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CUMNER'S SON

t^^^n ^•^""'L*'"^'^" voice was heart abovethe dm. Forward, forward, my chUdrenl" andsome one sprang upon the outer barricade. Itwas the plotter of the revolt, the leader, thenmnager of the "Undei^n.und Railway." Sebetoved of the co„victs-Gabrielle Rouget
The sunlight glorified her flying hair and vivid

rtress-vivid with the blood of the fallen Herarms, her shoulders, her feet were bare; aU thatshe could spare from her body had gone to bind thewounds of her desperate comrades. In her handsshe held a carbme. As she stood for an instantunmovmg, the firing, as if by magic, ceased. Shem.s«i a hand^ -We will have the guUlotine inPans, she said, "but not the heU of exile here."Then Henri Durien, the convict, sprang upb^,de her; the man for whom she had mfde ahfes sacnfice-for whom she had come to this!His head was bandaged and clotted with blood-Wy^ shone with the fierceness of an am-maUt

r^^^:SS-^Xle^B^3
3^^r^^rr:SAnd still Gabnelle stood alone above the bX^f
htTan^^lh^LS^ carbine waTSri^f^Sner Hands. She stood as one awaiting death her
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