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“ And the ship ?”

‘“You will go to the cavtain and tell him to
lay herup,”

“Hava you no orders to leave me?” *

“ Noune,”

* Noteven for madame ?

“ Madame will hereafter take care of her-
“m”

* Will you be long away ?”

Oliver did not answer.

“ Where are you golug ?

**To the end of the world perhaps.”

“ And when will you return ? ”

*« Néver.”

And Oltker rode rapidly out of the court.
a

XLV.
OLIVER IN DANGER.

Carmen w’a‘.a're‘oal‘le/d to her senses by a sensa-
sation of freshness and ocooiness. Her women,
kneeling beside her, were bathing her temples
with vinegar.

As she opened Qgr eyes her presence of mind
returned.

« Is there still time ? " she cried looking around
for the clock. When her eyes rested on the dial
the minute finger was pointing at IX.

Carmen ralsed herself with a convulsive
movement. It was nearly half an hoursince the
poison had begun to spread through her system.
Morales’ antidote might prove effective, but in
three minutes it would be too late.

The Gitana fully understood the imminence
of the peril that threatened her. Doath was upon
her; his icy hand already touched hers.

In a moment she was on her feet. With a
8wift stride she passed out of the room and
through the dining-room. The next instant she
was rushing madly up the staircase. Nordid she
stop until she reached the little sitting-room off
her bedroom. Eagerly she tore open the desk in
which she had placed the antidote, pla¢ad the
bottle to her lips and drained it of its contents,

Immediately the feverish energy and unna-
tural excitement which had hitherto sustalned
her gave way. Her limbs were suddenly para-
lysed ; the floor seemed to sink beneath her foet
and the walls to dance around her; then she
swoouned for the second time. As she fell on the
floor the thought flashed swiftly across her bratan.
« It was too late! I am lost!”

The swoon lasted much longer than before,
and the day was welladvanced when she return-
ed to consciousness.

On awaking she fonnd herself in bed in her
own room, By her side were standing two per-
sons in whom she recognized her brother and
the family physician.

“Ah1” cried Moralds, « Madam {8 reco-
vering.”

The physician took her hand and placed his
finger on her pulse.

“ How do you feel, madam ?*

“] am not in any pain,” returned Carmen.
“Am1liite”

“ I thought so until now, madam,” replied the
doctor, ¢ but you completely reassure me. Your
8Kin is fresh and motst, there is no sign of fever,
80 I think there is no cause for uneasiness. A
night's sleep will completely restore you, and
you will awake in the morning in your usual
good health.”

With this cheering assurance the doctor took
his leave.

«In the name of heaven,” cried Moralds when
they were alone, tell me what has happened ! »

* Do you not understand ? Can you not have
guessed ?

“ No. I have been racking my brain over it
since morning.” '

“Do you not see ? I drank the poison I in-
tended for Oliver.”

“How? Why?"

“One of the mirrorain the room betrayed me.
Oliver saw me pour out the poison.,”

“And he mads youn drink it ¥

“-Yes, and had it not been for the green bottle,
you would have no sister.”

“ Aha !” orled Moralds triumphantly, « youn see
I was right in forcing you to take the bottle.
What did I say, sister * — No one knows
What may happen, 8o, it was a happy inspira.
tionof mine ! Now your husband thinks you are
dead, and toall'appearanoce is very little grieved.”

“ Ho thinks I am dead!” repeated Carmen in
astonishment.

& Certalnly.”

4Where 18 he ? ”

+Gpne.”

‘When ?? .

¢ When you swooned the first time.”

4 Where 18 he gone ?”

“To the other end of the world. Those were
his words.”

“To waom did he say so ?”

«To Zephyr.”

¢ And is he coming baek soon ?

“ Never. 8o he sald at least.”

Oarmen raised herse'f on her elbow,

¢« Are you speaking serlously, Moralas ? »

#Seriously and traly. W are masters of the
house. Your husband is on the road on his
mare Miss Betsy. As I wasg returniog from
Havre Isaw him pass; he was riding like a
man that has the police after him ; and [ know
how one who is in that fix can ride.”

“The police!” murmured Carmen in a hard
voloe, “the police! Perhaps he is trying to
escape them, and perhaps he will not succeed.”

“Is it possible* What do you maan? Has
Oliver been guiity of any erime ?

“Yes, "

“What 1s 1t ?*

© Murder.”

“ I should Itke to believe you, ltttle sister, but
the thing is too absurd.”

“Itis trae! Do you know why my husband
was in s uch a hurry to put the ocean between
him aad this oity ? Do youknow why he wished
to leave this morning and not this evening ?

“ How should I know ? "

“T will tell you. It 1s because last night he
killed George de Grancey,”

“ He killed George da Granocey ! He killed the
Governor of Havre! a gentleman allied to the
highest families at court ! Misery! I wold not
be in his shoes, if he really has done so! But
who told you this ? »

s He did.”

“The unfortunate wretch! He boasted of
it, eh? He must be orazy! He will be huated
down and eaught and will infallibly be condem-
ned. Caramba, sister, his head is not safe
on his shoulders, and I think I see you a
widow.” :

T am counting on that,” sald Carmen, with
& horrible smile,

¢ Bat,” oontinued Moralds, “perhaps your
husband killed de Grancey in falr fight.”

Carmen shrugged her sbouldérs.

« Comp, oome,” she replicd, ¢ a duel at night,
without seconds or witnesses! Who will be-
lleve such a story, and how can he prove it in
court? Besldes, his sudden and hasty flight

.

will be loo! upon as an additional proof of his
guilt.”

“You are right. But who will danounce
him?”

“I! He has killed the man I loved. and he
tried to kill me. I will return him evil for evil,
It 18 only right and jnst.”

«“Take care what you do. You will have to
confess that the Marquls de Grancey was your
lover.”

“ Do you not.know, brother, that I shall only
say what I choose, and that what I do say will
be believed ?”

“You are clever, very clever! I never had
theleast doubt of it. But take care—that you do
not compromise me,”

“Just like you!” cried Carmen, g frightful
egotist, always thinking of yourself |”

“What wouldyon have? I have adopted as
my motto through life a 8aying that is both
anclent and wise: «Tepe charity begins at
home!”

“Inany oase you have nothing to fear. You
will not be in any way compremised. 8o, rely
on Carmen’s wogi and do uot ba uneasy. Now
leave ma,” *

“You wish to be alone ? "
“Yes, To-night I devote to mourning George
de Grancey’s daath, To-morrow to vengeance |

Morales took a respectful leave of a sister
whnse genius was so far above hisown and with.
drew tohis private apartment, where hs endeavor-
ed to chase away certain unpleasant thoughts
that would present themselves by counting his
money. N _

The next day all Havre was throwa Into 1Y
state of intense excitement by the rumor that
the Marquis de Grancey was missing. Forty-
eight hours before he hai left his house, and
nothing had been seen or heard of him since,

In vala were enquiries made. The mu nicipal
magistrates, the olvil lieutenant, the criminal
Judges, vied with ealsh other in their endeavors
to disoover the missing man’s whereabouts, All
their efforts were futile.

A strange air of mystery surrounded tha Gov-
ernor’s disappearance. On the night but one
before, his valet had, as usual, presented him-
sell for orders, and had been told that his ser-
vices were not required until ten the following
morning. At the appolnted time he was sur.
prised to ind his master’s room empty and the
bed undisturbed. Evidently the Marquis bad
passed the night elsewhere. At first the man
made light of the matter, but when the day and
another night had passed without bringing any
news of his master he becams seriously
alarmed, and aoquainted the magistrates.

As we have sald, all search wasin vain. Pab-
o opinion was divided. Some people insisted
thata crime has been committed. Others be-
lieved that the Marqais had met with an acei-
dent. But, it was argued, on one side or the
other, M. de Grancey had not a single enemy in
the city ; and he oould hardly have falleh a
prey to robbers, as his purse was found in his
bedroom ; an accident too was almost as an.
likely, for no body had been found, and as the
lost man was an excsllent swimm 'r he ocould
hardly have perished by drowning, even sup-
posing that he had chosen the mlidnight hoar for
a stroll on the harbor,

Such was the state of the public feeling when
the civil lleutenant raceived a note from Malame
Le Valllant entreating the favor of an imme-
diate visit, us she had important revelations
to make, :

The magistrate, it is needless to say, lost no
time in presenting himself at Ingouville. He
Wwas at once yeceived by Carmen, who at once
opened the conversation by referring to the mat-
ter in hand.

“8ir,” sald she, «a sad plece of news has
Just reached me. I had the honor of counting
the Marquis de Grancey am)ag my friends. I
belteve it to be my duty to reveal everything I

know which may aid you in dissovering his
fate.”

“ Do you know anPthing,
officlal eagerly,
traock ?

“ Nothing positive.

madam,” asked the
“ which would put us on the

But what I have to tell

-may ba of some serviee to you.”

“ Be kind enough to oxplain, Madam. Insueh
astrange, mysterious case a8 this the smallest

clue is important.”

]

*“Well, sir, I firmly believe that a crime has
been committed.”

“ Your opinlon-is shared by many. On what
ground do you base your conviction ? »

¢« Ths Marquis de Grancey had an enemy.”

“ Are you certain? ”

“Iam I can prove it.”!

“Who was his enemy ?”

“ My husband.”

‘ Waat, madam,” cried the magistrate in as-
tonishment, «do you suspect — do you accnse
Mr. Le Valllant 77

“God forbid 1"

“ And yet your words signify as much. Yon
believe & crime has been committed, you say
that the Marquis had an enemy, who was no
other than your husband.”

 What conctusion do you draw therefrom ? »

« Madam, an old lawyer was accustomed to
8ay 1n oases such as this, ¢ Find out who benofits
by the orime.’ Ifa man who hag but one ene.
my i8 murdered, it is only reasonable to suspect
his enemy.”

« I am eonvinced that my hasband is inca»a-
ble of such a deed, but I think it péssible that
somsa friend or devoted servant of his may have
murdered the Marquis withoat Mr. Le Valilant’s
knowledge and against his wish.”

¢« It1s certainly possible. We will make every
search in this direction. Bat it is my duty, ma-
dau, to a3k you one or two questions-—~questions
of a very delicate nature.”

“Certatnly, sir. I should not have askad you
to come here, had I not been prepared to answer
any questions you might put to me. What do
you wish to know ?

¢ In the first placs, madam, I must beg you
to inform me, what may have been Mr. Le
Valllaut’s gronnds for his hatred of the Marquis
de Grancey.”

« He had but one — Jealousy,” returned Oar-
meon unhesitatingly.

“Jealousy ! ” exoclaimed the amazed magis-
trate.

“Yes, sir; that unfortunate passion which
since the beginning of the world has caused so
much mischief and 8pllt 80 much innocent
blood.”

« Madam,” continued the magistrate, visibly
embarrassed, “once mnre I beg you to pardon
me, if I ask an indisereet question. Ar, Le Vail-
lant you say, was jealous. Had he any grounds
for his jealousy ?”

¢4 Noge. He had no right to suspect his wife,
I know what my duaties are, and [ know how to
perform them.”

“ And yet the Marquis loved you?”

¢ 80 he said.”

“ And you allowed him to 8ay such things to
you?”

“Why not? When a woman is sure of her-
self may she not listen to the compliments of g
gallant? ”

The magistrate did not seem to care to dis-
cuss the dangerous theory Carmen thus put for-
ward. . .

“ Did this jealousy,’” he continued, ¢« ever lead
to an open rupture batween your husband and
Mr. de Grancey ?”

«“My husbaud, carried away by his insane
suspiclons, went 80 far as to request, the Marquls
no longer to honor us with his visits,”

“ And what di | Mr. de Grancey do ?»

“Hoe did not return. But he wrote.”

#To you, madam.”

« Of course.”

“ Aud you recsived his letters.”

“1 ocould not help myself. I fo:ind them in my
room without knowing how they came there.
Anud again I should have been s80rry to wound
the feelings of an honest and oourteous gentle-
man whom my husband had grievously tn.
Jored.” .

“Did the correspondenoce between you last
any length of time ?

«“ About two montha” D

# And what did you do with the Marquis® let.
ters after having read them ? **

#I burnt them.”

¢ Your husband never found any of them in
your possession.”

“ One only, which he took from me by force.”’

“ When was this ?”

#The day before yosterday.”

“ Do you know the contents of that letter ?

¢ Yeus.”

¢ What did Mr. de Grancey say ¢ »

“ He bogged me to give him g rendez.vous for
one momoant in & small house he had purchased,
which is situated in a lonely street which skirts
my garden.”

L'he magistrate pricked up his ears.

“ A small house in a lonely street,” he repeat-
ed. “And your husband read this letter ?»

« He took it from me, notwithstanding my re-
sistanee, and carried it off to his room where he
shat himself in.”

The maglstrate reflected a fow moments,

“Madam,” he said at last, « you are right.
The information you have glven me 1s of the
highest importance. I must see Mr. Le Vail-
lant, and that at once. Would you have the
kindness to let him know thatI am here and
that I wish to see him ? »

Carmen looked at the magistrate with an ad-
mirably feigned atr of astonishment.

“Are you not aware, sir, that my husband s
not here.”

“I did not know it, madam. When did he go
away ?”

¢ Yesterday morming.”

“ How did he travel t*

¢ On horseback.”

“ Was anyone with him ?”

“ No, he was quite alone.”

“ Waat was his destination ? »

“ I do mot know.”

“When will he return?”

“1 have no id:a.

“ How is it, madam,
of his movemeants ?* R

M. La Vaillant told no one of his departure.
His leaving me is the more inaxplicable as we
were to h 1ve salled a few hours later for Hav ws,
where I have property. He went away suddenly,
leaving me in a faint after a terrible scene that
was due to his Jealousy. I only learnt of what I
may eall his flight on recovering an iour after,
and this unexpected Intelligence threw me into &
second swoon from which I only awoke In the
evening, The last person to whom my husband
spoke i{n this house Is an old servant who was
forty years in the service of my father-in-law.
Would yon like to ques'ion him ? »

The magistrate signifying his assent, Zephyr
was sent for,

“Whatdid your master 8ay to your,” the magis-
trate asked him when he had made his appear-
ance, “ when he was leaving you yesterday ? "’

“ Mr. Oliver sald to me ;7 ‘Give me your
hand and do not forget me’,” replied Zephyr.

«Is that all ? »

- «Then said I, ¢« Where are you going, sir ?’ He
replied, ¢ To the end of the world.’ As I thought
that was rather far, I asked: ¢« When will you
return ?’ Then he looked back at me with a sad
face, spurred his horse and galloped off, crying :
¢Nevar’!?

“Very good, my friend,” said the magistrate,
« you can go.”

Zephyr left the room.,

that you know nothing

«“ Well, sir,” said Carmen, « what do you make .

of this? "

Instead of replying the magistrate asked
another question,

“Is there a door leading from yonr garden
into the streetof which Mr. de Grancey spoke ? "

« Yeos.”

¢« Have you the key of that door? »

¢ 1 really can not tell you, The servants can
no doubt tell you. Ido not know. But it is quite
likely that there is such a key. If your wish i, I
will send and ask.”

«“It is not worth while
trouble.”

«It is no trouble.”

¢ I thank you, madam,
while—at present at least.”
= Here the visitor rose to take his leave.

“lam golng now, madam, but before night
I shall have the honor of seeing you azain, and
unless I am mistaken I shall be able to tel] you
that, thanks to your Information, we have found
& ¢lue to this terrible mystery.”

As he rode back to the city the magistrate
pondered over the interview he had just had.

It was very strange, he thought. Evidently
the woman he had just left was wittingly accus-
ing ber husband. As matters stood appearances
went dead agalnst Oliver Le Valfllant, and yet
appearances are 80 frequently deceitful. In an
hour, however, a o¢lue to the truth would be
obtained. How beautiful ghe was, that woman,
and yet how likely it seemed, why, he could not
tell, that her angelical beauty concealed the
heart and the nature of a demon.

When the door closed behind the worthy
magistrate Carmen had but one thought ;
¢ Gaorge will be avenged ! »

glving you t.ha.‘

Bat it is not. worth

To be oontinued.

HABITS OF THE BALTIM)RE OYSTER.

In a conversation with a prominent oyster
packer, 81ys the Baltimore American, some cur-
lous and interesting features of the oyster trade
were related. Ag is well smewn, the habits of
this bivalve are an entire myster y ; what it eats
and how it lives are questions not yeot under-
stood. The spawn of the oyster floats around
with the action of the waves and tide, and ad.
heres to whatever it may comsinto contact with ,
Oysters taken from a rocky bed are of superior
quality ; those taken from a 80ft bottom are
comparatively poor in quality. Thousands of
“poor innocent” oysters died anaually from
resting on a soft bottom, a fact whioh should
arouse the sympathies of all tender hearted peo-

le.

P The waight of ths oyster, as it gralually ma-
tures, sinks it beneath the surfaca ; and as soon
as 1t Is covered with sedimont or mud, it dies.
Many paople suppose that the oyster really eats,
and kind hearted people, buying oysters in the
shell, sometimes throw corn meal over them,
thinking to teed them. Tae pecaliar noise em -
anating from them has been supposed to be pro-
duced by feeding. All shellish at times have
their shells open, and when touched wi!l in-
stantly close them. The nolse thus produced
has bz2en mistaken for mastication, when, in
reality, it is from fright,

Most of the Baltimore dealers in raw oysters
during the summsr month+ transact their bu.
siness at Fair Haven, Conn,, waither large bed s
of Baltimore oysters have been transplanted.
The beds are so arranged that, on the receding
of the salt water tids, fresh water from a small
stream covers the oysters; it is said that this
fattens oysters better than any other method.
Orders are received for the article in question
during the summoar months, and they are tak en
from the beds and shipped with the greatest
possible dispateh, and many eat them with & P~

parent relish, notwithstanding the warmth of -

the season. Altogethsr the oyster packing trad e
of Baltimore is ug enormous one, and, in ocon-
naction with fruit and vegetable packing busi -
ness, employs a capital of aboat $25,002,000, a
faot which suffl siently expresdes the great im -
portance of this Interest t0 B utlmora.
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