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‘ther seen nor heard of &

OCTOROON

A ATORY OF SLAVERY DAYS,
_BY MISS M. E. BRADDON.

They descendnd the steps side by side,
and traversed the winding pathway, {ol-
lowed by Toby

#® Atthe door of the carringe
Margrave clasped the Octoroon In
arms, and, pressing harto his heart, ox-
claimed with omwotion, “rarewell, my
beloved | . Even this brief pariing Is pain
and anguish to me. May Heavon bLless
and gnard you."

There had beon a sliont spectator of
the interview between Gllbert Mergrava
and Corn,

Gerald Leslle had been atanding be-
hin4 the striped blinds in his apastment,
which overlooked tne termrace, watlching
the meeting of s daughter anod her
lover.

He enw them descend the
stops, and he thoughtl that Cora
readily consented to depart, .

He heard tue earvigge wheels roll

Aaway upon the snooth gravel road, and
the bitterness of hls feslings utberly
overcamne him. “Sho 8 gone!” he ox-
claimed ; “gone, without casting one re-
grotful look upon the home she is leav-
ing. Bhe is glad to fly with thisa man;
she loves hLiim ; hig! Upgratefuol
girl! But what then, was It not my
wish? BShe is

saved au last. Thank
Heaven for that! She ls saved, and I
am alone! I shall

my child
agaln.”

Overpowered by his grief he sunk Into
a chair, while his head fell forwerd on
his clasped handa.

He had remained thus some
moents, when Lhe door boebind him
gently opened, an<d a soft foolsiep stole
toward him.

He raised his head, and
daughter knoeling at his feet.

She twined ber arms about his neck,
and he claspod her to his heart with pas-
Blonute emotion.

“Cora,” he exclaimed;
you?" .

“Dearest father, how could you think
that your daughter would consent to de-
part without you!”

“*Alas, alas, my unhappy child!™ mur-
mured Gerald.

«‘But, my fathar, why this terror, this
agitation? Whatis it you fear?”

“‘Nothing, nothing, Cora. Bhall not I
be here to guard and save you? My
Cora, my darling, you love me then, you

forclve me?”
*r Orgive you: m) imcues, 1

would ask forgiveness.”

Once more the planter strained her to
his heart.

“This moment repays me for alll have
guffered,” he exclaimed, **Oh, Heaven, I
am too happy!”" Then rising with a ges-
ture of terror, he cried, “Happy, did I
uil Happy, when—hark !"

ia paused, clasping Cora in his arms,
and listening Intently.

The voices of several men were to be
heard in the vestibule below, and at the
same time hurried footsteps sounded on
the atalrs. Toby rushed breathless Into
the room.

“0Oh, massa, massa, the dreadful day
bhas come at last! Mr. Cralg is below
with the sheriffs; he has come to take
possession of the estate—of all "

“Already?"’ exclaimed Gerald Leslie;
“‘then we are lost.”

The agitation of the morning had beon
oo much for the Oectoroon; this last
shock completely prostrated her, and
she sunk, fainting, into her father's
arms.

“My daughtsr!” cried Gerald: “‘my
child—Toby, the child you nursed—is
there no escape, no way to eave her?"’

The mulatto wrung his hands in silent
angulsh; then, with a gleam of hope il-
lumipating his dusky face, he ex-
cialmed—

“Stay, massa; the garden below this
communicates with the plantation; if
we could reach that they could pover
find us. They are all below in the ves-
tibule—wait, wait!”

He rushed from the room, leaving
Gerald Leslie in utter bewilderment as
to what he was about to do; but in three
minutes he appeared at the open window
of the apartment, standing at the top of
a ladder.

“Seea, massa,” he crled, “'we will save
her yat. Glve her inte Toby's arms, and
he will save her, though his own life
pays the priceof her liberty."

It was too late. As the faithful mu-
latto stretched forth his arms to receive
the prostrate form of the unconsclous
girl. a harsh voice in the garden below
exclaimed :

“What are you up to, there, you nig-
ger? 1 sea you. If vou don't come
down guicker than a streak of greased
lightning, 1 guess you'll get a bit of lead
in your precious oarcass that'll bring
vou down a sight faster than you went
up. Come down, you old ocuss, will
you?"”

The speaker was one of the men em-
pldyed by the sherilf, who had crept
round from the vestibuie to the gardens
to see if there waore any doors wine-
dows by which some of the llve stock
mizht escape.
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Com Leslie reopened her eyves to be-
holid her father bending over her, hia
face nimost ghastly with agltation.
Octoroon was terrilied by that
Il‘IF'I"II'-"J.I’;"H"“ countenancs
sihe murm!
her

what

The
].:-'.- I-:_l.-]
“s it all & dream?”
g her lrancl
’ dearest

.i'l";. i-:l‘;:.-
forehead ;
has hap-

across
‘speak, father,
‘._‘_”,._.“.

o] am ruined, Cora,"” answered Gerald
Leslie, in a hoarse whisper. *“‘But coms
the worst, wa love e¢ach other. Thers
is no dark cloud betwecn us now. We
may be penniless, but at least we are
united.’

The reader must understand thet, as
yvet the Ootoroon WwWaeg URBAWALD of ail
the miseries of ber position. Eduecated
in Epgland—reared upon a free soil,
where slavery i{s unknotin, she never
dreamt that sf;a would be sold becadse
of her father’s insolvenoy. She had pel-

slave sale. Hoy
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purtured. tenderly beloved, was to be
sold with all the other goods and chat-
tels upon the estata?
*“Conie the worst, deanrest father,” she
repeated, “*wo will never part agaln.”
Gerald Lecllo was sllent.

He had no power to speak. Tuking .

hia daughter by tbe hand, he led her
down stalrs Into the largest apartment
m the Pavillon, where Silas Cralg, with
the sherilY and his assistsnts, were as-
semblodd.

The hardest have beean
and daunghter on-
Cora, pals apnd trem-
bling, yet lovely In her pallor, robed in
white, and graceful as those Hlies which
eeemed the best cinblems o her delicats

heart might

father

tered the room,

| beauty.

Gearald Loslis, proud, calm, and ercot,
although despair was stamped on every

| feature of his face.

But the brutal oature of Silas Cralg
was Incapable of pity; he felt only a
fiendish joy In the humiliation of one
who had always despised him.

ol expected to you, Mr. Craig,"
sald Goruld, addressing the lawyer, with
joy contempt, **butl thought that youn
would alome. May I ask why you
are accompanied by these people?”

“Merely as a matter of precaution,”

cOmaoe

| answered Silas; “1 have no doubt these

gentlemen will find their presence use-
for of course you are prepared to
meet your enguagoements. You have not
forgotten that this is the day that your
acceptance for a hundred thousand dol-
lars falls due. Mr. Horton has given
me full power to act in his name as well
ps my own. Have youthe money ready,
my dear Mr. Loesiie?”

Gerald Leslie felt the sting of the
mocking eneocr with which these words
were accompaned.

“I am not yet prepared with tho
money,’” he answered ; *‘but I have every
reason to hope that the New York
steamer will bring the required sum be-
fore night.”

“It is from the
you expect tho money, I believe,”
Silas Craig.

“Jtis."”

“In thatcase I am sorry to Inform you
that & telegram has just reached New
Orleans announcing the failure of that
house.”

house of Richardson
sald

Gerald Leslie clasped his hands in si- |

lence.

“Was that your only
Leslis ™" askad Cralg

Still the planter made no reply,

“You sce, then,"” contlnued the lawyer,
“sthat the presence of these gentlemen
is not altogether useless. You can pro-
ceed at onee to business,"” he added, turn-
ing the men.

Cora Leslie wondered at the sllent de-
spair of hor father.

«“Why bow your head, dearest father?"
she said, “if your ruin leaves no stain
upon your honor. We do not fear pov-
erty. Letus go!"

Craig looked at
eardonlo smlle.

+1 could have wished that your father
bad explained to you why you capnot
follow him from this place, Miss Leslie,”
he said; “it will be a palnful disclosure
for me to make.”

resource, Alr.

“What, sir?" exclalmed Cora, looking |

alternately from lawyer to her

the

faihes.

Gerald Leslie clasped her in his arms.

«My daughter was born in England,
Mr, Craig,” he sald.
to do with this business!"

“Your memory fails you thls morning,
Mr. Leslie,” answered Sllas; ‘“‘your
daughter was bora on this plantation,

and is the child of 8 certain Quadroon | be, therefore, less objection to her union

glave, called Francillla. The proofs are
in my possession.”

“What of that?” asked Cora; ‘-what
matters whether 1 was born In England
or Louislana?”

The lawyer took a memorandum-book
from his pocket.

“Bince your father will not enlighten
you, Misa Leslie,” he sald, *the law must
answer your question.” He opened the
book and read aloud from one of {ts
pages :

“ “The children of a slave belong to the
owner of the mother.” In other words,”
added the lawyer, as he replaced the
book in his pocket, *‘Mr. Leslie is your
master as well as your father; you are,
therefore, his property, or that of his
creditors.”

sFather!” cried Cora, wildly; ‘*do you
hear what this man says? You are si.
lent! Oh, heaven, it is then true!"

For a moment her angulsh overcame
her: then, turning to Craig, she gaid:

*“What, then, would you do with mo,
gir?

*¢Alas, my poor child,” answered Silas,
with afiectad compassion, *-you will be
sold with the others.”

With a shriek of kRorror the Octoroon
buried her face upon her father’s breast.

»Sold 1" she exclaimed, in a stifled
voice ; “sold!”

The mulatto Toby stood by, contem-
plating the scens with mute despair.

“Mr. Craig, ' said Gerald Leslie, **will
not all that I possess suffice to pay the
debt T owe? Why this useless cruelty?
Do you fear that the produce of the sale
will not be enough to repay you?
ghould be so, I swear to you that I will

employ the last hour of my life to en. |
If, then, |

deanvor to liguidate your elaim.

there yet remains one sentiment of pity in

your heart, do pot rob me of my child;"’

»]f I were disposed to grant your prayer,

. Lealie,” answered Silas, ~the Jaw is
eloThDie Al Miisue oo Uy

N 1d question your right

the matter!”
* answered the lawyer;

r thousand dollars

u hear. It
me to him 1 ey would separats me
from you."

« Reassure yourself, Miss Leslie,” said

‘the law requires that the

i yperty ahall be sold Dy
public auction. That auction will take
place at noon tomorrow. Mr. Leslie has
only to repurchase you—if he ¢an com-
inand the '

But Cora heard hiin not

The came of Augustus Horton awake-
ened all her terror of the persecution ol
& base an lignte

She imagin already in his
power—his slave—ils to treat as his vile
passion ompted.

Wild with terror, she clung convulsively

2 Nenicr >
=Hns Cratzx

gluves upon a pre
1maans

g prolli

flearcies
herself

L2 )
“No, no," she ¢rind; **do not abandon
me. I shall die; I shall go mad. Doyou
forget Lthat thiat man is the mmurderer ol
my mother?

«Silence, silence ! whispered Gerald:
vpphappy givi, do not infurinte him.’

&I hope, Mr. Leslle,” =ald Craig, as
Cora still clung to her father, ““that you
will not oblige us to have recourse Lo vio-
lence."

o Kill me, ! ]

kill me, soone;
mea to that man,” ¢ried Cora.

The mulatto drew a knife from his
pocket and havded it to the agonized
father.

«Kill her, master,” he whispered
+hetter that than she should meet the fate
of her mother."

Gerald Leslie pu’:ed the slave [ro
ki with & gesture of hogror. “No, no
Lo exclalms =~ "8l bope o =7 St lest|

2 ’ DEtWegsu ﬂmMow

the Octoroonwith a |

“She has nothlng |

Ir it |

1 Cora; “you |
is to deliver |

thnn abandon |

BUme
thing can be done. I will see Gilbert
We will save you, Cora, my beloved ; we
will saye you."

Two of the men approached the fathe

and duughter to take the Octoroon from

Gerald's arms.

But Cora only elung o him more con
vulsivels

“PFather, father ! she shrieked.

At a gesture from Cralg they selved her
In thelr arms and dragged her away.

“n])!aﬂ_‘.' the wrietehed girl, con
stiousness onee more dosorted her, and
she sunk falnling in the arms of the
brutal wretehes whose biusiness it was to
gecure nher.

Silas Cralg looked on at this heurt-
rending scene with nn evil light shining
in his red, rat-like eyes

“For years and years, Mr, Gorald Les-
Ile,” he said, **you and the like of you
have carried it wilth a high hand over
me, But my turn bhas come at last, [
guess, You look rather small today.
It's & hard thing for a man to be so poor
as to have to sell hid favorite daughter,'

“Wretch ! ¢ricd the agonized father;
sihis I trivmph; but re.

for

is yvour hour of
member that Heaven suffers such as you
to prosper for & while that it may the
bettor them in the end. A
being capable of infamy such as this
must also be capable of erime. Gullty
deeda long forgotten are sometlmos
strapgely brought to light, and it may be
your turn to grovel io the dust and ask
for mercy of me."

In splte of his hardihood in erime the
color forsook Silas Craig's face, and loft
it of a dusky white. The random shot
had struck him too forcivly., The man
of gullt trembled.

CHAPTER XXV.
LL things went
on at the Villa
¥ Moragqultos as
Ll I ! % calmly as il noth-
= ! .':"&."". iTl_‘: out of the or-
J E dinary course had
| xr happened. Camil-
Ha and heor father
l—’[ \ met constantly
and the Spaniard
Ee——— still displayed his
- absorbing love
for his daughter;
but, a faw days
after the scene in the gambling house, he
announced to her his intention of making
Pauline Corei his wife,

The young girl's surprise at this an-
nouncament knw no bounds., Nothing
could have been more rermote from her
thoughts than the possibility of her
father's marrying a second time.

She knew of his devotion to her mother
—knew the anguish that had been caused
to him by Olympia’'s early death, and to
hear that he was about to wed the young
and frivolous Frenchwoman filled her
with bewilderment.

This, then, was the ‘fulfiliment of the
ambitious hopes to which Pauline Corsl
had alluded.

Being utterly without avarice or mer-
cenary feelings of any kind, the an-
nouncement of her father's marriage
gave no pain to Camiliia.

On the contrary, it pleased her to
think that he should win & companion
for his declining days, and her only
prayer was that FPauline might prove
worthy of his affection and might learn
to make him happy.

Her innocent mind could little dream
of the terrible secret which was Involved
in this intended marriage.

Again, she remembered that no donbt
her fortune would be much reduced by
this unlooked-for event; thers would

with Paul.

This thought filled her with hope, and
she seemed to recogunize the hand of
Providence in the turn which events
were taking.

But we must retrace our steps, In order
to throw a light upon the timely appear-
ance of Paul Lisimon, Captain Prendar-
gills, and the sailor Joe, In the secret
gambling-house in Columbia street.

It will beremembered that Camillia
Moraquitos had recognized the coppercol-
ored visage of the sailor in the pit of the
crowded gpeu.-huuse.

The beautiful Spanish girl had also
been recognized by honest-hearted Joe,
whose breast was overflowlng with grati-
tude for the noble handful of dollars
which she had only that morning given
him.

The Amazon was anchored in the har-
bor of New Orleans, and Joe had been
commissioned by Paul Lisimon to de-
liver the letter to Camillla, and had at
the same time recelved his Captaln’s per-
mission to take a mnight's holiday on
shore.

With his pockets full of money the
sailor was determiened to enjoy himself,

| and, attracted by the blaze of lights and

brilliant erowd, he had strolled Into the
Opera-house.

Here, the entertainment belngz not very
much to his liking, he amused himsell
by staring at the audience.

It was then that he perceived Camillia
Moraquitos. From the moment ol recog-
nizing her he scarcely ever took his eyes
from the box 4in which she was seated,
Was she not the sweetheart of his Cap-
tain's particular (riend, the anaw first
mate of tho Amazon, and was it not there-
fore his duty to look after her?

He saw Augustus Horton leaning over
Camillia's chalr. and immeadiately set him
QOWEL 33 uiniaeie O Uilo Ly o~ wies
of Paul Lislmon.

By and by Le saw the planterleave the
box to order the carringe at the cloze of
the performaunce

Determined  to
quitted the pit alk 1h !
roached the portico befo
time to soa Augus
the carriage tnal wa

He piso heard s R
passad betweenthem o
vehlcle,

But the indignation of the hon
was unbounded when he
take his seat in the can
of Camillia,

Hie thought tha
friend was betiayed, an
resolved to know tii

As the
himsell into the

e hoofs of the e
O lie
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Li
in ordex
Carzillia and

In this mannoe:
turned out of the prineipal
fare.

Then. favored
street and the dark: :
sprang forward, and, clambe
monkay, coutri ;
the board at tha

He was suflicientiy il a
with New Orleans o recognize i
ter through which they « : and when
the carriaze stopped, he pped polse-
lessly from his posilion., and, ;
the shadew, watehed Cama
gustus as they entored the
bouse. :

He saw enonzh to convince
geome description of troacners
foot, &na fhat in any case, Paul
mon's happiness was in danger.

The carriage drove off without thae
black coachman having noticed Joa; and
the sailor had ample time to examine the

or of the house, and the street i

it was situated. —

he ptt

iy the ob=cu

him thal
was on
Li=t-

-

.l'z!" the

| between him and the lawyer.

|i£’1hﬁr~ is one line

he quar- |

e e ————— g ——

street, ,
Thesn, without & moment's hesitation, |
he ran to the quay, and got a boat to cons |
vey him on board the Amazon, '

Late as 1t was, nei'her Paul nor the
Captain had retired Lo rpst.

‘hey ware both seated In the ecabin
with a plle of charts befors them, nnf;
the young lawyer was taking a losson in
navigation.

foa loat no timme in relating what he
had just witnessed ! and ten minutes al-

I"t'n.
dergills wero on shiore

Thecaptaln kuew the house on Colum-
bia street,

:! A0V A4 d ey
aacursed walls,
men hurrled through the o \
“pbut that's In our favor now, for tha
keepers of the house Lknow me, and 1
know tha trick of the door, which s a
secret only confided to the habitual
visitors of the v shall got

infernal hout adim-
and onee in wo'll Hnd out what
all this means, and whether Don Junan’'s
daaghter Is deceiving you.™

v*she decaive me !” axe
dignaptly ; **she ia ail h, all purity ;
but If the man who was with her Is he
whom 1 imagine, she Is
treachery us vilo a4 that froa whic
A SNlArer.

ianks to Captain

have [ lest within [ts

he said, as the Lthree

aorfed eity;

}:-I 158 =0
den wit BNy

calty,

ed Paul, in-

rd
the wvictim ol

| had no diflicul

terious bullding.

A map, geated In a little anteroom on
the stairs took their hats from them, and
told them which way to go to the
gambiing-saloons ; but at the very mo-
ment they reached the top of the princi-
pal stuircase the thrilling shriek of Ca
wmilla Moraguitos echoed through the
housa.

The ear of Paul Lisimon sharpened by
anxiety, told him whence this shriek pro-
cecded, It came from a long corridor ta
their left

They rushed down this corridor, and
burst open the door at the end as & sece
ond shriek pealed through the bullding.

The result is already known to the
reader.

The letter written by Silas Oraig, which
summoned Don Juan Moraquitos from
the opera-box, was a4 part of the plant-
er's base plot, and had been planned

The business relations between Silas
and Don Juan were so complicated that
it was easy for the artful attorney to oc-
cupy the Spaniard In discussing them till
long after midnight.

The two men sat talking till nearly
three o'clock in that very apartmont or-
namented with the map of the United
States, and communpicating with the
gambling house In Columbla strest.

But the two houses were separated by
a passage of considerable length, and
Don Juan was too far frem his bsloved
daughter to hear that terrible shriek of
distress which alarmed every player at
the gaming tabie.

L - = L L

Upon the day on which Silas Cralg, ac-
companiod by the llmbs of the law, en-
tered the house of Gerald Leslie, taking
with him desolation and anguish, Pauline
Corsi and Camillia Moraquitos were once
more seated in the boudoeir of the Spanish

irl.
= The Amazon had sailed from New Or-
leans, carrying Paul Lislmon away from
danger of apprehension—away also from
her he loved,

Matters were rapldly drawing toward a
crisis—within & few days the French gov-
erness was to become the bride of Juan
Moraquitos.

But the wealthy Spaniard had little of
the aspect of a happy bridegroom.

He rarely entered the apartments of
either his daughter or Pauline Corsl, but
he spent his hours in gloomy meditation
in his study, and admitted no one to hls
presence.

Camlllia was cruelly distressed by this
change, yet she dared not Interrogate
the haughty Spaniard.

Bometimes she imagined that he re-
proached himself for contracting a sec-
ond alllance which might lesson hls
daughter's wealth.

*:if he knew how little I care for the
gold which others so value,” she thought;
*-if he knew how happy I could be in the
numbl!est home slmrodelth those I love,
he would not fear to rob me of a few
thousand."

The confldence commenced between
Camlillia and Pauline upon the day of
Augustus Horton’s plotted defeat had
pever been discontinued, and it was to
the Frenchwoman slone that Camilla
looked fcr hope and comfort.

Strange anomaly of human nature ! The
ambitious and unscrupulous being who
could rtoop to purchase a wealthy hus-
band by méansof a viles and guilty secret,
had yet some better feelings laft.

Pauline loved her pupil—loved her with
the light love of a selflsh nature iLls true,
but it is something that one spark of al-
fection remained in her perverted nature.

“7ou amre sad, Camillia?' she said, a8
she looked up from hor embroidery frame
to wateh the thoughtful face of the Span-
ish girl.

Camillia was
lying idle In her lap,
cantly upon the river,
the open window

“You gro sod,

geated with her hands
her aves fixe
ghining through

Camilla?” repoated

Pauline.
Camillia aroused herself
effort.
““(Can I be otl
think of him?

is

as it with an

‘*And ¢an ¥

look like one who Das ne

plish her wish? Look In my
that
flo=a 'i;'-[."

Cam I eyes w

her Jate governess with an earn

| wondering gaze.

Youthful as was that conntenance, de
r —_
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hough the azure ol

lock of declslon

nation rarely 1

Seen 1N tioe Iadtos (

s o power for

la, if emploved

s power of & great int
will.

sxolaimed

Cusn

newered the g

&5 dlaling.

You, ! s heen
as yonder river, sleeping be.
the sunahine that gilds its braast
VOl aever known whaet It Is td
wiitha beneath a sense of Injury—to feel
that your whole existence has been
blizhted by the crimes of others. There

whose Jife |

nave

BT YrTU S S VI D CUOED T Maew e B P weas  emaeTe
to afiend ; so do not wondar when you
see me cold, heartless, ambitious, de-
signing. My nature was olsodned bi
the eventa of my youth, sald that

dmdsyuu.mmynory. Bhall

f tell 1t you powi” _ _ _ LaE

”m".'.‘:';-ﬂ r ! . —r h‘ '; ni- = ..

!ﬁmh palnful ; but I feel & sa
plessure in the pain. I gnash m
at the remembrance of the old and bittez
wrongs; but I love to recall them, for
the thought of them makes me atrong.
Have you ever wondered at my past his
tory, Camillia?"

“Never."

“] was born beneath a princely roof,
eradled in the luxury of a palace; the
man I cailod my father was 4 duke—the
woman, whose gorgeous beauty smiled
upon my infancy, was a duchesa!”

“They watre your parenta?™ exclalmed
Camillin.

] was taught to think so. They wera
of the Italinn race, and aprung [rom ona
of the most powerful families of the
south—a famlly whose pride had become
a proverbh throughout liunly,

“I'hoy had been marrisd  for
yoars, aod had grown wenry of hoplog
for an helr to the anclent nmine which, if
they had dled without posterity, would
have become extinet. Disappolnted In
kis hope of perpetuating his nob:ls race,
the duke had grown indifferent to his
beantiful wlife; nay, something worse
than indifforence had arlsen—something
bordering on dislike, which, in spite of
unable o cone
honse -ll'
husband,

hiag ellorts, he was
ceal. 'The duchwss o

most as noble as that of

me ol a
fvesy

| 8he was a baughty and hinperious wonan

and she wag uut slow to perceive thia
changes in the manner of the She
discoverad, that in the very prime of her
vouth and beauty she was desplsed by
her kusband, The bittarpess of this dis-
covery changed her vary palure. Every
day she grew more haughty, more ex-
acting, more capricious. Bhs shut heps
gelf from the gay world In which she had
Lean admired, and atvandonod herself Lo
a mute but terrible despalr.”

“Poor woman, she suffered!”
mured Camillia.

sshe did. Bhe was wronged, but it did
not make her more pitiful to othors whon
thelr tline of suffering came. It bard-
ened her pature, apnd made her merck
less, a8 all injustice must ever do. The
duke observed this gloemy sllence—this
dumb despair. He could not restora Lo
her an afiection which he no longar falt;
but he sought to reviva her spirits by
change of scenes, aud by those hollow
pleasures which are the sole resource of
the idle.”

“Vain solace! Poor lady, she was in-
deed to be pitied.”™

“Ay, but her haughty soul would heve
rejected pity as the direst wrong. The
duke left Italy, and took her to Puarls,
where, In the midat of the gay and
frivolous, she mlght forgot her domestic
griafa: but In France, as In Italy, she
refused to share In the pleasures of the
world of rank and fashlon, and obstl-
natoly shut herself In her own chamber.”

“Yet she did not dis! BStrange that
guch sorrow could mot kill I"

“Sorrow does mnot kill. Even her
beauty suffered no diminution. It waa
still in the full splendor of its luxuriance,
dark, proud, commanding, queen-like.
Have you ever heard, Camillla Mora-
qultos, of the secrets of Paris? Have
you ever heard of the mysterles of that
wonderful city, In which almosat every
streat has its secret, known oanly to the
initlated In the winding ways of civilized
lifa? Three months ufter the arrival of
the duke and duchess In Paris, an event
oceurred which changed the whole cur-
rent of their lives."

““And that event was—"

“Apparently a very simple one; the
lady's-maid of the duochess was a Irivo-
lous girl; who had herself bean educated
in France, but who had never before
tasted the delights of the brilliant capl-
tal. Bhe was intoxicated with rapture,
and she ventured even to express her ad-
miration for Parls in the presence of the
young duchess. Amongst the other
wonders of this marvelous city, Jean-
nette, as the girl was called, spoke of a
fortune-teller who had related to her
some of the events of her past life, and
whom she looked upon as a powerful
magician.”

**But surely the duchess did not listen
to this peasant girl's fooulish babble.”

«She did! Despair is, perhaps, terrl-
bly near akin to madness. She listened
at first from pure abstraction, scarce
heeding what she heard; but afterward
eagerly. She asked the girl a thousand
questions about this fortune-teller, and
finally it was agreed upon betweea the
mistress and maid that the woman
should visit the duchess late on the fol-
lowing nignt, when the duke was absent
at a politieal assembly, and all the serv-
ante of the establishment had retived to
rest "

“Stranage caprice !"” exclalmed Camlllia.

ssGGrief 18 sometimes ecapricious. The
duchess doubtless, was ashamed of her
own folly, but she wished to hear what
this woman woulgd say of the futura,
which seemed sodark. What if she were
to prophesy the coming of an heir to
that hanghty house—an heir whose
coming would restore all the power of
the now neglecled wife? The duchess
passed the following day in a state ol
restleas excitement,; enger for the com.
in hour which was to bring the fortune-
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+This waa the first bitter wrohi of ll..lj:
life. “The pride of others trampled on my
hopesa of happinves, nad ot sixiecn yoars
of ago my breast was iﬂ’]l’l[lf‘l’ﬂji by &
blighted affection. MYy lover wlul.la Im‘:
a lotter of despairing farewell nni e
the country for Ameriea. To this day I
know not to what part of the mighty con-
tinont he went.”

«Poor Pauline !”

"Al twelvemonth after this, Jeannotte,
the servant of the duchess, cled; and
her death-bed she sent for the duke and
confided to him a terrible secret. I was
not the deughtor of the duchess, but &
spurious child, born ol low _[H\Iv[l'l.ti, and
introduced Into the ducal mansion by the
old Parislan fortune-tellpr.”

»)h Heaven, how terrible !

«It was indeed terrible. The fury of
the duke knew no bounds. He was &
proud man, aod for seventeen years he
bad been duped, fooled, imposed upon
Ly the child of some wretched French-
woman—the child he had Introduced Into
the soclety of the noblest in the land,
and whose beauty and accomplishments
had been his boast. He had never
loved me; there was no link of affection
botween us to stay the torrent of
rage. That rags was more terrific against
me. the lpnocent! than even toward the
gui'lty dyehess. He drove me from his
doors with loathing, aad I, the pam yared
helress, wandered forth into the @ reets
of (ienoa, & beggar and an outcast. Be-
fore I reached tge gates of the town I
was overtaken by the steward of the duke,
who brought me a pockeb-beok from
master. ﬁcontslned notss to the amount
of three thousand pounds. My first ita-
pulse was to cast it in the di beneath
my feet, and to bld the steward go back
and tell his lord how I had treated his
generous domation; but a sudden Idea
took possession of me. This sum of
money would enable me to go where I
pleased, I might to America—I
might Aind him I loved. Two months after
this I landed in New York, I traveled
from eity to city, but nowhere could I
obtain tidings of him I sought; and at
last, wearied by my ineffectual search,my
funds nesrly exbausted with the extrave-
gant outlay of my travals, I found my-
sslf in Naew Orleans. You know the
rest.”

[Toe Be Continued. )
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