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“from the Fond du Lac Reporter office.’

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS

.MARO'H, 4, :.,.‘1-_871.‘

Dogs bark but cannot bite.
low at the engine, the gmnd old Dbulls,
Defying the railway thunderin fury of contro-
versy; tearing up’ tln. carth with angry hoof
and horn.

Sisters fair and \'oun" gllmmer on the eye
a moment, looking thrmu,h the palings, in-
stant flash of beanty seen no more.

Mother with babe and water-pail resting in
the garden gateway, hand to the eyes, shading
off the sun.

Her children on mxddlc rails, or climbing
to the uppermost, clapping hands, wa\'nn;
hats. “Hooray! nud hooray 1"

Allcoming ~w1mmuu., xh\hmb past, fhmb-
flying and gchpﬂnu; in the rear. As the Day
Express West shoots impetuously on aud on.

Remnants of the forest retained for tuel or
timber ; hickory, elm, maple, walanut, chesnut,
clierry, leafy br.mchﬁ blosssomy slummcr on
the eve a moment, unwimding asa vibbon, as

a rich and dazzhm: ribbon, a flying, flying
rinbow falling from the sky.
London : fifteen minutes for refreshment.

Depot of three lines, Babe of Tmperial name.
Fair to lock upon, this nursling city enfolded
by itsriver, the vu;.m Thamesia, Around it
g*z.rduus, lmp gronnds, vineries, orchards and
the wide plains of wheat.

BEurynia iz seen at a window of the Palace
drawing-room car, and the emotion of the
whole depot crowd is: ¢« Oh! the beautifol
woman i’

“All aboard ! All aboard ! ¢ Whoo, wheo,”
the engiue, and the train again moves.  Pufl-
ing aud snorting it \pu.'d~ ulong the bridge.
De Peri in the cars gives wonderous perfor-
mances with  his magnetising  eyes.  The
Donnn EKuryuia holds court in the gorzeous
saloon.  Let thew alone.

At Komoka. to Wyonming and Strathroy,
senerivusly musical the names; to Petrolia,
to 3t. Clair, aud intervening region of oil-ficld
fortunes vn this branch, Bat the home of En-
ryniais reached alouy the.main line,

Up by Mount Brydges, highest land of
Canada, cultnred to the summit. Appin and
Glencoe, homes of old Highlanders.  Histori-
cal clansmen Macdonalds of the second
sight.

By the Thames and vales of wheat.
soil of the curling waluui.  Woods, precious
in workshops,  Cherry trees five fect through,
read by their rings four centuries old, ()h
the blossows of the centuries, and the ripen-
ing of the cherries all that tlmc And the
festivals of birdsin the dcup forest solitudes
in times before the coming of white men .md
wheat.  Counties of Middlesex, Eent, Essex
to-day. Lund of cattle for the shows; of milk
and butter and honey; of corn and wine and
oil.  And of oil well engines. Hundreds of
timber pyramids, tapering like towers of
churches, rise in the forest, s mystery to the
stranger.  They encompass - the machinery,
the mnk~ and the wells.

To Chatham on the plain, county town of
Kent, town of wheat and walnut woods, port
of Luke 5t Clair.

By the marshes of Bss
in melodious noivs and (adf'nr'es; tenor, bass
trebje, v and low, fast time and slow,
M\'nm!\ uf voices intoning a psalm of the
universe, song of the rana awakened by the
spring, ’

Out of the swamp, on a ridge by the river.
Arriving at '\\md«)r Michigan State but a
mile away, and City of Detroit.

Steaming and satling flects of gaily painted
ships, singly or in trains led by tug-boats up
the stream, or free in the wind flitting hither
and thither, up fo Lake Huron, down to
stormy Erie.

To the depot at Michigan Central. The
train of freight cars aboard onec ferry-boat.,
Amazing leviathan. Ark of the Canada Great
‘Westérn Bailway. It lies by Windsor town
like 8 section of the shore. 1t goes out upon
the river like an island to be “annexed.,” It
returas with another train of cars; the ship
and its loading like a fragment of Michigan
mainland,

The smaller furry steamers ; dancing on the
water, skip around from shore to uhorc Carry-
ing for the two countries the visiting fm.nd]y
people.

Says the Captaiu of N.
about to cross from C: mada-

“ Won't you come along, De Peri 7"

¢ Nay, 1 think not. DBusiness keeps me on
this side.” '

Says the boy to his father:

“We lose the chance of the five
dollars by not going over

“You go, Dod. Follow the Luryma people.
Take note. of Toby Oman, and of that bad
man Irlam. Canpot go myself at present.
Am not sure if that Captain really meant
‘quits;’ when he said ‘quits. ”

¢ Whisper, pa Airand you. be. annexed,
c¢h 77

% Doddy, )ou know too much. Go follow
the Donna Lurynm and carn this five thousand
dollar réward. . Get the papers thcy found in
the old trunk ” »

Native

x. Myriads of voices

Police, when

thou saml

"~ To be commw,-d

Some sinner has stolen the thnrmomctcr
"That
paper-informs the thief that it will bs of no

use to him where he'is going, as it doos not’.
'work h:gher than 313 I

And bulls bel- ‘

“of kindred spirits said to be.en rapport.

'[‘ w}.‘u:ﬁ for the cgmd.'qﬁ zzlz'uam;:ed‘ Netwn]
HOW T WAS GUILLOTINED.

BY K..
Co ntnmed

w \\'hnt is the name of this house 7 asked
the girl.

¢ The Cusé des Bons (rarpuns —very good fol-
lows you are, I shall know you again.”

This sealed his fate. Dread of discovery
pointed to assassination. They demanded
another cheque, aud just as the signature was
complete, one of them, it is supposed, struck
him on the back of the head with the butt-
end of a pistol. The poor victim was then
dispatched with a dagger.  Securing the pro-
perty, the old man and the girl escaped, and
after an interval, just sufticient to allow them
to fly, the proprietor of the Café ran to the
poste, and gave the alarm. His story was
artfully concocted. Finding hix guests sat
long,~but thisdid not surprise him,—a pretty
girl and her lover, voyes vons,~he knocked at
the door.  Receiving no reply he entered,and
was struck with horror to find the man dead
and the others goune. How had they fled?
The room was near the ground, and they had
got through the window, no doubt. A shred
of female habiliments hanging to the opuen
window lent a probability to this surmise
The man was arrested, but as he knew nothing
and was a uscful agent of the Police, he was
soon afterwards liberated.

All this I recoliceted. But, hv a most unne-
conntable phenomenon, the paper scemed to
nct like o talisman, conjuring up the whole
scene of the murder, L distinetly saw the
face of each actor, and though the police had
failed to trace them, I felt sure T should know
them anywhere, 5 Ah! now, Leee!™ T repaated
this aloud, as a new light broke in upon me,
and Victor coughed significantly te remind
me that caution was necessary.  After rending
the journals, T had rode in the Bois de Bon-
togne, and after varions calls, had reticed as
Wwis my custom to the Card dpuglede to dine,
Opposite me sat o middle-aged inan, of mili-
tary exterior, wearing the legion of honour,
By some circumstance I could not recall, we
opened a conversation. 1invited him to drink
with me and we grew communicative.,  Yes,

T recalled, our conversation had turned on
politics  Presuming on my nationality I had
said very disrespectful things of the Emperor,
and cven lamented the fate of Orsind aud his
associates,  But fhre man—Good heavens! /¢
was the man connected with the murderin the Cyfs
des Bouns Garconz! 1 almost leaped up with
the suddenness of the cenviction. I looked
again and again at the face, limned before me
with the rigid exactness of a photograph, I
felt sure that I could identi{y that man in a
crowd. XNow the rest was induction. My
trensonable utterances had becn denouneed to
the publie, probably by this man. It had been
conjectured that the person which the wmur-
dered man had encountered was a countryman
of his own. I remembered that ther: were
stains of blood on my clothing from a severe
cut veceived in shaving,  Evidently T had
been arrested on a charge of murder, and
there was not suffivient evidence on this head,
I was to be exeented asa conspiratorin reality,
but ostensibly as an assassin.  The bullet-
headed proprietor at the Cu/? had said ¢ i s
certainly him," weaning that [ was the muc-
derer of the Englishman,

The discovery was overpowering, Tt was
some time before I recovered myseli sufti-
ciently to read the beautiful compline service,
Never had I read it s0 devoutly. None but
the Eternal could save me,

I looked up from my book, and Victor gave
an intelligent glance, indicating that we were
free from observation I scarcely dared trust
myself {o speak, but at Jast T asked -

# Whose hand is this ?" pointing to the
paper.

s Adele's"

¢ How came she to know all this mystery 2

« Monsieur, she is a mystery in herself—slue
is what they call a clairvoyante.”

WA elaircoynnte ! That explaing.”

Then | began to reflect on the subtle union
Evi-
dently this girl’s mind had a connectinn with
mine. [ had been a firm unbeliever in all this
kind of thing. Following the hard dry theories
of the sctools, I had doubted everything that
is undefinable. Yet now my theories svemed
shakén, Here was a pure child gifted with
geemingly preternatural intelligence able to

“invoke a similar apprehension of facts in me.

What is this Soul of ours after 2l1?  Where
is the terminus that scparates it from mind
The deepest intellects both past and present
have been involved in' ¢ndless speculations
about it. The Chraldean nstrologers belivved
it to be lucid fire which is the creative and
motive power of all things. So thought Zeuo.
It wag held to be Number by Xenocrates, and
Harmony by Aristoscenus. The essence of
Descartes’ Principia i  cagito, ergo mom,” which

.is’'only a repetition of M]lton's thougbt in thc

t/ Paradisc Lost.” - .
¢ That 1 am, I know, bevnuae I t.hmk.”_ '

" But the Lyo that thinks proves a prior ox-’

mtence ‘Malebranche believed that we cxist
because we think. . Others; again, adopt an

- abntra.ct spmtuahnm L] Buhop Berkely, who -

Judgment.

of faculties and their sympathy

bolieved that he existed because others thought
.of him. Locke held to consciousness ; Pasenl

ton senge of pain; H\mm to xdonhsm Paley
; Priestley to! mmtal.

to materinl psychology
corporeality ; and Py rxho to absolute nonen-
tity. I'ho most assiduons study of the subject
only reveals the fact that over the philosophy
of tuind the Creator hns thrown an lmpt.nc
trable veil The most wo can know iy its
modus operandé.  And this sometimes is 5o
erratic as to upset every received theory, We
perceive freo faculties in the mind, Percep-
tion, Association, Memory, Imagination, and
Closely observed, these convey
the impression that the mind is a combination
with the
senses,  Modern anatomy proves a plurality
of organs in the brain.  Very considerable
portions of the brain may Lo removed, and the
individual stilt exist. The vital functions
may continue, the animal functions beinyg de-
ranged or lost,  In tubercles of the brin the
memory is principally affected, the fancy be-
ing often more retentive and vivid, Mind is
not the product of organization. [t only works
by and throngh it.

Plato says: @ The soul has a plastic power
to fashion a body for itself, to enter n shape
and make it a body living'* Plutarch re-
marks, ¢ The soul is older thun the body, and
the source of its existence and the intellect is
in the soul.,” Holy writ infers that our immor-
tal part isan cmanntion from the one vivifying
sonl of all things—Gob.

The Greeks by their divisions of .Nous,
Freuma, and Soma, sonl and spirit, spiritual
body, or cidolon, and enrthly body, conveyed
the iden that soul and mind are the ssme under
ditferent combinations,  Mind is soul evinced
through the meditm of the brain, - Soul is
mind cvmancipated from  matier If this
prinviple could be established many anomalies
might be cxplained. The existence of two
minds, the sensitive snd intellectual, was
held by the Alexsndrian philosophers and by
Bishop Horseley.,  Christian philos~phy re-
cogunizes the Spivit to be the Eikon “heon, the
Twmage of God, the esseoce of ife and Immor-
tality. - Whether or not it presides over the
animal bedy, as Stahl held, or directs the
functionx of life, acconding o Ariztotle and
GGalen, it seems to have an existence totally
independent of its surroundings.  In sleep we
live in the soul alone, and there is no reason
why its perceptive fnculties may not be
quickened to the height assumed by elair-
vopgre,

Reader, o you understand this subject any
the bettr for all this? I do not. My con-
clusion ixs that of Faust, “ all T know is that [
nothing know.”

Vietor informed me th.\t for some time his
litele wirl had been oppeessed with melancholy
about me, although he had only Lriefly men-
tioned my case, That she went into her
oot on the duy he was absent, and was found
ina state of semi-trance, on recovering from
which she wrote this paper. T handed it back
to iim to swvold any discovery, for 1T was perio-
dically searched, to ascertain that I had oo
weapons concealved, With the same precau-
tion, the bars of the coll window were striek
cach duy with o heavy hummer to discover if
they had been tifed, .

The ninth day dawned, my last! 1 roge at
day-brenk to have as much time ag possible.
The curd came early, and it was arranged that
I should make mmy general confession that
night. I wag visited o few hours later by the
Procureur-Gencereal, and the chicf officials of
the prisou, who read the death-warrant, and
very respectfully bade me adicul They an-
nounced that the exceution was to take place
at miduight, [t struck me as n strange hour,
Lnt as well then as any Llime,

I disposed of my books and wearing apparel
to Victer, with a special souvenir for Addle.
At four the curé returned, and the guardinn
retired. T had preparcd for this hour carefully.
I secmed indeed to forget him.  The prescence,
consciously felt, was eternnl. T poured out
in slow and deliberate phrases; carefully s
lecting those that best expressed my thoughts,
the entire history of my life, The soul-com-
bats, the doubtful mazes of studious enquiry ;
the coqu.tting with uubelief; trialg of cpicu-
reanism ; despernte rejection of all creeds
lowly returns to Faith, prompted by an all-
absorbing sense of need ; passionnte prayers,
holy aspirations; a strange revelntion of the
extremes of being, the multitudinous combi-
nations of the soul that is held down to the
mortal, while its longings for better things
torture itself, until existenco is lonthsome,
nbhorrent!

The priest confessed himself [rightened.

?7. He enquired if T had not something else to

confess, in view of an immediate death, [Te
alluded to the accusation made against me,
No. He looked in astonishment, exclaiming :

# Ta it possible you are then innocent 77

# Do you think me guilty, after such a re-
cital 7"

« [ vannot, I cannot,” he said; “yet, I am
bewilderad, 0\'0T[)0W('I‘Ld If you nro innocent,
it iz n terrible thing to dic so.”

¢ Itig? 1 rL_]OlIl(.d “ but I am resigned.”

Words failed the poor, good-mcunmg mon,
to express his sorrow nt the suspicions he had
entertained of ‘my guilt.
I took up Paseal's J’énsdes, and my cyo fell on
tho pnnsage, # Je mourrai seul /" Others, even

After he had gone, -

this writcr had been cnabled by a Paith,
which londs second-sight to the mind, t.u

~realizo, liko Bernard of Cluny, the world of

bliss, m sensible imagoes, To nbsorb the real
into the ideal.. 'To ine this was impossille,
Only one thought was uppermost. Bhall |
feel after death 7 That I8, will congciousness

linger in agonising concentration—mnking n

soparate death-pang of each ingtant, the last
moro intense than the forerunner, \ntil all
that pocts have written of hell, is gnthered

~ap, and condensed in one snpmmu Bunbe of

horror and torture, the very birth-pangs
despairl

They say Charlotte Corday was conscious,
as exhibited by her Llushing cheek, The
eyes of the man who had promised to think
of hiz wife to the last, mught her with one
long look that grew fived in death.

Tow fust thc titne went that day! A very
choice dinner was sent in, and some brandy,
I ate and drank well, amd my health was oy
sound as it had ever becn.  After dinaer 1
dressed myself in my best attire, with scru-
prlous care,

t¢ Eleven o'clock!” Tt sounded hollow and
wail-like over the court-yard. 1 retired to my
own meditations, accepting the oftice of the
curd, who began to recite in Latin the prayers
of the dying,  Some sentences impressed
me deeply, especially, ¢ Deliver, O Lord, the
soul of 'I'hy servant, as Thou didst deliver
Daniel from the on's den!” Mine would Le
a similar deliverance. At balfepast eleven, a
glags of hot claret was brought me which 1
dectined. iz ealled in such cases, the Viaa.-
cm, or compaunion on the way,  After a bricr
thanksgiving, I drank the wine gratefully, for
a chill was creeping over me.

The dooropened, and the Procnrenr entered,
to announce that it was time.  He was accon-
punted by the excentioner and his aide. 1 e
quested that my avms wight be pinioned last,
The whole process was fumiline to my mind,
from my visit to the Rogquette, 1 directed
the execeutioners.  They wished to remove
my voat, but I ordered them to cut it away
aronnd the neck.,  Then the cure, out of
courtesy, cut off my hair from the nager of the
neck to the crown, quite close to the head,
The cold steel of the goissors gave me an
unpleasant thrill, but less 2o than the tench of
the excentioner, He was mugu]nrl\' gentie,
however, and even delicate in his manipula-
tion. My handsnndarms were then pinioned
tightly to my back., The curd recited the
© Miserere,” to which T responded, and we
proceeded on our way.  We deseended into a
large stone vanlt, which struck a sunsation of
cold nud damyp into the bones,  The first ob-
ject T saw was the guillotine, I had made
wyself perfectly familinr with it. 'The scaf-
fold wag much smaller than usual, and on it
stood an clegant black cloth cotlin with silver
plates, I ascended the four steps leading to
it without assistance, and then I turned to
the spectaters, some fifty or sixty persons.
The torches they held gove o very unearthly
aspect to the scene. 1 scemed to recognize
some faces, but evidently those present were

of

government cruployés.  ‘TChere was an awiul
silence as | spoke:
4 Gentlemen, you have doubtless hesrd

many a criminal protest his inooeenee at this

extreme moment, in face of incontrovertible
evidence of guilt. Consequently, vou sny
rate my protest at the game value, The

Aumeonier here, and many who know the truth
of thig case, must be aware that I am innocent
of the crime of murder.” (They all started
pereeptibly.) ¢ That you may deem me
worthy of death for treason is possible, al-
though I deny ever having done more than
say some harsh things of your Emperor.  As
sure a5 you live, and I s about to div, this
blood of miine will be exacted from cach and
all of you, T forgive, as best I am nble,
needing myself forgiveness.”

They listened to the end, when the exccu-
tioner asked if Ijwas ready. [ noded nssent,
and received, on my knoees, the finnl blessing
of the curd, 1 was then Inid carefully on my
back, and strapped to the plank, My eyes
were bandaged, but Tsaw everything ns vividly
ns if they had been otherwise. A moment
which seemed an age ensued, and then 1 felt
a sharp keen blow on the head. 1 realised
that the knife bad fallen! Breathing was
suspended, and my idens grew confused, ns
through n blow aimed on the temples. Four
or five Lthings remained distinet amid the
gathering haze—my mother's face as I hmi
seen it Inst; the home of my childhood ;
very dear dend friend; and the face of the mnu
of the Cuas¢ Anglais. "Phen o sharp throe of
hot, consuming pain; a sensc of sinkivg, fnll-
ing, floating, and 1 knew no more.

L] - - - -

¢ Why, Monsicnr is awako!” oqunimcd o
voice that I recognised us my old nurse's

“Dieu Mercil” devoutly cjaculnted Dr.
Colville, ¢ You'vu had a tough bout of it,
friend |

“ Awakol! Alivel Conld it be possible? T
tried to spenk,

¢ \What haus been the matter7”

* Unlalepsy, I should think," rejoined tho
physician,

“You m\rrowly cseaped premuature inter-
ment.”

b How long have I been haro 1AL



