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'You se.-, lie dlares niot!' cried Lubert iii a toile o? triumph, turning up Ibis
siceves, and showing bis athiotIc arrns, ' but I have no lcss a niind to correct
ilini.,

' No,' said Goroni, ' that, concerns mie;' and approaching Marzou so as almost
to, touch him,- ho resunxied througi hli, closed teeti: 'you are afraid of Lubert,
miiserable coward; lot us sce if you will show more courage with another.'

Hie slowly raiscd lis haud, and struck- the young man iii flic face.
The latter staggered; a strcami of blood reddencd Ilis lips, but lio mxade no

effort to, returui it.
1 What!' exelaimied the patron, whom tixis immobility secniod to, set beside

himself; 'have you nottheccouralge to defend your.sel,.f?'
A second blow, thon a third strudc Rfarzou, who still reuxaiiicd passive.
There aroso thon a hootingr aniong tlic fishoermen. ]iaillcry and ixisuit

as sailcd the traineztr de greves. Without replying ho wviped awvay the blood
ivhich covcrcd his faee.

At the first blow givon by Goron, Taumie sprang to the assistance of his
brother with. a stoue, in each. hand; but seing that ho didl not dcfcnd himiself,
hoe ronained at some distance stupefied and ahnost indignant.

As to Goron, arrested by the passive attitudle o? bis advcrsary, lic resumed
his threat8, when ho was suddeuly interruptcd by loud cries, in the midst of
whieh his naime and that of Lubert wcre distinctly audible. Nie turned and
perceived several1 inhabitants o? the village, 'who wvcrc running towards thcmi,
and pointing to the sea.

'Well-where aire they hailing from?'V domanded Pierre.
'Down thoro froin the Isle o? Met,' replied the voicel.
Frora flie Me of ilet! whzat is the niatter l'
'The signal of distress.'
ill eyes wcre turncd towards the point indicatedl, wlien they pcrceived the

flag, which fluttered in the wind, lightcd by a sunbeanx.
' The Dcii! thlis miut indeed ho a signal o? distress, for thc Bcarnais does

flot hoist his flag for a triflo.'
' Thon who 'will go to his assistance ?' asked one of the wonicn.
' It is thc business of the owvncrs of tho Isie,' answered, Pierre.
Evcry body looke at Goron and Lubcrt, but the former aftcr examiling

the sca for an instant, shrugged lis shouldors.
' The owners are mot porpoises,' answoed ho roughly; ' lot the sailors,, if

there are auy here, look at the sea Ir-fore them.'
The waves lhad really ut this moment a threatening and terrible :aspect.

Agitated by a violent North West windl, which was ubcreasing every moment,
they separaýmted into dark firrows, on the summnits of whieh rose a, white fouin.

&To say truth, the wcather looks bad enough,' rcplied Pierre; £'those 'who
louýve thc Ixarbour w~ill dIo wcll to rccomrnend thcmselvcs te tîxoir patron saint,
for ncithor oair ixor sait will bo of any usez.'


