»

HE Herftor Mved In the most beau-
tiful house In the eclity of IMortn.
He wis a merchant of great dls.
tinctbon and much wealth e
held more slaves than anvone In

the elty, and he was feared by eversbody.

Om an October alternoon In 1884 people who

were passing his house heard shricks and

curses, A crowd gathered, wondering what

It all meant,

Presently the Heritor himself came from
the house. In his hand he held a eat-o'-
nine-tails, and as he came Into the street
he cursed the crowd for thelr curfoalty.

“Get out, all of yvou!” he commanded
The crowd melted away, and then came
renewed eries. The Herftor tormed and
shook his whip.

“Bark as much as you lke—dog!" he
shouted. ““The lesson will do yvou good.
You will not dare for gome time to tell me
that you are free! Free! For what did 1
gpend my good money fn buying you?
Rubbish!"

With the Heritor was & monk of most
brutal appearance, and, hearing the cries
from the house, he approached. “What i3
all this, senhor? You are provoked?

“What would you have? These are devile
who come from Hrazil. They are impu-
dent. That one In there Is mud today be-
cause T gave her son some kicks—a scamp
of four years who appearsed—T don’t know
friom where, or to whom he helongs.*

The monk seemed to wish to change the
conversution, but the Heritor continued:

“And to tell me that I must not touch
the muliutto ngain, because he as well as
herself should be Free.”

“This 1a what the senhor marquizc of
Pombnl hag dona,"” added the monk senten-
tiously, “with his foolishness as to the
pitsige to the equator, It Is a good thing
the devil has had him in his grip for the
Inst forty-two years. We all have the date
In our memortes. Tt was In 1782 "

“Equnator be hanged!™ broke In the Herl-
tor. "It Is whipping which teaches brutes.
Everything else 1= nonsonse. Let her say
anyvthing more to me and I will take the
skin aff her."

“The Senhor Herftor,” sald the seemingly
best-Informed spectator in the group, “is
perfectly within his righte. The slave Is his
property. Bhe belongs to him and he must
teach her whatever he thinks fit. No one
has n right to Interfere. "

“I don't want the same te happen to me
that befell the husband of Donna Bugenia,”
gald another.

"Thaet was a cage In which nohody was to
blame. The Senhor Herftor knows well
enough that the mulatto was fopnd in the
morning locked In ns usual.*

"And who tnld you that he had not the
artfulness of the devil, and the priest
erokapd  himself, “the artfulness of the
devil to decelve averyhody and cheat jus-
tee? What I don't understand 18 how the
Benhor Corregedor can leave that mulatto
golng asbhout free*™

“l have heard that it was & fit the master
hod."

“Fablea! The husband of Donna BEu-
genin, every night hefore golng to bed. was
In the habit of locking the mulatto In a
room at the bottom of the stalrease to keep
him more safely. Perhaps it was bhecnuse
he was already susplelous of what he was
capable of doing.'

“Well, if on the following marning they
found him In the middle of the stone stalr-
ease, with only his shirt on, covered with
blnod. with his head under hi=s body and
the key #till in his hand. although the
mulntto was shut up and the door locked
on the outside. it is plain It was he who
wis the caupe of It all, 1s It no* so?"

“Rut how ™

“How can T know how? Those heasts
are cunning and know charms. They he.
witch everything, 1f they wera not useful
fn our familter T should never wish to soe
another, One has to he very patient.™

“TAke Job "™ broke In the priest

“"Fixactly. Pather Chaplain. Job's pa-
tienee " snld the Herltor. ““But T with a
Aooehter and son, both demented, who
eould T get to put up with them? Only
NOETOPS Lot us now go and ses what
Pomingas has got ready for supper.*

"It s tims Senhor Heritor, for T am al-
rendy fecling Wwimgrv. ™

“CMome then, Father™

Gond  bye, friends May wou have
Renlth.”

“TGod he with the @S#nhor Herltor, and
may he have more rest’”

Five minutes afterward the strest was
doserted and the Herltor and the priest at
& well ganrnlshad table wore supplog freely,
whi'e from the middle of the bonrd stood
out an enarmous hettle of good Pleo wine,
grown by the owner of the house under the
shadow of the mountain

Thux far gons Lthe tals of Froesto Re-
bello, the Islander, as wis told to the
Nsteners under the mountain side,

n

There bad been another Eugenla anee,
but she, poor girl, had died of the fever
In Rie In the very year that the litile
daughter come to her, and when, three
Fenrs later, It was sald that there could be

no eacape If the people stald In  thelr
houses in Nichtheroy, the captain took the
esecond Hugenla upon a voyage with him,
that the fever might not take her, too,
pway. 8o it came about that for years and
years, or untll Bugenla was fourteen, sahe
went with her father In his great ship
over strange seas and to the landas of which
she dreamed afterward and peopled with
queer looking men of har own Imagina-
tion for in her voyaging she huad but little
gliimosea of the real life and of the men
themselves who dwelt In the far away
countries,

And this was the way of her education:
Bhe was taught anll that her father knew
of books, 8he knew all that he ecould
teach her of the manner in which ships
are gulded over trackless oeeans. Bome-
timea, when the weather was not too
rough, she used to stand at the stern of
the gig and repeat the orders of the cap-

after n ilme, together with the wrecking
and whaling, he came (o bhe one of the
powers of the ety and was a very rich
nun

It was during the long nights and the
lomg doys when he was wuatching for the
ships to come Into port that Eugenin woas
left much alone, and It was during that
tima that Amilio came to love her, for
noeross (he stroet he worked as n law stu-
dent in the offive of Dom Jao Aquila, and
each duy she came Into her balcony—
hooded to be sure—and gladdened him,
Within the sear after he had come to
know the law he was made corregedor at
the election, which was held In the church
an the Sunday following Baster. ‘There
ha did justice to the islanders who ap-
peartd In the court-After the manner ans {t
Ia written In the law which was mado
when Philip was king of Portugal.

Then, one duy Sebastiao was found dead

by

{f
&

— c
=23

The Husband of Donna Eugenia

duyx when the sun came plowing Into the
Run Bae Jono She had sald “bom din*™
perhips -no more than that, ovey

Bomaoumes they had seen her deave the
house, but alwiys with Jose and Carmen,
ths makl, and always hooded with the
great capote, Amillo had known her, yes.
HMe had soen her go Into the shops on days
of the feasts, when she would have swoot-
menis and perhaps an extra ribbon or two
for the gown which she wore, sometimoes 1o
the theator swhen the players came from
Lisbon, and made music in the Hille Nay-
housoe down below the convent in the
gyunre. That was all. He had spoken to
her when she came Into the street and
then only (o say “bom dia!" Only once
she had ralsed her hood. No, he could iell
N more

Then they called the Donnn KEugenia,

When she came (o the stand the eorre-
gedor questioned her us to when the Senhor

BHE PLASHHED HER HAND FROM HER DARK CLOAK.

tain, her father, to the men forward, and
they obeyed her, these great brawny sail-
ors, and gave her the name of the admiral,
They bulit for her wonderful model ships,
and curved marvelous things out of cocon-
nut shells and out of the calabash

Then when the siave trade of the Afri-
can coaxl beenme the best  business In
which a merchant ship could engnge, the
ciptain brought negroes to razil and 1o
Cuba and to America, and became a very
rich man  All the money that he madae
in the slaving he left to BEugenia when he
died, but this was not until she had been
miarried for a year o B+«bastiao, und had
gone with all the slaves which her hus-
bind owned to live in Horta, which is In
the Islund of Fayal

For a year all went well enough. Se-
bastino had his business to watch, and his
business was of a curious nature, for hao
had to do with the shipa which came un-
expectedly into the Porto PPim.

You must know that the Porto 'im Is a
bay, a round bay, which satls In from the
sen and makes a deep Indentation Into the
cowst line of the istand Here In the old
duys the shipas came when they were
wrecked, or had been wrecked, for some-
times the skippers who had an eye for the
dollars and little feeling for the crew and
for their lHves, used to tike their chips to
sea—somelimea from Bouthamplon or ldz-
bon or Valencla—amnd when they were rear
the island they would crulse up and down,
up and down for days off the coaw Thon,
when the fogs enme, and the clouwls came
down over the sea from Pleo and from
Caldelra, they would run them sharp into
Porto Mm, and there would the bosts e
wrecked on the Jagzed rocks which rive
sullenly almost to the very surface of the
wialer,

And today, even after a cenlury, if one
comes down from the Monte du Gula, round
by the Bpanlsh forts, and looks out through
the elty gate, he may still see the tlmbsrs
and the sea washing through them. And
when these ships were wrocked the men
who had written the Insurance would lose
much of money, and the skippers and those
who wore In thelr favor would make un
equal sum—perhaps a bit less, for mouths
muy he elowed by money—but still it s rved

That, then wias the business in which
Bebastlao traded. lie wrecked ships and

on the stalrs which led Into hig dwelling
Blood was everywhere. On (he stone stalr-
way and on the walls, and on the door
which led into the room where the Donns
Eugenia alept.

In the closet at the foot of the stalrs
Jose was found locked In, the key turned
from the outside,

Such a doy was never seen In all Horta.
Not even when the Donna Carita was
found crushed on the stones outside the
convent of 8ao0 Joso. ‘Then there was no
mystery. Every one knew thiat the officer
from the English ship had been on shore
the nlght before, and had helpad to hold
tha blanket which si.ould eatch her when
she jumped from the window. But this, the
mystery of the murder of S8enhor Bebastlao,
was another matter. ‘There had been but
one other so tragle. and that was when
the Donna Amelin had died of a sudden in
the convent of La Concelcao, but that Is
not & part of this story and will be told at
another time.

Bo tha senhor was dead.  Jose, the only
man who had entranee to the house, other
than the genhor himself, had been locked
in his dungeon at the fool of the stairs
The Donna  Eugenia was In her room,
sleeping. Nao other living soul had been
soen near the house upon the evening ol
the murder

That he had besn murdiered there could
be na doubt. Lying near him was found o
sharp axe, such us the wreckers use when
a ship bresks on the rocks of Porto Pim 1t
wias covered with blood., In hisa head wan n
great wound which showed how the axe
had cleaved into his very hraln,

Then came a trial It hnd been necessary
for the oMcelals to call Jose, bhut he hod told
simply how be had been locked in the close
early In the cvening, and how, nfterward,
he had heard, even through the thick walls,
the loud worde of the senhor and the Donna
Eugenia,. No; he could tell no more. That
was all ”

Then thoe street witchman wom enlled. He
had passed the house al the regular time,
but he had hoard gothing Neither Fad
Carmen, the mald whe had found the Lody
of the genhor in the morning. (Tlearly nolhe
ing was ta be learned from them

The pnelghbors werd called and sxamined
They knew the Donng- Fugenia, because
they had seen her lo the balecony in the

Babastino had come home, and If there had
been a guarrel.

“Yes, there was o quarrel,” she pald,
“There was a qurel.  He struck me with
his whip-so—" oand the Donns Eugenia
Mashed her hand from her dark eloak. As
she did so, her great capote fell from her
head, and the long, blne clonk dropped to
the Moor, leaving her stunding clear-cut,
white, ngninst the darkness of the coming
evening,

“And then—7" questloned the eorrogedor,

“And then, that waa all. 1 asked him to
fetch (he water from the jur in the gar-
den™

“Bul Jose? What do you know of him?"’
asked the corregedor

“Jose woas locked In his closel.”

“"He was locked In carly In the evening$

“Yes, the Seonhor Sebastino locked him
In."

“But he must have been let out from
the closet”

“One must believe that,™

“When?"

“Burely It must have been afler the Sen-
hor 8Sebastiuo had gone to the gurden.'

A nush fell over the dredry old ecourt
room. The Donnn BEugenla had not moved
since her cloak fell to the Aoor,. The Car-
regedor Amillo guzed squnrely lnlo  ber
eyes. They loll before by wok, and a flush
came under hoer olive skin,

“And i haw been endd that the Benhor
Sobastino struek you blows with u whip.
Is that the truth*

“Not once, but many times did he beat
me thus, The sear wcross my check is
from such u blow."

The Donina Huganin turned o face the
ligha Across the brow, and axtending
downward toward her ear there was o livid
miark. a8 of u wound, Thoe specinlors shiv-
erod ‘Maria min!” sald one

Then the corregedor continued,

“And you have hind Joswe with you many
FOAars as a eervant?™

“Yes. e was the husband of my nuras
in Nlchiheroy. 1le has been with my fam-
Iy ever sinee 1 was barn.**

“You could trust him?

“T would trust him with my life**

“Yer how should one explain how he
escaped from the closet after he had been

(Conlinued on Page Pifteen)



