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lic tbinks of bis olcI fatiier, without his soit, alune,
ending lus days in desolationi...and hoe no longer
lias the courage to die.

The calptain orders the rifles lovored, hoe evidently
bas soniething wvorse tItan dcath in store for this
prison cr.

And iio% thie suil is sbiaing on nîeadt(o% and il.
By) the roadsidc the oakz and boccli trecs stretcli
forth thieir ncrvoui amis, from cichi leaf a dianiond
drop of dcw is hanging. AU nature is alive and gladi
bencath thc glonious sky a.,d the world is floodcdd
withi figlit and joy. But Viktoirc socs iiotluing-. WVhat
has lie iii conmtuon iwitl tiese beauties of nature ? 1lec
listcens on!>' to the aniguish of Ilis hecart, andi yet,
thc voice wlaicl dcemanids life and happiness becoanes
stronger. lie is so younlg, and lias so inuch of lieé
before hiaîî! No! hie cannotdie!

At ' ast the hili is clinibed. An officer approachcs
jean Blouart and unties bis hands.

"Now," said ibe, "lyou are to play for us, litre,
where you can be soon. You sec those anen in the
plain, tbose are the soldiers that you must rally;
when you have played, you shall be frcc!"

IlWho are the soldiers ?" Victoire askcd.
"lThat is none of your business! " the officcr answcred

rougbly. 14Do wliat I tell you, or you'rc a dead niant"
anti Blouart sav the rifles levcllcd at in. Then tbo
men disappeareti and biti thenmsclves iii thc wood on
each side of the road.

Il1Play, theai!"I cried a tierce voicc. - Yon others,
shoot binm if lit: docs not obcy."

The click of the trigge,,rs was hicard in the pause that
followcd, while Victoire took bis trumlpet and prc-j
pareil to play.j

His eyes scanncd the country bcfort him; in the
hollow of a bill sorte distance off, lie Icrccîved a
small camp or Frenchi soldicrs.

Thc captainîs objcct was to draw tlîenm into tlîc
open country, andti Ui trunpctcr's uni(orni was to bc
tit ilans of effkcting this.

41IPlay, then ! " rcpeiatcd tilt terrible vuicc. jean
Blouart put thec trumpct tu bis lips......and began
to play. The joyous notes of tilt instrumecnt fell on
thc air like a festal song, but it scîned tu Victoire a
cry of Jcath and deusolatioz:.

He pla3'ed..the French camp scmced to stir.
They had scau hM, and recognizcd a comradc witb
shonts of joy. lie playcd.... iîd thc excitcMeîît
among thesoldiers încrc.tscdl. l-ic playcd îvith aIllbis
strcngth, and the notes tell quickly one tapons the
othcr.

Su". -ily a church bell rang out from the valley
the of nioon. A bloody mist passcd bcf.ýrc Vic-
toir t)cs. lie thought of the Angelus of Caen ;
hie saw again thc chestout trces on thie Gra.,d lrom-
inade, bis home, bis father ...... his bclo'vd France....

fanid now lie was bcnraying this France, instcad of
sacrificing bimself for lier; instead of giving hier bis
heart's blood, be wais he'ping to muin and kili ber. Ile
was calling lias brothîer, ~o certainavdcatb. He %vas a
traitor!

\And cvcry rustle of thc wind in the trees, cvery
titrof the birds, evcry stroke of the bell, ecboed:

Traitor! Traitoi 1" lec drop)ped bis trumnpet.
l1la) on! play on! " yclled tlîat implacable voice.

"Vos, yes, 1 will play, nuonstcr! 1 will play!"
answered Illouarr, and witb aIl the strcngth that was

i bIft liiîu, be î>la> e the alarm anti rctreat.
A ramn of bulles beat down tapon li.
Theui turning- towards the wood and draNving him-

seàf up to lais full bieiglit, sublime in his scorn aaid
deati agoîîy: IlCurses on you! " be cried IlCumses on
you aIl ! '

A fearful, rcport fohlowed. Blouart swayed to and
fro, then tell forward on bis face.

The trumipeter Victoire was no more.
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NVITII TUIE DEAD LEAVES.
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tYalchinr thet d<ad kcaves drift *iong
Urgttl ity the keca wigiq'à resal" eiset,

Tositd htre and there ini a shead IeTing throng,
Throogt, the lânes of the weiI-sweit street;

Wanderz wy memnory back tu the lime
NvJe I wooed My lave widh >-ich and ihyme.

Then t vrai spring, and the sua rays iblâct
On (Ms Young huats train a cIo.I'--is sky;

AndI 1 with my sweettheam strolied aloct
Te tell ber my saut'% dce,> «-tacy;

1 kiN.scd ber uffiic, auJ my thoughis love.mad
Neer dreamed that the future cuoid bc so md

Buti wmticr came and thtet i eaxi <cil,
My Ltwcs $MI wcat Io the i)memland sisore;

And! the %%inter wklh debd Ica%"s sang the kaeli
Of Ilée gond Ine n I 1 hoaid wo o » mmx;

So isen brthe k & ft anthe rail
1 think o< My tore, anmi live mean.

NI.AR TUE BELOVEII.

1 isik of<th« wh.n moeuia dava eut glimmers
Armva the Emstev sea;

%VhtU Ibe laie uoobt 07v WaC mataien alU.ený
1IOïak ofthcel

I ste thy %vm whuu (rom. the dwvua twent
Tis clodsîher gq w iaîs aim;

whta tht night br« otht pulls Emai ria~gt
P4j~a fu« CYS


