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CHAPTER XIIL

ILAS CRAIG was
right In his con-
Jecture, Paul
Lisimen went
strulght from the
lawyer's office to
the VYilla Mora-
quitos,

It was there,
and inthe eyes of
her he so dearly
lovad, ang of the
haughty benefpe-
tor of hils youil,
that the young
Mexican was eager to disprove the lylng
accusation brought ageinst him.

A THIEY!

His proud spirit revolted at the very
thought of thae base nature of the erime
of which be wus accused. Thert—the

most contemptible, petty thelt—a theft

upon the employer who had trusted him !

Ho found Camillia within doors, and,
in the presence of Pauline Corsi, told her
the story of his wrongs.

The lovely eyes of the Spaaish
flashed with Indignant fire.

“We alwaye habed this man, Craig, by
instinct, Paul,” she said; *‘that iustinct
did deocelve us.”

P ne Corsl appearod to sympathize
sincerely with the lovers, and expressod
the utmost centempt for Sllas Cralg.

While Paal was seated by Camillia,
her hand clasped In his, her Jarge black
aeyes bathad In tears, yet ligied contid-
Ingty to his face, the sound of tha foot-
steps of paveral men was heard upon the
staircase without, and Don Juan Mora-
qultos emtered the apartment, followed
by Bllas Cralg.

glirl

The brow of the Spaninrd was dark

with passion, but beneath tho red eye-
brows of the lawyer, there sparkled the
light of malice acd cunning,

“Release tho hand of that man,
Camilila Moraquitoa exclalmed Don
Juan, with suppressed fury, as he
held bis danghter amd Paul Li-imon
seatad slda by side; *“‘release his hand,
or naver aguln dare to call me father!”

The girl ralsed her ayes to tha |
face oi the Bpaniard, and met hia angry

gaze with a glanco of calm deflunpe.

“Why should I take my hn.n-fe from
his?" she said, ocalmly; "*we have been
playfellows, eompanions, and friends
from childhood. You bave sesan our
hands locked together ofton ore today :
why do you wish to part us pow?"

Though the volee of the Bpanlsh girl
was calm aad unfaltering, and aithough
she meot har father's gaze without one
qulver ol her snowy eyelids, her siender
form trembled with emotlon as she
spoke.

“Shall I tell you why?" asked her
father.

““Yos; I walt to learn.”

““Bacause Paul lisimon, the man
whess boyhood has been spant beneath
this roof, whose eaducatlion has been
shared with you, who has aver been
treated as a son, rather than as o de-

t, that man I8 a thisaf!"

Had Camillia been unprepared for this
acousation, the blew might for a mo-
ment, have paral her. But she had
heard all from Paul's own lips, and she
was pared for the worst.

“He ls mno thief!” she axciaimed,
K:ouily; “wero he that, he would not

ve come hither to seek for sympathy

from Camillis &rl%:;i:nd."

“Daluded Jhl. ho been disocovered
in an act daring robbery—robbery
which Is most contemptible, belng alijed

to of the basest natura, He
ad and betrayed his trust.”
The lip of the Bpanish girl surled wilh

nnutterable soora.
“Trasted I” ghe exclaimed, ‘“truasted,
| Fathoer, I ask yeu by all
of mankind, by xyour
s gurest juddx, the human
the man to trusé

did yon
Ay
in N.
countenance, s that
any living ersature?”’

Bhe poinied to Bilas Cralg as she spoks,
sand the Jawyer qualled beneath her
flashing glance. er a moment he
shrank back abashed and powerless to
reply to the Bpamnish girl's disdainful
words, then recovering himself with an
eoffort, he eaid, with an assumed air of
meekness :

“Donna Oamiilia 18 pleased to bo
gevere. We lawyers are certainly not
over-trusting in our fellowmen—we are
too often decelved; but I thought I
might safely trust the protege of Don
Juan Morequitos. I did not think %o
find him a thlef.”

“Liar!" orled Paul Lisimon. *Das-
tard! You know that I am no thief.
You know the base plot which has beon

lanned by you—from what motive I

now not—for my destruction. Now
that all is past, I oan see the base
scheme from the very first. Your pre-
tended confidenee; your desire that 1
should remsin alone in your office to re-
celve a sum of money which you might
have as ‘well received yourself; your
trusting me with the key—of which, you
say, you have no duplicate; your simu-
lated friendshlp, and your affeoted sur-
prise this morning upon missing the
casket ocontalning the money; all these
are €0 many links in the chain of infamy
which you have woven around me; but
through all I defy you. The money was
taken from the office by no common rob-
ber; it was removed either by you, or
by an agent in your employ.”

“The inper ofiice has but onadoor”
answerod Silas Craig, *'you possessed the
only key of thal door—uay, more, the
mulatio boy, Xarcus, slept in the clark’s
office, snd must have heard anybody,
who attempted to enter the inner chamm-
ber. Heaven knows,"” ejaculated Silds,
sanctimoniously, **how much grief I feal
at the discovery of such baseness in the
adoptod son of my most respected client ;
but guilt such as yours must not, for the
benectit of society, go unpunished.”

Paul Lisimon turned from him with &
gesture of luathing, and addressed bhim-
salf to Don Juan.

**You hear this man,” he sald, *‘you
hear hira, yet you surely do not believe
one word be ulters, Look in his face,
on which “liar’ {a branded in unmistak-
able characters, by the hand of Heaven; |
and then belleve ®m if you can. My |
patron, my benefactor, friend and pro-
tector of my otherwise frisndless youth
bhas any one action of my life, since f
bave shared the shelter of your roof, and
oaten your bread—has any one action of

my life givea you reason to believe me
the base and g:tllt wre this man
would have you me? Speak, I im-
plore you.”

The young Mexican waited with
clasped hands for Don Juan's reply. The
Speniard coldly averted his face. It

b shrank fro -
e e

“Clreumstanocess too plainly, Mr.
incamtro-

bo- |

| ana they forca me to beliove.”

| “They force you to belleve that the
! man, who has been reared beneath your
ullity of an act
| worthy of ene of the swell-mobsmen, or
| experionced burglars of New Orleans,
on Juan Moraquitos—
it ia the last with whioch [ shall treuble

own proteotion, has been

| Oae word more,

you."
“I listen,” replisd the Spaniard.

“[ appeal to you by the mamory of the
dea#t—by the mwemory of nin who was
moere than a father to :.naaIBv( the mem-

mn Tomaso

ory of the last hour of
Crivellf.”

It seamed as if the sound of this name
struck upon the most sensitive chord in
He
started as if he had been shot, apd drop-
Eing inso a chair that stood near him

_ Sllas Cralg
lifted his eyes with a glance of plous

the naturs of the haughty Spanlard.

uried his face In his hands.

horror.

*This is horrible !" he exclaimed ; ‘‘the
gullty wretoh dares to call upon the namo
of the dead, dares to wound his noble
Why delay
any longer to reason with this hypocerita?
the officers of justloe ars without, {et

banefactor's sensitive heart,

themn ut onoe to shelr duty.”
Silas

case,
**Tho pollee I" exelalmed Paul,

**Yes; they have a warrant for your
*“You have

arraat,"” l'u;ilfﬂd Silaa Craiyg.
carried it with & very high hand, Mr.
Paul Lislinou, but you will sleap in  jall
to-night.”

I The voung M»sxilcun did not condescend
Lo anawer tuls speech, but, turning to
Don Juan, bhe anid with quint dignity—

“Binpee this man's acocusation appears
to you strongor than my declaration of
innocence, [ cannot blame yon, sir, in

! bolieving him. I frooly own that the
chaln of evideunce forged against me is a
damning one, but sconer or later, the
day will come when I will shatter that
chain, lUnk by link, and prove yonder

-wretch the basest of his kind. In the
meantime, I would but ask one favor of
you. I bave pap2rs and letiers in my
own room, whioh ars of peeeless valua to
me, suifor me to gathor those togethor

| before they convey mo te prison,”

Don Juna had not onee [ifted his head
sines the wention of his brother-in-law’s

| name. He replind to Paul's request, In
a broken volee—

| **Let him take the papers he speaks

| of,” be answerad, **I will be responsible
for him.”

The principal police offiesr bowed. I
will accompany you to your rooms, Mr.
Lisimon,” ho sald, ‘*and remalp with you

| while you oollect those papers,”

| “Father, father!’ oxolalmed Camlliiag
“‘can yousuffer thls—onn you allow the

companlon of mﬂ youth to be sent to jall

a8 a oemmoa felon?

[ _ *“Ho merits no other fate,” replled Don

| Juan; **ba has proved himself unworthy

{ tho pameo of an honest man.”

5 **He bna not done so0,” cried Camillia;

| **he Is inaocent|”

| **What leads you to believe In his inno-
cenco?”

; l‘LM_r own Instinet,” replisd the fearless
gir

Agaln the brow of Don Juan grew dark
with fury.

“Your own Instinet!” he exxeclaimed;
‘‘beware, girl, do not foroe ma to he-

! liove you have another reasoa for thus

, defending this man. Do not eompel mo

. to deapise you 1™

While this conversation was passing
betwsen father and daughter, Panl Lisi-

| mon and the officer proceeded to the
Mexican's apartment, which was situ-

| ated, the reader aware, upen the

! upper of Vila Maragustos; but the
Spanlard's elegast abode was only ale-
| vated slory sboverthe und floor,
su that the reom oocupiad Paul was
' not in reality more slghtesn feet
abave the garden, loto whioh lnoked.

' The police offieer fellowed his prisones
into the room, and seated bhimsall near
the door, while Paul unlocked his desk

' and examined |ts eontents,

The which ha wished to seocure
were a few brisf uotes that had been
mlttﬁ?.‘fahu' ?t dlﬂ;‘hmnt p-ﬂn_d.n.h:i
Cam oraquites, e you
often elipped a fow lines gf m:uto
encoureagemant into her Jover's hend at
a time when the lynx oves of strangers
preveated their exchanging a word,

Paul Lisimon knew that, Lirief asthese
letters werm, they contained quita enongh
to betruy the secret of the levers, and to
draw down upon Camillia all the terrors
of a father's wrath.

He secured the little packet with a rib-
bofi which the Spanish girl had onece worn
fn her hair, aud thrustung the packet into
nis beeo:n, prepared to accompany the
officer.

As they were about leaving the apart-
ment, a low rap sounded upon the panel
of the door.

The person who thus demanded ad-
mittanos was the French governess, Pau-
line CorsL

“‘Let me speak to your prisoner—alone
—if only for a few moments?'" she said,
ploadingly, and with ali the fascination

woullar to her manner, *‘let me speak to
1im, monsieur, I implore!”

“Yon e welcome to speank to him,
madl-ocui-2iis,"” replied the officer, ““but
Ire_vt v tell you that whatever you
havi: o =%, must be said in my pres-
[T [

Tha I.enchwoman shrugged her
shoulders with a graceful geatyre.

“That ¢ very hard, monsieur,” she
sald, looklng thoughtfal.

**Nay, Madomoisele Corsl,"” interposed
Paul, who could not understand the
Frenchwoman’s desire to see him alone,
“syou can have nothing to say which this
man may nothear, Speak freely, I have
no socrets.”

“But perhaps I have,” answered Pau-
line. *‘See, monsieur,” she added, ex-
tending her plump little hand upen one
finger of which there sparkled a superb
dinmond ring, “‘tell me what you think
of those diamonds.”

Paul Lisimon started, for he reecog-
pized the ving. It was one he had often
seen Camliliia wear.

The French governess had beon sent
to himm then by the devoted girl?

“They are mggnificent stones, are they
not, monsieur?” repeated Pauline, still
addressing the ofllcer.

“They are¢, mademoiselle.” _

“Tha ring Is worth eight hundred dol
lars, and it is yours for eight minutes’
private conversation with the prisoner.”

“Impossible, mademolselle.”

«Eight huandred dollars for eight min«

utes. That is at the rate of a hundred
dollars a minute.”
“True, mademoisells,” replied the

officer, “but if in those elght mlnum
my Ertloner should take it into his i

to fump out of that window, I am 4 P
{ned man."”

man. .

i ] pledge you my honor I will
Ibl&lunpt. to escape!” sald Pnul.pa
lutr.

‘“‘facts are in
atronasr thes waords

Oraig openad the door of the
apartment as be spoke, and beckoned to
three man who wera walting on the stalr-

R

that's brought against you,
the ring, mldmoholfo."

trinket.
while you say whet vou've got to say.”

and the Mexienn together,

sald Mademolasslle Corsl,
“You come from Cemlllia?
“No, I come of my own socord,
ring is Camillia's; she
my reque®®, as & bribe for ? jaller.”
“Noble air ™ Ty
womnn bitterly ; ““beoause she
from the vusily heanps of jewels

no word ot pralse.”

lieve we, [ sw oot ungratef).”
“Paul Lisimen.” said Pauline,
her limpid blue eyes upon

“Love her—-"

“Nay, why sesk to dissemble?
secrel from the very flest? You

to blind and hoodwink me, bus [ laughed
is this love & lastlug one?’

the Mexican, "*conceglmend s usseless,
It is a las love —eternad as
blue heaven.
“*Foolish boy.
tion will truek your footstepa.”
“Ruin! Through my love?"

house, save ber who pow speaks to you.
Camlilia loves you, you whl answer | Yes;
but with the feeble passion of capricious
beauty, whiech may change with tomor-
row's sun. How long think you will her

ture in New Orlaans brand you as & thief
and ingrate? WIIl it outlast the hour
whpn she sees you placed in a eriminal
dock, side by alde, with the lowest thiaf
In the city? WIl it survtve degradation
and shame? No; Cam!iia Meragqnitos is
prond, and from the hour that you leavs
this house with the cianking fotters on
your wrists, she will despise and hate
yon—hate youforthe very memory of her
past love.

Paul Lisimon knew the pride which
formed the leadlng principle {p Camillin’s
oharacter, and he [elt J:nt. there might
be truth (o these biiter Bords,

“Oh, Heaven,”™ lLe eried,
deed terrible I

| Cralg and his

“ |

_ sccused

“Heoar me, Paul. It in my power to
save you from these fotters and thie
shame. Itis In my power to bring Bllas

haogh . Don
Juan Moreguitce, grov to your feet
to emplore you far entreat
your forbeamnce to save m from the
fate of a felon.™

“You are mad!” exdsimed Paul.
“What In mercy’s name mean yoa by
these werde ™

“Listen to ma, Paul Llsimon, for thes e
few minutes, bought from vigilanc &
of the offlcer withost yoader door, must
decide the fata of both of us. Thir

eare ago, Den Tomaso Crivelli explred
n the arms of his brother<im-law, In an
apartment at the end of the out-
side this door. You have often been In
that room."

“I have. It Is sacred te me, for H
was there my earilest friend breathed
his Jast aigh."

“That ber #8 hung with Indlan
embrai of shells and Ssathers upon
leather. hoss era about r:o
feot from she wall,

behind 1 enough h'mm:

der person’s hiding bedbind fiSe embroid-

| . On the night of your bhepefactor’s
L 1 noealed

death Wad 00 behind these
hangings.”
““You, a spy!" But for what peason?”
“Don’t tthat I reassn—
mfm iy
reveal. the ehlld Camil
lia to her unale's bafelde I bheard o ¢
words whish smeified my curios
ity; te ocnoealed

iy that I
g:g:el{h at eleven o%ﬁ” nig
e h‘l; man's
hedchambee. gu I“&d
Crivelll dm his bnet boogr
ment to the lawyer, (]
r.muma of your father. THo signeture
that will was afterward Witnessed by
two persons, one a eregture of the attor.
ney's, the other a depemdent of Donm
Juan Momquitos.”
“But what has all this to do with mod"
asked Paul.
“It may have mueh to do with you.
That night I learned a secret—"
**A seoret "

“Yes; and one by the ald which 1
can save you frow shame hamliiia-
tion, and elevate you w tha prowdest po-

sitiop even your haughty spicit could de-
sire.

*You ean do all this?™

“I can.”

“And you will?™

“On one sondition.”

“That is—""

**You renounce forever all thoughts of
Camlillia Moraquitos; and that the
hour, when through my aid, you are ele-
vated to name and fortune you make me
your wife."

“You — my wie!” exelalmed Paul,
thunderstruck by the words of the

at the pituful deception. Paul, tell mae,

“Since you kvow my searet,” replled

Then ruln and destrue-

love endure when she hears overy cren-

[ aun U LmuE FOU RUiLy OF TR OUuSImess
s0 give me
he added,
holding out his hand for the valuable
“T'll stop outalde and wait

He walked out of the room and closed
tha door behind him, leaving Pauline

“Paul Lislmon, I came to sawe you,”

That
vet to me ut

““Ay.noble gkl I” exalalmed the French-
“ve One
or fpol-
ish fatbher has lavislied upon her; but I,
whose brain devised the plan, deserve

“Pardon wme, Mademoisalle Corsl, be-
fixing
fase of the
Mexican, “*you love Cawmiille Meraguitos?’
Do

you think I have not read your shallow
sought

yonder

““Yes ; you have not one friend in this

wthis s In- |
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, " CHAPTER XIV.
FON the very da
following l.lll!l ng

occurred
we have
soribed In
foregolug
ter, the BSelma
steamer started
from New Or-
loang, leaded with
gay and fashiona-
ble company.

It was mine
o'clouk in the marning when the bell raug
for the stlirting of the vessel—a gorgeous
summer's day, the sky blua and cloud-
less, the Misslssippi dancing in the sun-
shine.

Amongst the passengers on board the
boat weres Aungnstus Horton, his sister
Adelalde, Mre. Montiresor,
a.n’? William Bowen,

his latter personage had exchanged
hin ragged skin-jacket apd patched cot-
ton shirt for a costume which aped that
worn by the fop= of New Orleans.

which
de
the
cliap-

Cralg, to the evident annoyvance of the
lawyer, who seemed, however, unable to
shake him off.

Augustua and his party were bound for
Hertonville, the plantasion and villa of
whieh wo have already spoken, and which
waa situated upon the banks of the river,
some miles beyond that belonging to Si-
las Cradg.

The attorney was also bound for his

lantxtion, whither he was taking Wil-

m Bowen, who was henceforth to sot
ae his overreer.

Augustus Hortou was elated at the
suocess of his villainous plot. Ile had
lodged the only rival whom he feared in a
falon's jall; he feit that Camillia Mora-
quitos might now be easlly won; bLut his

| terest in his young mistreas.

Frepchwomaa.
‘“Yes. Is thers aanythémg s0 mon-
strous in the proposition? am a few !

years older than you, it is true.
not the Spanish beauty of Camillia, but
flattering tongues have told me tHat I am
not destitute of the power to charm—I
am no love-sick gIrl, but an ambitious
woman, with a brain to soheme and plot
a glorloug future—I ask no lJove from
you, but & share in the future to wnich I
can eolevate you. Do you refuse my
offer?"

I do,” repiied Paul ‘*‘Camiilis Mora-
quitos may csst my ige from her
heart—may join with vhe rest and think
me gullty ; but, to the last, she, and she
alope, will possess my lowe. Through
the deepest abyse of shams and degra-
dation I wHl be true to fhé guiding star
of my life, Keep your secrst, Mademoi-
selle Corsi; it can never Be mine at the

rioe which you i
e *Fool I" .fyi.d &- !i‘anehwomp. “you
have refused rsank, pame, station, and
wealth—nay, more than these, revenge!
Be it s0; abide by your ehoice, Perish
in Ignorance of tﬁa mighty secret which
I have kept-for thirtéen patient years,
and which will be’a
toyou.h Bot In & j
port ship; drag o our lfe in a nal
settlement; Plull.::.&nd has spoko’: for
the first and last time."”

She walked to the door of the apart-
rﬂnunt., and, opening it, admitied the ol-

cer.

““Yousee,” she sald, “there has been
no attempt at escfpe.” Without one
glance at Paul, she desc the stair-
case, and returned to the chamber in
which she had left heart-brokea Camil-

lia.
That night Paul Lisimon
the jal devated to the B

I have |

, she said, *'it wae Toby who told you of

| blank robes sesm«il 1o inciuve-~e this al-
| most unearthly pailor, but they could

to the dictates of passion can be suid te
have a heart—was full of the imagy of
Cora the Octoroon.

Just as the bout was about pushing off,
two young inen stepped on Loard. The
first was BMovilmer Perey, thae second
Gilbert Margrave, the young engineer
und artist, who earried a sketeh book,| in
order, I suppose, to ecatch some of the
beauties of the Mississippl banks as we
gllde past thewm.

“*To tell you the truth, my dear Morti-
mer, I have far graver roasons for balug
here. I come to meet some one.” |

“A lady?”

“Yes.”

“And ber name {5—?"

“Miss Cora Leslle.”

“Good Heavens, my dear Gllbert, are |

u in earmest? You know this girl's

istory ™

“I do; and in my eyesthat very history
rendars her even more sacred than a de-
fenseless woman must ever be to the
mind of an homorable man. I received a
mossage this moming from Mr. Leslie's
old slave, Toby, informing me that his
young mistress Is t® come on board the
boat at the first station. and begging me
to be there to meet Ber, as she might
bave peed of my mervices.™

**And you took the hint?

“Gladly—proudly.”

“My dear GhHbert, I'm afraid you're
very far gone,” eoxclaimed Mortimer,
laughing.

Adeolaide Horton's heart sank as she
recelved the ng engineer's oold saluta-
tion. Bhe felt that he despised both her-
eelf and her broiler for their conduet to
Cora. Mpre. Montresor and Adelaide soon
withdrew to the saloon, for the sight of
Gilbert Margrave was palnful to the Im-
petuous girl.

The soene on board the Belma was s
gay and animated one. In the center of
the deok a German band was stationed,
and every now and then soms sprightly
mltzur polka sounded on the summe:
Cloge against one of the paddis-boxes
a8 grouf of eager gamblers had seated
themselves rodund a card-table, and it was
amopgst thege that Mr. WHlNam Bowen
planted himself, while Silas Oralg con-
versed In an undertone with Augustus
Horton.

Gilbert Margrave and Mortimer Percy
ptood near thie aMe of the vessel talking
on indifferent subjocts.

Presently the bell rang agaln, and the
sieamer stopped at the first station,
which was situated at a shert distanoe
trom Gerald Leslie's plantation.

“Miass Leslic knows nothing as yes al

the fatal truth ™ said Gilbart. *I trem-
ble lest she shonld ever earn it."

““Then trembie for her wdsy on board
this steamer,” veplled Maordmer, *‘these
peopk know all and they arve pithess.”

“f shgll be hera to protest her, at the

idea of
hew it was that this mulatbo ap-
plied to me above all peopla?”’

““The instincte of the despised race are
strong, ' answerad Mort{iner; “he knew,
no doubt, that you felt no uncommon In-
See, 18 not
that Miss Leslie vender, amengst the
passengers, dressed In black?”

“It is; she is coming this way with
Toby."”

] will lsave vou then, my dear Gil-
bert,” said Mortimer, and pressing his
friend’'s hand, he afrolled Into the saloon,

Cora Leslla was pale as lily. Her

worst; t tell me, have you

not take from her beauty. She advanced
slowly, looking about her with a glance
of terror, whils the faithful mulatto fol-
lowed elose st Ler slde. Presenlly she
peroelved Gilbert Margrave, who silently
awaltod her coming.

The cerimson blush which suddenly
dyed her cheex 1evealsd how little she
had expected this mesting.

My, Margrave,” she exclaimed,

“Pardon me, Mizs Leslie,"” repiied the
young engineer, I have ventured to
make myself, withoul your permission,
your companion upon this journey—>but |
the hope that I might be able to render |
you somse service has induced me even o
brave your displeasure.”

Cora lookea earnestly at Toby; the
faithful cresture’s eyelids fell baiore that
searching gaae. *“Ah, Mr. Marmmave,”

ey ¥
ii

this journey?"”

“Forgive me, dear young mistress,
I thought that I was doing right.”

“] am deeply affected with this proof of
your kindness, Mr. Margrave,” sald
Cora; **but I regret that Toby’s indlscre-
tion should kave impoused uvpon you a |

. task which will, as I pelieve, be useloss.”

na to mwe if not |
; dile imn a trans-

*However that may be, Miss Leslie, it
is a task which I accept with pride and
joy.'l

At this moment the little group was
approached by the captain of the ima,
whose shurg eyss h espied the dark
skin of Toby amongst his aristocratie
sSengers.

**Hol what are you doing hérs,
nigger?” he exclajmed ; ‘““don’'t you know
pl;g'pheouuthothnond of the ves-
sel

The mulatto retired without a word,
but mot without s push from the Indig-

- Al -1 ured , 8. !
“You . b >
oL T bt

which the events |

Sllas Cralg |

He followed close at the heels of Bllas |

heart—II the preflligate who vields only |

! "1 SODULG LaYO gULL WItN  uIm,  aar.
Aad

Margrave. Is not my place his?
I aia 1 not an ®etoroon "
“You know all, then?"
“You. Alas!
who was iguorant.”
“*A chagee word from Mr. Percy re
vealed the secret to o, Miss Leslle

upon that very night when I first saw

| you.™

“Oh, Mr. Margrave, [ do not seek to
Seo, I wear mourning
wother, aud my Journey of today

deny my origin.
for m
| 1 & plgritage Lo her grave,”
A couple of chairs

| offered to Corn, and,
seated himsell by her sile.

A moisy laugh from a group on deck at |

this mowent mirested their attention.

. l lils ‘;"",“l' was ""’I“p”ﬂed of Bllas The opportanliies tlins Ilh"ﬂ‘llh-\l to
Cralg, William Bowen, aud two or thres | P P e ¢
other passengors, wll geathered rpund ConeE Ol - a1 PO SRR .
Augustus Horton, who was read- [ Pousge. the reward of friends, the seles

| ing a puragraph s&loud from a New Orp- | tion of counsel for recelvers, the ap-
leanr newspaper Fhe following were | pointment of pnsters, and the manipns

the words which grected Cora's sars -
“*The conduct aof Mr.

ull communleation with him.
& stranger aud a rulned mau,
“Oh, this Is Infamous,

bort Margrave ; “that

man kpows

on purpose to lnsult you.
durs iL"

He was about to rush
Augustus Horton,

forward

| ateps.

““For pity'a sake,” she crled; *“for my
sa‘lm, Mr. Margrave, not one word! The | under the comtrol of the English courts 1
sting of the lnsult will be lost if un- | of chancery between 1720 and 1820 fm
noticed. let him think those cruol " SR 41 - '
) . the wdministration of the estates of
| words are unheard, | = e ’ , :
| 1t was indeod as Gllbert Margrave sup- | by 'irli ¢ huve thus passed under the Ools
posad. Augustus knew of Cora's | 170l of the individnal cireuit judges of
| presence in the boat—he had seen her | the United States.—Simon Steme in
with Gilbert by her side, and he was de- | Foruu,
termined to be reveangad upon her for tha | = — i
contempt with which she had treated | Within the Law.
him. | “Twant to be posted in de law,” said
This was the planter’s love. The love | a colored vvomian who ealled ot the Gra-

of the profligate who seeks to humiliate
iis vietlm In order that he may subduc
hr!l‘,

To Pe Contlnaed.]

Locusts Euslly Digested.

The peaple of Zanzibar should stand
high for the comprehensive character of
their cuisine, Amonz other delicacies
are small monkey and fruit eating bats.
Locusts are relished by the Bedouin of
Mesopotamia and some other eastern
tribes. They are placed on strings and
eaten on journeys with bitter and un-
leavened bread. The Hebrews, who

! were prohibited eating many kinds of

food which our larger experience teaches
us are palatable and wholesome, as well

i A8 sowe taat we do not venture to touch,

were permitted to have their fill of lo-

! custs,

The locust is an article of diet to this
day, but only of the very poor: it is
thrown into beiling watér and eaten
with salt. To live on lecnusts and wild
honey conveys a more accarafe picture
of extreme poverty and frugality to a
traveler in the east than to any one else,
Locnsts, however, are not alwayvs cooked,
sometimes they are eaten fresh. They
are said to have a strong vegetable taste,
the flavor largely depending, as might
be expected, on the plants on which
they have been feeding. Dr. Living-
stone, who showed his common sense by
not being fastidious, considered them
palatuble when rousted.—Scottish Re-
view.

A Demoeratie Duke.

The late Duke of Manchester, when
on his first visit to Australia, in 1879,
was entertained by the ocolonists in a
princely fushion. In Queeusland the
seatner was inteasely not, axd the duke
left his party and rodeahead in his shirt
sleeves (with his coat strapped before
him) and wearinz o =oft felt hat. On
his arrival at the bush pnblic honse he

found A erowd awaiting him. One
bushman, stenping ap to him, said:
»Hallon, have you seen the duke?

Will he soon be here?”

The peer replied:

“] am the Duke of Manchester.”

The bushman surveved his visitor,
walked around the horse, and after a
eritienl inspection said  before the
crowd:

“You're no bloeming dake!”™ Tab-
lean.—London Tit Bizs.

A curious phenomnenon is reported by
the Onited States censul at Maracaibo,
in Venezuela. Near the Rio de Orro, at
the base of the Sierrda of the Colombian
frontier. there is a horizontal cavern,
which from time to time ejects huge
globules of bitumen. that explode like

bombshells with considerable noise, and |

the pitch, forming a black glacier, runs

into a kind of pool or lake near the river |

bauk.

Trade Judgments of Literature,

The truth is, our ideas of literatura
are steeped in the colors of our trades
Qur interpretations of Shakespeare re-
flect our daily lives and callings. The
merchant measures him as his cotton.
The judge tries him in his courts of law.
The oration of Mark Antony, fer exam-

ple. is to the clergyman only a funeral |
discourse over a departed member of his |

flock; the politician views it merely as a

fine example of political artifice: the |

rhetorician delights in the richness of its
figures; the logician scans its conclusion
in the light of its premises; the historian
notes it as marking an epochiin the an-
nals of Rome, and the actor, not to say
it profanely, beholds it as a rack on
which to hang his effects of attitude and
gesture. We thus read Shakespeare in
the light of our vocations. We cannot
get away from the mental habits of our
trade or our profession. Much harder
still is it to break away from the spirit
of the age in which we live. Involunta-
rily we invest other ages with the cus-
toms of our own.—James E. Murdoch in
Forum.

The longest American railroad tunnel
is the Hoosae tunnel on the Fitchburg

. four and miles;
Rl

I #eo that It was only I

uear Gllbert Mar-
| grava woere unoccupled ; one of these ha
taking the other,

Lasiie in daring
to folst the child of one of his slaves upon
the highest cieclea of soclety, merits the
punishment with which he has met. The
cliizens of New Orleans haveshown their
indignation at his offense, by abandoning
Gernld
| Lealie walks the streats of his npatlve city

exelalmed Giil-
that
you ave here and he reads that paragraph
I will not en-

toward
but Cora caught hila
| arm in her slender hands and arrested hia

e —

U. 8 Judges and [lallway FPropertie
This effort to obtain o receive
which means the temporary control €
the whole railway, geoernlly results ing
violent struggle betwoen ditferent ing
= pats, either to secure of maintain
' manngement through the recelve
The determination of whether o recel vem
ship is to be had, and of the person ¢
persons to bhe snch receivers, lies in $h
hands of a single judge, This class o
chses pives to the eirenit jndgos of th
United Stated, by transforrving to thes
the manegement and operation of vast
rmdlway propertios, s degree of respons
' bility and patronage ;I,l-\‘!'l'n!‘i:.:ill:l"_" §
tended 1o be placed in their power,

sl

laticon and mdjustment of large pecuniary
interests Ives very
| to be de While no seamdals
| any magnitude have ns yet arisen frons
of appointmment nnd the pats
AnNd peouniary « -.[uc‘lul!Tlll'l.‘ inci-
dent thereto, it is, alter all sald and
| done, aomodern, and indeed 8 muach imore
| formidable, form of judicial property
administration than that which corrupts
e the court of chancery in England ia
the exercise of its jJurisdiction over the
estates of wards in chancery.

Lo the woestern and sonthwestern diss ‘;
tricts of our circuit courts of the Unitek |
States properties lorger in extent sod i
in peennizry value than any that l-;nﬁrﬂﬁ |

o e N TR

arsca Ledd

this power

PO

tiot avenue station the other ii:l_‘.'.
“Well?” replied the sergeant,

| “T've got o zal.” b
“*Andd ot & bewn. ™
| “Very likely."
! “l can’t abewr him, an’ [ dosn’ want
him ‘ronund do house, What oo'se shall '
I take?™

o

“Have yon ever given him a hint

“Lands, sali! but I jess tole him to

| cl'ar out or I'd bust him to smasht X
' reckon that's o hint.”
“Buat he didn't go?'

“No, zali. Now, den, I want to know

how fur I kin go an’ keep widin the law,

hit him wid a club, called him names,.
| made de dog bite him, an’ p'inted a pisti}
at him, but he won't stay away. How
much furder kin 1 go an’ not break de
law? Cguld I don stan’ in de yard an®
mow him across de legs wid an old scythe
when he enm np in de da'k? Could dee
[?i\'li] o off Jl(‘l’i'l"l(lil”}"—'"
When advised to try pesceful measures
she indignantly responded: :
“Dat's what I did do on the very gor ©
off. I took him by the collar an' frowed
him ober de gate!”"—Detroit Free Press,

Eating Human Flesh.

The most repulsive food which human
beings could eat is man. Fortunately
caunibalisim, althongh once very gen-
eral, is now mainly confined to the most.
degraded tribes of the South Sea Islands,
and to some districts of Australia and
central Africa, Lindsay, of Pitscottie,
relates that a man, his wife and family
were bnrned to death on the east coast
of Scotland for eating children whom |
they had stolen, and during the Frencle
revolution the heart of the unfortunate
Princess Lambelle was actually torn out
of her body by one of the yelling sav-
ges Near, taken to a restaurant uul
thore eooked and eaten.

[Tuman flesh is said not to be unpala-
table, and this is confirmed by the horri-
ble narrative given by Lindsay. He men-
tions that as one of the girls was being
taken to execution she exclaimeds:
“Wherefore chide ye with me, as if B
had committed an unworthy act? (Giveme
credence, and trow me, if ye had experi-
ence of eating men and women's flesh ye
would never forebare it again.™ The
Tannese of onr own day distribute hn-
man flesh in little bits to their friends as
| delicions morsels, and say that the fesh
| of a Llack man is preferable to that of &
white one, for the Ilatter tastes salt;
other ennnibals hold the same,. —Scottish

Review,

R

-

v FPractieal Experiment.
"Ev'f‘_'l']}'—l have Joved
these—these two weeks!
me in return?
|  Alice—I do not know, Mr. Fledgzely,
but we will In the Princess’ new
| book,  *Love, Loving, Loved.” is the
passage: “When Alzernon Dunbar en-
eireled, as an equator, Marigold's dainty
| finger with the delicats fillet of*zold, her
ii'!l art leaped into her eyes, her soul
‘ guivered ¢ #n aspen leaf, and then
ghe knew she loved him.”  If while you
‘ are pntting on the ring I andergo the

yvou, Alice,
Do wyou love

S

-

same sensations I will be able to an-
swer vour qnestion maore completely.—

e e g, e

Jewelers” Circular, ‘
The Ear. I
No oily substance, poultice or liniment

ghonld De put into the ear, because great
injary is liuble to be done. Warm water

iz the bhest possible, and abont the only
gafe, “wash.” Do not scratch the ears
with any metal; pin heads, hairpinsg or
ear picks should be tabooed. Do not
scream if an insect enters the ear; warm
water will drown it, and wuash ouf the
“remains.” The ear is not nearly s
liable to injury from the introder as
from frantic efforts to dislodge it.—
Hall's Journal.
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Highest Meteorologieal Stations.
The highest pcint at which regnlae
meteorological observations are madeis
on s 14,500 foot peak of the Pernvian
Andes, Harvard college maintaing an 1
observatory in Colorado at an altitode
of but 200 feet less than the above. The

| feet into the rarified atmosphere of €




