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his neck, dared not move or cqll {or assistance; les! the attens
tion of the populacc shoul(lun ain be directed tawards him. But,
once ;morc, surrounded, he 1mploxed for mercy.

“ Melcy 17 Joudly repeated a young wounded ‘man from hls

waggon. . Ie stood upright, and his head was awkwardly ban-
da«rcd with a linen saturated with bleod. His words were brief
and his accent imposing., ‘Mercy !’ he exclaimed,. ¢ for - this”
poor wretch.  When a condemned eriminal meets the king's
carriage, he is entitled to his free putdon. Now, this man lias
cucountcxed a waggon of wounded patriots— a majesty which
is, perhaps, as. rrood as any other. Lt him, in this case, have
the same pmxlcrrc. Let the man live.
. %"This voice of clemency from a wounded p'ltuot, asking for
the pardon of an cucmy, carried with ita power that subdued
the anger of the multitude.  The populace is variable, and ils
passions changeable. Bach presscd lorward to liberate the spy;
his deliverance. could not take placu too soon, - An infinity of
hands scized the string, croésed each otlier, and pulled difler-
ent way ; unlnpplly, they executed the poor wretch in thclr
very anxiety to.save him.

.5 Thou “art free ! Get up and go ubout thy busmcss P

“ The spy answered not. ,

v Tas fear then killed thee 17

* No.” The spy was dead : and the people who so lately had
blasphemed at secing him-alive, now grieved for him. Fear and
sadness were cxplcsscd on the f'cutuxes ofall. The waggon: and
the crowd rapidly. quitled the square.

« Meantime the yonng wounded. soldier had fallen info
strange reflections. The moonlight had enabled him to recog:
nize lhc leatures of the dead man ; they were those of Mwhol
Linski, a former. comrade in Constantine’s guard, and his rivd
in the affections of the youthful Maria, when both wore the im-
perial livery. The revolution had taken place ; the one had re-
mained in the service of the Russians, the other had deserted
to serve iis country. . L

« Mow that the wounded man had recognized’ the victim of
both the popular wrath and the popular humnmty, he felt loss
grieved at the occurrence.. He had no rival to fear ; and, afte
after all, Linski was a base fraitor.

« Lxl\c'lhealst, moving among tombs, the waggon slo“h
procceded between two rows of houses, whosc. doors were

carclully closed. A single window in one of these” dark dwell
ings still showed a light. Who could be watching at such'an



