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1 am to begone soon. For two years 1 haye wait for
the good time to-kill hirn-Bigot-to send him and his pal-
acetohell. Itannottellyouhowl.worktodoit. Itisno
matter--.:-no. From at old cellar I mine, and at IMt I get

the powder lay bçneath him-his palace. So. But he
does not come to the palace mueb this many months, and

Madame Cournal is always with him, and it is har& to do
the thing in other ways. But I laugh when the English

come in the town, and when I see Bigot fly to his palace
alone to g-et his treasure-chest I think it is my time. So
1 ask the valet, !ind he Bay he is in the private room that
lead to the ùeaisure-place. Then I come back quick to
the secret spot and'fire my mine. In týn 'Minutes all will

be done. I g? at once to his room again, alone. I pau
through- the one room, and come to, the other. It is a

room with one smail barred window., If he is there, 1 will1 le
say a word to, him that I have wait long to, say, then shut
the door on us both-for 1 'am sick of life----and watch,
him and laugh at him till the end comes. If he is in the.
other zoom, then 1 have a way as sure

He paused, exhausted, and I waited till he could again
go on. At -last he made a great effort, and continued: Ill
go'back-to the first room, and he is not there. -1 passsoft,
to the treasure-room., and 1 see him kneel besffle a chest,
looking in. His back is to me. I hear him laugh to him-

self. I shut the doorturn, the kat?, go to, the window and
throw it out, and look at him Zin. But. now he. stand
.and tum to, me, and then 1 see-I see it is not Bigot, but
M'sien' Doltaire!

I am Blick when I see that, 'and at first I can not
speak, m e stick in my mouth so ry. Has Vo-
ban turu robber?- m i;ieul-my.--,[:ýuu:out my hand and

try to speak again-but no. -Wbýàt--did--y«u throw
ftom- the windo w-ý-?' -he And what's the matter,
my Véban M God,' 1 ày at him now- I thought
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