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COULEUR DE RBE.

When dawn uirt opens her sleepy eyes,
And looks drowslly over the world below,

Where the Alps tower proudly towards the skies,
A beautitl blush resta with rosy glow
On their topmost summits; the ruddy vnow

Gleams rich and warm, as the shadvows fade
And soften ln sunshine, smiling low

'Neath the dull cold glacier, whose lcy shade
Not even the noon-light may dars to invade.

In an eastern sea, where the wavelets euri
Softlyand loviqgly over the strand,

'Neath the self-rame bilow whioh bides the pearl,
Lies a lovely shell, auch au Northern land
Ne'er ehaneed to imagine, nor mortal hand

Could venture to paint; for the Voudrons hue
Of that tende*oarmine, the firy Vand

Of our mother Nature, so old, so new,
Hu tinted ulone 'neath the sait sea-blue.

Where the bulrush bows lowly his turbaned head,
And the fWen droope soft1UW the streamlet's aide,

Where the shallow gildes laily over Its bec,
'Tis there that the kingasher loves to hide
Her rose-pink eggs; there the timid bride

With loving instinct prepares her net;
While her mate, swift skimming above the tide,

Dips his amure winglets and russet breast,
As he, arrow-like, darts on his fnny quest.

Oh!1 full and wurm la the firy glov
Whioh be shell'a rich ooeur brings out of the seo

And pure and soft la the roseate snow,
Am It glimmera on high when the shadows flee;
And the kinglsber's egg, pink as pnk eau be,

In fair to behold; but a loveller sight
Have I meen this eve, When, beueath the tro,

She gave me a rosebud, and, blushing bright.
With a rosier red, whimpered: "Love!1 good-night1
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THE CORVETTE CLAYMORE.

Ix.--soxa ON uAcUAS.

The pussenger had not quitted the deck; be watched ail th
proceedings with the mue impassible mien.

Boisberthelot approached. "Sir," h. Mid to him, "Il
preparations are complete. We are now lashed faut to o
tmb ; we shall not lot go our hold. We are the prisonerso
elther the squadron or the reef. To yield to the enemy,o
founder among the rocks; we have no other choice. One r
source remains to us-to die. It is botter to fight than b
wrecked. I would rather be shot than drowned; la th
malter of death I prefer ire to Vater. But dying tethe bu
,nessofthe restof us; itis neot yours. You are the mu
chosen by the princes; you are appointed to a great mission-
the direction of the war la Vend6e. Your lous e poraps th
monarchy lst, theefOre you mut live. Our honour bid m
remain here ; yours bid. you go. *enral, you muet quit th
ShIp. Iam going to give you a mu and a boat. To reac
tie coast by a d6tour te not Impossible. Iltie not yet day
the:wavesurmehigh,theseulsdark youViloscape. Ther
areMe when to fly is to conquer.'

The old man bowed hi. statelyhoead in signof acqulescence
Count du Boibertholot raised hi. vole.: U Soldiersuan

sallors!1" ho crlod.
Every movment cessed; trom each point of the vesel ail

faces urned tovurds Iteecaptala.
He continued: idThis a ho samong us represents t

klng. He 1bas been oonfidod te us; ve mueItsave hlm. Hq
te neoesmy th th inneetfrac; ludefalit ofa prince h
Winbe-ataleut this iWhat ve try tom-lie leader lu th
Vendée. He le a great geeral. He was to have landed i
France with us ;hemustlandwithoutlus. Tomave the heu
te te mmve ail."

" Yeul1 yes! yul" cried thevoices of thewholecrew.
The captain continued : " He t about to risk, he alo, ser

ous danger. It will net be easy to reach the Mco.as.In orde
to face ithe Angry sou the boit should b. large, and hould bOmalu en rder teo upe the orulsers. What muaI b. don, fi
to mkelanda se o satfpeint and better tovbre Feugèro
than lu the direcmon ef Cutances. It needs au athlo sall& 9o0d carsuu and svlmmnort who b.longe tote IS csI; a
knov 1 winchunnel.Tners tenich eueugieIha he
can leavolie corvette without beg perceved. And bsdeivO e 90199 ngto have umeke vbich viiiserve te Md. lier. Hoi
aise viii ielp her lbreugh the dhafli. Wier the pantie
tea MU" t.h eelescaI « pe..Thero je n no utiet for Us ; thce
is r iher. T.e bat iH row rapdly of; the enemy's shp
viiinoe1t I; sud moroover, durlng tical lime va are golnq
to aM . the ourselves. Is It declded?"

1Yes yes1 yu" cried the crew.
*INere te not annst to10 loue," pursued the captain. "I

A uailor stepped ont et tics ranks l ice darknum, and said
't I." '

xe-»ous u us?
A fev minutes luter, on.et fihose 1111e boia called a " gig,vhiac are speciaiiy apmpldto lice captain's servico

pushed off tfrm he vessel. Tere vere tvo mon lu Ibis boit
tho old mal i. thgtern, and lice suilor vice had volunteere
la Ihe boy. Thes nighct sti lingered. Tics sallor, ln obe
dience to the captain's order., roved vigorously lu th. direc
tien of 1h. Minquiere. For that malter, ne other issue vai
possibe.

8 me provisions had been put int th. boit ; a bag et bis
c'ia, a smokced ox-tongue, and a cak et vater.

At the instant thce gig vus lot dovn, La Vieuville, a scoffe
even in the presonce et destruction, leoned over the corvette'
stern-pout sud sue. red this tarewell to the boat : "8h She
good oe on ee vanta to escapo, sud excellent if one vishe
to drovn."

sir," said lice pilo, Y 1,$ qs laggh qo lqnger."

The start was quickly made, and there wuas son a consider.
able distance between the boat and the corvette. The wind
and the waves were lu the oarsman's favour ; the little barque
Red swiftly, undulating through the twilight, and hidden by
the heigit of the waves. 0

The soi seemed to weer a look of sombre, indecribable ex.
pectation.

Suddenly, amid the vast and tumultuous silence of the
ocuan, roue a voice, which, increased by the speaking-trumpet
au if by the brazen maek of antique tragedy, sounded almout
superhuman.

It was the volce of Captain Boisberthelot giving his com.
mandas: "Royal marines," cried he, cnail the white fiag to
the malumast. We are abu to see our last sun rise."

And the corvette fired Its Arst shot.
"Long live the KingI" shouted the crew.
Then from the horison's verge echoed an answering shout,

immense distant, confused, yet distinct nevertheles: "Long
live the hepublic 1"

And adin like the peal of three hundred thunderbolts burst
over the depthse of the se.

The battle began.
The sva was covered with smokane ad ire. Streams of

foam, made by the falling bullets, whitened the waves on
every aide.

The Claymore began to spit lame on the eight vessels. At
the same time the whole squadron, ranged ln a balf-moon
about the corvette, opened ire from all its batteries. The ho.
rizon was l a blase. A volcano seemed to have burst sud-
denly out of the sa. The wind twisted to and fro the vast
crimson banner of batle, amid which the ships appeared and
disappeared lice pi.nom.

lu frot the black skeleton of the corvette showed against
the red background.

The white banner, willitsfl.urs-de-ly, could b. seen lat-
lng from the main.

The two men seated in the little boat kept silence. The
P" triangular shallows of the Minquiers, a sort of submarine Tri.

nacrium, is larger than the entire island of Jersey the sea
covers it; it has for culminating point a platform, vwiich even
the bighest tides do not reach, from whence six mighty rocks
detach themselves toward the north-east, ranged lu a straight
line, and producing the efect of a great wall, which has
crumbled here and there. The strait between the plateau and
the six reefs is oly practicable to boats drawing very little
water. Beyond this straite isthe open sea.

The silor who had undertaken the command of the boat
mode for this strait. By that means he put the Minquiers be-
ween the battle and the little barque. He maneuvred the
narrow channel skilfully, avoiding the reefs to larboard and
starboard. The rocks now masked the conict. The lurid

he light of the horizon, and the afl uproar of the cannonading,
began to lessen au the distance increased; but the continu-

ie ance of the reports proved that the corvette held firm, and
ur umeunt to exhausl to the very lait her hundred and seventy-
of one broadsides. Presently the boat reached mafe water, be-
or yond the reef, beyond the batle, out of reach of the bullets.
'e- Little by little the face of the a became les dark ; the
be rny, against which the darkness struggled, widened; the fom
ie burst Into jets of light, and the tops of the vaves gave back
s- white relections.
n Day appeared.
- The boat was out of danger so tar as the enemy was con-
e oerned, but the mot diflicult part of the task remained. She
n was saved from the grape-shot, but not from shipwreck. She
e was a mere egg-shell,in a high, sea, without deck, without
h sai, without mait, without compass, having no resource but
; her cars, la the presence of the ocean sud the hurricane: an
e atom atthe mercy ofgiants.

"i.Then, amid this immensity, this solitude, lifting hie face,
e. whitened by the morning, the man in the bow of the boat
d looked lxedly at the one lu ah. sternadsand: " I am the

brother of him you ordered to be shoit."
Il

Le BOOK THE THIRD.
e
Le HALMALO.
e-
n .- SPRUE us Ts "IoRD."*

d The old man slowly raised his head.
H. who had spoken was a ma of about thirty. His fore-

b ed was brown with seo-tan : his eye were peculiar; theyhad the keen glance of a sailor ln the openpupils of a peasaut.
e held the ars vigorously in his two hands. Hi. air
vas mlld.

Shis belt were a dirk, two pistole, and a rouary.
r CWhoareyou?I" askedthe old man.

luI1have juslteld yen."
S Il What do yu tithme?"

The alor shipped the oars, folded his arma, sud replid:
'r IlTo ilîl yen."1
r Il yenlus." said h old ma .e h oticerruI iae volae.. "Gel rody!"

s ;Fordvhat"
:4To die."
" Why?" asked the oldman.
There was a ellence. The milor seemed for an instant cou-

s dbythe question. He repeated, "Isay that I meanto

«&AndîI skyou,vwhat for ?"
' Tue salor'a eyes flashed lightning. Bocams. yen killedmy
broher."my

Tii od mnreplied with perfect calmness, " I began by

*"*That la lue yonu ared hMm first, theu yeu illed him.',
s "Il vas net I who kiied ,m•"

• " Who thon ?"
U Hiseown tailt."

- Tue mailor stared open-mouthed aI the old ma; lieu h.s
-eyebrovs met again ln their murderous fo.

s " Whatis yourname ?" asked tics old ma.•
" Halmaloe; but yen do net neod to knov my name in order

- te b. icilled by me.",
At this moment the sun roue. A ray struck full uo 1he.

r ailo's face, and vividiy ligbted up lhaI savage countenance.
s Tue old man studled it attentively..
a Tie cannounding, thougi Ill continned, vas broken sud

*'La Pao. s'est le Verbe.' Anrons tan:mil vith thje Nev Tes,
ISacSltlwin see t1he Authofa mningla.-'T.
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1- rregular. A wast cloud of smoke weighed down the horizon.
The boat no longer directed by the oarsman, drifted to lee-
ward.

r The sallor seized lu his right hand one of the pistols at his
belt and the roury In hi. left.

The oldman raused himielf to hi. full height. "You be-
lievel n God ? " said he.

> Our Father who art in Heaven," replied the silor. And
he made the sign of the cross.

"Have you a mother?"
" Yes."
He made à second sigu of the crose. Then he resumed: "It

is aIl mid. I give you a minute, my lord." And he cocked
the pistol.

" Why do you call me 'my lord'?"
"Because you are a lord. That is plain enough to be seen."
" Have you a lord, you ? "
"Yes, and a grand one. Does one live without a lord?"
"Where is he ? "
" I don't know. He has left this country. He is called the

Marquis de Lantenac, Viscount de Fontenay, Prinbe in Brit.
tany; he i the lord of the Sept.Poria (Seven Forests). Inever saw him, but that does not prevent hi. being mymaster."

" And If you were to see him, would you obey hiMin? "
" Indeed, yes. Why, I should be a heathenîIf I did not obey

him. I owe obedience toGod, then to theking, whois like
God, and thento the lord, whe i li.ke the king. But we have
nothing to do with all that: you killed my brother-I must
kin you."

The old man replied. "Agreed ; I killed your brother. I
didweil."1

The sailor clenched the pistol more tightly. "Come," said
he.

"I o be it," said the old man.
Still perfectly composed, he added, "Where Is the priest ? '
The sailor staredat him. "The priest?"
" Yes; the priest. I gave your brother a priest; you owe

me one."
"I have noue," said the sailor.
And he countlnued : "Are priests to be found out at sea?"
The convulsive thunderings of battle sounded more and

more distant.
" Those who are dying yonder have theirs," maid the old

man.
" That is true," murmured the sailor; "they have the cha-

plain."
The old man continued: " You will lose me my soul-that

is a serious matter."
The silor bent his head ln thought.
"And ln losing me my soul," pursued the old man, "you

lose your own. Listen. I have pity on you. Do what you
choose. As for me, I did my duty a little while ago, first in
saving your brother's life, and afterwards in taking it from
him; and I am doing my duty now in trying to save yoursoul. Refiect. Iltie your afair. Do you hear the cannon-
shots at this Instant ? There are men perishing yonder, there
are desperate creatures dying there are husbands who wili
never agal see their wives, athers who wiiH never again see
thoir children, brothers who, like you, will never againn ee
their brothers. And by whose fault ? Your brother's-yourp.
you belleve ln God, do you not ? Wel, you know that God
ufers ln this moment; He sufers ln the person of His Mot

Christian Son the King of France, who is a child as Jesus was
and who ls a prisoner lu'inhe fortreus of the Temple. God
sufers lu Hi. hurch of Brittany; He suifers ln His insulted
cathedrals, His desecrated Gospels; ln Hie violated houses of
prayer ; lu Hisnurdered priests. What did we Intend to do,
we, with that vessel which le perishing at this Instant ? W.
were going to succour God's children. If your brother had
been a good servant, if he had faithfully doue hi. duty like a
wise and prudent man, the accident of the carronade would not
have occurred, the corvette would not have been disabled, she
would not have got out of her course sh. rould not have
61len lu vith"lus fleet ofperdition, a Iths heur we should
b. landing la France, ail like vilaU soldiers and seamon as
ve vero, sabre lu mad, tice vhite flag unfurl.d - numerous,
gladi jyful; aud w should have gne to help th. bravoVon-
dean pesants tosave France, tosavetheking-we shouldhavebeen doing God's work, this was what we meant to do; thiswas what we should have done. It in what I-.the only one
vho remains-sel tuto do. But you oppose yourself thereto.
Iu luis contest cf 1h. Impleus agalnst the prleits,ila tht. strite
of the regicides agalinstthe king, in bis setruggle ofSatan
agMinst God, yon are on the Devil's side. Your brother va
the demon's first auxillary ; you are the second. He com-
menced; you inish. You are with the regicides against the
throne; you are with the Impious against the Church. You
take avay frora Qed Hi. lait reucurco. Becadu I shah net
b. there.4 who represe th e king-the hmies Iil lonti-
nue te buru, familles te veep, prieus te obleed, Brittauy te
sufer,theking to remain la prison, and Jeans Christ te b. lu
distress. And vhe viJl have caused Ibis? Yen. Go on; Itila
your affair. I depended ou yon to help bring about just the
conlrary cf aIl Ibis. 1 deoeived myself. Ah, ys-lit in true-
you are right-I killed your brother. Your brother was cour-
agecus; I recompensed that. He was culpable ; I punished
that He had falied la hi. duty; I did not fail in mine.
What did, I would do again. And I swear by the great Saiut

shoot my enu jusl au I shot your brother. Now yen are master.
Yes, I pity yen. Yeu have lied to your captain. Yoen? Chris-
tian, are vithout fa1th; yen, Breton, are without honoeur ; I
vwas confded to you loyalty and accepted by your Ireso ; ye

Do yen knov vhe It te yen are destroying here ? It is yourself.
Yen lake my life froma 1he king, aud yen give your eteruity tethe Devil. Go on ; commit your crime ; Il is voll. Yen sell
oaply your share inuParadise. Thanks te yen, 1he Devil vill

conquer ; thanks te yen, the. churchos vill fal1; thanks te
you, the heathen vill continue te melt tho bolls and make
cannon cf them ; they vill shoot men vith that which used te
varn seul. I At this moment lu vhich I speak te yeu, perhaps
1h. bell that rang for your baptism is killing your mother. Go
ou ; aid thce Devil. Do not hesitate. Yes; I condemned your
brother but know this--I am an instrument cf Qed. Ah, yen
pretend te judge the moins Qed uses I Will yen take it onu.
yourself te judge Heaven's thunderbol? Wretched man, yenwill b. judged by it I Take cire vhat yen do. De yen evenknov vhether I amna stateeof grace ?No. Go on all the. same.
Do vhat yen like. Yen are free te cast me into hell, and lo
çust yourself tlere vithi me. Our lwo dainnaions are lu you
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