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nothing happened to rewsrd his perseverance
8till he did not despair.

“Sooner or later,” he would say to hims: *, ;
“Carmen and Moralds will begin to get over the

fright with which I inspire them. Just now
they are hiding, but this can not last for ever.
One of them will appear one of these days; I
shall follow, and then—!” a terribly sugg: stive
gesture completed the threat.

s—
XXIT.
THE CAEGADOR.

The time has gone rapidly by. It is the day
previous to that fixed for the departure of the
« Marsouin.”

Poor Annunziata, unable to remain in the
hovse in which she had spent so many happy
davs, and which her father’s death had now
rendered insupportable, had already, with her
mulatio walting-woman, taken possession of the
litlle saloon and two sleeping bherth: which
1ormed her quarters on board the vessel that was
to carry her to France.

For his part Moralas, unwilling that it should
he said of 80 exalted a personage that he had
embarked without a cufficient quantity of bag-
gage, had sent on board a number of huge chests
and packing cases, carefully nailed up, and con-
taining a large assortment of the heaviest stones,

In his negro’s disgnise the Gitano was pro-
menading uo and down the quay, indulging in
pleasant anticipationg of the future.

“To.morrow,” he mnttered, as his eves rested
on the « Marsouin,” I shall ba on board that no-
ble vessel, I shall see the cails spread and fill in
the wind and the keel cleave through the blue
sed, every moment increasing the distance be-
tween me and Quirinn. No more danger; no
mors fears, A successful voyage in fine weather,
with favorable winds, and a few months hence
Don Guzman Moral2s y Tulipano, brother-in-
Iaw of the Chevaller Tancred de Najae, officer
inthe fleet of His Majesty King Louls XV, will
land in Franee with a hich sounding title and
his pockets full of gold pieces. Ah, caramba !
I think our friénd Don Guzman will lead a suffl-
clently jolly life—especially when Carmen has
pald me the ten thousand dollars she owes me.”

In good humer at the pleasant prospect that
opened bhafore him Moralds began gally to hum
the air of an at that time well-known Parisian
fong in praise of riches, which formed part of
his musician’s stosk in trade.

Alar, poor Moralds ! What would have be-
come of him and his brave airs had he been able
to gness what was going on behind him, as he
boldly marched np and down, protected by his
disguise, and relishingly inhatled the salt sea
alr as though he breathed liberty and distinc-
tion from afar,

We, however, more privileged than he, can
see what escaped his notice.

As he promenaded up and down, Moralés had
more than once rubbed against a half-naked-
mutatto, In the costime of a cargador, who was
Iying dezing in the full blaze of the sun. The
sleeper’seyes had opened the first time the Gi.
tano passed., but seeing only a negro, he shut
them again.

Just then Moralds began to sing. The carga-
dor started as he heard the voice, low and in.
distinct as it was. When Moralds had once more
passed him he raised himself on his elhow, and
with a tremendous yawn, as though he had just
been awakened, gathered himself up and
orouched on hLis heels against a neighboring
wall.

. In his position he examined the singer close-
y.

“Tt i8 he,” he marmured, after a few mo-
ments’ serutiny.,

Then, seeing that Moralds was making his

way into the city, he rose and followed, taking
care to put sufficlent distance between himself
and his prey to avoid suspicion -
! When the Spaniard stcpped, the cargador
stopped too ; and the tworesumed their way at
the fame moment, In this manner the chase
continued until Morales, ha /ing passed through
a long, deserted atreet, halted in front. of a small
villa, and opening the gate with a Key which he
drew from his pocket, disappeared. -

“ 8o thisis the hiding.place,” muttered Qui-
rino, for he it was who had so assiduously
tracked the Spanjard.

Choosing a convenient post of observation at
a short distance he stretched himself under a
wall and once more pretended tosleey, keeping
a good look.out the while on the door through
which Moralés had vanished.

During two whole hours he remained motion-
less in this posttior, watching the gate, and en.
deavoring in his own mind to account for the
street-singer’s apparent risein life. At the end
of that time the gate opened onee more. Quiri.
no’s heart almost cease to beat. Was Carmen
coming out ? No, it was a young negro, the
salesero of the volante hired, as we know, by
Morales, who was slipping nut to spend an hour
1t the tavern in drinking tafia, the usual hever.
120 of the lower classes in Cuba. For a bottle
of his favorite liquor the poor devil would have
Jold bis seul, ° :

As the negro passed Quirino raised himselr,
!mitating once more the yYawns and gestures of
o newly awakened man. : B
.« Hullo, comrade,” he cried, In the peculiar
:argon of the Cuban slaves, # where are you off
0,

“ Goin’ to drink,” replied the other.
“Allalone? - |
¢ Yes.” : .

«It's poor work drinking alone.”
#Not & bit. Tafla’s always good,”

¢ That makes no difference.
rink in company,
e m

Che negro looked at Quirino with some sus-
plcion, for the cargador's brown face was any-
thing but inviting,

‘¢ Well, what d’ye say ?” retired Quirino.

“Who pays?’ asked the calesero.

“Ido.” .

“ That so ?”

“Don't I say s0?” .

¢“Where's yer money ?”

“Look here,” and Quirino drew from his
pocket a handful of small sliver which he dis-
played before the dazzled eyes of the negro.

‘“Come along,” returned the latter linking his
arms in that of his new found friend, of whose
solvency there could no longer be any doubt.

In a few moments the two were seated at a
table in the back room of a tavern, with a
bottle of rum, and a couple of glasses between‘
thr m,

It is not our intention to follow the convers-
ation that took place. It is sufficient to say that
before an hour had passed Quirino knew all
that the negro could tell him of what went on
inside the house occupied by the brother and
stafer, including the sonorous, high sounding
title, and the rank assumed by Moralds, and the
marriage of Carmen to & French naval officer.
He did not learn, however, as the'negro him-elf
Wwas unaware of the fact, that the ex-musician
and the newly married couple were to leave
Havana the following day.

Before the pair parted, a mysterious agree-
ment had been entered into between them and
the ealesero went his way rejoicing, with twenty-
five dollars—in his eyes a mine of wealth—in his
pocket,'as an earnest of what he was to recelve if
he faithfully carried out his part of the
compact.

On leaving the tavern Quirino returned at a
rapid pace toward the Puerta de Tierra, shut
himselfup in the dismantled hut, and went out
no more that day.

The following day, as we have already said,
was that fixed for the departure of the « Mar-
souin,” .

Early in the morning Tancred went on board
to inquire at what hour he should bring down
his party.

‘“ Monsieur the Chevaller,” returned the
captain, in answer to his question, “the tide
turns at three, so I shall weigh anchor at a
quarter to. If it I8 your wish to come on board
at the last moment, be here at half past two.
Don’t be later, for notwithstanding the profound
respect I have for you, and my desire to oblige
you, it will be impossible for me to wait for
you. I am longing to put a few hundred leagues
of blue water between Mademoiselle Annunziata
and the city that has 8o many painful associ-
atlons for her.

“I understand your feeling, captain, perfectly ;
and I respect you for it. But you need have no
fear that we shall be late.” .

“Then I may reckon on you; at half-past
two at the latest.”

On returning to the city Tancred went to bid
farewell to his late hosts, Eloi Sandric and his
wife, whom he acquainted with the fact of his
marriage, and the strange manner in which it
had been brought to pass.

It was past twelve when he returned to
Carmen, who was already in her travelling
dress, a charmingly tasteful costume,'that set off
to wonderful advantage her graceful Andalusian
figure.

Ob, Carmen, how charming you look,” eried
the young man.

‘I am quite aware of it, my love,” she return-
ed coquettishly. ¢ But that Is not the question
in point just now. Have youseen the captain ?”

“I have just left him.”

“ At what time does he satl ?”

. “We must be on board at the latest by half-
past two. If we are net there he will sail
without us.”

“With all my hedvy baggage on board,”
exclaimed Moralés. «That would be too bad.
We must he exact.”

“Yes, indeed,” added Carmen.

“We are quite ready,” continued Moralés.
“ Berenice has Just gone to fetch a palanquin
for Carmen, and you and I will go in the
rolante.” .

“Very good,” returned Tanered.

Since the preceding day Moralés had been
extremely troubled at the idea that it would be
impossible for him to go on board in his borrow-
ed disguise, S8till it was hardly likely, he reasoned
with himself, that Quirino would light on him
just at the last moment. The chances were a
thousand to one against it, and every precaution
must be taken to render the likelihood of
detection impossible. He would send on the
pa'anquin in advance, and he and Tancred
would follow in the volante at a rapld pace. It
would be impossible to recognize the occupants
of the vehicle amid the clouds of dust raised by
the horse and the wheels.

At two o’clock then, Carmen started in the
palanquin, and & quarter of an hour after Mora-
lis and Tancred entered the volante.

“Begua!” cried the Spaniard to the calesero,
to whom he had already indicated the route he
was to follow.

The negro dug his spurs into his horse’s
flanks, and started off at a gallop.

. “The horse is boiting ! ” cried Tancred.

“Not at all,” returned Moralés, «He is g
young anjmal and full of spirit. He 18 only
playful. Besides the caleseroc knows bis business,
There is no danger, my dear fellow; BOne at

It's better to
Will you come along with

all.”

And he added to himself, with a deep drawn
sigh of relief.

“In ten minutes I shall no longer be afraid oft
Quirino.”

#% XXIII

" THERR'S MANY A SLIP, ETC.

Moralés was in high glee until an untoward
accidentcame to damp bis happiness. The volante
had just reached a corner formed by the junction
of two streets. That on the left led to the harbor,
and that on the right stretched to the Puerta de
Tlerra.

“ A la izquierda!” crted Moralgs.

The order was not obeyed. The horse turned
sharp to the right and flew off at a faster pace
than ever,

“That'y very strange,” said the Gitano. ¢ Did
you not hear me?” he orled to the calesero, «1I
said, to the left.” 3

«I heard you, senor,” replied the man, “but
the horse is off; I can’t hold him.”

«1 thought s0,” said Tancred.

“Wretch ! ” screamed Moralés, « You shall
pay for this1” :

“Senor,” returned the calesero, it isn’t my
fault. You told me to drive as hard as I could.
It’s not my fault if he’s got the bit between his
teeth,” .

“Try and stop him then, caramba.”

¢ Don Guzman,” interposed Tancred, * there
is, I think, nothing to fear. The horse will soon
be winded, and stop of his own accord, and we
can turn back.”

“ But the time we are loslng, my dear cheva-
Her,” expostulated the Gitano, despondently,
“ If we are late they will sail without us.”

«“ I confess it is very annoying, but it cannot
be helped.”

At this moment the volante swept through the
Puerta de Tierra. On the left hand side of the
road was the hut that Moralés and Carmen had
quitted a fortnight before. Suddenly a man
dressed in grey jumped from the bushes
that surrouuded the ecabin, and took up a
position in the middle of the road.

Moralés turned deadly pale and almost fell
back in bis seat. He recognized Quirino.

“Weare lost ! ” he murmured.

‘ How lost ? ” asked Tancred in amazement.

“ It is he Quirino.” returned Moral s in an
indistinet voice.

The name was new to Tancred.

‘“My dear brother-in-law,” he asked, « pray
tell me who may this Quirino be, and why are
we lost on meeting him ?”

Moralas had no time to reply. The horse
galloped at full speed to the spot where tiie
Indian stood.

“The man will be run over,” thought
Tancred. «If this is the Quirino Don Guzman

fears s0 much there will be very little of him '

left to fear in another minute.”
The Frenchman was wrong. Just as thetrorse’s

}
head was about to strike him, the Indian geized :

him by the bridle and held bim with an iron grip.

Thus brought to a sudden stop the animal reared

and fell sideways, breaking the pole as he came
down,

Tancred was on the point of jumping down to :

assist the stranger, but the latter glared at him
with such unmistakenble ferocity that he
thought better of it. Was the man crazy, he
wondered,

Moralds would have liked to hide himself
under the cushions. 3

“Get down!” cried Quirino iu an imperious
voice,

“Hullo, friend,’’ cried Tancred, whose patrician
pride revolted at this unceremonious treatment,
¢“who the deuce are yon, that you talk like that
to me? ”

“Who I am?” returned the Indian with

emphasis, pointing to thke Gitano, ¢ ask him. :

He will tell you that I am Quirino.”

« Still that mysterious name! The mere fact
of your name being Quirino does not constitute a
soclal positlon. But whoever you may be, what
do you want with me? ”

¢ [ want to kill you.”

Tancred jumped down from the volante and
burst out laughing.

“ My good man,” he cried, “your intentions are
no doubt admirable, and your frankness in
avowing them is worthy ofall praise, but pardon
me for asking, as I have not the bonor of your
acquaintance, the reasons for which you thirst
for my life, and In what my death can me of
service to you.”

Quirino seized Moralgs by the collar of the
coat and dragged him vioiently out of the
volante. With a cry of terror the poor wretch fell
on his knees. Pointing to him as he grovelled
in the dust, the Indian replied :

“ Ask this man, he will tell you.”

Then addressing the astonished oalesero, who
recognized in the Indian hunter the eargador of
the preceding day, and watched with gaping
mouth and wide-opened eyes the strange scene
that was passing before him, he threw him the
promised fifty dollars, and in a tone that admit-
ted of no trifling bid him go bome.

The man did not wait to be told twice, and
pocketing the purse lost no time in whipping up
his horse and driving off. He did not go far
however. Some hundred yards off he drew up
the volante behind the projecting angle of a
wall, and diving among the bushes erawled on
his handsand knees to a sheltered spot where,
himself unseen, he could see; hear ail that.went
on, .

Tancred, in the meantime, could hardl¥
restrain an expression ofdisgust at the miserably
abject condition of Moralés. The wretche
Gitano grovelled in the middle of the dusty
road clasping his trembling hands with 87
expression ot the most intense terror. .

“My dear brother-in-law,” said the Frepch
man at last, “Senor Quirine here prewﬂdi
that you are able to inform me of the cause ©
the hatred he appears to bear me. It seems 0
me very strange, but I 1ook to you for a solutioh
of the enigma. Tell me what you know abot
it.”*

“ Alas!” wag all Moralés could murmur.

“Tell me quickly, I beg you. Senor Q,“m"::
appears to be in a hurry, and, mo:eover, ¥°
know we have uo time to lose.”

“ Alas!” murmured the Ginato a second
time,

‘¢ Hels trembling with fear,” sald the Indisf:
‘“You will get nothing out of him, the coward:
As he spoke he spurned the writhing figure Wi
his foot.

Tancred crimsoned with indignation. Fo#®
moment he felt strongly inclined to throw him®*
self upon the Indian. Unfortunately be wes
unarmed, while Quirlno carried, besides
musket, a long hanger in his belt.

“8enor Quirino,” he burst out with a thl‘ﬁ“”"‘; ’
ing gestuve, I forbid you to insult in my presenc
a gentleman whose relation I have become.’

“A gentleman!” returned the hunter di¥
dainfully, placing his foot on Morales® shouldels
‘‘this is too much. This pretended gentlemal
who has been bragging to you of his high birth
and his immense wealth, 18 nothing but :
miserable gitano, a fugitive gipsy, a band!
belonging to the scum and off-scouring of tbe
world. Bat little over a fortulght ago he lived 18
that hut you see there ; he und his sistel
Carmen were earning their livelihood by stngii§
in the streets and gambling houses.

«“Itis alie!” thundered Tancred furiously-

But a vague recollectlon took him back to the
gambling hell In the Caia du Paseo, the one”
eyed musiclan and the dancing girl. He looke
at his broiher-in-luw. Yes, supplying the b““’:
bandage und the broad-brimmed somibrero, !
was the same. Carmen too; the long glossY
bair, tbe beaming eyes, the white shoulders
and the exquisitely turned ancles, he recogniz®
them now,

“Great Heavens!” he burst out as furiously
a8 before, “you are right! The villainou$
scoundrels, how they have deceived me !”

Moralés shuddered.

“In any case,” he thought,
If Quirino spares e the Chevaller will
me.”

Tancred, who had been absorbed in his biter
i reflections, raised his nead.

“8ir,” said he, addressing Quirino in 8 ﬂ”ns
i tone of voice, “[ have been decelved, and it !
evident that I have been playing the part (L
fool, but that only concerns myself and tho3
whom I shall call o task for the deceptiot- Js
does not explaiu the hatred you evince towar
me. Do you wish 10 take my life because I have
been mwade a fool of ¢

“I wish to take your life because C&““‘e';
was my betrothed,” replied the Indian ; “bemuil
I bave sworn that whiie I live Carmen Su“r
* beioug to none but me, und that the day h""
- hand touches the hand of another mun, I "’)

crush tnat wan, aud her with him, I am 3¢

" Indlan, senor, and when an Indian has sWO®

to do a thing he does it.” I
"

« Exactly,” returned Tancred ironietlly.
understand perfectly tae binding nature of the
oath. S0 you are going to kill me. Very 800“_'
Only as I am unarmed you will have to assussiP
ate me.”

! «No,” replied the Indlan picking up frum "h:
ground the fellow musket to .hat he calri€
slung over 'his shoulder, «I do not wish W
assassinate you. We will fight with the suIB¢
weapons and the same chances.”

¢ Ha, a duel 1" cried Tancred, « A duel With
muskets, eh! I bave fought often enough in
life, but always with a sword. It will be some"
thing new. I shall not be sorry to have such &
original adventure to relate when [ get back o
France.”

Quirino shook his heat ominously, as mucﬁ
as if to say : « doubt very much If you Wi
ever get back.”

“ Where shall we fight?” continued Tancred:

“In this enclosure,” replied Quirino, pOi""i"f1
toa thickly overgrown garden that surround®
the hut.

“So ve it.”

Quiriuo held out the two muskets croased 0P®
over the other.

“Take one.”

Tancred took the nearest one. ”

“I am ready,” suld he, «(lot us make haste-

“Go on first,” returned Quirino, « I will tolloW
you.”

Stooping down he seized Moralés by the col"‘l"
Tuised him to his feet and pushed him rough
forward into the enclosure.

‘“He 1s going to murder me,” thought tbi
Gitano, « My last houris come ! Great St. Jum®
of Compostella, take pity on me!”

«] am done :‘l’f,

! ’ (To be continued.)



