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seat, I could promote the object of your
Jjourney 1"

The stranger smiled as he replied that in
the hope of such a result, he would commu-
nicate not only the name of his employer,
but his own. “Iam called,” he continued

* Hypolite Bastide, and the message which I

bear 19—"

« And you arpe Bastide,” interrupted Murat,
kastily advancing and grasping the hand of
the stranger with a warm pressure: * You.
are Bastide, the faithful and untiring, to
whom I already owe so much. The end of
your journey is reached, for I am Louis De-
bac—or rather, for there is no need of con-

. cealment here, I am the king of Naples”

" Many ours were passed after this avowal
in consultation betwcen the dethroncd mo-
narch and the trusty age it of his friends in
Toulon, whom he had not before seen, but in
whose fidelity, sagacity, and prudence, he had
been instrueted to place the utmost confi-
dence; and as soon as their conference was
endud, Bastide, accompanied by the old man
set out for Toulon, there to make arrange-
ments for another and more successful effort
at escape.

They had been goue scarcely an hour, and
Murat, with a churacteristic forgetfulness of
the perils which surrounded him,was amuse-
ing himself and his hostess by narrating
some of the most brilliant passages in his ad-
venturous career, and repeating anecdotes of
his imperial brother.in-law, when they were
alarmed a by distant sound, like that of horse-
men rapidly approaching; and the fugitive
had barely time to escape through the baek-
door, and conceal himself in a smsll pit that
had been dug in the garden, where the old
woman covered him with brushwood and
vine-branches collected for fuel, when a party
of some fifty or sixty dragoons rode up to
the door, and dismounting, proceeded to ran-
sack the housc, and the ground adjoining it.
A number of them searched the garden,
spreading themselves among the vines, and

menaced, when his generous purpose was pre-
vented by the evident success of her plausi-
ble wellssustairied assurances, that it was her
husband’s purdonable fancy still to wear the
military gatb, although Jong sinec discharged,
in which he had so often marched to victory
with the engles of the emperor. The dra-
goons had atso Joaght bencash thosc cagles,
although now they served $he Bowrbon, and
the whim of the * veiux moustache ” found an
ccho in their rude bosoms; they desisted
fror= their threats, and soon after sirodmtedand
roce off, perhaps ot altogether tegretting the
failure of their purpose.

The security of the dethtoned ntomarch
was not again disturbed, end, before morning
of the next day, his host returned with Brs-
tide, and announced the successful issue of
their mission. A skiff was cngaged fo con-
vey the unfortunate Murat to Corsiea, and the
following night—the twenty-sccond of August
was the time appointed for his embakation,

But little more than a month had clapsed,
and Joachim Murat was a captive at Pizzo,
on the coast of Calabria—in the power of his
enemies, and doomed to die, although as yet |
he knew it not, upon the wmorrow. "The
events which led to this disastrous termina-
tion of bis carcer are chronicled in history,
and need not therefore be repeated here. it
i3 enough to say that the fervour with which
he was received at Corsica inspiring him
with brilliant but fallacicus hopes of a like
success in Naples, he there’ embarked on the
twenty-cighth of Septemper, with six small
vessels for his fleet, some two hundred and
fifty adventurous followers for his army, and
a treasury containing eleven thousand francs,
and jewels worth perhaps a hundred and fifty
thousand more—mddly believing, that, with
this small force, aided by the affection of his
quondam subjects, he could replace himself
upon the throne ; that treachery and coward.-
ice had reduced his armament to a single
vessel and thirty followers, when he reached
Pizzo, where his reception was a shower of

pasging’ more than once, within stabhing builets from the muskets of the Austrian gar-

distance of their prey; while others endea-

rison ; and that, abandoned the traitor

voured, but in vain, by elternate threats and Barbaro, the commander of the little squad-
tempting offers, to extract from the old wo- ron W’lt!‘l wluc}} he had embarked at Corsica,
man the information she could o easily have Who hoisted sail and bore away the moment
given. At one time the suspicions which he had landed, after’ a brief but desperate
had Jed them t, the cottage were almost. con- Struggle in whick he displayed most signally
verted-to certainty, by the presence of the thg danng. bra:very that had always dxstu;..
great-coat and cap which the king had worn guished him in battle, Murat was taken pri-
when he reached the: cottage; and Murat, soner, stripped of his  purse, his jewels, his
who could hear all that passed, was on the Passports, and hurried like a thief to the cont~
paint. of atarting from ﬁ lair to save his  mon prison, with the few of his devoted ad-
hostess. fremx the cxuelties with which she was herents who survived, and whom

he lsboured.
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