
H Ten Years of my Life.

a reputation for ever remembered by history, instead

of regretting now in vain what he might have done,

' if he had known.'

I was hke one distracted during all that time, and

day and night I revolved in my head how the Em-
peror might still be saved. I frequently saw Mr.

Iglesia, but each time I left him I became more and

more convinced that the Emperor was lost beyond

hope. Again I tried toobtainanotherdelay of eight

days, on better grounds than those of Baron Magnus,

though rather weak also, until I should receive an

answer from President Johnson, whom I knew well,

and whom I would urge by telegrapli to send another

more energetic protest against the execution of the

Emperor. But Mr. Iglesia told me, and so did Pre-

sident Juarez later, that a furtlier delay could not be

granted, and that they regretted much to have

yielded to the request of Baron Magnus, as the

President had been accused of intentionally prolong-

ing the agony of the Emperor, a reproach made him

especially by the foreigners, who called him a cruel,

revengeful, and barbarous Indian.

The last day before the execution now came ; the

Emperor was to be shot on the following morning.

Though I iiad but little hope, I was resolved to

make another effort, and to api)eal once more to the

heart of that man on whose will depended the life of

the Emperor, Avhose pale face and melancholy blue

eyes, which impressed even a man like Palacios,
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