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« Zephyr, Mr. Le Vaillant's man, says some
one wants to see you, miss.”

“Whoisit?”

«A poor man, a beggar apparently. He seems
to want to ask a favor of you.”

« Yousaid I could not see him ?”

“Yes, miss.”

A few minutes passed, and another knock was
heard.

Carmen uttered an exclamation ofimpatience.
The girl again left the room, but this time she
remained away longer than before.

« What is the matter now ?” asked Carmenon
herreturn.

« Zephyr once more, miss,
man will not go away—"

Carmen frowned.

« He will not go away ! a beggar, eh ? Let
them give him something and send him away.”’

« Zephyr wanted to do so, but he did not dare
m”

«Why not ?”

«Because the man says he comes from Ha-
vana, and that you know him, miss,”

Carmen felt her heart stop beating, and the
blood turn cold in her veins. Swift and stun-
ning as & thunderbolt the thought had struck
her :—He knows Annungiata ; all is over then!
But the Gitana’s nature was well tempered. Like
a good steel blade it bent only to rise again.
The first thought that followed was +—If he is
poor I can buy his silence.

«What shall I do, miss ?” asked the girl,

« Bring the man in, and leave the room both
of you,”

It seems that the

XXXV.
A RECOGNITION.

Carmen rose from her chair, and went to one
of the windows, where she leaned her burning
forehead against the glass. She was unwilling
to be seen, and recognized immediately by the
stranger. She was above all unwilling thatany
ery of surprise should escape her in the presence
of the servants.

The door was opened and the unknown enter-
ed. The two handmaidens had withdrawn, and
Carmen was alone with her visitor. Tbe latter
was a tall man, frightfully lean, and of a most
unprepossessing appearance. His dress consisted
of a most wonderful collection of dirty rags.

The stranger stopped on the threshold and
bowed. Thrae steps forward and bowed again,
this time more humbly than before. Carmen
did not move, so the stranger opened the con-
versation.

«Madam,” he said in a cracked volce, the lu-
dicrousness of which was heightened by a nasal
twang, « I venture to hope that you will not re-
fuse to recognize, in a wretched situation, a
fellow-traveller who is now the most unfortun-
ate of man—"

On hearing the stranger’s voice Carmen
started. The oloud disappeared from her face
as If by enchantment; for an instant her face

11t up.
« Master your surprise,” she said quickly, dis-
guising her voice a8 much as possible. ¢ Be

oareful not to let the faintest exclamation of sur-
prise escape you. If you are heard we are both
lost.”

Here she turned round.

The stranger started back, raised his hands,
and opened mouth and eyes in astonishment.

« My sister 1” he muttered.

« Hush!” whispered the girl, going swiftly up
to him and holding out her hand. « Hush, my
poor Moralas!”

« Carmen !” continued the Spaniard. ¢ Can
I belleve my eyes? Is it really you, Car-
men ?”

« For Heaven’s sake, not that name!"

“«Why not?"

« Because there is no such person.”

+«No such person!”

#No.”

« And you say that when 1 see you, when I
hear you talk, and when I hold your hand? "

«Come, come, Moralds, you thought I was
dead, did you not?”

«Yes, I thought so. And Heaven is my wit-
ness that I mourned you sincerely.”

«What a good brother,” said the girl ironi-
oally. «I did not expect less of you."—:¢ Well,”
she continued, ¢ your tears are not lost, Carmen
I8 really dead, and you no longer have & sister,
Morales.”

«Who then are you, if you are not my
pister ?

« Look at that dress,” and she pointed at the
white robe spread on the chair.

¢« 1t is & bridal dress.”

¢ Yes.”

«« What does it mean ?”

« It means that I am Annunziata Rovero, and
that in an hour I shall be married to Oliver Le
Vaillant, the sole heir to fifteen millions.”

«You, Carmen,” cried Moralés, half guessing
at the truth, ¢ You, my stster ! ”

«T tell you once more that your sister I8 dead ;
that there i8 no such person as Carmen.”

«T understand,” sald Moral@s, rubbing his
hands, “and I beg to offer Don José's daughter
my sincerest congratulations.”

« [ played my cards well, eh, Moralds ? ”

« I shonld think so—to win a game for fifteen

millions !
did it.”

« What have I to explain? The situation is as
plain as possible, Annunziats was to marry
Olivier Le Vaillant. So Annunziata, the sole
survivor of the shipwreck, who was saved by a .
miracle, is married to her betrothed, Nothing |
oould be more simple.”

“You are right,”

It 18 sublime ! But tell me how you

« And you, Moralés ? "
« 1 too was saved, as you see. It seems to me
that you thought I was lost."”

« Alas, yes!”

« And you mourned my loss?”

“A little.,”

« Well, you are straightforward, at all events.
But I forgive you with all my heart. You had
80 much to occupy yourself with that you had
no time to think of that poor devil, Moralds.
Now, what do you intend doing for me ?”

« hardly know yet. But within a few days
Ishall be able to find you a comfortable place
in the house.”

«Try to give me the stewardship of the pro.
perty. It is a place that would suit me first-
rate.”

« T don't doubt it. But I take too great an in.
terest in you to give you a chance of getting
yourself hanged. I will take care that you have
a good place with nothing to do. Don’t be afraid,
you will want for nothing.”

«Then I count on you. The place will be all
the more welcome as I have absolutely nothing
in the world.”

« What did you do with your money ?”

« Now you are touching me in a sore place.
Here Is my story. It is short and sad. When I
threw myself into the sea on the night of the
shipwreck, I was tied to a hencoop. Inside the
coop was a small cask which contained my
treasure. To all appearances we should have
sunk or floated together.”

«The notion was worthy of you. And then ?”

+During the whole of the day that followed
the loss of the « Marsouin,” we floated, the coop
the cask, and I, tossed hither and thiter by the
waves, which carried us far away from the
wreck. Although my cork belt and coop kept
be pretty well above water, ] was exhausted
with fatigue, hunger, and thirst, besides being
frozen to the marrow. Already I had givenmy-
self up for lost when I saw land a little distan-
ce away. The sight restored mv courage a little.
Collecting all my strength I swam for the shore.
I had almost reached it—there was only a reef
to cross—when unfortunately a wave threw me
on a rock. I lost all consclousness. When I re-
covered I was lying on the sand, whither I had
been thrown by the waves. But alas! the hen-
coop had been smashed to pieces on the rocks,
and my cask, consequently, containing every
penny I owned in the world, was at the bottom
of the sea.

« Poor Moralés,” said Carmen half pityingly
and half scarcastically.

«“ Ah, you have reason to say poor Moralds, for
I had not a penny left and I was in Spain where
1 might have been discovered and punished for
the numerous peccadilloes of my younger days.
Whatcould Ido? I had often heard, on board
the « Marsouin,” of the generosity of Philip Le
Vaillant. I resolved to go to Havre to apply to
him for assistance. I set out at once. I traversed
the whole of France on foot, begglng my way.
I arrived at Havre, this morning, broken with
fatigue and privation. I learned with profound
astonishment that I was not the sole survivor
of our shipwreck and that Annunziata was to
be married this very day to the sen of the ship-
owner. Convinced that she would receive Don
Guzman Moralés y Tulipano, the brother of
Madame de Najac, I asked to be admitted to bher
presence. I have now the honor to stand before
her.”

« I have listened to you with interest,” said
Carmen. * Now listen to me.”

«] am all ears.”

« You will admit that however cunning you
may be, I am still more clever than you are.”

« 1 allow that with all my heart. Your plan
to become Madame de Najac was really superb
and the magnificent business which you are
terminating to-day is & masterpiece.” °

«Then you consent to be ruled by me ?”

« Entirely. Only answer me one question.”

«Namely ?’'

« Will you make my fortune ?”

« 1 will make your fortune!"

« Very well. Iabandon myself toyou.
pose of Moralés a8 you will.”

« You will go out of this house without spe k-
ing to any one, and without answering any
question which the servants may put to you.”

« I will be deaf and dumb,”

« On the  harbor there is a modest inn that I
have remarked more than once in passing. Its
sign is a silver anchor. You will put up there,
after having dressed yourself in & suitable man-
ner. You will live comfortably. Have all you i
want, but do not attract attention to yourself.’ :

«That is easily done.”

« Go out as little as possible, Avold curlous

Dis.

the length of our interview.”

portance.”
« What is that ? ”
# To give me some money."”
« You are right.”

presents,

chiselled silver.
Carmen opened this casket.

a hundred thousand francs.

to his son’s bride after the signing of the con
tract.

Moralés.
The Gitano did not wait to be told twice.

laid them in the palms of her brother.

men.
« Yes—at least for the present.”
« Go now quickly, for time presses.”
« Only one word more,”
“« Well 27

riage incognito? ”

present.”

« That’s a pity—I should have wished—but
will obey.”

« You must.”

« Write me as soon as possible.’

« T will.,”

« Au revolr, Annunziata !”

« Au revoir, Don Guzman.”

two women.
« Finish my tollet.”

to the dexterous manipulations of the maids.
When the work was done, it was half-past te

o’clock, and the invited guests were arriving i
the parlors.

a light flashed in her eyes,
¢ Yes,” she murmured, ¢ I am beautiful.”

ready to receive Mr. Philip and Mr. Oliver.

welcome.” .

XXXVr
CONSUMMATUM EST.

son heard the word of invitation and imme
diately entered.

plete realization of the most impossible 1deal
met. One was charged with a tender languo:
a fond and ardent admiration.

Oliver drooped his eyes.
mind, and he whispered to himseif :

is not mine is already flying to the enchantress
Oh ! Dinorah ! Dinorah, my beloved, I amfun

you.”

Philip Le Vaillant.

ing before him, ¢ bless me.
your daughter.
happiness by my love for you.”

hear :
« And for him.”

kneel.

peopie, and manage 80 that no one will suspect
that you come from Havana, that you were on .
the ¢ Marsouin,” or that you are acquainted |
with me.”
« I will take care. But may I ask what isthe |
object of all these precautions.
« You would never guess.
tell you. I do not yet know what story I shall |
have to tell about you, and under what pretext {
I can bring you to my husband’s father-in-law. !
So it is important that you should not let fall '
any imprudent expressions which might be

used to contradict my story.

o iidght ! you are always right.” i

« As soon as possible I shall find the means to .
communicate with you, and to let you know ;
what conrse you are to take.” : :

« T ~hall wait patiently, and you may be sure .
that I will carry out to the letter any instrue-
tions you may send me.”

«In that case all will go well. Now, senor
Don Guzman, farewell, or rather, to the plea.
sure of seelng you again. For thetime fixed fo, !
the’wedding is at hand. My toilet {8 not finishe i

cheeks with his kisses.

«Oh! my dear child, your place is not at my

' feet, but on my heart whose love you share with

The blessing which you ask, I :
, give with all my soul. I will owe you the hap-

However, I will | piness of my declining years, for the dream of |

my life is being fulfilled. This is the happiest

Alas ! that your father is not

my son Oliver.

of all my days.
here to partake of our mutual joy.”

« My father,” muttered Carmen,  he beholds
He thanks

us from on high. He blesses us.
you.”

A considerable silence ensued, and the tears

flowed from the eyes of Philip Le Vaillant.
Finally, he exclaimed :
« O Annunziata, but you are beautiful ! ”
«If what you say 18 true,” replied Carmen,
« 1 am glad of it for his sake.”

Oliver took the hand of Carmen and bore it
to his lips, against which it pressed palpitating

and feverish.
The touch of that perfumed hand increased
o agitation ofthe youth and sent the blood up

and my waiting-women will be surprised at"
« Miss Annunziata thinks she has provided .

for everything,” said Moralés, smiling, ¢ and yet
she has forgotten one thing of the highest im-

Carmen went to a table, that was covered
with jewels and thinkets, same of the wedding

Among the heap of objects remarkable for
their richness or their elegance, there was a
aquare casket, of polished steel, with band of

It was full of new pieces of gold, amounting to

Philip Le Vaillant had himself brought them
« Hold out your hands!” said Carmen to

The young woman took ahandful of zold and

« Now you have all you waut ?” said Car-

« Do you authorize me to witness your mar-

« On the contrary, I positively forbid you to be

As soon as he has, gone, Carmen said to her

She sat down and yielded her splendid hair

Carmen let fall her dressing grown and put
on her bridal dress, with the help of the women.
Then going to the glass, she mirrored hersef in
its crystal depths. A smile rippled on her lips,

servant entired, inquiring whether she was

« Lot them enter,” she answered. « They are

From the adjoining room, the old man and his

For the first time they saw Oliver’s bride clad
in other than those trailing garments of mourn-
ing which added so much to herjpensive beauty.

Carmen, in her white bridal robes, Carmen
with arms and shoulders bare, Carmen crowned
with flowers and adorned with jewels whose
immense value did not exclude simplicity ofde-
sign, Carmen transfigured and radiant, appeared
before them like a dream, & madonna, the com-

The looks of the young woman and of Oliver
and an amorous electricity. The other expressed
He was troubled in
«Iam & coward and a felon. My heart, which

worthy of you. Forgive me, for I have betrayed

Meantime Carmen went forward to meet

« Father,” she murmured, in the act of kneel-
Iam to become
And I am worthy of this great
And she added load enough that Oliver might
The old man did not give Carmen time to

He bent over her, raised her up, pressed
her in his arms and covered her forehead and

bubbling to his brain, It seemed to him thab
he had drank a philter, or a draught of thosé
waters of Lethe which bring on pleasant forget”
fulness.,

Still Oliver did not forget Dinorah. Her imag®
still floated, however dimly, before his vision.

My daughter, my Annunziata,” resumed
Philip, « the hour approaches. Our friends and
relatives await your presence with impatience:
Are you ready and will you join them ?”

«1 amready, father, and whatever you desire:
I desire also.”

The old man offered his hand to Catmen 804
fn the company of her and Oliver, he descend
the magnificent stairway covered with velvel
carpet and fragrant flowers, crossed an antl-
chamber where a double row of lackeys, stood in
line and penetrated into the reception rooms
where a large number of the most importa?
persons of the town and neighhorhood was 85
- | sembled.

On the entrance of Carmen, a murmur of
wonder and admiration ran around the &
ment., She was 8o radiant, so dazzling, so €V}"
dently superior in beauty to all about, that evel
the ladies present forget to be jealous of her. op
the other hand, all the gentlemen envied the 10!
of Oliver. 3

Among the guests, the one on whom the beaut?
of Carmen made the deepest impression W
the Marquis George de Grancey, Governor of ! 0
City of Havre, for His Majesty Louis XV,
marquis was only twenty years of age, riek
brilliant, fascinating. He approached PhillP
Le Vaillant and asked to be presented to Carme®
without further delay.

Carmen had already noticed him,

L « He must be a courtisan,” she said. “ He
resembles no other man I have ever seen. T80’
ored was only a gentleman, This isa great lo!
And T dreamed that I should become the Wifé
of agreat lord. Oliver is ten times a millionair®
but he 18 not even noble.”

And the young woman sighed.

The hour approached. It was half-past €l¢
ven. The ceremony, as we know, was to t85°
place at noon.

The bells of the church were ringing. ':
workmen In the yards of Phillp Le Vailis?
fired blunderbusses. The ship In the harbor wer®
gay with bunting. All the in habitants weré !?
the streets to see the procession pass. {

Carmen, Philip, Oliver and the Governor °
the City took thelr seats on the velvet cushio’t
of the superb coach and the triumphant mar®’
to the church was opened. The journey od
pled considerable time, but at length the 88"
vestibule was reached. The Marquis de Gr8%’
cey alighted the first and offering his hand i
Carmen conducted her to the sculptured
dieu which awaited her at the changel railing o

The crowd poured into the church and talk
in a low voice,

« She is a madonna !” said some.

« She is a goddess ! ” said others.

«She is & wonder!” was the general
mark.

And they all added :

« How happy Oliver Le Vaillant must be.
- The wedding mass began. The BishoP 19

Rouen had come to Havre expressly to celebr® °
it. The organ thundered ; the perfumed
cense rose in spirals: the voices of the chant®
filled the nave with harmony. ne

At length, the prelate advancing toward ‘ny
young couple, demanded whether they muatu®
aI;(: freely accepted each other as husband
wife.

¢ Yes,"” replied Oliver,

¢ Yes,” replied Carmen. rds
. | The Bishop murmured the sacramental W°
and added: -
r «You are united before God, Love oné sp
other.” D,

These words were followed by a little sermoy’
simple and appropriate, Then the cel’emorge
was over, and the parties, followed by 8 1a

n
n

"

number of friends, went to the vestry 10 stg”

. | the register.
- All was done. W
Carmen the dancing girl, Carmen the wido {

of Tancred de Najac, had, unler the nam® .
Annunziata Rovero, enchained to her life th
existence of Oliver Le Vaillant. b

Moralds, hidden behind a pillar, had w";,,
ed at the marriage, spite of the formal prob!
tion of his sister.

When the ceremony was concluded, he T“b'_
bed his hands and returned o the Silver An
chor.

«Carmen has been working for both of
he said. «Caramba ! I am now & miliiona

(To be continued.)
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A VENETIAN GHOST STORY.

1

WEe were travelling in Italy, my friend Ps:,
Riverston and myself; our time was ouf o¥
we had well-filled purses, we were both b“’“,,d
with the same tastes—a love for the poetics! ;ne
beautiful in every phase—a love for the
arts; and we enjoyed our tour exceedingly: od

It was in the month of May, we red®,
Venice—I am not going to describe 1t—tb¢ & 5
of the silent waters; my story only rels
something strange I heard there. . the

I am not actuaily a believer in ghostd’ %s
vulgar legends of haunted houses, rappit¥ 4
night, &c., I utterly despise; but I do O™, o¢
cannot doubt, at times, spirita from 88% ).
world revisit this. There are too many %
authenticated storiss of guch associations for )
to doubt it ; and this old Venetian lege2s .
has been told for generations past must,
ing to human evidence, be true,




