
The Wreck of the Chancellor.

I cannot tell how each of our names has got
into the bottom of a hat. It must have been
FaIsten who has written them on a leaf tom from
his note book.

The eleven names are there. It is agreed
that the last name drawn shall designate the
victim

Who will draw the lot? There is a moment
of hesitation.

" 1," says one.
I turn round, and recognize M. Letourneur.
There he is, erect, livid, with extended hand,

his white hair falling upon his sunken cheeks,
appalling in his calmness.

Ah, unhappy father, I understand you! I
know why you wish to call the names. Your
paternal devotion goes to this length !

" When you will !' says the boatswain.
M. Letourneur plunges his hand into the hat.

He takes a billet, unfolds it, pronounces the
name written thereon in a loud voice, and passes
it to him to whom the name belongs.

The first name drawn is that of Burke, who
utters a cry of joy.

The second, Flaypole
The third, the boatswain.
The fourth, Falsten.
The fifth, Robert Curtis.
The sixth, Sandon.
One more than half the names has been drawn.
Mine has not yet come out. I try to cal-

culate the chances which remain to me ; four
good chances, one bad chance.

Since Burke's cry of joy not a word has been
spoken.

M. Letourneur continues his terrible task.
The seventh name is that of Miss Hervey;

but the young girl does not even tremble.
The eighth name is mine. Yes, mine !
The ninth name,-
"Letourneur 1"
"Which ?" asks the boatswain.
"Andre !" replies M. Letourneur.
A cry is heard, and Andre falls down uncon-

scious.
" Go on, go on !" cries Douglas, growing red;

his name remains in the hat, alone with that of
M. Letourneur.

Douglas glares on his rival like a victim
whom he wishes to devour. M. Letourneur is
almost smiling. He puts his hand in the hat,
draws the last billet but one, slowly unfolds it,
and with an unfaltering voice, and a firmness
of which I could never have believed this man
capable, pronounces the name,-

" Douglas !"
The carpenter is saved. A groan, issues from

his breast.
Then M. Letourneur takes the last billet, and

without opening it, tears it up.
But a piece of the torn paper has been blown

into a corner of .the raft. No one pays any
attention to it. I crawl to the spot, rescue the
paper, and in onecorner of it I read, •' And--."
M. Letourneur rushes upon me, tears the bit of

pper violently from my hands, twists it between
Sfingers, and looking sternly at me, throws it

into the sea.

.. tuarv 26, con u -right. The father ed-My Conjecture was
s a ha as sacrificed himself for hisson, as ving nothing but his life to give

him, bas given bim that.
Meanwhile, these starving creatures do notthis roit any longer. The gnawing withintbem is redoube in presence of the victim des-tined for ther. M. Letourneur is no longer aman in their eyes Tey have said nothingyet, but their lips protrude, and their teeth,wbicb betray tbemseîves, ready for the feast,will tear like the teeth of cannibas, with the

brutal ferocity of beasts.
They seem to be eager to fal on their victim

and devour him alive.
Who will believe that, at tbis suprememoment, an appeal has been made to the linger

ing remains of humanity in these men and wo
will believe, above all, that the appe, bas beenlistened to ? Yes, a word has Stopped them, atthe instant that they are about to throw them
selves upon M Letoureur, The boatsw -
all ready to perfon the office of butchen
Douglas, hammer in-hand, stands otionlers.

Miss Hervey advances, or ratber drags ber.
self up to thern.

"My friends," she says, "will you wait onemoeda -only a day! f to.morrow lnis not in sight. if no sbip appearr, land
companion will become your pe our poor

At these words rny heart flutters. It seemsto me as if the young girl has spokenwith a
prophetic tone, and that she is animated by an
ispiration from above. A great hope fns Myheart. Perhaps Miss Hervey has alread caught
a glimpse of the coast, or the shi »Y og
these supernatural visions which msooneties
float in human dreans. Yes, we must wait one
day longer. What is a day, after a we bavesuffered ?

Robert Curtis agrees with me. We join ourentreaties to those. of Miss Herv join
comes to our aid. We supplicite rey. Falstenions.compan

The sailors stop, and no sound escapes theirlips.
Then the boatswain throws down bis hatchet,and says, in a hollow voice,-
" To-morrow at daybreak ?"This is the decision. If, to-rorrow neither!and nor ship is in sight, the horrible sacrifice will

be completed.
Each one now returns to hby feeble efforts, to rs to-is place and seeksby eele ffrtstorepress bis sufferings. Thesailors conceal themselves undersufferis. The

do not try even to look at the s e sails. They
ters it to them ; to-norrov they witl eat !

Meanwhile, Andre has 'recoverd conscious
ness, and his first thought is for bis father.
Then I see him counting the passers the
raft. No one is missi ng passengers on the
lot fallen? When Andre Uainted, only two
names remained in the hattdat of the car
penter and that of his fatber t both M.
Letourneur and Douglas are thee et

simpl tHatrve approaches him, and 'says to him
finished. wig of lots has not yet been


