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“Rut, my ‘ord doctor,”’ cried tho Mussul.
man, “Fatiran is not oid; on tho contrary,
sho is young and benutiful ecnough to boe tho
brido of & Sultan 1"

O know it; but she may bacomo old. 1
wish to seo hor. Romember, Sidi Houmnj.
mn{ all your promisoa of servico to me.”’

! Sinco such is tho will of wmy lord,"’ re.
plied Sidi Houmaium, “return hither at the
same hour. But let him romembor well
what I say to him; Fatuna makes n shame.
ful uso of her boauty.'!

Do not bo uncasy on my account; 1
will not forget what you have told me."

Aftor presenting my hand to tho good

man, I took my doparture with the samel:

slow and majestio stop us that with which 1
had arrived.  You may imagine how impa.
tngntly’_l_a\vnlbcd tho hour of my rendezvous
with Sidi Houmaium; I could not control
Iy impatience; o hundred times I listened
for tho cry of tho nwetzin, and oven chatted
with a scntinel to kill time. At length the
verse of the Koran sounded in the nir, from
minaret to minaret, over the indolent city.
Iflew to Sidi Houmaium's and found the
worthy coffesshop keeper closing his estab.
lishment. “Well?’ 1 inquired, out of
l\rﬁt;;,h.
atima is waiting to seo you, my lord, '
roplied Sidi Houmai%tm. YOt My e
o fastened his shop, and then, without
further explanation, walked off ahead of
mo. ~As bo went forward without once
turning his head, and with his bernous al-
most sweeping the ground, I could hear
him rociting 1 know not what litanies, in
Arabie,

After a while, quitting the main street,
ho ontered tho narrow passage of Suma, in
which two persons cannot waikx abreast,
There, in the black mire of the guttor, un-
der wretched stalls, swarm a population of
shocmakers, morocco embroiderers, dealers
in Indian spices, alocs, dates, and rare per-
fumes; somo going and coming with an
apathetio air, others squatted with their
legs crossed under them, dreaming of hea-
ven only knows what, in the midst of an
almos%hgre of blue smoke, which scapes
from their mouth and nostrils at one and
the same time,

. Suddenly,in one of the innumerable turn.
ings of tho passage,Sidi Hommaium stopped
beforo a low door, and raised the knocker.

‘1 shall want you to come in with me to
act as interproter,”” I said to him inalow
tone.

*Fatima speaks French,” ho answered,
without turning his head.

At the same moment the shining face of
n‘npgess appeared a a wicket in the door.
Sidi Houmaium spoke a few words in A1~
bic; the door was™ then opened and quickly
closed bohind me, the negress vanishing by
a sido door, and Sidi Houmaium remaining
outside the pissage. After I had waited
for some minutes, and was beginning to
grow impatient, a door on the left opened,
and the negress reappesred, making mo a
sign to follow her. I'mounted a fow steps,
and found myself in an interior court,paved
with small China tiles in mosaic. Several
doors opened into this court. Tho negress
led me into & low room with open windows,
farnished with silk curtains of arabesque
pattern. A large amber colored mat was
upon tho {loor, round the sides of which
there were & number of Persiari cushions g
tho cciling was ornamented with arabesques
of interminable fantastic fruits and flowers.
But that which at once attracted my atten-
tion was Fatima herself, seated on a divan,
her eyes veiled by long, black lashes, her
upger lip slightly shadowed, her nose long
and thin, and her arms loaded with heavy

bracolets. Tor a few moments jtho Mor-
esque looked at mo out of tho cornor of her
ia_yo; an arch smilo then half parted her
ips.

$tComeo in, my lord doctor,”" sho said,
boldly; ‘*Sidi Houmaium told mo you woro
coming to sce mo. Iknow what brings you
here.  You are good cnough to interest
yourselfin poor Fatima, who is growing old,
for she will soon be seventeen. Soventoon !
Yos; poor Fatima will scon want to have
tho beauty of her youth renewed "

I did not in tho least know what answer
tomake; 1 was confused; but I suddenly
remembered tho object which had brought

e,
“You joke delightfully, Fatima," I said,
seating myself on gtho divan. “I havo
heard your wit praised not less than your
beauty, and I seo that it was justly praised.”’

4 A, indeed I shosaid. * And by whom,
pray "

“ By Raymond Dutertre.”

% Raymond !

“Yes; tho young officer who recently fell
into tho abyss ofthe Rummel.—Your lover,
Fatima,”

Shoe opened her large eyes with surprise.

“who told you that ho wasmy lover?’ she
cried, looking strangely at mo; * it is falso!
—Did ho tell youso?”

“No; but I know it. This letter proves
it—this letter, which you wrote to him,
and which was tho cause of his death ; forit
was in _attempting to como ta you in tho
night that lie risked himsolf on the rocks of
the Kasba, and perished in the attempt.”

1 had hardly pronounced these iords
when the Moresque roso abruptly, her cyes
ghttermg with sombro fire.

¢ [ was suro ofit!’ sho cried. “Yecs;
when the negress came and told me of what
had happened, I said to her, ¢ Alssa, it is ke
who has done this—itis he. the wretch!™
And as I looked at her, unable todivine the
meaning of her words, she came to me, an
said in a low voice.  Will ho die?—do you
think he will die soon? I should like tosco
him beheaded 1"

She had seized mo by thejarm, and looked
wildly into my cyes : I shallnevex forget tho
look of her passion-lighted face.

“Of whom are you speaking, Fatima?'I
said, greatly moved. ¢ Explan yourself;
I do not understand you.*

¢ Of whom ?—of Castagnac! Youare tho
hospital doctor—give him poison! Ho is
a villian. Iknow that he had a grudge
against the young man, andI refused to
luro him ; but Castagnacithreatened to comeo
from tho hospin..' and to beat meif I did
not oboy him in writing that lotter. "Seo!—
heroe is the letter ho wrote to me.”

1 will not shock you by repeating all that
Fatima told rne of Castagnac—how, after
botraying her. he had brutally ill-treated,
and oceasionally oven gone so far as to beat
her. 1left tho Moresque's house with a
heavy heart. Sidi Houmaium was await-
ing moe in the passage, and ho wound our
tortuous way back to the spot whence wo
had started.

“Take care, my lord dactor,’’ said the
worthy fellow, looking at me from the cor-
ner of his eye, ** the Angel of Evil is hover
ing over your head!” "I shook his hand,
and bado him fear nothing.

My resolutions was taken. Withoutlo -
ing = moment I entered the hospital, and
knocked at Castagnac's door.

“Como in )" hecried.

Tho expression of my face must havo told
him that I came for no good to him; for tho
rioment he saw me enter, he rose as if he
wero stupefied.

“Ohl—is jtyou?’ o sfammored, put-

ting on n forced and sickly smile; * Idid
not expect to sco yow.” ‘Tho only anawer
I mado was to show him the lettor lio had
writton to Fatima, .

lo turned palo ; and aftor looking at tho
lotter for soveral moments, would have
sprung upon me; but Istopped him.

“Ifyou wiove another step,” I said, put~
ting my nand on my sword, “I'll kill you
like ndog! You area scoundrol! You
have murdered Dutertro! I was in thedis-
socting-room below, and heard all. Do not
deny it.  Your conduct towards this unfor-
tunato woman is odious. Listen! Imight
givo you up to justice, but your dishonour
would redound upon us all. Ifyou have
any courngo felt, destroy yourself. I will
give you till to-morrow ; 10-morrow, atseven
o'clock, if Lfind youliving, I will myselfdrag
you boforo the commandant.’’

I left himn without waiting for any answer,
and hastened to give orders to tho sentinel
to provent Licutenant Castagnac from leav-
ing the hospital on any protext. I gave the
same order te all the attendants, and made
them responsible for any negligence or
weakness. I then took my way to the place
whero I was accustomed to dine, as if no-
thing had lmli})cncd ; L was gayer than usu.
aly mdeed, and sat ab table till past eight
o'clock. Sinco Castagnac's crime had been
materially proved to me, I felt pitiless;
Raymond cied to me_for vengeance, and I
was determined that he should not cry in
vain,

After leaving the dinner table, I went to

a rosin sellor and bought a large toreh, such °
as our spahis carry on the occasion of their
night fotes. I then went back to hospital,
and directly descended tu the dissecting
room, taking caro to double lock the door
after me.  The voice of the muefzin announ-
ced the tonth hour, the mosques were de-
served, the night was profoundly dark.
Iseated myself before oneof the windows,

d | breathing the mild gusts of wind, and giving

myself up to tho reveries which had always
been so dear to me.  JTow much suffering,
Low many inquitudes, I Lad gone through
during thoe past fortnight! 1had endured
nothing like it during o whole of my pre-
vious existenco; and now I feltas if Ihad
escaped the claws of the Spirit of Evil, and
was enjoying the first taste of my reconquer-
ed liberty. b
Tinie passed thus ; the patrolhad already
twico relieved the sentinels, when suddenly
I heard the sound of rapid but stealthy steps
on th2 stairs, tiren & knock at the door. I
mado no answor. A febrile hand groped
for the key. “It is Castagnac!” I 3aid to
myself, whilommy blood ran cold. .
At the end of a couple of seconds, a voice
cried: “Upen the door!” Iwasnot deceived
—it was hie. Holistened for a while, then
tried to force onen tho heavy ouken
door.
A short silence followed, then & second
attempt. I kept myself mctionless, and
held 1y Lreat'.. Something fell upon the
steps, and then I heard the sound of ro-
treating feet. I had escaped death. But
what would he do next? Ior fear of a new
and moze violentattempt to burst open the
door, I drew the two heavy iron bolts with
which it was furnished. -
1 then went back to the window, whither

a strango and alarming seund had attracted
me. 1 looked cautiously out. A shadow
was moving in the darkness along theledgo
from which poor Dutertre had gono to de-
struction. Tho moon had risen on the
side of the city, and tho shadow of the hos-

ital was thrown broadly over the abyss;
hut I had no doubt that tho form moving

towards the window at which I wasstanding



