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“We can never be united,” replied shoj “it
Were wronze to delude ourselves with vain hopes.”
A dreadial thought strack Milton, Perhaps,

thought e, they are foreing her into the arms of
un“ﬂl\‘l'—.

\ perhaps, without her consent, bargaining
he

T over like a picce of merchandise into the
"eeping of one, whom, loving another, she cannot
but ablior, 1t was the wont, he had heard, of
these continental elimes, ‘

“ I)U
Plain, o
IU\'L‘I
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You see the glorious verdure of these
*hie suid, *and the golden fruits of these
O Woeds 2 Do yousee that turf, starred with
)("‘“_‘Ls' blossoms where the cigalas sing and but-
terilie wander, like the shreds of broken rain-

W . - . .
" And yet, in afew weeks, all will be si-

leneg

Mhre a5 1 do now, nor loved as now to linger

?‘::d‘v”lu sunmer glories «‘»f 'this green and 'gol-

] ﬂorld, for 1 feel that it is for the last time,
‘at T shall behold them no more.”

‘.Mirhon looked emmestly, at that calm, child-
¢ Lice,

“
In the name of Mercy, said he, “tell me what
Yoy ean

“ye.
X Listen then—T am dying "
Al £

ot s ly! dreams! illusions!” said Milton with
of desperate mirth ; and well might he
i n:’v for no trace of ill health appeared in that
ecti,(,) outhful face, with its expression so full of
Mas, . and eyes that shone like the celestial
"It seemed more like immortality - than
il N ever did that spiritual cast of loveliness
,‘pmro?x*twmud him .nt. first sight, appear so
ineg fo: U8 now—as if its possessor was des-
i for thsnm(: l‘mghtcr world than this, and ripen-
e spirit land.
Rid ¢ s to? .h'ue—thcy-all know it. Feel here,”
. @ 8cizing his hand and pressing it strongly
He :eilter hffm't-‘—“ are you not now convinced {”
Liny but 3 wild, irregular flutter, which convinced
« Viutoo truly; but he said nothing.
ke ., YOUnot allow me to attend you?” said
deagy » shall never leave you—=in life—or in

“n
Noy ; .
Boine 1 Were wiser not. To-morrow they are

Wig :loltake me to the shores of Parthenope, with
g o, rement of hope from the Baian breezes
Vaig ps a0 skies;—yet I feel it will be in

«
“Then I must
No.

not accompany you!”
terg, ¢ 100k, aid ehe, pointing to a blua
e Y Which soared above them through the
o h to the skies—* wo havo scen that once
lnbrl'd 1t not then speak of love beyond
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"ild embrnce, and they parted; while be

ad durkness. I never Joved the beauty of .
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" melancholy, which falls like dew on the spirit,

o~

threw him=ell on the turf, and wept floods of
tears,  Milton then watehed not the butterily, nor
did he think of the hopes whiclh it inspived,  11is
heart was too full of his misery ; and he felt as if
the atmosphere were darkness, and the whole
carth a place of graves; and that he could be
happy no more. Ah! human grief! that even
in a mind like his, fumiliar with all that we know
and adore of the visible and the invisible worlds,
and at home amid the marvels and glories of the
universe, art still the little hand which can
obscure the sun!

It was carly winter, but the bahny elimate of
Italy brought with it little frigidity for the air, &

token of decay for the still green and smiling *

p=]
world.  Milton still lingering in Florence, was
onc day surprised by a hasty sumimons to Portici, in
Calabria ; the ebject of which he too well guessed ;
and set forward on his journcy as if on wings.
He arrived the third day, and found himsclf at the
entrance to the city, towards the close of a dim
day of misty sunshine, when the sun shining faint
and red through vapours, diffused a subdued
radiance on the landscape, and a soft languor on
the soul. Tho violence of his grief was now
gone, and he walked on in that sort of tranquil

after the scorching traces of passion; and was
leading his mule, with his mind full of the ap-
proaching interview, with her whom he was now
to see for the last time—one whom he had known,
indeed but for a brief period, but whose influcnce
upon his destiny, wag, he felt, greater than any
other object cither could or would attain—a
lovely flower that had crossed the current of his
existence, and mingled with it for a few moments,
yot as if by some magic had left the- reflection of
its beauty for ever mirrored there.

Approaching by a lane which led from the
suburb of Portici, he saw a train principally com-
posed of young men and maidens; but, whether
its object wus solemnity or mirth, he could not at
the distance it was removed from him, divine.
A sad presentiment struck him, and he murmured :
“Too late, too late!” ~ Soon there remained little
to doubt, for in the midst of a troupe of girls,
bearing flowers, was borne high upon the shoul-
ders of young men—a. coffin covered with a white
pall, on which was engraven in front, in large
golden letters, the name of '

GIULIA RENTI,

Milton followed at a distance towards the ceme-
tory,in the direction of which they were going,
and concealed himaclf while the ceremonics of
intorment wore being performed  When the
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