. smeade by the charms of
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THE OCTOROON

A NTORY OF SLAVERY DAYS,

BY MISS M. E. BRADDON.

CHAFPTER L.

oA\ HE last notes of

gil e favorite walts

/e souundae d

through the

gplendld saloons

of Mra. Montre-

sor's manslon In

brosvenor

Bquare; 8 p ark-

ling weoyos and

glittering jewels

Hashed in the

lumplight; the

rival quecns of

rank aad beauty

shone slde by slde npon the aristocratio

erowd : vhe riah perfume of exotle blos-

soms loated on the wulr; brave men and

lovely women were met togother to as-

elat ot the farewall ball glven by the

wealthy Amerioan, Mre. Moutresor, on

her departure for New Orlenns with her

lovely nleeo, Adelalde Horton, whose

oharming face and sprightly menners

bhead been the admiration of all London
during the season of 1860,

The haughty English beauties were by
Do means pleased o see the seasation
the wvivacloua

oung American, whose brilllant and
&;ﬁuﬁ nature contrasted strongly with

proud aud languld daughters of
fasblon who Intrenched themsolves be-
bind a barrier of icy reserve, which often
repelied their admirers,

Adelalde Horton was a gay and light-
hearted being. Borm upon the planta-
tlon of a wealthy father, the cries of
besten slaves had never disturbed her
Infant slumbers; for the costly mansion
In which the baby helress was roared was
far from thie huts of the Lelpless crea-
tures who worked sometimes sixteon
hours aday to swell the planter's wealth.
No groans of agonlzed parents torn from
their unconsclous babes; no eries of out-
raged husbands, severed from their
DﬁWtj‘-\\'t‘-filr-wl wives ad ever broken
Adelaldn's reat. Bhe knew nottung of Lhe
Blave-trade, as very carly sge the
lanter’s ‘.'-_u.,;" nt toEng
and for hor eduosation Ho tther
died during her alb from Amerl
and she left Lo the gunre
ship of an only brother, the pross
seszor ol Horton Villa, as ti
pdantation sud magnificent country
ware caliod.

On Adeialde atta
yoear, AT Mis

abltant of New Yor!
& rioh mercheant,
tio it Augustus

urposa of in
?A‘nudu.u. fl afterward escortl
back to Loulsiana,

bhe found Adelaide
anxious relalives ished
elagant, accomplished, fashlionable, welk
bred; a litle frivolous, perhaps, but
what of that, sinoe her ot o life was to
be & smooth and easy one. Mrs., Mon-
tresor was dellghted, and expressoed her

ratlication very warmly to the Misses

aaumniont, of Wesat Brompton, in whosa
axpensive but fashionable seminary Ade-
laide had been educatad

In an ante-chamber londing out of the
crowded ball-room an  ante-chamber
where the atmosphere was cool, and
where the closa nelghborhood of a foun-

Rain plashing into (ts marble basin in an
deolnim.r conservatory refreshed the
wearind ear, twvo young men lounged
* ily upon a satin-covered couch, watch-
Yag the dancers through the open ball-
room door.

The first of Lthiese two g men
& Bouth Ameriean, Mortimer Perey, Lhe

artaer uf Hourton, and the

irst cousln of the planter and hia protty
sister Adelalde.

Mortimer Percy was a hane g
mean. His falr curlls clustered round
a broaid and noole fore his large
clear blue oyes sparkled witu the light of
intallect; bis delicate aqulline posé and
chiseled nostrila bespoke the refinement
of one who was i-_‘:' pature & gentiemnn
but a satirical spoiled an
atherwise boautiful mouth, and an alr of
langoor and weariness p arvaded his
appearance, He seomed one of those
who bave grown indifferant to life, care-
lems alike of Its joys and sorrowe.

His companicn contresled strongly
with bhim both in appearance and man-
per. With a complexion bronzed by ex-

sure to Southern suns, with fAashing
lack eyes, & firm but tiaxible mouth,
ghaded with 4 silky raven mustache, and
thick binck baeir brushed cerelessly buck
from (rtlbert Mar-
grave, artist, englneer, philaniliropist,
post, seemod the wvery i [ manly
anergy-
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beaming b every

1=l

angel

1

WEEKLY HERALD: PLATTSMOUTH, NEBRASKA, AUGUST 28, 1890.

gmilv; with the tenderness of & woman

lying shadowed In the Emﬂunnd deg’th’
of her almond-shaped bluck eyes. Few
tures, dellcately molded and exqulsitely
proportiound; & tiny rosebud mouth; a
(4reclan pose; & complexion falrer than
the unguthered Iy hldln% deep In an un-
trodden forest; it was difflcult for the
fmagination of the poet, or the paintar,
to pleture aught so beautiful.

“Is she not lovely?' repeated Gilber!
Mul’gl'fl\'--.

Thoe young Bouth American put his
hoad :'fiLl"‘{.l“}' on ope side, with the cal-
culating glance with which & connolsseur
In the flue arta regards a valuable plo-
ture, The used-up Mortimer Percy made
it o rule never to commit himself by ad-
miring anything or anybody

vHum—ha !" he muttered thoughttully ;
“yes, she's by no meuns bad-lovking.'’

**By no moans bad-looking I eried Gil-
bert Margrave, Impatiently; *‘you cold-
hearted autormaton, how dare you speak
of womanly perfection {n such a manner.
Bhe's an angel, a goddess—a siren—
ik -
“You'll have un attack of apoplexy,
Margrave, If you go on in this way," said
Mortimer, laughing,

“Can you tell me who sahe is?”

“No. But 1 can do more. 1 can tell
you what she §s.™

“What do you mean?®™

I mean that your angel, your u:fm?h.
your goddess, your slren, is—a slave.’

“A slave?’ exclalmed Gllbert,

“Yos. The African blood runs in those
purple velns. The horeditary curse of
slavery hovers over thst graceful and
queen-llke head,”

*““But her skin s falrer than the IHy.”

““Wnat of that? Had you been a
planter, Gllbert, you would have been
able to discover, as I did, when just now
I etood clese to that lovely girl, the fatal
glgns of her birth. At the extreme cor-
per of the eye, and at the root of the
finger palls, the South Amerlcan can
always discover the trace uf slavery,
though but one drop of the blood of the
desplsed race tainted the objesct upon
whom he looked.”

“But this girl seems an lntimate friend
of your cousin, Adelalde; who can she
be?" asked Gilbert.

“Yoa, that ls the very thing that puz-
glea me. Adelaide must be utterly igoo-
rant of her origin, or she would never
treat as a frlend one who, on the othar
alde of the Atlantie, would be her ludy’s-
mald. Buf, hush, heére comes my asunt,
she will be able to tell us all about her
boautiiul Fuest.™

Mra. Muntresor was etill 4 handsome
wotnan. She boro a family likeness to
hor pephew, Mortimer, wno was the only
son of her slster, while Adslalde and
Augustus Horton wars the children of
hary brother. Her fair ringlets had, as
"oyt iped the band of Thmme, No tell-
tronks of gray had stalen anmid the
Her blue eyVes WOro és
h + with

r locks
of a girl, and

B of good bumorand be
She wous pot only o handsome womaen, she
was i lovable one. The young lostinc-
tivaely olung o her, and felt that within
that ample bosoin Heat a kindly heart,
which & long summer of prosperity had
nevar rendered callous to the woes ol
others.

“Come, geantleinen!” she sald gayly,
#s she approached the }E\vo friends;
‘*this 1s really too badl ere are you
lolling on a sofa, ‘wasting your awoaot-
ness on the desert air,” while I have, at
loast, belf & dosen pretty girls walting
for eligible partners for the next walta
As for you, Mortimer," she sdded, shak-
ing her perfumed fan, threateningly, at
her nephew; “you are really incorrigi-
ble; poor Adelalde does not even know
you are here.”

“] came In late, my dear sunt, acd I
saw that both you and iny cou:ln wero
so surrounded by admirers, [t waa quite
mpoasible to approach you ™

‘A pretty excuse, sir, whioh: meither I
nor Adelaide will acoept,” sald Mra.
Montresor, laughing.

vAnd then, avnin, 1| wanted to bave a
chat with Gilbert."

“Out upon your gallantry, sir; you
praferred talking to 3. Margrave L«

ug with your cousin and aili anced

hodo

‘I am pot o very good dancer; I am
apt to tread upon the ladies’ lace
flounces, and get my heela entangled in
the spurs of young dragoons. 1 really
thought my cousin would rather be ox-
('L.m&\l."

“Indeed,
tresor, ey
nephew's lalifference; I ahould not bo
sutprised If Adelalde should one day ask
to be excused from marrying you.”

“Good gracious!” cried Mortimer,
playing with bhis watch chain; ‘*do you
think my couzin is not very vlolently in
love with ma?’

“Violemtly in love with you? cozoomb |
But, joking epart, really, Mortimer, you
are the coldest, most unpoetieal, soul-
less croature [ aver met.”

“My dear aunt,” sald Mortimer, apolo-
gotically, I will freely own that i am
not n vr seniimental person. Butl
it? My intendsad wmarriage
ousin, Adelalde, != by mno

wntie affair
Horton auc
with his
on the
intarests. That

romant!
'H'T“':‘ !“-I
and oOne

te nephaw (mean

gir,” ezolaimed Mrs. Moon-

what

Ll usLas

[v arriage

iwavisable,

lins been

b ol

whe

by ona lilies of
sd, and prey who is the lady?”

the very guestion we wanl

4 r--‘,“u-'d Mortimer, lead

int 1o the surtained doorway o

Lallsroom ‘Hee, there sho is, thal

sved girl talking to my cousin Ade

¥ el

s Miss Leslis.”
‘et Miss Lealle?”

of Mr

(o

iaughter
Cirleny
sxelaimed Mortimer
lut you seem surprisad.”
1 & little, " replied the young man
faily; '1 did not kuow Leslle hag
saehter.”

ront #ee he has, slnece 2he is az
rinnd of Adelatde’s,’
d they become scyuainted?”
*They were educated at the sama
aashool.”
Indesd. She ig a very lovely girl, anc
¥ Ot w1 be good sneugh to lntreduce w

to ber, by-und-by."”

sridently rather annoyed by her

—

—— — . __
“Take cars, Mortimer,” sald his aont}

"'{ou pre surely not golng to fall in love
th Mies Leslle

“Not the least danger, my dear aunt.
Though 1 would not say as much for
poor Gllbert here.”

“Pashaw! Mortlmer,” exclaimed the
young artist, reddening: ''It is the palnt-
er's priviege to admlire beauty without
loving 1t.”

“No doubt of my dear boy,"” an.
swored Mortimer; “bul unfortunstely,
sometimes a certaln little rosy-legged
gentleman, with a bow and arrows,
called Cupld, steps In; the painter for-
gets hie privilege, and the man falls in
fove with the artist’'s model.”

*“Well, I must leave you, gontlemen,”
galid Mrs. Montresor; I think I
Adelalde and Miss Leslie coming this
way, #0 If you want an introduction to
the young South American you must ob-
talu It through my niece. Au revolr,
paughty hoys!"

“Stay, my dear sunt, you will forgive
Mr. Margrave when I tell you that he is
aa determined an abolitionist as yourself,
or any of your friends in New York. He
means salllug for South America In a

It,

Hele

mobth, armed with some new Inventions |

in machinery, which he declares ought to
supersede slave labor.”

“'Yes, madam,” sald Gllbert, earnestly ;
*“‘your nephew well knows my oplnlon
upon this subject, and though his inter
e8tsé mey be allled to the hateful barter,
which should call a blush to vhe cheek of
every honest American, 1 know that his
heart 18 with us, the abolitienista of
slavery.”

“Jot me shake hands with you, Mr.
Margrave,” exclatmed Mrs. Montresor;
] deolare to you that so hateful to me
is the slave trade, and all connected with
it, that were it pot necessury for me to
escort my nisce home and assist at her
marriage with hls hare-brained boy, I
would never again est foot upon the ac-
cursed soll of Louslapa, but I must not
say more to you now, for here come the
young ladles. Adelaide is but a child as
yot, and has never thought serlously of
the matter; while her brother, Augustus,
like his father before him, s a determined
advocate of slavery. Once more, adieul”
and the slegant, although portly, Mre.
Montresor gilded from the room, her
rich robes of sky-blue moire antique
rustling around her.

“Gilbert,” said Mortimer, hurriedly, as
soon as his aunt was out of hearing,
“remember, I beg, do not breathe to a
mortal one hiot of what 1 just now told
you, w ith regard to Miss Leslia's origin.
I suspeot sowme painful mystery here,
and ¥ would not, for the world, that any
{dle talk of mine should cause this poor

girl's gentle hoart one thirob of sorrow or |

ona thrill of shame."”

Ay rely upoun

CHibert, with
wnled forever.”
ind scenrcoly spoken, wheo the two
; girle approached, anu (o arm.
marked contrast between
friends. Young Adelulde

orton was, she had already ali the fin-
Ished elegance and easy confidence of a
wolnan « Frivolous, capriclous,
and something of a coquetts, she was
born 1o charm in & ball-room, sod to
ghine lo & erowd. Cora Leslie wasa a
creature of an utterly different vature.
Like some wild flower from the luxuriant
forests of her native Bouth she seemed
destined to bloom with u sweeter per-
fume in loneliness. To blossom for the
sllant stars and the midnight skies; to
expond ber fairest petals to the sunshine
of one loving heart,

] do not care to see my cousln just
now,” sald Mortlmer, ‘so I leave
you, Gilbert, to make yourself agreeabls
to the young ladies, while I go and smoke
a clgar in the balcuny opening out of the
gonservatory.”

The young maun strolled through the
curtained doorway, leading (nto the gool
retreat, as his oousin and her friend en-
tered from the bal-room.

“Here, at least, my dear Cora, we
shall be able to breathe,” sald Adelaide,
the two girla approached Gilbert.
““Al, Mr. Margrave,” she added, per-
coiving the young artist, ‘:it {8 here,
then, that you have been !11!“-113 y(‘uraalt
while a hundred Hon-hunters have been
trying to chase you Cora, allow me to
introduce to you Mr. Gilbert Margrave,
engloeer, artisf, poet—lion! Mr. Mar-
grave, allow me to present to you Miss
Cors Leslle, my friend, and the most
alegunt wultzer in my aunt's crowded
assembly.”

1 beg, Mr. Margrave,” smid Cora
Loelia, “that vou wilii not listen to Mias
Horton's essertions ; she only grants me
this aulogy because she knows that she
waltzes better than 1.°

“Will you permit me to be the judge
of that, Mias Leslie?” sald Gilbert, *‘and,
in order that I may be 80, grant me your
hand for the next waltz?"

“0h, yas, ves,” cried Adelaide, lsugh-
ing, **we'll waltz with you. I promise
for Cora. Now, pray &0 back into the
ball-room, Mr. Margrave, and satisly
those good people who are pining to
stare you out of countenance, which is
the oniv English tribute to genilus. Go
now, you aball supimon Cora as 8000 a8
thie first notes of the waltz strike up.”

*Au revolr, Misa Leslie, till I come to

alus you d
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I here goes another of your admirers,
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{ the luxurlous eaay-chalrs
I i hersell on o sofu, o
id her Dx 1t

tiny table o

Cora Leelie,

Ora, oried

into ons o

st of
Ler
that
Unwis«
od-n-

edivn

a8 yaery
i EtiN al

e hilmsoll
ft e to alng

you Wid
lanughlng,
o Vary

with

cold-hearted, matter-of-fact pelng as toat
couslno and future hosapand of mine

he pavs me s culkplimnent, it oniy an
artful way of deawing attention tc one of
my delects, whick, I will own, are rather
numerous. If he ever utters an afec-
tionate word, 1 always feel convinecad
that he s laughing at me Imsgine
pow, my dear Cora, waa it not flattering
to my womanly vauity to hear him say,
when he arrived in London & mo. ih ot
two &go, after a waparation of four years,
“My dear Adelaide, my aunt has taken Il
into her head that you and I ought tc
marry : 1 don't want to oppose her, and
1 suppose you don’t sither.”

“And you replied—17"

“'Oh, no, my dear cousin; I've ng ¢b
jection to marry you. But pray dom't
ask anytbiog else."™

“Fut why did you glve your consent?"
asked Cora.

] searcely know. ] am impetuous,
rash, passionate, dolnw evesn

& wickea action whea under tue Wy

B

capable of

3

- e

enos of some sudden impulse. I am dar.
ing enough, Heaveu kouws, but thoere la

oue species of courage that I lack—the '

courage which glves tha power of reslst-
ADCE. I could not my aunt,
Has she not heen
mothers to me? Beeides, 1 did not love
any ope olse, or at least— Why abandon
myeslf Lo dreams that can nover be re-
allzed? Aguin, as the wife of my cousin
Mortimer, I shall never be an exile from
my dear native South. If g06 Mo
gay and happy, Cora, in epile of my ap-
proaching marriage, it that I shall
soon behold t blue skies of my beloved
Loulsiana.”

“Forgive me Adelnide.” sald
Cora Leslle, “*but from a few worda that
escapoed you just now, 1 fapcy that I
have a secret of your heart. Has Mr.
Margrave by any chance made an im-
pression in that quarter?”

“You are very ioqulsitive, mise,"” re-
plied Adelnide, blushing. *“Mr Margrave
l8 an accowplished young man, but his
manner to me hus never gone beyond the
bounda of the muost caremonlious j?!.)“!"-
ness. Perhaps, lndeed, had he betrayed
apy warmer sentimsnt toward me, !
might— DBut do not, I lmplore you,
force me to reflect, my dear Cora. Is %
not declded that I am to marry Mor-
timer? I will present bim %o you this
evening if he makes his appearasice, and
rou shall tell me what you think of
alm."

“1 am most lmpatient to see him.™
sald Cora. “Tell me, dear Adelatde, did
you aek hlm for tidings of my father?”

Do not think me forgetful, dear Cora,
bwt I had so much to say to him about
my brother and my native country, that
I forgot to make the Inquirles you
charged me with. There now, yoa are
angry with me, I know; I can see It in
your eyes.”

“No, Adelalde, no!" asnewered Cora,
“that which you gee In my eyes ls not
anger, but anxiety. It I8 nearly three
months since I have received any letter
from my dear father, and thils long
sllence 18 so unilke his affectlopate coun-
glderation that it has fllled me with
alarm.”

Nay, my dear Cors, thse oares of
business no doubt have preveated his
writing ; or perhaps he is coming over to
England, and wishes to give you & de-
lightful surprice. Did you not tell me
that Mr. Leslie meant to sell his planta
tion, and take up his abode in England?
But hers Mortimer, and you can
youreel{ all the inquiries you
wish."

I8
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make

CHAPTER IL

- HE young planter
\strolled with a
gleisurely stop
hrough the door-
way of the con-
aorvatory, bow-
ing te the two
girls us he

tered the roowm.
At last!” e:x-
clalmed Ade.
laldo; ‘80 3you
have anctuall ¥
condescended to honor my aunt's asse¢imn-
bly with your gracious presence, my
desar cousin. Perhaps you were in hopes

you would pot see me.’

“Perhaps you were in hopes 1 should
not come,” retorted the young man.

**On the contrary,” sald Adelalde, **l
was awalting you with lmpatience. But
pray dos't be atarmed, it was not on mj
own account, but on that of Misa Laslie
that I wished to see you. - My friend Is
anxious to ask you about her father.”

I was just about ta beg you to lo-
trodooe me to Mias Leslle,” replied
Mortimer.

“Mr. Mortimer Peroy, cotton merchant
sud elave proprietor, my cousiu and my
future husband, a8 my aunt says—"'

+Stop, Adelaide, this is po time for
lasting,” said Mortimer, gravely.

“]s your news bad then?” exclalmed
his cousin.

It la pot altogeother as favorablo as 1
should wish."”

“0Oh, In Heaven's name, speak, AMr.
Percy,” cried Cora, pale with agitatien,
*what has happeped to my father?”

«“Reassure yourself, Miss Leslie,” re-
plied Mortimer, “when I left New
Orleans your father waz rapidly recovor-
ing.”

:s'li-': had been ill, thea?”

“He was wounded In a revolt of the
alaves on Lis plantation.”

“Wounded |” exolalmed Cora; *oh, for

ity's sake, do not deceive me,” Mr
eroy | this wound—was [t dangerous?”

“Jt was no longer so when I left Louls-
iapa. I glve you my honor.”

Qora sank Into a chalr, and buried her
face in her hands.

“You eee, Adelaide,” she murmured,
after & few moments’ sllence, “my pre-
sentiments were not unfounded. Dear-
est father, and I was not near te- watch
and comfort you?"

Adalalde Horton seated herself by the
side of ber friend, twinlopg ber arm affec-
tiopately about Cora’'s slender walst.

wStrange,” thought Mortimer Perc
as ho watched the two ‘Yono
from me aud my shrink
from this lovaly and Ins
witix }oathing and disde.n

The prelude ol a wa
this mwoment [rom the
Gllbert Margrave appeared to claim his
i’a.l't nAar.

“Ah!" exclalmed Adelalde,
Mr. Margrave ! Iy poo fend

heard some sad news,

Warii

oous would

orcliestra and

‘It 18 you,
bkas just

“Sud news, Mise
*Yes, there has bee
in whicli bhex

Aves,

0 winich
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“‘lot

iment sald, o

to you alons

her lor a
me !:\i;(‘-".-n’.
with Dew
Cril a1y, shie &y
*I trust that you will be so kine
a ue, Mr, Margrave, and
» IAVOr you w :

Co turniog to

#i%%E up Mr. Murgrave 3
ude, “‘and you must therefars
vours«lf. Bul remember, she
.|1|:1Ug 10 Lora, ‘*'that we onl)
on condition that we find you
and altogether restorad to good
n your return. Now, Mr. AMor-
Peroy, after this I suppose
will leave ol ;-:slil:'iu,'.; the virtue of youl
pet megroes.’

*What would you Lave, my dear
cousin’ lied Mortinu “when doga
are tov violently beaten, thoy ave apt to
bite.”

“Thuy should be tled up then, " retorted
Adelaide ae she took Gllibert's arm
hurried to the bali-room where the danc-
ers weore already whirling round in valse
a deux-temps.

Corse roees as she found herself sloue
with the young planter, and mo longer
attewpting to conceal her agltation, ex-
clalmed anxiously :

“And am 1 indeed to belleve what you

, ®r. Percy; do you really meas é}’
ﬁ {-usage which has urged my father's

voa to revolt?”

L4

rey

u%li.u}-u |
the tenderest of

! that

éen- |

| ever better loved hisclild.

| cause of my mother's

| not imagine that
| alarins

| &lon

*“Alas, Mise Leslle,” replied the young

| Bouth American. *‘the’planter fluds him-

self betweesn the horns of a terrible di-
lemma ; he musteither beat his siaves or
suffer from thelr laziness. I will own to
you that Mr. Leslle ls not consldered too
indulgent & master; but he only followa
the example of the greater number of our
colonlsts, Howeveor It |s not he, but his
overseer who was the chlef cause of this
revolt. Your father would have Inter-
fered; In attempting to do so he was
serlously wounded ; but let me once more
assure you that he was entirely out of
danger when I left New Orleans.’
“And did he give vou IGECT T
we—no latter? asked Cora
“No, Milss Leslia.™
“What, not n word?*”’
“Your fether di! not know that
ghould see you,” replied Mortimer, **
it is on this very subject that 1 wish to
ask you s few questions; not promptod
by any wvain curiosity,

for

helleve me. but

because sou Inspire me with the warmaost

| Interest. ™

“Speak, Mr. Porcy,"” said Cora, seating
hersolf,

Mortimer drew a chalr to the side of
on which Cora was seated, and
placlng himaelf near to her, eald gravely

“Tell me. Miss Leslle, In what manne:
do you usually recelve your father's lot
tera?"”

“Through one of his correspondents
who llves at Southampton.”

“*Then they are not directly addressed
o you."

“*They are not.™

“Were you very young when you left
Loulslana?”

“Iwasonly five years old,” replied Cora.

“So young! Your memory can recall
pothing that oocurred at that time, I
supposeo.”

“+*Oh, yes,” auswered Cora; *“but mem-
ories 8o confused that they scem rather
to resemble dreamus. But there ls one
recollection which no tlme can olfaco
It I8 of & womun, young, besutlful, who

claspaed me In her arms, sobbing ns she |

straipad mo to her breast. I can stil
henr her sobs when I recall that scens,’

vHas Mr. Leslle evel spoken Lo you of
your mother?” asked Mortimer.

“Was it she?" oried Cora, sagerly

“] do pot know, Miss Leslle, for at
that time I was still In England, whers,
like you, I recelved my education.’

i“Alas " excinlmed Cora, her beautiful
eyes flllicg with tears, *who could (& be
if it was not her? No, Mr. Porcy, | have
nevear known even the poor consolalloon
of hearing people speak of my mother
Every tima 1 have ventured to o
my father on the subject, he has repliad
inn harsh and « G
my heart. All
was that shoe
leans. 1 dared not s
whiok caused my poor fathe:
ful emnotions. ™

“PBut he has always evinced
est alfectlon ol you, Migs Leslli
not?" asked Zlortinmenr

*““Oh, Mr. Perey,” replied Cors, hier oy
kindling with enthusiasm, “what faths
Every wh
wich has been gratid

i =
L& Wil

'g'f‘('_“
it hiwwe chil
ould over leart

¥ %,

died Young, ak s«

WGk upo

evary childlsh
but one; alas, that one prayer
nevar grunt
“*And that prayer was—T7"
“‘That I might join himin Now Urlean

On bLis last visdt to England, a year oy

I implorad him to take me back with
Lilm ; but he was deaf o all my antrostis
‘It is because 1 love you,” he sald, ‘that
refuss to takke you with me " perhaos
wasa the climate of Loulsiana
feared ; that climats wmay heve been the
death."

] was sure of it,"” thought Mortimer,
“she s entirely ignorant of her origin,”
<Al that I could obtain from Liln
answer o my prayers,” continued
“was a4 promise that this soparation
should be the last; and that he would
sell hls plantatlon at the carllest oppor-

tunity, and and establish hin
in England.”

< And sinee then," sald Moctimer,
bhe renewed t promise

“With reservations that
me trembla,” replie Cora
his aflalrs are cmuarrgssod, A
tain him from me long after
lsed time of our reunion.™

“*Alas, Miss Leslls, you
paived.” sald Mortimer, aarnestly
Leslie has experienced groat losges
death of Mr. Treverton, his partaer, who
was killed In & duecl o year ago, at the
very time of your fathers return from
England, revealed dsfickencies that he
had never dreamed of. He was obliged t
have recourse to heavy loans; and
that, thie revolt of his slaves, indamaging
the harvest, has given the filnishing blow
to his aiffloultisg

“Theu my (ather i2 rulped, dMr. Percy,
cried Cora, clusping ber hands; “‘oh, do
e nspect of poverty
mé; It 1s not of myself that |
think, but of him. What a life of anx-
isty and effort he bhas endured, in
to establish a position, which he
seomed to value oo my acsocunt |
has he allowed me to hsar ons expi
uneasioess dr his
he denie
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o4l

ol
never has
gant of my
knew bhow
this
oese of
noble i
dearthe Qun
after the long
Who can tell now
tion may endure!”
“Nay, Miss
soothiogly: 'y
far from des;
qulre a l

worthless

a-L
. ]

Lealt

ago inorde
difficulties
A longe
naked Cora
i :‘.‘_“_ =

INAKVE me

It not s alo
If he sutiers I will coneaie
in danger I will ehare 1t 1
‘.\{'h‘; ble ""r“_. '
cried Mortimer
“You leave Englaod
Montresor
I wiil aocon
Miss Leslie T
nstrated the yoong man
I remember nothing
father & In daager, and that
lace {8 by his side,
re. Montrezor |
fuse to grant iy
he gb(:d-nn'.-.u_e b
be ante-chambei
OWerls, as she calls
*“You runni: &
sha sald ; “we i1 certalnly uot allow
this matter-of-fact pephew of miné te
Geprive ua of the beaile of » room.’

h, thy dear M= tresor,"” em
glalmeéd Cora, “s& great misfortune ha
hapgened to my fatis

] kpow it, my ' replied
Mre. Moutresor, “but, thank Heaven
that misfortune &5 not su ureparable
one,

ned,
I Euow
reguest
oG <
neér wair

& Tas -

us, Coraf

chila,

thiat bhe |
)

“No, madam, nothing 1s irreparable bullh I|l

the time which we pass far aw
from those we love in the hour of tro
I lmplore you to Lake me baok to

“But, Cora,” aunswered Mrs. Moutreson,
“*do you forget that ygur father fﬂl'l':ll“r
axpressed his wish that you should pee
maln in England 7"

“Yes, madam; but the motive of my-
disobedience will render It oxcusable,
and my first duty Ie to go and cousole my

father.’

“Pardon me if 1 till tuterfere, Mias
Leslie,” Mortliner Perey, osrnoestly s
““but think onos m befors you t
this rush step. Your fabher may have
sotne very perious motive for forbldding
your returin lo Now riranDe

‘W hat | @& futher bavo fog
soparating hupself from his only chud?
But stas plruok by tha
eurnesiness { TN P FLLH e

1 1, fotne mystery
IWee awiil ol Fell me sir, in

L now —1ho strange

asleed me, all might

Siith

motlve

ol ien gl

Mr., 'vpewy s
haps thore I8 some se
which
it so? Your mauner

.‘n--nlh,ur whiloh yo
lead me W supposn

Yuu

ro ouly prompted
torest (u you, Miss Leslle,’ re-
“hut it s the same ine
¢ you to abandon
Your futher’a
warti a8 you

“Those
by my in
plied Mortlmer
torest which blds me ury
the thought ol Lthig vovage
wolecome may not be
would wish

“lI knoy hls hoart too well to fear
that,” exclaimed the axoitad girl; “bLe it
as it may, wmy rosolution 18 irrevocable;
and if you refuse to tuke me under yous
charge, Mrs. Moutresor,” ste added, X
will go slone.”

"\i'hul..’" eried Adelaide, who had em-
tered the ante-chamber, followed by Gll-
bort, In time to hear those |last words,
“You would go alone, Cora; and who,
theu, opposes your doparture? Wo will
go together; will we not, dear nunt7* ax-
clalmed the Impetuocus girl,

“Yos, Adelalde, since your friend is
determulned on leaving, it will be far bat-
ter for her secompany us,” repll
Mre. Montresor ; but I must own L&nt
do not willlngly give uy consent to Miss.
Leslla’'s disobedidnce W her father's
Wishes

cBut my father’s thanks shsall rep
you for all, dear madam,” sald Cora; .‘ﬂ

slisll nover forget his goodneps.™
oIme

then, naughty chlhi,:ﬂ
return to Lhe Dall-r'oo You m

bid adisu to all your soguaintances to-

plght, for our vessel, the Yirginia, salls
in threa Ve Come, oblldren, come.™

Mra. Montregor led Lthe two girls away,

le Mortimer Yerey flung himself om

Muargrave watehing him

juastion

Bno
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*Come, o

Mrs. Moutresor
i, sinos
Niut s

Wi ier i COonD-
Hhothinks

} dlscov-
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ch 18 noG

atury

k hor i tu New
porrow to herse«lrey*
plied the youn®k Bouth Amer-
which iares to
ngalnst Even
will turn from
perhaps, but with con-
dwell in a lacd where
werar, crawling o his loath-
au froe s your mightiost.
noblemman, can pever guess the tarrors
of elavery beauty, wealth,
these pannot wiash ut the srain; tho
fatal telnt of African blood atlll remalins 3
mnud though & man were the groalost and
noblest upon carth, tha curse ¢lings Lo
bim to the l He i aelave!
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