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pertinacious In bis demand for théejust penalty "eA sweetheart ?-a 8ister? P nover had
of the law te be inflicted upon hitn. le sio either."
boldly and fearlessly avowed his crime, con- "To thy father ?
tinually repenting that lie did flot regret it, net is neo morei Two months ago ho
that at lengt.h his firmness assumed the cha- died in these arms."
acter of bravade, and left ne room for cie- "lThy mother, then ?
mency. Sentence of death was then pro- CeMy mother.]"-;and ierre, whose toice
nounced. sUddenly and totally changed, repeated-"i my

SPierre Pitois lieatd bis sentence read yvith mether I-Ah, comrade, don't utterthat name;
the mest steady unffinching gaze. They for Bee, I have never hedd that fiàme-
warmly urged, him te plead for mercy, but ho 1 have nover said if in my heart wvithout feel-
refusè'd. As every one guessed that at the ing melted like a cbld,-and-,even new, me-
bottoim cf this affaitr there wvas seme strange thinks, if I were> te speak of ber-»ý
mystery,it wns *determined chat the execution "What then ?"
of Pierre shou1dbe delayed. He wns carried "The tears would como-and tears do net
back te the military prison, and it was aný. become a man. ters!" cônt.itùéà hi "itéars
nounced te hbin, that, &ts à1 mark cf special when I bave but a few hours te, live-ah 1 te
faveur, he bad tbreo days given him te, weuld net be mucli courage in that 1"
press fer pardon. Ho slirugged op bis should- "4Thon art toc stern, comrade. 1 think I
ors and niade-nù reply. In the middle cf that have, tbank God, as mucli courage as other
night on which was te dawn the day fixed people, and yet 1 sheuld flot bo ashamed of
for bis executien, the door cf Pierre' 8 dun- weeping, if 1 wore te Speak of my mother."
geen turned sefly on its linges, and a subal- "iAre. pu sèrioûs ?", said Pierre, eagerly
term efficer advanced te the side of the camp- seizing theoefficer's hand-"I You, a man and
bed in whicb the condemned was tmnnqui]ly a seldier, and not nshamed te weep ?"
sleeping; and after gazing on him, sottie tiffo "IWhen speaking cf my mother? Cortainly
in silence, awekce him. Det. My mother is se goed, se kind; sho loves

Pierre opened bis eyes, and staring about me se much, and I, tee, love her dearly."
him said-" 'rhe hecur, thon, is at last cerne."I I "Shc loves you? and yenl love bier ?-Oh!

IlNo, Pierre," replied the officer ; Ilit is then I may indeed, tell yeu âl1. My heurt is
net yet the heur, but it will soon corne. " fui! ; it must bave vent, and however strange

",And what do yen want with me until my feelings may appe ar te you, I amn sure you
thon ?" vill netlaugh atthora. Listen, thon, forwhat

4Dest thou not kneov me, Pierre ?-Ne yen said just now is quite true. A man is
matter ;-I know thee iveil. I saw thée nt glad, when about te die to have a heart te
Austerlitz and bravely didst thon beat thysoif. ivhich ho can peur but Lis ewn. -Will you
Frem that dlay, Pierre I have bad fer thee it really listen te me, and net laugI at me!1"
regard ne bess warm chan sincere. Yesterday "lS urely I will listen, Pierre,--a dying
en my arriva! at Straaburg, I Iearned tby man must ever excite cempassionate sympa-;
crime and thy condemnatien. 1 have prevail- tby."
ed on the gaolor, who is a relation cf mine "Ye-tn mtist knôw~ ttat, sinfce f cdme hue
te allow me -te 800 thee and no* that 1 have the world, 1 nover Ioved but one beingý;
corne, 1 .would say te thee, Pierre, it is often that being was a mother. But lier i îovëd
a sad theught te a man about te die, that lié as none ]oved-with ail thet wan in me of
bas net a frîend near hilm te whem ho might life and energy. While yet a babei t used
open bis heartj and entrusthini with sanie sa te rend ber oyes, as sIe read miné; I guesa-
cred commission te disclarge when ho should èd ber thoughts, and she knew mine. She
he ne more. if thon wilt accept me, 1 would was tIé heart of my hoait, and 1 the heart
ho te thee that friendj" of hors. I have nover badl eiter sweetheart

"eI thank yod, cemnrade'~ replied IÊierre, or wife; I nover had 'a friènd-my mother
brlefly and coldly. 1 3Ws everything t6 mie. WeU, I was sum-

siWhy ! hast thIn nothing te MnY te mie F" moned te take arms, anà when they teld me
ciNothing." I musc lèavè lier, in a parexysmn of despair
iiWhat 1 net one word of adieu te thy sweet- 1 declared that they might drag me 11mb

heart, te thy sister M?" frein 11mb, bu;t nover should they take 'me


