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BY MISS M. E. BRADDON.
CHAFPTER I11.

ORA'S father,
Gernld Leslle,
was the owner of
a flpe estate upon
the banks of &
lake¢ about two
miles out of New
Orleans, and aiso
of & bhandsome
house In that
clty, It lsat this
latter residence

w
that we will introduce him to the reader. |

Gersld Leslle was In the very priing of
lite. Scarcely yet forty-flve years of
age, time had set no mark upen his
thick chestnut hair or his handsome
face, save a fow almost imperceptible
wrinkles which the cares of the last year
or two had drawn In rigid lines about his
well-shaped mouth.

His features were maseive and regular;
the brow broad and intellactual; the
large hazel eyes bright but yet thought-
ful; and there was a shade of melan.
choly In the general expresslion of the
eountenanoe which lent a peculiar charm
to the face to Gerald Lesle.

It was the face of ocne who had sufe
fered. It wanm the face of one who found
himself a Jonely mun in the very prime
of Iife; In that hour of all other hours in
which & man yearns for the smiles of
loving eyes, the warm pressure ot
friendly hands. It was the faoe of ono
who had discovered too laws that he had
sacrifced the happlness of his lifeto
mistaken prineciple.

While the good ship Virginla ls saillng
away from the dim blue shores of the

fading English coast, bearing Mrs, Mon- |

tresor, ber néphew and nlece and Cora
Leslle, to thelr far Bouthern home, let us
enter the planter's luxuriously furnished
study, and watch him as he bends over
his desk.

The burning Southern sun is banished
from the apartment by means of Vene-
tian shutters; the floor is covered with
& cool matting woven from Indlan reeds ;
and the falnt plash of a fountuin in o
small garden at the back of the house is
heard through one of the open windows,

It Is not & pleasant task which occu-
Blea the planter. His brow contracts as

6 examinea the papers, pausing every
now and then to jot down two or three
figures against & long row of accounts
which look terribly formldable even to
the uninitiated. At last he throws
down a heap of documents with a Weary
slgh, and Hinging hiwmself buck in his
chalr, sbandons Eumself to gloomy
thought.

““Yes, the truth lsout at last,” he mut-~
tered; ‘‘no hope of a settlement in Eng-
land ; no chance of a huppy home en the
other side of the blus Atlantic with my
Cora, my only one. Nothing before me
but the weary struggle of a ruined man,
with difliculties so gigantic that, strugglo
as I may, they must elose in upon me
and crush me at the last. Oh, Phillip
Treverton, but for the cruel deception
you practiced upon me, I should not be
n this position.”

Phillp Treverton was Gerald Leszlle's
late partnor. He had been shot s twelve-
month before the opening of ourstory, in
& sanguinary duel with a young Frenche-
man, who had insulted him ina gaming-
house. DBut the twomen bad been mors
than partners, they had been friends:
true and sincere friends; and Gerald
Leslle no more doubted the honor of his
friend, Philip Treverton, shan he would
have doubted his owa.

Amongst Lthe debits owed by the two
planters, there was one of no less thun

oneé hundred thousapa aoliars due to a
lawyer and usurer,one Silas Craig, a man
who was both disliked and feared In New
Orleans; for he was known to be a hard
ereditor, unscrupuious as ¥o the means
by which he enriched himsell, pitiless to
those who were backward in paying him.

In an evil hour Gerald Leslie and
Phillp Treverton had had recourse to
this man, and borrowed from him at a
eruelly heavy rate of interest, the sum
above mentioned. Treverton was, un-
like his partner, a reckless speculator,
and, unfortunately, mnot a little of a
gamester; he therefore thought lightly
enough of the circumstances. Not so
Gerald Leslie. The thought of this loan
oppreesed him like a load of Iron, and he
was determined that it should be repaid
at any sacrifice. e gathered together
the money before leaving New Orleans
to visit his daughter in England, and in-
trusted the sum to partner, Trever-
ton, with special directions that it should
be paid immediately to Sllas Cralg.

yerald Leslie knew that his partner
was o gemester, bur ha firmly belioved
him to be one of the most honorable of
men, and he had ever found him strictly
just In all their commuorcial dealings.

He departed, therefore, happy In
thought that the deaht was pa
Silas Craig, the usures
rub his fat, greasy hands,

his

the

no longer
ind chuckle at

could

|

| fact of having to ask this favor stung him

-4

1, and that |

the thought of bhkis power over the |
haughty planter, Geralid Leslie He de-
parted happy in the thought that his

next voyazo would be to convey him to
an English home, where the tyranny of

prejudice conld never oppress his beloved

=\ and lovely child

The first intelligon:
om hia return to= Ne
death of his friend and partner.

Philip Treverton had dled a week be-
fore Gerald Leslle landed He had died
at midulaght in 4 wretched chamber at a
gambling-house was o mmystery
about his hours wers
shrouded in 1 the sllent
secrets of the night. None knew who
had watehed beside him o his dyving nio-
ments. The murderer had escaped; the
mutilated body of the murdered man was
found in the waters of the Missisaippl

Philip Treverton's death was a sad
leﬂ' to bhis survivor, Gerald Leslic. The
two men had been associntes for yvears;
both thorcugh gentlemen, intellectual,
highly educated, they had been united
in the bonds of a sincere and heartfelt
friendahbip.

What then were Gerald Leslie's feel-
ings when he found that his friend, his

artner, his assoclate, the man whom he
ad fully trusied, had deceived him ; and
that the money left by him In Trever-
ton's hands had never been pald to Silas

‘@ which grected him

w Orleans, was the

There
last
ne darkness of

death—his

Craig? 3l _

In vain did he search amongst his
friend s papers for the receipt:; there
was mnot one memorandum not one

scrap of paper contalning any wention of
the one hundred thousand dollars: and
a week after Gerald Leslie's return, he
recaived a visit from the usurer, who
came to claim his debt. The plaunter
gave him a bill at a twelvemonth's date,
the heavy interest for that perivd fear-
fully inc¢reasing the debt. This bill
came due on the very day on which we
bave Introduced Gerald Leslle to the
reader, and he was now every moment
expecting to hear the usurer announced.

He wasstill without funds to weet hiy

| that money, you take such a high tone

| your property, and sending the Leslia
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r.raubj upon him ; and he felt that Ina
| few months his vlantation must be sold,
and he left a rufped map. But as the
drowning wretch catehes at the feeblest
straw, or the frallest plank, so bs clung
to the hope furnished by delay.

“Ones mors,” he
leaned his head upon his hands In the
attitude of despalr, “once more must I
humiliate m to this low-minded
wretch, snd beg the delay which he may
grant or refuse, aa it pleases his base
nature, Heaven hel me, I little
droamed that Gerald wlie would ever
coime to sue to Silas Cralg."

At this moment a cheerful-lookiog
negro entered the apartment, bearing a
card upon a sllver salver.

“Mussa Cralg, pleaso, be
eald.

“Tell blin to walk in.”

“Into this room, massa?

“Yes, Cosar.™
| The negro departed, and in a few mo-

meute returned, ushering In & far man,
of about fifty years of age, dressed in the
. loose and light-colored coat and trousers,

fashlonable In New Orleans.
! This pummer costume, which was be-
Icmnl to many, accorded 11l with the

fat and awkward figure of Silas Cralg.
‘Ths loose open oollar dlsplayed a bull
[

massa,”™

peck that bespoke the brute force of a
gonsusd nature. It was almost Im i-
ble to lmegine a more truly repulsive ap-
g&aranm than that of the usurer ol New

ricems ; repulsive, not so much from
natural ugliness, as from that hidden
something, dimly revealed beneath the
ocutward features that told the nature of
the man, and caused the close observer
and the physiognomdst to shrink from him
with instivctive abhorrence,

Cruelty leered out of the small rat-like
| gray eyes, hypocrisy and sensuality allke

were visible In the thick lips and wide
| animal mouth, The usuer's halr, of a

reddish yellow, was worn long, parted

Iin the middis, snd pusheda behind his
| ears, glving & sanctimonious expression
| %0 Lls face. For it must be Enown to
| the reader that Silas Cralg had always

contrived to preserve a character for
great sanctity. His volee was loudest
in expressing horror at the backslidings
of others ; his presence was unfailing at
the most frequented places of worship;
and meu who kunew that the usurer
would strip the widow or the orphan of
the utmoat farthing, or the last rag of
clothing, beheld him drop his dollars
into the plate at the close of avery char-
ity sermon.

By such pitiful artifices as these the
worid is duped, and Silas Cralg was uni-
versally respeoted in New Orleans; re-
spected in outward seeming by men who
In their Inmost soul loathed and exe-
crated him.

With & bland smile, he obeyed Gerald
Leslie's resture, and seated himself in a
low rocking-chair opposite the planter.
“‘Charming weather, Mr. Leslie,™

*“Charming,"answered Gerald absently.

*1 trust I see you welil, my dear friend,”
murmured Silas Craig, In the fat, oily
voloe pecullar to him, **and yet, he added,
almost affectionately, *‘I no oot think
you are looking well—no, decidedly not,
you look a littie bharraseed ; a little care-
worn, as if the business of this life was
pressing too much upon you."

“I have good need to look harmassed
and care-worn,” answered Gerald Leslle
impatiently. *“Come, Mr. Craig, do not
let us waste time upon tine speeches and
sympathy which wo cannot either of us
sxpeet to [eel—I know what you have
come here for, and you know that I know
{t, so why beat about the bush? You
bave my acceptan<e, due today in your
pocket, and you come to claim payment.”

“You are as proud as ever, Mr, Leslie,"
sald the usurer, an angry gleam shooting
out of hi=s small eyes, in spite of the af.
fected smide upon his lips.

“Why should I be less proud than
$vexr?' anewered the planter, haughtily,
“Jf you call & contempt for fulsahoo%.. and
a loathing of hypoorisy pride, 1 am oce:.
talnly amongst the proudest.™

Gerald Lesiie knew that every word he
uttored was calculated to infuriave Silas
Craig, and that, at the moment when he
had to ask a favor of him; but the
haughty spirit of the planter could less
brook to stcop now than ever—the very

he

to the quick, and urged him on to show
his contempt of the man from whom he
had o ask it

The nsurer sat for some few moments
in silence, rubbing his hands slowly one
over the other, and looking fartively at
Geradd.,

“Yon may ask me why vou should be
less prond today than ever, Mr. Leslie,”
he said, with a malicious grin. *8hall I
tell you why? DBecause the tables are
turned since the day when you passed
Sllas Cradz lu the sireets of New Orleans
a5 if he had been one of the slaves on
vour plantation; when yon spurned him
ag i he hod been the dirt beneath your
feet. [ know what you sald of me in
these days; 1 came by my money by
cronked ways; I was a rogue: an usurer;
my lll-gotten wealth would bring me to
the paillows some day. These are the
sort of things you rald, and I took them
quictly enouch ; for I am of a patient dis-
position, and I Enew my turn would
come. It has come. The times are
changad sines then, My wealth was ill-
gotten, was H? You were glad enough
to borrow a hundred thousand dollars of
it, ill-gotten as it was; and now when I
come today to ask you for the payment of

that I can only believe you have it ready
for me In your cash-box yonder,"”

It was with a malleious chuckle that he
uttered those concluding words ; for the
crafty wreteh well knew the nature of
Gerald Leslio, and he had suspeeted from
the first that the money was not forth-
coming.

% ,‘\'\I'- one
planter; *‘not
Craig-

“Indeed ™
tremely sorry to hear it; as,

of it!"
penny of

the
Alr.

eriad

it,

penny

one

“Then I'm ex-
of course,

said Silas.

under ti circumstances 1 e¢an no
longer delay putting an execution upon

plantation and your valuabile lot of nig-
gers to the puotioneer’s hammer.”

Having uttered this threat, he sat for
some little time with his hands on his
kneesa, and a smile of trinvmph upon nis
face, watching the countenance of the
plantar.

Gerald Leslie's was a gloomy face to
look upon in that momeat ; but it neither
expressed grief nor humsiliation, and his
enemy was disappolinted.

It was not enough to ruin the man he
hated. Silas Craig would have given half
his fortune to see that haughty spirit
lowered In the dust.

The planter sat for some mioutes in
perfect silence, as if he were revolving
some plan in his mind. Presently he
looked up, and, without any alteraticn of
his former manner, addressed the usurer
Lhius

“Bilas Craig, sooner than ask a favor
of you, I would see every scrap of prop-
erty 1 possess sold in the public sale-
room, and would leave my native land a
beggar. [ do not ask you a favor, then;
I offer you a bargain, 1f my property is
sold today, it wili be sold at aloss. You
will be paid, it is true, but others, for

muttered, as he |

{ more concern, WUl 108€, WO monins
| hence that same pro y will, for eertaln
| commercial reasons known as well to you
a8 to mo, realize a much larger amount.
Besides which, I have friends in the
North who may come forward in the
| meantime to save me from ruln. Renew
our bill at two months from today, and
or those two montha I will give you
double the enormous Interest | have been
already paying —a rulnous bargain for
me, and as valuabie one for you. But no
favor; remsmber that! Do you acoapt?”

I do,” sald Silas, after a few moments’
deliberation. *“*The Interest ought to be
trebled, though.”

The planter laughed bitterly.

I have offered you the uttermost far-
thing I meanp to offer,” he aaid.

“I accept it,” answered Sllad. *Ulive
me pen, ink and paper, and I'll draw up
the document.”

CHAPTER IV,

| HILE the dim-
oultles of the
planter were be-
coming every day
mors paio ul to
encounter, and
mora periloas to
his future pros-
pects ot happl-
— nese the good
ahip Virginia reached her destination,
uncrtn due time Mrs, Montresor and ner
two falr charges arrived at New Orleans.
Cora Leslle had given her father no
warning of ber com It had pleassed
the lovfni «irl to th that she should
creep to his side when he least expected
her, and that the happy surprise of her
arrival would come upon bhim im the
midst of his troublea.

It was growing dusk on a lovely
summer evanlng, when the traveleis
reached New Orleans. Bidding a hasty
adieu to Adelalde Horton and Mrs. Mon-
treaor, with a promise to eall upon them
early the next day, Cora sprang into the
carriageé which Mortimer had pro-
cured for her, requesting him to give the
address to the driver.

**Your father is Iin town, Miss Leslie,”
sald the young man. *“You will have
scarcely ten minutes’ drive.”

*“Ten minutes!” cried Cora eagerly.
“In ten minutes, then, I shall see my
father!”

Her lovely countenanee glowed with
enthusissm as she spoke; while her tiny
hands were clasped in an ecstasy of de-
light.

Mortimer Percy's face grew strangely
mournful as he looked upon the excited

irl.

¥ **One moment, Miss Leslie,” he ex-
claimed earnestly, pausing with his hand
upon the sarriage door. ''You remem-
ber what I said to u in Grosvenor
Square, on the night of my aunt's badl?™

““Yes, perfectly."”

“You remsmber that I then told you I
feared your father's welcome might not
be so warm a one a8 your loving heart
would lead you to desire. If tonight
you should find it so, remember my
warniug, and do not doubt your father's
affection, even should he recelve you
somewhat coldly. Remember, too, that
come what may, and should the hour of
trouble fall upon ou as It sometimes
does on the youngest and the fairest; re-
member that you have always a friend in
Mortimer Percy, and do not scruple to
appeal to him."

e clasped her hand In his as he spokes
and she returned the friendly pressure.

“There & a mystery In your werds
which 1 seek in wvain to fathom, Mr.
Pearoy,” she sald; *‘and I know that your
warnings flil me with a strange fear;
but I know, too, that you have been very
good to me, and should sorrow coame 1
will not hesitate to appeal W you and
your cousin Adelalde.”

“‘Adelaide 13 a dear, good little =
answered Mortimer vritg a sigh; ut I
shall be better able to serve Jou thap
ibe. Goud night, Miss Leelie

Ee released her slender hand, gave
some dlrections to the driver. and in an
other moment the horse started, ana
Cora felt that she was on her way to her
father's resldence.

The sun was sinking In a bed of erim-
son glory, and the dusky shadows clos-
ing 1n the streets of New Orleans.

The houses and publie bulldings were
dimly visible in the declining light, as
Cora looked out of she earriage window.
The place seemed strange 8o her after
her long residence in England. Bhe had
oo memory of anything she saw, and felt
that she was an utter stranger in her
native land.

Bnt «he had not long to think of these
things. The carriage drew up before
her father's house, and the door was
opened by the black gervant, Geear.
Without walting to ask any quastions,
she hurried into the hall, after diemise
ing the driver; but as she was about to
inquire for her fathor, another negro ser-
vant emerged from ope of the doors open-
ing into the hall, and advanced to meet

he

ﬁo was past middkes ege. His halr was
grizzled with patches of gray, aml his
face had an expression eof settiead melan-
choly rarely seen upon the negro coun-
tenance. He was dressed in a loose linen
jacke§ apd trousers, and his manner and
appeeranee altogether denotad hia
station, which was that of confidential
man nnd general ssrvant, faototurn to his |
master, Me. Leslie.

This maw's name was Toby. He had

.

sOrTly opened the door, and gliding into
the room, stood for A moment mutsly re-
garding her father. The Venetian shut-
ters were clused, and & shaded lamp
burned upon the planter's desi—a lamp
that left the room In shadow, und threw
ita full light upon the careworn face of
Gerald Leslle. The papers bafore him
lay unheeddd on the desk, with a half-
burned cigar by thelr side. His finely
molded chin rested upon his hand, his
brow was contracted by painful thoughts
and his dark brown eyes were tixed
gloomlily upon the ground.

He had not heard Cora's entrance. The
young girl crept soltly to his side, and

dropping on her kuees at his feot, clasp-
| ing her hands about his left arm, which
hun

lmnaal?' over the arm of his chair,

*“Father,’
father !

It was with no exclamation of joy, but
with a ory of something nearer akin to
agony, that the planter turned and be-
held his ouly daughter.

“Cora!” he exclalmed;
hare !

“Yeos, dearest father. [ know—I know
that it Ia agalost your commands that I
have come, but I felt that it could not be
against your wishes."

Gerald Leslle’s head dropped upon hls
breast with a gesture ol despalr.

*It needed but this,” he murmured,
40 compiete my ruin.”’

These words were uttered in a voice so
low as to eacape the ear of Cora; but she
could still percelve that her coming had
not given her father the pleasure she had
fondiy Boped to have scen written in his
face, when he first beheld her.

**Father, father,” she crled plteocusly,
clasping her arms about his neck, and
gently drawing round his head, so as to
be able to look in his face; *father, can
it be that you do not love mer”

**Not love you, Cora, my darling, my
darMng ! Clasping his child to his
breast, Gerald fuslje burst into & pas
sion of soba.

This was her welcoms home.

she murmured,

“Cora, you

CHAPTER V.

E'l' ua turn from
the resldence of
Cora’s father to
the splendld man-
sion inhablted by
the weoealthy
young planter,
jl Augustus Hor-

best streets of
New Orleans.

It 18 upward of
a weok after the
arrival of Mon-
tresor with her
two fair charges.
It isa bright
summer morning, and the family party
are assembled in an elegantly furnished
apartment, opening into a cool veranda,
filledd with exotic plants.

Mre. Montresor, who, even In that
warm climate, 18 too energotic to be idle,
is seated at her embroidery. Her nephew
Augustus lolls in an easy chair, reading
tha New Orleana papers, while Adelaide
Horton reclines in a hammock nesr tho
open window. Mortimer Percy, with his
hands in the pockets of hls light trou.
sars, and a clgar In his mouth, leans
againet the window talking to his cousin.

“*Say what you will, Mortimer, it is
most extraordinary that Cora should not
have called here sinoe our seturn,” ex-
clalms Adelaide.

“But do I pot tell you, my dear
ocousin,” answered the young maun, “‘that
Mr. leoglie hhs taken his daughtor to his
country-seat upon the plamstation?™

*What of that?” replled Adelaide. “3ir.
Leslie's villa is but half an bour's drive
fromn New Orleans. Nothing eould hav
baen saster then for bim to have brouglis
(wra here.”

At thle moment a fernale slava entared,
anpnouncing Mr. Craiyg.

“‘dearest |

MLy sl ner, Ir o8 will, B0 mawar w
what degradation —no matterto what in-
famy; but let him aare to love her let
him dare look upnn her with one thrill
of fatherly affection—Ilet him attompt to
wlevate her mind by education, to teach
her that there |8 a free heaven above her,
where slavory cannot be—let him do
this, and he has committed a erime
sgainst soclety and the laws of Louls-
fans.”

“Exactly so,"
his olly hands, *“'I see
the law of the land,
wonder that Gerald Leslisn (s & rulned
muan, he has wasted a princesly income
on the aducation of this girl—this alave.”

“‘Poor Cora!" exclalmed Adeslaide.

“What, Misse Horion, did yvou know
her?" asked Cralg.

I did, Indeed,” replied Adelaide; *we
ware educated at the same school—we
were bosom friends.”

“Merciful Heaven ' ezclaimed Craig,
sanctimoniously; *‘to what pollution
are our daughters exposad, when the
children of slaves are folsted upon so-
I ¢lety In this manper!”

“No, Mr, Cralg.” cried Mortimer, with
| a bitter laugh ; *‘the pollution is in the
very atmosphers of u clime in which a
futher's first duty to soclety is to trample

Uralg, rubblog
‘ou understaud
Mr. Percy.

replied

on the laws of humanity--the ties of
| flash aud blood.™
| “Hold your tongue, Moptimer,” sald

Augustus Horton, **you know nothing of
these things; Gerald Leslle has acted
lllﬂgracvruﬁ)'. and this girl must pay the
penuley of her father s folly.”

““That 18 Loulslana justice.”

‘‘Excuse me fos two or three minutes,
Mr. Cralg,” sald Angustus, rising; *'1
have a few words to say to my cousin. I
will rejoin you almost immediately; in
the meantime the ladles will amuse you.
Come, Mortimer.”

The young man followed his cousin,
after bowing coldly to Cralg. The truth
of the matter was that Augustus Horton
wished to get his lmprudent partner oul
of the way, as he felt that Silas Craig
would take care to spread the report ol
Mortimer Percy's ravolutionary prinelples
among the outraged Southerners,

Left alone with the two ladies, Sllas
Cralg felt hlinself very much at a loss for
conversation.

He had never married, and he was
always silont and ashamed in female so-
clety. Accomplished hypoorite as he
was, he trembled before the keen in-
stinets of a woman, and felt that his real
pature stood unmasked.

But on this occasion he
from his embarrassment in & manner
that ha had little expected. Just as he
was preparing himsalf to utter some com
monplace remark, a stentorian volce re
sounded through the vestibule without,

*Oh, you needn’t announce me,” sald
the intruder; “everybody knows me. It's
old Cralg, the lawyer, I want to see, and
I know he's here.™

A alose observer might have observaed
that Silaa Cralg's face grew considerably
paler at the sound of hils voice; but be
fore be could make any remark the ownes
of it had dashed into the room, banging
open tha door with auoise of thunder.

Well might the Indles start with an ex-
clamation of amazement at the apparitiop
that stood before them. The new comer
was o tall, lanky, raw-boned looking man,
witn long bair, which streamed In rough
locks from under his fur cap. He wore a
bear-skin jacket, very much the worse
for bad usage, loose Eknickerbooker-
trousers, leather gaiters, and great nailed
boots ; nis red-striped shirt was torn and
ragged, and a tatsered cloak hung loosely
over hia sboulder. When we further add
that ho carried a musket under his arm,
the reader will be able to understand the
astonishment of Mrs. Montre=or and her
niece gt Lenoldiog such an intruder is
their ciegant apartment.

If & ghost risen from the grave hail
stood before him, Sllas Craig could
scarcely have appeared more terrifled
than he Jdid at the sight of this mun.

was relieved

“Show him in," sald Augustus, without
raising his eyes from the newspaper he
was reading.

“'Silaz Craig!’ execlaimed Mortimer.
with a shudder of disgust. <What in
Heaven's name Induces you to encourage
the acquaiutance of that man, Augustus?"'
“Pshaw, Mortimer, I have none of your
romantic notions. Mr. Craig is a very re-
spectable member of soclety.”

**Respectable! Yes; the man who
makes monpey (8 respoctable, no matter
by what shameful means he makes i
Usurer, oppressor of the helpiess, traf-
floker 1n Eumnn flesh—what muatters by
what hideous trade the gola is got? The
vellow guineas will not sparkle less—the
hollow world will not be less ready to
bow to the respectable member ol so-
clety.”

“Fool !" cried Augustus, angrily ;
**Craig ia bere. Do you wish him to know
your opinion of him 7"

Mortimer shrugged his shoulders and
resumed his conversation with his cousin
Adelnide.

Bllas Craig salutad the ladies with cer-
emonious politeness, and. after the first
greetings, exclaimed with a face expres- |
elve of ganctimonicus grief anda plous
horror—

*0Of course, ladies, you have heard the |
news?"

‘*The news! What news?" crled Ade-
laide and her aunt simultaneonsly.
““What! is it po=sible that you have not
heard of Mr.Gerald Leslie's conduct? All |
Naw Orleans is ringing with the scandal.™

served the planter faithfully foe tive-and-
twenty vears.

“Mr. Leslis can sea po one this even- |
ing.” he said as be approached Cora.

“He wi!l not refuse to see me,” mur-
mured tha young girl: *"ha cannet deny
himself to his daughter.”

**Hla daughter!” exclalmed the negro,
with an irrepressible burst of onthust.
asm ; *‘his daughter, Miss Coran, that was
away across the sea—yonder in Lhe.free
country. Cora, the child I used to nurse
in the years that are gone by ; ah, forgive
me, forgive me, forgive the poor old ne-
gro slave, wno is almost wild at the
sight of his young mistress "

Ihe faithful creaturs fell on his knoes
at Cora's feet and, clasping her hand in
both his own, covered It with kisses.

“You remember me then?" gaid Cora.

“1 remember the little child that I used
tocarry fu my arms, not the beantiful |
young lady from the happy English land ;

birt the young lady has still the soft
volece and the sweet amile of the little |
child, and she is not aangry with r

Toby because he is beside himself with
joy to see her once agsaln.”

“Angry with you!” exclaimed Cora;
“‘but tell me—my father, where is he?
Do not defain me longer when I should
rush into his dear arms!”

“Your father—!" A sudden change
came over the slave's magnoer. ““Your |
tather, Miss Cora! He thinks you s
in the fres Euglish country, snd wheg he
hears that you have returted—" The ges
go paused, with an embarrassed countens
ce, as he uttared these words.
“ﬂ'hn: then?" cried Cora.

ra. It I hade
:r' o bis a.:éff.'-:: Yand who xS
sidet

ed
b
sorrow, as a better right to be ad

*‘Fep, Miss Cora, but—"

“Tall me whers lg he?”

*“In that room, Miss Cora,” answered
the negro, gravely, pointing to the door

whom—pardon me —1I feel a great deal

of the study,
Without waltine for another ward Cara

“What ecandal?”
“*Ah, ladies, you may Indead well ask
what scandal ; for who could believe that

| Mr. Leslie. one of the principal planters |

of Louisiana, should have been ;.:uiit‘?' of |
siich a treason against the interest of 2o-
ciety at large?"’

*“Freason ! Mr.
mean, Mr, Cralzg!”
Horton.

*I mean that Gerald
discovered, within thesa last few days,
to have educated in England the child of
one of his slaves, a Quadroon called
Fraunecilla, whom ke sold to mo some fouar-
teen yaars ago. Tha girl has been
brought up in England, whera she has re-
coived the education of a prinoess, and it
ia only through her unexpected retara to

Lesaliea! What do you
axclaimed Augustus

Leslin has been

Now Urleans that the sacret has been dls-
covered "

s*Merciful Heavens” cried Adsalaide,
hiding her face in her hands, “*Cora a
slave "

‘“Thers was one gpark of feellng at
leagt,” muttered Mortimer, as he watched
his cousin’s emotion.

*Now,” pursued the pitiless usurer, |
sagoording to the Loulslana law, it is
oriminal to teach a slave to read. What,
thep, must be the offense of Mr. Leslie
in sending this girl to a first-clasaBagllsh
bosrding-echool, and having her taught
the accomplishmenis of a lady of the
highest birth?”

“*A tarrible offense, indeed, Mr. Craig,”
sald Mortimer, bittaerly, but this girl Is
Gerald Leslie's own daughter, is she
not?"’

“She {a; but what of that? Bornofa
slave mother, she Ia not the less his
slave.”

“[ understand. As a worthy member
of suclety, then, as a Christian and a gen-
tiemmen—in the sease in which we regard
thess things—he may send his daughter
to toil sixtesn hours a day on his plaata-
tion: he may hand her to his overseer to
tiogued, I sue is oo weak (or too lazy, as
it will most likely be called) to work; he

| he strode outof the room.

' manner.”

8o I've found you at last, my worthy
Craig, have 17" oried the stranger. *I've
hean over every loch of ground in New Or-
leans, I think, looking for you. At last
somebody told me you were at Mr, Hor-
ton's. *‘Very wall, then,” says I, ‘hore goes
for Mr. Horton's," and herg I am ; but how
is my dear Craizg! You don't seem glad
to see me."”

*His dear Craig! Vulgar rufflan ! mut-
tered Silas in an wundertone; and then,
with an effort to overcome his embarrass-
ment, he said, *“Why, a8 for being glad
to see you, my dear Bill, of course I'm

lad ; but you see—vyou see the truth was
thought you were In California."”

*“Yes, whore you sent me to dig for
gyld and keep out of your way. No, the
climate didu't agree with me, and I
didn’t find aoy gold, though I soon spent
spont all 1 took with me. Seo, knowing I
had powerful friends in New Orieans, I
thought the best thing I could do would
be to vome back and throw myself once
more on their generosity.”

Silas Cralg bit his thick undec lp till
the blood started beneath his teeth.

““But I say, Craig,” sald the stranger,
locking at the two astonlshed women,
““‘where’'s your manners? Aln't you golng
to introduce me to the ladins?’

*0Oh, to be sure,” replied Sllas, with
Increaglng embarrassment. My dear
Mrs. Montresor, my dear Miss Horton,
ailow me to introduce to you Mr, Bill

pos

| Bowen, formerly capwain of a slaver.”

“*Captain of a slaver!” exclaimed Ade-
lalde.

“Don't be {rightened, misa,” said Bill;
*your brother was one of my best cus-
tomers. [I've done many a bit of bus-

iness in the nigger trade with him."

The younyg girl shuddered as she
turned away from the speaker.
“I know my dress ain't quite the

EGid-

thing for alady’e drawing room,™ he
looking down down at hls ragged shirt-

No |

T

oarpet.
Silas reddened and an angry
contracted his sandy syebrows, a
“I'l forgive him If he ever playa )
this trick again,” he muttered. “Youw
are quite right, Mrs. Montresor,
William Bowen requires to be taugh®

| loason, and I think Bllas Oralg Is the
to toach it him. Pray exouse the Iz
| venlones you have been subjected

| and P—nrmt: ma to wish you good mosn l

ing.
man!” excialmed Adelalds, when
sunt and sahe were alone;
me with a disgust for which I
Boarcely account, And, then,
how cruelly he spoke of Coral
girl, poor girl!
Myra, or Dalsy, or Ross, or any of qus
servanta, The friendship betwoen us s
broken Yorever, and henceforth I dare
not look upon her as my equal.” i

The firon hand

soul, that this girl, whose heart was nat-
urally good and generous, was pre

to abandon forever the friend and com-
panion of her youth, becauss the taint of
African blood was In her veins, the
brand of soclety was stamped agalnsh
her name —because ahe was a slava |

o e Ui benneted . |
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Western Agents,

sleevea and clay stained oclothes, ** but |
wa'll set all that to rights, My
friend Craig wlill recommmend me to his
tailor and lend mie the money to pay his
bill, if it comes to that, won't you, Craig?"

“‘Oh, certainly, as far as that goes, in |
cunsideration for past aservices."”

“Yes, ‘in consideration for past ser-
vices,”"” repeated Bill Bowen, rather sig-
nificantly. I tell you what, Mr. Craig,
as you seem doing the ecivil to these la-
dies here, and za you don't seem over
muech to relish my company, I'll glope
now, and drop In and take a bit of dicner
with you at your own house by-and-by,
What's your hour?”

“Six o'clock,"” muttered Cralg, with iil-
concealed vexation.

“Six o'clock. I shall be sure to be
pupctual,” sald Bill Bowan, *‘for I've got
a pretty sharp appetite. Good merning,
ma'am. Good morning, miss,” he added,
nodding famillarly to the two ladies, us

S001

|
|
!

“What ahorrible eresture !” exclaimed
Mrs. Montresor. “~How can you tolerate
him, Mr. Craig?

“Why, the truth replied Silas,
“the mwan has been of use to me in some
trifling matters of business. He Las
served me for a long time one wav and
another, and I've got used to his gueer
ways. He's an eccentric sort of antmal,
and he works all the better for Leing
bhumored, so I look over his uncultivated

P
A=,

“I would not advise you to encourage
him in running after you into people’s
drawing-rooms, " sald 3irs. Montresor,
mntnlg to the clay left by Bill Bowen's
»oot upon the rich colors of the Persian

SEENETE g ~
'uuilS PEPPERRERG,
MARUFACTUEEN OF ANDL
WHOLESALE & RETAIL
NEALER IN THE
Chotcest Bravds of Cigars,
weluding our
Flor do Popparbergo’ and "Bud
FULL LINE OF

TOBACCO AND SMOKERS  ARTICLE

Nov. 26, 1885,

A URESSLER,

The 5th St. Merchant Tailor
Keeps a Full Line of
foreign & Domestic Goods,
Consult Yuur Itgeres' by Giviog Hic a Call
SHERWOOD BLOCK

7 A ttsSsraonairh -

A.WAYE in stock,

Nal.

1 cannot tell you how 1 dislike thed |
“he lpspires
'-_"
A slave—a slave ke

of prejudice had so
stranglea every warmer smotion of the
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