llND“'
““Yet you ecreamed when I first saw
*you! It Is a strange welcome for your

«¢ather, Camiliia.”

v
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- _pippli the face could not bermqn% !
:::m papers found lo the pooket
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THE OCTOROON

A BRTORY OF SLAVERY DAYA,

B7 MISS M. E. BRADDON.

CHAFTER VL
WENTY yesars

before the period
of which we are
writing, a cortain
wealthy Span-
iard, calling him-.
self Juan Mora.

ultos, came 1o
New Orieans anrd
wook up hlenbode
in a superb villa
regldence, sufll-
ciently removed
from the din and bustle of the cily, and
yet commanding s view cs the wide
sweep of waters, and the dense forest of
masts that thronged the leves.

He bwought many slaves, and a young
wife, a pale 8 anlug beauty.

Within six .nonths of the arrival of
Don Juan Meoraquitos at New Orleans,
bis wife died, leaving little Camlilla—an
only daughter.

An oM female slave whispered strange
stories of the past.

For six years the father soarce noticed
the babe, who reminded him of his wife.

He had a small estats on the banks of
the Missisaippi. It was a little paradise.

Here, under care of two women, the
Infant was placod. The Slave Pepita,
who bad pursed Olyrupia, the mothar of
Camiilia, in her childhood, and had at-
tended her In her death hour; and an-
other female elave called Zarah, a woman
whose husband had been sold to a mer-
chant of Florida, but 10 had been al-
lowed to keep her son with her. He was
an actlve negro boy about slx years
old. These two women, with a coupla of
stout negro slaves, who worked ino the
gardens, composed the entire establish-
ment of the baby heiress.

Time passed; the rosy lips began to
form balf inarticulate murmurs, then
gentle and loving words. The baby
learned to speak her nurse’s name, to
prattle with tha negro lad—Zarah's son.

Poi-il.a. the infant's foater-mother, had
loved the chlld with davotlon.

Zarah attended to the household work
and walted on the nurse and her foster-
chlld.

As the baby, Camlllia, grew into a
laughing girl, the young negro loved to
amuseé the little hairess by indulging in
all kinds of rongh and impish gambols
for her gratification.

Pepita often left Tristan, the negrs

boy, bo watch the slumbering child. T%
was six ysars aftor the death of Olympia
when the stern father's heart first re-
lented to his orphan child.

He would se¢ her—even though the
spirit of his lost Olympia seemed to rise
from the grave, and gaze athim, out of
the eyes of Camiliia. ‘L'be little girl was
sslesp upon a grassy bank,

She awoke at the sound of the Span-
iard's footstep, and uttered a scream of
terror.

The loneliness of her life had made her
timid.

“You are not frightened at me, are
you, Camillia ?” '

“Father? Are you my father?

“Yes, my C.‘nmlﬁls. will you love me?"

“I will try,"” answered the chlid quietly.

Don Juan clasped his chlld close to his
breast.

<] have a playfellow here,” said the
child, pointing to the young negro.

*“Tristan Is no fit playfellow for my lit-
tle Camillia. Tristan is a slave.”

The young negro heard every word.

“*A plave!" he muttered, as Don Juan
led the chlld toward the house. “A
glave! Yes, I have been told that often
snough !

A weeok after this, Camlillia, the nurse,
Peplta, Zarah, and the boy, Tristan, were
removed to the Villa Moraquitos, in the
suburbe of New Orleans.

Camillia was now under the care of a
governess, a French woman, Mad-
emolselle Pauline Corsi. This lady took
no pleasure In the antics of Tristan—so
he seldom saw Camillia.

It was in the depth of the brief winter
when the brother-in-law of Don Juan
Moraquitos arrived at the villa.

He was the only surviving relative of
the Spaniard’'a dead wife, her older
brother, dearly beloved by her, but he
who had foroced upon her the marriage
with his friend, Don Juan. Hls uame was
Tomaso Crivello.

He had come from Mexico on a tour
through the United Btates, and hed ar-
rived at New Orleans—to dle.

Yes; the hand of death was upon him!

Three days after he expired In the arms
of his brother-in-law.

Half an hour before he diad he became
ponsclous, and implored Don Juan to send
for an attorney. It was necessary that
he should make s will.

The attorney sent for by the Spaniacd
wase no other than Bilas Craig.

On the reading of the will it was found
that Doa Tomaso had left his entire for-
tune to his brother-in-law, Don Juan.
Bé¢t(Don Tomaso had not come to the
villa aslone. He had brought s boy—
about 8 years of age. He wus named
Paul. _

This Paul was a handsome boy. None
knew whence he came, or who he was.

Camillia was the ouly ons from whom
be would take comfiort.

“My child, come hither,” said the Span-
tard, one day, addressing Paul.

«Tell me vour proper name—hbesldes

Iy

‘4 sin't is Do !mrry.?:ied Bowen.
“Now I want to take s squiot at what-
ever lles behind yomder map.”
suppressed a half-muttered oath, but re-
luctantly touched a sprin A door flew
back. hey entered a long, narrow
sage. At Its ond wes a window
| having & view of & largs gambling
saloon |

CHAPTER VIL
| BARLY s month

| bad since
I ! the arrival of the
Vir, s in the

l r of New

Orleans, and still
Adelaide Horvon
and Cora Leslie
had not met.

The young
creole, ganerous-
hearted as she was, had nevar felt the
same affection for her schoolfellow since
the fatal revelation e by Sliae Craig.
It was in vain that the generosity of her
nature would have combated with the
prejudices of her education; pride of
caste was the stronger, and she could
pot but despise Cora, the lovely de-
scendaant of slaves, In meantlme
the two girls had ceasad to meet. The
oature of Adelalde Horton waa capriclous
and volatile, and, ln a few daye, she had
almost diamissed Cora's image from her
memory.

Indolent, llke all creoles, Adelalde
gpont the greater part of her days in a
rocking-ohatr, reading a novel, while
fanned by bher favorite slave Myra.
Mortimer Percy was, a8 we know, by no
means the most attentive of lovers, al-
though Uving in the same house as that
pocupled by his fair cousin. He saw her
but seldom, and then evinced an Iindif.
ference and listlessnesa which often
wounded the volatile girl.

“How weary and careleas he [4.” she
thought; *“how differeat to Gilbert Mar
grave, the artist, the poet, the enthu-
alaat 1"

Alas, Adelalde, beware of that love
which Is given without return! Beware
of the bitter humilliation of finding that
he whom you have secretly admired and
reverenced—he whose lmage you have
set upon the altar of your heart, and
have worshiped in the sanctity of sllenocs
eond of areaming—that even he, the idol
the beloved, looks on you with indik
ference, while another usurps the earnest
devotion of his poet soul.

Adelnide Horton had ample time for
Indulgence in thoee waking dreams
which are often so dangerous. A school
girl, young, romantic and frivolous, lg-
norant of the harsh wa of the world,
she bullt falr castles In the air—ideal
palaces in a lovely dreamland, which
were only too soon to be shattered to the
ground.

Gilbert Margrave came to New Orleans
armed with those brilllant schemes of
inventions in machinery, which might,
as he fondly hoped, supersede slave la-
bor, though not militating against the
employment of the many.

He came well furnished with letters of
introduction from powerful men in Eng-
land, to the planters and merchants of
New Orleans; but h he met with
much politenese and bospitality, the
YLoulslanians shrugged their shoulders
and shook thelr heads when he revealed
his opinions and trled to win their ap-
proval of his plans. They locked upom
the handsome young engineer with a feel-
ing something akin to pity. He was aa
enthusiast, and, llka all emthusiasta, no
doubt a little of a madman.

One of the first houses at which Gll-
bort Margrave presented himself, was
that of Augustus Horton. He found
Adelalde and her aunt alone !n their
favorite morning room ; ene lounging in
her rocking-chair, the other as usual,
busy at an embroldery frame.

The young creole looked very pretty in
bher loose and floating morning robe of
India miuslin, richly trimmed with Valen-
clennes lace, and peach-colored ribbons.
Her halr was arranged in clusters of
ehort ringlets, whioch trembled In the
summer breeze, wafted in through the
Venetian blinds of the veranda.

Ag the name of Gilbert Margrave was
announced, the animated girl sprang
from her eesy-chair, and, flinging down
her book run forward to recelve the long-
loocked-for visitor.

At last |” she exclaimed. *I wassure
ou would come, but I have loocked out
or you s0 anxiously—I mean we all

have,” she added, bilushing.

“ A thousand thanks for you kind wel-
come, Miss Horton. Belleve me, your
house 1s one of the very firet to which I
bavs directed my steps.™

» How good of you to remember ual™

“Say, rather, how selfish,” replied Gil-
bert. ‘Do you think it is no happiness,
in & foreign country, to find one le at
least where one is not s stranger?

“Nay, Mr. Margrave,” sald Mrs. Mon-
tresor; ‘*will you not call us a circie of
friends?”

“But pray et down,”™ exclaimed Ade-
laide, pointing to a low chair near a staend
of perfumed exotics ino one of the win-
dows, ‘“sit down and tell us ell your ad-
ventures by land and sea, especially the
latter, and how you have survived the
bair-breadth 'scapes and ventures of the
briny Atlantle."

Gilbert Margrave toid, in a few words,
the particulars of his voyage, which had
been a rapld and a pleasant ons; “so
rapld & passage ™ he continued with a
amile, *that I trust I am i tima to

Paul I" )
“They call me Pgul Lisimon.
“Lisimon it shall be.”

«*Do you remember your mother?"”
«he died when I was a baby, and I
always lived with my father, Don Tom-

«Do pot fear, my child, your future
will be my care,” and Paul Lisimon was
brought up in the household of the
Bpaniard. Camillia and Paul taking les-
sone side by side, from Madmolselle
Pauline Corsi.

- - = * .

Bill Bowen was at Lnel house of Sila.
1z precisely at six o'clock.

a:.gaxl" dlnne’r Siles and the visitor re-
tired to the lawyer's private office.

«Now we are alone. Mr. Bowen, what
want you?” 0y

s+ 4 thousand dollars.’

«] gave you & thousand-—"

«“The day after Gerald Leslie's part-
mer, Phillp Treverton piep!"”

“Come, come, Bowen, dom't excite

ourself,” sald Sllas. *“You shall have
{ho money."”

«Listen to what peoFla say of Mr,
Treverton's death; he lost heavily ab

; he could not pay up: he was In-

ma by n stranger, and stabbed ina
kind of

duel, the murderer's car-
off the body. A fortni htudur-

assist at the wedding of Miss Horton and
my old friend Mortimer Percy.”

A ghade of vaxation crossed Adelalde’s
pretiy face.

*I really do not see,” she sald, '‘wh
atl the world should be in such & hurr
for this marriage. There Is surely time
enough. One would think I was in den-
ger of becoming an old maid, or else that
everybody was desirous of getting rid
of me.”

“I do oot think there Is much fear of

either contingency,” replied Gilbert,
laughing.
“The truth s, Mr. Margrave,” eald

Mrs, Montresor, ‘*that my dear Adelaide
is a gpoiled child, and because her cousin
happens to be a very sensible, high-prin-
cipled young man, but not exactly a hero
of romance, she thinks hersslf ocalled

| upon to affect a contempt for him. But

I know her better than she knows her-
self, and I am certain that, at the bot-
tom of her heart, she cherishes a very
sin affection for Mortimer.”

‘““How can you know what's at the
bottoms of my heart, when I don’t know
myself, aunt Lucy?" exclaimed Adelaide,
h:nfat!ently: “‘upon mf word I think no
girl was ever so croelly used as I have
been. Other people make up a manr
riage for me, other ple tell me whom
1love, when I ought to know a great
deal betier than they do. It's really

the body was found in

shameful?”

BaRon cOula Aave Deea EFmOWNL, IS would
heve been disnovered that her anger was
Bot 80 muoh arvused agalnst her aunt as

Glibert Margrave, for the lnduf
ferent manner ia which he had spoken
of ber approaching marriage.

Anxlous to guell the storm, of which
he little knew himself to be the cause,
the young engineer endeavored to turm
the conversation, and in srder to do so,
he asked a guestion which bad been
trembling on

“Your friend, Miss Leslle,” he sald:
*“the star of your farewell assembly-—you
often s«e her, 1 supposs, Mlss Horton?"

Gilbert Margrave little knew that this
very question only added fuel te the fire

petuous girl.
*} have nover seen Cora Leslle since
our arrival In New Orleans, she an-

swared ooldly.

“lndesd ! But I thought you such in-
timate frienda. Mise Leslis—shs s not
i, I hope?”

Hils evident anxiety about Cora ter-
ribly Irritated Adelal Horton.

*That guestion I eannot answer. I
know noth whatever of Miss Leslle;
for, I repeat, we have not met glnce
we reached America.”
w"#hy I ask why this is so, Miss Hor-

T

‘“‘Because Coras Leslie is po fit associ-
ate for the daughter of Edward Hor-
ton.”

The blood rushed In a erlmson tor-
rent to the face of the young engineer,
He started from his seat as If he /ad
been shot.

*In Heaven's name, Mlss Horten,” he
exvlaimed, *what would you Insinuats:
nurul{nnothlng agalnst the honor of—"

“] insinuate nothing, Mr. Margrave,”
answered Adelaide. I simply tell you
that the—the person of whom you speak
is no compsanion for ma. Whatever friend-
ship onos existed between us ls bence-
forth forever at an end—Cora Leslle 18 a
slave.”

A choking sensation had risen to ine
throat of the young engineer during this
speech. Urutterable angulsh pos-
sessod him at the thought that he waa
perhaps to hear of some stain upon the
character of Cora. What, then was
his rellef at finding how muoh he had
wronged her purity, even by that fear?

““A slave !" he replied.

“Yea : African blood flows In her veina.
She has never been emuanclpated ; she ls,
therefore, as much a &love as the negroes
upon her father's plantation.”

I was led to believe something to

this effect on the very night of your
aunt's ball in Groavewor Bquars, iiﬂ!
Horton. So far from this circum-
stance lessenilng rmuy respeot for
Mise Isoslie I feel that it ls rather
exaited thereby into & sentiment

of revercnce. -She Is w©po longer
pimply a beautiful woman; she hence-
forth becomes the lovely representative

. of an oppressed people.”

“Your opinions are rather Quixotie,
Mr. Margrave,” replled Adelaide, with a
sneer; "‘and I fear you will find yourself
almost in as painful & position as the
Spanish knight, if you venture to mak
them known in New Orleans.” '

“Whatever danger I ma) ineur of be-
ing elther ridiou or persecuted, I
shall never conceal my detestation of
pm&udlce and tyragny, and my sympathy
wl the weak,”™ answered Gllbert
proudly. *‘Pardon me, if I speak warmly
on this subject, Miss Hortog; It is not

| to be supposed that you and I should

think alitke. We represent the opposite
sides of the Atlantic.”

“Nay, Mr. Margrave,” replled Adelalde,
whose brief cutburst of anger bad &Enaed
like a thunder eloud im a su ¥, ‘s
is I who should ssk pardon. IfearI am
a passionate and heartless creature, but
I cannot help feeling some indignation
against Mr. lie for the cheat he haa
put on ua.”

Adelalde Horton scarcely dared own to
herself that It was jealousy of Gllbert's
evident partiality for Cora, rather than
anger :gu!.nst the young giel herself,
that h been the cause of her oruel
word.

Augustus Horton entered the room at
this moment, and Adelalde presented
her brother to the young engineer.

There was little sympatny between
Gllbert Margrave and the plam#er of New
Orleans. Augustus had never qulitted
the Southern States, except on the occa-
sion of one or two brief visita to New
York. His ideas were narrow, his preju-
dices deeply rooted. He was by no
means free from the vices of his fellow-
citizens; he was known to frequent the
ﬂmbllng-hou&es, which, In spite of the

w promulgated for thelr suppression,
still existed in New Orleans; but he was
known, also, to be prudent, even in the
midst of his dissipation, and never to
bave } the splendid estate loft
him by his fathor.

But hospitality is an universal virtue
with the crecles, and Augustus bade the

zoun‘ensinms hearty weloome to his
ouse.

They conversed for some time on in-
diffsrsnt subjects, and Gilbert, having
socepted nn invitation to dlnner for the
followi day, was about to take his
leave, when he was E'evant.ed by the en-
trance of the slav FTR.

The girl approached her mistress with
an embarrassed manner unusual to her.
#“What la the matter with you, Myra?"
asked Augustus impatiently. ““What are
you standing there for? hy don't you

speak?”

“0Oh, ff you please, massa,” stam-
mered the girl, ‘*there is & young person
below who agks to see my méstress, and
who calls herself Miss Leslie.”

*“Gerald Leslie's dauyghter herel" ex-
clalmed Augustus. *This is too much.
This & what her father exposes us to ia
not teaching this girl her real position.”
“Whatia to be done?" asked Adelalde,
turning pale.

*Can you ask?™ replied ber lwother.
*Surely there is but one course. I will
esk Myra here,” he added, Eolntlng to
the young quadroon. *“Tell me, girl
what do you think of this young per-
pon ¥~

“Why, massa, ]—I—thought in spite
of the whiteness of her skin, she must

“0Of the same renk as yourself; is It
not so?”

alYea' m.ssﬂ_"

“Very well, then; do you think it pos-
sible that your mistress could receive her
a8 & visitor—as sn equal?”

«Oh, po, massa !” exclaimed the girl.
“That iIs enough. You can let her
know this.™

Myra ocourtesied, and was about to
leave the room, when Gilbert Margrave
arrested her by an imperious motion of
his hand.

“Btay!"” he exclalmed. ‘*Pardon me,
Mr. Horton, If I presume to say that this
must oot be. I had the honor of meet-
ing Miss Leslie one evenlng at the house
of your aunt. FPermit me, therefore, to
gpare her an Insult which I should feel
myself s dastard in tolerating. Allowme
to carry your answer to Miss Leslle?”
#You, slr!” exclaimed Augustus Her.
ton.

“0Oh, perdon me, Mr. Horton, i 1
pear to make a bad return for the
weltome you were go ready fo tos
; but remember that ctis-

If the roal cause of Adelalde’s indig.

is lips from the very first, |

already raging in the breast of the in- |

| so8 conooes wmen om your parr wouls
| be only natural, would become on mine
| an abominable cowardios I'”
| “Sir!” cried the Indignant Augustus.
Befors he ocould say more Gllbert Mar.
m\'u had bowed deferentially to the
o8, and to the angry planter himself.
| “Oh, It Is toe clear—he loves her!” ex.
| olalmed Adelaide, when they wers alone.
“And even If ha does,” sald her aunt,
quletly ; *what differenoce can It possibly
| make to Miss Adelalde Horton that is—
Mrs. Mortimer Parcy that is to be?”

Crimson blushes mounted to Adelalde's
face at this remark. She made no an
ewer, but with an angry look at heraunt,
hurried from the room.

This display of emotion had not es.
caped the penetrating eye of her
brother.

“Pray, what isthe meaning of thils, my
dear aunt?’ he asked.

“I very muech fear,
your sister has no great inclination to
marry her cousin, Mortimer Percy."”

“And the oause of this disinclination
Is some foolish preference for the Insolant
European who has just left ua?”

“Unhapplly, yes.”

““This ie too humiliating,™ exclaimed
Augustus, walking raplidly up and downs
the apartment ; “‘my sister degrades her-.
self by evincing a marked predilection for
a man who [s Indifferent to her, and the
object of her admiration does hor the
honor to prefer—a slaval™

CHAPTER VIIL

N an elevated ter.
race, fifty feel
above the mar
gin of a lake, was
sltuated the
summer pavilion
occupled by the
onoe wealth

lanter, QGeral

alle,

Thick shrub
beries of mag
volia and arbu

intersected by winding pathways

tus,
and varied by rockeries, lay between the
terrace and the llmpld waters below.

Tell palms apread thelr feathery
branches above the roof of the pavilion,
and exotic flowers bloomed beneath the
colonnade of bamboo work which sur
rounded the light ediflce. A flight ol
marble steps led from the glass door of
the pavilion. and a balustrade of the
same pure white material stretched the
whole length of the terrace, at each end
of wnich were sculptured marble vases,
fllled with the rarest blossoms. A flowe:
garden, in exquisite order, surrounded
the pavilion, while, exactly opposite the

veranda, & rustio table and some garden
chalrs were placed beneath the luxuricus
shade of a banana tree.

Seated on the steps leading from the
pavilion, faithful as a dog who listens for
the footateps of his beloved master, the
slave Toby might have been geen on the
day following that on which Cora had
pafd her unwelcome visitat the house of
Augustus Horton.

Gerald Loslie was at his office in New
Orieans, where business often detained
him when the best wishes of his heart
would have kept him by hls daughter’s
side.

The summer afternoon was hot and
sultry, and all the windows were open.
The slave seemed to be listenlng eagerly
for some sound within,

“All is silent,” he sald, sorrowfully;
“that pretty bird sings Do more. What
has happened? Something, I know. I
saw by hersad face when she returned
from New Orleans yesterday, that all
was not well with the sweet young mis-
tress, The sorrows of those he loves
cannot escape the old syes of poor Toby."

At this moment a light {footstep
sounded behind him, and Cora Leslie
emerged from the pavillon.

The young girl was dressed the
thinnest white muslin, which Hoated
round her graceful figuro aerial as some
vapory oloud in a summer sky. She was
pale, and a mournful shadow dimmed
the orient splendor of her large black
eyes. Bhe descended the marble steps
slowly, without perceiving the faithful
slave who had risen at her approach, and
who stood aside regarding her earnestly.

*Migs Cora is ,” he sald presently ;
“will she forglve the poor slave if he pre-
sumes to ask why?”

She started at the sound of the
mulatto’s volee, and {urning toward him
held out her band silently.

Toby ook the little hand In bhis and
raised it to his lips.

~Miss Cora does not deny that she is
sad,” he repeated.

“Not =0 much sad, Toby, as be-
wildered,” replied the young girl. *M
reception at the house of my oid echool-
fellow has fllled mmed with pes-
plexity. What could the meaning of
Adelaide Horton's conduot?”

“Forgive me, Milss Cora, if I remind
you that your father particularly re-
quested you not to leave the house dur-
ing his absence.”

“I know, Toby, Iknow. But why that
request? Why am a prisoner hers?
Why is my father's manner more indl-
cative of sorrow than joy 8t my return to
Louisiana? Why, on my first visit to the
friend of my youth, do I find the door
shut inmy fane?

**But the Engillsh gentleman who oon-
ducted you home explained the reascn of
that Miss Cora?”

*“No, Toby; Mr. Margrave endeavored

to explain, but in doing s0 be only re-
vealed his embarrassment. There i3
some secret in all this. Bome mystery
that— Hark!"
The sound which arrested Cora's at-
tention was the tramplingof & borse’s
hoofs upon tho carriage @rive below tke
terrace.

“Hulloa!" cried a volce from the seme

directlon. **Hulloa, thers! Is thers
any one to hold my horse?"

“A visitor I exclaimed Cora.

“It is Mr. Augustus Horton,” said

Toby, looking over the balustrade.
“Adelaide’s brother! Then I will see
him.”

“‘But in your father's absence, Milsa
Qora?” murmured the slave, anxlously.

I will see him,"” repeated Cora; “he
may come to offer an explanation—
Heaven knows it is needed.™

“Hulloa! is every one asleep here?™
cried the voioce below.

“Coming, massa,” answered Toby,
running down the terrace steps,

Three minutes afterwa Augustus
Horton made his appearance in the
flower garden, where Cora awalted him.
He bowed carelessly to the young girl
without ralsing his hat, but fixing upon
her lovely face a gaze of ardent admira.
tion.

He carrled a light riding-whip In his
hand aud was smoking a cigar, which he
did not remove from his mouth.

*Miss Cora Leslie, I presume? he
said.

Cora bowed.

“AMr. Leclie s pot at bome, I under.
stand #

“] am expecting his retorm at any
moment, Mr. Horton," answered Cora.
Something In the planter's familiaz
manper, and in his gaze filled the
youna girl with Indignant iurprho.rand

toms and mudicu of the
Bew to me, forgive me if Xsay

| the chalr

— — —
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“] kave sormé papers to reatore to your
father,” he sald; ‘‘but that s the
whole object of my visit. My nlster told
me that you were lovely, Miss Lealle,
but 1 now perceive that in such a case a
woman pever tells more than half the
truth.”

Cora had remained standing during
this speech., She now seated herself In
opposite to that taken Ly the

| young pisater, and sald, calmly :

“Pardon me, Mr. Horton: but I lm-

| agined that the object of your vislt
| hera—-""

Augustus, that |

| she not chosen me to bring you ber ex.

**Was to reply to the letter addreassed
by you tomy sister, Adelalde? Yes, Miss

eslin, that letter proved to ua that Mr.
Margrave had not properly acquitted
himself of the commisslon which he un.
dertook.”

“How so, sir?”

**My sister much regretted not bein
able to recelve you, vesterday, and
shoukd hkave shared those regrets, had

TUBoS.

“It Is net an excuse which I require,

Mr. Horton, but an explanation,™ repiled
Oora, with dignity.

Augustus shrugged hia shoulders.

*What further explapation can you re-
quire, Miss Leslle,” he said; *‘the prepa
ratious of her approaching marriage? A
little touch of headache, perhaps? ls not
this sufficient to expiain ali?”

“Xo, sir, it is not. Because I would
rather hear the truth, bitter as that
truth may be, than these discourteous
mockeries whiok put me to the rack. Mr.
Perqy's opposition o my return to
Ameriea; my father's emetion on be-
holding me; the strange isolation In
which I am kept; and lastly, your sls-
ter's extraordinary conduct of yester-
day—all these prove to me that some
terrible fatality overshadows me; a fa-
tality of which I am ignorant, but which
I am determined to discover.”

“Nay, Mises Leslle, what Is that you
would sesk to know? Why not be con-
tent to reign by your grace and beauty?
for the fatality of whieh you speak can
cast no eloud upon your loveliness; and
even the jealousy of our wives and sis-
ters canpot rob you ol your sover-
elgnty.”

*I do not understand you, sir.”

“And yet I endeavored to make my-
solf understood, Ah, Miss Leslle! we
are but strungers, newly met within this
hour; but we Creoles are the children of
a southern ollme, and our passions are
glgantie as the palms which wave above
your head—rapid in growth as the liies
on the breast of yonder lake. Love,
with us, is a flame; suppressed, it Is
srue, Yot noeding nut one spark from the
torch of beauty to cause a conflagra-
tion."”

**Sjr 1" cried Cors, Indignantly.

The young girl felt that the Creole's
burning, passionate words velled a mean-
ing which was an insult to her.

““Nay, hear me, hear me, Cora,” con-
tinued Augustus Horton; *‘there ls, per-
hapa, a sacret: there I8, It may be, &
fatality which overshadows your young
life. a mipne,.and none shall ever taunt
you with that fatal secret; be mine, and
you shall be the proudest besuty In
Louisiana, the queen of New Orleans,
the idol of your lover's devoted heart;
be mine, and the debt owed me by your
father shall be canceled; be mine, and
I will tear into a hundred fragmenta the
bill which I hold for fifty thousand dol-
lars, and which It will half ruin Gerald
Leslie to pay.”

Her eyes flashing, her bosom heaving
with offended modesty, Cora Leslie rose
from her chair,

“‘Toby,” she called, without even re-
plyilng by 80 much as a look to the
planter’'s appeal.

*‘Cora Leslie, what would you do?” ex-
claimed the Creole, rising.

“Toby !” repeated Cora.

‘*Bewars, young lady !”

The mulatto appeared in answer to the
summons of his young mistress.

“*Toby, you will conduct this gentle-
man to the gates of my father's grounds,
and remember that if he ever again dares
to preeent himself here, it will be your
duty to refuse him admittapce. You
hear?"

*‘Yes, mistress.”

“Go, sir,” said Cors, locking at Augus-
tus for the first time since she had risen
from her seat; “I am but a stranger In
New Orleans, and you have dome much
to enlighlen me as to the character of its
inhabitantse. You have done well to
choose the hour of & father's absence to
insult his only daughter. Go!”

“*I obey you, Miss Leslle,” answered
Augustus, white with rages, and trem-
bling in every limb with suppressed pas-
sion. ‘‘Believe me, I shall not forget our
interview of today, and shall take an op-

rtunity to remind jou of ® oa szome
uture occasion, For the present I am
your debtor; but trust me, the hour of
settlement will come between us, when
{:u ghall pay dearly for this Insclence.

the meantime,” he added, turning to
the mulatto, ‘4o order to teach jyour
young mistress her proper tion, be
?od enough to relate to bher story of
Tan

cilia.”

With one savage gleance at the Indig-
nant girl, he hurried down the terrace
ateps, sprang Into the saddls, put spurs
to El.n horse, and rode off at a gailop.

“Francilia " exclaimed Cora; *‘Fran-
cllia! what could he mean? eak,
Toby, tell me, who was this Francila.”

The mulatto hung his head and was
slient.

“Bpeak, I say,” repeated Cora

“‘Francilin—was-—a slave belonging to
Mr. Lesile, Miss Cora.”

““Well, then, what could she have In
common with me? Why did that man
cast her name in my face a8 an insult?”

Toby mads no reply.

“You do not answer me. Gogd Heav-
ens! a terrible light flashes upomn me.
Speak, speak!” cried the excited girl,
grasping the arm of the slave in her
slander hand. *“Toby, speak!”

The mulatto fell on his knees at the
feat of his young mlistress, and cried im-
ploringly.

*‘Miss Cora, in the name of mercy, do
not lcok at me thus.”

*‘Toby, tell me,” murmured Cora, in a

voice hoarse with emotion; ‘‘who was
my mother?”’
“Mistrees, dear mistress, for pity's

sake do not ask me. I have promised
not to reveal —"'

““You said jJust now that you loved
me,” answered Cora; *if you spoke the
truth, prove your affection; tell me who
was my mother.”

“Your mother—" faltered the slave;
“‘no, no, I cannot, I dare not.”

“ButI command you—nay, I implore.”

“Your mother—was calleda—Francilia.”

«0Oh, merciful Heaven, have pity upon
me I” cried Cora, hiding her fece in her
hands; then, after & long pause—she
said sorrowfully—

“And I did not even know the name
of my mother. Francilla! a slave! this
then is the sccret of my life. Alas! she
isdead; Is she not?"

“She 1s.”

“Dead, far from her chlld who was not
even permitted to weep for her.”

“Thank Heaven you'do not curse her
memory,” murmured Toby, rising.

“Curse her I'" Cora ; would
thas I could embrace her ss I do you,”

O Due B aec k.
“Me, Ml:;-frl?«;r‘? mo'.'l; mulatto I"
monstrato oby, Fen ulsing
“What of that? doea 3 the
blood flow In our velns? are we Dot
the same down-trodden race? Ak, &
speak, Toby, you kpew my mother;
me of her: you see 1l am m,
listen.”
Bhe drew the mulatto to one of
arden-chalrs, and I'orolnihhlu to
own, p hersall at foat;
hand In his; her eyes ralsed to his
} “Francllia was but fifteon years
nge,” Toby began, *‘when & slave
chant brought her to Mr. Leslle

though her skin was not so white.
had long black hair, and large dark
whose sweet and geutle glance | oan see
sgaln in yours. She was at first em

she then was, her joyous volcs warbliag
the soft melodies of her natlon:
meirry reugi TIOAIUE MIrougn tne oo
dors of the house. | saw her, and B
dared to love her! That time was the
happlest of my life, for ahe too loved me.
Fools that we wore. What right has the
slave to love? The slave who balongs ta

another. One day, Frapcllla left fos
St. Louls, with her master and mis-
tress. They wera to be abssnt some

weeks. | was to remain behind. Im
bldding me farewell she left me this sl
ver ring, which I wear on my finger, ¥
would glve it you, dear mistress, bul [
have sworn to keeo ¢ till my death,
When Francilla—returned-—she—"

Ths slave paused, overcome with emes
tion.

“Speak, speak, Toby !” sald Cora,

“Oh, for pity's gake do not socuse herl
You know not what it Is to be a slave,,
bound te obey, body and soul, the com.
mands of & master. Is not even resls
tance a crime? When Francilia returned®
she bad become your father's mistreas.
S8he confessad all to me, with tears, and
heart-rending grief! A terrible rage
possassed me. I was Ilke a drunken
man! Ifin that moment Mr. Leslie had
ﬂnpearﬁrl before ma, 1 know that I
"Should have become a murderer. Bof

the habit of suffering toaches resignation

to the slave. This first fu?' past, I fels
my enaergy abandon me, and I could on
weep with Francllisa over our vani
happiness. Alas, poor child she
longer laughed, she no lomger sang !"

“Poor girl! poor girl !"

“Jt was only when you came Into the
world,” continuned Tohy, ‘‘that she
seemed to re-attach hersoll to life, and I,
bestowing on you all the deep devotios

that I had felt for her—forgive me, Mise
Cora, I loved you as f you had beels my
own child.”

*‘Dear Toby."

“‘But she—oh, how sbe loved you.
With more than a mother's love; with
the love of the slave, who knows that
even her child Is pot har own, but s =
slave like horsclf—and who dares nok
slumber beslde the cradle of her Infant,
for they take away the children while the
mother gloeps, and she awakes, perhaps,
to find the cradle empty.”

“Oh, oruel, cruel

“But Lthis was not the fate with whieh
you wero threatened. Mr. Leslle had
married & valm and capricious woman.
Tihey had no children, and his life wams
not & happy one. His love for you was
Intenso—all the more Intense, as he was
compelled to eonoceal from all an affection
which would have been oconsidersd =&
weaknesa. Your father's love for you
had reassured Francilla, when ono dayp
you were then four years old, he an-
nounced his determination of taking yous
to England, Francilia did not utter s
word ; the silent tears fllled her mournful
eyes. Butwhen they tore you from
arms, she burst {nto a tempest of 8o
and fell Insensible 1o the ground.'

“Yes, yes, I remember.’

“But all that is nothing™ cried the
slave, his eves flashin with vengofel
fury; “nothing to—. Yet, no, no! R
have no more to tell.™

“But I insist on knowing all," ex-
clalmed Cora, vehemently., *“What be-
cams of my unhappy mother? How did
shea die?” ~

“On his return from Europe, Mr. Les-
lie found ner tranquil, and apparently re-
signed ; but tha glance of those mournful
black eyes becarmue an eternsl reproach,
which Irritated and tormented him. Ha
sent her to work on the plantation; bus
for some reason or other, go where ha
would, he was always meetling her, alk
wa{'n encountering the same melancholy
lools! whioh seemed to ask him for hew
ehild. At last he oould endure It no
longer. Hesold her.”

“Oh, Heaven I” exclaimed Cors.

*“He sold herto s man of the name of
Cralg—a bad man—who, under the maals
of & sanctimonious life, conoealed thes
base heart ofa profligate and & villaim
He thought, on purchasing the slawe,
that he would succesd ber late master i
her good graoes ; but finding that her
could obtain nothing by persuasion, hes
would have had recourse %o vigle
when Frapéllia selzed & knlfe and
ite blade in her heart.™

“Oh, my mother, my murdered
mother I™

*“A negro belonging to this OnI! stole
the knife, which he gave to me. haver
it still™

Cora sank on her knees, the
streaming from ber eyes, ber
hands uplifted to Heaven.

‘Alas, beloved mother!” she cr%
“martyr to the base and cruel laws
this accursed land, it is after ﬁlt:
years that your daughter learns y
unhappy fate; after fifteen years thal
she weeps for your memory !"

[To be Contunued.)
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