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A fow minutes after, Mdlle. de Cardoville's onr
riage had loft the Champs. Elysees, eareying with
 the little girl, and directing it course towards
the Rue d'Anjou.  As the brilliant equipage dis.
appeared from the soene, the crowd, of which we
before had spoken, greatly inereased about one of
the large troes in the Champs.Elysees, and ex.
pressions of pity were heard here and there among
the groups. A lounger approached o young man
on the skirts of the crowd, and said to him:

“What is the matter, sir?"

“1 hear it is a pror young girl, u hunchback,
that has fallen from exhaustion.”

“A hunchback ! is that all*  The re will nlways
bo enough hunehbacks,” said the lounger, brut-
ally, with a conrre lnugh.

“Hunchback or not, if she dies of hunger,” an-
swered the young man, scarcely able to restrain
his indignation, “it will be no less sad—and there
is really nothing to laugh at, sir.”

“Die of hunger! pooh!" said the lounger,
shrugging his shoulders, “It is only lazy scoun-
drels, that will not work, who die of hunger,
And it serves them right.”

“I wager, sir, there is one death you will never
die of,” cried the young man, incensed at the
eruel insolence of the lounger.

“What do you mean?" answered the other,
haughtily,

“I mean, sir, that
kill you."”

“Sirl” eried the lounger in an angry tone,

“Well I what sir?” replied the young man,look-
fug full in his face.

“Nothing," snid the lounger, turning abruptly
on his heel, and grumbling as he sauntered
toward an orange-colored cabriolot, on which
was emblazoned an enormous cont of Arms, sur-
mounted by a baron’s crest. A worvant in groon
livery, ridiculously laced with gold, was standing
besido the horse, and did not pereeive his master,

“Aro you catching flies, fool 7" said the latter,
pushing him with his cane.

The servant turned round in confusion,

“Bir," said he,

“Will you never learn to eall me Monsieur lo
Baron, rascal ! cried his mastor in a rage. “Open
the door directly!”

The lounger was Baron Tripoaud, the manu
fasturing baron, the stock-jobber. The poor
bunchback was Mother Bunch, who had, indeed,
fallen with hunger and fatigue, whilst on her
way to Mdlle. de Ourdoville’s, The unfortunate
oreaturo had found courage to brave the shame
of the ridicule she so much feared, by returning
% that house from which she was a ve luntary ex.
ile; but this time, it was not for herself, but for
her sister Cephyse—the Bacchanal Queen, who
had returned to Paris (he previous day, and
whom Mother Bunch now sought, through the
moans of Adrienne, to rescue from a most dread.
ful fate.
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Two hours after these differont scenes, an en.
ormous crowd pressed round the doors of the
Porte-Baint-Martin, to witness the oxorcises of
Morok, who was about to perform a mock eombat
with the famous black panther of Java, named
Death,  Adrienne, nccompanied by Lord and
Lady de Morinval, now stepped from a carringe
at the entrance of the theatre, They were to be
Joined in the course of the evening by M. de
Montbron, whom they had dropped, in pussing,
at his olub,
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JHAPTER LX1V,
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The large theatre of the Port-Saint-Martin Wi
crowded by an impatient multitude,  All Paris
had hurried with enger and burning curiosity to
Morok's exhibition. It {s quite unnecessary to
say that the lion-tamer had completely abandoned
his small taste in religious baubles, which he had
80 successfully carried on at the White Faloon
Inn at Leipsio.  There were, moroover, numer.
ous tokens by which
Morok’s sudden conversion had been blazoned in
the most extraordinary pictures: the antiquated
baubles in which he had formerly dealt would
have found 1o sale in Paris.  Morok had nearly
Bnished dressing himself, in one of the aotor's
rooms, which had been lont to him. Over a coat
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Jacques Rennepont, better known  as “Rleopin-

oare in dress).  Sinee the day Hardy's factory
had been destroyed by fire, Jacques had not
quitted Morok, passing the nights {6 excesses,
which had no baneful sffects on the iron eonsti-
tution of the lontamer.  On the other's features
on the contrary, a great alteration was pereopti.
ble; hix hollow cheeks marble pallor, his eyes, by
turns dull and heavy, or gleaming with lurid fire,
betrayed the ravages of debauchery, his parched
lips were almost constantly curled by « bitter and
sardonio smile,  His spirit, once gny and san-
guine, still struggled against the besotting influ-
ence of habitual intoxieation.  Unfitted for labor,
no longer able to forego gross pleasures, Jaoquos
sought to drown in wine the few virtuous im.
pulses which he still possessed, and had sunk so
low as to ncoept without shame the large dole of
sensual gratification proffered him by Morok,
who paid all the expenses of their orgies, but
never gave him money, in order that he might
be complotely dependent on him.  After gazing
at Morok for some time in amazement, Jaeques
snid to him, in a familiar tone:  “Well, yours is
a famous trade; you may boast that, at this mo.
ment, there are not twa men like you in the
whole world,  That's flattering.  Tt's a pity you
don't stick to this fine trade.”

“What do von mean?”

“Why, how is the conspiracy going on, in
whose honor you make me keep it up all day and
all night "

“It is working, but the time is not yet come;
that is why I wish to have you always at hand,
HIl the great day. Do you complain?”

“Hang it, nol” said Jacques.  “What could 1
do?  Burnt up with brandy as T am, if I wanted
to work, I've no longer the strength to do so, 1
have not, like you, a head of marble, and a body
of iron; but as for fuddling myse'f with fun-
powder, instead of anything else, that'll do for
me; I'm only fit for that work, now—and then, it
will drive away thought."

“Of what kind '

“You know that when I do think, 1 think only
of one thing,” said Jaeques, gloomily,

“T'he Bacohanal Queen Y—still?" said Morok,
in n disdainful tone,

“Btill ! rathor:  when I shall think of her no
longor, 1 shall be dead—orstupefied. Fiond |”

“You were never betler or more intelligent,
yout fool I'" replied Morok, fastening his turban,
The conversation was here interrupted. Morok’s
nider entored hastily,

The gigantic form of this Hercules had in.
oronsed in width,  He was habited like Aloides;
his enormous limbs, furrowed with veins as
thick as whipeord, were covered with a olose.
fitting floah-colored garment, to which a pair of
red drawers formed a strong contrast,

“Why do you rush in like a storm, Goliath 9"
snid Morok.

“There’s a pretly storm in the house; they are
Ilmninnhm to got impatient, and are ealling out
like madmen, But if that were all 1"

“Waell, what else "

“Doath will not be wble to play this evening.”

Morok turned quickly round,  He seomod un-
oany.

“Why 80 ?"" he exolaimed,

“I have just seon her; she's crouching at the
bottom of her eage; her ears lie so close to her
head, she looks as if they had been cut off. You
know what that means.”

“In that all ?" said Morok, turning to the glass
to complete his hend.dress,

“It's quite enough; she's in one of her tearing
fits. Binco that night, in Germany, when she
ripped up that old hack of a white horse, I've
not sean her look so savage ! her eyes shine like
burning candles.”

“Then she must have her fine collar on,” said
Morok, quietly,

“Her fine collar ?"

“Yos; her spring collar.”

“And I must be lady's-maid,” said the giant.
“A nice toilet to attend to !"

“Hold your tongue 1"

“T'hat’s not all—"" continued Goliath, hesi.
tating.
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in his turn,

said Goliath, brutally,
toll you—the Englishman will win his wages this
ovening."

with a sort of feverish forocity
heard of the flerco pleasure of the gamester, who
stukes his honor, his life, upon a card ?
[ too—in these duily exhibitions where my life is
ot stako—find a wild, flerce pleasure in braving
death, before a crowded assembly, shuddering
and terrified at my audacity,
fear with which this Englishman inspires me, I
find, in spite of myself, n terrible excitement,
which I abhor, and which yet subjugates me.”
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Morok shuddered again; nsnally fierce and un.

bl ™ (from the likelihood that ke would end his | moved, he appeared Lo be more and more agitated
days in rags, or his present antipathy to great | and alarmed that dacques said to him
this Englishman

“Who is

“He has followed me from Strasburg, where he

fell in with me,” suid Morok, with visible dejec.
tion,

“He traveled with his own horses, by

short stages, as | did: slopping where | stopped,
50 w8 never Lo miss one of my exhibitions
two days before | arrived at Paris, he left 1 e |
thought I was rid of him," said Morok with a
sigh

But

“Rid of him!—how you talk I" replied Jueques,

surprised; “such a good customer, such an ad-
mirer

1

“Aye " sanid Morok, becoming more and more

ngitated; “this wretch hus wagered an enormous
sum, that I will be devoured in his presence,
during one of my performances; he hopes to win
his wager—that is why he follows me about.”

Sleepinbafl found the John Bull's idea so

amusingly excentrie, that, for the first time since
n very long period, he burst into a peal of hearty
laughter. Morok, pale with rage, rushed toward
him with so menacing an air, that Goliath was
obliged to interpose.

“Come, come,” said Jacques, “don’t be angry;

if it is serious, I will not laugh any more.”

Morok was appeasod, and said to Sleepinbuff

in n hoarse voice:  “Do youthink me a coward?”

“No, by heaven "
“Well! and yet this Englishman, with his gro-

tesque fuce, frightens me more than my tiger or
my panther!"”

“You say so, and I beliove it,” replied Jucques;

“but I cannot undorstand why the presence of
this man should alarm you.”

“But, consider, you dull knave " cried Morok,

“that, obliged to watch incessantly, the least
movement of the ferocious beast, whom 1 keep
in su' joetion by my action and my looks, there
is something terrible in knowing that two eyes
are there—always there—fixed—waiting till the
least absence of mind sha'l expose me to bo torn
in pleces by the animals.”

“Now, I understand,” said Jacques, shuddering
“It is terrible,”
“Yes; for once there, though I may not see this

oursed Englishman, I fancy 1 have bis two round
oyes, fixed and wide open, always before me. My
tiger Cain once nearly mutilated my arm, when
my attention was drawn away by this English.
man, whom the devil take! Blood and thunder!”
eried Morok;, “this man will be fatal to me.”
And Morok paced the room in great agitation.

“"Besides, Death lays her ears olose to her skull,”
“If you persist—mind, I

“Go away, you brute!—don't vex my head

with your confounded predictions,” cried Morok;
“go and prepare Death's collar,”

“Well, every one to his taste; you wish the

panther to taste you,” said the giant, stalking
hoavily away, after this joke.

“But if you feol these fears,” said Jucques,

“why do you not say that the panther is ill "

Morok shrugged his shoulders, and replied
“Have you ever

Well |

Yes, even in the

At this moment, the stage-manager entered

the room, and interrupted the beast-tamer. “May
wo give the signa!, M. Morok " said the stage-
manager.
minutes."

“The overture will not last above ten

“I'am ready,” said Morok.
“The police-inspector has just now given or.

ders, that the double chain of the panther, and
the iron ring riveted to the floor of the stage, at
the end of the eavern in the foreground, shall be
again examined; and eoverything has been re.
ported quite secure,”

“Yes—secure—oxeept for me,” murmured the

heast-tawer,
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wphnl Morok

“The sigual may b given,'
And the manager wenl oul
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With the exeeplion of two stage-hoxes

trath, bat little attention was patd W W
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other 1o the right of the andienve. EYRrY soal was
occupiod, A great number of very fashionable
Indies, nitractod, as is always the case, by the
strange wilduess of the spectacte, filled the boxes.
The stalls were crowded by most of the young
men who, in the morning, had walked their
horses on the Champs. Elysoes. Theobservations
which passed fiom one stall to another will give
some idea of their conversation

“Oh! gentlemen—I am not mistaken—no—it is
sho!"

“Who then!

“Mdlle. de Cardoville! She is coming into the
stage-box with Morinval and his wife. It is a
complete resuscitation; this morning on the
Champs Elysees; in the evening here,"”

“Faith you are right ! It is Mdlle. de Cardo-
ville.

“Good heaven! how lovely she is!"

“Lend me your eye.glass,”

“Well, what do you think of her?"”

“Exquisite—duzzling 1"

“And in addition to her beauty, an inexbausti-
ble flow of wit, three hundred thousand francs a
year, high birth, eighteen years of age, and-—
free as air.’

“Do you notice, gentlemen, how all the women
are eye-glassing Mdlle. de Cardoville "

“She makes a sensation.”

“She is right to show herself ; they gave her
out as mad.”

“Oh ! gentlemen, what a capital phiz 1
“Where—where?"’

“There—in the omnibus-box beneath Mdlle. de
Cardoville's.”

“It's & Nuremburg nuteracker

“An ourang-outang "'

“Did you ever see such round, staring eyes?”

“And the nose 1”

“And the forehead 1"

“It's 0 carienture,”

“Order, order ! the curtain rises.”

And, in tact the curtain rose.  Some expluna.
tion is necessary for the clear understanding of
what follows.  In the lower #lage-hox, to the left
of the audience, were several persons, who had
been referred to by the young men in the stalls,
The omnibus-box was occupied by the English-
man, the eccentrie and portentous bettor, whose
presence inspired Morok with so mueh dread.

Above the durk hox of the Englishman, afford.
ing a graceful contrast, were seated the Morin-
vals and Mdlle. de Cardoville, The latter was
placed nearest the stage. Her head was uncoy.
ered, and she wore a dress of sky-blue China
erape, ornamented at the bosom with & brooch of
the finest Oriental pearls—nothing more; yet
Adrienne, thus attired, was charming. She held
in her hand an enormous bouquet, composed of
the rarest flowers of India; the stephanotis and
the gardenin mingled the dead white of thejr
blossoms with the purple hibiscus and Java am.
aryllis.

“Madame de Morinval, seated on the opposite
side of the box, was dressed with equal taste and
simplicity; Morinval, a fair and very handsome
young man, of elegant appearance, was behind
the two Indies. M. de Montbron was expected to
arrive every moment. The reader will please to
recollect that the stage-box to the right of the
audience, opposite Adrienne’s had remained till
then quite empty, Yot something ealeulnted to
excite curiosily was taking place in the opposite
stage-box.  The door of this box opened.  Fay.
inghea entered and placed two chairs at the front
of the bex, then went out quickly,  His appari-
tion caused surprise and curiosity in the theatre,
which was still more excited when « youth of
I'nre huuuty, also dressed Oriental fashion, in

whose sash was stuck a long dagger, glittering
with precious stones, stepped into the box. This
oung man was Prince Djalma,  For an instant
l‘;n remained standing at the door, then, stepping
forward with a majestic and tranquil air, the
prince seated himsell negligently on one of the
chairs, and, turning his head in a fow moments
towards "he entrance, nppeared surprised at not
seeing some person whom ho doubtless expected.
This person appeared at length; the box-keeper
had been assisting her to take off her cloak. She
was a charming, fair hairved girl, attired with
more show than taste, but in such a manner as to
sot off the prettiest, sprightliest, most wilful little
face in the world, It was Rose-Pompon, She
carvied o large b uquet of Roses.

Adrienne nad not observed the new.comers,
and Djalma had not recognized Mdlle. de Cardo-
ville.

To be Continued,
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