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THE CTOROON

A STORY OF SLAVERY DAYS,

BY MIES M. E. BRADDON.

"‘.ll‘!.’. XXx.
N the far depths
of a Cullforuia

~ foreat, the timlweg
é "‘»; ’f’ 1 roof of a aolitary

e -rwa- H*0 log Lut peeped
.}’ ’w ."‘ 8 '*-:f“ through Uh«
['-’ 4 ', /lfuﬂl B

It was u dreary
ll "I.I rl: itl=
10§ Wit L EIT |
| [} st 11
forias g
i e
5 3 N
1. '
4 it
tervd the one L ey
rotliing upon their hioges; the wiod
whistled b heill cadepces through t
crovices of the Jobs
An farns the eve conld reach thiere wis

Labitatius,
leaves dod the

no vestige of any human
whila the rustling of the
hungry howlas of thue wolves only broke
the gllence of the night.

It wasa diflicult to ]llu'li..:i.l“' this '|-if-.-'l' to
be the dwalling of any eivilized bLeing;
but yet It was tenanted by two men, who
had lived in it for the best part of & yoar,
attonded by a negro slave, an honestc
Tellow, who servod them as faithfully in
that dreary retroat as< If they had dwelt
fn a palace.

The night fallen; the winds
ghricked, like some troubled splrit,
amid the branches of the trees ; red
slreaks of light gleamed through the
eracks of the window shutters and the
crevices of the rude timber edifice; the
door of the hut is securely closed, though
in that honely region there s little need
of bolt and buaur.

Lot us pecp into the build-
ing, and gaze unscen upon its Ipante.,

The two men are seated on either side
of a blazing fire of brushwood and
broken timber, while the negro slts on a
low stool, at a respectful distance,
walting till his maste have need
of his services,

His honest fuce beams with good tem-
per and contentment, even in Lhat dreary
abode,

But it is not so with bis masters.

They are both smoking long cherry-
stemmed mearschaum pipes, and they
git In sllence, thelr eyes gleowlly tixed
upon the blazing fire.

It i Impossible to judge of their rank

in life, far they are both dl‘l'.—:w(‘d in cula-
way velveteoen ¢coals, corduroy breeches

and great hob-nadl boots—soerviceable
garments suited to their rude Jife, but
which elsewhere woulll be worn only bp
Jaboring men.

They are both in the prime of life, and
one Ia rather handsome ; but they have
allowed their hair and whiskers to grow
in the roughest fashion, and their laces
are bronzed by constant exposure te
every variety of weather.

The eider of the two
speak.

“Well, Brown," he says, with a sigh of
wearlness, ‘‘nearly & vear has gone sinca
we set foot in this dreary district and no
good done yet.”

The younger man shrugged his shoul-
ders as he removed his pipe from his

hal

noglected

Ot

I' LOKY

is the first to

mouth and knocked out the ashes of to-
hacco upon the rough stones hearth.
“Yes, a year, a year,” he muttered,

“and npo hope of return yet. No hope ol
‘BEHCU hrillb done to the lanoc ant, and

R m-'ub i &y '1‘7"
the gullty.’

“Brown,” eaid his companion, “do you

wremember our first meeting /"

“Yes, we met In the sireets of San
Franciseo; both penniless, yet both de-
termined to conquer fortune, and to ring
from the bowels of our mother earth the
gold which should enable us to achieve
the purposes of our lives.”

“You remember we formed a chanoa
acquaintance, which afterward ripened
into friendship.”

“It did,” answered the other man.
“Butat the same time we entered [nto &
singular agreement. We resolved that
whatever our past history might be, it
should remain buried in oblivion, so long
as wo dwelt together in the wilds of
California. We agreed that neither
should tell his companion the secrets of
his life, or the purpose which he hadto
accomplish in the future; that even our
names should be unknown to each other,
and that though iiving Logether upon
the footing of friends and brothers, we
should address each other merely as
Brown snd Smith."

“*Yoa, this was our bond.”

“We further resolved that we would
spend the last dollars we possessed in
the purchase of a set of lmplements, and
that we would penetrate into the lone-
liest tract in the continent, into recesses
never visited by the herd of goid dig-

gers, whose labors exbiaust the soilin
districts whera the precious ore has
been found. We determined to search

for our prize where none had sought be-
fore us, and we resolved Lo Lrave every
hardship, to endure every poril, for the
several »nds of our lives ©

“We did.”

“At Ean Francisco, we picked up ows
falthful Sambo yonder,” sald the man
known as Browu, lookiong to the negro,
*and we got & bargain.”

“Because poor Fambo
massa. very few gentlemen
lamie niggers.”
samo or fot, we found you a treas.
Sambo, and betwesn us we soon con-
to cure your lame leg, and made
you as sound as the best of us.”

“Yesa, " cried the negro, grinning from
ear to ear, *‘you did, massa, yvou did.
Kind good massa, Sembo never forget.”

“Well, Smith, alter eight good months’
labor in this district we tind ourselves—"

“*About as well off as when we came
here,” answered the other: “we con-
trived to find a little gold dust during
our first month's work, and that hes ena-
bled us to pay for the supplies we've had

was lame,
will buy

ure,
trived

g from the nearest viilage, and to keep up

the war all the time; but beyond that
we ve had no luck whatever.”

**None; thers{ore my propoeal is that
wa leave this ‘-Elu'-: to 'uur'(,\\ at Lfd.;-
break, and tryv & [resh distriet

The eyes of the man who called him-
sell Smith, sparkled at this proposition,
but the megro interposed with an es-
elamation of terror—

“You'll nebber gu to-morrow, massa,”
he cried ; * "'scuse poor nigger what ought

to mind his own business, but surely
massa will nebber go to-morrow ™

“And why pot to-morrow?” asked
Brown.

“PBecause to-morrow Friday; massa,
Friday bery unlucky day.”

“An unlucky day, Sambo, 18 it?" an-
swered his mastor; ““faith I think every
day has been precious unlucky to us for
the last eight months."”

The negro skhook his woolly head, and
showed two rows of white teeth,

“Friday bery unlucky day, massa,"” he
sald.

“#RBut" answersd Brown, laughing. *if

TR an unhicky ary Mr mavit: suts praoces,
1 puppose (t's just as unjucky for staying

| and dolog another turn at the plekax.”

“Don’t knuw that, massa,” sald the

| negro, “‘imt Friday bery uniucky day.”

1"l tedl what then,” continued

you

| Brown, “suppose we take Sambo’s ad-
vice, for opce In & way, Smith, and put
off moving to now quarters till the day

| after LO-tHOITOW,

Wa can spend to-mors
row In digglng the ground about that
little ereck three miles to the cast of this,
You remember our passing the spot once

on our way bome after a bard day's
worg.”™

Py Ili'w'f‘} ! a miserable, H:'.:.:\"l_'- look-
ing pli nouzh; 1 dont fancy If wedug
fot 'v.- l.- wonth we should ever getany
Ki ..i.,..'. of | However, wao vitstecd
B TIRAIEY haot we can b grudgzew ne
more, 50 I'u fuite agreeable o stup

“So bee b, then," answered  1h n

Lin b L our toals in order beford
4 [ ' 5 Sure you s et
Lo-inot ning

P 1 . = Hung them ' 1
Upon v coll ool rough straw ma
Wii<a LG Iis e wwought o 2 Lt
iried 3 I withered lecave
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e two bolfore Lhey laydown,
Oileivd up put heartiell prayer,
Lhat Heaven I

il be pleased to
uwnd bless

pon thelr Lonest eadeavors

P Lhelr lnhors,

I
!

f

| erness mi

tmonths in which they
dreary region they bad

During thoe elgh

Ired dbwaelt fn thint

ubver onco fatled to make this supplica-
Lion, and, frultless as thalr toil had baen
hitherto thelr falth bad never failed
thiein

Ihey still trusted that & divine and

widence would, in e tlhe,
vllorts,
the

'
OuL,

pgracious Pr
rewartl thels

At daybreak next morning, the
threa mon and walked to the
erevk at which they were to work befure
they eat their rough broakiast,

Then after offering up another prayer,
they took thair spades and pickazes and
went to work with

But the day wore on and
tenderd Lheir Iabors.

The negro, Sambao,

=L

good will,
no result at-

worked untiringly,

und cheerad hia masters’ toill by hus
WSrry songs and grotesque cupors,
It grew toward evening, and HBrown

propos«d thai they should collect their
touls and waik howeward, but Smith was
anxious Lo work for hall an hour longer,
and bis companion was too good-natured
to oppose his faney.

Toe helf hour had pearly expired, the
dusk was rapidly guthering around them,
the lower bLranches of the trees were
streaked with erimeson and gold by the
lust rays of the setting sun, and Brown
was thinking sadly how wnany « day such
a6 this they had wasted, and how many
a sun had gope down upon their disap-
pointment, when he was aroused from
hig reverie by & loud exclamation from
Smith, and a wild shout of joy from the
negro.

His companion's spade had
against o nugget of gold.

He had dug the preclous lump of ore
from its watery bed, and he Lad fallen
upon his knees in the clay and dirt to of-
fer up a thanksglving o that Evernal
Being who alone can give or withhold
all blessings.

The man
hands auvu

struck

wed his
leaven,

called Drown clas
liited his eyes to

“0Oh, merciful Providepce!" he eried,
“‘wa have waited Thy good pleasure,
hopefully, for we knew Thy unfalling
Justice, "

The three men workgd till the moon
rose high above their heads. They had
struck upon & vein of goid, and their la-
bors were amply rewarded.

They returned home “laden with the
dull yellow metal, which is the master
key of all earthly power, the magic influ-
ence which can make all men slaves,

They returned the next dav to the same
spot, and worked again, and continued to
do so till they were rich beyond their
willdest hopes.

Then they packed their wealth In such
&4 manner as Lo escape susplicion from
any unscrupulous travelers they might
encounter, and still followed by their
faith follower, Sambo, set out for San
Francisco.

“*When we onece more set foot (n the

east said Brown, a3 they turned their
backs on the dilapidated log-hut, +I

will tell you my past history, tne secret
ot my life, and the purpose 1 have to
achieve in the future. In the mean-
time let us remain as we have been
before, ignorant of all concerniugz each
other, eave that we are both honest men
who trust in Providence. Stall it ba so?*

“Yes,” answered Smith; ‘friend,
brother, it shall ba a3 you suy. Heaven
shield those we go to save,”

CHAPTER XXI.

ET us return te
New Orleans apd
to the Villa Mora

(uitoes. An hour
after Augustus
Horton left the

boudoir of Camil-
lia, the Spanish
weiress and het
‘wwmmpanion Paul
ine  Corsi were
reated, =zlde by
ide, n u deeg
vas of A win
low. lon5irz out upon t ¢ #hining waters
ot the e 911200 :‘1['_L'i-
“Sn von ‘m."'n. reiected him,

Camillia?"

‘Rejecte l him ! vrepeated the Spanish

girl, contempuously, *fconli vou ever
un am that I s} do otherwise ?"
“And wvet tus Horton 1s rich,
voung, handsome, distingui=lied—"
“fHe may be all that,” interrupled
Camiilia. “Yet 1 have no feeling for

him but indifference—nay, contempt.”

“Shall 1 tell you the secret of that
indifference?” said Pauline, with a smile.

»1f you please,” answered Camillia
Cul* "“‘rl‘

i= your love for another.

A.\ siatt and blush would betray
vou hal naught eise already done so.
My foclish Camillia, did you think to
concen! the truth from one who had

known you from childhood? On the dav
of Paul Lisimon'sa apprehension 1 told
him that I had long known all.”
“Forgive me, dear Pauline, lI-I have
seemed wanting in candor,” €ald Camil-
lia; “but it was Paul who bade me be
silent.”
“Yes, feared that the gov-
ght betray her pupil. Now,
listen to me, Camillia. The story of my
life is a strange one. The day may come
when I may chooSe to reveal it, but that
day has not yeot arrived. The history of

: past may have done much to imbitter
& heart that was not once all base.

am ambitious, proud — though
policy has taught me 1o conceal my pride
—dependence, even on those I Iike, is

ainful to me; all this I have Ienrnt. te
ide beneath a gay e:tarlor."

“Pauline, you terrify me!" exclaimed
Camillia, **this poweg el concealing your
fealings—"

““Is akin to falselmbd, ie it cot Camil-

No mattex. For the first time I
épeak the truth te you about myself.
You have been kind, geperous, affaction-
ate I should be worse than a nurder-

v Bawid T P e apruwl savr Toar o boos

Paul, who

{

vour heart would be to kill you—and yet,
Camillia, three davs ago should have
been capable of that infamy.”

*“Panline— Puuline 1"

“Ah, well may you opeén those large
black eyes with that ganze of horror and
amazement. Yes, 1 repeat, three days
ago I should have been capable of this;
becauses | um ambitious, and the ambi-
tiousa will trample on the most sacred

tles to atiain the goiden gow! of their
wishes. But thisls past Another road
hae opened to me, and bhepceforth,
Camiliia Moragquitos, 1 will be your
friend. Eay. will you trust me?"”

Puullne Coral flaed Lher large, llopld
blue eyos Ujan the face of herx pugil with
Bnn fANmest . e Lo nir

WL you trnst me, G i

‘Yeos, P re ! vour words have ters
ritled and bewjldarod me, but I feel that
WHRiAYYLT i ouy |1 vOou ire 1 t
e Dl s b

I amit I} W | Pa §

5 L b v

1

“Te 1 y P | BEY
mon?

I'rul )

‘Ao for ! [ i 1o
saariiice wil an = You, who
LBavammoen Iy r inther aught nn
Lt n ri nelle irselr Y e of
comparative poverty and obscurity for
the sake of Lilm Viig love

It would be no sacrillee wniswered

Camillia ; “poveriy would Liuve no trials
if shared with him.'

“But, remember, Camillia
tas, think of his unknown birth—low
&nd obscure no doubt as are all mysteri-
ous Linsages—would not that cause you
to blush for vour lover—your husband *"

“I could never blush for him while I
knew him to be hongst and honoirable.”
Ay, but even then how bitter would

your trinl! Do not forget that his
has been sullled by a foul suspic-
he has been brunded as a

Moragul-

b
honor
jou—that
thief "

“I forget nothing I know r.'m' I love

him apd trust kim. We cronot love
those wa do not trust.™
“Enough.” answered Pauline., “*now

listen to me, 1 tell you a new road haa
opencd to ray ambitiona hopes. I shall
win wealth and station, without sacrifie-
ing vou or your lover. Nay, more, I
promise you thatthe day that sees the
fulfilllment of my wishes, shall also see
you the bride of Paul Lislmon.”

“Pauline, what mean you?"

“Seelk 1o know nothing—only trust
me, There are dark obscurities in the
pathway of gullt, which 1 would not
have you penetrate. [ have promised to
befriend you In all thingas. hat it the
foul plot, which, as I belleve, has been
hatched by that villalnous attorney, Silas
Cralg, wera brought to light by my
agency? Would you thank me for that,
Camillia?"

“Thank you, Paullne? Oh, iI you
conld but olsar him I love from the vile

accusation brought ageainst him, I would
be your grateful slave to the end of

life,"”

*“I do not ask that—I only ask patience
and conlidene=. 1 hold a power over
Silas Craig, which none other possesses,
and on the day which crowns my hopes,
he ghall be mnade to confess his Infamy,
and withdraw the charge agminst Paul
Lisimon.”

“Pauline, Paullpe,” exclalmed Camil-
lin: *my benefactress, my preserver.”

*Hush !I" said the Frenohwoman, lay-
ing her llnger en her lips, *‘remember,
patience and ecsution.”

As she spoke, Feplta, Camlllla's old
nurse entered the room. *'Oh, missy,"
said the feithful mulattress, *‘there is a
sailorman below, who has flna silks and
laces to show you, if you'll only look at
his meichandise. Such bargains, he says,
missy.'

*But I don't wan't to see them." re-
plied Camillia, indifferently; ‘‘tell the
man to take his goods somewhere else,
Pepita.”

“Stay,” inlerrupted Paulina ;"
as well look at these bargains.”

Ay, do, ma'mo=ells, " sald Pepita: **it
will amuse poor missy. Poor missy very
ill lately.”

“Whv do you wish to gee this man?”
asked Camlillia. when the mulattress had
left the pariment.

“Becau-e I have an Idea that we
BITULIG Qv YrrUO0g TR IUSES 10 aULliL

him. We shall see whethier I am right
or not.”

Pepita usherad the sallor into her mis-
tress’ presence. He was a black-eyed,
dark haired fellow, wiih a complexion

we may

“that bad grown copper-colored by expos-

ure to the wind and sun. He opened a
bale of sllks and spread its contents at
the feet of the Spanish girl.

Camlllin glanced at them with listless
imdiffereuca.

““They are handsome,” she sald;
I have po occasion for them.”

*But you'll mot refuse Lo buy some-
thing o! a poor saillor. kind lady?" said
the man, in an insinuating tone; ‘‘even
If you do not wish for a silk drese, there
way be somethiog else among my stores
that may tempt you to bid for it; see
here!" he added, feeling in one of the
pockets of his lcose trousers. ““I've some
thing here that perhaps you may take a
fancy to."

He produced a red morocco case, large
enough to contlain a chain or bracelet.

“Look here,” he sald, opening it., and
bolding it toward Camillia, so that she
alone could sea {t8 contanta. “You
won't refuse me a dollar or two for that,
eh, lady?”

Camillia could pot repress a siart of
surpriesa. The case contaned an imita-
tion gold ehaln or the commonest work-
manship, coiled round in a circle, in the

“‘but

center of which was a nofe folded into
the smalles: ]r'---“'.;'h!-- compass. Upon
the nppermost side of thi o WaS writ-
ten the word «-Fidelity,” ina bendwriting
swhich wa= well known Spanish

sirk
S “Will you by
the sailor
Camillia opened an ormolu casket on a
table near her. and took out a handfall
of dollars, which she dropped into the
ample palm of the sailor.
=+Will that requite vou for vour trou-
ble, my good friend?” she azked
“Right noblr, lady.”
*If you ean cowme again to-morrow, I
may purchase someathing more of you.'
The sailor grinned; “I'll come {f I
can, my lady,” he suswered, and with a
rough salute he left the room, followed
by Peplia.
**Was I right, Camillia?”
moiselle Corsi.
““You were, dear Pauline;
in Paul's hand !"
“*Shall I leave you to devour its con-
tents?"
**No, Pauline, I have po eecrets from
on hvncofonn ‘answered Camillia, un-
elding the precious scrap of paper.
It contained these words:

“Fear not, dearest, and do not think it is guilt
which bas prompted my @ight. Be faithfoland
trust me that all will yet be well, and remember
that I may be near you when least you luok for
me. Affect sm ntter indifference to my fat:, and
mingls Inthe guy world as yon khave sver dous,
This ia necessary ts dissrm suspicicn. Above all,

iy the chain, ladsy?" asked

asked JMade-

See, & Note

throw A Horton of the scend, and let him
belleve that [ have left Americy
“Ever evar yours,
“PaUL.”

Camilis Aorsquitos obeysd the in-

BUIUSCULs coRmiBeo AL G 107 rve syjf=er ,
end when Don Juan eatared ber boudoir
half an hour afterward, he found Lis
desughter apparently In her usual spiriis.

Dielipghted at this change, he proposcd
that Comillla snd Pauline should go to
the opera thatevening, attended by bim-
self, and the ladies assented with every
semblance of gratifleation.

The Opera House was thronged that
night with all the rank and fashlon of

1t was the occasion of tha
brililant Parislan
who had lately ree
Ler

New Orleans.
reappearance of a
actreass and singer

turned te Loulsiann af i twelve.

month's absence in }':qn-'t‘_

I'tie box ocoupied by Don Juan was
one of the best inthe house, and wy
all asreMmbied e Wnhns (
or 1 I i ¥ i LA 1 | |
L

i p X wore s dr ol
an I (d L
L 1 i IACe

Lior ¢in v 10) 0 '
[} il by g i 1

4 i !
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and gold 1 0w OV
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box when they woers Jrrined &
Horton, who placedd blmself
of the chale oceuplad Cat

Rhe was 0ot a Little sl
after the interview of that moy g, and
the terrible and insulting teg which
the young planier bad received

While she was wondering what could
have indue ui him to forget this, he bens

his bead and whisperod in CILr

“‘Lot us forget all that passed this
morning, Donnpa Camillia ‘he said; *for-
get and forgive my presumption as I for-

| glve your crueliy! Let us by what we

were hr"rnrv today, friends and friends
only.’

Camlillia raised her eyes to Lis face
with e glance of surprise. Was this the
man whose words that morpinge had
breathed ra®e and vengeance? Huyd =he

wronged him in imaginiog him vindictive
and treachearous ?

Don Juan knew nothing of his daugh-

ter's rejection of Augustus Horten, He
Imagined, therefore, from the planiers
o I
presence in the box, that his sult had
prospered,
About half an hour after the rising of

the curtain, a letter was brought by oune
of the boxkeepers addressed to DonJuan
Moraquitos,

“Who gave you this?"”
fard.

A colored lad, sir,
walt for an answer,”
keaper.

“‘Tell him that I will ses to it."

The man left the box and Don
opend ithe letter.

It was from Bllas Cralg, and contained
only a couple of lines, requesting to seo
his employer withoutl delay, «n business
of importance.

Don Juan rose to leave the box.

“I am unever permitted to enjoy the

asked the Span-

who sald he was to
replied the box-

Juan

soclety of my only daughter for a few
hours without interrumntion,” he eaid,
beniding gently over Camillis. *I am

sumimuoned uway on some annoying busi-

ness, but 1 will not be gone lonyg, dar-
ling."”

“But how long, dearsst father?"

**An bour at most. Helnwh la I leave

you in the cure of )Ir Hur on.

*I accept the truse,” apswered Augus-
tus, with enthusiasm.

In spite of the letter she had that
morning received, Camillia found It tm-
possible to simulate & gayety which she
did not feel.

She was silent and absent-minded, and
replied in monosyllables to the gallant
speeches of her ndmirer. She wasthink-
ing of the events of the day—Pauline
Corsi's promise and the lettar from Paul
Lisimon.

Once In looking downward at the erowd
of fuces In the pit of the theater she
recognized one which was turaed to the
box in which she was seated, instead of
tothe stuge.

It was the copper-colored visage of the
sallor who bhad that morning brought her
Paul's letter.

She knew not why, but she feit a thrill
of pleasurable emotion vibrating through
har breast as she beheld the rough face
of this man. Ile kncw, amid was known
to Peul. He could not then be other than
o ITITOn O oor

The watchful eye of Angustus Hortan

erceived her start of surprise as she be-
1eld this man.

“One wonldthink,” he caid, with some-
thing of a sneer, “‘that the lovely Donna
Camwilla Moraquitos had Ieu‘:gnizel an
acquaintance in the pit of the theater."

Camillia did not reply to this remark
It was growing late and Pon Juan had
pot returned. His Jaughter was unable
torepress a feeling of uncusiness at his
lengthened abeence. The Spaniard's af-
fection for his only child was the cne
gtrong passion of his heart, XNo lover

could have been more attentive than he
to his daughter’s slightest wish
“Strange,” murmured Camilila, as the

after-piece drew to & cluse, *uy father
never fails to kaep his word, yvet It i5 now
three hours sinea he laft us.’

The curtainfell, and the sudl=nce
to leave the house,

“I“will go and look [oxr your carriage,
Donna Camillia,” sald Augustus. *‘par-
haps I mnay find your father walliug loz

rose

{ you in the corrldor without.”

t the hox and returned In ahount
to =ay that the carriage

Hu lof

three minules

was at the duc Camillia’s anxious
eye detected something ol ayitation in
his manner.

“My father,"” she said; **did you see
him #°

“No, 1o, he answered, in rather a
confused manner, offering his arm to
Camillia, “*I have pot seen him-yer But

pray let me lead you to your carri .:9. the
corridors ard lobbies are crowded.' '
He took po notice whateser of Pauline

Corsl, who followed as she best could,
| but whn was speedily separated from
{ them by the erowd, and by the rapidity

! guickiy into a carriage that

with which Augustus hurried Camillia
through the passages and down the
STAIrCASe,

By 1'!:-* time they had reached the por-

tico of
los tf-.a'ﬂ (o 14
Augustus

the theater, they had 'rhlnl-netvlj"

the French governess
hauded the Sp .\I:.:.h g_i‘rl 80
she was not
able to take any particular notice of the
vahlele; but when seated luside, she saw,
from the gleam of the lamps without, that
the cushions und linings ware of a differ-
ent color 1o those of her own equipage.

“Mr. Horton,"” she exclaimed, *‘this is
not my carriage.” Augustus was stand-
ing at the door as she spoke.

“No matter!” he said; ‘‘we have no
time to lose; drive on,” he added, ad-
dressing the negro on the box, and at the
same moment he sprang into the car-
riage and drew up the window.

Camlllia was bewildered and alarmed

by his conduct.
““You have forgotten Pauline,” she ex-
leaving her be-

cleimed; ‘“‘we are
bind us.”

“Mademoiselle Corsi must shift for
herself,” answered the'planter, as the
carriage drove rapidly away, and turn-
ing out of tha brilllantly lighted thor-
oughfare, plunged into one of the dark-
est streets in New Orleans. I have
wished to spare you all anxiety, Donna

o

| Camilifa. hut concealment can no longer

grai. Yo.r tmtter bas Loen tolien ill)

3
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“My father (11! dangerousiy 117"
“] g not eny that.”
“But perbapsit Is so

(h, Heaven,
and honored father—that
rous friead who never ile-
my heart—tell them to
3 salin! Letus lose
hing him!”

Augustus Horton with
L in supplieation.
oment when she thus ap-

my beloved
noble and gene
nied 8 wisth of
drive faster, Tor plty’
no time o e

she turned to
clasped hands rnlse

At the very n

pealed to him, the carringe passcod s
corner of a streéet at which there was s
mp
i'he light of this lamp lnshed upon tho
Inee of the planter s they drove rap-
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“*Why did not father send his own

carrisge for me?" she asked
‘Becausn Don Juan was not taken (11

| at Villa Moraquitos Hao woas at-
tac L & nming Bouss nt the othaor
end of toe eity, and it is thither I'm
toking you
‘My fauther stricken wi Hlness in &
pgawming-hou=e ™ sald  Camillia, My
futher a gambler? .
“*Ah, that surprises you no doubt,
I'hiere are n aacrots in this oft y of
wrsa, Dopua Camillis, and your father
knows how to K i s, It was to avold
nll scandal that 1 brou b u'-'-n_\' ‘.r--:u

the ope:a house by n ntn-
£em It would not heve done for l! vt
brilliant assemhbly to Kkt whither 1

Y (l!l.l
infan

uu.-' bringing

“ft s 0 somoe ous haunt theny”

sald Camillin
“All wicus are infamous,” answered
thie Jrionted ‘]t 1s to the haunt of the
rich and {dle—the aristoecratic and dis-
Bronted 1'--:' HIPS Your womanly
vro shriank Irvm this ] Ir it

l will drive you home
There I8 no abaolute necessity for
your seelng your father tonight, To-
morrow he may be well soough to re-
turn o the Villa Moraguitos, and in the
meantime I do not think there is any
serious danger.”

These last words wers uttered slowly
and hesltatingly, o~ if the speaker felc
them to be untrue, «nd only epoka thermn
in his desire to corfort his companion.

Camillin’s suspicions were complotely
dispelied

“You o

b 50,

iay.

not think be Is In danger?”’

&#he exscinimed. *“Can youn imuagine Ca-
miang noraguilns 50 pPoor o cowarn oas
to shrink from vwisiting ber beloved
father because he lies In a gambling

eiricken in the
Nuow (fI'if‘h“n. 1
to comfort and

Had he beon
most infamous den in
would enter it alone
ruecor him.”

Had there been a lamp near
mine the nlanter’s face at this mome
Camillia micht have again beheld

nouse s

to iilu-
ni,
the

trivmphant swile which had before
alarmed her
Five minutes alter this the carringe

stopped at a low door, in a dark but

wetable looking

highly resy Lreet.
The negro coschman kept his seat,
but Augustus sprang on to the pave

ment and handed Camillia out of the ve-
hiele.

The door before which they had
stopped appearsd to be closed so se-
curely, as to defv all the burglars In
New Orleans

Yot Augustus Horton neither knocked
nor rang for admission; there
brass-plute upon the dour; he simply
[rri;-:'iwl his finger against ons of the let-
tors engraved upon this plate, mut the
tlrmr opened slowly and noiselessly

The passage within was umil:.m.nrd

by one ray of light. “Give me your
hand, Donna Camlillia,” whispered the
planter. The brave-hearted girl obeyed,

and Augustus led her cautiously onward.
As he did so she heard tie door cloge
benind her with a mufflad sonnd.
They ascended a narrow winding stalir-
case, at the top of which they entered a

long corrider, lighted by shadbhd gas-
lamups, which emitted a subdued radi
RIICE.

At
Horton opened the door of a
which he led Camillia.

In this rocen she expectsd to find her
father; Lut she was cruelly disappointed.

The apartment was bhandsowrely for-
pishad, & lighted with a lamp which
bhung from the ceiling, and which, like
those in the corridor, shed a subdusd
and shadowy llght; bat it was emipty.

room, into

Camillia iooked hurrledly around her.
All her sas=picions had returned at the
aspect of 1he place to which the ovlaotes
Lad breught her.

CHAPTER XXII.
S the planter ut-

tered the horrible
threat, contained
in our last chap-
ter, avery droj
of blood l“ d fron
the cheeks :‘-.!uf
hps of Camillia
Mora 'l‘..i’-;-._ leav-
ing them pale and
colder than mur-
brle

“This mornigg
insu l ted

you

me—to-night vou are ln my [ﬂ-wr
It 1 as she expected—as she
had She was entrapped—ca-
jolad—in the power of & \‘liluiu and a
hypoerite
She knew not even in what quarter of

the city this mysterious house was situ-
ated.
She was utterly ignorant of its charae-

ter or its occupants.

1t might be the den of a band of
thievas —the haunt of & gang of mur-

she was alome, alone with a
avidentlv hated her with the
h.n-‘ of a wicked and ~indietive

derers—a
man “‘In:
vengeful
B0t ll

Yot even in this terrible emergency,
her cournge did not forsake her.

Her high aod noble up'r't rebounded

after the shock which had, for one brief
moment, depressed it.
She looked at Augustus Horton, gaz-

ing upon bim with such a glapee of
mingled horror and loatning, that the
meanest hound would have -»h.l..;k from
the contemptuous expression of her su-
perb countenance.

I thought vyou a villlan," she said,
with cold deliberation, unmixed with
terror; byt I did notthink you were ca-
pable of such a deed as this. There
were depthsof black Infamy which I had
yet to fathom. I thank _you for teaching
me their black extent.’

**You shall thank me for a better laa-

&on era wo part, Camillia Moraquitos.™
A-ain the “punish glir) looked at him

without de- |
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the end of the corridor Augustus |
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“I do not fenr yon,” she
boatween her olinched tenth
for—but | can abro din!l”

Her sioall whita hand wandored al-
most mechanically to the borom  of her
gllken dross, where, concoenled by the
rich folds of blace lurked the jows
vled hilt of a small dagzer,

It waus o glittering toy, & bauble whioch,
aflter the custom of hes ?“ij’ll!u'*h anorslry,
Bshno wore  sometimos when the whim
elzed her—but plaything though it Was,

L pye——

murmured
1 can suf-

e,

thae blande was of the finest Tuledo u%"("‘
snd workmianship
] ean die,” she repested, ns her fine
pers entwined thed v vonval n.-ly
([RETAR4 R the (e i ] this Uny
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TRl AR phunt flend,
¢l Lav tho hoart
| i ¥ ol <1.1P:’;|'|'
I \ P 9 N Your
rrow, by the
H i | il Il by
|. Naw Ur-
'onna Ca-
! \ J, vou wounl L nbhles
1 \ i Lhey will
the lovely
Juan Moras
her luver at mids
I L | MM e rs l.f
n ] i Shry, oD
bia i 1 her Infuriswed
FTARTT honvpy girl, overcome by
f W v from her Hhosoin
L i | the nenrl, lh"’
is what will be seid, uniess 1 am muek
] il In LT tura, ™
“l ex s Cam i,
And even =l il the worthy clulzens
Oof Now Orlving i | p! LIS Interpre-
tation upon youl cath, n Tew judicious
whispers droppad Ly miy chosen frlonds
—a amile of triuwph, and & shrug of the
choulders from myself will soon sa8
alloat any report 1 pleuse S0 think
twiocsm heflopn you use that pretiy pluy-
thinge, Donns Camllliz e 'H! Lie plans
ter, pointing to the hilt she grasped in
Ler baned Lthink twiew [I you atre pru-
lent, and remember that deathh to-nlght,
aud in this housa, I8 ool dealh slone—Ik
Is disgracn!
Th Vsl girl buried hor face In hee
hand Mhe shudderad, but she did not

I ETAS LN 0
Augustus Horton perce
voluntary =hudder, and an
Of trivmph s B d his 1I|I.-
“Ah, proud spaulsh woman, you whom
the weul hiies gudd most aristocratio
creales of Noew (rléenns 18 Dot worthy to
weoil, you po longer dety me then, Youw
tromble igh thos=e stubborn lips re-
fuse to entrepnt—those hoaughty knees
cannot stoop to kupoel—you tromblel
Now listen to mes
He pushed a chair toward her.
She sark Into it and, as if with an ef-
ved her hands from her faes,
Whataver struggle had endured
in these few brief moments, she had
rll[il='l"['l‘ll !u‘r----if Ul morea, l!’ill ll“r
face, though pale as death, was calin as
tha! of 4 Blatue
" en Lo mey,
the planter,
HeT

gved that ins
exclamation

i

LoOx remo

she

Camillia Moraquitos,"
resting his hand
ehalr and address-

5 1r
» oucl of

ing her with deliberate and ey distinet-
ness “1 sought to wed you for your
Leauty, yvour aristocratie bearing, and
your wealth You, amidst all tho
beauties of Loulsiana, wers the only
woman whom I should have wishead to
place at the head of my table—to make

the i of my house. Your beauty

would have been mine—a part of my pos-
my pride, my boast. It wonld

Stress
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have 5 casad mme to see yvou havghty and
capricious—treading the carih as if the
g0l wore scarcely good enovgh to be
trodden by your Andalusian fout. Your

wenllh would bave swelled my own large
fortune, and made me the richest man in
New (rleans This, then, Is why 1
sought to we |! rou.  This is why I seek
Lo wed vou —-."]|"

“And more valnly now than aver™
murimnured Camillia,

Nol #so fast, lady; we ﬂ\.'li[ 1est your
resolution by and by. I have told you
why I wooed you, but ] h.s. something
vel more tao tell vou.

1 am listenine, sir.
[ never l:.‘.rruj _w:::.' No, beautiful as
you are, I can gaze with rapiure upon

your gorgeous face, bhut it is the rapture
of an artst who bahiolds a priceless pie-
ture in some Italian gallery. 1 admire,
and that is all. No throb of warmer
amotion disturbs the even beatineg of my
heart, I love—but, like voursell, who
have stooped w bestow your sffectiomn

upon the obacure and pennlless depend-
ent of your father—I love one bolow mae
in station—below me so infipitely that
ever wera I 60 weak a fool as to wish it,
the law of Naw Orleans would not per-
mit ma to make her my wife. 1 love s
daughter of the accursed race —aslave—
aAn UCLorovn.

“What motive, then, could you have
In bringing me hither?" sald Camliilia.

“ What* motive!" excinimed the
planter; ‘“a motive far stronger tham
love—that motive i= revenge. You have
insulted me, Donna Camlillia, and you
have to learn thatnone ever yel dared to
insult Augustus Horton with Impunity. -
I threaten no terrible punishment,” he
locking at his wateh; It 18 now
two o'clock ; when the morning sun rises
upon New Orleans, and the streets begin
to fill with trafMle, 1 will conduct you to
the Villa Moraquitos. You will suffar
from this night's business in no other
way save one, and that is your reputs-
tion, which you can only repair by ae-
cepting your humble servant as & hus.

bapd"
“Caward, dastard, do you thiok I will
'hl_“‘.-

ever cousent to
“[ think on reflection you will eee tha
ienee of doing so.
sw monments Camillia remalined
ellent, tuining upon the plantese
wit sudden energy that threw him com-
pletely off his puard, she exclalmed —
“Augustus Horton, you talk to me of
prudence. Shall Ttell rou what you will
do if vouare wise,’

*¥es, Donna (

ndded,

amillia. I am all at-

“¥You will kill me here upon this spot.
You will conceal my corpse in one of the
gecrot recesses with which this den of in-
famy no doubt abounds. If you have
one apark of prudence you will do this,
for I swear to you by the stars of heavem
that if aver I leave this place alive you
ghall pay dearly for your conduct of to-
nig 'IJ.'( e

\fn threaten me,

Donna Camilllsm—

. heare, though this house wers
tenauted with murderers. Do you think
my father, Don Juan Moraquitos, wills
spare the destrovers of his daughter's
unsullied r A

“*Don Juan will belleve that which tha
rest of New Orleans will believe. Yow
will tell your story, but your father,
fondly a8 he may love you, will emile ak
ita incredulity. Your midnightabduction,
your being brought hither to a ﬂrang:
bouse—whose very locality you will
unable to pname—your loability to call
upon one witness to support four story—
ail will copfirm the scand and youm
father, who, yosterday morning, refused
to coerce your wishes, will to-morrow
com | you to become my wife."

pner than my father should think

me the base and degraded wreteh yow
would make me appear, 1 will die by

i — e ———
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