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"Chiln! thy prison is a holy place,
And thy sad floor an altar,-for 'twas trod
Until lus vèry steps have left a trace,
Worn, as if the cold pavement were a sod,
By Bonuuivard !-may none those marks effiâce,
For they appeal. frein tyranny te God. "

We cross ayard and enter a gloomy-looking tower. Lookinoe

down a -ývell-like aperture in the floor, we gain a dim glirnpse of
the "oubliettes," or grim dungeon, where eontumacious prisoners
found their tragical fate. Looking through the window -%ve saw

DUNCEON 0F CHILLO.;

the littie Isle of Peace, only thirty paces long and twenty wide,
-iith its three elm trees, of which. the poet sings--

"And thon there %vas a little isie,
Which in rny very face did mrile,

The only oue in viexv."

Ecre, to the everlasting disgrace of the Republie of Swvitzer1and,
in the year of grace, 1889, an aet of tyranny was enacted, gs out-
rageous in its wvay as the irnprisonment of Bonnivard. A young
English girl, a member of tlue Salvation Army, for dâring toý
preacli Jesus and the liesurreetion, wvas arrested, condexnned to&
prison for one hundred days, and thrust into a celi. She was per-
mitted to go out on parole, wvent to England and was urged to>
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