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Lo CAPTAIN MATHURIN LEMONNIER.

t ta leave for a while the house in which the
Nag marriage of the Chevalier Tancred de
% With the street dancing girl Carmen had
i, Place, and bend our steps to the hospit-
It l’:lanllon of Don Joeé Rovero,
MN & sad spectacle to which we are about to
I uce our readers.
Waa the hour of sunrise—four in the morn-
"‘M The faint rays of the breaking day were
Y streaming through the half-closed shut-
asick room and struggling with the light
0 dying night-lights which stood on a table
mﬂ middle of a richly-furnished bedroom.
“Nu 0 bed lay Don José Rovero, his face, of a
-~ Y Dpaleness, turned towards heaven, his
‘l"lde open, and his eyelids twitching in the
ling, ight, “Were it not for these indications of
Sring life he might have been t:aken for
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At the foot, of the bed Annunziata, the beau-
. Cbban heiress, lay in & half reclining atti-
» The poor girl’s eyelids were swollen with
Watching, and her face bore the traces of
€xhaustion. During the whole night she
atohed untiringly by her father’s side,
strength gave way, and she fell into a
tronbled sleep. '

Oftey: ol man was awake, endeavoring to
for w ™ much as possible his hard gasps
mtm test his daughter's rest’ might be

%o wa he fatal hour predicted by the Brazilian
Wy 88 drawing fast to its term. Three days
Lgp, Phillp Le Vaillant's letter had caused
beey 20 joy to spring up in his soul he had
Yot \"Uricken down, this time to rise no more.
iy, haq struggled with all his strength and
Mall his energy against the approaching
Uy, 24on, but strength and energy were both
“h‘h Dg, and the old man, crushed beneath
N‘. ntless malady that had so long pursued
thy },v88 now compelled to resign himself to
R ™ M thought that at last he must acquaint
”«,. 3ig child with the soreness of the afflic-
AnnM had overtaken him,

Way ungziata, a8 the reader already knows,
by ToR0quainted, not only with the extent,

Ven with the very existence of her father’s
‘g, His announcement of what had
Yoty Place toox her completely by surprise,

® contrived to persuade herself—indeed, in
M"":% it was hard to imagine otherwise—
h‘l e digaster was not so great as on its first
loy,,’ 8Ppeared. Don José had not the heart

T, her the bare, ghastly truth,

kho' Poor ohild, he argued with himself, wiil
Zhey }t only too soon. It will be time enough,
m.'w.h'?vo only & few hours to live, to tell her

0::" by day the old man's agony increased.
Paroxysm fallowed another with unceasing
» His life was now a mere wearisome

n 1 160 him, a continual and unbearable ex-
by, Of martyrdom, from which he would
W!:‘y:g_ earone:t‘l)y for release had not the

) eoction 1

N’Ohnd_ und him so closely to his

times, when suffering incomprehensible
» he would think almost with envy of
hhb,'ho slept undisturbed in the silence of the
Iy, in and would murmur, almost unconscious.
Quiey the words of the Psalmist, « Beati, guia
At “::'“ P'—_Blessed are the dead, for they are
“Ah":;:nzmm never left her father now, not for
A Uty even. In valn he besought her to take
bnnn‘l‘est.; she always refused to leave him,
the 1o the whole night she had watched, but as
ity ,0Ting broke exhausted nature demanded
Jecousary Yepose, and she gave way to the

on.“\lt Overpowered her.
. Of those sudden orises which Don José
Upo, to a hot iron searing his breast com.-
D him with intense vehemence he was
to Prevent himself crying out in his
up .ln The cry awoke Annunziata, who start.
oy alarm and ran to the bedside. The sight
th':yhor anxious gaze caused her to recoil
nod.: JOs6 was hardly recognizable, even by
hmm:‘hﬁo . The velns on his forehead and
the livy Wareawollen almost to burating beneath
d 8kin, his eyes were sunk deep in his
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Ex pressly translated for the FAVORITE from the French of Xavier de Montepin.
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# ALAS!” HE MURMURED, ¥ THE END IS NOT FAR OFF!”

sockets, and bloody foam issued from his dis.
torted lips.

Selzing the phial that contained the Brazilian
empiric’s remedy, Annunziata filled the little
golden goblet and handed it to her father. Don
José seized it and emptied it eagerly, and the
crisis passed immediately, With a trembling
hand he then took the phial from his daughter
and anxiously held it up to the light. It was as
he feared. Only a few drops of the precious
liquid remained.

« Alas !” he murmured, ¢ the end is not far
off I”

Big tears rolled down the girl’s cheeks as she
watohed him.

« Courage, my dear child,” said the old man.
« Your sorrow breaks my heart, and destroys
the little energy 1 have left.”

Annupziate wiped her eyes and endeavored
to foroe a smile.

« Father,” she asked, “ how do you feel
now ?”

« Better, Much better. I am 10 longer in

paln,”

«1s that true,2father?”

«It is, indeed, child. For some moments I
was in cruel agony, I confess, but it is over now.
But you, Annunziata, are tiring yourself out.”

« Oh, father ! Pray do not mind me. I am
young and strong. Inmind only am I out
of health, and your reocovery will soon cure
me,"”

«My recovery!” thought Don José. « Oh,
my God, thy hand is weighing heavy upon meae,
for it strikes me through my child who lives in
my life and who will perhaps die of my death.”

« My dear, dear child,” he continued. « My
cries awoke you from the sleep you need so
much. I am sorry for it.”

« No, no, father, do not talk so. I tell you once
more I need no rest. I was only taking a pass.
ing nap, dreaming of France.”

«Of France I”

« Yes, France that you will be 8o glad to re-
visit, for there you will ind the friend of your
youth, Ah, how I long for you to be strong
again, that we may got away. I do not know
how it is, but I detest Havana, with ita perpe-
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tual blue sky. You will think me silly, but in®
deed there are times when I cannot help think-
ing that there s misfortune in store for us in
this country. Yet I am mistalsen,” she added
with a smile that was pitiful to see, “for we
are happy, are we not, father ¥ Or at least we
will be, soon ?”

The old man had not the courage to reply to
this hopeful appeal, coming from & mind that
already presaged disaster.

e day had now fully broken, and the con-
versation was Interrupted by the announce.
ment that the medical men had arrived for their
daily consultation,

Don José's illness was one’of those incompre-
hensible and incurable affections which are un-
defined by sclence and occupy no recognized
place in the category of human diseases, In the
eighteenth century (and in the nineteenth for
aught we know to the contrary) the doctors of
Havana were no marvels of science and skill,
But this absence of ability did not prevent them
from having ample confiderce in themselves.
Compelled to admit their ignorance of the seat
of the disease they were not far from actually
denying its existence. They could not but see
that the old man’s system had undergone fright.
ful ravages, but this they attributed to causes
more orless plausible, which did infinite credit
to their imaginative powers. Ong of these gen-
tlemen insisted, In all good faith, that their pa.
tient's suffering were more the effect of imagin-
ation than anything else. The others were per-
fectly willing to agree that Don José'’s life was
in no danger. Their opinion might be formul-
ated as follows :

« We are all mortal, and Don José may die
to-morrow, like any of us, But if so undesir.
able an event were to take place, it would be
in no ‘way due to disease.”

Everyone will understand that the dally con-
sultation of these sage advisers, so far from
doing the patient good only added undue ner-
vous excitement to his other complaints. Ne-
veriheless, as the pr of the physicians and
their learned talk gave infinite relief to Annun.
ziata’s fears, he sscrificed himself for his
daughter, and allowed them to call and consult
as they pleased. On the day in question they
had, as usual, talked nonsense to their hearts’
ocontent.

« Alas,” thought the old man, a8 he listened
to their jargon, “on one point they are right
enough-—I shall soon be out of pain.”

‘When the medical men had retired, & servant
brought Don José, as usual, the liet of vessels
arrived within the last twenty-four hours. As
he cast his eyes ever the paper the merchant ut-
tered an exclamation of joy.

«Thank God!” he cried, “ he has come in
time, and at least Ishall die content.”

Among the names of new arrivals on the list
was that of the «<4Marsouin,” of Havre. The cap-
tain of this vessel, which we alrcady know be-
longed to Philip Le Vaillant, after having re.
paired the damages done to his ship off the Cape
of Good Hope, atonce sailed for Havana, intend.
ing to learn whether the captain to whom he
had entrusted a letter for Don José had faithfully
fulfilled his commission.

The arrivalofthe «Marsouin” removed the great
cause of the dying man’s anxiety. He now had
the certainty that his orphaned daughter would
leave for France under the care of a friend, and
that she would be spared the many discomforts
that a lady travelling alone too often has to
meet.

Annunziata had watched her father atten-
tively.

“One would think, father,” she said, ¢ that
you had found some good news in that paper.”

« And one would be right in thinking so, my
child. One of Philip Le Vaillant’s vessels is in
port,”

« It has come to take us to France, has it
not ?”

“ YGS."

" ¢« And we will go by it "

“ Yes, my dear.”

“ Soon 7

¢ Yes, goon,”

“You see, father, my presentimenta were
right, after all”

Don José smiled and gave orders that the cap-

. tain of the « Marsouin’ should be sent up as saon
i as he came.



