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And the son, in a low and monotonous tonc repeated each

word after his rather, as a scholar vould a prayer which we learn
him.

San content-fin ie mean time I suffer much, you may
comnence.-Take my knife, it is the sharpost.-Ah ! first pour
me out a fcw drops of brandy, the least in the world ; it will be
long ere 1 drink any more, unless however there bc a tavern up
tlere-or down therc-

Accordingly, hc Gcenoesc took the osier bottle and poured
several drops on hic tom flesh. And then carne oaths, his eyes
seemed starting froni licir orbits, tears of rage, frightful convul-
siens and gasping for breath.

Hie died under the knife of his son, for his son kept his
word : and wlen lie was dead all the army would sec, before ho
was buried, the man wlo had spoken a long tine, wanting the
hair of his icad.

Shortly after that, and after our victorious entry into the
town, the son ofthe old bandit pcrceived the .beautiful enceinle,
but had net time te tako aim at lier, se rapidly ýdid shc0 disap.
pear.

In hie incan time our success continued, and the Corsicans
were so discoiraged to sec Pascal Paoli tlcir chief quit his
country and sail for Leghorn that they et lcngth submitted to
tho valour ofthe French army.

I vas an eveniîîg at Ajaccio-Giacomo played yet, but
lie had just lest his all ; neitier bread or slielter remained to
him.

- What ? hast thou nothing left ? askcd one of his friends.
-No,

-Scarch botter, Giacomo.
-Te again sought in his pockets and drcw from thence a ball

ail rnarked by teeth and still dyed with blood.


