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nearly falling to the earth, when a voice whis-
pered in his ear—

¢ Arouse thee—thy wound is healed. 'This
is thy first passage to the imperial crown!”’

He looked, and the sybil who two years be-
fore had confronted him in the cafe, in the rue
de Montholon, stood there in the midst of death
and carnage.

“¥a'”? cried Bonaparte, “ you here!”’

“ Why not?” she coollyrepliea. “Iam thy

- genius.  Harken—tis accomplished ! the day
is, won—the wreath of victory is thine!”

At the same time the bugle of the Austrians
was heard sounding a retreat, and the wild
shouts of triumph from the French, mmngling
with the roar of cannon and martial music,
proclaimed Napoleon the victor of that ever
memorable and bloody field. He had but for
a moment averted his eyes from ber, towards
the scene, her words were yet in his ears, when
he turned to her again, but she was not to be
seen. He placed his hand upon his breast, his
dress was yet moist with blood, but no pain
was by him felt; and when in possession of
the field, he uncovered his hosom, there only
appeared the semblance of a wound but not
the slightest sign of its recent infliction.

In 1800, five years after this occurrence, du-
ring which time success had ever attended
him, when he had added to his name the Con-
queror of Rgypt—had returned to France—had
boldly dissolved the Directorial government,
had been declared First Consul, had crossed
the Alps, and was now encamped on the field
of Marengo. It was on the night preceding
that batile, worn and weary with a long and
arduous march, he had wrapped his cloak
around him and thrown himself upon hus camp
couch, before the opening of his tent, so that
the refreshing breczes of an Italian summer
night might play upon hisdistracted and fever-
ed frame. The moon shone with uaclouded
brilliance upon the marshalied plains, and the
opposing armics wera bound in the slumber of
silence and fatigine. Scurcely a sound was to
be heard, save

“The clink of h ‘mmers closing rivets up,

Giving drcadful note of preparation.”

At the oprming of the tent paced two senti-
nels, whose orders, at the panil of their lives,
were 1o admit no one 'til the morning bugle
had eounded. Bat look, what form 1s that
which moves i the dimmess of the tent, so
softly that cven the Dreath of the mud-might
zcphyr rufiles more the stillness of the hour.—
"Tis a femlae—she approaches the couch of Na-
poleon—she looks keenly upon him—she casis

her eyes upwardsand for some moments s
as imploring aid from a spiritual power—a;
she gazes on him—a smile irradiates her
tures—it now gives place to sorrow—tears;
from her eyes on the face of the hero, as
bends over him—Napoleon starts from
slumber—he is about to speak, but she pl:
her finger upon her lip to command sile
Isitaspectre or reality that stands beforet g
Her mantle falls from her shoulders, aud
sybil again stands before him.

“ Speak not butlisten,” she said ina vo
melancholy tendcrness.  * The star of thy4
tune is once more on the ascendant. To
shall victory award thee the laurel ¥’

“ Mysterious being, who are you and i
whence come you 7’ asked Napolcon.

She spoke not, but taking from her boseq
small talisman of the form of an eagle, cuti
an emerald and richly set in gold, placed
his hand, saying— .

“When from thee this departeth, then
depart the star of tay glory. Up, up ang
doing—already is thy foc preparing. Ge
fearicss, and victory is thine.”

In an instant she was lostin the gloom
the tent, and Napoleon starting up sought
pursue her. At that moment the morning;
gle sounded to arms, aiid the sentincl enter
the tent was surprized to find him stands
lost mn abstraction. The noise of his foots:
however, recalled him to remembrance
rushed from the tent—the field was a mov
mass of warlike life, illumined with the &
streaks of morning—he leaped into his sag
—the word for batile was given—decp d
deadly roared the voice of destruction throy
out the day, and when the sun was sinking
hind the distant mouniains, another garly
was hung upon the banner of Napoleon.

Austerlitz ! glorious, brithiant, yet bley
Austerlitz—how swelled Napcleor’s hean
that day, when the sun rose in dazzling spH
dour o'cr his host, and the Austrian and R
sian powers lay scattered o’er the field, t
as the autumnal lcaves of the forest. W
the first blast of thebugle thrilled to each he
telling that the work of battle had begun,d
man and horse in thundering conflict mell
Wihile on the cast of that day depended §
summit of his ambition, the stability of his?
gal sway—aud when at last the evening
upon the vangushed, ana he stood thers
the ternble and triumphant conqueror, §
were lis feeling to be envied or his fame !
desired! It was as he thus stood, surrouni
by his brilliant staff on that bloody field, fli




