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Atleast, yield to my prayers and entreaties. lamperforming apainful duty, as you know." Tho Cure", "If evenmy bishop wereto demand fromme what wasunjust,Iwouldnot yield. Injusticehas noclaim upon duty." Then addressinghimself to M.Rollardbrigadier of Police, whobelongs toMeinier,he said,"Iam °rievedto see you here, M.Bollard. Is it thus you show your gratitudetor all1have done for you and your family ?" M.Duvillardnowmade a signto twoof thepolice,wholaidholdof the Cure, draggedhim brutally out of doors, and pushedhim into the carriage whichimmediately set off at a gallop. M.Dusseclier,ayoungman whobelongs to Meinier,with one of the Vicars of St. Joseph,lumpedhastily onto the back of the carriage, in order not to leave theCure to the tender mercies of thepolice;butM.Rollard, whohadtakenhis scat on thobox, struck him severaltimes withhis stick ■

they would not,however, give way,and at last, on the reiteratedrequest of the Cure, the Vicar was permitted to take a seat inMbcarriage. M. Duvillard had received orders to take M.Pissot tothe frontier,but insteadof that,rendered furious by the resistancehe hadmet with,he conductedhim to the TownHallasacriminal.Here the Curt' was thrown into one of the common cells, andalthoughit was thenonly twoo'clockin the afternoon, andit wouldhavebeen easy to examine him at once, the headof thepolice de-termined to makehim pass twenty-fourhours inacell open to thewindduring the whole ofacold and rainy night. One of the sub-alterns, touched withpity at the wretchedstate he was in,handedhim a handkerchief tocover his head;he was shivering withcoldand inthe morninghebegan to spit blood. Some charitableper-son, the evening before, had brought him some nourishmentofwinchhe stoodmgreat need,as he hadnot dined. Butno soonerdid M.Duvillard discover what they were going to do, thanheex-claimed, in an angry tone, "Nothing but breadand wateruntiliresh orders.
'

It was not until three o'clock the followingdaythat the Cure was takenout of his cell to be conducted by abodyot gendarmes to the prisonof St. Antoine!Sadas is the fate of M. Pissot, we know thatit makes himhappy tosuffer for the sake of Jesus Christ,andheis ready toshedIns bloodm defence of his faith.— Liverpool'Catholic Times'

proaches this spot, and the headless body of the daughter of tho
Ccesars is thrown into a pit beneath the same willow where, nine
months before, her husbandhad been tossed tohis rest.

The crowdretires like an angry wave, andIresume myrevcry, to
be awakenedby a far different scene.

With royalpomp, Ibehold LouU XVIII.and his suite approach
this spot, andbear away to the Cathedral of St.Denis the bones of
Louis Capet andhis wife,and, by his command, the presentedifice
rise above tho spot where they hadreposed twenty-one year*:.

With tearful eyes and a fevered pulse,Irise, pass through a
vestibule, andup anivy-borJered walk into the littlo circular chapel,
fragrant withincense and ro&es. Beforeme is the altar;on my right
the kneeling statue of Louis XVI., supportedby an angel;onmy
left, the group of Marie Antoinetteand hersister-in law.

Before thisIseat myself. MadameElizabeth is standing with a
tall cross in her right hand supporting the kneeling queen withher
left, whosebeautiful face is turned upward to the cross with an ex-
pressionof sorrow that melts theheart of the beholder. Ilook and
look, andam never wearyof it!

This statue is a remarkable work in conception, pose, and hand-
ling— a terrible tragedy told in marble with such consummate
skill that, asIcontemplate it, tho wholetheme is enacted before me,
andIfeelhow wonderful is the art that vivifies stone, and makes it
breathe,and speak,and act with the truthfulness of a great tragedian.
The artist has selected the supreme moment when the queen is pen-
ning her last letter to her sister— that immortal

"
Record of the

Heart," which will live as long as there is a soul to take uponitself
another's woe.

'
Iconfide to you,my sister, my last thoughts. Iwould like to

tell you all from the commencement of my trial;but it was so rapid
thatIhadneither the time nor tho strength to wrUe. 1die in the
Catholic religion, the fnith of my fathers— that in whichIwas born
and brought up, and whichIhavealways professed."

Having no spiritual consolation to await,knowingnot if there
still exist a Catholic priest,Iask God to pardonall the faults Ihave
committed during my existence, and to deign in his mere}' to save my
soul. Ibog the pardonof all whom Iknow,and of you,my sister,
particularly, for all thepainImay have unconsciously caused. And
Iforgivemy enemies the great wrongs they have done me :"

Ibidadieu to my aunts, my brothers and sisters, anddearer
ones still. The idea of loa\ing them for ever, and thepain (hey will
feel, is the greatest regret that Icancarrywith me to the grave. Tell
them that they were in my thoughts at tho last moment. Adieu!
Adieu! my goodand tender sister, for ever."

Marie Antoinette.
"Four a.m., lGih October,1793."

THE DIAMOND DRILL.
One of themost remarkable mechanical processes, recently intro-duced, is the diamond drill for boring— in principle quite distincttromany other system of holing rock, and works by rotation with-out striking a blow. Its action, in fact, is rather that of abradingthancutting, andits effect is producedby1 the sheer difference inhardness between the diamond and the rock it is operating uponwhatever sort the lattermaybe. Sogreat, infact, is the difference^that there is really no comparison between the hardness of thediamond and that of ordinary rock;and if a diamondwere tobekeptrotating against a sandstone it would cut a hole say a miledeep, before becoming seriously worn. The diamonds employedfor this purpose arenot, however, valuable gems,butcarbonate,asubstance that till latelyhad no commercial value, and was firstintroduced for the purpose of cutting other diamonds. Itcomesfrom Hra/.il inconsiderable quantities, andits appearance is muchlike thatoiapiece of coal, or dull jet, and,though just the reversein this respect to the diamond gem, the two are chemically identi-cal incomposition. One is presumed tobeperfectly,and the otherimperfectly crystallized— ie being this very imperfect crystalliza-tion,probably, that gives to carbonate its peculiar value for thispurpose. The operation, in this system of rock drilling, is quitesimple. The stones are set in a ring made of steel; they arefastenedin by making holes as nearly as possible the size of the
stones to be set, and then burying them, leaving projectingonly
the amountnecessary toallow the waterand debris of the cuttino-topass;the metal is thendrawnaround the stone, so as tocloso iton every side, and give as large a bearing surface aspossible toresist the tendency tobe forced out.

THE PERSECUTION INSWITZERLAND.
M.Pissot is aFrench citizen, andhehas beenmore than ten years
in Switzerland. For some time he was Vicar of the Church of
Notre Dameat Geneva, whenceheremoved to Hermance, wherehe
oftciatod as temporary Cure. For the last seven3ears he has been
Cure of Meinier, and during the whole oi1 that time hehas enjoyed
the esteem and affection of the parish, as has been abundantly
provedby the striking marks of sympathy and affection whichho
received on the Sunday preceding his arrest, andon Tuesday when
the decreeagainst himwascarried intoeffect. Afterhehadprotested
with firmnessandmoderationagainst theillcgulseizureofthcChurch
at Meinier, the Council of State immediately pronouncedagainst
him the sentence of expulsion from the territory, thus making
the French citizen expiate theaccomplishmentof duty by thepriest.
As has been already mentioned, M. Pissot, onbeing made ac-
quaintedwith this decree, at once appliedto theFrench Ambassa-
dor for protection,and whilst awaitinghis answer remained quietly
at the presbytery. He was not, however, altogether without ap-
prehensionon finding thatthepresbytery wasguardedbydetectives,
andhe consequently passed his nights and days in a stateof ter-
rible anxiety, which the watching and admirable conduct of his
parishioners,who, in their turn, watchedandguardedhim day and
night, hardly succeeded in ameliorating. OnTuesday two of the
priestsattached to the Church of St. Josephat Geneva, paidhim a
visit. They were juston thepointofsitting down attwelveo'clock
topartakeof a modest repast,whentherolling of carriages and the
click of bayonets was heard. It was the fatal hour. A troop of
gendarmes, fully armed,a troop of officials of the secretpolice had
arrived,accompanied by a couple of locksmiths and M.Duvillard,
the Commissary of Police, who asked for M. Pissot. Opening a
window, the Cure enquired what he wanted with him. "Iam
come to execute the decrees of the Council of State." The Cure,"Who are you?" What isyourname? Where is your warrant?"
M.Duvillard thengavehis name and read the decree of expulsion,
after whichhe added, "Will you come out:'" The Cure, "No,I
will not,and Irefuse to permit you to enter myhouse." After
having summoned M.Pissot three times, the commissary ordered
the locksmiths to commence operations. The crowd which had
gradually gathered, cried out, ''Look at the false keys. Down
with thepickers of locks!" The Cure, seeing they wereabout to
force openhis door,said, "Well,Ionly yield to force, andIdesire
the wholeof my parish to listen to my protestation." Then in a
firm, calm tone he read a protest, in which was contained the
noblest expressions of the duty of a priest under persecution.
Whilst deliveringit he wasfrequently interruptedby exclamations
of

"Long liveM. le Cure. Long live the Church;long liveMgr.
Mermillod." The locksmiths having found it impossibletopick
the locks, hadby this time forced open the door. M. Duvillard
thenenteredthe Cure's room,whilst the gendarmes, with crossed
bayonets,prevented the parishioners fromfollowing into the pres-
bytery. The Cure was seatedin his chair, andagain declared that
he would only yield to force. M. Duvillard hearing this, said,

CRIME IN ITALY UNDER EMANUEL'S RULE.
Murders are sadly on the increase in Italy: the number of thesecrimes against life may be said to increase everyday;andthis isdoubtlessowingchiefly to thewantof religious instructionandofthediscipline which alone can moderate the fierce passions of thisnaturally-excitable race. When adeed of violence happenedintheformer times itusedto be said that evilgovernment was the caxiseof everything bad. Even English Protestant papers must allowthatnow everything is worse,sothat thenew-fashionedGovernmentis moreculpable (we say less effective) than the old. Theycorn^.ment ona teariul tragedy perpetrated lately inFlorence, in wnich
a mankilled his young wile, who would shortly becomea mother,
and aninfant she held in her arms. It was all done in a fit ofjealous passion to which he could not have given way if hehadbeen inthe habit of frequenting his religious duties. Hehid him-
selfina wellto escape the indignation of his neighbors, who wouldhave torn him inpieces if they couldhave laid holdof him then;for when ho yieldedhimself to the police for protection,the officers
of justice had tobe reinforced and used the flat of their swords todrive away the mob from their prisoner. By the time the wretch
is brought to his trial these same men will have cooled down,and
could a jury of themsit upon him, would find someexcuse forhim,
so that the probability is that, like almost all other murderers
under the new stateot things,he willget off with,ashort imprison.
ment. InRome itself things are evenworse thaninother parts of
Italy, and everywhere they are bad enough. So frequently are
violent robberies, assassinations, murders,and murderousassaultschronicled, that the printersofthe daily papersmight keepapara-
graph of typo ready set up, and merely change the names as
occasions andcircumstancesrequired.
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