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#No, Licutenant,~ nothing.!”

“I must have said something; you aro,

hiding it fromn me !

‘“Nongenso! How ean I remember? Al
sick persons mutter to themsel s,

. “Y did say something, then?— what was
it7" he demanded eagerly.

‘How can [ remember? If yvou wish it,
I'll mako & note of swhat you say next time."

. Ho turned deadly pale, and looked at mo
as if ho were endeavoring to penetrato to
the bottom of my soul; ho then closed his
heavy eyelids, pressed his Yips together, and
nmuttered in o low tono:—* A glass of absin-
the would do mo good.” At length his arms
fell by his side, andt ho remnined stoically
motionless,

Ono morning, as I was about to enter
Castagnac’s room, I suw Raymond Dutertro
coming towards mo from the end of the
corridor. “Doctor,” he said, putting out
his hund, “I am como to ask o favor of
you.

“#WWith pleasure, my dear fellow, 1if I can
geant it,” I said,

Y1 want you to give me # written permis.
sion to go out for the day.”

“My dear fellow, don't think of such a
thing; anything else you like.”

“But I'm quite well, Doctor; I've had no
fover for four days.’

% Yes; but there's a great deal of fever
about in the city, and I cannot expese you
to the chance of a relapse.””

“Give me only two hours,—time to go
and roturn.”

“Impossible, my dear fellow; do not press
me,—it will be useless. I know how tire.
some the restraints of the hospital are, I
know how impatient the sick are to breathe
the free air; but we must, have patience.”

“You won't let me go, then?"

“In then courso of a week, it' you go ¢n
well, we'll see about it.'!

IIe left mo, greatly out of temper. 1
cared nothing for that; but what was my
surprise to see Castagnac, with staring eyes,
following his retreating comrade with o
strange look.

Well,”” I said; “how are you this morn-
ing?”?

“T'm very well,” he answerad abruptly.
-=t Jer’t thut Raymond going away yonder ¥

“Yes.!

“What did ho want ?”

*Uh! ouly a written permission to go out,
which I refused.”

. Castagnac drew a long breath, and, sink-
ing back into himself, appeared to full into
a state of somnoloncy. ’

Something in his voico awoke in me 1
know not what vague apprechension; and I
left him, feeling nervous and abstracted.

That day enc of my patients died; I had
the body carried into the dissecting room.
whither I descended, towards nine o'clock
in the evening, It was a small vaulted
room, fifteen feet high by twenty feot wide,
lit by two windows opening on the precipice,
on the side of the high road to Philippeville
On an inclined table lay the hody which ]
proposed to study. After placing my lamp
upnn a sione, built out from the sido of the
wall for this purpose, I began my work, and
continued my task uninterruptedly for two
hours, The *“rappel’ had long been sound
ed; the only sounds that reached my ear
were tho measured steps of the sentinel, his
times of stopping. when he droppel the buts
of his musket on the ground, and, from hew
to hour, the passaz3 of the patrol, the qu
vive, the distant whisper of tho pass word
rapid and mingled sounds, the dying away
of which seemed to intensify tne Jilence
which they left behind.

Tt was neasly eleven o'olok, and 2 was

| boginning to feol fatigued, when, happening

Lo turn my eyes towards tho open window,
I was overcome by n strango spectaclo: it
was arow of small grey owls, with ruflled
i feethers and green blinking eyes fixed upon

the raysof my lnmp, sétled upon the sillof
" the window and jostling each other for
"places.  Theso hideous birds were drawn
! thither Ly the scent of human flesh, and
wero only awaiting my departuro to davt up
on their proy. It is impossible for me to
tell you the horror which this sight
caused mo: I rushed towavds the window
und its revolting occupants disnppcarc(i
into the darkness, like dengd leaves carried
away by the wind.

But at tho same moment a strange sound
fell upon my car, a sound alinost impercop-
tiblo in tho void of the abyss. I leant for.
ward, grasping the bar of the window and
holding my breath the better to sco and
listen,

Castagnac’s chamber was abovo the dis.
sccting-room, which was at the baso of tho
building, its floor resting on tho solid rock.
Between tho precipice and the hospital wall,
ran a ledge, not more than a foot wide, and
covered with fragments of bottles and
crockery thrown out by the nurses. All
was 30 still that the lightest sound was per-
ceptible, and I could plainly hear the steps
ard gropings of somebody passing along this
perilous path.

‘Heaven send that the sentinel does not
hear him " 1said to myself. *¢Tho least
hesi'ation, and his destruction is inevitable.

T had hardly made this reflection, when o
hoarse stifled voice, tho voico of Castagnac,
cried through the silence: ** Raymond, whero
are you going 2"

This exclamation prerced meo to the mar-
rowof mybones, ltwasasentence of death.

In a moment I heard some of the debriy
clatter down, and then along the narrow
ledge I beard someonestruggling withlong.
drawn breath. Tho cold sweat burst from
every pore. [ iried {o see—to descend—to
call for help; but I was powerless: my
tongue was glued to my mouth. Suddenly
thero was a groan—then—nothing! Yes,
thero was a peal of devilish laughter; then
a window was slammed to so violently as to
break some of the glass in it. And then
stlence, liko a winding-sheet, enveloped all
without.

1 cannot describe to you the tervor which
made me shrink to the far side of the room,
and there, trembling, and with hair erect,
and cyes fixed before me, remain fo. more
than twenty minutes, listening through the
throbbing of my i:enrt, and vainly endeavour-
ing, with tho presstre of my hand, to stay
its wild pulsations. At tho end of thattime
I mechanically cleseu the window, took my
lamp, mounted the stawss to my chamber,
and went to bed; but it was impossitle for
me to closo an eye. I heard sighs,—the
long-drawn .sighs of the victim--then the
murderer's savage pesl of laughter.

Worn out and needingrest as [ was, fright
kept me awake. 1 saw constantly beforo
me the inmmge of Castagnac in his shirt, his
neck outstretched, watching his victim's
descent into the Llack depths. of the pree-
ipice; it froze my blood. ¢ It was he,’”
suid to mysclf,—* . Yut if he ever suspests
that [ was there!” I scemed to hear the
boards of the curndur «reck under a stealthy
footstep ; and I ratsed 2ayself upon my el-

even to the summit of (llo rock the sanc
and gravel of the deses “'(
seized uponme, however; + ¢
o'clock I eank intea heavy s Tunber

broad day when I awokoe; the wind of tho
greccding night had fallen, and tho deop

lue sky was so calm and puro that Idoubt.
cd my recollections, and thought that I had
been under theinfluenco of a horrible droatn:

But [ felta strange disiuclivation to verifiy
my impressions. 1went to fullil my pro
fessionnd duties; and 1t wis not until after
I had visited all my sick wards, and exam
ined each of my patients with more than my
ordinary care, timt,l atlastwent to Dutertre’s
room, [ kuocked at the door—no answer.
I opened it and went in: his bed had not
been disturbed., I called the nurses and
questioned them ; nobody had seen Licut-
enant Dutertro since tho preceding evening.

Rousing all my courange, I went to Cas
tagnac's voom. A rapid glance towards the
window showed mo that twosquares of glass
in it wero broken; I felt myself turn pale,
but recovered my coolness ns quickly as 1
could. “Weo had a ligh wind last night,
Licutenant,’ I said.

Ho was tranguilly scated at his table, his
head supported by his hands, and making
beliove to read a book of militwry exereses.
He looked up with his dull, ordinary look.
“ Only two windows blown in,”” ho said;
“not much harm done.” :

“This chamber appears to bo moro ox-
posed than the others-on this sido,” 1 said ;
“or perhaps, you left it open I .

Thero was an almost impereeptivle con-
traction of the old soldicr’'s cheeks. “No,
—it was closed, all the night,” he said, look-
ing strangely at me.

“Ah 7 1 said; then approached him to
feel his pulse. * And how is your health?*”

“T'mall vight,” hoe said.

“Good,” [replied; “you mo decidedly
hetter,~—a little agitated at thismoment, but
decidedly better.  But then you must take
cwro of yourself; no more green poison !”

In spite of tho good-natured tone. I us-
sum~d, my voice trembled. The old
scoundrel’s hnnd, which 1 held inming, pro-
duced upon me the same effect as if had
been a serpent’s head. T could have wished
to fly from his presence. IHis restless oye
was fixed upon me, and its glace filled me
with nameless horror. I contaired mysell,
however. At the moment of leaving him, I
returned suddenly, asif 1 had recollected
something-  * By-the-bye, Lientenant,” I
said, “dig Dutertro happen to pay you a
visit last night 7"

A shudder passed through him.

“Dutertre ??

“Yes: he has been out since yesterday,—
nobody knows what has becomo of him. 1
suppose—"'

“Nobody has been to sec me, " hesaid, in
a dry tone of voice; **nobody."

He returned to his book, and I closed the
door, as convinced of his crime as I was that
the sun was shining in the sky. Unfortu.
nately 1 had no proofs. *If I denounce
him,” I said to mysclf on regaining my
room, *he'll deny overything I may say,—
that is evident; if he denies it, what proof
of tho facts can I bring forward? Nonc.
My own testimony would not suflice. Besides
crimes of this kind are not provided for by
the laws. All the odium of the sccusation
would fall back upon my own head, and I
should have mad. a terrible encmy.”

In consequence of theso refiections, 1
determined to wait, and to watch Castagnac

Sleep at last
Yl towards three
lttvng

without appeanng to 4o so, persunded that

bow, with open mout\r and listening ear. jhe would end in betraying himself. I went
‘The sirocco had risen; it whirled over the to tho Commandant of the place, and simply
plain with lugubrious wuioanings, carrying  reported to him tho disappearanco of Lieu.
j tenant Dutertre.

On the following day. some Arabs comin};
{o Constantine, with their asses laden with

1 vegotables, said thatfrom theread to Philip-



