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‘“ Look!” he cried to her. « See 1” and pointed up to
the guillotine. Her eyes involuntarily followed.
She saw the-flash of the descending blade. Wild and
" speechless, she hung petrified on the arms of the two men
holding her. But now she was oblivious of everythmg
except that another head, another form, far above all else
to .het, was on the platform. His face was pallid, his
beanng sweet, solemn, and brave.
“ Death- to the aristocrat!” shouted the excnted mob.
" His lips moved with a brief appearance ‘of words. Had
she been closer she would have heard him say quietly :
“It is just.”
The execut:oner Sanson turned from the last victim and
seized him. At the very instant he felt the grasp he o
caught sight of the face of his beloved, held there in the’ - -
grasp of the two. Jacobins. This was'the crowning agony. .~
_The immensity of his r@uﬁm swept over him in an ..
overwhelming flood.
- “ Oh God, does Justice require this too ?”’ he cried. '
" Sanson’s sinewy assistants thrust him against an upright -
fpl:mk. In- the last remnants of her congested, distorted
vision, Cyréne saw the bright knife fall like a lightning -
vengeance.
. At night in the Cemetery of the Madeleme near by la
: Tour, searching anxiously with a.lantern, found her lying
across the common trench into which the bodies and N
heads of the executed were indiscriminately thrown and T
" hastily covered. There, her arms stretched across as if to
-embrace as much of it as she could, her wonderful golden = .
mh]esty of hair strewn upon them, her white'complexion . . %
still dazzling in its purity, her blue eyes half closed, lay ;
the fiancée of the false Répentigny. Her soul had flown to o
be blent with that of him who had suffered his punishment, =~ —
" in the boso:p ofGod, theplaoeofsomal;ushee,whereall
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