
ARCHANGE AND MARIE. 95.95.3

eir AU nature was hushed. The' remai ns of trees,
SO long since burned, now gaunt and white, stood in

)US the swanip as sentinels to guard the sleeping babes,Zn
&y and the giant pines, beneath whose cover they rest-

ýer, ed., seemed to lift up their hands to Heaven in silent
ûl- pleading. Slowly yet surely the berries of the dread

ground-hemlock did their work; stealthily as juice
Lid of mandrake or of poppy. The leaden hourq of the

ng long September'niomhtpassed and inky clouds blot-
ad tcýd-d out the'stars, and when the sun rose lie shot

nd out a shaft of'purplish light, whicli revealed the
er- faces of the sisters, calin and cold in death, with

sed Mignon whisking his head against the whitened
g 2'.) cheek of his sweet mistress.

ep. There was a roll of distant thunder; nearer and
ad nearer it came; it grew darker and the air was hot
to and stifling. The forest gr'aned, and then there

ing was an appalling crash and a 'blaze of lightning
the elad the scene in dazzling sheen. There was the

mn5 red glow of fire - the -bolt had struck a dead pine
léar and instantly the surrounding trees, covered with
the withered leaves, that caught like tinder, were in a

ra- 'blaze. The -storm shrieked, the thunder made the
,the earth tremble, the 'rain fell. in torrents, but. higher

Fid- and higher mounted the, flames. It was the funeral
intil pyre of Archange and Marie, and when it died out

'rew not a vestige of them was to be found.
side'


