

link himsedf with an wfidel 7  Abuur tudas
_ ! e th
farth, and to-morrow sees thee ghujrina in,;;g; X
and ger;s, n‘sl mhy bride. Refuse, and t1,b:s> ya:;
mstant L call the guard to strike 3
stag hy head iz Y-
¢ 1 cannot die! I cannot die ¥ ejacol
- cana ! : ated ;
sobbing girl ; ¢ they are in Paradlsejj bot I, o:z:
phghted 1o God, since—better live og in ﬁsm
woild some time longer, than i
where my sins will some day
dare not die! I dare not die!
on me, Pasha ;
kifl me.? ,
¢ Do you renounce the Nazarige 7° n>ﬂni2
the Lasha. _ ae " dema ‘
Angetla could not reply—she dareg- 20% = alor.
¥ e

only shuddered. A sign trom the ty. bromgs)
10 a soldier with a t?ra\vn su:mltz;?m e

knelt on, and did oot perceive bim,

¢ Hearest thou, girl 2’ he shouted.’
renounce the Nazarine,
do his work.’

Annetta looked p;

shining over her head, and
exclaimed, - ? B0 Les agooy Ofm“

surely lead me.. T
Ouly baye T

¢ Dost 2hom
or shall I bid. the solifem:

when tte thought he had just got thy rival nte

o

bride of the Most High will now descend 1o pune—..

1 will be anything” bul de mesy:.

¢ 1 tell the trulh,.‘ girl 5 be wag kifled_yesYer ..
By tbe Beard of the Prophet, T

live, as Annetta agamn covered her Jace with &g .

¢ Ay, embrace one,)’ returned the Pasha, surs -

impossible.  Did I deny it in words, ] couled yepr

5 and thy bead, zhnt -

She suak again at g .

Bg0- al once ’h:.mh .

ar

she saw the- SCRrss .-

.



