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Unfolding the papers, she found in each a!
tress of sliky bair; that in the pockot inscrib- |
ed « Dianc,” was black as a raven’s wing; In -
that marked «S8ylvandire,” it was & rich nut i
brown; that in the third was golden. !

« He Is not exactly constant,” sald the young :
girl, ¢but there are no charms 8o strong that |
they cannot be broken.”

Lifting her head Carmen caught sight of her-
self, radiant with beauty, in a small glass which
hung againgt the wall,

¢ AQ, ha!” she cried, “ namse, fortune, power,
eourtlers and flatterers, I will have them all,
and before very long.”

——

VIL
TANCRED AND DON JOSE.

W heun the young Frenchman awoke frox. the
Insensibly oondition in which we left him he
tound himself in bed in a strange room. At first
he remembered nolthing of what had passed the
pre~ious night. A queer sensaiion in his head
and a slight pain 1n his left arm attracted bisat-
tention, and feeling with bis right band he
found that bis head was bandaged. and that he
ha! evidnently béen bled. What was the mean-
Ing of it ? ’

By deyrees his memory returned, and he was
wble to recall one by one the events of the past
night, the gambling.house. his stroke of fortune,
the arrival of the street musiclans, the songs
and dances of the young girl, the roughness of
the man in the red coat, the quarrel and the
duel it led to, the flight of the Mexican and fin-
ally his own departire homewards. 8o far he
oonld remember, but here his recollection stop-
ped short. The rest was a blank.

After puzzling over the matter for some time
without arriving at any satisfac.ory conciusion,
ho was compelled to content himself with the
suppositlon that some of the gamblers had at-
ticked him for the sake of his winnings, that he
had been stunned, left for dead, and picked up
by some charitable passer-by. Thut he was in
good hands was évident.

As he ralsed himself on his elbow to look |
around him, the door opened and three persons
entered the room,

The first of these was an old gentleman, whose |
long white halr hung on either side of a face i
that bore unmistakeable traces of care aund
much apxiety, There was something extremely
sad In his countenance, which even {itx natural
kindiy exnression could nottemper. Evidently
its owner was weighed down by a dreadful
secref,

Another of the new-comers was Pablo, the
valeﬁ Who'had found the Frenchman !ying stun-
nad 1o the streat; and the last was the best, or
raiher the least unskilful of the physicians set-
tig} In Havana,

quehﬁk the yonng man awake and ritting up,
the old gentleman ad:iressed bim in Spanish.

« It gives me great pleasure, genor, to see that
you have recovered from a condition wuleb, I
assttre you, citiséd me no Ji:tle uneasiness.”

# Scnor,” ¢btayned Tancred, « how can I ever
thunk you sefMclently for your kindness in "’

¢ Chut! you 6we me no thanks,” reluraed the
other. « Fie, what I have done for you I would '
do for any maun I might find in the sorry plight '
in which you were found—.!ying for dcad in the
mildle of the strect. But, senor, esicem your-
sclf happy in velting over your acel lent with
no evil effecis,”

Tue doctor, who hal removed 1hs bandage
from the yoling man’s head, here joined in the
conversation.

* By to-morrow morning,” said he, ¢ our pa. |
tient will be able to be removed. The contusion |
on the skull has produced no inflam mation, !

|
|

thanks to the refrigerant application. The
pulse is calm; there is no feverishness what.
ever.” !

+ Thunks to my having blod the gentleman in |
time,” joined in Pablo triumphantly, I

Netther the host, doctor nor patient could re-
press a smiig at the worthy valet's enthusiasm
aud his unbounded confidence in his medical
silil, .

“ I beg,” raid Taucred, ¢ to thunk all those
who have contrivuied to my recovery, and to !
a~sure them of my sincere and eternal gratl. |
tude.” '

« Quce mure, senor,” replied tha host, « let
me remind you that you owe us no thanks, We )
have done our duty, vothing muore,”

¢ Do you feel any pain?” asked the doctor.

«“ Very little””

¢ And the head, how does it feel 7

“ Hoavy, that is all. T feel a littie stitf, as if
I had beett on & loug and heavy march.”

4« Ah! thét'is the naturnt consequence of the
blow you recetved, reucting on the nervous rys-
tem. Thut will go off in u few hours.”

« Well, doctor, what are your orders?” asked
the venerable host.

« Hum! our patient must be kept quiet, take
a little strenythening food every few hours,
and a glass of wine abt night, That is all that '
will be necesrary. In the morning he may
bave a couple of glasses of wine.”

Having thus pleasantly prescribed the phyei.
clan wiihdrew, followed by Pablo. The old geu- |
tleman remained by the patient's bed. ]

« Does it fatigue you to talk 2

¢ Not the least,” returned Tavered. ¢ On the '
contrary, I am anxious to tearn how I come to !
be {udebted for your houpliality.” 1

“Ablihough your acocent is perfect, [ belle ve °
that Tai not mistaken 1n suppostog that you |
ure no Spaniard,” enquired the other.

“Y i are right, sevor. 1 am a Frenchman, 1
ah otiicer in the navy, attached to tbe frigate

¢ Tuunderer” My nume {4 the Chevaller Tan-
Cred du Najuw,"

. beside me ?”

i econtinued Don Jowé,

« A Frenohman !I” exclaimed the hest, seizing-

bis guest’s hand. « Ab! how glad I am to be
able to be of nwe to you, and thus in a measure
to repay a portion of & debt of gratitude I owe
your countrymen.”

“ Ah! you have been in France, thep, senor

“Yes. The man to whom I owe the most
here beilow, a maan who bhas always beetr more
than & brother to me, 18 a Frenchman. But I
see vou dn not kpow who I am, My name is
José Rovero”

“Don José Rovero} the rich ship-owner I”
oried Tancred {n amagement.
ten times over, whose name 1s heard in ever,
port in the worid.” :

“ As you say, senor; the rieh ship-owner, the
millionaire ten times over,” returned the other,
with a tinge of bitterness in hls tone.

¢ Well, senor, n.w that we are known to
each other, allow me to ask how I came here.”

«Itis a very short story. Last night Annun-
H‘|. "

“ | beg your pardon, senor. Annunziata ?"’

“That i3 my daughter’s name. Annunziata
was returning in her palanquin from a ball, and
on reaching the end of the Cala de Paseo the
beuarers found two bodies lying in the road.”

“Two bodies I” marmured Tanored in amuze-

! ment.

“ Yes. Yourself and the body of a tall thin
man dressed in a red ooat, and holding, I am

told, 4n lﬂ: sword.”
[ «Hat th nék For

“You know him then 7" .
« I met bim lust night for the first tim® and

I then learned thut he is Don Ramirez Mazat. ']

lan, and that he gives himself out to be & colo-
nel in the Mexican army. I ean understand
that he attacked me from behind with the
double object of satisfying » desire for revengo
and for plunder. But how came he to be lying

« He was dead, senor.”

“Doad! How, dead ?”

« He had evidently been run through the
body.”

« How can that be ¢’

«“ Do I understand, senor, that it was not you
Who gave bim his coup de graoe "

# Alas, no. As you may have seen, the only
weapon 1 carried was a small dress rapier,
which was sheathed at the time 1 was attacked.
1 did not even know who my assallant was.”

*But who could have taken the pains to
punisn your would-be assassin, only to abandon
you afterwards 2’

“8ome robber, I suppose. I had a Jarge sum
of money upon me and this colonel was aware
of it. Nu doubt he followed me to take his re-
venga by ussassinating me, intending afterwanis
to rob me. Probubly some other ruffiun was
following him, aud when he had accom plished
his purpose ruffian number two fell upon him
and made off with the gold of whicu he had
robbed me. That is the only explanation of tho
affair that I can imagine. But let us return to
your story, senor.”

“What followed can easily be imagined,”
“ At first Annunziata was
very muca frightened, but finding that you were
not dearll she had you placed in the litter aud
broughi here. Now you are acquainted with all
that I know of the matter.”

“ Aud when may I be allowed Lo express my

i thauks to my saviour, the senorina Annun-

ziuta ?V

“As soon as you are strong enough to leave
your room,” .

« This evening then, I trust.”

«If not this evening, to-morrow.
beg you ta be eareful
perfectly.”

“ As you wish, Don José, but I assure you 1

I must
Take time to recover

I an: quite myself again.”

« Chevalier,” continued Don José after a mo-

| meut's silence, “ you ray that you are an oflicer

attached to the ¢ Thunderer,' She left this port
two mouths ago. Will you permit me to ask
how it comes that you are left behind 2”7

¢ Certainly, scuor. I ean easily satisfy you,
During our stay here I had a little bout with
one of my comrades—one of the deurest fellows
on earth, the Viscount Jean de Tremblay—in
which I got wounded.”

¢ Wounded once more! Do you puss your
time wholly In sword-exercise, chevalier ?’

“No, This was a little quarre! we had about
somo trifle or another—the color of a lock of
hair I was wounded, and poor Tremblay was
more sore over it than 1. However, the long
and short of it is that I was hauled up for re-
palrs, and nursed by a merchaut bere, a man of
the name of Sandric— Eloi 8andric.”

“ You fell into good hands, senor.”

¢ Indeed TdLl. He and bis wife treated me
as ir 1 hud been their som, and brought me
through.”

VIII.
THE OLD MAN’S PRAYER.

Tancred and Don José continued their conver. !

sation for some time, and the latter then wigh .
drew to allow hi« guest (0 take 2 Mmuch-neeged
rest,

In the large drawing-rooin ANDUNZiaty yoaq
anxiously awaitiog the result of her fatheptg
visit.
wards him,

« Well, fatlher, have you seen our patient

s Yes, enlld,”

w And how {s he ¢

wQuite weil ugain, 1 left bim inagreat hurry
to come and thunk you, He Inslstethat he o qq
Lls Life 10 you, and perhaps Do Ls Tiguw”

“The millionaire-

As he entered the apartment she flew (. |

| Of cluwaon velyet and ebouy,

« Did he tell you his name, father 7

« Yes, he is the Chevalier Tancred de Najac.”

# That i{s & French name, is it not

« Yes, and its bearer is a member of a noble
French family and a naval officer.”

« Then I am twice repayed for what I was
able to do for him, for I know you love France,
and the Freuch. I love France too, though I
have never been there,”

. ¢ Would you like to visit it, my child ?”

+# Oh ! 80 much, father. I often dream thatwe
are on the way.”

The old man smiled sadly.

“ Well, it is l1ikely that your dream will soon
be reualiz:d.”

«#Oh !” cried the girl in a burstof childish de-
light, clapping aer tiny hands, “That is good
news ! Howglad I am !

Tears stood in the old man’s eyes as he watch-
ed his daughter, but without noticing them she
rattled on.

« When we go,
friend—?"

s Philip Le Valllant, the ship.owner at
Havre, yes, child, we shallsee him. 1In all pro-
bability we shall partake of his hospitality.”

«How glad I shall be 10 see him, to thank
bim for his goodness to you. What a pity it is
he has no daughter, we would have been such
friends.” ‘

« He has a son, & young man of twenty-five,
named Oliver. He is, I am told, as handsome
as his dead mother was pretty, and he inherits
all his father’s nobleness of character.”

« Alas I” thought the old man, « how I have
dreamed of these children! Oliver and An-
nunziata, what a bandsome pair they would
have made. But now it 13 not to be thought of.”
And in his despalr Don José buried his fice in
his hands.

« What is the matter, father " asked the girl
1in alarm. ¢ Are you unwell ?”

¢ It is nothing, my dear, Merely a slight head-
ache.”

«Father, are you decelving me ? What has
gone wrong ?”

¢ Nothing, child, nothing is wrong.
should I deceive you. I have nothing to hide
from you, Iam in excellent health, and with
my child’s love all is well.”

Annuuziata replied with a kiss,

« And now, my child,” he continued “ I must
leave you, I have business to attend to which
csunot be postponed.”

« Mind you don't fatigue yourself, father.”

After affectlouately embracing his daughter
Don José left the apartment and sought the
privacy of his own room. As he closed the door
behind him and turned the key in the lock the
smiling expression he had assumed to re-asssure
Aunnunziata disappeared, giving place to one of
intense agony. His face became deadly white,
the forehead wrinkled by ilutense pain, and
black circles surrounded his eyes. Convu'sively
he pressed his two hands to the left side-of hie
breast, as if to repress the pulsations of-his
heart, -

«Oh! my God " hecried « how I suffer ! My
God, the tortures you impose upon me are
greater than man can bear !”

A frighiful spectacle, disfigured beyond recog-
nition, he dragged himself to an arm-chair which
stood in the middle of the room in front of a large
fron-wood writing-table, and dropped upon the
cushions, apparently insensible. Yet the agon-
ized expression stilli depicted on his face, the
trembling of his hands, and the quivering of his
eyebrows showed that he had not swooned and
that he still felt all the sharpness of the pains
which had seized him,

After a few minutes he moved. With a trem-
bling hand he seized a small key that hung by
4 hlack r.bbon from hisueck, and with it opened
one of the table drawers. From the bottom of
this drawer he took a small phial containing a
crimson tquid, and a littie goldan goblet ofabout
the capacity of a thimble, Filling the goblet
from the phial he eagerly swallowed the draught.
The etfect was miraculous. His nerves relaxed
from the rigidity with which they had been
svized, his eye.idy ceased toquiver, and a faint
tinge of color replaced for an instant the corpse-
like palior of his face, The crisis, whatever may
have been its cause, was over.

«QOnce more,” he faintly murmaured, I am
saved, and God has pity upon me, But it isonly
a brief respite. Death is not far off,[ feel, Ises
1t close at hand. For the last few days it has
been drawing nearer and nearer, and now it is
! ready to seize its prey.”

After a moment's silence he eontinued, half
| aloud, and in a tone of earncst supplication :

“ Ohmy God, God all-powerful, thou knowest
:that I have made the sacrifice of my life with.
"out rebelling, if not without repining. Thoa
i knowest that I accept with resignation, though

with anguish of soul, the cruel misfortunes
which unceasingly pursue me——misforiunes
that no one suspects, but which are breaking me
"'down, are killing me, Everyvthing is being taken
{ from me al once, oh my God. You take from
mu fortune, health, life, and perhaps honor. Re-
' fuse mie life, if thou wilt, but do not thourefuse
me my last, my only prayer.
"live until a reply comes from France telling me
that my beloved child has yet a future te look
' forward to, that she wiil have home and food in
a foreign laud—she, <L {my God, who I8 now so
_happy and thinks herself to be so rich, but who
may find herself, perhaps to-morrow, an orphan
“and a beggar, This I ask thee, oh God, pros-
trate belore thee. Wilt thou not grant me this,
oh, good and mercifut God. Wilt thou not grant
" this much to an unhappy dying father ¥’

Don José had prostrated himself before a large

tvory ereeifix whicrh hungonthe wa'l o £onne

shall we see your good

‘Why

Let me at least !

Aa b Tisaod &0,

enoce his heart and his hands toward the Divine
Crueified, big tears rolled down his pale, pinched
cheeks. For some time he remained in this hum-
ble posture with his eyes fixed on the emactat=d
figure that hung from the cross. Perhaps he
hoped for a miracle, and expected the ivory iips
10 open and address him,

‘When he rose again he was calm once more.

« Perhaps,” he thought, « Philip’s answer will
arrive to-morrow. If not to-morrow, the day
after ; and if_not then the day after that. At
tho utmost it must arrive within a montbh. God
will let me live till then, it is o little to ask of
Him to whom Eternity belongs.,”

He agnin seated himselfin his arm-chair, avd
leaning his elbows ou the table hid his face in
bis hands,

Was he meditating on the splendor of the past
and the darkness that overhung the future, this
future that was to be so short for him, and &0
long for his cherished daughter * Tears drop-
ped from his eyes and fell fast between his
tingers.

Is there any more afllicting spectacle than the
slght of an old man weeplng ?

. - . - L

The time has now come when we muat ex-
plain to our readers how it happened that Don
José’s real position was so very ditferent from
bis apparent situation, and why the wealthy
ship-owner was afraid of leaving his only child
without home or bread.

IX.
CIUDAD-REAL WINE AND ESTREMADURA HAMS.

We shall have to go very far back to trace
the antecedents of Don José Rovero.

Forty years before the events related tn the
last chapter took place, a French trading vessely
the « Marsouin,” from Havre, after having com*
pleted her landing, was riding at anchor in the
roadstead of Cadiz. The captaln, with thal
patience which should always have been fourn
among the cardinal virtues of the satlor of that
time, had for several days been awaiting #
favorable breeze. Still it came not, so 0UE
morning he ordered a boat to be lowered 8D
mapned by five sailors.

On the shore opposite the vessel, at a distance
of about a mile and a half from the outskirts o
the city, stood & small tavern, the rendezvous ©
the merry-makers of Cadiz, who were wont 10
resort thither for the purpose of discussing 1h¢
ciassic olla-podrida, with the accompaniments
of great siices of E-tremadura ham and wine 0
Ciudad-Real—a liquor with the color of lni‘l“f‘i
almost tha consistency of molasses, and po>”
sessing withal a charmingly penetrating odot
borrowed from the goat-skins in which it W&8
customarily stored.

It had so chanced that the captain of the
«Marsouin” one day dimed at this famous res
sort and had been greatly taken by both ba®
and wine. The teuder recollection of the#®
delicacies had served to pass many a Wwes!Y
hour.as he paced his deck in fruitless wam"ﬁ
for the wind, aud on the morning in ques"“’ts
be had made up his mind, as the substas®® as
better than the shadow, and as the forme’ % '
‘within bis reach, that it would bé a good tpl .
todo if he were to send for & eouple of N‘m{_
and a skin or twb of wine:. Hence the exr’ed1
tion which had just pot off from the ves™®!
with instructions {o bring bwok ‘four hams 80
stx skins.

After an hour’s rowing the men reached tbe
shore, and after beaching the boat, which thes
confided to the care of the youngest of their
number, four of them made their Way 'to the
posada, which stood some len minutes’ walk
from the shore.

Some thirty or forty paces from the boal
squatling in the shade of a bush, noIPillﬂily “'”&
gaged in Keepiug a flock of goals which roame®
at will arousd; 'but really absorbed in the pages
of a tatédeéd book that iay before him, &ab
a young ‘man of eigonteen or nineteen. A‘f
though he was clad in the most miserable rags
there was something noble In his appearanc®
which would have attracted attention apy-
where. The expression of his countenance Wa®
remarkably intelligent for one in his humbl®
situation.

Leit. alone, the young sailor drew a book from
his pocket, and throwing himself on the sands
also commeuced to read.

From time to time the two students g"&“c"d
at vach other, evideutly struck by the similarity
of their tastes. h |

Al the end of half an hour the four sailoré f‘;
turned, bringing the hams and wme-sk‘“t‘:
which they deposited in the bottom of the bO*‘v
Tuen, as the weather was warm, and L“';’;u
were tired with rowing, they agreed to rett a
to the posada with the jntention of attacking .
succulent olla-podrida and a few horns of wmu;

“We'll bring you your share,” they cried
their young comrade as they moved off.

“ It doun't matter,” he replied; «1amne
hungry nor thirsty.,” Aund so he réturned t0
reading. -

Hardly bad the four sailors entered the tave a
when three itl-looking fellows cawe 00t “"“
bugan to sneak towards the boat, how and the

ither
his

L
casting a glance behind them to make sure i’:;.
they were not followed. The young sallol‘.’ -

Ing the three mwen approaching hiwm In & Mo
ner that looked, to say the lenst, su=picloy
rose, replaced his book in his pocket, and sed o
himself on the bow of the bout. The men S:w.
came on, talking excitedly in an undel‘-wﬂn
They were now near enough for the young me"
to distinguish their evil countenances. W ho
They e e Lo Witiil five OF pia puces ot it
Tuny,




