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CHAPTER XX.—(Concluded.)

A’ duel—that's what it will be. They
fight duels out here and go in for assassi-
nations and pleasant pastimes of that kind.
Oh, they’re a cheerful lot: I don’t wonder
that most of them are black. Place seems
to be in half mourning for the souls they
have sent to the otherland. Depend upon
it, if it does come to a challenge, that
sinister-looking sneak will take some mean,
dirty advantage, for he is just one of those
contemptible cowards who would not want
to be killed decently. Well, I give him
fair warning that if he does hurt Paul I'll
poison him as sure as he’s alive. Humph!
that is if I have a chance.

+Oh dear! it's precious hot. Be hotter
if T go back without Paul. Lucie will
never forgive me, and all the time he is
trying to_get himself put out of the way.
Nice position for a respectable young
medical practitioner. I've a good mind to
inoculate myself for the fever and lie up,
80 as to have a good excuse for my in-
action when I meet Lucie again.

“He'll be here, I suppose, directly, and
then it will be the regular thing hanging
about that old verandah with the blacks
watching me; and then ordering drink
that I don’t want, and smoking till I feel
saturated with nicotine. Well, there's one
comfort, I can find plenty of nigger cisterns
for the liquor I don't consume. Poor
old Paul, he will not take No for an
answer. Mother and daughter both look
upon him as an intruder, but he will not
give up. Well, I wouldn't.

““Suppose now,” he said, after re-light-
ing his cigar and loosening his neckcloth,
‘‘suppose now it was my case,and 1 wanted
to get Lucie out of the convent? Well, I
must confess that I should do as Paul does :
hang about, hoping against hope. By
George! he is fond of her, and the more
time passes and he is kept back the worse
he grows.”

“Ready, Bart ?”

The young doctor sprang to his feet with
a start.

‘‘Here, 1 say ; what are you doing,” he
cried, ‘coming behind a fellow like that?
]’lnyin% the spy, that’s what it is. Did you
hear what I was saying ?”

I did not hear you speak,” said Paul,
who looked haggard and strange. “‘Grow-
ing nervous "

“Of course,  am Who would not in a

lace like this ?  It's a paradise, I know;
Eut we can't goa hundred yards without
seeming to sec the what's his name peeping
out at us among the trees, with his b}nck
face and grinning teeth.”

“‘Come along,” said Paul drearily.

**Not going up there again, are you?”

Paul looked at him fiercely.

*What is the good of your talking to
me like this?  Go back home if you like,
but for heaven’s sake leave me in peace.”

“How am I to go back home without
you? Now, my dear old fellow, be rea-
sonable. What is the use of your persec-
vering P

Paul gave him a sad, despairing look.

+*She 1is still free, Bart, and in her heart
I believe she loves me, so I still hope.”

“But you will get into some terrible
quarrel with this Saintone. Recollect that
we are in a land where human life is of no
value.”

“I know. If Idoget into a quarrel
with him, and we meet—well, I shall either
be without a rival or out ot my misery.”

“Paul, old chap!”

““There, hold your tongue, man. It's
heart disease and you can't cure that.
Come away, I feel as if there is going to
be a change in the state of affairs this
morning, and that the difficulty is going to
be solved. Madame Dulau was more gen-
tle and kind with me last night. I think
she likes me, Bart.”

As they came in sight of the now famil-
iar verandah, Paul uttered an ejaculation.

**There's something wrong, Bart,” he
said. “Look!”

‘A few more niggers than usual, that’s
all I see. Wrong? Well, yee, to be
drinking so early.”

‘All the same though, he noticed that the
people were formed up in groups, and
were discussing something eagerly, while
as they drew near Bart could see that they
drew away from them.

*Don’t like that,” he said to himself,
as he followed his companion through 'the
vcrandah into the gloom of the saloon,
where Cherubine was seated in her mis-
tress’s place.

This was nothing unusual now, for since
her child’s return Nousie had shrunk from
her old duties more and - more, feeling a
shame of her avocations that she had never
known before.

The place seemed more dark than usual,
and Paul could hardly distinguish Cherub-
ine’s face, fresh as he was from the glare
of the road, but by degrees it stood out
clear, with a peculiarly wild look in her
eyes.

)Paul tried to speak, but a curious sensa-
tion of dread was upon him. and he turned
to his companion.

¢“Ask her,” he said huskily, but before
Rart could speak the door leading into the
private part of the house was opened, and
Nousie entered with a tall, dark creole,
whose face wore an aspect of preternatural
solemnity.

Nousie uttered a low sigh as she recog-
nized Paul, and according to her usual
custom held out her hand to him.

““There is something the matter,” he
cried, seizing it between his own. ‘‘What
isit? Aube?”

“Ill, very ill,” said Nousie, in a voice
full of the agony she suffered.

+Il1? Here, Bart, quick !”

Nousie shook her head.

*‘Doctor Gerard here has seen her. She
has been very ill all night, and must not be
disturbed.”

“You are a medical man, sir " said Bart,
quickly, in re;ponse to an appealing look
from his friend.

““Yes,” said the Creole, with a conde-
scending smile.

“What is the matter? I am a profes-
sional man myself.”

He drew the Creole aside, and they
talked together in a low voice, the Haytian
doctor unwillingly and full offhaughty con-
descension, but anable to resist the eager
questions showered upon him b{ the Eng-
lishman, and as soon as possible he e
his escape.

“Well ” cried Paul. easerly.

*‘Very little to tell you,” said Bart. I
had to Jvrlg what I know out of him, It
seems that she was ailing yesterday and the
day before. Last night her condition
alarmed her mother, and the doctor was
sent for. = She is asleep now, and must not
be disturbed. I can tell you nothing with-
out seeing her.”

A wild and piercing scream reached
them at that moment, echoed by Cherub-
ine, who raised her head and let it fall
heavily again, striking the table before her
as if her brow were of wood.

Paul staggered as the wail rose agamn
from outside, recovered himself and fol-
lowed Bart who had dashed through the
door, and following his footsteps he stag-

ered into the white draped room which
Nousie had prepared with such loving care
tor the advent of her child.

Paul clutched at the door as he grasped
the scene in the shaded room. Nousie on
her knees frantically cluﬂ)ing the white
form of her child extended on the bed, her
tace buried in her white bosom, while all
around over pillow and coverlet the poor
girl’s long black hair lay tossed. She had
evidently been seized by some terribly
agonizing pain in whose clutches she had
writhed and tossed, for her bared arms lay
apart, and ber head and shoulders were
half over the side of the bed, where Nousie
knelt. Bart was on the other side rapidly
making his examination, at the end of
which he went round and whispered to the
stricken mother, who rose obediently, and
like one in a dream helped him to compose
the cramped and distorted limbs, before
with a despairing gesture, he signed to
Paul to approach.

Paul reeled like a drunken man, and
stared wildly at his friend, then at the
beautiful face upon the pillow, from which
the distortion o?pain had passed, leaving
it already calm and peaceful as if' she
slept.

“‘Bart—no, no, not that—not that?”
whispered Paul at last, hoarsely.

*‘God help you, old fellow!” whispered
Bart with a deprecating gesture, ‘I can do
nothing. It is too late.”

**What?” cried Paul fiercely. ‘‘And is
this your boasted knowledge. Helpless
miserable pretender! Aube, Aube, my
darling '—gone—gone. God help me, what
shall I do?”

He flung himself on his knees by the
bedside, and passionately kissed the soft
cold lips again and again. heedless of
everything, as by all the terms of endear-
ment he could command, he called upon
her to come back to him, for he could not
live alone, till his passionately uttered
words grew faint and husky.

Just at sundown, amidst wailing and
tears, Aube’s flower-covered bier was borne
by half a dozen of the neighboring blacks,
the white, statuesque flgure, with its mar-
ble face open to the waning sunshine, to
the burying ground, where a shallow grave
was waiting, a priest standing close by.

Paul followed, hand in hand with Nousie,
and as they reached the grave he raised
his eyes, which looked to his friend as if
they blazed, for they had suddenly encoun-
tered those of Saintone, standing there
with his mother.

But Paul’s anger died out directly, for
he could see the man’s face working with
the hysterical passion of his southern na-
ture, and as he stepped forward to take a
last farewell of {’18!‘ who lay there he
utterly broke down, and Paul gave a sigh
of relief as Saintone was led away.

It was not he,” thought Paul.
loved her, too. It was not he.”

Then, as if in a dream, he listened to the
priest, and stood there, stunned, till the
ast sad rites were at an end, and it seemed
to him as he saw the earth cover her from
sight that his own life was at an end as
well.

The wails of the blacks rang in his ears,
and the sun sank, the darkness was com-
ing on fast as Bart whispered to him,

**Come.”

Ina dreamy way still, as if he would
awake from it all soon, he was about to
follow, but a cold hand touched his, and a
piteous voice said to him in almost a whis-

er—

“Don’t leave me yet, dear.
lonely now.”

Bart drew back and gave up his idea of
taking Paul back to their place as he saw
him gravely bend over Nousie, draw her
arm through his, and, followed by a group
of weeping people, lead her to her home,
the young doctor coming almost last.

Nousie started from her chair again,
stood listening intently, and then ran to
the open door and listened again as fresh
voices were heard as ot people paasing.

She hurried back with her face wild as if
from some fresh horror, and stood with her
hands clasped to her forehead. Then drop-
ping on her knees she caught Cherubine's
arm and shook her.

The woman's ely"es unclosed, and she ap-
peared to be awakened from a deep sleep.

‘Do you hear me ?” said Nousie, sharply.
“I cannot think; the trouble has dazed
me. The meeting — it was tomorrow
night P

Cherubine closed her eyes as if sinking
into her deep sleep again, but her lips
moved, and she said in a faint whisper :

**No—tonight—great meeting—the goat
without horns—tonight.”

*She is wandering,” said Bart, feeling
her pulse.

“Dying,” said Paul hoarsely.

I think not. The poison seems to be
narcotic. Sleep.”

Nousie had risen, and stood with her
hands pressed to her brow. Then she ut-
tered a low strange cry as she caught at
Paul’s arm, and literally dragged him to
the door.

“Quick !” she gasped, ‘it is too horrible,
but—God help me—my brain seems turned.
Here, quick! You are young and strong.
Run—run fast as man can go, and—.” SEe
dragged him down so that she could whis-
per a tew words in his ear.

*“What !” he cried. starting from her,
and gazing at her as if he thought her
mad

“He

I am so

““You are wasting time,” she cried pite-
ously. ‘*Go—I, her mother, ask you. It
is for Aube’s sake. Go!"

Paul turned from her and darted out
into the darkness, while hli o‘gsie ntgod pant-

ing with as s to his

footsteps till they died away. Then she
turned back into the room with her brey.h
coming and going with a hoarse sound.
*‘She is sleeping,” said Bart as he ap-
*Tell me what,all - this

proached her.
means P

*‘Wait, wait, she replied, as she pressed
her hands to her head again, and then
hurried to a cupboard, whose door she
threw open.

“But where have you sent my friend ?”

*Wait till he returns. I cannot speak
to you now. Yes,” she said, *I must
think of something else or I shall go mad.
Tell me—will she live P

I hope so. [ cannot say. But tell me
this—it was an error then? She would not
purposely have given poison to your
child P

«“She? Poor Cherubine? See,” cried
Nousie, passionately, ‘‘has she not tried to
die

“And narrowl)' escaped,” cried Bart.
“But why was this? Who is this Genie ?”

«Wait man; wait till he comes back.
You shall know all soon. But quick, tell
me—are you brave?

+‘No,” said Bart bluntly, “I don't think
Iam.”

Nousie groaned.

*But you would fight—for him—your
friend—to save him ?”

I should try to,” said Bart grimly.

*“And vou have pistols ?”

u\’cs.!v

«Oh, how long he is?" cried Nousie,
running to the door again. *‘I am not
sure,” she cried piteously, ‘‘or I should go
alone.”

“Look here,” said Bart, sharply. ““We
are your friends, Madame Dulau, and for
that . poor girl's sake we will try to serve
you in this new trouble if you will on}jy tell
me what it means; but it is all a riddle to
me. Come, tell me where have you sent
Paul P

She held up her hands to him.

**Ifush, listen,” she cried, and she pan
again to the door, but came back wringing
her hands. *‘No, no: wait,” she said.
“When he comes. It can’t be so. I am
mad and wild, and think such horrors.
Ah! at last!”

For there were rapid steps in the road,
and before she could reach the door Paul
rushed in ghastly-looking and wild, the
sweat smnfinw in great drops upon his
face, his hair (ﬁinging to his temples and
toam upon his lips.

“Paul, man!” cried Bart, running to
him and drawing a pistol, ‘“‘Are you being
hunted down ?”

““Speak ! My child ?” cried Nousie, who
was clinging to Paul as he fought for his
breath, which came and went with a
rattling sound.

*“The grave!” he zasped at last; and his
voice was like that of one in mortal agony,
**rifled—my darling—she is not there.”

Nousie utterd a low strange moaning
sound as she caught the two young men
each by the wrist, and the woman’s manner
and voice seemed changed as ske dragged
them towards the inner part of the room
close by where Cherubine lay nowin a
trance like that of death. ;

“Do as I tell you,” she said in a quick,
strong voice, ‘‘we may be in time.”

Group after group had come through the
forest, till all seemed to have gathered. and
a growing excitement thrilled the crowd,
whose faces, for the greater part black, but
dotted hece and there by those of the mu-
latto and nearly white, turned from one to
the other, each scanning his or her neigh-
bor curiously, while an eager murmur
arose, and the yellow light, aided by the
glow from the red ornamentation of the
gathered worshippers, and flashed and
glowed from a bhundred eyes, made the
place seem like some pandemonium such
as poets have described.

The murmurs of impatience rose and
fell, and the red curtain swayed, but no
sign was made from beyond it till an ex-
cited voice shrieked the word ¢ Papaloi!”
and this seemed to be the cue for a burst
of other cries—*‘Mamanloi!— Papaloi !
followed by a suppressed murmur of ex-
citement, and the rolling of opal eyeballs
as the great red curtain suddenly divided
in two from top to bottom, and was drawn
quickly back by invisible hands.

A low ““Ah!” rippled" through the as-
sembly as, dimly seen at the back of the
stage or platform rose a rough kind of
altar, upon which stood a large dark box,
which was either stained or appeared to be
in the lurid glow of a darkened red.

The gathering yelled with excitement,
clutching each other and leaping up, the
smoky lamps swayed, and a fit ot delirium
seemed to be seizing upon all there.

In the midst of the wild and increasing
excitement, a fierce-looking black, one of
two who had entered with a woman almost
the last, leaned towards the latter and
whispered.

““This mummery sickens me.
have been mistaken.”

“‘Hush! Yourlife is at stake,” she whis-
pered back.

*“Well P he replied, as the wild yelling
and shrieking went on around.

**And mine,” she said. ‘‘Be patient, I
am not sure yet. Look, we shall soon
know.”

She pointed toward the altar toward
which the crowd now pressed, and amongst
the heat and smoke a faint mist now rose
to make the pibceedings more indistinct.

*Is this a nightmare?” whispered the
other black. “Paul, old fellow, it makes
me feel sick. I can’t believe we are among
human beings. Good heavens! Look at
that.”

For as Genie stood like the mystic god-
dess of the place, silent and motionless,
upon the altar, Jacaine grew more and
more excited, and signing to two of the
blacks in the front, these two almost wild
with the honor done them, sprang on to
the stage and stood crouching one on
either side, while Jacaine darted back be-
hind a king of screen(of brushwood, and
reappeared, dragging forward a white goat
al t‘r Eﬁandiuhin gﬂgkgen knife. .

A wilder yell than ever burst forth, and
Nousie pressed heavily upon Paul Lowther,
so that he could feel ll)x‘:r heart beating
against his arm.

In the midst ot a low excited buzz now,
drink was passed round from hand to hand,
and partaken of freely before a fresh chant
was commenced, the beat of feet was
heard again, was taken up by all, and amid
the heat, noise and excitement, Paul Low-
ther leaned u ainst the side of the
building, and felt as if he must be going mad.

Just at his worst, Bart placed his lips
close to his ear.

“I'm dead sick of this,” he whispered.
“It's all a hallacination on her part.
Let’s go.”

You must

Paul made no reply, for Nousie was
holding his arm tast and trembling violently.

He bent towards her.

“You give it up P he whispered. ‘‘Shall
we go P 5

*“No,” she said, in a voice he could
hardly hear in the awful din around, *‘it is
very near the time now. Are you ready?”

*If you are right,” he repfied, after a
glance round to see: that the people were
too much intent upon the choral dance to
heed them—a portion of the spectators, or
resting performers of the rites.

“I am right,” she said slowly. *Iknow
these people. and what they do. It may
mean all our deaths, but you will be brave
and try.”

*‘Have no fear.”

“Look " whispered Nousie.
on the other side.”

“Well, I see two blacks,” said Paul.
““You mean those leaving the place P”

¢‘Saintone—Deffrard iis friend. They
Ah! be ready! They will

““There,

would help us.
risk it now.”

“Ask? Ask what?” said Bart, angrily
pressing towards them. ‘‘Madame Dulau,
this is too much. We have come at your
wish to this diabolical orgie. What can it
have to do with that we want to discover P”

Nousie’s eyes looked wildly in his, and
she held up her hand.

“‘Don’t destroy my hope of saving her,”
she whispered, piteously. ¢Can you not
trust me a little while ?”

All at once Nousie drew her breath with
a spasmodic catch, and thrust her hand in-
to her breast.

For the savage din ceased, and moved
by one impulse the people pressed up to-
ward the platform, stopped half-way, as if
checked by some invisible barrier, and
one only approached deprecatingly and
with outstretched hands, preferring some
petition.

Jacaine’s teeth were bared, and he
turned and approached Genie, whispered
to her, and she slowly went through a kind
of pantomime, as if resuming conscious-
ness. She gazed wildly round, pressed her
hands to her temples, and taking Jacaine's
hand, stepped slowly down, nndgstood with
her back to the people, her hands upon the
serpent’s cage and her head bent down, in
adoring supplication, while a low expec-
tant panting rose from the heated crew,
whe were waiting for their request to be
granted. ¢

The silence and heat were awful, and
darkness was beginning to add to the
horrors of the scene, for two of the lamps
were extinet, and the others grew more
smoky and dull.

Suddenly Genie rose erect, her eyes
glittering as she turned upon the crowd
and drew herself up, ber lips apart and her
tecth showing in a fierce manner. She
made a sign with both hands, as it she were
scattering the serpent’s gifts to them.
Then a wild excited shout rose from the
people, followed by a dead silence, as the
woman turned slowly to the back of the
platform and disappeared, while, as if to
excite the hideous passions of his followers,
Jacaine stood watching them, and slowly
drew a glittering knife from the blue scarf
which girded his waist.

Nousieglanced quickly at her two com-
panions, and saw that they were well for-
ward, watching eagerly for the next stage
in the proceedings, Paul being now almost
spellbound, and the doubts which had
troubled him before, giving place to a
strange expectancy that he could not have
analysed had he tried.

The next minute, in the midst of the
painful hush which had fallen upon the
place, his whole manner changed, and he
stood gas})ing—-menmlly stunned, for that
which followed was beyond his wildest
dreams.

““Aube!” ejaculated Paul in a hoarse
whisper, as Bart stood beside him with his
jaw dropped, and the sweat standing in

»at drops upon his forehead.

“What is it for P—what does it mean?”
Paul asked himself, as he stood there star-
ing wildly, and he shuddered, for he saw
the gleam of the knife in the huge black’s
hand, and noted that his thick lips were
apart displaying his white teeth in an ugly
grin. Then still dimly and dreamily he re-
called how he had heard that in these sav-
age rites there was at times a human sacri-
fice to the serpent god, and he shuddered
again, as his eyes wandered over the white
figure with its pale set face and fixed and
staring eyes. The sacrifice was drugged
be recalled in India and in the offerings of
the old Mexican priests, and it must be so
here—with this maiden who resembled
Aube so strongly, Aube his darling who
was dead.

**Now—quick !” a voice whispered in his
ear—*‘they will kill her. Now ! before it is
too late.”

The spell was broken, and the thoughts
that must have been momentary in their
passage through Paul’s brain were gone
with the nightmare-like fancies. For it was
Nousie’s touch upon his arm, her words
too in his ear. By some strange juggling
Aube had been brought there and she was
to be the victim of these unholy rites.

Paul’s hand grasped his friend’s arm,
smdl i he too started as if from some strange
spell.

pIt was only a matter of moments.

Genie still waved her hand above the
victim, and seemed to be dedicating the
offering to the serpent before whose altar
they were, and the black stood, knife in
hand, his eyes bloodshot and wild, as he
swept them over his followers, silently
asking their sanction to his deed. And
then as a low murmur again rose, increas-
ing to a shout from a hundred throats
thirsting for. the victim’s blood, Jacaine
swung himself round, threw his right arm
back with the glittering knife dimly seen in
the smoky light, and caught the victim's
other am, Genie aiding so that the victim
swayed forward and hung toward the
excited throng sustained by her prisoned
wrists, her head thrown back, and neck
and bosom bared in one soft white curve.

A loud roar of excitement now arose—
the cry hs of a herd of wolves, but it
clnnged into a yell of savaie astonishment,
as adark figure seemed to hurl itself upon
the huge black, who was borne backward.
Taken as she was by surprise, Genie was
dashed aside to go staggering against the
rough wall, and Aube was caught in her
mother’s arms, Nousie clasping her tightly
to her breast, and then snatching onelimd
free, thrusting it into her bosom, and
facing round, knife armed, ready to slay
the first who should try to rob her of her
child.

Words were uttered, fierce cries, and
passionate  adjurations; but all were
drowned in the savage roar of disappoint-
ment, as, robbed of their prey, the over-

ught crowd of hippers si for-
ward in a wave. There was no shrinki
now, for they were fighting in the serpent’s
cause, and in the fierce struggle which
followed, men swayed here and
there, the platform cracked, the
altar, with its serpent ark was overturned,
and a lamp fell from its hold, and crashed
35\ the floor, making the interior still more

im.

The encounter was fierce but short.
The great black recoiled, and a dozen
hands were there to help him ; double that
number were trying to clutch the interrupt-
ers of the rites, and in a very few minutes
Paul and Bart were prisoners, roughly
bound, and thrown upon the floor, wghile
Nousie was torn away shrieking from her
insensible child.

But her cries were drowned in the rag-
ing murmur of the excited crowd, which
clamored loudly now for the conclusion of
the rite, and the'mutterings rose into a roar
of passionate exultation, for, forgetting
their prisoners where thev had been cast
down, all present watched Genie as with
vindictive haste, she caught Aube’s wrist,
and made a sign to the black. He, too,
once more caught the soft white arm, draw-
ing back his knife, and then lurched for-
ward and fell heavily, as the sharp report
of a revolver rang out; another and
another, and two fresh comers fought their
way to the platform.

“or, sickened by the heat, disgusted by
the proceedings, Saintone and Deffrard, in
tomrignorance of what was to follow, had
left the scene a few minutes before, and
were sauntering slowly back to the town
when they were arrested by the outery, and
reached the doorway in time to recognise
the victim Genie's diabolical ingenuity had
prepared.

Saintone stood for 2 moment paralysed,
and then with a quick order to his friend,
snatched out his revolver, rested the barrel
against the doorpost, and fired.

The encounter that followed bade fair to
be a repetition of that which had gone be-
fore, the negroes setting up a fierce howl
of rage and rushing forward once more as
the newcomers reached the platform; but
Deffrard’s pistol flashed twice in defence
of his friend, and at each shot a man fell.

Meanwhile Saintone, who had sprung
up, seized Aube and dragged her from
Genie, sending the priestess staggering
with a blow from his pistol, and he was
making his way down, burdened with his
load, when Genie snatched a knife from her
waist and sprang at him, but only to fall
face downward with a bullet from his revol-
ver through her brain.

There was a pause.

Another furious howl arose as the people
recovered from their astonishment. The
shots had dazed them for the moment, and
they had shrunk from the deadly weapons,
but as they saw their two leaders fall. and
the victim again about to be snatched from
their hands, about a score rushed forward.

Shot followed shot rapidly, and others
fell, but there were 50 men and raging
furies ready to take their places; and as
Aube fell back upon the platform the last
chambers of the revolvers were emptied,
and Saintone and Deffrard were sur-
rounded by a howling throng, who fought
and struck at them, striving to drag them
down in spite of their brave resistance.

Another minute and they would have
been torn to pieces where they fought for
dear life, but a shriek of horror arose, and
the whole mob, as it moved by one im-

ulse, rushed for the door, bearing their
reathless and panting victims in their
midst,

It was none too soon, for the temple of
their obscure rites was doomed.

The thrown down lamp had remained un-
noticed, and the smoke had veiled what
nad been taking place, till, as it with a
bound, a great pillar ot flame had shot up
one side ot the brushwood walls, and
leaped alonﬁ the rafters and the dry leafy
thatch, which roared and crackled as it
burst into flame, casting down a lurid glare
through the smoke upon where Aube lay,
white and still, apparently doomed to die
a purer death than that designed—a burnt
sacrifice in the serpent’s name.

But a bright keen knife was at work be-
hind the great red curtain on one side, and
Nousie whispered as she cut Paul's and
Bart’s bonds :

*‘Creep now, and carry her right back.
No; not yet.”

Paul was checked in the act of rushing
towards Aube, and he saw what was being
done.

His appearance might have made some
of the fierce spirits rush in beneath the fall-
ing fragments of the burning roof, and to
screen their movements from those outside
by the door, Nousie, deep in the craft and
mysteries of the place, and being invisible
to the watching throng, seized the red cur-
tain and ran across the opening, partly
screening the platform &nd its dead priest
and priestess, while a yell of horror rose
from outside at what seemed a miracle to
the wretched erew.

“Draw your revolver, man,” whispered
Bart. “I had forgotten mine and used my
fists,” as Paul now stepped forward, raised
the deeply-drugged victim and bore her
behind the screen at the back, Nousie guid-
ing him to where a narrow entrance helped
the priest in his mystic jugglery before his
miserable disciples.

It was none too soon, for as Bart came
last and passed through, a portion of the
burning roof fell, and the sides of the build-
ing tottered in the furious blaze.

i‘nvomd by the darkness they traversed
the forest path, and guided by Nousie
reached the port by a deserted way just
as the sun rose above the glowing sea.

Fortune favored them, inasmuch as a
large French steamer had come into har-
bor only two days before, and they were
willingly received on board; while a few
hours after Bart was able to announce that
the effects of the potent narcotic, under
whose influence Aube had been kept, were
gradually dying uuz.

In the course of the day news reached
the vessel that there had been some kind of
rising among the negroes at one of their
festivals, a hut had been fired, several
burned to death, and a well-known gentle-
man and his friend nearly killed.

It was long after midnifht. and just as
he was growing terribly anxious that
Nousie came on board, walking very
slowly, and as if completly wearied out.

“Ab,” she sighed, as she took Paul's
arm, and leant upon it heavily. My
darling P”

#*Sleeping calmly.”

“‘Take me to her,” said Nousie softly,
and Paul led her toward the cabin.

+‘How weary you are,” he said.
found Cherubine P”

“You

‘gie Estabrooks, North End, and ¢

¢‘Asleep,” she said gently, and, with a |

ng | strange pathos in her voice, *‘They had
beennmr ."y

stabbed her to the heart,
““What I”
**And the house was burning as I came

".{:“

*“Thank heaven we are out of that dread-’
ful place,” thought Paul, as he stopped by
Aube’s cabin for Nousie to enter, but she
held his right arm tightly.

“‘Come too,” she said; and he walked
with her into the cabin, where she whis-
pered a few words to the lady watching
and then went to the cot and kissed her
sleeping child.

*“Take me away,” she whispered to Paul.
““I cannot bear it. I am very weak. It
might hurt her.” |,

e led her back on deck, and she sank
into one of the cane reclining chairs with a
heavy sigh.

“You are completely overcome,” said
Paul, tenderly. “‘Let me get you some
wine P

“No; don't leave me, dear,” she said.
*¢It is getting so dark. Tell me once more
that you love my Aube.”

*‘Love her !” cried Paul.

““Ah yes, you do love her, and will be
kind to her. It is better so. Kiss dear
Luce when you get home, and tell her 'al-
ways to be a sister to my child.”

*‘Madame Dulau,” cried Paul in alarm,
‘“‘you are ill. Let me fetch Durham, ?”

“No, no,” she sighed, ‘‘don’t leasagine.
They struck me twice. It is too late. It
is better so. Come closer. Kiss me,
dear. Ah,"” she sighed, as he bent down,
passed his arm about her, and pressed his
lips to hers, while she feebly clasped his
neck, ‘‘my darling’s husband. Good-bye,
dem"l Paul. I shall not disgrace you now—

00

She did not finish the sentence, for her
head sank down on Paul Lowther's breast.

The last victim of the Vaudoux was
gead, with two deadly wounds above the

eart. .

e

CHAPTER XXL.--Ix ENGLAND.

Aube Dulau had been back in the calm
seclusion of the pension trying to forget
her griefs in the companionship of Luce,
some six months before a fresh sorrow came
to her in the parting, for with her brother’s
full consent, lI:uce Felt France_for the coun-
try town where Doctor Durham had taken
his new degree and the practice that was
to be his.

The wedding was quiet and there was no
honeymoon, for the 1}|octor was too busy
making friends with his new patients. But
it was none the less a happy match, and
the wedding trip money came in very use-
ful in other ways.

Nearly a year more had passed before,
during a visit to her friend, Aube could be
brou, %n to say the words for which Paul
Lowther prayed. He had long enough be-
fore given into her charge the packet con-
fided to him by Nousie, the contents being
the warrants for a large sum invested in
England and France.

1t was one evening that Paul at last drag-
ged forth the reluctant words.

“‘It was her wish,” he had whispered to.
her again. ‘‘Almost her last words, Aube,
—*My darling’s husband,” and she kissed
me, dearest, as her son.”

Aube shrank from him for the moment,
then yielded herself to his embrace.

*‘My husband,” she said softly ; and no
other word was uttered then, for Paul!
Lowther’s lips sealed that which had been
said.

“I am very glad, my dear. It is quite
right,” wrote back the old superior, when
Aube sent her the reason why she would!
not return. “Tell Mr. Lowther we all
thank him for the picture, so like the dear
child we loved. od bless you both !"

[Tue Exp.]

The first correct answers to the history
questions No. 15 were received from *‘Per-
sephone,” city. Among the very large
number of competitors, only seven had all
the questions answered correctly, but all,
with but very few exceptions, made their
only mistake in the answer to the second
question, in which many thought that Win-
chester was then the chief city. The suc-
cessful ones were: ‘‘Persephone,” city;
Jessie Lawson, Duke street, West End;
Jessie W. Johnstone, Elliott row; Maggie
J. Macdonald, 8 Factéry street; Miss
Pauline Estey, 198 St. James street; Bes-
e'n
city. Competitors should remember that
letters for city delivery should be prepaid
with a two-cent stamp, and from outside
places by a three-cent stamp, otherwise
they will be sent to the dead letter office.

Answers to History Questions, No. 15.

1. Where and when was Shakespeare born?

Axs. At Stratford-on-Avon in the year 1564.

2. At the time of the Norman conquest what was
the chief city in England?

Ans. London was the chief city in \9nd at the:
time of the Norman conquest. %

8. When was the Eddystone lighthouse swept:
away?

Ans. In the reign of George III., 1703,

4. In whose reign and in what year did the union:
of England and Scotland take place ?

Ans. In 1707; Anne’s reign.
HISTORY QUE%TIOII‘; COMPETITION
0. .

1. Sketch the character of Champlain P

2. In what year was Montreal founded P

8. Explain what is meant by the Stamp-.
Act P and in what year was it P

4. Name the dates of the first and second:
treaties of ParisP
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