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§ 428 : VERONA—ONLY TRY. :
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E but as realitics faithfully chronicled.  Verona '$ be more true than many of the facts recorded Ly
; might well be called the eity of romance, of that 7 grave and reverend bistorians, comeeted with :
§ romance which is of every country nud of every ¢ citica and buildings which stiil retain proofs of ¢
time, wedded as its name is for evermore, with as- 2 their authenticity. It is the genius of Shuke~peare 2
sociations stamped when life was new; aud the ; that has accomplished this and every Inglich ¢
7z mind yiclded unresistingly to the impressions g heart will own it. I feel much less interest about ,
§ traced on it by him who ro well knew how toreach § secing the celebrated amphitheatre here than the ¢
its inmost recesses. § tomb of Jalict ; a confession caleulated to draw 2
Who has forgotten the first perusal of Romeo $ on me the contemptuous pity of cvery antiquary ¢
! and Julict, when the heart echoed the impassioned § in Italy. ’ ;
{ vows of the lovers, and sympathized with their g Lapy BressiNcroy, E
;'; sorrows f Though furrows of care and age may g :
§ have marked the brow, and the bright hopes and ¢ 2
$ illusions of life have long faded, the hemrt § ONLY TRY. :
; will still give a sigh to the memory of those o myp ooiowing anecdote s translated froma French ¢
¢ days when it could melt with pity at a 5 paperi— : i
g tale of love; and grief for theloss of our depar- f; “They used to say that every soldier carried in ; ’
. E ted youth becomes blcn.dc.d with the pensiveness g his cartridge-box a marshal’s baton; -might not .
'g awnkened l}y the assocmflons of 'wh:\t so greatly 2’ one say in these days, that every chorister carries -
3 moved f‘"d interested us in that juyous scason of ¢ in his windpipe a fortune {  Iere is one example
3 our cxlst-cnce. ’ ¢ at least— 2
3’ All this, hoV:vevcr weakly expressed, I I"elt 8t ¢« About thirty years ago, ina little city of Italy ¢
g this place to-night, whcr} gazing (.'r(.»m my .wmdow 2 at Bergamo, by a singular contrast, the company
;. I beheld the stately buildings rising ‘nmldst tall ¢ (eibe opera-bouse was quite indifferent, while the
: trecs, emblazoned gates through which gardens ¢y, oriaters were excellent. It could searcely huve ©
: silvered by the moonbeams were seen, with spires g been otherwise, since the greater part of the cho-
¢ and minarets, looking like carved ivory against ¢ visters have since become distinguished composers.  §
; the deep bluo sky, and heard a serenade, meant ; Donnizetti, Cruvelli, Leodora, Bianche, Mari, and ¢
; RPObably for som? modem Juliet. The 8Cene gave ° Dolci, commenced by singing in the choruses at g
7 Tise to Qze following sonnet, a fecble transeript of § Bergamo. ¢
¢ the fecling it awakened :— ¢ There was, among others at that epoch, & young
g Now is the hour when music’s soft tones steal § man, very poor, very modest, and greatly beloved E
3 Oer the charmed car, and hushed is every sound by his comrades. In Italy the orchestra and the ¢
or,:"” day, and hearts awake to feel < ¢ choristers are worse paid than in Greeee, if pos- *
. he ties of love, by which they're bound. . ’ ?
g How calm und solemn is the moon.lit street, § S\ble: You enter a b‘ootmakers shop,-’—thc mas- ¢
.3 With yon tali spires scen 'gainst the sapphire sky, ter is the first violin. The apprentices relax ;
$ Andfretted domes and minarets that creet, § themselves after a day's work. by playing the ¢
e AF" om the far distance, the enchanted eye, ? clarionet, the hautboys, or the timbrels in the even- ¢
] 8 bright, tinged with the moon’s silver beams, v . . ¢
i They rive above the dusky waving trees ¢ ing at the theatre. One young man, in order to ¢
§ y rise a y g g P . S
.2 And stately palaces. More lovely scems ¢ assist his old mother, united the functions of ¢
§ The scene than sught day shows us. Hark! thie breeze $ chorister to the more lucrative employment of 5
§ Z'mu coral voices, weddgtsh words sweet, g journeyman tailor. One day, when he had taken ¢
3 As hearts long parted brome forth when they meet. g to Nozari's house a pair of pantaloons, that illus-
Few places have, I do believe, undergone loss ¢ trious singer, after looking at him, earnestly said 2
change than Verona, and this circumstance adds to é to him very kindly : E
$ interest it excites. One can imagine that g “It appears to me, my good fellow, that I have .
g ®ould the gentle Juliet revisit earth again, she § seen you somewhere” . ¢
¢ 'Would have little difficulty in finding the palace g “ Quite likely sir, you may have secen me at the E
¢ f the Capuletti, nearly in the same state as when § theatre, where I took a part in the choruses.” ¢
o 'hf’ was borne from'it ; and the ghost of Komeo “ Have you a good voice {” E
g Might haunt the precincts he so loved to frequent “ Not remarkably sir, I can with great difficulty §
h é nlife without being puzzled about their identity. 3 reach sol” 4
‘v g 4 is difficult, if not impossible, at lenst' while at ¢ “ Let me see,” said Nozari, going to the piano ‘
3 : eronn, to bring onc’s-self to think that the story § “begin the gamut” ;
4 of theao lovers is, after all, but a legend, cloimed ¢  Our chorister obeyed; but when he reached ¢
: . Pany c?untriee. I confess it appears to me to S ool he stopped short, out of breath. ¢
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