
LONG LIVE TIIE E-IIPEIL>()It.

,jublajicc betweeii John Boyle O*lZe*lly aii

the çrreat toiiaparte. -In the first place, O'Reilly

never used a lazôr on his uppe'r lip; and 1 çruess

the great Bonaparte did, juidýriiiýr by Iiis pie-

tures. How do yoù geï over that, son? " aild'

he directed his'attention- to the small boy in a

paternai way..

Eugene looked up- adoringly at tlie silent

face above them, and spo-e in a cho-hig- vol I ce.
a Moiisieur

Ill'have -talked ovèr the- aff'ir with À

my grandfathel». He agi-ee-î,'witli nie' fliai tliere

is a' slight.. reseiiiblan-ce. Perhaps aftei- -the

nobI& martyr went to 'St. Helena lie was not

allowed'the use of a razor. Those aboiiiiiiable

Englisli

His Uttérance, failed Iiiiii to, sucli a de,(Yree

that the sergeant stared curiously -at- Iiini.

Was it possible that this small boy wu, shaken

Nvith e , motion over'the sufferiiicrs of- the ambi-

tiois -and despotic arbite r- of meii's destinies
who, was* so long since dead?

Yýes, it was -the boy w'as in earnest.
44 Do you beliève, ln iliv emperor? lie' asked,,

turning serious'ly to the sergeant.


