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fore~ hat on~ ev ,ide asailed him. lis voice Vas of ier lord and lier death-pale features were suf-
stil ard chering his men-his ari still vielded fused with a burninlg blush.
witl dspirate >kill lis blade. Ilis fortune, how- ' Fiend i l'll ne'er believe it," replied the Bic-
(ver, seemeJ on the ldecline, bis faithful followers cancer, surprised at the mention of his title, and
droId on every side; yet the Spanliards still indignant at the accusation levelled against the

dreaded to encouter a mai wvhomi they believed fair faue of his wife. "Speak," continued he,
was in longue witlh the vilen of mn:îkind. There ny lonîg-lost, mîy onfly beloved one, and repel this

vais one, however, to whloe hold and unîîprincipled base traitor's vile c:dunny."

h1o:n fear was a strangr, who now closed in Donna Victoria inade io reply; but hastily
deadli obat with St. Am:mde; and revealed in covered her face with her hands, the fatal truth
an in-nt the Iotng siotiered hiatred cf years, by e burst on the mind of the wretched nobleinan, who

s: ipon hisý foe with ftle fury of an enraged struck his breast with violence; for even 'the fair
igr. r ,ad aguih t treachery fingers of the unfortuuate Spaniard glowed witl

of his truted friend, iîuerved the aria of the bc- crimson, and proclaimed in cloquent language, lier

trayed Chief; and the revengeful Montbelliard disgrace and shame.
Would lave reaped the reward of lhis toils and " He maddened lier, poor lady," cried Lacroy, in
treasures, whei a feniale rubhed upon the sceie, a tone of deep comniseration; "and, oh 1 remember
adI sized li; ari fron belhind, just as lue was your unjust jealousy threw lier in tie power of a
aiming a deaitlh blow at the breast of bis enemy. wretch bent on ber ruin. Had you but questioned
Both1 the combatants started back with horror, lier, all lad been well, and you lad both been
for both believed that they belield an iihabitant guiltless-both been happy."
of the grave. At that instant Lacroy fired, and "And happy we will bc yet," exclaimed the
his aiin wa.s too near to err-the bullet entered duke, drawing lier to his bosom,."the fault was ail
the b oson of Montbelliard, who fell groaning to my own 1 Victoria, let us forget the past, and be '
the grounid, aud sie, whose appearance had caused agaiin each other's world 1"
is fill, glided from the scene. "lHeard ye those blessed words, Montbelliard," i.

A imurderous fight succeded; but thre star of 1 cried the lady, "tiose sounds of peace and pardon.

St. Amande's fortune again prevailed-the con- False man, thy malice has ndssed its mark, and I

spirators vere slain, and the Spaniards were driven shall die in peace."
back, wil trenendous lo3s, to tlieir ships; and it Montbelliard groaned, perhaps his death wound
was on his retuni from the.hot pursuit, that Lacroy paiined him, or possibly his last revenge inflicted

cmunicated to thre anmazed'conqueror, the arts a bitterer pang than Uiose mortal agonies.
tlat liad been used by Montbelliard to separate "Speak ye of dying, my beloved 1" said the
him, fron his wife, and the secret that she and lier duke, kissing the brow of bis wife, and porceiving
babe were still livin and that it was no spectre, with lorror that her check grew of an ashy hue,
but his own living and injured Victoria, who had and that the wild light of ber eye was fading to

saved his life that night. deadly dimness.

On the scene of contest, St. Amande discovered " My hcur is come, Henri, and I rejoice that thus
th . I die; for how could I look upon thee, and net e
te Spamsiýh ladly, leaning against the door-way of

th blush. Yet, oh! I fain would see my babe, faint fortress, pale as marble, with an expression of ,l, e, o mou o b ,
Wid anxiety on ber brow. The Buccaneer Obief

lier to his bosom; and teaso con- At that moment an Inîdian woman appeared
'tr bis it - wt the little Vco m her as aon-ng

iin bedewed lus mnanly features, besought her ihtelteVcornleraizadte yg
mother strcehed out her hands towards him-

Irdlyntr with the most earnest and passionate en-
treing • tl. ho d e e i ier breath grew short, and before the babe could

nab e reach the maternal bosom, that bosorm no longer
e to answer the fond greeting of hier lord. t

heaved withi life.
These moments of short-lived happiness were A long pause succeeded, interrupted only by
tely mnterrupted by the scorful laug(,h of the the sobs thiat burst from many a manly breast.
'ng Montbelliard, who suddenly exclaimed in Tedk evdn ihse ota-u

ng acent: camly -relinquished the inanimate form of his wife
Aye, my lord dukie 1 take the wanton to your to the cae of the womon; and addressing himself

'Iustrious bosom--drean that she is pure and to the dying man, broke the awful silence of the
as unisunnod snow. Yet know, proud man, scene:

t she is fase and frail1" " IlHector Montbelliard," said ho, "what could

m<uîna Victoria started from the encircling ams tenpt you to betray and disionor a ian who gave
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