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“It would be a vile, cowardly murder! It
would be infamous {”

‘Caramba! Those are big words. And by
what name, pray, would you call Quirino’s
action were he to discover us and kill us.”

« I should call it revenge. After all I was un-
faithful to him.”

“That i8 possible. But if you were, 1 was in-
hocent, and yet I don't see that he will spare
me any more than he will you. However, I
have one hope left, and that is that we shall
find means to leave Havana with your husband
and reach France before this madman gets on
our trafl.”

“I must first get married, and I am not that

ot.”
v “ You will be in four days, and four days are
soon passed. But until then we must keep close,
for it is a matter of life and death.”

As Moralés uttered these words the noise of a
closing door made him start in his chair. His
teeth chattered, his hands trembled, and great
drops of perspiration started out on his bald
forehead. .

¢ Oh, my God!” he murmured. « Perhaps it
is he! It is Quirino! Oh, may Our Lady of
the Pillar and Saint James of Compostella have
mercy on my soul. Pray, Carmen, pray. Pater
noster Ave Maria Credo in unum Deum.”

Carmen herself turned pale, but her tright did
not last long, for the innocent cause then enter-
ed the room.

It was the mulatto Berenice returning after
taking Tancred back to the Lameda.

XVII
HOW TO MARRY ONE’S SISTER.

Carmen followed to the letter the plan pro-
posed by Moralds in the preceding chapter, and
the result fully justitied the previsions of the
ci-devant augler of the Manganares. Three
days passed without bringing Tancred any news
from his unknown enchantress—three days
which he speut in a fever of love and impa-
tience, neither eating nor sleeping, with Car-
men’s name on his lips and her rose, now faded
and unsightly enough, on his heart,

On the fourth day a cargador, or stevedore,
brought him a note which the man said he had
received from a mulatto woman. Tancred dis-
missed him with a douceur that made him epen
his eyes, and feverishly tore open the paper, It
contained but one line.

“To-night, at midnight, at the Lameda.”

At the hour appointed the Frenchman met
the mulatto at the rendez-vous agreed upon,
was again driven off blindfolded, and in g few
minutes he found himself face to face with
Carmen, who was more charming and more
radiant than ever. Tancred fell upon his knees
before the girl.

“OR, how I love you !
pense I have endured !”

“Itoo love you,” returned the girl, raisingw
her lover, «“and I have suffered as much as
you,”

The two sat side by side and engaged in a
long, delicious, half- murmured conversation,
which, however, it is not our intention to re-
peat. Itis only necessary to say that Carmen
gave her lover a sketch of, her history and po-
sition. She was, she sald, an orphan, and de-
pendent on her brother, the seigneur Don Guz-
man Morales y Tulipano, a dispossessed Spanish
nobleman who would, however, soon recover his
rights. This brother was fearfully jealous of the
houor of his name, and way. not a man to par.
don an error or ever to overlook a fa se step, He
rlaced his sister under strict, surveillance, whicl,
however, she had managed to evade for the Jove
of Tancred, and thanks to the counivance of her
nurse Berenice. Don Guzman was engaged in
admioistering the immense estates he and Lis
sister owned in Cuba, previous to returning to
Europe.

“Oh, Carmen ! Carmen I crieq the young
man passionately, « I would you were poor and
of humble race !

“ For what reason ?”

“ My life is yours, I am bound up in you ! But
seelng you so great and so rich how shall I ever
dare to ask your brother your hand, and even
sbould 1 muster up courage enough to ask him
what proof have I that he will accept me as bis
kinsman ?”

“ My brother cannot wish tosee me die,” re-
turned Carmen, “ and die I should were he to
withhold his cousent. My heart is yours, Tan-
cred, and will never be any one’s but yours, 1
am your wife in the sight of God.” .

One could almost have believed that these
words were a signal, for bardly had they been
uttered when a harsh voice was heard orying
outside in a fury :

‘“There is » man hidden in this house—a man
who would rob me of my honor ! He shall never
get out alive! Watch all the doors and win-
dows! If he tries to escape shoot him ! I will
take care of his accomplice I

«Itis my brother!” ejaculated the girl in a
terrified, despairing voice, “We are lost 1"

“Not yet,” returned Tancred, drawing his
aword. ¢ Your brother shall only reach you over

my desad body. Ag leng as I live I will defend
you, Carmen.”

“ Defend me ? You cannot {

What agonies of sus.

My brother is

not alone! His servants are with him, armed ! |
No, no! we are Jost ! My beloved, we wiil die |
together !” :

As she spoke, Carmen threw herself sobbing ! 1
into Tancred’s arms, and in her ‘
him convulsively go as to im
ments.

“Carmen, Carmen,” whispered the young | t
man,” for heaven's shke Jot me go! Iahall!

need all my strength] Let me 80 or we are
lost 1

appeared, with a haughty, pitiless mien that
boded {ll for the Frenchman. Under his right
arm he carried a naked sword, and in his left
hand a long pistol.

with her arms clasped around him, a siniste:
smile it up Moralas’s cadaverous face. He stop-
ped short at the door in a threatrical attitude.

*“this is all that the descendant of one of the
oldest houses of Spain cares for her honor | Oh,

that such a humiliation should have been re.
served for me !

arms of a lover !

of our house ?”

family.”

derer".”

| tainly have a great respect. Its nobility are i1

terror ciutched calling.
pede his move. | nor, and your mere word is insufficient,
| Jou give me a proof that what you say is the

But Carmen, to all appearance bewildered

At this moment the door opened and Moralés

On seeing his sister f inting at the officer’s feet

“What ! he cried, fiercely, roliing his eyes,

I have but one sister, over
whom I have watched like a father ! I belleved
her to be pure as the angels in heaven, chaste as
the blessed Madonna, and now I find her In the

“8enor I"” Tancred broke out vehemently, «you
are insulting the most angelical being that ever
trod this earth !psuiting her tn a most cowardly
taanner and without any cause I’

“8ilence !” thundered Morales, « Your turn
will come shortly ! Carmen” he continued, « you
beloug to a family in which disgiace can only
be washed out in blood. As the head of that
tamily I hold from God the right and the power
Lo Judge and condemn you. I do judge you, and
I tind you guilty. I have Ppronounced your sen-

ence from which there is no appeal. Commend
your soul to God, Carmen, for you must die 1"’

On hearing these terrible words the girl raised
her head from her lover's shoulder.

“My brother,” she exclaimed in asoarcely au-
dible voice, «have mercy on me !”

*I have no mercy for a guilty, shameless girl,”
sternly returned Moraleg,

“ Brother, I swear to you before God, I swear
to you by the memory of our mother, that I am
innocent i”

“And 1 swear it on my honor,” added Tan- |
cred.

“Sllence ” cried Moralds once more. I
have already told you that your turn will
come !”

* Then, cruel and blinded man,” returned the
Freuchman, «ifyou must have blood, here I am,
defenceless in your hands; kill me, but spare
lyour"shst,er, who, I swear to you again, is guilt-

ess,

“Ob, brother, believe him !” erfed Carmen,
“1 am pure and Innocent, but
blood will satisfy Jou, take mine and 8pare my
beloved, for he has respected the honor you wigh
to avenge !”

“ Youshall both die !” exclaimed Moralés with
& melodramatic gesture.

Carmen'fell ou her kuees with outstretched

tremely unfortunate |
officer of the * Thunderer” 9"

commission.
And since I must, in order to avoid bloodshed,

and to efface the stain on our honor, I will give
you Carmen’s hand.”

“Ah! And how is that ?”
“Iam a stranger here, no one in Havana 1is

aware of my official position, and consequently
with terror, only held on the tighter, and the | I

chevalier, not daring to remove her by force,
cursed from the bottom of his heart the femi-
nine terrors which rendered him powerless.

can give you no reference as to my identity.”
“ That is uafortunate—very unfortunate—ex-
But you say you are an

*Yes, senor. I am.”
“Well, if that is the case you will have your
Let me see it and I am satisfied.

“B8enor,” returned Tancred in dismay, « I

know beforehand that you will doubt my
word.”

“Why 80 * What incredible story are you going

to tell me now 27

“ My commission—"

“ Well, what of it ?”’

«I have not got it.”

“ What do you mean, you have uot got it ?”
“I carried it in a small pocket-book that I

always wore about me and which I havelost.”

Morales’s face wore a hideous grin,
“ Decidedly your story is too clumsy for be-

llef. I would have passed it over from a gen-
tleman, for a gentleman could have given me
satisfaction.
You shall have the time to address a prayer to
your patron saint, if you have one,” and Morales
leveled his pistol at Tancred’s head.

But I never forgive an impostor.

“ 80 youdo not believe me ?” asked the French-

man with the air of 8 man who had resigned
himself to his fate.

“No! A hundred times no ! I do not believe

you !

“ Well, senor, take my life. But you will have

cauge to regret your cruel and tatal mistake, for
you will soon know that I am telling the truth.”

Carmen threw herself between the two.
‘“ He shall know it this instant 1” she cried,

drawing from her bosom the little wallet she had

found on Tancred on the night of his accident in
the Cala du Paseo.

‘‘ Here, vrother, take this ! Read it and judge

for yourself !”

Morales unfolded the paper his sister held out

to him and cast his eyes over it. As he read his
face softened, aud when he had finished it he
handed it with a bow to Tancred, who was com-
Pletely dumbfoundered at the turn matters had
taken in his favor.

¢ Monsieur the Chevalier,” said Moralés,

“when I think Iam in the right I make straight
for my aim whatever obstacles may be in the
way.
that I am in the Wrong no one is more ready to
ackuowledge it than myself,
tion in which I now find myself,
Chevalier, I confess that I used you harshly and
I beg to apologise.
used strong language to you. Ifmy apologies are
not sufficient, we each have his sword, and I
shall be happy to give you any satisfaction you

That 18 my character. But when I find

This is the posi-
Monsieur the

I regret extremely having

hands, in the aititude in which she had greeted | may think fit,”

her brother_on, the night of the first mterview
with T“ahcre‘&

“Don Guzman,” she sobbed out, « God placed
you at the head of our family and gave you the
right of life and death over me, buat over me
alone. You have not the right to kill my hus-
band !”

Morales started back in well-feigned amaze-
ment,

** Your husband I”” he cried. « Your husband !
‘What is that you are saying ?"

+ It is the truth !

“ That is impossible!
T.iis man {8 a stranger !”

“ We plighted our troth in the sight of Heaven,
Before God I have sworn to be his, and before
God he has sworn to be mine.”

‘“ And weareready torenew these sacred vows
belore & priest,” put {n Tancred,

Moralés smiled contemptuously. He drew
himself up in front of the Frenchman, the head
thrown back, chest inflated, and one hand on
the hip,

“Do you know who I am 7 he asked con-
temptuously, eyeing Tancred from head to foot.

And without giving the other time to answer
he continued.

“Do you know that I am the high and puis-
sant lord Don Guzman Morales ¥ Tulipano ? Do
you know that the Tulipanos date from the year
eight hundred and are of better race than the
King

“1know it,” replied Tancred.

Once more 1\1{)m|és started back in astonligh-
ment. Thrice he ratsed and let fall his long

You are not married !

arms in token of increasing amazement. | who made her appearance in evi
“You know it,” he continued, “and you have | to what was about to happen.

the audsueity to pretend to the hand of adaughter :

“Yes, senor,”

Moralds drew a long breath.

*Who are you ?” he asked. ¢ Are you at least
a gentleman 1

“Certainly. I belong to an old and noble |
“ Your country 1
¢+ France.”

, Tio ™™ CTIed Ciitien, once more clinging

to her lover. “ Youmust not accept his offer. 1
forbid you!
brother ! You must respect him !
learn to love him ! If yoursword were to spill
one drop of his blood I should never forgive you.”

I beg you not to do so! He is my

You must

“Do not be uneasy, my beloved,” said the

Chevalier, returning his sword to its scabbard.
“Your brother bas nothing to fear from me.”
Then tarning to Moral®s he continued : I have
nothing to forgive, senor, and your apologles are
(uite unnecessary, for your language was ad-
dressed, not to me, but to a stranger whom you
suspected and by whom you fancled yon were
offended. Only allow me, now that You can have
no doubt as to my identity, to claim the promise
you made just now.”

“Oh!” said Morales, «“that is understood.

Carmen is yours. After this night's scandal you
could leave this house only as & dead man or a
married man.”

“Then,” cried Tancred, radiant with joy,

“my matriage with Carmen —-"

““ Will take place at once. I am not & man

to live an hour longer with a stain on my es-
cutcheon.
say. My sister is Innocent; you have been the
most discreet and respectful of lovers !
willing to believe it. 1 do believeit. But the
stain is there, none the less; it must be effaced,
and at once.”

Oh, I know what you are about to

I am

Tancred was In bliss. Carmen modestly

hung her head, doubtless to hide the tell-tale
sparkle of her eyes.

Morales (08t no time 1n summoning Berenice,
dent alarm as

“As every thing has turned ont well,” he said

to her, as she stood humbly before him, «]
8hall say notbing, though you deserve to be
publicly whipped and branded. But {t 18 of no
use suying any more about it.
; vants to bed —"

“ Yes, senor.”
‘“And goto the neighboring convent, where

you wili ask for the prior on a matter of the
highest importance and which cannot be de-

“Your name ?” layed. 1Ir you 8end him my name he will see
“Tancred de Najac.” i Youatonce. Tell him that I am waliting for
« Profession 7" ;him.  Bring him here, and light the tapers in

“ Officer of His Majesty’s frigate « Thun.

Moralds made a slight bow.
“Hm ! France is a country for which I ger.

ustrious, indeed. And the navy isan honorable
But I am not acquainted with you, ge-

ruth "
“I sannet, eortainly, just at present.”

my sister’s oratory.”

‘“Yer, senor.”
“Now go, 'and make haste about It. Show

as much energy and alacrity in obeyiug me now
a8 you have done in disobeying me.”

Berenice left the room hanging her head
‘“Monsieur the Chevalier,” continued Moralds

Can seating himself {n one corner of the room,
¢ there is nothing to prevent you talking freely
to Carmen.
peopriety, whisk me ene reapests mors thea I,

I am only here for the sake of

Send the ser-

but I'shall not be in your way. My sister 18
your betrothed and in a few minutes will be
your wife,”

*Ah, senor,” cried Tancred energetically)
‘““how can I ever express my gratitude 7’

“Hush, hush I” gajd Moralss grandly, ¢not
another word on the subject. You owe me N0
gratitude. Perhaps I should have accepted yot
a8 my brother-in-law with the utmost satisfac-
tion, if you had asked me for my sister’s hand-
But you did not. Under the present circum-
stances I am not giving you my sister, I am
letting you take her, which is not at all the
same thing. To save my outraged honor I had
to choose one of two things, either your deatb
Or your marriage, and I chose the latter, becausé
it was the most complete and least perilou$
satisfaction, that 1s all.”

¢ I understand you, senor. But I am none the
less gratefnl, for instead of receiving my death-
blow at your hands I receive perfect happiness.
If my life did not belong to Carmen I would
willingly give it for you.”

Moralés wiped two unreal tears from his eyes

*“Come,” sald he, feigning to obey an irresis
tible impulse, «you are certainly a noble youn§
man, and I regret nothing of what has happen*”
ed. Youare worthy of me. Everything is for-
gotten. Come to my arms, my brother ! Com®
to my arms !’

And the two embraced with the greatest fer-
vor.

armen in the meantime sat silent and
thotghtful.  Notwithstanding her complete
triumph, notwithstanding the success of all hef
plans, she felt sorry, humiliated at seeing the
gentleman whose name she was about to 88
sume play with such good faith his dupe’s part
In the comedy she had prepared, She thought
Moralés was going too far. But he had not don®
yet.

“ My dear chevalier,” said he, “ the situatio®
is agreeably changed. I no longer take you 0B
sufferance. I accept you willingly, and I bé*
lieve from the bottom of my heart that I would
have chosen you for my sister’s husband. In #
few moments your bappiness will be completeé-
I will not insult you by bringing up pecuniary
matters at such a time—between people like 0¥
there is no necessity for such talk, I Sh"ll
never marry and my sister will inherit all
possess. Between her, yourself and myself
things shall be in common. What belongs 0
one belongs to ali—that is decided.”

¢8enor,” returned Tancred, ¢« you are t00

generous. I do not know if I ought to agree to
this.”

*You must. Mere delicacy will compel y0U
to do so. You would burt my feelings by refus

ing, and you would hurt Carmen’s feelings w"i
1 swear to you, on the faith of a hidalgo, that !
You were richer than me I should have ng
scruple in using your fortune as though it wer
mine.” "

“ Well, senor, if this is the case I agree.

“And you will remember your promis®
You will never forget it ?”

“Never!”

“That is right. Not another word on the svb-
Jeet,” .

A low knock was heard at the door.

«Is it you, Berenice ?"" asked Morales.

# Yes, senor.”

“ Come in and let us hear how you have 8¢
quitted yourself of your task.”

*Senor, the reverend father has arrived, and
the tapers are lit in the oratory.”

“Where is the holy man 7

¢In the oratory.”

“We will join him in one moment. Comé
Carmen, do not keep the reverend father wait
ing.”

‘“Give me one minute, brother,” said the gif}
tripping out of the room and throwing a P8
thian glance at Tancred as she disappeared.

Before the minute had passed Carmen returd”
ed. On her giossy black hair she had placed #
wreath of pure white roses, a fitting emblen:ir
which she had doubtless prepared beforehal
for the occasion., She was more intensely beat-
titul than ever and Tancred mechanically gave
her his arm as one in a dream. The soft pres”
sure of her hand on his wrist alone assured hi®
that he was not dreaming,

At one end of a small room which had beep
converted into an oratory, a hearty-looking
monk was kneeling before a hastily improvis
altar on which a score of lights wore twinkling:

During the day Berenice had been despatch
to a neighboring convent to make arrangemen”
; for the presence of the prior shortly after mid-
{ might for the purpose of celebrating a man'ia‘e;
| and as there was nothing unusual in this, in th
i then state of society in the island, the worthy
| father was found at his post when required.

! As Moralés, Carmen and Tancred entered tbe
, Oratory, the monk rose and lost no time in cOmB”
| mencing the nuptial ceremony.

! Tancred and Carmen pronounced the solem®?
“T wijl»

*In the sight of God I pronounce you ms?
and wife,” gaid the prior. # Crescite et multiph
ocamini. Go and be happy.”

“My children, my dear children,” cried

: Morales pathetically, as he wiped atvay an iB°

visible shower of tears, % Heaven bless Y":
both! Come to my arms, for I must press y°
tomy heart,”

My husband,” whispered Carmen in T88"

‘ cred’s ear, «J Jove you.”

“l am dreaming,” murmured Tanered. *I

aKm dr“mn“‘n
(T be sontinued.)



