
CAME TO POXTTAC. 281

flag in the Cure's garden, and turned h(!r

darkened eyes towards it. A look of pain

crossed her face, and a hand trembled to her

bosom, as if to ease a great tlirobbing of iier

heart These cannon shots and this shiverinir

pennant brought back a scene at the four

corners, years before.

Footsteps came over the hill : slie knew them,

and turned.

" Parpon !

" she said, with a glad gesture.

Without a word he placed in her hand a

bunch of violets that he carried. She lifted

them to her lips.

" What is it all ? " she asked, turning again

to the Tricolor.

" Louis Napoleon enters the Tuileries," he

answered.

" But ours was the son of the Great

Emperor ! " she said. " Let us be going, Parpon;

we will place these on his grave." She pressed

the violets to her heart.

" France would have loved him, as we did,"

said the dwarf, as they moved on.

" Aj3 we do," the blind girl answered softly.

Their figures against the setting sun took on


