204 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
Falsten who has written them on a leaf torn 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

d 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 !”

¢ 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. o . .

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 !” A

The carpenter is saved. A groan,issues from
his breast. .

Then M. Letourneur takes the last billet, and
without opening it, tears it up.

Buta p]i):::le of the torn paper has been blown
into a corner of the raft. No one pays any
attention toit. 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
E;per violently from my hands, twists it between
his fingers, and looking sternly at me, throws it
into the sea,
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