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In his arms he bore . . . the tiger

“ Shoot, ef you dare! You can kill me, but

you can’t scare me!”

A ray of moonlight fell upon M. Jules
St.-Ange

Colossus rose stealthily and tiptoed by his

still shouting master

Swelled for a fitting retort from a Creole

y gentleman

Florestine . . . sent him a soft call of dis-

tress
“ Fine, Miche Jules! Jules!”

But Caroline, outside the double gate, went

and came, describing and explaining
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