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pertinacious in liis demand for the just pepalty
of the law to be inflicted upon him. He so
boldly and fearlessly avowed his erime, con-
tinually repeating that he did ot regret it,
that at length his firmness assumed the cha-
acter of bravade, and left no room for cle-
mency. Sentence of death was then pro-
nounced.

- Pierre Pitois heatd his sentence read with
the most steady unflinching gaze. They
warmly urged him to plead for mercy, but he
refused. As every one guessed that at the
bottom of this affair there was some strange
mystery,it was determined that the execution
of Pierre should be delayed. He was carried
back to the military prison, and it was an-
nounced to him, that, ds 4 mark of special
favour, he had three days given him to
press for pardon. He shrugged up his should-
ers and madeno reply. In the middle of that
night on which was to dawn the day fixed
for his execution, the door of Pierre’ s dun-
geon turned softly on its hinges, and & subal-
tern officer advanced to the side of the camp-
bed in which the condemned was tranquilly
sleeping ; and after gazing on him sotite tiine
in silence; awoke him.

Pierre opened his eyes, and staring about
him said—¢ The liour, then, is at last come.”

“ No, Pierre,” replied the officer ; “it is
not yet the hour, but it will soon come.”

¢ And what do you want with me until
then?” '

“Dost thou not know me; Pierre?—Ne
matter ;—I know thee well. I saw thee at
Austerlitz and bravely didst thou bear thyself.
From that day, Pierre I have had for thee 4
regard no less wurm thansincere. Yesterday
on my arrival at Strasburg, I learned thy
crime and thy condemnation. I have prevail-
ed on the gaoler, who is a rclation of mine
to allow me" to See theeand now that I have
come; I 'would say to thee; Pierre, it is often
a sad thought to a man about to die; that he
has not a friend near him to whom he might
open his heart; and entrusthim with some sa-
cred commission to discharge when he should
be no more. If thou wilt accept me, I would
be 1o thee that friend” .

«Ythank you, comrade,” replied Pierrs,
briefly and coldly. |

% Why! bast thoi nothing to sty to me ?”

¢ Nothing.”

“What ! not one word of adieu to thy sweet-
heart, to-thy ssisster 4

“ A sweetheart ?—a sigter? T never kad
either.”

“ To thy father ?”

“He is no more: Two months ago he
died in these arms” -

“ Thy mother, then ?

“ My mother I’~~and Pierre, whose voice
siiddenly and totally changed, repeated—¢ my
mother |—Ah, comrade, don’t utter that name;
for see, I have never heard that hame—
I have never said it in my heart without feel-
ing melted like a child,—and-even now, me-
thinks, if I were to speak of her—"

“What then?”

% The tears would come-~and tears do not
become a man: ‘Tears!” contiiived he; “tears
when Ihave but a few hours to live—ah ! there
would not be much courage in that I”

“ Thou art too stern, comrade. I think I
have, thank God, as much courage as other
people, and yet [ should not be dshamed of
weeping, if I were to speak of my mother.”

“Are you serious? said Pierre, eagerly
seizing the officer’s hand—* You, a man and
a soldier, and not ashamed to weep?’

“When gpeaking of my mother? Certainly
not. My mother is so good, so kind; she loves
me 50 much, and I, too, love her dearly.”

¢ She loves you? and yoi love her?—Oh!
then I mdy indeed, tell you all: My hedrt is
fall ; it must have vent, and however strange
my feelings may appear to you, I am sure you
will notlaugh atthem. Listen, then, forwhat
you said just now is quite true. A man is
glad, when aboitt to die to have a heart to
wizich he can pour out his own. " Will you
really listen to me, and not laugh at me!”

«Surely T will listen, Pierre,—a dying
man must ever excite compassionate ‘sympa-
thy.?

“You mist know that, since I édme into
the world, T never loved but one being—
that being was a mother. But her ¥ loved
as none loved—with all thdt wds in me of
life and energy. While yet a babe; I nsed
to read her eyes, as she read mine; I guess-
éd her thoughts, and she knew mine. She
wag the heart of my heart, and I the heart
of hers. I have never had either sweetheart
or wife; I never had ‘a friend—my mother
was everything to me. Well, I was sum-
moned to take arms, and when they told me

1 maust leave her, in & paroxysm of despair
I declared that they might drag me limb
from limb; bt nhever should they take me .
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