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my beautiful, gaze once again, the last
time, on the face of her whom vou
professed to love, but do not. You
will be taken to the dungeon from
whence you carne and at the expira-
tion of thrce days you will be shot dead
by our musketeers. Adieu! Adieu !
I am sorry you did not heed my warn-
ing. I go to grieve for one who was
all in all to me." In the depth of my
agony I cried out : " Hear me, Amo-
lai ! Hear my defence, and if you
cannot be made relent by my excuse,at least remember that I love you dis-
tractedly. Do not turn from me with-
out hearing my plea. By the love vou
bear me, hear me out." But no! slhe
turned around and left the room, while
I was conducted back to my dungeon
to await death. What agony and
mmd torture I underwent in those three
days lapsing between my sentence
and its fulfilmnent. I was fed as well
as before, but the air in the dungeon
was so insufferably close and foul I
could not touch a morsel of it. On the
morning of the fourth day, at sunrise,
the chains on the door of mnY cel
clanked rustily anI the door vas svung
wide open. Outside were six sturdy

musketeers dressed in a curious uni-
form. One of these stepped forward
and, after blindfolding mnp oyes and
binding mv hands, led me forth out-
side the door. As I stood there offer-
ing up iy petitions to the Heaeniy
throne, the ominous words were spoken,
"One !" Oh, heaven, how long he
\vaits! "Tw\o ' Whv don't they fire
and finish it. "Three !" The rifles
belch forth their deadiv firc. As they
did so a shriek was heard, and a pair of
soft arms encircled mv nec. it va
the Qucen, who had t'hrown herself in
front of me and received the bullets
intended for me. She vas gentiy car-
ried away, and again the words "One,
Two !"- but he I k awoke and found

or' four hours before er ome threeow
to sleel. A cold persIiration was
standing in large drops on my brow.
I jumped a , anti after giving myself a
grood shaking to find ont whether I washurt from the bullets, returned home
mientaly resoiving to tell no one of my
trip, but after having kept it a secret
for over fifteen years, I thought I would
let the world know of my drealand
tri1 ) to the reim-s of the Auganatees.
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\When the wanîe Of life falls o'er ourpath
We gaze on another shore
At the reddened gold of a sun tlatlas set
To rise on us nevermnre !

And we softly list to the voices which
Made glad the long ago
And the by-gone faces came again
.Just as they used to do.

Oh, dear lost uth ! ouir nenories
Will ever hiold thee dear ;
Wheii fail s the gloamiig 'er our lives
We turn to thee for cheer.
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