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CORD AND CREESE. -

CHAPTER L
THE LETTER FROM BEYOND THE SEA.

Ox the morning of July 21, 1846, the Daily
News announced the arrival of the ship Rival
at Sydney, New South Wales. As ocean steam
navigation bad not yet extended so far, the ad-
vent of this ship with the English mail created
the usual excitement. An eager crowd beset
the post - cffice, waiting for the delivery of the
mail; and little knots at the street corners were
busily discussing the latest hints at news which
had been gathered from papers brought ashore
by the officers or passengers.

- At the lower end of King Street was a large
warehouse, with an office at the upper extremi-
ty, over which was a new sign, which showed
with newly-gilded letters the words : )

COMPTON & BRANDOMN.

The general appearance of the warehouse
showed that Messrs. Compton and Brandon
were probably commission merchants, general
agents, or something of that sort.

On the morning mentioned two men were in
the inner office of this warehouse. One was an
elderly gentleman, with a kind, benevolent as-
pect, the senior partner of the firm. The other
was the junior partner, and in every respect pre-
sented a marked contrast to his companion.

He had a faee of rather unusual appearance,
and an air which in England is usually consid-
ered foreign. His features were regular—a
straight nose, wide brow, thin lips, and square,
massive chin. His complexion was olive, and
his eves were of a dark hazel color, with a pe-
culiarity about them which is not usunally seen
in the eve of the Teutonic or Celtic race, but is
sometimes found among the people of the south
of Europe, or in the East. It is difficult to find
a name for this pecaliarity. It may be seen
sometimes in the"gipsy: sometimes in the more
successful among those who call themselves
** spirisual mediums,”” or among the more pow-
erful mesterizers. Such an eye belonged to
Napoleon- Bonaparte, whose glance at times
could maKe the boldest and greatest among his
marshals quail. What is it? Magunetism? Or
the revelation of the.soul? Or what?

In" this man there were other things which
gave him the look of the great Napoleon. The
contour of feature was the same: and on his
brow, broad and massive, there might be seen
those grand shadows with which French artists
love to glorify the Emperor. Yet in addition to
this he had that same serene immobility of coun-
tenance which characterized the other, which
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could serve as an impenetrable mask to hide
even the intensest passion. ’

There was also about this man a certain aris-
tocratic air and grace of attitude, or of manner,
which seemed to show lofty birth and gentle
breeding, the mysterious index to good blood or
high training. How such a man could have
happened to fill the position of junior partner in
a commission business was certainly a problem
not easily solved. There he was, however, a
man in appearance out of place, yet in reality
able to fill that place with success; a man, in
fact, whose resolute will enabled him to enforce
suceess in any calling of life to which either out-
side circumstances or his own personal desires
might invite him.

** The mail ought to be open by this time,” said
Brandon, indifferently, looking at his watch. *‘I
am somewhat curious to see how things are look-
ing. 1 noticed quotations of wool rather higher
than by last mail. If the papers are correct which
I saw then we ought to do very well by that last
cargo.”

Mr. Compton smiled.

¢ Well, Brandon,” said he,
show that vou are right. You anticipated a rise
about this time, vou know. You certainly have
a remarkable forecast about the chances of busi-
ness.

I don't think there is much forecast,” said
Brandon, with a smile, ‘‘it was only the most
ordinary calculation made from the well-known
fact that the exportation this year had been
slight. But there comes Hedley now,” he con-
tinued, moving his head a little to one side
to look up the street. ‘‘The letters will soon
show us all.”

Mr. Compton looked out in the direction which
Brandon indicated and saw the clerk approach-
ing. He then settled himself back in his chair,
put his hands in his pockets, threw one leg over
the other, and began whistling a tune with the
air of a man who was so entirely prosperous and
contented that no news whether good or evil
could greatly affect his fortunes.

In a short time the clerk entered the inner
office, and, laying the letters down upon the table
nearest Mr. Compton, he withdrew.

Mr. Compton took up the letters one by one
and read the addresses, while Brandon looked
carelessly on. There were ten or twelve of them.
all of which, except one, were addressed to the
firm. This one Mr. Compton selected from
among the others, and reaching it out in his
hand said:

¢*'This is for you, Mr. Brandon.”

‘“For me?" repeated Brandon, with marked

if it is so it will
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surprise; and taking the letter he looked at the
address with eager curiosity.
The address was simply as follows:

Lo Hrandon,
%a/ , cHiw %Ml 7%444

. The letters were irregular and loosely formed,
as though written by a tremulous hand—such
Jetters as old men form when the muscles have
become relaxed.

Mr. Compton went en opening the letters of
the firm without taking any further notice of his
partner. The latter sat for some time looking at
the letter without venturing to open it. He held
it in both hands, and looked fixedly at that ad-
dress as though from the address itself he was
tryiug to extort some meaning. :

He held it thus in both hands Jooking fixedly
at it, with his head bent forward. Had Mr.
Compton thought of taking a look at his usually
impassive companion, he would have been sur-
prised at the change which had taken place in |
him at the mere sight of that tremulous hand-
writing. - For in that he had read grief, misfor-:
tune, perhaps death; and as he sat there, paus—!
ing before he dared to break the seal, the con-|
tents of the letter had already been conjec-
tured.

Gloom therefore unutterable gathered upon:
his face; -his features fixed themselves into such
rigidity of grief that they became more express-
ive than if they had been distorted by passionate
emotions ; and over his brow collected cloud upon
cloud, which. deepened and darkened every in-
stant till they overshadowed all: and his fhce
in its statuesque fixedness resembled nothing so-
much as that which the artist gives to Napoleon !
at the crisis hour of Waterloo, when the Guard
has reeoiled from its last charge, and from that
Imperial face in its fixed agony the soul itself .
seems to cry, ‘“Lost!” “Lost!” |

Yet it was only for a few minutes. Hastily.
subduing his feeling Brandon rose, and clutch-
ing the letter in his hand as though it were too,
precious to be trusted to his pocket, he quietly!
left the office and the warehouse and walked up ;
the street. i

He walked on rapidly until he reached 2 large
building which bore the sign ‘* Australian Hotel.”
Here he entered, and walked up stairs to a room,
and locked himself in. Then when alone in his
own apartments he ventured to open the letter.

The paper was poor and mean ; the handwrit-
ing, like that of the address, was tremulous, and :
in many places quite illegible; the ink was pale;’
and the whole appearance of the letter seemed to ;
indicate poverty and weakness on the part of the
writer. By a very natural impulse Brandon|
hesitated before beginning to read, and took in
all these things with a quick glance.

At last he nerved himself to the task and be-.
gan to read.

This was the letter.

“BeraxDON, March 10, 1546.

““My pEAR Bov,—These are the last words'
which you will ever hear from your father. I am
dying, my dear boy, and dying of a broken heart;
but where I am dying I am afraid to tell you.
That bitterness I leave for vou to find out some
day for yourself. In poverty unspeakable, in an-

| vours.

' people.

' to-let me take what I wished.

CORD AND CREESE.

guish that I pray you may never.know, I turn to
you after a silence of years, and my first word is
to implore your forgiveness. I know my noble
boy that you grant it, and it is enough for me to
ask it. ~ After asking this I can -die content on
that score.

‘“‘Lying as I do now at the point of death, I
find myself at last freed from the follies and
prejudices which have been my ruin. The clouds
roll away from my mind, and I perceive what a
mad fool I have been for years. Most of all' I
see the madness that instigated me to turn against
you, and to put against the loyal love of the best
of sons my own miserable pride and the accusa-
tion of a lying scoundrel. May God have mercy
upon me for this!

‘I have not much strength, dear boy; I have
to write at intervals, and by stealth, so as not to
be discovered, for I am closely watched. e
must never know that I have sent this to you.
Frank and your mother gre both sick,and my
only help is your sister, my sweet Edith, she
watches me, and enables me to write this in
safety.

““I must tell you all without reserve before
strength leaves me forever.

‘“T'hat man Potts, whom you so justly hated,
was and is the cause of all my suffering and of
You used to wonder how such a man as
that, a low, vulgar knave, could gain such an in-
fluence over me and sway me as he did. T will

. try to explain.

‘¢ Perhaps you remember something about the'

. lamentable death of my old friend Colonel Des-

pard. The first that I ever heard of this man
Potts was in his connection with Despard, for
whom he acted partly as valet, and partly as
business agent. Just before Despard left to go
on his fatal voyage he wrote to me about his
affairs, and stated, in conclusion, that this man
Potts was going to.England. that he was sorry
to lose him, but recommended him very earnest-
1y to me.

“You recolect that Colonel Despard was
murdered on this vovage under very mysterious
circumstances on shipboard. His Malay servamt
Uracao was convicted and executed. Potts dis-
tinguished himself by his zeal in avenging his
master's death.

¢“ Abcut a vear cfter this Potts himself came
to England and visited me. He was, as you
know, a rough, vulgar man ; “but his connection

. with my murdereéd friend, and the warm recom-

mendations of that friend, made me receive him
with the greatest kindness. Besides, he had
many things to tell me about my poor friend, and
brought the newspapers both from Manilla and

" Calcutta which contained accounts of the trial.

It was this man's desire to settle himself
somewhere. and I gave him letters to different
He then went off, and I did not see
him for two years.

bought it at a low price, and the returus-from

' working it had exceeded hLis thost sanguifig ex-

pectations. He had just organized a compgny,
and was selling the stock. He came first to Me
I carelessly took
five thousand pounds’ worth.

¢ On the following vear the dividend was enor-
mous, being nearly sixty per cent. Potts ex=

s

At the end of that time he
‘returned with glowing accounts of & tin mine
i which be was working in Comwall. He had
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‘‘EDITH SHE WATCHMES ME, AND ENABLES ME TO WRITE THIS IN BAFETY.”
X - ; ,

plained to me the~éause, declaring that it was
the richest mine in the kingdom, and . assuring
me that my £5000 was worth ten times that sum.
His glowing accounts of the mine interested me
greatly.. Another year the dividend was higher,
and he assured me that he expected to pay cent.
per cent. o AN
* It was then that the demon of avarice took
full possession of me. Visions of millions came
" to me, and I determined to become the richest
- an in the kingdom. - After this ] turned ewv
- thing I had into money to invest in theinine.a?
sraised enormous sums_on my landed estate, and
" gt all that I was worth, -and meoge too, into the
speculation. I was inated, not:by this man,
but by the wealth tHai he seemed to represent.
I believed in him.to the utmost. . In vifa my
friends wamned me. I turned from them, and
quarreled with most of them. In my madness I
refused to Iisten to the entreaties of my poor
wife, and tarned’even against you. I can not
bear to allude to those mournful days when you
‘denounced that villain to his face befors me ;
when I -ordered you to beg kis pardon or leave
my roof forever; when you chose-the latter al-
ternative and became an outcast. My noble

KN

boy—my true-hearted son, that last look of ours,
with all its reproach, is haunting my dying hours.
If you were only near me now bow peacefally I
could die!

‘“ My strength is failing. T can not describe
the details of my ruin. Enough that the mine
broke down utterly, and' I as chief stockholder
was responsible for all. ‘I had to sell out ev
thing. The stock was worthless. The Hall and
the estates all went. I had no friend to help
me, for by my madness I had alienated th
all. . All this came upon me duriog the last
year.,

“But mark this, my son. This man Potts
was no{ruined. He seemed to have £TOWDn pos-
sessed of a colossal fortune. When I reproached
him' with being the guthor of my calamity, and -
insisted that be ought to_share 1t with a, o
scoundrel laughed in my face.

“‘The Hall and the estates were sold, for, un- -
fortunately, though they have been in our fam-
ily for ages, they were not entailed. A feeling
of honor was the cause of this neglect. They
were sold, and the purchaser was this man Potts,
He must have bought them with the money that

he had plundered from me,

-
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¢“Now, since my eyes have been opened, I
have had many thoughts; and among all that
occurs to me none is more prominent than the
mysterious murder of my friend. This man
Potts was with him at the time. e was chief
witness against the Malay. The counsel for the
defense bore down h
aged to escape, and Ugacao was executed. Yet
this much is evident, that Potts was largely ben-
cfited py the death of Despard. He could not
have made all his money by his own savings. I
believe that the man who wronged me so foully
was fully capable of murder. So strong is this
conviction now that [ sometimes have a super-
stitious feeling that because I neglected all in-
quiry into the death of my friend, therefore he
has visited me from that other life, and punished
me, by making the same man the ruin of us
both.

‘“The mine, I now believe, was & colossal
sham; and all the money jhat I invested in
stocks went directly to Potts.” Good God! what
madness was mine !

‘O my boy! Your mother and your brother
are lving here sick ; your sister attends on us all,
though little more than a child. ¢Soon I must
leave them; and for those who are destined to
live there is a future which I shudder to contem-
plate. Come home atonce. Come home, what-
ever you are doing. Leave all business, and all
prospects, and come and save them. ~That much
you can do. Come, if it is only to take them
back with you to that new land where you live, |
where they may forget their anguish.

““Come home, my son, and take vengeance.
This, perhaps, you can not do, but vou at least |
can try. By the time that you read ‘these words
they will be my voice from the grave: and thus
I invoke you, and call you to take venge-
ance.

“But at least come and save vour mother, !
vour brother, and your sister. The danger is
imminent. Not a friend is left.
aloof, indignant at me. This miscreant has his
own plans with regard to them. I doubt not: and

he will disperse them or send them off to starve

in some foreign land. Come and save them.

** But 1 warg xou to be careful about vourself ‘

for their sakes. Fot this villain is powerful now.
and hates you worse than any body. His arm
may reach even to the antipodes to strike you
there. Be on vour guard. Watch every one.

For once, from words whxch fell from him hasti- |

on him, but he man-

They all hold °

ly, I gathered that he had some dark plan against
you. Trust noone. Relyon yourself, and may
God help you!

*Poor boy! I have no estate to leave you
now, and what-I do send to you may seem to ¥ou
like a mockery. . Yet do not despise it. Who
knows what may be possible in these days of
science? Why may it not be possible to force
the sea to give up its prey?

“‘I send it, at any rate, for I have nothing
else to send. You know that it has been in our
family for centuries, and have heard how stout
old Peter Leggit, with nine sailors, escaped by
night through the Spanish fleet, and what suffer-
ing they endured before they reached England.
He brought this, and it has beer preserved ever
since. A legend has grown up, matter of
course, that the treasure will be recovered one
day when the family is at its last extremity. It
may not be impossible. The writer intended
that something should come of it.

¢“If in that other world to which I am going
the disembodied spirit can assist man, then be
sure, O my son, 1 will assist you, and in the
crisis of vour fate I will be near, if it is only to
communicate to your spirit what you ought to do.

“God bless you, dear boy, and farewell.

our affectionate father,
- ‘‘ RALPH BraxDON.”

This letter was evidently written by fragment-
ary portions, as though it had been “done at in-
tervals. Some parts were written leisurely—

lothers apparently in haste. The first half had
1been written evidently with the greatest ease.
! The writing of the last half showed weakness and
tremulousness of hand ; many words would have
| been quite illegible to one not familiar with the
handwriting of the old man. Sometimes the
iword was written two or three times, and there
were numerous blots and unmeaning lines. It
| grew more and more illegible toward the close.
Evidently it was the work of one who was but ill
able to exert even sufficient strength to hold’a
pen in his trembling hand.
In this letter there was folded a large piece of
" coarse paper, evidently a blank leaf torn from a
book, brown with age, which was worn at the
folds, and protected there by pieces of cotton
which had been pasted upon it. The paper was
' covered with writing, in ink that was much faded,
though still quite legible.
Opening this Brandon read the following :



-

CORD AND CREESE. ~

S

13




R T

CHAPTER IL ' !
A LIFE TRAGEDY. !

Not a word or a gesture escaped Brandom !
during the perusal, but aftex he had finished
he read the whole through twice, then laying it !
down, he paced up and down the room. His|
olive skin had become of a sickly jtawny hue,.|
his eyes glowed with intense lustre, and his’
brow was covered with those gloomy Napoleoni
clouds, but not a nerve was shaken. by the shock |
of this dread intelligence. .

Evening came and night: and the night passed, |
and morning came, but it found him still there |

pacing the room. :

Earlier than usual next moraipg he was at the
office, and waited for some time Defore the senior
partner made his sppearance. When he came
in it was with a smile on his face, and a general
air of congratulation to all the world. '

“Well, Brandon,” said he, cordially, ‘‘that
last shipment has turned out finely.
a thousand pounds. And it's all your doing. I
objected, but you.were right. Let me congratu-
late you.”

Something in Brandon's face seemed to sur-
prise the old gentleman, and he paused for a mo-
ment. ‘‘ Why what’s the matter, my boy ?” he
said, in a paternal voice. ‘‘ You have not heard
any bad news, I hope, in that letter—I hope it's
nothing serious ?” -

Brandon gave a faint smile.

¢ Serious enough,” said he, looking away with .
an abstracted gaze, ‘‘ to put a sudden end to my

~Aunstralian career.”
¢“Oh no—oh no!”
‘“‘not so bad as that.”

** I must go home at once.”

¢ Oh well, that may be, but you will be back
again. Take a leave of absence for five years if -
vou wish, but don’t quit for good. I'll do-the
business and won't complain, my boy. I'll keep
your place comfortable for you till your return.”"

Brandon's stern face softened as he looked at
the old man, whose features were filléd with the
kindest expression, and whose tone showed the
affectionate interest which he felt.

*Your kindness to me, Mr. Compton,” =aid
he, very slowly, and with deep feeling, ‘‘has
been beyond all words. Ever since I first came
to this country you have been the truest and the -
best of friends. I hope you know me well enough
to beliexg that I can pever forget it. But now
all thig/is at an end, and all the bright prospects
that I had bere must give way to the call of the
sternest duty. In that letter which I received
last night there came a summons home which I
can not neglect, and my whole life hereafter '
must be directed toward the fulfillment of that
summons. From mid-day vesterday until dawn
this morning I paced my room incessantly, lay-
ing out my plans for the fature thus suddenly
thrust upon me, and thongh I have not beeni
able to decide upon any thing.-definite, vet I see
plainly that nothing less than a life will enable |
me to accomplish my duty. The first thing for !
me to do is to acquaint you witlr this and to give '
up my part in the business:” .

Mr. Compton placed his elbow~on the table
near which he had seated himself, leaned his head
upon his hand, and looked at the floor. From
Brandon'’s tone he perceived that this resolution

-

said the other, earnestly ;

‘assistance ?

More than*

" bear it as best I may.
: selfish sorrow in the presence of vour greater
~trouble. I will rather do all in my power to

CORD -AND CREESE.

was irrevocable. The deep dejection which he
felt could not be concealed. le was silent fora
long time.

_**God knows, " said he, at last, ‘‘ that T would
rather hive failed in business than that this should
have happened.” .

Brandon looked away and said nothing.

‘* It comes upon me so suddenly,” he contin-
wed. ‘‘I do not know what to think. And
how can [ manage these vast affairs without your
For you were the one who did our
business. I know that well. I had no head for
it.”

“You can reduce it to smaller proportions,”
said Brandon; ‘‘that can easily be done.”

The old man sighed.

¢ After all,” he continued, ‘“it is not the bdsi-
ness. It's losing you that I think of. dear boy.
I'm not thinking of the business at all. -My

' grief is altogether about your departure. *[

grieve, too, at the blow which must have fallen
on you to make this necessary.”

** The blow is a heavy one,” said Brandon;
‘‘go heavy that every thing else in life must be
forgotten exeept the one thought—how to T~

. cover.from it; and perhaps, also,” he added. in
" a lower voice, ‘* how to return it.”

Mr. Compton was silent for a long time. and

with every minute the deep dejection of his face

and maunner increased. He folded his arms and

_shaut his eyes in deep thought.

*“My boy.” said’ he at last, in that same pa-
ternal tone which he had used before, and in a
mild, calm voice, ‘.1 suppose this thing can not
be helped. and all that is left for me to do is to
I will not indulge in any

coincide with vour wishes. ] see now. that you
maust have a good reason for your ‘decision, al-
though I do not seek to look into that rea-
SOn.

‘‘ Believe me,” sdid Brandon, ‘* I would show
vou the Jetter at once, but it is so terrible that I
would rather that vou should not know. It is
worse than death. and I do not even yet begin
to know the worst.” i

The old man sighed, and looked at him with
deep commiseration.

‘* If our separation must indeed be final. " said
be, at last, **I will take care that you shall suf-
fer no loss. You shall have your full share of
the capital.”

**I leave that entirely to you,"” said Brandon.

‘‘ Fortunately our business is not much scat-
tered. A settlement can easily be made, and I
will arrange it so that you shall not.have any
loss. Our balance-sheet was made out only last
month, and it showed our firm to be worth thirty
thousand pounds. Half of this is yours, and—"

‘‘ Half!” interrupted the other. ‘‘My dear
friend, you mean a quarter.”

The old man waved his hand.

‘] said half, and I mean half.”

‘I will never consent.”

*“You must.”

¢t Never.” )

‘““You shall. Why, think of the petty busi-
ness that I was doing when you came here. I
was worth about four thousand. You have bailt
up the business to its present dimensions. Do
¥ou suppose that I don't know ?”
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““1 can not allow you to make such a sacri-’

fice,” raid Brandou. .
‘‘Stop,” said Mr. Compton. ‘‘I have not
«aid all. I attach a condition to this which T
implore you not to refuse. Listen to me, and
vou will then be able to see.”
Mr. Compton rose and looked carefully out
into the office. There was no one near.

chair close to Brandon, began, in a low voice:
““You have your secrets and I bave mine. I
don’t wish to know yours, but my own I am go-

ing to tell to you, not merely for the sake of :

He"
then returned, locked the door, and drawing his
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me take her and go in search of him again. So
we went to India. After a long search I found
him there, as I had feared. in connection with
his old, vicious associates. True, they had changed
their names, and were trving to pass for honest

men.  Crocker called himself Clark, and Brigg:
called himself Potts. ™"

‘“Potts!” cried Brandon.
““Yes,"” said the other, who was too absorbed

.in his own thoughts to notice the surprise of

sympathy, but rather for the sake of your assist- :

ance.
why I came out here.
**My name is not Compton.

3 It is Henry
Lawton.

All my early life was passed at York.

I am going to tell you who I am, and :

for vears—in fact, during the childhood of my

bov.
“It was that boy of mine, Edgar, that led to

all my troubles. I suppose we indulged him too
much. [twas natural. He was our only child,

Brandon. ‘‘He was in the employ of Colonel
Despard. at Calcutta, and enjoyed much of hie
confidence.”
‘“ What year was this ®” asked Brandon.
¢¢1825," replied- Mr. Compton. *‘Crocker.”
be continued. ‘* was acting as a sort of shipping
agent, and my son was his clerk. Of course, my

 first efforts were directed toward detaching my

There I married, had a sonsand lived happily : son from these scoundrels. 1 did all that I could.

I offered to give him half of my property. and

' finally all, if he would only leave them forever

and so we ruined him.' He got bevond our con- .
trol at last, and used to run'wild about the streets -

of York.
was too late.

I did what I could to save him, but it .

** He went on from bad to worse, until at last

he got in with a8 set of miscreants who were
among the worst in the country. My God! to
think how my boy. once a sweet child, could
have fallen <0 low. But he was weak, and easily
led. and so he went on from bad to worse.

**1 can not bear to go into perticulars,” said
the old man, after a long pause. ‘‘I will come
at once to the point. My poor, wretched boy
got in with these miscreants, as [ was telling vou,
and T did not see him from one month’s end to
another. At last a great burglary took place.
Three were arrested. Among these two were
4ld offenders, hardened in vice. the one named
Briggs, the other (Cmcker: the third was my un-
happy boy.”

The ld man was silent for some time.

** I do not think. after all. that he was guilty:
but Briggs turned King's Evidence, and Crocker
and my son were condemped to trapsportation
There was no belp.

** [ sold out all I had in the world. and in com-
pliance with the entreaties of my poor wife, who
nearly went mad with grief, I came out here. [
changed my name to Compton. My boy's term
was for three vears. I began a basiness out here,
and as my boy behaved well he was ablé to get
permission to ‘hire nut as a servant. I took him
nominall_v as my servant. for no one knew that

he was my son, and so we had him with as
awai

=

n.
I hoped that the bitter lesson which he had
learned would prove béneticial, but I did not know
the strength of evil inclinations. As long as his
term of :mprisonment lasted he was content and
behaved well: but at last, when the three vears
were up.. he began to grow restive. Crocker was
freed at about the same time. and my boy fell
again under his evil influence. This lasted for
about a vear, when, at last. one morning a letter
was brought me from him stating that he had
gone to India.

““ My poor wife was again nearly dictracted
She thought of nothing bat her boy. sShe made

R

. her son.

and come back. The wretched boy refased. He

“@id not appear to be altogether bad. but he had
a weak nature, and could not get rid of the in-
fluence of these men.

‘I staid in India a year and a half, until I
Sfound at last that there was no hope. I could
find nothing te do there, and if I remained I
would have to starve or go out to service. This
I could not think of doing. So I prepared to
come back here. But my wife refused to leave
She was resolved, she said, to stay by
hip tii the last. I tried to dissuade her. but
could not move her. I told her that I could not
be a domestic. She said that she could do even
that for the sake of her boy. And she went off
at once, and got a sitnation as nurse with the
same (‘olonel Despard with whom Briggs. or. as
be called himself, Potts, was staying.

** What was the Christian name of this Potts *”
asked Brandon, calmiy.

‘* John—John Potts.”

Brandon said nothing further. and Compton
resumed.

** Thus my wife actually left me. T could not
stay and be a siave. ~o [ made her promise to
write me. and told her that [ wouid send her a<
much money as [ could. “he clung to me half
broken-hearted as I left her. Our parting was
a bitter cne—bitter enough: but I would rather
break my heart ‘with gref than be a servant.
Besides. she knew that whenever she came back
my heart was open to receive her.

T came hack to my lonely life eut here and
lived for neariv two vears. At last, in Septem-
ber 1-2%, a mail arrived from India bringing a
letter from my wife. and Indian papers. The
news which they brought well-nigh drove me
mad. "

Compton baried bis face in his hands and re-
mained silent for some time.

**You couldn’t have been more than a ¢hild
at that time, but perhaps vou may have heard
of the mysterious murder cof Colonel Des-

He looked inquiringly at Brandon, but the lat-
ter gave no sign.

**Perhaps not.” he rontinned — ‘*no: you
were too young, of course. Well, it was in the
Pishnn, a8 bng in which the Colonel had em-
barked for Manilla The brig was laden with
hogshead staves and box shooks, and the Col-
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* THEKE'S SOME MYSTEKT ABOCT IT WHICH I CAN'T FATHOM.”

onel went there partly for his health, partly on"

business, taking with him his valet Potts.”
““What became of his family?” interrupted
Brandon.

wife had died not long before this at one of
the hill stations, where she had gone for her
health. Grief may have had something to do

with the Colonel’s voyage, for he was very much '

attached to his wife. .
¢« Mails used only to come at long intervals in
ose~days, and this one brought the account

not only of the Colonel’s fate, but of the trial at

Manilla\and the execution of the man thgt was
condemped.
“It was a very mysterious case. In the

month of July a boat arrived at Manilla which .

carried the crew and one passenger from the brig

Vishnu. One of the men, a Malay named Ura-

cao, was in irons, and he was immediately given
up to the authorities.”
‘“Who were the others ?” :
“Potts, as he called himself, the Colonel's
valet, Clark, three Lascars, and the Captain, an

Italian named Cigole. Information was at once .

laid against the Malay. Potts was the chief wit-
ness. He said that he slept in the cabin while
the Colonel slept in an inner state-room: that

: one morning early he was roused by a frightful
« He had a son in England at school. His'

shriek and saw Uracao rushing from the Col-

' onel’s state-room. He sprang up, chased him,

and caught him just as he was about to leap
overboard. His creese covered with blood was
in his hand. The Colonel, when they went to
look at him; had his throat cut from ear to ear.
Clark swore that he was steering the vessel and
saw Potts catch Uracao, and helped to hold him.
The Captain, Cigole, swore that he was waked
by the noise, and rushed out in time to see this.

" Clark had gone as mate of the vessel. Of the

Lascars, two had been down below, but one was
on deck and swore to have seen the same. Om
this testimony Uracao was condemned and exe-
cuted.”

““How did they happen to leave the brig?”

¢ They said that a great storm came up about
three days’ sail from Manilla, the vessel sprang
a leak, and they had to take to the boat. Their
testimony was very clear indeed, and there were
no contradictions ; but in spite of all this it was
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felt to be a very mysterious case. and even the
exhibition of the Malay creese, carefully cov-
ered with the <tains of blood, did not altogether
dispel this feeling.”

¢* Have you got the papers vet, or are there any
in Sydney that contain an account of this affair ¥

<’ have kept them all. Y ou may read the
whole case if you care about it.

¢* I should like to, very much,” said Brandon,
with great calmness.

“When I heard of this before the maik-was "

opened I felt an agony of fear lest my miserable
bov might be implicated in some way." To my
immense relief his name did not occur at all.”
* You got a letter from your wife " said Bran-
don. mtem)gumelv
“* Yes, " said the old man, with a sigh. ‘* The
last that I ever received from her. Here it is.”
And, saving this, he opened his pocket-book and
took out a letter, worn and faded, and blackened
by frequent readings.
Brandon took it respectfully. and read the fol-
lowing:
“ CALCTTTA, August 15, 1528,
¢“ My pearesT HeNry,—DBythe papers that
I send vou, you will see what has occurred. Our
dear Edgar is well, indeed better than usual, and
1 would feel much cheered if it were not for the
sad fate of the poor Colonel. This isthe last let-
ter that vou will ever receive from me. I am
going to leave this country never to return, and
do not vet know where 1 will go. Wherever I
2o I will be with my darling Edgar. Do not
worry about me or about him. It will be better
for vou to try and forget all about us. since we
are from this time the same as dead to vou.
Good-by forever, my dearest husband: it shall
be my daily prayer that God may bless vou.
** Your affectionate wife, Mary.”

Brandon read this in
back.

¢ A strange letter,” said Compton. mournful-
ir. ‘" At frst it gave a bitter pang to think of
my Marv thus giving me up forever, so coidly.
and for no reason: but afterward I began to un-
derstané why she wrote this.

** My belief is, that these villains kept m¥ son
in their ciutches for some gnod reason. and that
theyr had some equally good reason for keeping
her. There's some mystery about it which I
can’t fathom. Perhaps she knew too much about
the Colonel’'s affairs to be allowed to go free.
They might have detained her hy working upon
her love for her son, or simply by terrifving her.
She was alwars a timid soul, poor Mary. That
letter is not her composition : there is not a word
there that sounds like her, and they no doubt told
her what to write, or wrote out something, and
made her copy it.

** And now, " said Compton. after another long
pause, ** I have got w0 the end of my story. 1
know nothing more about them. I have lived
bere ever since. at first despairing. but of late
more resigned to my jot. Yet stiil if I have one
desire in life it is to get some trace of these dear
ones whom I still love as tenderly as ever. You,
my dear boy. with your ability may conjecture
some wav. Besides, you will perhaps be travel-
ing more or less, and may be able to hear of
their fate. This is the condition that I make.
I implore you by vour pity for a heart-broken

silence, and handed it

father to do as T say and help me. Half! why,
1 would give all that 1 have if I could fot them
back again.”

Brandon shuddered perceptibly at the words
‘‘heart - broken father:” but he quickly recov-
ered himself He took Compton's hand end
pressed it warmly.

** Dear friend, I will make no objection to any
thing. and I promise you that all my best efforts
shail be directed toward finding them out.””

*Teil them to come to me, that I am rich,
and can make them happy.”

**I'll make them go to you if they are alive,”
said Brandon.

*God biess you:" ejaculated the old man,
fervently.

Brandon spent the greater part of that day in
making business arrangements, and in rutLl;
the papers which Compton had preserved con-
taining an account of the Despard murder.

It was late at night before he returned to his
hotel. As he went into the hall he saw a stran-
ger sitting there in a lounging astitude reading
the Sydney Vews.

He was a thin, smali~sized man, with a foreign
air, and quick. restless manner. His features
were small. a heavy beard and mustache covered
his face. his brow was low. and his eyes black
and twinkling. .\ sharp. furtive glamce which
he gave at Brandon attracted the attention of the
latter, for there was something in the giance
that meant more than idle curiosity.

Even in the midst of his cares Brandon's curi-
osity was excited. He walked with assumed in-
difference up to the desk as though Jooking for the
kev of his room. (Glancing at the hotel book his
eve ranged down the column of names till it rest-
ed on the last one,

** Pietro Cigole.”

—Cigole the name brought singular associa-
tions. Had this man still any connection with
Potts? The words of his father’s letter rushed
into his mind—'- His arm may reach evea to
the antinodes to strike you. Be on vour guard.
Watch everv one. iie has some dark plan
against vou .

TWith “dece though
went up to his room.

:s in kis mind Brandon

—_——

HAPTER TIL
A MAN OVERBOARD!"

I~ so small a town as Svdney then was Bran-
don couid hope to iearn ail that could be iearned
about Cigole. By casual inquiries he learned
that the Italian had come out in the Rival and
had given out that he was agent for a London
house in the wool business. He had bought up
a considerable quantity which he was preparing
to ship.

Brandon could not help feeling that there was
some ruse about this. Yet he thought. on the
other hand. why should he flaunt his name so
boldly before the world ?  If he is in reality fol-
lowing me why should he not drop his name?
Bat then, again, why should he? Perhaps he
thinks that I can not possibly know any thing
about his name. Why should I? I was a child
when Despard was murdered. It may be merely
a similarity of names.
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Brandon from time to time had opportunities
of hearing more about Cigole, yet always the man
seemed absorbed in business.

He wondered to himself whether he had better
confide his suspicions to Mr. Compton or not.
Yet why should he? The old man would become
excited, and feel all sorts of wild hopes about
discovering his wife and son. Could it be possi-
ble that the Italian after so many years could
now,afford any clew whatever? Certainly it was
not very probable.

On the whole Brandon thought that this man,
whoever he was or whatever his purpose might
be, would be enconntered best by himself singly.
If Mr. Compton took part he would at once
awaken Cigole's fears by his clumsiness.

Brandon felt quite certain that Mr. Compton
would not know any thing about Cigole's presence
in Sydney unless he himself told him. For the
old man was so filled with trouble at the loss of
his partner that he could think of nothing else,
and all his thoughts were taken up with closing
up the concern so as to send forward remittances
of money to London as soon as possible. Mr.
Compton had arranged for him to draw £2000
on his arrival at London, and three months after-
ward £3600—£10,000 would be remitted during
the following year.

Brandon had come to the conclusion to tell
Mr. Compton about Cigole before he left, so that

if the man remained in the country hre might be |.

bribed or otherwise induced to tell what he knew ;
vet thinking it possible that Cigole had designed
to return in the same ship with him, he waited
to see how things would turn out. As he could
not help associating Cigole in his mind with
Potts, so he thought that whichever way he
turned this man would try to follow him. His
anticipations proved correct. He had taken pas-
sage in the ship Java, and two days before the
vessel left he learned that Cigole had tzken his
passage in her also, having put on board a con-
siderable quanti:y of wool. On the whole Bran-
don felt gratified to hear this, for the close asso-
ciation of a long sea voyage would give him op-
portunities to test this man, and probe him to
the bottom. The thought of danger arising to
himself did not enter his mind. 1le believed that
Cigole meant mischief, but had too much confi-
dence in his own powers to fear it.

On the 5th of August the ship Jare was
ready, and Mr. Compton-stood on the quarter-
deck to bid good-by to Brandon.

““God bless you, dear boy! You will find the
money coming promptlx and Smithers & Co.’s
house is one of the strongest in London. I have
brought you a parting gift,” said he, in a low
voice. lie drew from his pocket a pistol, which
in those days was less known than now—indeed,
this was the first of its kind which had reached
Australia, and Mr. Compton had paid a fabulous

- price for it. “‘Here,” said he, *‘take this to re-
member me by. They call it a revolver. Here
is & box of patent cartridges that gownh it. It
is from me to you. And mind,” he’continued,
while there came over his face a vengeful look
which Brandon had never seen there before—
** mind, if ever you see John Potts, give him one
of those patent cartridges, and tell him it is the
last gift of a broken-hearted father.”

Brandon's face turned ghastly. and his lips
seemed to freeze into a smile of deadly meaning.
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‘‘God bless you!” cried Compton, ‘I see by
your face that you will do it. Good-by.”
hHe wrung Brandon’s hand hard and left the
shi

About six feet away stood Cigole, looking over
the stern and smoking a cigar. He was near
enough to hear what had been said, but he did
not appear to have heard it. ‘Throwing his cigar
into the water, he plunged his hands into his
pockets, and began whistling a lively air.

‘¢ Aha, Capitano,” said he, in a foreign accent,
‘I have brought my wool off at last.”

] ]Ifnmdon paced the deck silently yet watch-
ullv

The good ship Java went out with a fine
breeze, which continued for some days, until at
last nothing could be seen but the wide ocean.
In those few days Brandon had settled himself
comfortably on board, and had learned pretty well
the kind of life which he would have to lead for the
next six months or so. The captain was a quiet,
amiable sort of a person, without much force of
character ; the mate was more energetic and
somewhat passionate ; the crew consisted of the
average order of men. There was no chance,
certainly, for one of those conspiracies such as
Mr. Compton had hinted at as having taken place
on the Visknu; for in his account of that affair
he evidently believed that Uracao had been made
a scape-goat for the sins of the others.

Brandon was soon on the best of terms with
the officers of the ship. As to Cigole it was dif-
ferent. The fact of their being the only passen-
gers on board might of itself have been a suffi-
cient cause to draw them together; but Brandon
found it difficult to pass beyond the extremest
limits of formal intercourse. Brandon himself
considered that his purposes would be best served
by close association with this man; he hoped that
in the course of such association he might draw
something from Cigole. But Cigole batfled him
constantly. He was as polite and courteous as
all Italians are; he had an abundance of remarks
all ready about the state of the weather, the pros-
pects of the vovage, or the health of the seamen;
but beyond these topics it was difficult to induce
him to go. Brandon stified the resentment which

he felt tow: this man, in his efforts to break
arriers of formality which he kept up,
and sought to draw him out on the subject of the

wool trade. Yet here he was baffled. - Cigole
always took up the air of a man who was speak-
ing to a rival in business, and pretended to be
very cautious and guarded in his remarks about
wool. as though he feared that Brandon would
interfere with his prospects. This sort of thing
was kept up with such great delicacy of man-
agement on Cigole's part that Brandon himself
would have been completely deceived, and would
have come to consider him as nothing more than
a speculator in wool, had it not been for a certain
deep instinct within him, which made him re-
gard this man as one who was actuated by some-
thing far deeper than mere regards for a success-
ful speculation.

Cigole managed to baffle the most dextrous
efforts and the most delicate contrivances of
Brandon. He would acknowledge that he was
an Italian, and had been in: all parts of Italy, =™
but carefully refrained from telling where he was
born. He asserted that this was the first time
that he had been in the Eastern seas. He re-
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marked once, casually, that Cigole was a very!
common name among Italians. He said that
he had no acquaintances at all in England, and
was only going there now because he heard that
there was a good market for wool. At another
time he spoke as though much of his life had
been passed in Marseilles, and hinted that he
was a partner of a commercial house there.
Cigole never made any advances, and never
even met half-way those which Brandon made.
He was never off his guard for one instant.
Polite, smiling, furtive, never looking Brandon

fairly in the face, he usually spoke with a profii-3-

sion of bows, gestures, and commonplaces, adopt-
ing, in fact, that part which is always at once
both the easiest and the safest to play—the non-
committal, pure and perfect.

It was cunning, but low cunning after all, and
Brandon perceived that, for one who had some
purpose to accomplish with but a common soul
to sustain him, this was the most ordinary way
to doit. A villain of profounder cunning or of
larger spirit would have pursued a different path.
He would have conversed freely and with ap-
parent unreserve; he would have yielded to all
friendly advances, and made them himself; he
would have shown the highest art by concealing
art, in accordance with the hackneyed proverb,
‘¢ Ars est celare artem.”

Brandon despised him as an ordinary villain,
and hardly thought it worth his while to take
any particular notice of him, except to watch
him in a general way. But Ci on the con-
trary, was very different. His eves{which never
met those of Brandon fairly, were constantly
watching him. 'When moving about the quar-
ter-deck or when sitting in the cabin he usually
had the air of a man who_ was pretending to be
intent on something else, but in reality watching
Brandon’s acts or listening to his words. To
any other man the knowledge of this would have

“tion,

been in the highest degree irksome. But to
Brandon it was gratlfsmg since it conﬁrmedl
his suspicions. He saw this man, whose con-|
stant efforts were directed toward not commit- !
ting himself by word, doing that very thing by |

: storm worse.
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any violence. So Brandon concluded that he
had simply come to watch him so as to learn his
character, and carry back to Potts all the knowl-
edge that he might gain.

"This was his conclusion after a close associa-
tion of one month with Cigole. Yet he made up
his mind not to lose sight of this man. To him
he appeared only an agent in villainy, and there-
fore unworthy of vengeance; yet he might be
made use of as an aid in that vengeance. He
therefore wished to have a clew by Whl(.‘h he
might afterward find him.

**You and I,” said he one day, in conversa-
“are both in the same trade. If I ever
get to England I may wish some time to see you,
Where can I tind you ?”

Cigole looked in twenty different directions,
and hesitated for some time.

¢“Well,” said he at last, ‘I do not think that
you will wish to see me—" and he hesitated;
“but,” he resumed, with an evil smile, ‘‘if yon
should by any possibility wish to do so, you can
find out where I am by inquiring of Giovanni
Cavallo, 16 Red Lion Street, London.”

‘¢ Perhaps I may not wish to,” said Brandon,
coolly, ‘‘and perhaps I may. At any rate, if I
do, 1 will remember to inquire of Giovanni Ca-
vallo, 16 Red Lion Street, London.”

He spoke with deep emphasis on the address.
Cigole looked uncomfortable, as though he had
at last made the mistake which he dreaded, and
had committed himself

So the time passed.

After the first few days the weather had be-
come quite stormy. Strong head-winds, accom-
panied often by very heavy rains, had to be en-
countered. In spite of this the ship had a very
good passage northward, and met with no par-
ticular obstacle until her course was turned to-
ward the Indian Ocean. Then all the winds
were dead against her, and for weeks a sacces-
sion of long tacks far to the north and to the
south brought her but a short distance onward.
Every day made the wind more violent and the
And now the season of the equi-
nox was approaching, when the monsoons change,

his attitude, his gesture, and the furtive gl-mce and all the winds that sweep over these seas alter
- of his eye. Brandon, too, had his part, but it| their courses. For weeks before and after this
was mﬁmtelv greater than that of Cigole, and season the winds are all unsettled, and it seems
the purpose that now animated his life was un- ) as if the elements were let loose. From the
intelligible to this man who watched him. But| first week in September this became manifest,
Cigole’s whole soul was apparent to Brandon: | and every day brought them face to face with
and by his small arts, his low cunning, his sly | sterner difficulties. Twice before the captain
observation, and many other peculiarities, he ex- | had been to Australia; and for vears he had
hibited that which is seen in its perfection in the | been in the China trade; so that he knew these
ordinary spy of despotic countnes, such as used | seas well; but he said that he had never known
to abound most in Rome and Naples in the good | the equmocnal storms begin so early, and rage
old days. with such violence.

For the common spy of Europe may deceive|{ Opposed by such difficulties as these tbe ship
the English or American traveler; but the | made but a slow passage—the best routes had
Frenchman, the German, the Spaniard, or the | not vet been discovered—and it was the middle
Italian, always recognizes bim. :of September before they entered the Indian

So Brandon's superior penetranon discovered Ocean. The weather then became suddenly
the true character of Ci i calm, and they drifted along beyond the latitude

He believed that this m:m was the same Cigole | of the western extremity of Java, about a hun-
who had figured in the affair of the hslmu, ! dred miles south of the Straits of Sunda. Here
that he had been sent out by Potts to do some | they began to encounter the China fieet which
injury to himself, and that he was capable of any j steers through this strait, for every day one or
crime. Yet he could not see how he could do: more sails were visible.
any thing. He certainly could not incite the sim-| Here they were borne on helplessly by the
ple-minded captain and the honest mate to con- ! ocean currents, which at this place are numerous
spiracy. He was too great a coward to attempt ' and distracted. The streams that flow throngh

24
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the many isles of the Indian Archipelago, uniting
with the greater southern streams, here meet and
blend, causing great difficulties to navigation,
and often bafling even the most experienced sea-
man. Yet it was not all left to the currents, for
frequently and suddenly the storms came up;
and the weather, ever changeful, kept the sailors
constantly on the alert.

Yet between the storms the calms were fre-
quent, and sometimes long continued, though of
such a sort as required watchfulness. For out
of the midst of dead calms the storm would sud-
denly rise in its might, and all the care which
experience could suggest was nof always able to
avert disaster.

¢‘I don’t like this weather, Mr. Brandon. It's
the worst that we could have, especially just
here.” .

‘“Why just here ?”

““Why, we're opposite the Straits of Sunda,
the worst place about these parts.” '

‘““What for ?”

‘‘Pirates. The Malays, you know. We're
not over well prepared to meet them, I'm afraid.
If they come we'll have to fight them the best
way we can; and these calms are the worst thing
for us, because the Malay proas can get along
in the lightest wind, or with oars, when we can’t
move at all.”

‘¢ Are the Malays any worse than usual now ?”
asked Brandon.

¢‘ Well, no worse than they’ve been for the last
ten years. Zangorri is the worst of them all.”

‘“Zangorri! I've heard of him.”

‘I should think you had. Why, there never
was a pirate in these seas that did so much dam-
age. No mortal knows the ships that devil has
captured and burned.”

‘I hope you have arms for the seamen, at any
rate.”

¢“Oh, we have one howitzer, and small-arms
for the men, and we will have to get along the
best way we can with these; but the owners
ought never to send us here without a better
equipment.” = .

‘I suppose they think it would cost too much.’”

““Yes; that’s it. They think only about the |

profits, and trust to luck for our safety. Well,
I only hope we'll get safely out of this place—
that's all.”

“ Why did he call it Coffin Island ?~

‘“Well, he thought that rock looked like a
coffin, and it’s dangerous enough when a fog
comes to deserve that name.”

Brandon looked earnestly at the island which
the captain mentioned, and which they were
slowly approaching.

was not more than six miles away, and appeared
to be about five miles long. At the nearest ex-
tremity a black rock arose to a height of about
fifty feet, which appeared to be about five hun-
dred feet long, and was of such a shape that the
imagination might easily see a resemblance to a
coffin. At the farthest extremity of the island
wus a low mound. The rest of the island was
flat, low, and sandy, with no trace of vegetation
perceptible from the ship, except a line of dingy
green under the rock, which looked like grass.

The ship drifted slowly on.

“"Meanwhile the captain, in anticipation of a
storm, had caused all the sails to be taken in,
and stood anxiously watching the sky toward
the southwest.

There a dense mass of clouds lay piled along
the horizon, gloomy, lowering, menacing; frown-
ing over the calm seas as though they would soon
déstroy that calm, and fling forth all the fury of
the winds. These clouds seemed to have started
up from the sea, so sudden had been their ap-
pearance; and now, as they gathered themselves
together, their forms distended, and heightened,
and reached forward vast arms into the sky,
striving to climb there. rolling upward volumin-
ous cloud masses which swiftly ascended toward
the zenith. So quick was the progress of these
clouds that they did not seem to come from the
banks below ; but it was rather as though all the
air suddenly condensed its moisture and made it
visible in these dark masses.

As yet there was no wind, and the water was
as smooth as glass; but over the wide surface,
as far as the eye could reack, the long swell of
the ocean had changed into vast rolling undula-
tions, to the motion of which the ship yielded,
i slowly ascending and descending as the waters
irose and fell, while the yards creaked, and the
i rigging twanged to the strain upon them.

Every moment the sky grew darker, and as

It lay toward the north, while the ship's course,.
|if it had any in that calm, was southwest. It

And the captain walked off much more ex- | gloom gathered above so it increased below, till
cited than usual. . jall the sea spread out a smooth ebon mass.

They drifted on through days of calm, which | Darkness settled down, and the sun’s face was
were succeeded by fierce but short-lived storms, | thus obscured, and a preternatural gloom gather-
and then followed by calms. Their course lay | ed upon the face of nature. Overhead vast black
sometimes north, sometimes south, sometimes | clouds went sweeping past, covering all things,
nowhere. Thus the time passed, until at length, | faster and faster, till at last far down in the
about the .middle of September, they came in  northern sky the heavens were all obscured.
sight of a long, low island of sand. | But amidst all this there was as yet not a

“I've heard of that sand-bank before,” said : breath of wind. Far above the wind careered
the captain, who showed some surprise at see- | in a narrow current, which did not touch the sur-
ing it; ‘‘but I didn’t believe it was here. It's ‘ face of the sea but only bore onward the clouds.
not down in the charts. Here we are three hun- : The agitation of the sky above contrasted with
dred and fifty miles southwest of the Straits-of | the stillness below made the latter not consoling
Sunda, and the chart makes this place all open  but rather fearful, for this could be none other
water. Well, seein’s believin’; and after this I'll : than that treacherous stillness which precedes
swear that there is such a thing as Coffin Island.” | the sudden outburst of the hurricane.

¢‘Is that the name ?” i  For that sudden outburst all were now look-

¢ That’s the name an old sea-captain gave it, | ing, expecting it every moment. On thz side
and tried to get the Admiralty to put it on the  of the ship where the wind was expected the
charts, but they wouldn’t. But this-is it, and | captain was standing, looking anxiously at the
no mistake.” - : black clouds on the horizon, and all the crew
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‘‘HE PUSHED HIM HEADLONG OVER THE RAIL AND HELPLESSLY INTO THE SEA.”

.
were gazing there in sympathy with him. From
that quarter the wind would burst, and it was
for this assault that all the preparations had been
made.

For some time Brandon had watched the col-
lecting clouds, but at length he turned away,
and seemed to find a supreme fascination in the
sand-bank. He stood at the stern of the ship,
looking fixedly toward the rock, his arms fold-
ed, and his thoughts all absorbed in that one
thing. A low railing ran round the quarter-
deck. The helmsman stood in a sheltered place
which rose only two feet above the deck. The
captain stood by the companion-way, looking
south at the storm ; the mate was near the cap-
stan, and all were intent and absorbed in their
expectation of a sudden squall.

Close by the rudder-post stood Cigole, look-
ing with all the rest at the gathering storm. His
face was only half turned, and as usual he watch-
ed this with only a furtive glance, for at times
his stealthy eyes turned toward Brandon:; and
he alone of all on board did not seem to be ab-
sorbed by some overmastering thought.

Suddenly a faint, fluttering ripple appeared to
the southward; it came quickly: it seemed to
flash over the waters ; with the speed of the wind

it moved on, till a quick, fresh blast struck the
ship and sighed through the rigging. Then a
faint breathing of wind succeeded; but far away
there rose a low moan like that which arises from
some vast cataract at a great distance, whose
roar, subdued by distance, sounds faintly, yet
warningly, to the ear.

At this first touch of the tempest, and the
menacing voice of its approach, not a word was
spokem, but all stood mute. Brandon alone ap-
peared not to have noticed it. He still stood
with folded arms and absorbed air, gazing at
the island.

The roar of the waters in the distance grew
louder, and in the direction from which it came
the dark water was all white with foam, and the
boiling flood advanced nearer in myriad-num-
bered waves, which seemed now like an army
rushing to the charge, tossing on high its crested
heads and its countless foam-plumes, and threat-
ening to bear down all before it.

At last the tornado struck.

At the fierce blast of the storm the ship rolled
far over, the masts creaked and groaned, the
waves rushed up and dashed against the side.

At that instant Cigole darted quickly toward
Brandon, and the moment that the vessel yield-
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ed to tho dlow of the storm he fell violently
against him. Before Brandon had noticed the
storm or had time to steady himself he had
pushed him headlong over the rail and helpless~
ly into the sea—
“-—liquidu projecit in undas
Preecipitem.

Cigole clung to the rail, and instantly shrieked
out:

‘‘ Man overboard !”

The startling cry rang through the ship. The
captain turned round with a face of agony.

““Man overboard!” shouted Cigole again.

‘“Help! It's Brandon!”
‘‘Brandon!” cried the captain. *‘He’s lost!
O God!”

He took up a hen-coop from its fastenings and
flung it into the sea, and a couple of pails after
it. '

He then Jooked aloft and to the south with
eyes of despair. He could do nothing. For
now the storm was upon them, and the ship
was plunging furiously through the waters with
the speed of a race-horse at the touch of the
gale. On the lee-side lay the sand - bank,
now only three miles away, whose unknown
shallows made their present position perilous in
the extreme. The ship could not tarn to try
and. save the lost passenger; it was only by
keeping straight on that there was any hope of
avoiding that lee-shore.

All on board shared the captain’s despair, for

all saw that nothing could be done. The ship|arm

was at the mercy of the hurricane. To tarn was
impossible. If they could save their own lives
now-it would be as much as they could do.

turned toward the direction where that sand isl-
and lay which had been the cause of his disaster.
At first it was hidden from view by the swell of
waves that rose in front, but soon rising upon
the crest of one of these he perceived far away
the dark form of the coffin-shaped rock. Here
then before him lay the island, and toward this
both wind and wave impelled him.

But the rock was far to the right, and it might
be that the island did not extend far enough to
meet him as he neared it. It was about five
miles in length, but in his efforts he might not be
able to reach even the western extremity. Still
there was nothing else to do but to try. Reso-
lutely, therefore, though half despairingly, he put
forth his best strength, and struggled manfully to
win the shore.

That lone and barren sand-bank, after all, of-
fered but a feeble chance for life. Even if he
did reach it, which was doubtful, what could he
do? Starvation instead of drowning would be
his fate. More than once it occurred to him that
it would be better then and there to give up all
efforts and let himself go. But then there came
the thought of those dear ones who waited for
him in England, the thought of the villain’'who
had thrown him from the ship, and the greater
villain who had sent him out on his murderous
errand. He could not bear the idea that they
should triumph over him so easily and so quick-
ly. His vengeance should not be taken from
him ; it had been baffled, but it still nerved his

A half hour's struggle, which seemed like
many hours, had brought him much nearer to
the island, but his strength was almost exhausted.

Away went the ship—away, farther and far- | His (-lothes, caught in the rush of the waves, and

ther, every moment leaving at a greater distance ' clinging to him, confined the free action of his
the lost man who struggled in the waters. ' limbs, and lent an additional weight. Another

At last they had passed the danger, the island | half hour's exertion might possibly bring him to
was left behind, and the wide sea lay all around. | the shore, but that exertion hardly seemed possi-

But by this time the storm was at its height; ; ble. It was but with difficulty now that he counld
the slnp could not maintain its proper course, | strike out. Often the rush of the waves from be-
but, yielding to the gale, fled to the northwest hind would overwhelm him, and it was only by .
far out of its right direction. | convulsive efforts that he was able to surmount

; the raging billows and regain his breath.

CHAPTER IV.’
SINKING IN. DEEP WATERS.

EraxDox, overwhelmed by the rush of waters,
half suffocated, and struggling in the rush of the
waves, shricked out a few despairing cries for
help, and sought to keep his head above water
as best he could. But his cries were borne off
by the fierce winds, and the ship as it careered
madly before the blast was soon out of hearing.

He was a first-rate swimmer, but in a sea like
this it needed all his strength and all his skill to

save himself from impending death. Encum-;

bergd by his clothes it was still more difficult,
e? fierce was the rush of wind and wave that
e dared not stop for a moment in his struggles

it order to divést himself of his clothing.

At first, by a mere blind instinct, he tried to
swim after the ship, as though by any possibility
he could ever reach her again, but the hurricane
was against him, and he was forced sideways far
out of the course which he was trving to take.
At last the full possession of his senses was re-

stored, and following the ship no longer, he’

_impossible.
i he had noticed from the ship.

Efforts like these, however, were too exhaust-
ive to be long continued. Nature failed, and
already a wild despair came over him. For a
quarter of an hour longer he had continued his

! exertions; and now the island was so near that

a quarter of an hour more might bring him to it.
But even that exertion of strength was now no
longer possible. Faintly and feebly, and with
failing limbs and fiercely-throbbing heart, he
toiled on, until at last any further effort seemed
Before him was the mound which
He was at the
western extremity of the island. He saw that
he was being carried in such a direction that
even if he did struggle on he might be borne
helplessly past the island and out into the open
sea. Already he could look past the island, and
see the wide expanse of white foaming waves
which threatened to engulf him. The sight
weakened what little strength was left, and made
his efforts even feebler.

Despairingly he looked around, not knowing
what he sought, but seeking still or something,
he knew not what. In that last 1dok of despair
his e¥es caught sight of something which at once
gave him renewed hope. It was not far away.
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Borne along by the waves 1t was but a few yards
distant, and a little behind him. It was the hen-
coop which the Captain of the Java had thrown
overboard so as to give Brandon a chance for
life. That last chance was now thrown in his
way, for the hen-coop had followed the same
course with himself, and bad been swept along
not very far from him.

Brandon was nerved to new efforts by the sight
of this. He turned and exerted the last rem-
nants of his strength in order to reach this means
of safety. It was near enough to be accessibl
A few vigorous strokes, a few struggles with the
waves, and +his hands clutched the bars with the
grasp of a drowning man.

It was a large hen-coop, capable of keeping
several men afloat. Brandon clung to this and
at last had rest. Every minute of respite from
such struggles as he had carried on restored his
strength to a greater degree. He could now
keep his head high out of the water and avoid
the engulfing fury of the waves behind. Now at
last he could take a better survey of the prospect
before him, and see more plamly whither he was
© going.

The sand-bank lay before him ; the mound at
the western extremity was in front of him, not
very.far away.

it. Still there was hope, for wind and wave

were blowing directly toward the island., and

there was a chance of his being carried full upon
its shore.
the set of the tide rather carried him beyond the
line of the western extremity.

Every minute brought him nearer, and soon

his fate would be decided. Nearer and nearer : hi

he came, still clinging to the hen-coop, and mak-
ing no efforts whatever, but reserving and collect-
ing together all his strength, so as to put it forth :
at the final hour of need.

But as he came nearer the island appeared to
move more and more out of the line of his ap-
proach. Under these circumstances his only

chance was to float as near as possible, and then |

make a last effort to reach the land.
Nearer and nearer he came.
close by it, but the extreme point of the island
lay to the right more than twenty yards.
was the crisis of his fate, for now if he floated on
any longer he would be carried farther away.

The shore was here low but steep, the waters

appeared to be deep, and a heavy surf dashed
upon the island, and threw up its spray far over
the mound. He was so near that he could dis-

tinguish the pebbles on the beach, and could see

beyond the mound a long, flat surface with thin
grass growing.

Beyond this point was another a hundred yards
away, but farther out of his reach, and affording
no hope whatever. Between the two points there
was an inlet into the island showing a little cove;
but the surf just here became wilder, and long

rollers careered one past another over the inter- .

vening space. It was a hopeless prospect.
it was his last chance.
Brandon made up his mind.

Yet

He let go the

hen-coon, and summoning up all his strength he -

struck out for the shore. Bat this time the wind
and sea were against him, bearing him past the
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pomt, and the waves dashed over him more quick-
lyfand furionsly than before. He was swept past
the point before he had made halfa dozen strokes;
he was borne on still struggling; and now on
his left lay the rollers which he had seen. In
spite of all his efforts he was farther away from
the island than when he had left the hen-coop
Yet all hope and all life depended upon the issue
of this last effort. The fifteen or twenty min-
utes of rest and of breathing-space which he had
gained had been of immense advantage, and he
struggled with all the force which could be in-
spired by the nearness of safety. Yet, after all,
human efforts can not withstand the fury of the
elements, and here against this strong sea the
strongest swimmer could not hope to contend
successfully.

‘“Never I ween was swimmer
In such an evil case.”

The rock which lay at the east- |
ern end was now at a great distance, for he had |
been swept by the current abreast of the island, !
and was even now in danger of being carried past '

Yet the chance was a slender one, for :

At last he was !

This .

He swam toward the shore, but the wind strik-

ing him from one side, and urging on the sea,s . “~

drove him sideways. Some progress was made,

| but the force of the waters was fearful, and for
every foot that he moved forward he was carried -
six feet to leeward. He himself saw this, and
calculating his chances he perceived with despair
that he was already beyond the first point, and
that at the present rate there was no possibility
of gaining the farther point.

Already the waves leaped exultingly about
him, dashing over him now more wildly, since
 he was exposed more than before to their full
sweep. Already the rollers lay close beside him
on his left. Then it seemed as though he would

be engulfed. Turning his head backward with
| a last faint thought of trving to regain the hen-
| ; coop, so as to prolong life somewhat, he saw it
‘far away out of his reach. Then all hope left
im.
| He was now at the outennost line of rollers.
At the moment that he tarned his head a huge
' wave raised him up and bore him forward. He
i struggled still, even in that time of despair, and
- fought with his enemies. They bore him on-
ward, however, none the less helplessly, and de-
' scending carried him with them.

But now at last, as he descended with that
wave, hope came ba(.k and all his despair van-
ished.

For as the wave flung him downward his feet
touched bottom, and he stood for a moment erect,
on solid, hard sand, in water that scarcely reached
. above his knees. It was for 2 moment only that
he stood, however, for the sweep of the water
bore him down, and he fell forward. Before he
could regain himself another wave came and
hurled him farther forward.

By a violent effort he staggered to his feet.
"In an instant he comprehended his position. At
; this western end the island descended gently
into the water, and the shoal which it formed ex-
tended for miles away. It was this shoal that
caused the long rollers’ that came over them <o
vehemently, and in such marked contrast with
the more abrupt waves of the sea behind.

In an instant he had camsprehended this, and
had taken his course of action.

Now he had foothold. Now the ground be-
neath lent its aid to his endeavor : he wasno lon-
ger altogether at the mercy of the water. He
bounded forward toward the shore in such a di-
rection that he could approach it without oppos-
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ing himself entirely to the waves. The point'
that stretched out was now within his reach.
The waves rolled past it, but by Taéving in an
oblique direction he could gain it.-2*

Again and again the high rollers came for-
ward, hurling him up as they caught him in their
embrace, and then casting him down again. As.
he was caught up from the bottom he sustained
himselfon the moving mass, and supported him-
self on’the crest of the ware, but as soon as his .
feet touched bottom again he sprang forward to-
ward the point which now became every minute
more accessible. Wave after wave came, each
more furious, each more ravenous than the pre-;
ceding, as though hounding one another on to

‘“HE STAGGERED UP A FEW PACES TPON THE SANDY DECLIVITY.”

make sure of their prey. But now that the hope
of life was strong. and safety had grown almost
assured, the deathlike weakness which but short-
Iy before had assailed him gave way to new-born
strength and unconquerable resolve.

At length he reached a place where the rollers
were of less dimensions. His progress became
more rapid. until at length the water became ex-
ceedingly shallow, being not more than a foot in
depth. Here the first point, where the mound
was, protected it from the wind and sea. This
was the cove which he had noticed. The water
was all white with foam, but offered scarcely any
resistance to him. He had but to wade onward
to the shore.
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That shore was at last attained. He stag-
gered up a few paces upon the sandy declivity,
and then fell down exhausted upon the ground.

He could not move. It was late; night came

on, but he lay where he had fallen, until at last :

he fell into a sound sleep.

———

CHAPTER V.
THE MYSTERY OF COFFIN

2

ISLAND.

Waex Brandon awaked on the following
morning the sun was already high in the sky.
He rose at once and walked slowly up, with stitf-
cned limbs, to a higher spot. His clothes already
were partly dry, but they were uncomfortable
and impeded his motion. He took off nearly
every thing, and laid them out on the sand.
Then he examined his pistol and the box con-
taining cartridges. 'This box held some oil also,
with the help of which the pistol was soon in
good order. As the cartridges were encased
in copper they were uninjured. He then exam-
ined a silver case which was suspended round his
neck. It was cylindrical in shape, and the top
unscrewed. On opening this he took out his
father’s letter and the inclosure, both of which
were uninjured. He then rolled them up in a
small compass and restored them to their place.

He now began to look about him. The storm
had ceased, the waves had subsided, a slight
breeze was blowing from the sea which just ruf-
fled the water and tempered the heat. The isl-
and on which he had been cast was low, flat, and
covered with a coarse grass which grew out of

the sand. But the sand itself was in many places !

thrown up into ridges. and appeared as though
it was constantly shifting and changing: The
mound was not fur away. and at the eastern end
of the island he could sece the black outline of the
rock which he had noticed from the ship. The
length he had before heard to be about five miles,
the width appeared about one mile, and in its
whole aspect it seemed nothing better than the
abomination of desolation.

At the end where he was the island termina-
ted in two points, between which there was the
cove where he had found refuge. OUne of these
points was distinguished by the mound already
__mentioned, which from where he stood appeared
" of an irregular oblong shape. The other point
was low, and descended gently into the water.
The island itself appeared to be merely the emerg-
ence of some sand-bank which, perhaps, had
been formed by currents and eddies; for here
the currents of the Strait of Sunda encounter
those from the Southern and Indian oceans, and
this bank lay probably near their point of
wnion.  ~

A short survey showed him this. It showed
him also that there was but little if any hope of
sustaining life, and that he had escaped drown-
ing only perhaps to perish by the more lingering
agonies of starvation. '

Already hunger and thirst had begun to be

" felt, and how to satisfy these wauts he knew not.
Still he would not despair.  Perhaps the Java
might return in search of him, and his confine-
ment would only last for a day or so.

He understood the act of Cigole in a way
that was satisfactory to himself. He had thrown
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him overboard, but had made it appear like an .

accident. As he fell he had heard the shout
‘¢ Man overboard !” and was now able to account
for it in this way. So a faint hope remained
that the captain of the Java would not give him
! up.
i pStiIl subsistence of some kind was necessary,
: and there was nothing to be done but to explore
the sandy tract before him. Setting forth he
walked toward the rock along the sea-shore. On
‘ one side toward the north the shore was shallow
| and sloped gently into the water; but on the
. southern side it descended more abruptly. The
| tide was out. A steep beach appeared here cov-
| ered with stones to which myriads of shell-fish
I'were attached. The sight of these suggested the
l'idea to him that on the opposite side there might
be clams in the sand. He walked over there in
search of them. Here the slope was so gradual
that extensive flats were left uncovered by the
receding tide.

When a boy he had been sometimes accus-
tomed to wander on sand flats mear his home,
and dig up these clams in sport. Now his boy-
ish experience became useful. Myriads of little
holes dotted the sand, which he knew to be the
indications of these molluscs, and he at once be-
| gan to scoop in the sand with his hands. Ina
short time be had found enough to satisfy his
hunger, and what was better, he saw all around
an. unlimited supply of such food.

Yet food was not enough. Drink was equally
necessary. The salt of these shell-fish aggrava-
ted the thirst that he had already begun to feel,
and now a fear came over him that“there might
be no water. The search seemed & hopeless
one; but he determined to seek for it neverthe-

success was the rock at the eastern end. To-
ward this he now once more directed his steps.

The island was all of sand except the rocks on

the south beach and the cliff at the eastern end.
Coarse grass grew very extensively over the sur-
face, but the sand wus fine and loose, and in
. many places thrown up into heaps of many dif-
| ferent shapes. The grass grew in tufts or in
| spires and blades. thinly scattered, and nowhere
;forming a sod. The soil was difficult to walk
over, and Brandon sought the beach, where the
!damp sand afforded a firmer foothold. In about
E an hour and a half he reached the rock.
I It was between five hundred and six hundred
i feet in length, and about fifty in height. There
! was no resemblanee to & coffin now as Brandon
. approached it, for that likeness was only discern-
"ible at a distance. Its sides were steep and pre-
| cipitous. It was one black solid mass, witbout
any outlying crags, or any fragments near it.
Its upper surface appeared to be level, and in
various places it was very easy to ascend. . Up
one of these places Brandon climbed, and soon
stood on the top.

Near him the summit was somewhat rounded ;
at the farther end it was flat and irregular: but
between the two ends it sank into a deep hollow,
where he saw that which at once excited a tu-
mult of hope and fegr. It was a pool of water
at least fifty feet in diameter, and deep too, since
the sides of the rock went down steeply. But
was it fresh or salt? Was it the accumulation
| from the showers of the rainy season of the trop-
lics, or was it but the result of the past night's

.

i less, and the only place that seemed to promise

T
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storm, which had haurled wave after wave here
till the hollow was filled ?

With hagty footsteps he rushed toward the
margin of ﬂie pool., and bent down to taste. For
a moment or so, by a very natural feeling, he
hesitated, then, throwing off the fever of sus-
pense, he bent down, kneeling on the margin,
till his lips touched the water.

It was fresh! Yes, it was from the heavens
above, and not from the sea below. It was the |
fresh rains from the sky that had filled this deep |
pool. and not the spray ‘from the sea.
again he quaffed the refreshing liquid. Not a
trace of the salt-water could be detected. It
was a natural cistern which thus lay before him,
formed as though for the reception of the rain.
For the present, at least, he was safe.

He had food and drink. As long as the rainy
season lasted, and for some time after, life was
secure. Life becomes doubly sweet after being
purchased by such efforts as those which Bran-
don had put forth, and the thought that for the
present, at least, he was safe did not fail to fill
him with the most buoyant hope. To him. in-
deed, it seemed just then as if nothing more could
be desired. He had food and drink in abund-
ance. In that climate shelter was scarcely need-
ed. What more could he wish?

The first day was passed in exploring the rock
to see if there was any place which he might select
for his abode. There were several fissures in the
rock at tke eastern end. and one of these he se-
lected. He then went back for his clothes, and
brought them to this place. So the first day went.

All the time his eves wandered round the ho- |
After
two or three dayvs, in which nothing appeared. he

rizon to see if a sail might be in sight.

ceased his constant watch, though still from time
to time, by a natural impulse, he continued to
look. After all he thought that rescue might
come. He was somewhat out of the track of
the China ships, but still not very much so. An
adverse wind might bring a ship close by. The
hope of this sustained him.

But day succeeded- to day and week to week
with no appearance of any thing whatever on the
wide ocean.

. During these long days he passed the greater

part of his time either under the shelter of the .
rock. where he could best avoid the hot sun. or’

when the sea-breeze blew on its summit. The
frightful solitude offered to him absolutely no-
thing which could distract histthoughts, or pre-
vent him from brooding upon Ne hopele«nes*s
of his situation.

Brooding thus, it became his ch foccupanon
to read over and over his father’s letter and the
inclosure. and conjecture what might be his
course of action if he ever escaped from this
place.
to him more imploringly than ever:
winds at night. as they moaned round the rock,
seemed to modulate themselves, to form their
sounds to something like a wild cry, and wail
forth, ‘*Come home!” Yet that home was now

surely farther removed than ever, and the winds "
More sad and more

seemed only to mock him.
despairing than Ulysses on the Ogrgian shore,
he too wasted away with home-sickness.

xarsiBero Cé YAUXTC alwy véoTov 6Cugouivy.
Fate thus far had been against him, and the !

Again and |

His father's voice seemed now to sound '
and the:

melancholy recollections of his past life could
yield nothing but despondency. Driven from
home when but a boy, he had become an exile.
had wandered to the other side of the world, and
was just beginning to attain some prospect of a
| fortune when thix letter came. Rising up from
the prostration of that blow, he had struggled
agoinst fate. but only to encounter a more over-
;mnstering force. and this last stroke had bLeen
the worst of all. Could he rally after thix?
| Could he now hope to escape ?

Fate had been against him: but vet, perhaps,
here., on this lonely island, he might find a turn-
{ing-point. Here he might find that turning in
the long lane which the proverb speaks of. **'The
day is darkest before the morn,” and perhaps he
would yet have Fate on his side. .

But the sternest and most courageous spirit
can hardly maintain its fortitude in an utter and
unmitigated solitude. St. Simeon Stylites could
do so, but he felt that on the top of that pillar
there rested the eyves of the heavenly hosts and
of admiring mankind. It is when the conscious-
ness of utter solitude comes that the soul sinks.
When the prisoner thinks that he is forgotten by
the outside world, then he loses that strength
which sustained him while he believed himself
remembered.

It was the lot of Brandon to have this sense
of utter desolation: to feel that in all the world
there was not one human being that knew of his
fate: and to fear that the eye of Providence only
saw him with indifterence. With bitterness he
thought of the last words of his father’s letter :
‘“If in that other world to which I am going the
disembodied spirit can assist man, then be sure,
() my son. I will assist vou, and in the crisis
of vour fate I will be near, if it is only to com-
municate to your spirit what vou ought to do.”

A melancholy smile passed over his face as he
thought of what seemed to him the utter futilisy
of that promise.

Now, as the weeks passed. his whole mode of

life affected both mind and body. Yet, if it be

"the highest state of man for the soul to live by
itself. as Socrates used to teach, and sever itself
from bodily association, Brandon surely had at-
tained. without knowing it, a most exalted stage
of existence. Perhaps it was the period of pu-
rification and preparation for future work.

The weather varied incessantly, calms and
storms alternating : sometimes all the sea lying
dull, listless, and glassy under the burning sky ;
at other times both sea and sky convulsed with
the war of elements.

At last there came one storm so tremendous
that it exceeded all that Brandon had ever seen
any where.

' The wind gathered itself up from the south-
east, and for a whole day the forces of the tem-
pest collected themselves, till at last they burst
in fury upon the island. In sustained violence
and in the frenzy of its assanlt it far surpassed
' that first storm. Before sundown the storm was
,at its hei and, though vet day. the clouds
“were so dense\and so black that it became like
night. Night §ame on, and the storm. and roar,
;and darkness inicreased steadily every hour. So
'intense was tWe darkness that the hand, when
held close by
| So resistless fras the force of the wind that Bran-
don, on lookipg out to sea, had to cling to the
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rock to prevent himself from being blown away. | there was something in its shape and in its po-
A dense rain of spray streamed through the sition which made it look like a ship which
air, and the surf, rolling up, flung its crest all had been cast ashore. The idea was a startling

across the island. Brandon could hear beneath
him. amidst some of the pauses of the storm, the
hissing and bubbling of foaming waters, as though
the whole island, submerged by the waves, was

slowly settling down into the depths of the ocean. :

Brandon's place of shelter was sufficiently el-
evated to be out of the reach of the waves that

: one, and he at once dismissed it as absurd. But
. the more he looked the closer the resemblance
grew until at last, unable to endure this sus-
pense, he hurried off in that direction.

During gll the time that he had been on the
island he had never been close to the mound.
He had remained for the most part in the neigh-

might rush upon the land, and on the lee-side of | borhood of the rock, and had never thought that
the rock. so that he was sufficiently protected. | a barren sand hillock was worthy of a visit.
Sand, which he had carried up. formed his bed. | But now it appeared a very different objectin his
In this place, which was more like the lair of a - eves.
wild beast than the abode of a human being, he| = He walked on over half the intervening dis-
had to live. Many wakeful nights he had passed | tance, and now the resemblance instead of fading
there, but never had he known such & night as out, as he anticipated, grew more close. It was
this. still too far to be seen very distinctly : but there,
There was a frenzy about this hurricane that| even from that distance, he saw the unmistaka-
would have been inconceivable if he had not| ble outline of a ship’s hull.
witnessed it. His senses, refined and rendered | There was now scarcely any doubt about this.
acute by long vigils and slender diet, seemed to' There it lay. Every step only made it more vis-
detect audible words in the voice of the storm. j ible. He walked more quickly onward. filled
Looking out through the gloom his sight seemed ; with wonder, and marveling by what strange
to discern shapes flitting by like lightning, as ' chance this vessel could have reached its present
though the fabled spirits of the storm had gath- | position.
ered here. | There it lay. It could not by any possibility
It needed all the robust courage of his strong | have been cast ashore on the preceding night.
nature to sustain himself in the presence of the | The mightiest billows that ever rose from ocean
wild fancies that now came rushing and throng- | could never have lifted a ship so far upon the
ing before his mind. The words of his father | shore. To him it was certain that it must have
sounded in his ears: he thought he heard them | been there for a long time, and that the sand

- spoken—from- the- air (—he—thanght. be saw. an! had been heaped around it by successive storms.

aged spectral face, wan with suttering and grief, | Ashe walked Hearer he regarded more closely
in front of his cave. He covered his eves with | the formation of thiswestern end. He saw the
his hands, and sought to reason down his super-| low northern point, and then the cove where he
stitious feeling. In vain. Words rang in his' had escaped from the sea. He noticed that the
ears, muffled words, as though muttered in the ! southern point where the mound was appeared
storm, and his mind, which had brooded so to be a sort of peninsula, and the theory sug-
long over his father’s letter, now gave shape to gested itself to him by which he could account
the noise of winds and waves. " | for tbis wonder. This ship, he saw, must have

**—In the crisis of your fate I wiil be near.” | been wrecked at some time long before upon this

‘I shall go mad !” cried Brandon, aloud, and ! island. As the shore was shallow it had run
he started to his feet. | aground and stuck fast in the sand. But suc-

But the storm went on with its fury, and still cessive storms had continued to beat upon it un-
his eves saw shapes, and his ears heard fantastic til the moving sands which the waters were con-
sounds. So the night passed until at last the: stantly driving about had gathered all aronnd it
storm had exhausted itself. Then Brandon sank , higher and higher. At last, in the course of
do;&;phandbslept fx;.\r (;n into th}e]e day. had b-“ tgpe. Li)l v&;t a.clfumulano;l l';:.d haﬁat}l::eredf abo:‘;

en he awaked again the storm had sub-' this obstacle till a new ban n form

sided. The sea was still boisterous, and a freshs and joined to the island; and the winds had lent

breeze blew which he inhaled with pleasuré. .
After obtaining some shell-fish. and satisfving
his appetite, he went to the summit of the rock .
for water, and then stood looking out at sea. '

His eve swept the whole circuit of the horizon
without seeing any thing, until at length he turned
ta look in a westwardly direction where the isl-
and spread out before him. Here an amazing
sight met his eves. '

The mound at the other end had become com-"
pletely and marvelously changed. On the pre-
vious day it had preserved its usual shape, but
now it was no longer smoothly rounded. On the
contrary it was irregular. the northern end be-
ing still a sort of hiliock. but the middle and
southern end was flat ci: t..c surface and dark in
color. From the distance at which he stood it
looked like a rock. around which the sand had
accumulated, but which had been-uncovered by
the violent storm of the preceding night.

At that distance it appeared like a rock, but

their aid. heaping up the loose sand on high till
all the ship was covered. But last night's storm
had to some extent undone the work. and now
the wreck was once more exposed.

Brandon was happy in his conjecture and right
n his theory. All who know any thing about
the construction and nature of sand islands such
as this are aware that the winds and waters work
perpetual changes. The best known example of

this is the far-famed Sable Island. which lies off ~

the coast of Nova Scotia, in the direct track of
vessels crossing the Atlantic between England
and the United States. Here there is repeated
on a far larger scale the work which Brandon
saw on Coffin Island. Sable Island is twenty
miles long and about one in width—the crest of
a vast heap of sand which rises out of the ocean’s
bed. Here the wildest storms in the world rage
uncontrotled. and the keepers of the light-house
have but little shelter. Not long ago an enormous

flag-statt was torn from out its place and hurled

N ———



¢ GREAT HEAVEXS!" CRIED BRANDON, STARTING BACK—*‘THE ‘vIsHNU! "

" away into the sea. In fierce storms the spray

drives all acroes, and it is impossible to venture
out. But most of all, Sable Island is famous
for the melancholy wrecks that hrve taken place
there. Often vessels that have the bad fortune
to rua aground are broken up, but sometimes the
sand gathers about them and covers them up.
There are numerous mounds here which are
known to conceal wrecked ships. Some of these
have been opened, and the wreck beneath has
been brought to view. Sometimes also after a
severe gale these sandy mounds are torn away
and the buried vessels are exposed.

Far away in Aastralia Brandon had h: of
Sable Island from different sea captains who had

been in the Atlantic trade. The stories which
these men had to tell were all largely tinged with
the supernatural. Ore in particular who had
been wrecked there, and had taken refuge ¥or the
night in a haut built by the British Government
for wrecked sailors, told some wild story about
the apparition of a negro who waked him up at
dead of night and nearly killed him with horror.

With all these thoughts in his mind Brandon
:&pmacbed the wreck and at last atood close be-

e it.

It had been long buried. The bull was about
two-thirds uncovered. A vast heap of sand still
clung to the bow, but the stern stood out full in
view. Although it must have been there for a
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fong time the planks were still sound, for they | thousand strange fancies. The closed doors of
seemed to have been preserved from decay by | the cabin stood there before him, and he began
the sand. All the calking, however, had be- | 1o imagine that some frightful spectacle was con-
come loose, and the seams gaped widely. There | cealed within.

were no masts, but the lower part of the shrouds | Perhaps he would find some traces of that
still remained, showing that the vessel was s, tragedy of which he had heard. tince the ship
brig. So deeply was it buried in the sand, that| bad come here, and he had been cast ashore to
Brandon, from where he stood, could look over | meet it, there was nothing which he mighs not

the whole deck, he himself being almost on a|
level with the deck. The masts appeared to have |
been chopped away. The hatchways were gone.
The hold appeared to be filled with sand, but |
there may have been only a layer of sand con-
cealing something beneath. Part of the plank-
ing of the deck as well as most of the tafirail on
the other side had been carried away. Astern
there was a quarter-deck. There was no sky-
light, but only dead-lights set on the deck. The
door of the cabin still remained and was shut
ught. «

All these things Brandon took in at a glance.
A pensive melancholy came over him, and a feel-
ing of pity for the inanimate ship as though she .
were capable of feeling. By a nataral curiosity |
he walked around to the stern to see if he could |
read her name.

The stern was buried deep in the sand. He'
had to kneel to read it. On the side. nearest
him the letters were obliterated, but he saw some
remaining on the opposite side. He went over
there and knelt down. There were four letters
still legible and part of a fifth. These were the

letters :
VISHA

“ Great Heavens!” cried Brandon, starting
back—*‘ the Vishnu!”

<> —————e

CHAPTER VI
THBE DWELLER IN THE SUNKEN SHIP.

AFTER & moment of horror Brandon walked
away for a short distance, and then turning he
looked fixedly at the wreck for a long time.

Could this be indeed the slfip—the Vishnu?
what marvelous coincidence: had he thus
upon it? It was in 1828 that the }ishne sailed |

anticipate.

A strange horror came over him as he looked
at the cabin. But he was not the man to yiekl
to idle fancies. Taking a long breath he walked
across the island, and then back again. By that
time he had completely recovered, and the only
feeling now remaining was one of intense can-
osity.

This time he went up without hesitation, and
climbed on board vessel. The sand was
heaped up astern. masts gone, apd the hatch-
ways torn off, as has been said. 'The wind which
had blown the sand away had swept the decks as
clean as though they had been holy-stoned. Not
a rope or a spar or any movable of any kind
could be seen.

He walked aft. He tried the cabin door, it
was wedged fast as though part of the fromt.
Finding it immovabie he stepped back and kicked
at it vigorously. A few sturdy kicks started the
panel. - It gradually yielded and sank in.
the other panel followed. He could now look in
and see that the sand lay inside to the depth of
a foot. As yet, however, he could not enter.
There was nothing else to do except to kick at it
till it was all knocked away, ard this after som:
patient labor was accomplished.

He entered. The cabin was about twelve fect
square, lighted by dead-lights in the deck above.
On each side were two state-rooms, probably in-
tended for the ship's officers. The doors were
all open. The sand had drifted in here and
covered the fioor and the Me floor of
the cabin was covered with sand to the d of
a foot. There was no large opening gh
which it could enter: but it had probably pene-
trated through the cracks of the doorway'in a
fine, impalpable dust, and had covered every

y | available sarfuce within.

" In the centre of the cabin was a table, secured
to the floor, as ships' tables always are: and im-

Then .

from Calcutta for Manilla. Was it possible for . mediately over it hung the barometer which was
this vessel to be preserved so long? " And if so, | now all corroded and covered with mould and
how did it get here? .rust. A half dozen stools were around, some
Yet why not? As to its preservation that was | Iving on their sides. some upside down. and one
no matter in itself for wonder. East Indian ves- ' standing upright. The door by which he had
sels are sometimes built of mahogany, or other . entered was at one side, on the other side was
woods which last for immense periods. Any ' another, and between the two stood a sofa, the
wood might endure for eighteen vears if covered | ahape of which was plainty discernible under the
up by sand.  Besides, this vessel he recollected | sand. (ver this was a clock, which had ticked
had been laden with staves and box shooks, with | it8 last tick. .
other wooden materials which would keep it; (n some racks over the closet there were a few
afloat. It might have drifted abont these seas: guns and swordx, intended. perhaps. for the de-
till the currents bore it here. After all it was | fensive armament of the brig. but all in the last
not so wonderful that this should be the Fishaw | stage of rust and of decay. Brandon took one
of Colonel Despard. lor two down, but they broke with their own
The true marvel was that he himself should ! weight.
have been .cast ashore here’on the same place| The sand seemed to have drifted more doeply
where this ship was. i into the state-rooms. for while its depth in the
He stood for a long time not caring to enter. | cabin was only a foot, in these the depth was
His strength had been worn dawn by the priva- | nearly. two feet. Some of the bedding projected
tions of his island life; his nerves, usually like | from the berths, but it was a mass of mould and
steel, were hecoming unstrung; his mind had | crumhled at the touch. ¢
fallen into a morbid state, and was a prey to a Brandon went into each of these rooms in sae-

A\
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oession, and brushed out the heavy, wet sand from
the berths. The rotten quilts and biankets fell
with the sand in matted masses to the floor. In
each room was a seaman’s chest. Two of these
were covered deeply ; the other'two bntli;hﬁ
the latter were unlocked, and he opened the

Only some old clothes appeared, however, and | here.

these in the same stage of decay as every thing
book, or rather
what had once been a book, but now the leaves
were all stuck together, and formed one lump
of slime and mould. 1In spite of his most care-
ful search he had thus far found nothing what-
ever which could be of the slightest benefit to
bim in his solitgde and necessity. .

There were gill two rooms which he had not
yet examined. These were at the end of the
cabin, at the stern of the ship, each taking up
one half of the width. The sand had drifted in
here to about the same depth as in the side-
rooms. He entered first the one nearest him,
which was on the right side of the ship. This
room was about ten feet long, extending from
the middle of the ship to the side, and about six
feot wide. A telescope was the first thing which
attracted his attention. It lay in a rack near
the doorway. He took it down, but it fell apart
&t once, being completely corroded. In the mid-
die of the room there was a compass, which hung
from the ceiling. But the iron pivot had rusted,
sad the plate had fallen down. Some more guns
and swords were here, but all rusted like the
others. There was a table at the wall by the
stern, covered with sand. An arm-chair stood
close by it, and opposite this was a couch. At
the end of this room was a berth which had the
same appeasance as the other berths in the other
rooms. The quilts and mattresses as he felt
them beneath the damp sand were equally de-
cayed. Too long had the ship been expoeed to
the ravages of time, and Brandon ®aw that to
seek for any thing here which could be of the
slightest service to himself was in the highest
degree useless.

This last room seemed to him as though it
might have been the captain’s. That captain
was Cigole, the very man who had flung him
overboard. He had unconsciously by so doing
sent him to the scene of his early crime. Was
this visit tobe all in vain? Thus far it seemed so.
But might there not yet be something beneath
this sand which might satisfv him in his search ?

There still remained another room. Might
there not be something there ?

Brandon went back into the cabin and stood
looking at the open doorway of that other room.

He hesitated. Why? Perhaps it was the
thought that here was his last chance, that here
his exploration must end, and if nothing came
of it then all this adventure would be in vain.
‘Then the fantastic hopes and fears which by turns
had agitated him would prove to have been ab-
surd, and he, instead of being sent by Fate as
the minister of vengeance, would be only the
commonplace victim of an evervday accident.

Perhaps it was some instinct within him that
made known to his mind what awaited him there.
For now as he stood that old horror came upon
him full and stroig. Weakness and excitement
made his heart beat and his ears ring. Now his
fancy became wild, and he recalled with painful
virit{ne-hisﬁ:her'l words :

¢ In the erisis of your 2
The horrors of the past night recurred. The
air of the cabin was close and saffocating. There
seemed in that dark room before him some dread
Presence, be knew not what; some Being, who
had uncovered this his abode and eaticed him

He found himself rapidly falling into that state

in which he would not bave been able either to
advance or retreat. One overmastering horror
seized him. Twice his spirit sought to over-
come the faintness and weakness of the flesh.
Twice he resolutely forward ; bat each
time he faltered and recoiled.
. .Hete-was no place for him to summon up his
strengt® He could bear it no longer. He turned
abruptly and rushed out from the damp, gloomy
Pplace imto the warm, bright sunshine and the free
air of heaven. '

The air was bright, the wind blew fregh. He
drank in great draughts of that delicious breeze,
and the salt sea seemed to be inhaled at each
breath.

The sun shoune brilliantly. The sea rolled afar
and all around, and led befure him under
the sun’s rays with that infinite laughter, that
aipdpoy yihaopua of which Aschylus spoke in
his love of the salt sea. Speaking paren-

ically, it may be said that the ouly ones from
among articulate speaking men who have found
fitting epithets for the sea are the old Greek, the
Scandinavian, and the Englishman.

Brandon drew in new strength and life with
every breath, till at last he began to think once

‘more of returning.

But even yet he feared that when he entered

that cabin the spell would be on Lim. The
thonght of attempting it was intolerable. Yet
what was to be ? To remain unsatisfied
was equally intolerable. To go back to his rock
was not to be thought of.
. Bat an effort must be made to get rid of this
womanly fear; why should he yield to this? Sure-
ly there were other thoughts which he might call
to his mind. There came over him the memory
of that villain who had cast him here, who now
was exulting in his fancied success and bearing
back to his master the news. There came to
him the thought of his father, and his wrongs,.
and his woe. There came to his memory his
father's dying words summoning him to venge-
ance. 'Imcnme to him the thought of those
who yet lived and suffered in England, at the
mercy of a pitiless enemy. Should he falter at
a supenstitious fancy, he—who, if he lived, had
30 great a purpose ?

All superstitious fancy faded away. The thirst
for revenge, the sense of intolerable wrong arose.

! Fear and horror died out utterly, destroyed by

Vengeance.

‘“The Presence, then, is my ally,” he mur-
mared. *‘I will go and fuce It.”

And he walked resolutely, with a firm step,
back into the cabin. !
- Yet even then it needed all the new-born res-
olution which he had surnmouned up, and sll the
thought.of his wrong, to sustain him as he en-

_ tered that inner room. Even then a sharp thrill
i passed through him, and bodily weakness could

only be sustained by the strong, resolute, stub-
born soul.
The room was about the size of the captain’s.



‘‘THERE SEENED A GHASTLY COMICALITY IN SCCH . THING AS THIS,” ETC.

There was a table again«t the cide, which looked
like a leaf which could hang down in case of ne-
cessity. A trunk stood opposite the door, with
the open lid projecting npward out of a mass of
sand. Upon the wall there hung the collar of a
coat and part of the shoulders, the rest-hgving
apparently fallen away from decay. TXe color
of the coat could still be distingnished ; it was
red, and the epanletz showed that it had bel~nged
to a Britizh officer.

Brandon on entering took in all these aetan«
at a glance, and then his eves were drawn to the
berth at the end of the room. where that Thing
Iny whose presence he had felt and feared. and
which he knew by an internal conviction muxt
be here.

There It awaitea him, on the berth.
had covered it, like a coverlet, up to the neck,
while bevond that protrnded the head.
was turned toward him : a bony, skeleton head,

whoee hollow cavities seemed not altogether va- .

cancy hut rather dark eyes which looked gloom-
ily at im  dark eves fixed. motionless; which
had hwen thus fixed through the long vears,
watching wistfully for him, expecting his en-
france through that doorway. And this was the

Sand -

It

| Being who naa assisted him to the shore. and
!who had thrown off the covering of sand with
{ which he had concealed himself, =0 as to bring
him here before him. Brandon stood motion-
Iless. mute. The face was turned toward him—
“that face which is at once human and yet most
frightful. since it is the fuce of Death—the face
of a rkeleton. The jaws had fallen apart, and
that fearful grin which is fixed on the fleshless
. face here seemed like an effort at a smile of wel-
come, i
The hair still clung te that head, and hung
down over the flerhless forehead. giving it more
the appearance of Death in life, and lending a
:new horror to that which already pervaded this
- Dweller in the Ship.
‘“The nightmare Life-in-Death was he,
That thicks men’s blood with cold.”

Brandon stood while his blood ran chill, and
his breath came fast.

If that Form had suddenly thrown off its
sandy coverlet and risen to his feet, and advanced
“with extended hand to meet him. he would not
, have been surprised. nor would he have been one
. whit more horror-stricken. .

. Brandon stood fixed. He could not move.

| i
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,something else that also had ffllen from the

He :;l like one in |p:ll nightmare. ‘:l;. Limbe
seemed rigid. A was upon His
eyes seemed to fasten themselves on the hollow
cavities of the Form before him. But under
that tremendous preesure he did not altogether
sink. Slowly his spirit rose; a thought of flight
re,)ected The next
“I'm an in-
fernal fool and coward,” he muttered. He took
three forward, and stood beside thedFigure.
He laid his hand firmly upon the head ; the hair
fell off at his touch. ‘‘Poor devil,” said he,
“I'll bury your bones at any rate.” The spell
was broken, and Brandon was himself again.

Once more Brandon walked out into the open
air, but this time there was not a véstige of hor-
ror left. He had encountered what he dreaded,
and it was now in his eyes only a mass of bones.
Yet there was much to think of, and the struggle
which had raged within hims had exhausted him.

The sea-breeze Rlayed about him and soon
restored his strength. What hext to do was the
question, and after some deliberation he decided
at once to remove the skeleton and bury it.

A fiat board which had served as a shelf sup-
plied him with an easy way of tarning up the
sand. Occupation was pleasant, and in an hour
or two he had scooped out  place large enough
for the p which he had in view. He then
went back into the inner cgbin.

Taking his- board he removed carefully the
sand which had covered the.skeleton. The
clothes came away with it. As he moved his
board along it struck something hard. He
could not see in that dim light what it was, so
he reached down his hand and grasped it.

It was something which the fingers of the
skeleton also engircled, for his own hand as he
grasped it touched those fingers. Drawing it
forth he perceived that it was a common junk
bottle tightly corked.

There seemed a-ghastly comicality in such a
thing as this, that this lately dreaded Being
should be nothing more than a common skele-
won, and that he should be discovered in this
bed of horror doing nothing more dignified than
clutching a junk bottle like a sleeping drunkard.
Brandon smiled faintly at the idea; and then
thinking that, if the liquor were good, it at
least would be welcome to him in his present
situation. He walked out upon the deck, in-
tending to open it and test its contemts. No he
sat down, and, taking his kuife, he pushed the
cork in. ‘Then he smelled the supposed liquor to
see what it might be. There was only a musty
odor. He looked in. The bottle appeared to
be filled with paper. Then the whole truth
flashed upon his mind. He struck the bottle
upon the deck. It broke to atoms, and there
lay a scroll of paper covered with writing.

He seized it eagerly, and was about opening
it to read what was written when he noticed

bottle.

It was a cord about two vards in length, made
of the entrail of some animal. and still as strong |
and as flexible as when it was first made. He .
took it up carefully, wondering why such a thing
as this should have been so carefully sealed up'
and preserved when so many other things had ' ~
been neglected. |
The cord, on a close examination, presented
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nothing very remarkable except the fact that,
though very thin, it appeased to have been not
twisted but plaited in a ver,vrbpocnlmr mauner
out of many fine strands. e intention had
evidently been to give to it the utmost possible
strength together with the smallest size. Bran- -
don had heard of cords used by Malays and
Hindus for assassination, and this seemed like
the description which he had read of them.

At one end of the cord was a piece of bronze
about the size of a common marble, to which

‘the cord was attached by a most peculiar knot.

The bronze itsel was intended to represent the
head of some Hindu idol, the grotesque ferocity
of its features, and the hideous grimace of the
mouth being exactly like what one may see in
the images of Mother Kali or Bowhani.

At once the cord associated itself in his mind
with the horrors which he had heard of as hav-
ing been perpetrated in the names of these fright-
ful deities, and it seemed now to be more than a
common one. He carefully wound it up, placed
it in his pocket, and prepared to examine the
manuscript.

The sun was high in the heavens, the sea-
breeze still blew freshly, while Brandon, opening
the manuscript, began to read.

———

CHAPTER VH.
MANUSCRIPT FOUND IN A BOTTLE.

¢ BriG ‘ ViSHNT,' ADRIFT IX THE CHINESE SEA.
July 10, 1828,

““WnorvER finds this let him know that I,
Lionel Despard, Colonel of H. M. 37th Regi-
ment, have been the victim of a foul conspiracy
performed against me by the captain and crew
of the Lrig Visknu, and especially by my servant,
John Potts.

‘¢ Expecting at any time to perish, adrift help-
lessly, at the mercy of winds and waves, I sit
down now before I die, to write all the circam-
stances of this affair. L will inclose the manu-
script in a bottle and fling it into the sea, trust-
ing in God that he may cause it to be borne to
those who may be enabled to read my words, so
that they may know my fate and bring the guilty
to justice. 'Whoever tinds this let him, if possi-
ble, have it sent to my friend. Ralph Brandon,
of Brandon Hall,  Devonshire, England, who
will do more than any other man to cause )usuce
to have its due.

‘*To further the ends of justice and to satisfy

“the desires of my friends, I will write an account

of the whole case.

¢ In the name of God, I declare that John
Potts is guilty of my death. He was my servant.
I first found him in India under very remarkable
circumstances.

It was in the vear 1826. The Government
was engaged in an effort to put down bands of
assassins by whom the most terrific atrocities had
been committed, and I was appointed to conduct

| the work in the district of Agra.

“Ihe Thuggee society is still a mystery,
though its nature may vet be revealed if thcw can
only capture the chief* and make him confess.
T As vet it is not full\ known, and though I have

. The chlef was cnptured in 1330 'md by hm con-
feseion all the atrocious gystem of Thuggee was re-

vealed.
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heard much which I have reported to the Gov-
emment, yet I am slow to believe that any human
Seings can actually practice what I have heard.

¢ 'The assassins whom I was pursuing eluded
our pursait with marvelous agility and cunning,
but one by one we captured them, and punished
thern summarily. At last we surrounded a band
of Thugs, and to our amezement found among
them a European and s small boy. At our at-
tack the Hindus .made a desperate resistance,
and killed themselves rather than fall into our
hands; but the European, leading forward the
litle boy, fell on his knees and implored us to
save him.

‘1 bad heard that an Englishman had joined
these wretches, and at first thought that this was
the man; 8o, desirous of capturing him, I or-
dered my men whenever they found him to spare
his life if possible. This man was at once seized
and brought before me.

*“ He had a piteous story to tell. He said that
his name was John Potts, that he belonged to
Southampton, and had been in India a year.
He had come to Agra to look out for employ
as a servant, and had been canght by the Thugs.

- They oftered to spare his life if he would join

then. According to him they always make this
offer. Ifit had only been himself was con-
cerned he said that he would have died a bun-
dred times rather than have accepted; but his
little boy was with him, and to save his life he
consented, boping that someéhow or other he
might escape. 'They then received him with
some horrible ceremonies, ed on his
arm aud on the arm of his sor\\ on the inner part
of the right elbow, the naméyor’ Bowhani in
Hindu characters. Potts showcd me his arm
and that of his son in proof of this. :

‘“He had been with them, according to his
own account, about three months, and Lis life
had been one continuons horror. He had picked
up enough of their language to conjecture to some
extent the nature of their belief, which, he assert-
ed, would be most important information for the
Government. - The Thugs had treated him very
kindly, for they looked upon him as one of them-
selves, and they are all very humanc and affec-
tionate to one another. His worst fear had been
that they would compel him to do murder; and
he would have died, he declared, rather than con-
sent ; but, fortunately, he was spared. The rea-
son of this, he said, was because they always do
their murder by strangling, since the shedding
of blood is not acceptable to their divinity. - He
could not do this, for it requires great dexterity.
Almost all their strangling is done by a thip,
strong cord, curiously twisted, about six feet in
length, with a weight at one end, generally carved
80 as to represent the face of Bowhani. This
they throw with a peculiar jerk around the neck
of their victim. . The weight swings the cord
round and round, while the strangler pulls at
the other end, and death is inevitable. His
hands, he said, were coarse and clumsy, unlike
the delicate fiindu hands; and so, although they
forced him to practice incessantly, he could not
learn. lie said nothing about the boy, but, from
what I saw of that boy afterward, I believe that
nature created him especially to be a Thug, and
have no doubt that he learned then to wield the
cord with as much dexterity as the best strangler
of them all.

is the sight of death or dead bodies.

are her disciples must offer up human victimns
killed without the shedding of blood, and the
mﬁo:ehem‘:rﬂl‘htzemomonninthem
The motive is is never gain, for rarely
plund_er, but p?rely reljuiom seal. 'l%:’mud

is an immortality of bliss h ich Bow-
haui will secure them ; sﬁfem){o

thnsiasm of the chase, or, in hunting the tiger,
feels the delight of braving danger and displaying
courage, 80 bere that sameé passion is felt to an
extraordinary degree, for it is man that must be
pursned and destroyed. - Here, in addition to
courage, the hunter of man must call into exer-
cise cunning, foresight, eloquence, intrigue. All
this I afterward brought to the attention of the
Govsrnmentwithvez‘g‘oodmln

““Potts declared night and day he had
been on the watch for a chance to escape, but so
infernal was the cunning of these wretches, and
sot}nicktheirsems, sharpened as they had been
by long practice, that success becamie hopeless.
He had fallen into deep dejection, and concluded
that his only hope lay in the etiorts of the Gov-
ernment to put down thess assassins. Our ap-

ce had at last saved him.

i Neither I, nor any of my men, nor any En-
glishman whohendthismy,doubtedt{)rln
instant the truth of word. All the news-
papasmeuﬁonedwit;'ﬁghtthoﬁctthnm&-
glishman and his son had been rescued. mm
felt for that father who, forhis son’s sake, had con-
sented to dwell amidst scenes of terror, and sym-
pathy for the anguish that he must have endured
during that terrific captivity. A thrill of horror
pessed through all our Anglo-Indian society at
the revelation which he made about Thuggee ;
and so great was the feeling in his favor that a
handsome subecription was made up for him by
the officers at Agra.

* “For my part I believed in him moet im-
plicitly, and, as I saw him to be unusually
clever, I engaged him at once to be my serv-
ant. - He staid with me, and every month won
more and more of my confidence. He had a
good head for business. Matters of considerable
delicacy which I intrusted to him were well per-
formed, and at last I thought it the most fortu-
nate circumstance in my Indian life that I bad
fouud such a man. -

. ““After about three years he expressed a wish
to go to England for the sake of his son. He
thought India a bad place for a boy, and wished
to try and start in some business in his native
land for his son’s sake,

¢ That boy had always been my detestation—
a crafty, stealthy, wily, malicious little demon,
who was a perfect Thug in his nature, withont
any religious besis to his Thoggeeism. 1 pitied
Potts for being the father of such a son. 1 could
not let the little devil live in my house; his cru-
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elty to animals which he delighted to torture,
his thieving propensities, and his infernal deceit,

villain. To oblige Potts, whom
implicitly, I wrote to my old friend
on, of Brandon Hall, ])evon?réﬁs:,
im to do what he could for so Qe-
serving a fnan.

¢ Just gbout this timie an event occurred which

wife had been ill for two years.
I had obtained a faithful nuarse in the person of
a Mrs. Compton, a poor creature, but gentle and
affectionate, for whom my dear love's sympathy
had been excited. No one could have been
more faithful than Mrs. Compton, and I sent
my darling to the hill station at Assurabad in
hopes that the cooler air might reinvigorate her.

*¢She died. It is only a month or two since
that frightful blow fell and crushed me. To think
of it overwhelms me—to write of it is impossible.

‘I could think of nothing but to fly from my
unendurable grief. I wished to get away from
India any where. Before the blow crushed me 1
hoped that I might carry my darling to the Cape
of Good Hope, and therefore I remitted there
a large sum; but after she left me I cared not
where I went, and finding that a vessel was go-
ing to Manilla I decided to go theie.

‘It was Potts who found out this. I now
know that he engaged the vessel, put the crew
on board, who were all creatures of his own, and
took the route to Manilla for the sake of carry-
ing out his designs on me. To give every thing
a tair appearance the vessel was laden with store:
and things of that sort, for which there was a
demand at Manilla. It was with the most per-
fect indifference that I embarked. I cared not
where [ went, and hoped that the novelty of the
sea voyage might benefit me.

¢“The captain was an Italian named Cigole, a
low-browed, evil-faced villain. The mate was
named Clark. There were three Lascars, who
formed the small crew. Potts came with me,
and also an old servant of mine, a Malay; whose
life I had saved years before. His name was
Uracao. It struck me that the crew was a small
one, but I thought the captain knew his business
better than I, and so I gave myself no concern.

¢ After we embarked Potts’s manner changed
very greatly. I remember this now, though I
did not notice it at the time, for I was almost in
a kind of stupor. He was particularly insolent
to Uracao. 1 remember once thinking inditfer-
ently that Potts would have to be reprimanded,
or kicked, or something of that sort, but was not
capable of any action.

¢ Uracao had for yeaes slept in front of my
door when at home, -and, when traveling, in the

_same room. He always waked at the slightest

noise. He regarded his life as mine, and thought
that he was bound to watch over me till I died.
Although this was often inconvenient, yetit would
have broken the affectionate fellow’s heart if I
had forbidden it, so it went on. Potts made an
effort to induce him to sleep forward among the
Lascars, but though Uracao had borne insolence
from him without & murmur, this proposal made
his eyes kindle with a menacing fire which si-
lenced the other into fear.

“The passage was a quick one, and at last we

were only a few days’ sail from Manills. Now
our quiet came to an end. - One night I was
awakened by a tremendous struggle in my cabin.
Starting up, [ saw in the gloom two figures
struggling desperately. 1t was impossible to see
who they were. 1 sprang from the berth and
felt for my pistols. They were gone.

**What the devil is this ?’ 1 roared fiercely.

“No answer came ; but the next moment there
was a tremendous fall, and one of the men clung
to the other, whom he held downward. I sprang
from my berth. There were low voices out in
the cabin.

“““You can't,’ said one voice, which I recog-
nized as Clark’s. ‘e has his pistols.’

‘¢ ¢ He hasn’t,’ said the voice of Gigole. ‘Potts
took them away. He's unarmed.’

¢¢Who are you?’ I cried, grasping the man
who was holding the other down.

. “¢Uracao,’ said he. ‘Get your pistols or
you're lost !’

¢ ¢What thedevil is the matter ?’ I cried, an-
grily, for I had not even yet a suspicion.

¢t ¢ Feel around your neck,’ said he. .

¢ Hastily I put my hand up. A thrill of hor-
ror passed through me. It was the Thuggec cord.

¢ Who is this?' I cried, grasping the man
who had fallen.

¢ ¢ Potts," cried Uracao. ‘Your pistols are
under your berth. Quick! Potts tried to stran-
gle you. There’saplot. The Lascars are Thugs.
I saw the mark on their arms, the name of Bow-
hani in Hindu letters.’

¢ All the truth now seemed to flash across me.
I leaped back to the berth to look under it f r
my pistols. As I stooped there was a rush be-
hind me. .

““‘Help! Clark! Quick!’ cried the voice (f
Potts. ¢ This devil's strangling me !’

¢* At this a tumult arose round the two men.
Uracao was dragged off. Potts rose to his feer.
At that moment I found my pistols. 1 could
not distinguish persons, but I ran the risk and
fired. A sharp cry followed. Somebody was
wounded.

¢ ¢Damn him !’ cried Potts, ‘ he’s got the pis-
tols.’

*“ The next moment they had all rushed out,
dragging Uracao with them. The door was
drawn to violently with a bang and fustened on
the outside. They Had captured the ouly man
who could help me, and 1 was a prisover at the
mercy of these miscreants.

¢ All the remainder of the night and until the
following morning I heard noises and tramp-
ling to and fro, but had no idea whatever of
what was going on. [ felt indignation at the
treachery of Potts, who, I now perceived, had’
deceived me all along, but had no fear whatever
of any thing that might happen. Death was
rather grateful than otherwise. Still 1 determ-
ined to sell my life as dearly as possible, and,
loading my pistol once more, I waited for them
to come. 'The only anxiety which 1 felt was
about my poor faithful Malay.

‘* But time passed, and at last all was still.
There was no sound either of voices or of foot-
steps. I waited for what seemed hours in im-
patience, until finally I could endure it no lon-

ger. I was not going to die like a dog. but de-
! termined at all hazards to go out armed, faca
| them, and meet my doom at once.
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A few vigorous kicks at the door broke it | ‘‘July 28.—Since I wrote this there has been

open and I walked out.
the oebin. I went out on deck. There was no
one there. Isawitall. I was deserted. More;
the brig had settled down so low in the water
that the sca was up to her gunwales. I looked |
out over the ocean to see if I could perceive any |
trace of them—DPotts and the rest. I saw no-'
thing. They must have left long before. A faint
smoke in the hatchway attracted my attention.
Looking there, I perceived that it had been burn-
ed away. The villains had evidently tried to |
scuttle the brig, and then, to make doubly sure, |
had kindled a fire on the cargo, thinking that .
the wooden materials of which it was composed
would kindle readily. But the water had rush-
ed in too rapidly for the flames to spread ; never-
theless, the water was not able to do its work,
for the wood cargo kept the brig afloat. She
was water-logged but still floating.

‘“The masts and shrouds were all cut away.
The vessel was now little better than a raft, and
was drifting at the mercy of the ocean currents.
For my part I did not much care. I had no
desire to go to Manilla or any where else; and
the love of life which is usually so strong did not
exist. I should have preferred to have been
killed or drowned at once. Instead of that Ii
lived.

‘“She died om\ June 15. It was the 2d of |
July when tifis oécurred which I have narrated. \L
It is now the 10th. For a week I have been !
drifting I know not where. I have seen no land.
There are enough provisions and water on board
to sustain mc for months. ‘The weather has
been fine thus far.

‘I have written this with the wish that who- !
ever may find it will send it to Ralph Brandon,
Esq., of Brandon Hall, Devonshire, that he may
sec that justice is done to Potts, and the rest of
the conspirators. Let him also try, if it be not
too late, to save Uracao. If this fall into the
hands of any one going to England let it be de-
livered to him as above, but if the finder be going |
to India let him place it in the hands of the Gov- |
ernor-Genaral ; if to China or any other place, |
let him give it to the authorities, enjoining them, f
however, after using it, to send it to Ralph!
Brandon as above. |

‘It will be seen by this that John Potts was |
in connection with the Thugs, probably for the |
sake of plundering those whom they murdered : !
that he conspired against me and tried to kill |
me; and that he has wrought my death (for I'!
expect to die). An examination of my desk
shows that he has taken papers and bank bills |
to the amount of four thousand pounds with;
him. It was this, no doubt, that induced him :
to make this attempt against me. . i

‘I desire also hereby to appoint Henry Thorn- |

There was no one in

~days. The brig has run aground.
, island, with a rock about five miles away. Thank
" God. my last hour is at hand. The sea is rush-

, upon the brig.

a series of tremendous storms,
cleared up again.
ship.

“‘July 31.—Land to-day visjble at a great
distance on the south. I know not what land it
may be. I can not tell in what direction I am
drifting.

‘‘ August 2.—Land visible toward the south-
west. It seems like the summit of a range of
mountains, and is probably fifty miles distant.

*“ August 5.—A sail appeared on the horizon.
It was too digtant to perceive me. It passed out
of sight. ‘/’

‘‘ August/10.—A series of severe gales. The
sea always rolls over the brig in these storms,
and sometimes seems about to carry her down.

¢‘ August 20,—Storms and calms alternating.
When will this end ?

‘‘ August 25.—Land again toward the west.
It seems as though I may be drifting among the
islands of the Indian Archipelago.

¢‘ September 2.—1I have been sick for a week.
Unfortunately I am beginning to recover again.
A faint blue streak in the rorth seems like land.

¢¢ September 10.—Open water.

¢ September 23.—A series of storms. How
the brig can stand it I can not see. I remem-
ber Potts telling me that she was built of mahog-
any and copper-fastened. She does not appear
to be much injured. I am exceedingly weak
from want and exposure. It is with difficulty
that I can move about.

‘ October 2.—Three months adrift. My God
have mercy on me, and make haste to deliver
me! A storm is rising. Let all Thy waves
and billows overwhelm me, O Lord !

¢* October 5.—A terrific storm. Raged three
It is a low

The weather has
I have seen no land and no

ing in with tremendous violence, hurling sand
I shall drift no more. I can
scarcely hold this pen. These are my last
words. This is for Ralph Brandon My bless-
ing for my loved son. I feel death coming.
Whether the storm takes me or not, I must die.

‘ Whoever finds this will take it from my
hand, and, in the.name of God, I charge him to
do my bidding.” -,

.

This was the last. The concluding pageés of
the manuscript were scarcely legible. The en-
tries were meagre -formal, but the hand-
writing spoke of the sdarkest despair. What

agonies had this man not endured during those

three months!

Brandon folded up the manuscript reveren-'

tially, and put it into his pocket. He then
went back into the cabin. Taking the bony

ton, Sen., Esq., of Holby Pembroke, Solicitor, | skeleton hand he exclaimed, in a solemn voice,
my executor and the guardian of my son Court- | *‘ In the name of God, if I am saved, I swear to
enay, to whom I bequeath a father's blessing ! do your bidding!”
and all that I possess. Let him try to secure| He next proceeded to perform the last offices
my money in Cape Town for my boy, and, if | to the remains of Colonel Despard. On remov-
possible, to regain for him the four thousand {ing the sand something bright struck his eye.
pounds which Potts has carried off. { It was a gold locket. As he tried to open it
‘* Along with this manuscript I also inclose | the rusty hinge broke, and the cover came off.
the strangling cord. | It was a painting on enamely which was as
‘“May God have mercy upon my soul! bright as when made—the portrait of a beauti-
en. ! ful woman, with pensive eyes, and delicate, in-
““ LroNeL DEesparp.” | tellectual expression; and appeared as though

. v ma———— v
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‘‘THREE MONTHS ADRIFT.”

it might have been worn around the Colonel's |
neck. Brandon sighed, then putting this in his
pocket with the manuseript he proceeded to his
task. In‘an hour the remains were buried in
the grave on Coflin Island.

—

CHAPTER VIIL
THE SIGNAL OF FIRE.

THE wreck broke in upon the monotony of
Brandon’s island life and changed the current
of his thoughts. ‘I'he revelations contained in
Despard’s manuscript came with perfect novelty
to his mind. Potts. his enemy, now stood be-
fore him in darker coiors, the foulest of miscre-
ants, one who had descended to an association
with Thuggee, one who bore on his arm the
dread mark of Bowhani. Aguinst such an en-
emy as this he would have to be wary. If this
enemy suspected his existence could he not read-
ily find means to effect his destruction for-
ever? Who could tell what mysterious allies this
man might have? Cigole had tracked and fol-
lowed him with the patience and vindictiveness
of a blood-hound. There might be many such
as he. He saw plainly that if he ever escaped
his first and highest neccssity would be to work
in secret, to conceal his true name, and to let
it be suppcsed that Louis Brand>n had been
drowned, while another name would enable him

to do what he wished.

The message of I'espard was now g sacred
legacy to himself. The duty which the murdered
man had imposed upon his father must now be
inherited by him.  Even this could scarcely add
to the obligations to vengeance under which he
already lay; yet it freshened his passion und
quickened his resolve.

The brig was a novelty to him here, and"as
day succeeded to day he found occupation in
searching her. During the hotter part of the
day he busied himself in shoveling out the sand
from the cavern with a board. In the cool of
the morning or evening he worked at the hstch-
way. Here he soon reached the cargo.

‘This cargo consisted of staves and short boards.
All were blackened, and showed traces of fire.
The fire seemed to have burned down to a depth
of four feet, and two or three feet under the sides;
then the water coming in had quenched it.

He drew out hundreds of these staves and
boards, which were packed in bundles, six boards
being nailed together as box-shooks, and thirty
or forty staves. These he threw out upon the
deck and on the sand. What remained he drew
abouj and scattered loosely in the hold of the
vessel. He did this with a purpose, for he looked
forward to the time when some ship might pass,
and it would then be necessary to attract her at-
tention. There was no way of doing so. He
had no pole, and if he had it might not be no-
ticed. A fire would be the surest way cf draw-
ing attenti_n, and all this wood gave him the
means cf building one. He scattered it about
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on the rand, so that it might dry in the hot | a single drop of rain had fallen. The sun shone
san. with intense heat, and the evaporation was great.
Yet it was also necessary to have some sort of | The wind at first tempered this heat somewhat,
a signal to elevate in case of need. He had no- | but at last this ceased to blow by day, and often
thing but a knife to work with; yet patient ef- | for hours there was a dead ealm, in which the
fort will do much, and after about a week he had | water of the sea lay unrutfled and all the air was
cut away the rail that ran along the quarter-deck, | motionless.
which gave him a pole some twenty feet in length. |  If there could only have been something which
The nails that fastened the boards were all rust- | he conld stretch over that precious pool of water
ed so that they could not be used in attaching | he might then have arrested its flight. But he .
any thing to this. He decided when the time | had nothing, and could contrive nothing. Every
came to tie his coat to it, and use that as a flag. | day saw a perceptible decrease in its volume, and
It certainly ought to be able to attract attention. |at last it went down so low that he thought he
Occupied with such plans and labors and pur- | could count the number of days that were left
poses as these, the days passed quickly for two | him to live. But his despair could not stay the
weeks. By that time the fierce rays of the sun | operation of the laws of nature, and he watched
had dried every board and stave so that it be- | the decrease of that water as one watches the
came like tinder. The ship itself felt the heat; | failing breath of a dying child.
the seams gaped more widely, the boards warped | Many weeks passed, and the water of the
and fell away from their rusty nails; the timbers | pool still diminished. At last it had sunk so
were exposed all over it, and the hot, dry wind | Jow that Brandon could not hope to live more
penetrated every cranny. The interior of the | than another week unless rain came, and that
hold and the cabin became free from damp, and | now he could scarcely expect. The look-out be-
hot and dry. came more hopeless, and at length his thoughts,
Then Brandon flung back many of the boards | instead of turning toward escape, were occupied
and staves loosely; and after enough had been | with deliberating whether he would probably die
thrown there he worked laboriously for days cut- | of starvation or simple physical exhaustion. 1Ile
ting up large numbers of the boards into fine | began to enter into that state of mind which he
splints, until at last a huge pile of thesc shavings | hud rcad in Despard’s MSS., in which life ceases
were accumulated. With these and his pistol | to be a matter of desire, and the only wish left
he would be able to obtain light and fire in the | is to die as quickly and as painlessly as possible.
time of need. At length one day as his eyes swept the wa-
The post which he had cut off was then sharp- | ters mechanically out of pure habit, and not ex-
ened at one end, so that he could fix it in the | pecting any thing, he saw far away to the north-
sand when the time came, should it ever come. | east somcthing which looked like a sail. He
Here, then, these preparations werc compieted. | watched it for an hour before he fairly decided
After all his labor in the cabin nothing was | that it was not some mocking cloud. REut at
found. The bedding, the mattresses, thc chests, | the end of that time it had grown larger, and had
the nautical instruments had 'all been ruined. | assumed a form which no cloud could keep so
The tables and chairs fell to pieces when the | long.
sand was removed; the doors and wood-work | Now his heart beat fast. and all the old long-
sank away; the cabin when cleared remained a | ing for escape, ard the old love of life returned
wreck. with fresh vehemcnte. This new emotion over-
The weather continued hot and dry. At night | powered him, and he did not try to struggle
Brandon flung himself down wherever he hap- | with it. :
pened to be, either at the brig or at the rock. | Now had come the day and the hour when all
Every day he had to go to the rock for water, |life was in suspense. This was his first hope,
and also to look out t d the sea from that | and he felt that it must be his last. Experience
side. At frst, while intent'apon his work at the | had shown that the island must lie outside the
ship, the sight of the barren\horizon every dayv | common track of vessels, and, in the ordinary
did not materially affect him: he rose superior \ course of things, if this passed by he could not

to despondency and cheered himself with his task. | hope to see another. -
But at length, at the end of about three weeks, | Now he had to decide how to attract her no-
all this work was done and nothing more re- | tice. She was still far away, yet she was evi-
mained. His only idea was to labor to effect his | dently drawing nearer. The rock was higher
escape, and not to insure his comfort during his | than the mound and more conspicuous. He de-
stay. . 1termined to_carry his signal there, and erect it
Now as day succeeded to day all his old gloom | somewhere on that place. So he took up the
returned. The excitement of the last few weeks } heavy staff; and bore it laboriously over the sand
had acted favorably upon his bodily health, but | till he reached the rock.
when this was removed he began to feel more| By the time that he arrived there the vessel
than his old weakness. Such diet as his might | had come nearer. Her top-sails were visible above
sustain nature, but it could not preserve health. | thehorizon. Her progress was very slow, for there
He grew at length to loathe the food which he | was onl¥ very little wind.. Her studding-sails
had to take, and it was only by a stern resolve | were all set to catch the breeze, and her course
that he forced himself to swallow it. was such that she came gradually nearer. Wheth-
At length a new evil was superadded to those ; er she would come near enough to see the island
which had already afflicted him. During the | was another question. Yet if they thought of
first part of his stay the hollow or pool of water | keeping a look-out, if the men in the tops had
on the rock had a{wa_vs been kept filled by the | glasses, this rock and the signal could easily be
frequent rains. But now for three weeks, in 1 seen. Hefeared, however, that this would not be
fact ever since the uncovering of the Fishnu, not | thought of. The existence of Coffin Island was
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‘‘STILL HE STOOD THERE, HOLDING -ALOFT HIS SIGNAL.”

rot generally known, and if they supposed that
there was only open water here they would not
be on the look-out at all.

Nevertheless Brandon erected his signal, and
as there was no place on the solid rock where he
could insert it he held it up in his own hands.
Hours passed. 'The ship had come very much
nearer, but her hull was not yet visible. Still

2he stood there under the burning sun, holding
aloft his signal. Fearing that it might not be
sufficiently conspicauous he fastened his coat to
the top, and then waved it slowly backward and
forward.

The ship moved more slowly than ever; but
still it was coming nearer ; for after some time,
which seemed to that lonely watcher like entire
days, her hull became visible, and her course
still lay nearer.

Now Brandon felt that he must be noticed.
He waved his signal incessantly. He even leaped
in the air, so that he might be seen. He thought
that the rock would surely be perceived from the
ship, and if they looked at that they would see
the figure upon it.

Then despondency came over him. The hall
of the ship was visible, but it was only the up-
permost line of the hull. He was standing on

the very top of the rock, on its highest point.
From the deck they could not see the rock it-
self. Hestooped down, and perceived that the
hull of the ship sank out of sight. Then he knew
that the rock would not be visible to them_ at all.
Only the upper half of his body could by any
possibility be visible, and he knew enough of the
sea to understand that this would have the dark
sea for a back-ground to observers in the ship,
and therefore could not be seen.

Still he would not yield to the dejection that
was rapidly coming over him, and deepening into
despair every minute. Never before had he so
clung to hope—never before had his soul been
more indomitable in its resolution, more vigor-
ous in its strong self-assertion.

He stood there still waving his staff as though
his life now depended upon that dumb yet elo-
quent signal—as though, like Moses, as long as
his arms were erect, so long would he be able
to triumph over the assault of despair. Hours

Still no notice was taken of him. Still
the ship held on her course slowly, yet steadily,
and no change of direction, no movement of any
kind whatever, showed that he had been seen.
What troubled him now was the idea that the
ship did not come any nearer. This at first he

P =

H MRS et oot o YD N s Y

-

—-oow



CORD AND CREESE. %0

refused to beiieve, but at last he saw it beyond | this wind would carry the ship which he wished
doubt, for at length the hull was no longer visi- | to attract further and further away. ‘That ship
ble above the horizon. had now died out in the dark of the ebon sca;
The ship was now due north from the rock, | the chances that he could catch its notice were
sailing on a line directly parallel with the island. | all against him, yet he never faltered.
It came no nearer. 1t was only passing by it. He had come to a fixed resolution, which was
And now Brandon saw that his last hope of at- : at all hazards to kindle his signul-fire, whatever
tracting attention by the signal was gone. 'The . the chances against him might be. He thought
ship was moving onward to the west, and every that the flames flaring up would of necessity at-
minute would make it less likely that those on tract attention, and that the vessel might turn,

board could see the rock.

During the hours in which he had watched
the ship he had been busy conjecturing what
she might be, and from what port she might have
come. The direction indicated China almost
undoubtedly. He depicted in his mind a large,
commodious, and swift ship, with many passen-
gers on their way back to England. He imag-
ined pleasant society, and geveral intercourse.
His fancy created a thousand scenes of dehght- :
ful association with ¢*the kindly race of men.
All earthly happiness seemed to him at thas time |
to find its centre on board that ship which pass- |
ed-before his eyes. ‘

"T'he seas were bright and sparkling, the skies
calm and deeply blue, the winds breathed softly,
the white swelling sails puffed out like cloudS\
against the blue sky beyond. That ship seemed |
1o the lonely watcher like Heaven itself. Oh!
to pass bevond the limits of this narrow sandy
" waste! to cross the waters and enter there'
Oh! to reach that ship which moved on so ma-j

jestically, to enter there and be at rest! ‘

It was not given him to enter there. Bran-
don soon saw this. The ship moved farther
away. Already the sun was sinking, and the
sudden night of the tropics was coming smftly
on. There was no longer any hope.

He flung the staff down tiil it broke asunderi
on the hard rock, and stood for a few moments :
looking out at sea in mute despair.

Yet could he have known what was shortly to |
be the fate of that ship—shortly, only in a few \
days—he would not have despaired, -he would |
have rejoiced, since if death were to be his lot |
it were better to die where he was than to be |
rescued and gain the sweet hope of life afresh, |
and then have that hope extinguished in blood.

But Brandon did not remain long in idleness.
There was yet one resource—one which he had
already thought of through that long day, but hes-
itated to try, since he would have to forsake his
signal-station ; and to remain there with his staff’
seemed to him then the only purpose of his life.
Now since the signal-staff had failed, he had
breken it, as some magician might break the
wand which had failed to work its appropriate .
spelf and other things were before him. He
took his coat and descended from the rock to
make a last effort for life. He walked back
through the gathering gloom toward the wreck.
He did not run, nor did he in any way exhibit
any excitement whatever. ~ He walked with a
firm step over the sand, neither hastening on
nor lagging back, but advancing calmly.

Before he had gone half-way it was dark.
The sun had gone down in a sea of fire, and the
western sky, after flaming for a time, had sunk
into darkness. There was no moon. The stars
shone dimly from behind a kind of haze that
overspread the sky. The wind came up more
freshly from the east, and Brandon knew that

- be desired than avoided.

! or lie-to, and try to discover what this might be.
If this last hope failed, he was Teady to die.
Death had now become to him rather 2 thing to
For he knew that it
was only a change of life; and how much better
would life be in a spiritual world than life on
this lonely isle.

This decision to die took away despair. De-
spair is only possible to those who value this
- earthly life exclusively. To the soul that looks
; forward to endless life despair can never come.

It was with this solemn purpose that Brandon
went to the wreck, seeking by a last chance after
life, yet now pr epared to relinquish it. He had
struggled for life all these weeks ; he had fought
and wrestled for life with unutterable spiritual
agouny, all day long; on the summit of that rock,
and now the bitterness of death was past. -

- An hour and a half was occupied in the walk
over the sand to the wreck. Fresh waves of
dark had come over all things, and now, though
there were no clouds, yet the gloom was intense,
and faint points of light in the sky above showed
where the stars might be. Where now was the
ship for which Brandon sought? He cared not.
He was going to kindle his signal-fire. The wind
was blowing freshly by the time that he reached
! the place. Such a wind had not blown for
weeks. It would take the ship away farther.
What mattered it? lle would seize his last
chance, if it were only to put that last chance
away forever, and thus make an end of suspense.

All his preparations had long since been made;
the dry wood lay loosely thrown about the hold;
the pile of shavi ings and fine thread-like cplmters
was there aw axnng him. He had ouly to apply
i the fire.

He took his linen handkerchief and tore it up
into fine threads, these he tore apart again and
rubbed in his hand till they were almost as loose
as lint. le then took these loose fibres, and de-
scending into the hold, put them underneath the
pile which he had prepared. Then h¢ %ook his
pistol, and holding it close to the lint fired it.

The explosion rang out with startling force in
the narrow hull of the ship, the lint received the
fire and glowed with the sparks into spots of red
heat. Brandon blew with his breath, and the
wind streaming down lent its assistance.

In a few moments the work was done.

It blazed !

But scarcely had the first flame appeared than
a puff of wind came down and extinguished it.
The sparks, however, were there yet. It was as
though the fickle wind were tantalizing him—at
one time pelping, at another baffling him. Once
more Brandon blew. Once more the blaze arose.
Brandon flung his coat skirts in front of it till it
might gather strength. The blaze ran rapidly
through the fine splints, it extended itself toward
the shavings, it threw its arms upward to the
larger sticks.
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The dry wood kindled. A million sparks flew |

out as it cracked under the assault of the devour-
ing fire. The flame spread itself out to a larger
volume; it widened, expanded, and clasped the

And fast and furious, with eager advance, the
flames rushed on devouring every thing. T'hrough
the hatchway, around which the fiercest fires
gathered, the stream of flame rose impetuously

kindling all around in its fervid embrace. The 1 on high, in a straight upward torrent, hurling up

flame had been baffled at first; but now, as if to
assert its own supremacy, it rushed out in all di-
rections, with something that seemed ulmost like
exultation. That flame had once been conquered
by the waters in this very ship. The wood had
saved the ship from the waters. It was as though
the Woop had once invited the FirE to union,
but the WATER had stepped in and prevented
the union by force ; as though the Woob, resent-
ing the interference, had baffled the assaults of
the WATER, and saved itself intact through the
long years for the embrace of its first love,

Now the FIRE svought the Woop once more
after 80 many years, and in ardor unspeakable
embraced its bride.

Such fantastic notions passed through Bran-
don's fancy as he looked at the triumph of the
flame. But he could not stay there long, and as
he had not made up his mind to give himself to
the flames he clambered up quickly out of the
hatchway and stood upon the sand without.

The smoke was pouring through the hatchway,
the black voluminous folds being rendered visible
by the glow of the .flames beneath, which now
had gained the ascendency, and set all the winds
at defiance. Indeed it was so now that what-
ever wind came only assisted theflames, and
Brandon, as he looked on, amused self with
the thought that the wind was like the world of
man, which, when any one is first struggling,
has a tendency to crush him, Lut when he has
once gained a foothold exerts all its efforts to
help him along. In this mood, half cynical, half
imaginative, he watched the progress of the
flames.

Soon all the fine kindling had crumbled away
at the touch of the fire, and communicating its
own heat to the wood around, it sank down, a
glowing mass, the foundation of the rising fires.

Here, from this central heart of fire, the flames
rushed on upon the wood which lay loosely on
all sides, filling the hull. Through that wood
the dry hot wind had streamed for many weeks,
till every stave and every board had become dry
to its utmost possibility. Now at the first breath
of the flame the wood yielded; at the first touch
it flared up, and prepared to receive the embrace
of the fire in every fibre of its being.

The flame rolled on. It threw its long arms
through the million interstices of the loose piles
of wood, it penetrated every where with its sub-
tle, far-reaching power, till within the ship the
glow broadened and widened, the central heart
of fire enlarged its borders, and the floods of lame
that flowed from it rushed with consuming fury
through the whole body of the ship.

Glowing with bright lustre, increasing in that
brigiitness every moment, leaping up as it con-
sumed and flashing vividly as it leaped up. A
thousand tongues of flame streamed upward
through the crannies of the gaping deck, and

| 8 vast pyramid of tire to the ebon skies, a proyoc
| péyay wwywva which, like that which once il-
¥ lumed the Slavonic strait with the signal-fire first
caught from burning Troy, here threw its radi-
- ance far over the deep.
! While the lighter wood lasted the flame was
“in the ascendant, and nobly it did its work.
| Whatever could be done by bright radiance and
far-penetrating lustre was done here. If that
ship which had passed held any men on board
capable of feeling a human interest in the visible
signs of calamity at sea, they would be able to
read in this flame that there was disaster some-
where upon these waters, and if they had human
bearts they would turn to see if there was not
some suffering which they might relieve.

But the lighter and the dryer wood was at last
consumed, and now there remained that which
Brandon had never touched, the dense masses
which still lay piled where they had been placed
eighteen years before. Ubpon these the fire now
marched. But already the long days and weeks
of scorching sun and fierce wind had not been
without their effects, and the dampness had been
subdued. Besides, the fire that advanced upon
them had already gained immense advantage; for
one half of the brig was one glowing mass of
heat, which sent forth its consuming forces, and
withered up, and blighted, and annihilated all
around. 'The close-bound and close-packed
masses of staves and boards received the resist-
less embrace of the fire, and where they did not
flame they still gave forth none the less a blaze-
less glow. .

Now from the burning vessel the flame arose
no more; but in its place there appeared that
! which sent forth as vivid a gleam, and as far- -
!flashing a light. 'The fire had full sway, though
| it gave forth no blaze, and, while it gleamed but
little, still it devoured. From the sides of the
ship the planks, blasted by the intense heat and
by the outburst of the flames, had sprung away,
and now for nearly all the length of the vessel
the timbers were exposed without any covering.
Between these flashed forth the gleam of the fire
inside, which now in one pure mass glowed with
dazzling brightness and intense heat.

But the wood inside, damp as it was, and solid
in its fibre, did not allow a very swift progress
to the fire. It burned, but it burned slowly. It
glowed like the charcoal of a furnace from be-
hind its wooden bars.

The massive timbers of mahogany wood vield-
ed slowly and stubbornly to the contlagration.
They stood up like iron bars long after all the
interior was one glowing mass. But, though
they yielded slowly, still they had to vield with
the pasgage of hours to the progress of the fire.
And s0 1t came to pass that at length the strong
sides, sapped by the steady and resistless assault,
| surrendered. (ne by one the stout timbers, now

between the wide orifices of the planks and tim- wasted and weakened, gzve way and sank down
bers the dazzling flames gleamed; a thousand ; into the fervid mass beneath. At last the whole
resistless arms seemed extended forward to grasp | centre was one accumulation of glowing ashes,
the fabric now completely at its mercy, and the and all that remained were the bow, covere!l
hot breath of the fire shriveled up all in its path . with sand, and the stern, with the quarter-deck.
before yet its hands were laid upon it. The fire spread in both directions. The stern
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vielded first. Here the strong deck sustained for
a time the onset of the fire that had consumed
every thing beneath, but at last it sunk in; the
timbers of the aides followed next, and all had
gone. With the bow there was a longer and a
harder struggle. The fire had penetrated far
into that part of the vessel; the tlames smoul-
aered there, but the conflagration went on, and
«moke and blue flames issued from every part of
that sandy mound, which, fiercely assailed by the
heat, gave way in every direction, broke into a
million crevices, and in places melted and ran to-
gether in a glowing molten heap. Here the fires
bhirned longest, and here they lived and gleamed
until morning.

Long before morning Brandon had fallen
asleep.- Ile had stood first near the burning
wreck. Then the heat forced him to move away,
and he had gone to a ridge of sand, where this
peninsula joined the island. There he sat down,
watching the conflagration for a long time. There
the light flashed, and if that ship for whom he
was signaling had noticed this sign, and had ex-
amined the island, his figure could be seen to any
one that chose to examine.

But hours passed on. He strained his eves
through the gloom in the direction in which the
ship had vanished to see if there were any sign
there. None appeared. The progress of the fire
was slow. It went on burning and glowing with
wonderful energy all through the night, till at
last, not long betore dawn, the stern fell in, and
nothing now was left but the sand-mound that
covered the bows, which, burning beneath, gave
forth smoke and fire.

Then, exhansted by fatigue, he sank down on
the sand and fell into a sound sleep.

In the midst of thronging dreams, from the
depths of that imaginary land where his weary
spirit wandered in sleep, he was suddenly rou
A hand was laid on his shoulder, which shook
him roughly, and a hoarse voice shouted in his ear.
** Mess-mate! Halloo, mess-mate! Wake up!”

Brandon started up and gazed with wild, as-
tonished eves around. It was day.
was two or three hours above the horizon. He
was surrounded by half a dozen seamen, who !
were regarding him with wondering but kindly
faces. ‘T'he one who spoke appeared to be their |
leader. He held a spy-glass in his hand. He
was a sturdy, thick-set man of about fifty, whose |
grizzled haxr, weather-beaten face, groggy nose, |
.md whiskers, commg all round under his chin, |
gave him the air of old Benbow as he appears
on the stage—‘‘a reg’lar old salt,” *‘sea-dog.”

or whatever other name the popular taste loves '

to apply to the British tar.

** Hard luck here, mess-mate,” said this man,
with asmile. ** But you're all right now. (ome!
Cheer up! Won't you take a drink ?”  And he
held out a brandy-flask.

Brandon rose mechumca]h in a kind of maze,
not vet understanding his good. fortune, not yet
knowing whether he was alive or dead. He took |
the flask and raised it to his lips. The inspirit-

ing draught guve him new life. He looked earn- |

e~tly at the Captain as he handed it back, and |
then seized both his hands.

**God Almighty bless you for this, noble friend,
whoever you are! - But how and when did you |
get here? Who are you? Did Jou-not see my
ugna.l on the rock }esterday——?
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‘‘ One question at a time, mess-mate. " said th.
other, laughingly. ‘*I'm Captan Corlet, of the
ship Falcon, bound from Rydney to London, and
‘these are sume of my men. We saw this light
last night about mulmght right on our weather-
bow, and came up to see what it was. We found
shoal water, and kept off till morning. There's
the Falcon,Sir.”

The Captain waved his hand proudly to where
a large, handsome ship lay, about seven miles
away to the south.

“On your bow? Did you see the firc akead
of you?"” asked Brandon, who now began to com-
prehend the situation.

“Yes.”

“*Then you didn't pass me toward the north
yesterday ?”

**No; never was near thig,place before this
morning.”

‘“It must have been some other ship, then,”
said Brandon, musingly.

‘‘But how did you get here, and how long
have you been here ?”

Brandon had long since decided on the part
he was to play. His story was all ready:

My name is Edward Wheeler. I came out
supercargo in the brig Argo, with a cargo of
hogshead staves and box shooks from London
to Manilla. On the 16th of September last we
encountered a tremendous storm and struck on
this sand-bank. It is not down on any of the
charts. The vessel stuck hard and fast, and
the sea made a clean breach over us. T he cap-
tain and crew put out the boat, and tried to get
away, but were swamped and drowned. I staid
by the wreck till morning. The vessel stood
the storm well, for she had a solid cargo, was
strongly. built, and the sand formed rapidly all
about her. The storm lasted for several days,
and by the end of that time a shoal had formed.
Several storms have occurred since, and have
heaped the sand all over her. I have lived here
ever since in great misery. Yesterday a vesset
passed, and I put up a signal on the rock aver
there, which she did not notice. In despair I
set ﬁre to the brig, which was loaded with wood
' and burned easily. I watched till morning, and

then fell asleep. You found me so. That’s all
I have to say.”

On hearing this story- nothing could exceed
the kindness and sympathy of these honest-
'hearted seamen. The Captain insisted on his
taking another drink, apologized for having to

\‘ carry him back to England. and finally hurried
: him off to the boat. Before two hours Brandon
stood on the deck of the Falon.

—_—————

CHAPTER IX
THE MALAY PIRATE.

Two dayvs had passed since Brandon's rescue.
The light wind which had brought up the Falcon
soon died out, and before the island had been
1 left far behmd a calm succeeded, and there was
{ pothing left but to drift.

A calm in other seas is stillness, here on the
Indian Ocean it is stagnation. The calmness is
like Egyptian darkness. It may be felt. The
stagnation of the waters seems deep enough to
destroy all life there. The air is thick, oppress-
ive, feverish ; there is not a breath or A murmur

|
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of wind ; even the swell o1 ocean, which is nev- l
er-ending, here approaches as near as rounble to |
an end. The ocean rolled but slightly, but the
light undulations gave a lazy, listless motion to
the ship, the spars creaked monotonously, and
the great sails flapped idly in the air.

At such a time the calm itself is sufficient- '
1y dreary, but now there was something which
made all things still more drear. For the calm
was attended by a thick fog; not a moixst, driz-
tling fog like those of the North Atlantic, but a
sultry, dense, dry fog; a fog which gave greater
emphasis to the heat, and, instead of alleviating
it, made it more oppressive.

It was so thick that it was not possible while
standing at the wheel to see the forecastle.
Aloft, all the heavens were hidden in a canopy |
of sickly gray; beneath, the sea showed the
sane color. Its glassy surface exhibited not a |
ripple. A small & only surrounded the ves-
sel, and beyond all things were lost to view. !

The sailors were scattered about the ship in
groups. Some had ascended to the tops with a'
faint hope of finding more air; some were lying :
{lat on their faces on the forecastle; others had
sought those places which were under the sails .
where the occasional flap of the broad canvas
sent down a slight current of air.

The Captain was standing on the quarter-deck,
while Brandon was seated on a stool near theg
wheel. He had been treated by the Captain with |
unbounded hospitality, and supplied with every 1
thing that he could wish, |

‘“The fact is,” said the Captain, who had
been conversing with Brandon, ‘I don't like .
calms any where, still less calms with fogs, and |
least of all, calms off these infernal islands.”

3 Why 9"

‘‘Because to the north’ard is the Strait of .
Sunda, and the Malay pirates are always cruis-
ing about, often as far as this. Did you ever
happen to hear of Zangorri ?” :

o4 Yes' ”

“Well, all I can say is, if you hadn’t been
wrecked, you'd have probably had your throat
cut by that devil.”

“Can t any body catch him ?”

“They don't catch him at any rate. Wheth- |
er thev can or not is another question.” 1
ave you arms ?” |

“Yes. I've got enough to give Zangorri n\
pleasanter reception than he usually gets from a
merchant-ship; and my lads are the boys that:
can use them.”

“1 wonder what has become of that other
ship that passed me on the island,” said Bran-
don, after a pause.

‘‘She can't be very far away from us,” replied
the Captain, ‘‘and we may come up with her
before we get to the Cape.”

A silence followed. Suddenly the Captain's
attention was arrested by something. He raised
his hand to his ear and listened very attentively.
*“Do you hear that?” he asked, quickly. ‘|

Brandon arose and walked to where the Cap- |
tain was. Then both listened. And over the
sea there came unmistakable sounds. The regu-
lar movement of oars! Oars out on the Indian
Ocean! Yet the sound was unmistakable. ;

‘It must be some poor devils that have es-
caped ‘rom sh)pwrebk," said the Captain, half to

i

himself.

. into the cabin.

~and calling tc his men,

' arms, others laboring at the hoat.

‘¢ Well, fire a gun.” :

‘“No,” said the Captain, cantiously, after a
pauso. ‘“It may be somebody else. Wait a
bie.”

So they waited a little while. Suddenly there
came a cry of human voices—a volley of guns!
Shrieks, yells of defiance. shouts of triumph,

_howls of rage or of pain, all softened by the dis-

tance, and all in their unison sounding appalling-
ly as they were borne through the gloom of the
fog.

Instantly every man in the ship bounded to his
feet. They had not heard the tirst sounds, bhut
these they heard, and in that superstition which
is natural to the sailor, ezch man's first thought

, was that the noises came from the sky. and ro

each looked with a stupefied countenance at his
"neighbor.

But the Captain dxd not share the common
feelmg 1 knew it!"” he cried. ‘1 expected
n and blow my old eves out if I don’t catch 'em
‘ this time!”

¢“ What ?” eried Brandon.

Bat the Captain did not hear.
whole demeanor was changed.
the companion-way.

Instantly his
He sprang to
He spoke but one word,

.not in & loud voice, but in tones so stern, so
. startling, that every man in the ship heurd the
\ .
i word :

¢t Zangorri !”

All knew what it meant. It meant that the
most blood-thirsty pirate of these Eastern seas
was attacking some ship behind that veil of fog.

And what ship? This was the thought that
. came to Brandon. - Could it by any possibility
be the one which passed by him when he strove
80 earnestly to gain her attention!

‘“QOut with the long-bosat! Load the car-
‘ronade! Man the boat! Hurry up, lads, for
"God’s sake!” And the Captain dashed down
In an instant he was back again,
buckljng on a belt with a couple of pistols in it,
**Don't shout, don't
cheer, but Hurr, for God's sake !”

And the men rushed about, some collecting
The Falron
. was well supniied with arms, as the Captain had
said. Three guns, any quantity of smaller arma,
and a long Tom, forined her armamént, while
the long-boat had a carronade in her bows.
Thanks to the snug and orderly arnngemem of
 the ship, every thing was soon ready. ‘The long-
boat was out and afioat.  All the seamen except
four were.ont board, and the Captain went down
last. >

¢ Now, pull away, lads'” he cried ; **
ing,” and he took the tiller ropes.

no talk-
As he seated

“himself he looked toward the bows, and his eves

encountered the calm face of Brandon.

‘“ What! you here?” he cried, with unmistak-
able delight.

Brandon's reply consisted simply in drawing
a revolver from his pocket.

‘“You're a brick !” said the Captain.

Not another word was spoken. The Captain
steered the boat toward the direction from which
the sounds came. These grew louder every mo-

' ment—more menacing. and more terrible.

The sailors put all their strength to the oa:«,
and drove the great boat through the water. T«
their impatience it seemed as though they wou! |
never get there. Yet the place which they desi. e
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so much to reach was not far away; the sounds
were now very near ; and st length, as they drove
onward, the tall sides of a ship burst on their
sight through the gloom. By its side was a boat
of the kind that is used by the Malays. On board
the ship a large namber of savage figures were .
rushing about in mad ferocity.

In a moment the boat was seen. A shout rose
from the Malays. A score of them clambered
swiftly down the ship's side to their boat, and a
panic seemed to seize all the rest, who stood
looking around irresolutely for some way of es-

c&?ﬁ-\e boatswain was in the bows of the long-
hoat, and as the Malays crowded-intd their craft
he took aim with the carronade, and fired. The
explosion thundered through the air. A terrific
shriek followed. 'The next instant the Malay

hoat, filled with writhing dusky figures, went
down beneath the waters. i

The long-boat immediately after touched the

. of three
deck first}

3

The rest of the sailors were driving all before
them.

Meanwhile Bnndon had been in the very cen-
tre of the fight. With his revolver in his left
hand he held a cutlass in his right, and every
blow that he gave tojJd. He had sought all
| throngh the struggie to reach the spot where

\Angorn stood, but had hitherto beem unsac-

ceseful. At the retreat which the Malays made
he hastily loaded three of the chambers of hix
revolven which he had emptied into the hearts
alays, and sprang upon the quarter-
The man who struck down the Cap-
tain fell from Brandon's pistol, just as he
stooped tp plunge his knife into the heart of the
prostrate man. Another shot sent over one or
the boatpwain's assailants, and the other assail-
ant was Kicked up into the air and overboard by
the boatswiin himself.

After this Brandon had no more trouble to
get at Zangorri, for the Malay chief with a howl

side of the ship. Brandon grasped a rope with of fury called on his men, and sprang at him.
his left hand, and, holding his revolver in Wi Two quick flashes, two sharp reports, and down
right, leaped upwnd A Malay with aplifted - went two of them. Zangorri grasped Brandon s
knife struck at him. Bang! went the reva!vdr, hand, and raised his knife: the next instant
and the Malay fell dead. The next i 7 ‘Brandon had shifted his pistol to his other hand :
Brandon was on hoard. followed by all the##$*>he fired, Zangorri's arm feil by his side, broken.

ors, who sprang upward and clambered into the
vessel before the Malays could rally from the
first shock of surprise.

Bat the panic was arrested by a man who
bounded upon deck through the hatchway.
Roused by the noise of the gun, he had hurried
up, and reached the deck just as the sailors
arrived. In fierce, stern words he shouted to
his men, and the Malays gathered new courage '
from his words. There were about fifty of these, '
and not more than thirty English sailors; bat
the former had carelessly dropped their arms
ahout, and most of their pieces were unload-
ed: the latter, therefore, had it all their own
Way.,

The first thing that they did was to pour a vol-
lev into the crowd of Malays, as they stood try-
ing to face their new enemy. The next moment
the sailors rushed upon them. some with cutlass-
es, some with pistols, and some with clubbed
muskets.

The Malays resisted desperately. Some fought
with their creeses, others snatched up muskets,
and used them vigorously. others, unarmed. flung
themselves upon their assailants, biting and tear-
ing like wild beasts.

In the midst of the scene stood the chief, wield-
ing a clubbed musket. He was a man of short
<tature, broad chest, and great muscular power.
Three or four of the sailors had already been
knocked down beneath his blows.

“Down with him . velled the Captain.
Zangorri "

A venomous smile passed over the dark face
of the Malay. Then he shouted to his men, and
i an instant they rushed to the quarter-deck and
took up a position there. A few of them ob-
tained some more muskets that lay about.

The Captain shouted to his men, who were
pursuing the Malays, to load once more. They
did s0, poured in a vollev. and then rushed to the
quarter-deck. Now a fiercer fight took place.
‘The Captain with his pistol shot one man dead :
the next instant he was knocked down. The
boatswain was grappled by two powerful men.

“It's

*

and the knife rang on the ship's deck.

Brandon bounded at his throat. He wouand
his arms around him, and with a tremendous jerk
hurled Zangorri to the deck. and held him there.

A cry of terror and dismay arose from the Ma-
lavs as they saw their chief falL. The sailors
shouted ; there was no further fighting: some
of the pirates were Kkilled, others leaped over-
board and tried to swim away. The sailors, in
their fury, shot at these wretches as they swam.
The cruelty of Zangorri had stimulated sach a
thirst for vengeance tha® none thought of giving
quarter. Out of all the Malays the only one
alive was Zangorri himself. who now lay gasj-

" ing. with a mighty hand on his throat.

At last, as his struoggles grew feebler, Brandon
relaxed his grasp. Some of the saijors came up
with uplifted knives to put an end to Zangorn.
** Back " cried Brandon. fiercely. *‘Don’ttouch
him. He's mine!”

** He must die.”

**That's for me to say.” cried Brandon in a
stern voice thatforbade replv. In fact, the sailor
seemed to feel that he had the best claim here.
since he had not only captured Zangorri with his
own hands, but had borne the chief share in the
fight.

** Englishman.” said a voice, ‘*I thank you.”

Brandon started.

It was Zangorri who had spoken :.and in very
fair English too.

**1Do vou rpeak English ?”
could say in his surprise.

T ought 0. I've seen enough of them.”
growled the other.

** Yon scoundrel !” cried Brandon,
nothing to thank me for.
death.”

was all that he

‘* you have
You must die a worse

- Ab,” sneered Zangorri. **'Well. It's about
time. But my death will not pay for the hun-
dreds of English lives that [ have taken. I thank
vou. though, for you will give me time yet to tell
the Englishmen how 1 hate them."”

And the expression of hate that gleamed from
the eves of the Malay was appalling.
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whose curiosity was excited.

‘‘ My brother's blood was shed by them, and :
a Malay never forgives. Yet I have never found
the man I sought. If I had found him [ would .
not have killed any morg.”

‘“The man—what man ?”

‘“The one whom I have sought for fifteen
vears through all these seas,” said the other, !
hoarsely.

s What is his name ?”

“T will not speak it. I had it carved on my
creese which hangs around ‘my neck.”

Brandon thrust his hand into the bosom of the
Malay where he saw a cord which passed around
his neck. He drew forth-a creese, and holding !
it up saw this name cut upon the handle: “ JOHN
POTTS.”

The change that came over the severe, im-
passive face of Brandon was so extraordinary
that even Zangorri in his pain and fary saw it
He uttered an exclamation. The brow of Bran-
don grew as black as night, his nostrils quivered,
his eves seemed to blaze with a terrific luam, and
a slight foam spread itself over his quivering lips.
But he commanded himself by a violent effort.

He looked all around. 'The sailors were busy
with the Captain, who still lay senseless. No one
observed him. He tnrned to Zangorri.

‘* This shall be mine,” said he, and he threw
the cord around his cwn neck, and put the creese
under his waistcoat. But the sharp of the
Malay had been watching him, and as he raised
his arm carelessly to put the weapon where he
desired, he thoughtlessly looeed his hold. That
instant Zangorri took advantage of itt By a
tremendous effort he disengaged himself and
bounded to his feet. The next instant he was
at the taffrail. . One hasty glance all around
showed bim all that he wished to see. Auother
moment and he was beneath the water.

Brandon had been taken unawares, and the
Malay was in the water before he could think.
But he drew his revolver, in which there vet re-
mained two shots, and, stepping to the taffrail,
watched for Zangorri to reappear.

During the fight a change had come over the
scene. The fog had begun to be dissipated and
a wider horizon appeared. As Brandon looked
he saw two vessels upon the smooth surface of
the sea. Omne was the Fakon. The other wasa
large Malay proa. Om the decks of this last was
a crowd of men, perhaps about fifty in number,
who stood looking toward the ship where the
fight had been. The sweeps were out, and they
were preparing to move away. But eacape
of Zangorri had aroused them, and they were
evidently waiting to see the result. That result
lay altogether at the disposal of the man with
the revolver, who stood at the stern from which
Zangorri had 1

And now Znngom s head sbove the
waves, while he took a long breath ére he plunged
agein. The revolver covered him. In a mo-
ment a ballet could have plunged into his brain.

But Brandon did not fire. He counld not. It
was t00 cold -blooded. True, Zangorri was
staimed with countless crimes ; but all his crimes
at that moment were forgouen he did not appear
as Zangorri the merciless pirate, but simply as a
wounded wretch, trving to escape from death.

That death Bmdon could not deal him.
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'* Why do you hate them ?” asked Brandow, !

The sailors were still intent upon the Captain,
whoee state was critical, and Brandon alone
watched the Malay. Soon he saw those on
board the send down a boat and row quick-
ly toward him. They reached him, dragged
him on board, and then rowed back.

Brandon turned away. As vet no one had
I'been in the cabin. He hurried thither to see if
| perchance any one was there who inight be saved.

He en the cabin. The first look which
he gave disclosed a sight which was enough to
chill the blood of the stoutest heart that ever beat.

All around the cabin lay human bodies dis-
torted by the agonies of death, twisted and
twined in different attitudes, and still Iving in
the position in which death had found them.

One, whoee co showed him to be the
captain, lay grasping the hair of a Malay, with
his sword through his enemy’s heart, while a
knife still remained buried in his own. Another
lay with his head cut open ; another with his face
torn by the explosion of a gun. There were
four whites here and about ten Malays, all dead.
But the fourth white was a woman, who lay
dead in front of a door that led to an inmner
cabin, and which was now closed. The woman
appeared to be about fifty vears of age, her ven-
erable gray hair was stained with blood, and her
hand clutched the arm of a Malay who lay dead
by her side.

While Brandon stood looking at this sight he
became aware of & movement in a corner of the
cabin where there were five or gix Lodies heaped
together. He hurried over to the place, and,
pulling away the bodies of several Malays, found
at length a Hindu of large stature, in whom life
was by no means extinct, for he was pushing
with hands and feet and making faint efforts to
rise. He had been wounded in many placea\
and was now quite unconscious.

Brandon dragged away all the bodies, laid
him in as easy a posture as possible, and then
rushed up to the deck for some water. Re-
turning he dashed it over the Hindu. and bound
up one or two wounds which seemed most dan-
gerous,

His care soon brought the Hindu to conscious-
ness.

The man opened his eves, looked upon Bran-
don first with astonishment, then with speechless
gnutnde, and clasping his hand moaned faintly,
in broken English,

‘‘ Bless de Lor! Sahib!”

Brandon hurried up on deck and calling some
of the sailors had the Hindu conveyed there.
All crowded around him to ask him questions,
and gradually found out about the attack of"
the pirates. The ship had been becgimed the
day before, and the Malay proa was in sight, evi-
dently with evil intentions. 'They had kept a
Sopo of sscapa. " Bt the Malay boats bad soughe

of But the y boats sought
hﬁ?r:l through the fog, and had found them.
They had resisted well, but were overpowered by
numbers. The Hindu had been cook of the ship,
and had fought till the last by the side of his cap-
tain.

Without waiting to hear the Hindu's story
Brandon went back to the cabin. The door that
opened into the inner cabin was shut. He tried
it. It waslocked. He looked into the keyhole.

. It was locked from the ingide.
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‘‘§HE FLUNG HERSELF ON HER KNEES IN A TRANSPORT OF GRATITCDE.”

““Is any one there?” he asked.

A cry of surprise was the sole answer.

“You are safe. We are friends. Open'"
cried Brandon.

Then came the sound of light footsteps, the
key was turned, the door slided back, and there
appeared before the astonished eves of Brandon
a voung girl. who, the moment that she saw him,
flung herself on her knees in a transport of grati-
tude and raised her face to Heaven, while her lips
uttered inaudible words of thanksgiving.

She was quite a young girl, with a delicate,
rlender frame, and features of extreme loveliness.
Her complexion was singularly colorless. Her
eves were large, dark, and luminous. Her hair
fell in rich masses over her shonlders. In one
hand xhe held a knife, to which she clung with a
death-like tenacity.

** Poor child !”” marmured Brandon, in accents
of tenderest commiseration. ‘‘It is but little
that vou could do with that knife.”

She looked up at him as she knelt, then looked
at the keen glittering steel, and, with a solemnity
of acrent which showed how deeply she was in
earnest, murmaured, half to herself,

‘1t rould at least have saved me!”

Brandon smiled upon her with such a smile as

a father might give at seeing the spirit or prowess
of eome idolized son.

* ¢“There is no need,” he said, with & voice of
deep feeling, ‘‘there is no need of that now.
You are saved. You are avenged. Come with
me.” The girl rose. ‘‘But wait,” said Bran-
don, and he looked at her earnestly and most
pitvinglv. *‘There are things here which you
should not see. Will you shut your eyes and let
me lead you ?”

‘1 cafi bear it,” said the girl.
shat my eyes.”

*You mast,” said Brandon, firmly, but still
pityingly, for he thought of that venerable wo-
man who lay in blood outside the door. The
girl looked at him and seemed at first as though
about to refuse. There was something in his
face so full of compassion, and entreaty, and
calm control, that she consented. She closed her
eves and held out her hand. Brandon took it
and led her through the place of horror and up
to the deck.

Her appearance was greeted with a cry of joy
from all the sailors. The girl looked around. She
saw the Malays lying dead npon the deck. She
saw the ship that had rescued, and the prea thas
had terrified her. But she saw no familiar face.

‘I will not
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She turned to Brandon with a face of horror,
and with white lips asked:

*“Where are they all?”

‘“ Gone,” said Brandon.

““What! All?" gasped the girl.

¢ All—except yourself and the cook.”

She shuddered from head to foot; at last,
coming closer to Brandon, she whispered : ‘‘ And
my nurse— ?”

Brandon said nothing, but, with a face full of
meaning, pointed upward. The girl understood
him. She reeled, and would have fallen had not
Brandon supported her. Then she covered her
face with her hands, and, staggering away to a
seat, sank down and wept bitterly.

All were silent. Even the rough sailors re-
spected that grief. Rough! Who does not know
that sailors are often the most tender-hearted of
men, and always the most impulsive, and most
quick to sympathy ?

So now they said nothing, but stood in groups
sorrowing in her sorrow. The Captain, mean-
while, had revived, and was already on his feet
looking around upon the scene. The Hindu
also had gained strength with every throb of his
heart and every breath of the air.

But suddenly a cry arose from one of the men
who stood nearest the haichway.

“‘ The ship is sinking!”

Every one started. Yes, the ship was sink-
ing. No one had noticed-it; but the water was
already within a few feet of the top. No doubt
Zangorri had been scattling her when he rushed
out of the hold at the noise of the attack.

There was nothing left but to hasten away.
There was time to save nothing. The bodies of
the dead had to be left with the ship for their
tomb. In a short time they had all hurried into
the boat and were pulling away. Bat not too
soon. For scarcely had they pulled away half
a dozen boat-lengths from the ship than the wa-
ter, which had been rising higher and higher,
more rapidly every moment, rushed madly with
a final onset to secure its prey; and with a groan
like that of some living thing the ship went
down.

A yell came from over the water. It rose

from the Malay proa, which was moving away &s .

fast as the long sweeps could carry her. But the
dead were not revenged only. They were re-
membered. Not long after reaching the Falcon
the sailors were summoned to the side which
looked toward the spot where the ship had sunk,
and the solemn voice of Brandon read the burial-
service of the Charch.

And as he read that service he nnderstood the

Coffin Island thbout noticing his signal.

D

CHAPTER X.
BEATRICE.

It was natural that a young girl who had gone

through so fearful an ordeal should for some time
teel its effects.
est sympathy of all on board the ship; and her
appearance was such as might inspire a chival-
rous respect in the hearts of those rough but
kindly and sensitive sailors who had taken part |
in her rescue.

Her whole appesrance marked her as one of
no common order. There was about her an air
of aristocratic grace which inspired involuntary
respect; an elegance of manner and complete
self-possession which marked perfect breeding.
Added to this, her face had something which is
greater even than beauty—or at least something
withoat which beauty itself is feeble—mamely,
character and expression. Her soul spoke out
in every lineament of her noble features, and
threw around her the charm of spiritual exalta-
tion.

To such a charm as this Brandon did not seem
indifferent. His usual self-abstraction seemed
to desert him for a time. The part that he had
taken in her rescue of itself formed a tie between
them; but there was another bond in the fact
that he alone of all on board could associate with
her on equal terms, as a high-bred gentleman with
& high-bred lady.

The Hinda had at once found occupation, for
Brandon, who had seen the stuff that was in him,
offered to take him for his servant. He said that
his name was Assgeelo, but he was commonly
called Cato, and preferred that name to any oth-
er. He regarded Brandon as his saviour, with
all the superstition which Hindus can feel, and
looked up to this saviour as a superior being. The
offer of employment was eagerly accepted, and
Cato at once entered upon the few duties which
his situnation could require on ship-board.

Meanwhile the young lady remained unknown.
At first she spent the greater part of her time in
her room, and only came out at meal-times, when
the sadness of her face prevented any thing ex-
cept the mosgdistant and respectfil courtesy.
No one knew her name, and no one asked it.
Cato was ignorant of it. She and the old nurse
had only been known to him as the young missis
and the old missis.

Brandon, roused from his indifference, did all

Her situation excited the warm-

in his power to mitigate the gloom of this fair

:young creature, whom fate had thrown in his

way. He found that his attentions were not un-
acceptable. At length she came out more fre-
quently, and they became compamons ca the
quarter-deck. .

Brandon was touched by the exhibition which
she had made of her gratitude to himself. She
persisted in regarding him alone as the one to
whom she owed her life, and apologized to him
for her selfishness in giving way so greatly to her
grief. After a time she ventured to tell him the
story of the voyage which she had been making.
She was on her way from China to England.

. Her father lived in England, but she had passed
fate which he had escaped when the ship passed -

her life in Hong-Kong, bhaving been brought up
there by the old nurse, who had accompanied
her on her voyage until that fearful calamity.

She told him at different times that her father
. was & merchant who had business all over the
world, and that he had of late taken up his sta-
: tion in his own home and sent for her.
! Of her father she did not say much. and did
not seem to kn :w much. She had never seen
him. She had been in Hong-Kong ever since
she could remember. She believed, however,
. that she was born in England, but did not know
for certain. Her nurse had not known her till
_she had gone to China.

It was certainly a curious life, but quite nat-
inra.l, when a busy merchant devotes all his
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thoughts to business, and but little attention to
his family. She had no mother, but thought she
must have died in India. Yet she was not sure.
Of all this, however, she expected to hear when
she reached home and met her father.

By the time that she had been a month on
board Brandon knew much of the events of her
simple life. He saw the strange mixture of fear
and longing with which she lovked forward to a
mecting with her father. He learned that she
had a brother, also, whom she had never seen,
for her father kept his son with himself. He
gould not help looking with inexpressible pity on
one so lovely, yet so neglected.

Otherwise, as far as mere money was con-
cerned, she had never suffered. Her accom-
plishments were numerous. She was passion-
ately fond of music, and was familiar with all
the classic compositions. Her voice was finely
trained, for she had enjoyed the advantage of
the instructions of an Italian maestro, who had
Leen banished, and had gone out to Hong-Kong
as band-master in the Twentieth Regiment. She
could speak French fluently, and had read al-
most every thing.

Now after finding out all this Brandon had
not found out her name. Embarrassments
arose sometimes, which she could not help no-
ticing, from this very cause, and yet she said
nothing about it. Brandon did not like to ask
her abruptly, since he saw that she did not re-
spond to his hints. So he conjectured and won-
dered. He thought that her name must be of
the lordliest kind, and that she for some reason
wished to keep it a secret: perhaps she was no-
ble, and did not like to tell that name which had
been stained by the occupations of trade. All
this Brandon thought.

Yet as he thought this, he was not insensible
to the music of her soft, low voice, the liquid
tenderness of her eye, and the charm of her
manner. She seemed at once to cgafide herself
to him—to own the superiority 4f his nature,
and seek shelter in it. Cir
them exclusively into o
they found each otHer so congenial that they
took advantage of circumstances to the ut-
most.

There were cthers as well as Brandon who
found it awkward not to have any name by which
to address her, and chief of these was the good
Captain.  After calling her Ma'am and Miss in-
differently for about a month he at last determ-
ined to ask her directly; so, one day at the din-
ner-table, he said :

*“I most humbly beg vour pardon, ma’am;
but I do not know your name, and have never
had a chance to find it out. If it's no offense,
perhaps vou would be so good as to tell it ?”

The young lady thus addressed flushed crim-
son, then looked at Brandon, who was gazing
fixedly on hiy plate. and with visible embarrass-
ment said, very softly, ‘‘ Beatrice.”

““B. A. Treachy,” said the Captain. ‘‘Ah!
I hope, Miss Treachy, you will pardon me; but
I really found it so everlasting confusing.”

A faint smile crossed the lips of Brandon.
But Beatrice did not smile. She looked a little
frightened, and then said:

*“Oh, that is only my Christian name!”

** Christian name!” said the Captain. ‘‘ How
can that be a Christian name ?”

'indignant with Brandon.
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‘“ My surname is—" She hesitated, and then,
with an effort, pronounced the word ** Potts.”

““‘Potts ! said the Captain, quickly, and with
evident surprise. ‘‘ Oh—well, I hope you will
excuse me.”

But the face of Beatrice turned to an ashen
hue as she marked the effect which the mention
of that name had produced on Brandon. He
had been looking at his plate like one involved
in thought. As he heard the name his head fell
forward, and he caught at the table to steady
himself. He then rose abruptly with a cloud
upon his brow, his lips firmly pressed together,
and his whole face seemingly transformed, and
hurried from the cabin.

She did not see him again for a week. He
pleaded iliness, shut himself in his state-room,
and was seen by no one but Cato.

Beatrice could not help associating this change
in Brandon with the knowledge of her name.
That name was hateful to herself. A fastidious
taste had prevented her from volunteering to tell
it; and as no one asked her directly it had not
been known. And now, since she had told it,
this was the result.

For Brandon's conduct she could imagine only
one cause. He had felt shocked at such a ple-
beian name.

The fact that she herself hated her name, and
saw keenly how ridiculously it sounded after such
a name as Beatrice, only made her feel the more
‘‘His own name,” she
thought, bitterly, ‘‘is plebeian—not so bad as
mine, it i8 true, yet still it is plebeian. Why
should he feel so shocked at mine?” Of course,
she knew him only as ‘‘ Mr. Wheeler.” * Per-
haps he has imagined that I had some grand
name, and, learning my true one, has lost his
illusion. He formerly esteemed me. He now
despises me.”

Beatrice was cut to the heart; but she was
too proud to show any feeling whatever. She.
frequented the quarter-deck as before; though
now she had no companion except, at turns, the
good-natured Captain and the mate. The lon-
ger Brandon avoided her the more indignant she
fgll)tl. Her outraged pride made sadness impos-
sible.

Brandon remained in his state-room for about
two weeks altogether. When at length he made
his appearance on the quarter-deck he found
Beatrice there, who greeted him wih a distant
bow.

There was a sadness in his fuce as he ap-
proached and took a seat near her which at once
disarmed her, drove away all indignation, and
aroused pity. .

‘“ You have been sick,” she said. kindly, and
with some emotion. ' _

“*Yes,” said Brandon, in a low voice, ‘‘but
now that I am able to go about again my first
act is to apologize to you for my rudeness in
quitting the table so abruptly as to make it seem
like a personal insult to you. Now I hope yon
will believe me when I say that an insult to yon
from me is impossible. Something like a spasm
passed over my nervous system, and I had to
hurry to my room.”

“T confess,” said Beatrice, frankly, ¢ that I
thought your sudden departuré had something to
do with the conversation about me. I am very
sorry indeed that I did you such a wrong; I



moight have known you better.
rue ?”

Brandon smiled, faintly.
who must forgive.”

““But I hate my name so,” burst out Beatrice.

Brandon said nothing.

“Don’t you? Now confess.”

*“ How can I—" he began,

“You do, you do!” she cried, vehemently ;
*but I don’t care—for I hate it.’

Brandon looked at her with a sad, weary smile,
and-said npthing. ‘‘You are sick,” she said; ““I
am thoughgjess. I see that my name, in some
way or otheByrecalls painful thoughts. How

wretched it is for me to give pain to others!”

Brandon locked at her appealingly, and said,
“You give pain? Believe me! believe me!
there is nothing but happiness where you
m. ”

" At this Beatrice looked confused and changed
the conversation. There seemed after this to be
a mutual understanding between the two to avoid
the subject of her name, and although it was
a constant mortification to Beatrice, yet she be-
lieved that on his part there was no contempt for
the name, but something very different, some-
thing associated with better memories.

They now resumed their old walks and con-
versations. [Every day bound them more close-
ly to one another, and each took it for granted

Will you forgive

¢“You are the one

-

that the other would be the constant companion

of every hour in the day.

Both had lived unusnal lives. Beatrice had
much to say about her Hong-Kong:life, the
Chinese, the British officers, and the festivities
of garrison life. Brandon had lived for years in
Aunstralia, and was familiar with all the round of
events which may be met with in that country.
He had been born in Efigland, and had lived
there, as has already been mentioned, till he was
almost a man, so that he had much to say about
that mother-land concerning which Beatrice felt
such curiosity. Thas they settled down again
naturally and inevitably into constant association
with each other.

‘Whatever may have been the thoughts of Bran-
don during the fortnight of his seclusion, or what-
ever may have been the conclusion to which he
came, he carefully refrained from the most re-
mote hint at the ﬁome or the prospects of Bea-
trice. He found her on the seas, and he was
content to take her as she was. Her name was
a common one. She might be connected with
his enemy, or she might not. For his part, he
did not wish to know.

Beatrice also showed equal care in avoiding
the subject. The effect which had been produced
by the mention of her name was still remembered,
and, whatever the.cause may have been, both this
* and her own strong dislike to it prevented her
from ever making any allusion either to her fa-
ther or to any one of her family. She had no
scruples, however, about talking of her Hong-
Kong life, in which one person seemed to have
figured most prominently—a man who had lived
there for years, and given her instruction in mu-
sic. He was an Italian, of whom she knew no-
thing whatever but his name, with the exception
of the fact that he had been unfortunate in Eu-

rope, and had come out to Hong-Koug as band- | to blend sea and skv together.

master of the Twentieth Regiment. His name
was Paolo Langhetti.

CORD AND CREESE.

*‘Do you like music ?” asked Brandon, ab-
ruptly.

¢ Above all things.” said Beatrice, with an in-
tensity of empha.sw which spoke of deep feeling.

“Do you play ?”

“Somewhat.”

¢ Do you sing?”

‘“A listle. I was considered a good singer in
Hong-Kong; but that is nothing. I sang in the
Cathedral. Langhetti was kind enough to praise
me; but then he was so fond of me that what-
ever I did was right.”

Brandon was silent for a little while. ¢ Lan-
ghetti was fond of you?” he repeated, interrog-
atively, and in a voice of singular sweetness.

¢ Very,” returned Beatrice, musingly. ** He
always called me ‘Bice’—sometimes ‘Bicetta,’
‘Bicinola,” ‘Bicina;’ it was his pretty Italian
way. But oh, if you .could hear him play!
He could make the violin speak like a human
voice. He used to think in music. He seemed
to me to be hardly human sometimes.”

¢ And he loved to hear you sing ?” said Bran-
don, in the same voice.

““ He used to praise me,” said Beatrice, meek-
ly. ““His praise used to gratify, but it did not
deceive me. I am not conceited, Mr. Wheeler.”

‘“ Would you sing for me?” asked Brandon,
in accents almost of entreaty, looking at her with
an imploring expression.

Beatrice’s head fell. ‘‘Not now—not yet—
not here,” she murmured, with a motion ot her
hand. ¢ Wait till we pass beyond this ocean..
It seems haunted.”

Brandon understood her tone and gesture.

But the weeks passed, and the months, and
they went over the seas, touching at Mauritius,
and afterward at Cape Town, till finally they
entered the Atlantic Ocean, a.nd sailed. North.
During all-this time their association was close
and continuous. In her presence Brandon soft-
ened ; the sternness of his features relaxed, and
the great purpose of his life grew gradually
fainter.

One evening, after they had entered the At-
lantic QOcean, they were standing by the stern
of the ship looking at the waters, when Brandon
repeated his request.

‘““ Would you be willing to sing now?” he
asked, gently, and in the same tone of entreaty
which he had nsed before.

Beatrice looked at him for a moment without
speaking. Then she raised her face and looked
up at the sky, with a deep abstraction in her
eyes, as though in thought. Her face, usually
colorless, now, in the moonlight, looked like
marble; her dark hair hung in peculiar folds
over her brow—an arrangement which was an-
tique in its style, and gave her the look of a
statue of one of the Muses. * Her straight, Gre-
cian features, large eyes, thin lips, and well-
roanded chin—all had the same classic air, and
Brandon, as he looked at her, wondered if she
knew How fair she was. She stood for & mo-
ment in silence, and then began. It was a mar-
velous and a memorable epoch in Brandon’s life.
The scene around added its inspiration to the
voice of the singer. The ocean spread afar away
hefore them till the verge of the horizon seemed
Overhead the
dim skyv hung, dotted with innumerable stars,
prommem among which, not far above the ho-
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‘‘SHE GAVE HERSELF ENTIRELY UP TO THE JOY OF 80NG.”

rizon, gleamed that glorious constellation, the
Southern Cross. Beatrice, who hesitated for a
.moment as if to decide upon her song, at last
caught her idea from this scene around her, and
began one of the most magnificent of Italian
compositions :
“] ciell immensi narrano
Del grand’ 1ddio la gloria.”

Her first notes poured forth with a sweetness
and fullness that arrested the attention of all on
board the ship. It was the first time she had
sung, as she afterward said, since Langhetti had
left Hong-Kong, and she gave herself entirely
up to the joy of song. Her voice, long silent,
instead of having been injured by the sorrow
through which she had passed, was pure, full,
marvelous, and thrilling. A glow like some di-
vine inspiration passed over the marble beanty
of her classic features; her eyes themselves seem-
ed to speak of all that glory of which she sang,
as the sacred fire of genius flashed from them.

At those wonderful notes, so generous and so
penetrating With their sublime meaning, all on
board the ship looked and listened with amaze-
ment. The hands of the steersman held the
wheel listlessly. Brandon’s own soul was filled
with the fullest effects. He stood watching her

figure, with its inspired lineaments, and thought
of the fabled prodigies of music spoken of in an-
cient story. He thought of Orpheus hushing all
animated nature to calm by the magic of his
song. At last all thoughts of his own left him,
and nothing remained but that which the song
of Beatrice swept over his spirit. .

But Beatrice saw nothing and heard nothing
except the scene before her, with its grand in-
spiration and, her own utterance of its praise.
Brandon’s own soul was more and more over~
come; the divine voice thrilled over his heart;
he shuddered and uttered a low sigh of rapture.

“My God !” he exclaimed as she ended; ‘1
never before heard any thing like this. I never
dreamed of such a thing. Is there on earth an-~
other such a voice as yours? Will I ever again
hear any thing like it? Your song is like a
voice from those heavens of which you sing. "It
is a new revelation.”

He poured forth these. words with passionate
impetuosity. Beatrice smiled.

‘“ Langhetti used to praise me,"” she simply
rejoined.

“You terrify me,” said he.

‘““Why ?" asked Beatrice, in wonder.

¢ Because your song works upon me like s
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spell, and all my soul sinks away, and ail my
will is weakened to nothingness.”

Beatrice looked at him with a mournful smile.
““Then you have the true passion for music,”
she said, ‘‘if this be so. Xor my part it is the
joy of my life, and I hope to give up all my life
toit.”

‘“ Do you expect to see Langhetti when you
reach England ?” asked Brandon, abruptly.

** I hope s0,” said she, musingly.

—_———

CHAPTER XI
THE IMPROVISATORE.

THx character of Beatrice unfolded more and
more every day, and every new development ex-
cited the wonder of Brandon.

She said once that music was to her like the
breath of life, and indeed it seemed to be; for
now, since Brandon had witnessed her powers,
he noticed how all her thoughts took a color-
ing from this. What most surprised him was
her profound acquirements in the more difficult
branches of the art. It was not merely the case
of a great natural gift of voice. Her whole soul
seemed imbued with those subtle influences which
mausic can most of all bestow. Her whole life
seemed to have been passed in one long inter-
course with the greatest works of the greatest
masters. All their works were perfectly well
known to her. A marvelous memory enabled
her to have their choicest productions at com-~
mand ; and Brandon, who in the early part of
his life had received a careful musical education,
knew enough about it to estimate rightly the
full extent of the genius of his companion, and
to be astonished thereat.

Her mind was also full of stories about the
lives, acts, and words of the great masters. For
her they formed the only world with which she
cared to be acquainted, and the only heroes whom
she had power to admire. All this flowed from
one profound central fedling—namely, a deep and
all-absorbing love of this most divine art. To
her it was more than art. It was a new faculty
to him who possessed it. It was the highest
power of utterance—such untterance as belongs
to the angels; such utterance as, when possessed
by man, raises him almost to an equality with
them.

Brandon found out every day some new power
in her genius. Now her voice was unloosed from
the bonds which she had placed upon it. She
sang, she said, because it was better than talk-
ing. Words were weak—song was all expres-
sion. Nor was it enough for her to take the
compositions of others. Those were infinitely
better, she szid, than any thing which she could
produce; but each one must have his own na-
tive expression; and there were times when she
had to sing from herself. To Brandon this
seemed the most amazing of her powers. In
1taly the power of improvisation is not uncom-
mon, and Englishmen generally imagine that
this is on account of some peculiar quality of
the Italian language. 'This is not the case. One
can improvise in any language; and Brandon
found that Beatrice could do this with the En-
glish.

¢“1t is not wonderful,” said she, in answer to

his expression of astonishment, ‘‘it is not even
difficult. There is an art in doing this, bat,
when you once know it, you find no trouble. It
is rhythmic prose in a series of lines. Kach line
must contain a thought. Langhetti found no
difficulty in making rhyming lines, but rhymes
are not necessary. This rhythmic prose is as
poetic as any thing can be. All the hymus of.
the Greek Church are written on this principle.
So are the Te Deum and the Gloria. No were
all the ancient Jewish psalms. The Jews im-
provised. I suppose l)eborah’s song, and per-
haps Miriam'’s, are of this order.”

‘“And you think the art can be learned by
every one?”

‘“No, not by every one. One must have a
quick and vivid imagination, and natural fluen-
cy—but these are all. Genius makes all the
difference between what is good and what is bad.
Sometimes you have a song of Miriam that lives
while the world lasts, sometimes a poor little
song like one of mine.”

‘“Sing to me about music,” said Brandon,
suddenly.

Beatrice immediately began an improvisation.
But the music to which she sang was lofty and
impressive, and the marvelous sweetness of her
voice produced an indescribable effect. And
again, as always when she sang, the fashion of
her face was changed, and she became transfig-
ured before his eyes. It was the same rhythmic
prose of which she had been speaking, sung ac-
cording to the mode in which the Gloria is chant-
ed, and divided into bars of equal time.

Brandon, as always, yielded to the spell of her
song. 'To him it was an incantation. Her own
strains varied to express the changing sentiment,
and at last, as the song ended, it seemed to die
away in melodious melancholy, like the dying
strain of the fabled swan.

“Sing on!” he exclaimed, fervently; ‘I
would wish to stand and hLear your voice for-
ever.”

A smile of ineffable sweetness came over her
face. She looked &t him, and said nothing.
Brandon bowed his head, and stood in silence.

Thus ended many of their interviews. Slow-
ly and steadily this young girl gained over him
an ascendency which he felt hourly, and which
was so strong that he did not even struggle against
it. Her marvelous genius, so subtle, so delicate,
vet 8o inventive and quick, amazed him. If he
spoke of this, she attributed every thing to Lan-
ghetti. ““Could you but see him,” she would
say, ‘‘I should seem like nothing!”

‘¢ Has he such a voice ?”

¢“Oh! he has no voice at all. It is his soul,”
she would reply. ‘¢ He speaks through the vi-
olin. But he taught me all that I know. He
said my voice was God's gift. He had a strange
theory that the language of heaven and of the
angels was music, and that he who loved it best
on earth made his life and his thoughts most
heavenly.” ’

“ You must have been fond of such a man.”

‘“Very,” said Beatrice, ;with the utmost sim-
plicity.  ‘“Oh, I loved him so dearly!”

But in this confession, so artlessly made,
Brandon saw .only a love that was filial or sis-
terly. ¢ He was the first one,” said Beatrice,
‘“ who showed me the true meaning of life. He
exalted his art above all other arts, and always
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montained that it was the purest and best thing
which the world possessed. ‘This consoled him
for exile, poverty, and sorrow of many kinds.”

* Was he married ?”

Beatrice looked at Brandon with a singular
smile. ‘‘Married! Langhetti married !
don me; but the idea of Langhetti in domestic
life is so ridiculous.”

*“ Why? The greatest musicianshave married.”

Beatrice looked up to the sky with a strange,
serene smile. *‘ Langhetti has no passion out
of art,” she said.
and vehemence, and enthusiasm. He is aware
of all human passions, but only as an artist. He
has only oné love, and that is music. This is
his idol. He seems to me himself like a song.
But all the raptures which poets and novelists
apply to lovers are felt by him in his music. He
wants nothing while he has this. He thinks the
musician’s life the highest life. He says those
to whom the revelations of God were committed
were musicians. As David and Isaiah received
inspiration to the strains of the harp. so, he
says, have Bach and Mozart, Handel and Haydn,
Beethoven and Mendelssohn. And where, in-
deed,” she continued, in a musing tone, half so-
liloquizing, ‘where, indeed, can man rise so
near heaven as when he listens to the inspired
strains of these lofty souls ?”

¢“ Langhetti,” said Brandon, in a low voice,
“ does not understand love, or he would not put
music in its place.”

“Yes,” said Beatrice. ‘‘We spoke once

sbout that. He has his own ideas, which he ex-

pressed to me.”
““ What were they ?”

¢“T will have to say them as he said them.” .
y

said she. **For on this theme he had to express
himself in music.”

Brandon waited in rapt expectation. Beatrice
began to sing :

¢t Fairest of all most fair,
Young Love, how comest thou
Trto the soul?
Still as the evening breeze
Over the starry wave—
The moonlit wave—

¢ The heart lies motionless;
So still, 8o sensitive ;
Love fans the breeze.
Lo! at his lightest touch,
The myriad ripples rize,
Ard murmur on.

“ And ripples rise to waves,
And waves to rolling seas,
Till, far and wide,
The endless billows roll,
In undulations long,
For evermore !”

Her voice died away into a scarce andible
tone. which sank into Brandon’s heart, lingering '

and dying about the last word, with touching
and unutterable melancholy.
lament of one who loved.
of some yearning heart.
In a moment Beatrice looked at Brandon
with a swift, bright smile. She had sung these
words as an artist. For a moment Brandon had

It was like the cry

thought that she was expressing her own feel- | at length.

ings. But the bright smile on her face con-

Par- |

‘“ As an artist he is all fire, |

It was like the .
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The thought came to Brandon, is it not truer

i than she thinks, that ¢ ghe loves him very dear-

1y ?” as she said.

i , ‘“You were born to be an artist,” he said, at
ast.

Beatrice sighed lightly. ¢ That’s what I nev-
er can be, I am afraid,” said she. “‘Yet I hope
I may be able to gratify my love for it. Art,”
. she continued, musingly, ‘‘is open to women as
well as to men; and of all arts none are so much
so as music. The interpretation of great mas-
ters is a blessing to the world. Langhetti used
to say that these are the only ones of modern
times that have received heavenly inspiration.
They correspond to the Jewish prophets. He
used to declare that the interpretation of each
was of equal importance. To man is given the
interpretation of the one, but to woman is given
the interpretation of much of the other. Why
is not my voice, if it is such as he said, and es-
pecially the feeling within me, a Divine call to
go forth upon this mission of interpreting the in-
spired utterances of the great masters of modern
days?

*You,” she continued, ‘‘are a man, and you
have a purpose.” Brandon started, but she did
not notice it. “‘You have a purpose in life,”
she repeated. ‘‘Your intercourse with me will
hereafter be but an episode in the life that is be-
fore you. I am a girl, but I too may wish to
have a purpose in life—suited to my powers;
and if I am not able to work toward it I shall
not be satisfied.”

‘“ How do you know that I have a purpose, as
you call it ?”” asked Brandon, ufer a pause.

‘“ By the expression of your face, and your
whole manner when you are alone and subside
into yourself,” she replied, simply.

‘“ And of what kind ?” he continued.

““That I do not seek to know,"” she replied ;
“‘but I know that it must be deep and all-ab-
sorbing. It seems to me to be too stern for
Love: you are not the man to devote yourself
to Avarice: possibly it may be Ambition, yet

somehow I do not think so.”
. *“What do you think it is, then ?” asked Bran-
" don, in a voice which had died away, almost to
- a whisper.
| She looked at him earnestly: she looked at
“him pityingly. She looked at him also with
. that sympathy which might be evinced by one’s

Guardian Angel, if that Being might by any
" chance become visible. She leaned toward kim,
" and spoke low in a voice only audible to him :

‘“ Something stronger than Love, and Avar-

ice. and Ambition,” said she., ‘‘There can be
; only one thing.”
**What?”
““Vengeance!” she said, in a voice of inex-
. pressible mournfulness.
Brandon looked at her wonderingly, not know-
' ing how this young girl could have divined his
| thoughts. He long remained silent.
| -Beatrice folded her hands together, and look-
1 ed pensively at the sea.

* You are a marvelous being,” said Brandon,

¢ Can you tell me any more?”
“I might,” said she, hesitatingly; ‘'but I

trasted so strongly with the melancholy of her | am afraid you will think me impertinent.”

voice that he saw this was not so.

“No,” said Brandon. ‘‘ Tell me, for perhaps

““Thus, " she said, * Langhetti sang about it: | you are mistaken.”

and I have never forgotten his words.”

“You will not think me impertinent. then?
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You will only think that I said so because you
asked me?”

‘I entreat you to pelieve that it is impossible
for me to think otherwise of you than you -your-
self would wish.”

¢ Shall I say it, then?”

*“Yes.”

Her voice again sank to a whisper.

‘‘ Your name is not Wheeler."”

Brandon looked at her earnestly.
you learn that ?”

‘‘ By nothing more than observation.”

“ What is my name ?”

¢ Ah, that is beyond my power to know,”
she with a smile. ‘‘Ihave only discovered what
vou are not. Now you will not think me a suy,
will you ?” she continued, in a pleading voice.

Brandon smiled on her mournfully as she stood
looking at him with her dark eves upraised.

““A spy!” he repeated. ‘‘To me it is the
sweetest thought conceivable that you could take
the trouble to notice me sufficiently.” Hechecked
himself suddenly, for Beatrice looked away, and
her hands which had been folded together clutched
each other nervounsly. ‘‘It is always flattering
for a gentleman to be the object of a lady’s no-
tice,” he concluded, in a light tone.

Beatrice smiled. *‘ But where, " he continued,
‘ could you have gained that power of divination
which you possess; you who have always lived
a secluded life in so remote a place ?”

*“You did not think that one like me counld
come out of Hong-Kong, did you?” said she,
laughingly.

¢ Well, I have seen much of the world ; but I
have not so much of this power as you have.”

“‘You might have more if—if—" she hesitated.
‘“Well,” she continued, ‘‘they say, vou know,
that men act by reason, women by intuition.”

‘* Have you any more intuitions?” asked Bran-
don, earnestly.

‘*Yes,” said she, mournfully.

¢¢ Tell me some.”

“They will not do to tell,” said Beatrice, in
the same mournful tone.

‘“ Why not ?”

‘“ They are painful.”

¢‘Tell them at any rate.”

““No.”

‘‘Hint at them.”

Beatrice looked at him earnestly. Their eves
met. In hers there was a glance of anxious in-
quiry, as though her soul were putting forth a
question by that look which was stronger than
words. In his there was a glance of anxious
expectancy, as though his soul were speaking
unto hers, saying: ‘‘Tell all; let me know if
you suspect that of which I am afraid to think.”

‘‘ We have met with ships at sea, ”’ she resumed,
in low, deliberate tones.

“Yes.”

‘‘ Sometimes we have caught up with them,
we have exchanged signals, we have sailed in
sight of one another for hours or for days, hold-
ing intercourse all the while. At last a new
morning has come, and we looked out over the
sea, and the other ship ‘has gone from sight.
We have left it forever. Perhaps we have drifted
away, perhaps a storm has parted us, the end is
the same—separation for evermore.”

She spoke mournfully, looking away, her voice

‘*“ How did

said

insensibly took up a cadence, and the words |

seemed to fall of themselves into rhythmic

a
P 3glmderst:and you,” said Brandon, with a
more profound mournfulness in his voice. ‘*You
speak like a Sibyl. I pray Heaven that your
words may not be a prophecy.”

Beatrice still looked at him, and in her eyes
he read pity beyond words; and sorrow also as
deep as that pity.

‘Do you read my thoughts as I read yours?”
asked Brandon, abruptly.

‘‘Yes,” she nnswered, mournfully.

He turned his face away.

‘“Did Langhetti teach you thxs also ?”
asked, atlast.

“He taught me many things,” was the an-
swer.

Day succeeded to day, and week to week. Still
the ship went on holding steadily to her course
northward, and every day drawing nearer and
nearer her goal. Storms eame—some moder-
ate, some severe; but the ship escaped them all
with no.casualties, and with but little delay.

At last they passed the equator, and seemed
to have entered the last stage of their journey.

—_—

CHAPTER XIL
THE STRUGGLE FOR LIFE.

ATt length the ship came within the latitude
of the Guinea coast.

For some days there had been alternate winds
and calms, and the weather was so fitful and so

-|fickle that no one could tell in one hour what

would happen in the next. All this was at last
terminated by a dead, dense, oppressive calm
like those of the Indian Ocean, in which exer-
tion was almost impossible and breathing diffi-
cult. The sky, however, instead of being clear
and bright, as in former calms, was now over-
spread with menacing clouds; the sea looked
black, and spread out before them on every side
like an illimitable surface of polished ebony.
There was something appalling in the depth and
intensity of this calm with such accompaniments.
All felt this influgnce. Although there was ev-
ery temptation to inaction and sleep vet no one
vielded to it. The men looked suspiciously
and expectantly at every quarter of the heavens.
The Captain said nothing, but cautiously had all
his preparations made for a storm. Every half
hour he anxiously consulted the barometer, and
then cast uneasy glances at the sea and sky.

But the calm which had set in at midnight,
and had become confirmed at dawn, extended
itself through the long day. The ship drifted
idly, keeping no course, her yards creaking lazi-
ly as she slowly rose and fell at the movement of
the ocean-undulations. Hour after hour passed,
and the day ended, and night came once more.

The Captain did not turn in that night. In
anxious expectation he waited and watched on
deck, while all around there was the very black-
ness of darkness. Brandon began to see from
the Captain’s manner that he expected something
far more violent than any thing which the ship
had vet encountered, but, thinking that his pres-
ence would be of no consequence, he rem'ed at
the usual hour.

'The deep, dense calm continued until nearly
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midnight. The watchers on deck still waited in

the same anxious expectation, thinking that the

night would bring on the change which they ex-
ted.

Almost half an hour before midnight a faint
light was seen in the thick mass of clouds over-
head—it was not lightning, but a whitish streak,
as though produced by some movement in the
clouds. All looked up in mute expectation.

Suddenly a faint puff of wind came from the
west, blowing gently for a few moments, then
stopping, and then coming on in a stronger blast.
Afar off, at what seemed like an immeasurable
distance, a low, dull roar arose; & heavy moan-
ing sound, like the menace of the mighty At-
lantic, which was now advancing in wrath upon
them, o

In the midst of this the whole scene burst
forth into dazzling light at the flash ef a vast
mass of lightning, which seemed to blaze from

. every part of the heavens on every side simul-
taneously. It threw forth all things—ship, sea,
andsky—into the dazzled eyes of the watchers.
They saw the ebon sky, the black and lustrous
sea, the motionless ship. They saw also, far off
to the west, & long line of white which appeared
to extend along the whole horizon.

Bat the scene darted out of sight instantly,
and instantly there fell the volleying discharge of
a tremendous peal of thunder, at whose reverb-
erations the air and sea and ship all vibrated.

Now the sky lightened again, and suddenly,
as the ship lay there, a vast ball of fire issued
from the black clouds immediately cverhead, de-
scending like the lightning straight downward,
till all at once it struck the main truck. With a

_roar louder than that of the recent thunder it
exploded ; vast sheets of fire flashed out into the
air, and a stream of light passed down the entire

®nast, shattering it as a tree is_shattered when

the lightning strikes it. The¥avhole ship was
shaken to its centre. The deck all around the
mast was shattered to splinters, and along its ex-
tent and aroutid its base a burst of vivid flame
started into light.

Wild confusion followed: At once all the sail-
ors were ordered up, and began to extinguish the
fires, and to cut away the shattered mast. The
blows of the axes resounded through the ship.
The rigging was severed; the mast, already
shattered, needed but a few blows to loosen its
last fibres. .

But suddenly, and furiously, and irresistibly,
it seemed as though .the whole tempest which
they had so long expected was at last let loose
upon them. There wasg a low moan, and, while
they were vet trving to get rid of the mast, a
tremendous squall struck the ship. It yielded
and turped far over to that awful blow. The
men started back from their work. The next
instant & fiash of lightning came, and toward the
west, close over them, rose a long, white wall of
foam. It was the van-guard of the storm, seen
shortly before from afar, which was now upon
them, ready to fall on their devoted heads.

Not a word was spoken. No order came from
the Captain. The men awaited some word.
There came none. Then the waters, which
thus rose up like a heap before them, struck the
ship with ail the accumulated fury of that resist-

less onset, and hurled their utmost weight upon |

her as she lay before them.
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The ship, already reeling far over at the stroke
of the storm, now, at this new onset, yielded
utterly, and rolled far over on her beam-ends.
The awful billows dashed over and over her,
sweepig her in their fury from end to end.
The men clung helplessly to whatever rigging
lay nearest, seeking only in that first moment of
dread to prevent themselves from being washed
away, and waiting for some order from the Cap-
tain, and wondering while they waited.

At the first peal of thunder Brandon had start-
ed up. He had lain down in his clothes, in or-
der to be prepared for any emergency. Hecalled
Cato. The Hindu was at hand. *‘ Cato, keep
close to me whatever happens, for you will be
needed.” ‘‘Yes, Sahib.” He then hurried to
Beatrice’s room and knocked. It was opened at
once. She came forth with her pale, serene face,
and looked at him.

*“I did not lie down,” said she. ‘I knew
that there would be something frightful. But
I am not afraid. At any rate,” she added, ¢ I
know I will not be deserted.”

Brandon said nothing, but held out to her an
India-rubber life-preserver. ¢ What is this for?”
‘““For you. I wishyou to putiton. Itmaynot
be needed, but it is best to have it on.” * And
what will you do?” *I—oli! I can swim, you
know. But vou don't know how to fasten it.
Will you allow me to do 80?” She raised her
arms. He passed the belt around her waist, en-
circling her almost in his arms while doing so,
and his hand, which had boldly grasped the head
of the *‘ dweller in the wreck,” now trembled as
he fastened the belt around that delicate and
slender waist. .

Baut scarcely had this been completed when the
squall struck the ship, and the waves followed
till the vessel was thrown far over on her side;
and Brandon seizing Beatrice in one arm, clung
with the other to the edge of the skylight, and
thus kept himself upright.

He rested now for a moment. ‘‘I must go
on deck,” he said. “I do not wish you to leave
me,” was her answer. Nothing more was said.
Brandon at once lifted her with one arm as
thongh she were a child and clambered along,
grasping such fixtures as afforded any thing to
which he could cling; and thus, with hands and
feet, groped his way to the door of the cabin,
which was on the windward side. There were
two doadrs, and between them was a seat.

““This,” said he, ‘‘is the safest place for you.
Can you hold on for a short time? If I take
you on deck you will be exposed to the waves.”

‘1 will do whatever you say,” she replied;
and clinging to the arm of the almost perpen-
dicular seat, she was able to sustain herself there
amidst the tossing and swaying of the ship.

Brandon then clarubered out on deck. The
shiplay far over. The waves came leaping upon
ber in successive surges. All around the sea
was glistening with phosphorescent lustre, and

! when at times the lightning flashed forth it light-
i ed up the scene, and showed the ocean stirred u

to fiercest commotion. It seemed as th
cataracts of water were rushing over the doom-
ed ship, which now lay helpless, and at the mer- -
cy of the billows.  The force of the wind was
tremendous, exceeding any thing that Brandon
had ever witnessed before.

‘What most surprised him now was the inaction
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of the ship’s company. Why was not something
being done? Where was the Captain ?

He called out his name; there was no re-
sponse. He called after the mate; there was
no answer. Instantly he conjectured that in the
first flerce onset of the storm both Captain and
mate bad been swept away. How many more
of that gallant company of brave fellows had
perished he knew not. The hour was a perilous
and a critical one. He bimself determined to
take the lead.

Through the midst of the storm, with its tu-
mult and its fury, there came a voice as full and
clear as a trumpet-peal, which roused all the
sailors, and inspired them once more with hope.
© “Cut away the masts!” The men obeyed, with-
out caring who gave the order. It was the com-
mand which each man had been expecting, and
which he knew was the thing that should be
done. At once they sprang to their work. The
main-mast had a.h-Jy been cut loose. Some
-went to the fore-mast, others to the mizzen. The
vast waves rolled on ; the sailors guarded as best
they could agaiust the rush of each wave, and
then sprang in the intervals to their work. It
was porilous in the highest degree, but each man
felt that his own lifo and the lives of all the oth-
ers depended upon the accomplishment of this
work, and this nerved the arm of each to the task.

At last it was done. The last strand of rig-
ging had been cut away. The ship, disencum-
bered, slowly righted, and at last rode upright.

But her situation was still dangerous. She
lay in the trough of the sea, and the gigantic
waves, as they rolled up, still beat upon her with
all their concentrated energies. Helpless, and
now altogether at the mercy of the waves, the
only hope left those on board lay in the strength
of the ship herself.

None of the officers were left. As the ship
righted Brandon thought that some of them
might make their appearance, but none came.
The Captain, tlie mate, and the second mate, all
had gone. Perhaps all of them, as they stood
on the quarter-deck, had been swept away simul-

tanebusly. Nothing could now be done but to
wait, erning at last came to the.anxious
watchers, It brought no hope. Far and wide

the sea raged with all its waves. The wind
blew with undiminished and irresistible violence.
The ship, still in the trough of the sea, heaved
and planged in the overwhelming waves, which
howled madly around gnd leaped over her like
wolves eager for their Prey. The wind was too
fierce to permit even an attempt to rig a jury-
mast,

The ship was also deeply laden, and this con-
tributed to her peril. Had her cargo been small-
er she would have been more buoyant; but her
full cargo, added to her dangerous position as
she lay at the mercy of the waves, made all hope
of escape dark indeed.

Another night succeeded. It was a night of
equal horror. The men stood wasching anx-
iously for some sign of abatement in the storm,
but none came. Sea and sky frowned over them
darkly, and all the powers which they controlled
were let loose unrestrained.

Another day and night came and went. Had
not the Falcon been a ship of unusual strength
she would have yielded before this to the storm.
As it was, she began to show signs of giving way
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to the tremendous hammering to which she had
been exposed, and her heavy Australian cargo
bore her down. On the morning of the third
day Brandon saw that she was deeper in the
water, and suspected a leak. lle ordered the
umps to be sounded. It was as he feared.
There wers four feet of water in the hold.

The men went to work at the pumps and
worked by relays. Amidst the rush of the waves
over the ship it was difficult to work advanta-
geously, but they toiled on. Ntill, in spite of
their efforts, the leak seemed to have increased,
for the water did not lessen. With their utmost
exertion they could do little more than hold
their own.

It was plain that this sort of thing could not
last. Already three nights and three days of
incessant toil and anxiety, in which no one had
slept, had produced their natural effects. The
men had become faint and weary. But the
brave fellows never murmured; they did every
thing which Brandon ordered, and worked un-
complainingly.

Thus, through the third day, they labored on,
and into the fourth night. That night the storm
seemed to have reached its climax, if, indeed,
any climax could be found to a storm which at
the very outset had burst upon them with such
appalling suddennees and fury, and had sustained
itself all along with such unremitting energy.
But on that night it was worse for those on
board, since the ship which had resisted so long
began to exhibit signs of yielding, her planks and
timbers so severely assatled begun to give way,
and through the gaping seams the ocean waters
permeated, till the ocean, like some beleaguering
army, failing in direct assault, began to succeed
by opening secret mines to the very heart of the
besieged ship.

On the morning of the fourth day all hands
were exhausted from night-long work, and there
were ten feet of water in the hold.

1t now became evident that the ship was doom-
ed. Brandon at once began to take measures
for the safety of the men.

On that memorable day of the calm previous
to the outbresk of the storm, the Captain had
told Brandon that they were about five hundred
miles to the westward of the coast of Senegam-
bia. He could not ferm any idea of the distance
which the ship had drifted during the progress
of the storm, but justly considered that whatev-
er progress she had made had been toward the
land. Their prospects in that direction, if they
could only reach it, Were not hopeless. Sierra
Leone and Liberia were there; and if they struck
the coast any where about they might make their
way to either of those places.

But the question was how to get there. There
was only one way, and that was by taking to the
boats. This was a desperate undertaking, but
it was the only way of escape now left.

There were three boats on board—viz., the
long-boat, the cutter, and the gig. These were
the only hope now left them. By ventaring in
these there would be a chance of escape.

On the morning of the fourth day, when it
was found that the water was increasing, Bran-
don called the men together and stated this to
them. He then told them that it would be nec-
essary to divide themselves so that a sufficient
number should go in each boat. He offered to
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give up to them the two larger boats, and take the | him his directions be
gig for himself, his servant, anq the young lady. i The roll of the waves
To this the men assented with great readiness. | present less dangerous.
Some of them urged him to go in the larger boat, J Beatrice, who during the
and even offered to exchange with him; but calm, and had quietly do
Brandon declined. | told her, was now waiting
They then prepared for their desperate ven-. { obedience to his directions.
ture. All the provisions and water that couldl As soon as Brandon had made the signal he
be needed were put on board of each boat. Fire- | hurried to the cabin-door and assisted Beatrice
arms were not forgotten. Arrangements were ' to the quarter-deck. Cato rowed his boat close
made for a long and arduons voyage. The men ' up to the ship, and was waiting for a chance to
still worked at the pumps; and though the wa- come within reach. . The waves were still more
ter gained on them, yet time was gained for moderate. It was the opportunity for which
completing these mromnt preparations. I Cato had been wm:hmg 80 long. He held his
About mid-day all was ready. Fifteen feet of | cars poised, and, as a sudden swell of a wave
water were in the hold. The ship could not last | rose near the ship, he forced his boat so that it
much longer. There was no time to lose. came close beside it, rising high on the crest of
But how could the boats be put out? How | the swell.
could they livein such a sea? This was the ques-| As the wave rose Brandon also had watched
tion to be decided. his opportunity as well as the action of Cato. It
The ship lay as before in the trough of the sea. | was the moment too for which he had been watch-
On the windward side the waves came rushing | ing. In an instant, and without a word, he
up, beating upon and sweeping over her. On | caught Beatrice in his arms, raised her high in
the leeward the water was calmer, but the waves | the air, poised himself for 4 moment on the edge
wssed and raged angrily even there. of the quarter-deck, and sprang forward into the
Only twenty were left out of the ship’s com- | boat. His foot rested firmly on the seat where
pany. The rest were all missing. Of these, |it struck. He set Beatrice down, and with a
fourteen were to go in the long-boat, and six in | knife severed the line which connected the boat
the cutter. Brandon, Beatrice, and Cato were ' with the ship.
to take the gig. Then seizing an oar he began to row with all
The sailors put the gig out first. The light | his strength. Cato had the bow oss. The next
boat floated buoysntly on the waters. Cato | wave came, and its sweep, communicating itself
leaped into her, and she was fastened by a long | to the water, rolled on, ing against the ship
line to the ship. The nimble Hindu, trained for | and moving under it, rising up high, lifting the
a lifetime to encounter the giant surges of the | boat with it, and bearing it along. But the hoat
Malabar coast, managed the little boat with mar- | was now under command, and the two rowers
velous dexterity — avoiding the sweep of the | held it so that while it was able to avoid the dash
waves which dashed around, and keeping suf- | of the water, it could yet gain from it all the mo-
ficiently under the lee to escape the rougher | mentum that could be given.
waves, yet not 8o much s0 as to be hurled against | Brandon handled the oar with a dexterity
the vessel. equal to that of the Hindu, and under such man-
Then the sailors put out the long-boat. This | agement, which was at once strong and skillfal,
was & difficult undertaking, bat it was success- | the boat skimmed lightly over the crests of the
fully accomplished, and the men were all on rolling waves, and passed out into the sea beyond.
board at last. Instantly they prepared to row | There the great surges came sweeping on, rising
away. _ high behind the boat, each ware seeming about
At that moment a wilder wave came pouring | to crush the little bark in its resistless grasp, but
over the ship. It was as though the ocean, en- | notwithstanding the threat the boat seemed al-
raged at the escape of these men, had made & | ways able by some good lack to avoid the im-
final effort to grasp its prey. Before the boat | pending danger, for as each wave came forward
with jts living freight had got rid of the vessel, | the boat would rise up till it was on a level with
the sweep of this gigantic wave, which had pass- | !the crest, and the flood of waters would cweep
ed completely over the ship; struck it where it. on underneath, bearing it onward.
lay. Brandon turned aw&y his eves involun- ‘ After nearly half an hour’s anxious and care-
tarily. ful rowing Brandon looked all about to find the
There was a wild shnek——the next moment cutter. It was nowhere to be seen. Again and
the black outline of the long-boat, bottom up- again he {ooked for it, seeking in all directions.
ward, was seen amidst the foaming billows. : But he discovered no sign of it on the raging wa-
The men who waited to launch the cutter were ters, and at last he could no longer doubt that
at first paralyzed by this tragedy, but there was the cntter also, like the long-boat, had perished
no time to lose. Death threatened them behind in the sea.
as well as before; behind, death was certain;  All day long they rowed before the wind and
before, there was still a chance. They launched wave—not strongly, but lightly, so as to husband
the cutter in desperation. The six men suc- their strength. Night came, when Brandon and
ceeded in getting into her, and-in rowing out at Cato took turns at the oars—not over-exerting
some distance. As wave after wave rose and themxehes, but seeking chiefly to keep the boat'’s
fell she disappeared from view, and then reap- head in a proper direcsion, and to evade the rush
peared, till at last Brandon thonght that she at _of the waves. This last was their constant dan-
least was safe. ger. and it required the utmost skill and the most
Then he raised his hand and made a peculiar incessant watchfulness to do so.
signal to Cato. All this time Beatrice sat in the stern, with a
The Hindu understood it. Brandon had given heavy oil-cloth coat around her, which Brandon




directed her to put on, sayving nothing. bat see-
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‘the gale had very greatlvy subsided. Brandon's

ing every thing with her waschful, vigilant eyes. | foresight had secured a mast and sail on board

‘¢ Are you afraid?” said Brandon once, just

they had evaded an enormous wave.

““No!” was the reply, in a calm, sweet voice;
1 trust in you.”

¢ 1 hope your trust may not be vain,” replied
Brandon.

*‘You have saved my life 80 often,” said Bea-
trice, ‘‘ that my trust in yonhunowbeeomea
habit.”

She smiled faintly as she spoke. There was
something in her tone which sank deep into his
soul

The night and m&nnng came.
For the last half of the night the wind had
been much less boisterous, and toward morning '

the gig. and now, as soor as it could be erected
with safety. he put it up, and the little boat dashed
bravely over the waters. The waves had lessened
greatly as the day wore on; they no longer rose
in such giant masses, but showed merely the more
common proportions. Brandon and Cato now
had an opportunity to get some rest from their
exhaustive labors. DBeatrice at last yielded to
Brandon's earnest request, and, finding that the
immediate peril had passed, and that his toil for
the present was over, she obtained some sleep
and rest for herself.

For all that day, and all that night, and all
the next day, the little boat sped over the waters,
' heading due east, s0 as to reach lind whererer
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they might find it, in the hope that the land | zon, well-defined against the sky, which now was
inight not be very far away from the civilized ‘ growing brighter and brighter every hour. Was
settlements of the coast. The provisions and ' it cloud, or was it something else? This was
water which had been put in the boat formed | the question that roee in Brandon's mind.

an ample supply, which would last for a longi The sky grew brighter, the scene far and wide
time. Brandon shared with Cato in the man- | opened up before the gathering light until at last
agement of the boat, not sllowing his man to “ the sun began t6 appear. Then there was no
have more of the labor than himself. ! longer any doubt. It was Lanp.

During these days Brandon and Beatrice were? This he told to Beatrice; and the Hindu,
of course thrown into a closer intimacy. At such | waking at the same time, looked earnestly to-
a time the nléu;e of l';;nu-(i)r w.hom‘nedbecombel: gosh; ! ;vard th;t shore whlicl:othey gad lbeen st::';t:gbm

paren : lom, t . It t
:Ed a lit;n‘;;e t:r!::; whiche; I;)r:nd:nn:u most | :hft‘l:nd“?, a;‘t:)udo{:bt :?:u lomc“;;rt of d‘:e
touching. He knew that she must feel most; coast of Senegambia, but what one? Along
keenly the fatigue and the privations of such a | that extensive coast there were many places

y 1gu pn | Y P

life; but her unvarying cheerfulness was the |

same as it had been on shipboard. He, too, exhib-
ited -fhat same constancy and resolution which he
had always evinced, and by his consideration for
Catb shqwed his nataral kindness of heart.

‘“ How sorry I am that I can do nothing!"
Beatrice would say. ‘‘You are killing yourself,
and I have to sit idle and gain my safety at your
expense.”

*‘The fact that you are yet safe,” Brandon
would reply, ‘‘is enough for me. Aslong as I
see you sitting there I can work.”

‘‘Baut can I do nothing? It is hard for me
to sit idle while you wear out voar life.”

““You can sing,” said Brandon.

‘“ What ?”

‘' Langhetti's song,” he said, and turned his
face away.

She sang at once. Her tones rose in marvel-
ous modalations ; the words were not much, but
the music with which she clothed them seemed
agein to utter forth that longing which Brandon
had heard before.

Now, as they passed over the seas, Beatrice
sang, and Brandon did not wish that this life
should end. Through the days, as thev sailed
on, her voice arose expressive of every changéfal
feeling, now speaking of grief, now swelling in
sweet strains of hope.

where landing might be certain death, or,some-
thing worse than death. Savage tribes™ might
dwell there—either those which were demoral-
ized by dealings with slave-traders, or thosc
which were flourishing in native barbarism. Yet
only one course was now advisable ; namely, to
go on till they reached the shore.

It appeared to be about fifty miles away. So
Brandon judged, and o it proved. The land
which they had seen was the summit of lofty
hills which were visible from a grest distance.
They rowed on all that day. -The water was
calm and glassy. The sus poured down its most
fervid beams, the air was :ultry and oppressive.
Beatrice entreated Brandon now to desist from
rowing and wait till the cool of the night, but he
was afraid that a storm might come up sunddenly.
‘“No,” he said, *‘ our only hope now is to get
near the land, 80 that if a storm does come up
we may have some place of shelter within reach.”

After a day of exhaustive labor the land was
at last reached.

High hills, covered with palm-trees, rose be-
fore them. There was no harbor within sight,
no river outlet, but a long, uninterrupted extent
of high, wooded shores. Here in the evening
they rested on their oars, and looked earnestly
at the shore.

Brandon conjectured that they were some-

Day thus succeeded to day until the fourth | what to the north of Sierra Leone, and did not
night came, when the wind died out and a calm ' think that they could be to the south. At any
spread over the waters. | rate, a southeasterly course was the surest one

Brandon, who waked at about two in the
morning 30 as to let Cato sleep, saw that the

 for them, for they would reach either Sierra Le-
jone or Liberia. The distance which they might

.. wind had ceased, and that another one of those : have to go was, however. totally uncertain to

reacherous calms had come. He at once put'
- out the oars, and, directing Cato to sleep till he !
~waked him, began to pull :

Beatrice remonstrated.
in an imploring tone. *‘ You have already done
too much.  Why should vou kill yourselt?”

**The wind has stopped,” answered Brandon.
‘* The calm is treacherous, and no time ought to
be lost.”

** But wait till you have rested.”

‘"I have been resting for davs.”

““Why do you not rest during the night and
work in the daytime ?” :

‘‘ Because the daytime is so frightfully hot
that work will be difficult. Night is the time to |
work now.” :

Brandon kept at his oars, and Beatrice saw |
that remonstrances were useless. He rowed l
steadily until the break of day : then, as day was
dawnming, he rested for a while, and looked earn-
estly toward the east. ‘
A low, dark cloud h{ along the eastern hori-

)

““Do not,” said she. '

him. .

So they turned the boat's head southeast, and
moved in a line parallel with the genetal line of
the shore. That shore varied in its features as

they passed along: sometimes depressed into
' low, wide savannas: at others, rising into a roll-

ing country, with hills of moderate height, be-
hind which appeared the sammits of lofty mount-
ains, empurpled by distance.

It was evening when they first saw the land,
and then they went on without pausing. It was
arranged that they should row alternately, as
moderately as-possible, s0 as to husband their
strength. Cate rowed for the first part of that
night, then Brandon rowed till morning. On the
following day Cato took the cars again.

It was now jast a week since the wreck, and
for the last two davs there had not been a breath
of wind in the air, nor the faintest ripple on
that burning water. To use even the slightest
exertion in such torrid heat was almost impos-
sible. Even to sit still under that blighting sun,

i
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with the reflected glare from the dead, dark sea | parts, who had settled here originally a poor

around, was painful.

Beatrice redoubled her entreaties ta Brandon
that he should rest.
mantle spread over their heads as a kind of can-
opy, or fix the sail in some way and float idly
through the hottest part of the day. DBut Bran-
don insisted that he felt no evil effects as yet;
and promised when he did feel such to do as she
said.

At last they discovered that their water was
almost out, and it was necessary to get a fresh
supply. It was the afternoon of the seventh
day. Brandon had been rowing ever since mid-
day.
head in the style of an Eastern turban so as to
pratect him from the sun's rays. Looking out
for some place along the shore where they might
obtain water, they saw an opening in the line of
coast where two hills arose to a height of several
hundred feet. Toward this Brandon rowed.

Stimulated by the prospect of setting foot on
shore Brandon rowed somewhat more vigorously
than usual; and in about an hour the boat en-
tered & beautiful little cove shut in between two
bills, which formed the outlet of a river. Far
up its winding course could be traced by the
trees along its borders. The hills rose on each
side with a steep slope, and were covered with
palms. The front of the harbor was shat in
from the sea by a beautitul little wooded island.
Here Brandon rowed the boat into this cove:
and its prow grated against the pebbles of the
beach.

Beatrice had uttered many exclamations of
delight at the beauty of this scene. At length,
surprised at Brandoen's silence, she cried.

‘*Why do you not say something?
this is a Paradise after the sea!”

She looked up with an enthusiastic smile.

He had risen to his feet. A strange, vacant
expression was in his eves. He made a step for-
ward as if to land. His unsteady foot trembled.
He reeled, and stretched out his arms like some
one groping in the dark.

Beatrice shrieked and sprang forward. Too
late: for the next moment he fell headlong into
the water.

Surely

— e ——

CHAPTER XIIIL
THE BADINAGE OF OLD FRIENDS,

TrE town of Holby i on the coast o7 Pem-
broke. It has a small Larbor, with a light-house,
and the town itself contains a few thousand peo-
ple. most of them belonging to the poorer class.
The chief house in the town stands on a rising

ground a little outside. looking toward the water.

Its size and situation render it the most conspicu-
ous object in the neighborhood.

This house, from its appearance. must have
been built more than a cemtury before. It be-
longed to an old family which had Lecome ex-
unct, and now was occupied by a new owner, who
had given it another name. 'This new owner was
William Thornton, Esq.. solicitor, who had an
office in Holby, and who, though very wealthy,
still attended to his business with undiminished
application. The house had been originally pur-
chased by the father of the present occupant.
Henry Thornton, a well-known lawyer in these

Beatrice had wound her mantle about his .

{ young man, but had finally grown gray and rich
; in his adopted home. He had bought the place

She wished to have her | when it was exposed for sale, with the intention

. of founding & new seat for his own family, and
. had given it the name of Thornton Grange.

| Generations of care and tasteful culture had
' made Thornton Grange one of the most beautiful
places in the county. All around were wide
parks dotgd with ponds and clumps of trees.
An avenue of elms led up to the door. A well-
kept lawn was in front, and behind was an ex-
tensive grove. Every thing spoke of wealth and
elegance.

On an afternoon in February a gentleman in
clerical dress walked up the avenue, rang at the
door, and entering he gave his name to the serv-
ant as the Rev. Courtenay Despard. He was the
new Rector of Holby, and had only been there
one week.

He entered the drawing-room, sat down upon
one of the many lounging chairs with which
it was filled, and waited. e did not have to
wait long. A rapid step was soon heard de-
scending the stairs, and in a few minutes a lady
entered. She came in with a bright smile of
welcome on her face, and greeted him with much
warmth.

Mrs. Thornton was very striking in her appear-
ance. .\ clear olive complexion and large, dark
haz:l eves marked Southern blood. Her hair
was black, wavy, and exceedingly luxuriant. Her

mouth was small, her hands and feet delicately
shaped, and her figurc slender and elegant. Her
whole air had that indefinable grace which is the
sign of high-breeding : to this there was added
exceeding loveliness, with great animation of
face and elegance of manner. She was a perfect
lady, yet not of the English stamp ; for her looks
and manner had not that cold and phlegmatic air
which England fosters. She looked rather like
some [talian beautv—like those which enchant us
as they smile from the walls of the picture-gal-
leries of Iml_\z

1 am so glad vou have come '™ said she.
It is w0 stupid here, and I expected you an
hour ago.”

© Oh, if I had only known that!” said Despard.
** For, do you know, I have been dving of ennui.”

I hope that [ may be the means of dispel-
ling it.”

** As surely so as the sun disperses the clouds.™

**You are never at a loss for a compliment.”

‘* Never when I am with you.”

These few words were spoken with a smile by
each, and a slightly melodramatic gesture, as
though each was conscious of a little extrava-
gance.

** You must be glad to get to ¥our old home,”
she resumed. ‘" You lived here fifteen. no, six-
teen vears, vou know.”

** Eighteen. ”

**No it was. [ was sixteen when vou left.”

** Never to see vou again till I came back,”
said Despard. with some mournfulness, looking
at the floor.

** And since then all has changed.”

**But I have not” rejuined Despard, in the
same tone.

Mrs. Thornton <aid nothing for a moment.

~ By-the-way, I've been reading such a nice
book,” she resumed. ‘It has just come out,
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and is makinga sensation. It would suit you, I
know.” - )

‘“ What is it ?” "8

She rose and lifted a book from the table,
which she handed to him. He took it, and read
the title out lond. :

¢ Christian's Cross.”

A strange expression passed over his face. He
looked at her, holding the book out at arms’-
length with feigned consternation.

‘“And do you have the heart to recommend
this book to me, Mrs. Thornton ?"

*“Why not ?” )

*“ Why, it's religious. -Religious books are my
terror. How could 1 possibly open a book like
this ?”

She laughed.

* You are mistaken,” she said. ‘It is an or-
dinary novel, and for the sake of your peace of
mind I assure you that there is not a particle of
religion in it. But why should you look with
such repugnance upon 1t? The expression of
vour face is simpl r.”

‘¢ Pietistic have been the bane of my
life. The emeotionnl, the b the medi-
tative style of book, in which one garrulously ad-
dreéSts one's soul from beginning to end, is sim-
ply torture to me.  You see religion is a different

thing. The may do for the Taberna-
cle people, but tful men and women need
something different.”

‘“J am so delighted to hear such sentiments | and

from a clergyman! ‘They entirely accord with
my own. Still I must own that your horror
struck me as novel, to say the least of it.”

“;?’ouldyonlikemewwwpm-dydze
you :

“Yoa mgutry if wish. T am open to
conviction ; but the Church of all the ages, the
Apostolic, the Catholic, has a strong hold on me.”
" “You need not fear that I will ever try to
loosen it. Ionlywiththnlmnyseeyonrﬁce
in Trinity Church every Sunday.’

*That happiness shall be vours,” answered
Mrs. Thornton. *‘ As there is no Catholic church
here, I will give you the honor of my presence at
Trinity.”

‘‘If that is the case it will be a place of wor-
ship to me.”

He smiled away the exiravagance of this last |

remark, and she only shook her head.
fw‘”{:hn is & compliment, bat it is awfully pro-

e,

““Not/profanity ; say rather justifiable idol-
atry.”

“Really, I feel overcome; I do not know
what to say. At any rate, I hope you will like
the book ; I know you will find it pleasant.”

‘* Any thing that comes from you could not be
otherwise,” said Despard. ‘‘ At the same time
“Wis not my habit to read novels singly.”

*‘Singly! Why how else can one read them ?”

‘1 always read several at a time.”

Mrs. Thornton laughed at the whimsical idea.

“You see,” said- ‘‘ one must keep up
with the literaturé of the day. I used to read
each book as it came out, but at last found satiety.
The best novel palls. For my own comfort I
had to invent a pew plan to stimulate my interest.
I will tell you about it. I take ten at a time,
spread them on the table in fron: ¢f me, and read
each chapter in succession.”

8-

“‘Isn't that a little confasing ?” ‘

¢“Not at all,” said Despard, gravely. *‘ Prac-
tice enables one to keep all distinct.”

¢ But what is the good of it?"

““This,” replied Despard; ‘‘you see in each
novel there are certain situations. Perhaps on
an average there may be forty each. Interesting
characters also may average ten each. -Thrilling
scenes twenty each. Overwhelming catastrophes
fifteen each. Now by reading novels singly the
effect of all this is weakened, for you only have

. { the work of each in its divided, isolated state,

bat where you read according to my plan you
have the aggregate of all these effects in one
combined—that is to say, in ten books which
I read at once I have two hundred thrilling
scenes, one hundred and fifty merwhm
tastrophes, one hundred interesting c!

and four hundred sitmations of absorbing fascina-
tion. Do you not see what an advantage there
is in m p{u? By following this rule I have
been able to stimnulate a somewhat faded appetite,
and to keep abreast of the literature of the
day.”

‘“ What an admirable plan! And do you resd
all hooks in that way? Why, one could write
ten novels at a time on the same principle, and
if 8o he ought to write very much better.”

‘I think I will it some day. At present
I am busily e with a learned treatise on
the Symboﬁcd Nature of the Mosaic Economy,

‘¢ The Symbolical Nature of the Mosaic Ecomo-
my,” said , placidly.

¢¢ And is the title all your own ?”

¢ All my own.”

““Then pray don't write the book. The title
is enough. Publish that, and see if if does not
of itself by its own extraordinary merits bring
you undying fame.”

‘‘I've been thinking seriously of doing #0,”
said Despard, *‘ and I don’t know but that I may
' follow your advice, It will save some trouble,
;and perhaps amount to just as much in the
‘end.”

1 ‘“ And do you often have such brilliant fan-
| cies 2"

! “No, frankly, not often. I comsider that title
the one great idea of my life.” :

** But do not dwell too mach upon that,” said
Mrs. Thornton, in 8 warning voice. *‘ It might
make you conceited.”

** Do you think so ?" rejoined the other, with

'» shudder. *‘Do you really think so? I hope
imot. At any rate I hope you do not like con-
ceited people ?”

4 No."

‘** Am I conceited ?” -

“No. I like you,” replied Mrs. Thornton,
with a slight bow and a wave of the hand, which
she accompenied with a smile.

‘“ And I like you,” said Despard, in the same
tone. .

*“ You could not do less.”

‘“ This,” said Despard, with an air of thought-
fal seriousness, ‘‘is & solemn occasion. After
such a tender confession from each of us what
remains to be done? What is it that the novels
lay down?”

“1'm sure,” returned Mrs. Thornton, with the



”

r y ‘it is not for me to
say. Youm tion,”

do any tglng less than fly to-

lhm:ldthink not.”
1133"““:..’; here,
not w! but how ? rail,
steamboat, or by canal ? Acnmlm-i,;yea melz
:he best mode of flight. 1t is secluded.”
Fm from observation,” said Despard.
re;oinedMn,'onmton.

“Poenc

¢ Remote.”

¢ Unfriended.”

l‘&)‘ .”

“Slow.”

¢ And, best of all, hitherto untried.”

“Yes, its is undeniable.”

““So much s0,” said Mrs. Thornton, ‘“that it
overwhehns one. It is a bright, original idea,
and in these days of common is it not cred-
itable?. The idea is mine, Sir, and I will match

it with what ?—your Symbolical Nature
ofthe omc Cosmﬁy =
“But Cosm is better. Allow me to
suggest it by way of a change.”
“Itmustbeso,n Jouuylt but I have
a weakness for the Economy. It is de-
rived from the Greek—+"

% Greek!” exclmnedMn.Thomton raising
her hands. “Youmrelymnotgomgtobeso
ungenerous as to quote Greek! Am I nof a
lady? ‘Will you be 50 base as to take me at &
disadvantage in that way?”
“I am mm oflmyself, and
You may con & tacit apology is going
on within my mind whenever I see you.”
¢ You are forgiven,” said Mrs. Thornton.
X can not conceive how I could have so far
forgotten myself. I do not usually speak Greek

“to ladies. I consider it my duty to make my-

self agreeable. And have no ldea. how
I can make mmyself; if I try

“Y? I bave no idea? Is xt you who say
that and to me?” exclaimed Mrs. Thornton, in
that slight melodramatic tone which she had em-
ployed thus far, somewhat exaggerated. ‘‘ After
what I told yon—of my feelings ?"

- 41 ses I shdlhavetodcvote all the rest of
my | hfe to making apologies.

No. Do not make n.pologxes Avoid your
besetting sins. Otherwise, fond as I am of you”
—and she spoke with exaggented solemnity—
I must regard you as a failure.”

The conversation went on uninterruptedly in
this style for some time. It appeared to suit
each of them. Despard’s face, naturally grave,
assisted him toward maintaining the mock-seri-
ous tone which he chose to adopt; and Mrs.
Thomton's -peculiar 'm gave her the
same -dvumge. It to for

other t of regard.
They considered it bnntu and bedi How
far it was safe was another thing. But they had
known one another years before, and were only
resuming the manner of earlier times.

Yet, after.all, was it safe for the grave Rector
of Holby to adopt the inflated style of a trouba-
dour in addressing the Lady of Thornton Grange?
Neither of them thought of it. They simply im-
proved the shimng bour after this fashion, until
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at length the conversation was interrupted by the
opening of folding-doors, and the entrance of a
servant who announced—dinner.

On entering the dining-room Despard was
greeted with formality by the master
of the house. He was a man of about forty, with
the professional air of the lawyer aboat him, and
an abstracted expression of face, such as usually
belongs to one who is deeply engrossed in the
cares of business. His tone, in spite of its friend-
liness, was naturally stiff, and was in marked
contrast to the warmth of Mrs. Thornton's greet-
ing.

‘“How do you like your new quarters?” he
asked, as sat down., .

‘‘Very well,” said Despard. *‘ It is more my
home, you know, than any other place. 1 lived
there 80 many years as school-boy with Mr. Car-
sonthnltseemsmtnnltotakenp my station
there as home.”

hl;&r Thomton relapsed into gmdabltr:dcuz:
while Deepard was speaking, who directed t
remainder of his conversation to Mrs. Thoruton.

It was light, idle chat, in the same tone as that
in which they had before indulged. Once or
twice, at some unususaily extravagant remark,
Mr. Thornton looked up in perplexity, which
was not lessened on seeing their perfect gravity.

They bad & long discussion as to the meunmg
of the phrase ‘“ the day after to-morrow.” Des-
pard asserted that it meant the same as eternal
duration, and insisted that it must be so, since
when to-morrow came the day after it was still
coming, and when that came there was still the
day after. He supported his theory with so much
earnestness that on, after for a
while, took the trouble to go heavily and »t
length into the whole guestion, and conclude it
trinmphantly against Despard.

Thenthemb)ectofpohmmmeup,mda
probable war with France was considered. Des”
pard professed to take no interest in the subject,
since, even if an invasion took place, clergymen
could do nothing. They were exempt from mil-
itary duty in common with gaugers. The men-
tion of this brought on a long discussion as to the

ing of the word gauger. Despard asserted
nobody knew how it was spelled, and that,
from the necessities e;)lf human nature, it was sim-
impossible to tell whether it was gauger or
l;lzager ‘This brought out Thornton again, who
mentioned several law papers in which the word
had been correctly written by his clerks. Des-
pard challenged bim on this, and, because Thorn-
ton had to confess that he had not examined the
word, dictionary in hand, he claimed a victory
over him.

Thornton, at this, looked away, with the smile
of a man who is talking unintelligible things to a
child.

Then followed & long conversation between
Despard and Mrs. Thornton about religion, art,
music, and & miscellaneous assembiage of other
things, which lasted for a long time. At length
he rose to go. Mrs. Thornton went to a side-
table and took up a book.

‘¢ Here,” said she, ‘‘ is the little book you lent
me; I ought to have sent it, but I thought you
would come for it.” )

¢ And so I will,” said he, ‘‘ some day."”

* Come for 1t to-morrow."”

¢ Will you be at h:)me 2
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‘‘ MRS. THORNTON, WALKING TO THE WINDOW, LOOKED OUT.”

[ X’eg. -

‘“Then of course I'll come. And now I must
tear myself away. Good-night!”

On the following day, at about two o'clock,
Despard called again. Mrs. Thornton had been
writing, and the desk was strewn with papers.

‘I know I am disturbing vou,” said he, after
the usual greetings. ‘I see that you are writing,
<o I will not stay but a moment. I have come,
vou know, after that little book.”

** Indeed, you are not disturbing me at all. 1
have been trving to continue a letter which I be-
gan to my brother a month ago. There is no
hurry about it.”

~ And how is Paolo ?”

**1 have not heard for some time.
hear soon. He went to America last summer,
and I have not had a word from him since.
My letter is of no importance, I assure you, and
now. «ince vou are here, you shall not go.
deed. I only touched it a minute ago. I have
been looking at some pictures till I am so be-
grimed and inundated with dust that I feel as
rhough I had been resolved into my original ele-
ment.”  And she held up her hands with a pretty
zesture of horror,

In- .

T ought to ‘

stood in her bright beauty before him. A sadden
expression of pain flashed over his face, sacceed-
ed by his usual smile.

‘“ Dust never before took so fair a form,” he
said, and sat down, looking on the floor.

* For unfailing power of compliment, for an
unending supply of neat and pretty cpeeches,
commend me to the Rev. Courtenay Despard.”

** Yet, singularly enough, no one else ever
dreamed that of me.”

““You were always s0.”

“ With you.”

‘“In the old days.”

¢ Now lost forever.”

Their voices sank low and expressive of a deep
melancholy. A silence followed. Despard at
last, with a sudden effort, began talking in his

" usual extravagant strain about badgers till at last

|

, in gilt.

Mrs. Thornton hegan to laugh. and the radiancy
of their spirits was restored. *‘Strange,” said he,
taking up a praver-book with a peculiar binding,
on which there was a curiously intertwisted figure
‘*That pattern has been in my thoughts
and dreams for a week.”
* How 80 ?"
‘““Why, 1 saw it 1n vour hands last Sunday,

Despard looked at her for a moment as she | and my eyes were drawn to it till its whole figure
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seemed to stamp itself on my mind. See! I can
trace it from memory.” And, taking his cane,
he traced the curiously involved figure on the

‘EAnd were your thoughts’ fixed on nothing
better than that?”

*“]I was engaged in worship,” was the reply,
with marked emphasis.

¢“1 must take another book next time.”

“Do not. You will only force me to study
another pattern.” lanshed i

Mrs. Thomnton langhed lightly, and Despard
looked at her with a smile. 7

“T'm afraid thoughts wander,” she said,
lightly, ‘‘as mine do. There is no excuse for
you.
Naaman ; I have to bow my hcad in the temple
of Baal. After all,” she continned, in a more
serious voice, ‘‘I suppose I shall bo able some
duy to worship before my own altar, for, do you
know, I expect to end my days in a convent.

¢ And why ?” .
_ ““For the purpose of perfect religious seclu-
sion.”
Despard looked at her earnestly for a moment.
Then his usual smile broke out.

¢ Wherever you go let me know, and I'll take
up my abode outside the walls and come and
look at you every day through the grating.”

¢¢ And would that be a help to a religious life ?”

¢ Perhaps not ; but I'll tell you what would be
a help. Be a Sister of Charity. Ill be a Paul-
ist. Il devote myself to the sick. Then you
and I can go together; and when you are tired
I can assist you. I think that idea is much bet-
ter than yours.”

¢¢Oh, very much, indeed!” said Mrs. Thorn-
ton, with a strange, sad look.

¢“I remember a boy and girl who once used to
go hand in hand over yonder shore, and—" He
stopped suddenly, and then hastily added, *‘ and
now it would be very sad, and therefore very ab-
surd, in one of them to bring up old memories.”

Mrs. Thornton suddenly rose, and, walking to
the window, looked out. ‘I wonder if it will

rain to day !” she said, in a sweet voice, full of g

tremulous melancholy.

¢ There are very dark clouds about,” retarned
Despard, mournfully.

““I hope there will not be a storm,” she re-
joined, with the same sadness. Her hands were
held tightly together. *‘Some things will perish
if & storm comes.”

‘““Let us pray that there may be calm and
peace,” said Despard.

She turned and looked at him for a moment.
Strange that these two should pass so quickly
from gayety to gloom! Their eyes met, and
each read in the face of the other sadness be-
yond words,

—_———

CHAPTER XIV.
TWO LETTERS.

DespArD did not go back to the Grange for
some days. About a week had passed since the
scenes narrated in the preceding chapter when
one morning, having finished his breakfast, he
went into his library and sat down at the table
to write. A litter of papers lay all around. The

There is for me. For you know I'm like |

L4

~
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walls were covered with shelves, filled with books.

The table was piled high with ponderous tomes.

Manuscripts were strewn around, and books were

scattered on the floor. Yet, amidst all this dis-

order, some order was nt, for m:lx of these

books lay open in certain places, and others were
80 as to be within reach.

Several sheets of paper, covered with writing,
lay before him, headed, ‘‘ The Byzantine Poets.”
The books were all in Greek. 1t was the library
of & hard-working student.

Very different was the Despard of the library
from the Despard who had visited the Grange.
A stern and thoughtful expression was read in
his face, and his eyes had an abstraction which
wi credit to Mr. Thornton him-
self.

Taking his seat at the table, he remained for
s while leaning his head on his hand in deep
thought. Then he took up & pen and drew a
piece of paper before him to try it. He began
to draw upon it the same figure which he had
marked with his cane on Mrs, Thornton’s carpet.
He traced this figure over and over, until at last
the whole sheet was covered. .

Suddenly he flung down the pen, and, taking
up the paper, leaned back in his chair with a mel-
ancholy face. ‘‘What a poor, weak thing I am!”
he muttered at last, and let the paper fall to the
floor. He leaned his head on his hand, then re-
sumed his pen and began to make some idle
marks. At length he began to draw.

Under the fine and delicate strokes of his pen,
which were as neat and as exquisite as the most
subtle touches of an engraving, a picture gradu-
ally rose to view. It was a sea-side scene. The
place was Holby Beach. In the distance was
the light-house; and on one side a promontory,
which protected the harbor. Upon the shore,
looking out toward the sea, was a beautiful girl,
of about sixteen years of age, whose features, as
they grew beneath his tender touches, were those
of Mrs. Thornton. Then beside her there grad-

y rose another figure, a youth of about eight-
n, with smooth face and clustering locks, who
ooked exactly like what the Rev. Courtenay
Despard might have been some seven or eight
years before. His left arm was around her waist,
her arm was thrown up till it touched his shoul-
 der, and his right hand held hers. Her head
. leaned against him, and both of them, with a
: subdued expression of perfect happiness, tinged
I with a certain pensive sadness, were looking out
' upon the setting sun.

As soon as he finished he looked at the sketch,
and then, with a sudden impulse, tore it into a
thousand small fragments. He drew the written
manuscript before him with a long and deep-drawn
.sigh, and began writing with great rapidity upon
the subject of the Byzantine Poets. He had just
written the following words:

- ““The Anacreontic hymns of John Damasce-
nus form a marked contrast to—" when the sen-
tence was interrupted by a knock at the door.-
“Comein!” It was the servant with letters from
the post-office. Despard put down his pen grave-
ly, and the man laid two letters on the table.
He waited till the servant had departed, then
! geizing one of them, a small one, addressed in a
“lady’s hand, he pressed it vehemently to his lips
"and tore it open.
| It was as follows:
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‘‘BOTH WERE LOOKING OUT TPON THE SETTING S8UN.”

.

*DEARr MR. DESparD,—]I suppose I may nez-
er expect to see you agrin. Yet I must see you,
for yesterday I received a very long letter from
Paolo of so singular a character that you will
have to explain it to me. I shall expect you this
afternoon, and till then, I remain,

*Yours sincerely,

¢ TERESA THORNTOXN.
“TaorNTON GRANGE, Friday.”

Despard read this letter a score of times, and
placed it reverently in an inner drawer of his
desk. He then opened the other, and read as
follows :

“Havrrrax, Nova So0T1a, January 12, 1847,

My pEAR COURTENAY,—I was very glad to
hear of your appointment as Rector of Holby,
your old home, and hope that by this time you
are fully established in the old Rectory, where
vou spent so many years. I was there often
enough in poor old Carson’s days to know that it
was a fine old place.

“You will see by this that I am in Halifax,
Nova Scotia. My regiment was ordered off
here last November, and I am just beginning to
feel settled. It is not so cold here as it was in
Quebec. There is capital moose hunting up the
country. I don’t admire my accommodations

ing all things. The people are pleasant, and ther=
is some stir and gayety occasionally.

‘ Not long before leaving Quebec, who do you
think turned up? No less a person than Paolo
Langhetti, who in the course of his wanderings
came out there. He had known some extraor-
dinary adventures on his voyage out; and these
are the immediate cause of this letter.

‘“ He took passage early in June last in the
ship Tecumseh, from Liverpool for Quebec. It
was an emigrant ship, and crammed with pas-
sengers. You have heard all about the horrors
of that middle passage, which occurred last year,
when those infernal Liverpool merchants, for the
sake of putting a few additional pounds in their
pockets, sent so many thousands to destruction.

““The Tecumseh was one of these. It was
crammed with emigrants. You know Langhetti’s
extraordinary pluck, and his queer way of devot-
ing himself for othérs, Well, what did he do
but this: as soon as the ship-fever broke out he
left the cabin and took up his abode in the steer-
age with the sick emigrants, He is very quiet
about this, and merely says that he helped to
nurse the sick. I know what that means.

*‘ The mortality was terrific. Of all the ships
that came to Quebec on that fatal summer the
Tecumseh showed the largest record of deaths.

much ; but it is not a bad little town, consider- | Un reaching the quarantine station Langhetti as

[P

rroar e v e A 17



64 CORD AND CREESE.

once ingisted on continuing his attendance on the
sick, Hands were scarce, and his offer was
eagerly accepted. He staid down there ever so
long till the worst of the sickness was over.

¢ Among the passengers on the Tecumseh were
three who belonged to the superior class. Their
names were Brandon. He took a deep interest
in them. They suffered very much from sick-
ness both during the voyage and at quarantine.
The name at once attracted him, being one well
known both to him and to us. At last they all
died, or were supposed to have died, at the quar-
antine station. Langhetti, however, found that
one of them was only in a ‘trance state,” and
his efforts for resuscitation were successful. This
one was a young girl of not more than sixteen
vears of age. After her restoration he left the
quarantine bringing her with him, and came up
to the city. Here he lived for a month or so,
until at last he heard of me and came to see me.

“Of course I was delighted to see him, for I
always thought him the noblest fellow that ever
breathed, though most undoubtedly cranky if not
crazy. I told him we were going to Halifax,
and as he had po settled plan I made him come
here with me. .

‘¢ The girl remained for a long time in a state
of mental torpor, as though her brain had been
affected by disease, but the journey here had a
beneficial effect on her, and during her stay she
has steadily improved. About a week ago Lan-
ghetti ventured to ask her all about herself.

‘¢ What will you say when I tell you that she is
the’ danghter of poor Ralph Brandon, of Brandon
Hall, your father’s friend, whose wretched fate
has made us all so miserable. You know no-
thing of this, of course; bat where was Thorn-

ton? Why did not he do something to prevent !

this horror, this unutterable calamity? Good
God! what suffering there is in this world !

¢¢ Now, Courtenay, I come to the point. This
poor Edith Brandon, still half-dead from her
grief, has been able to tell us that she has still a
relative living. Her eldest brother Louis went
to Australia many years ago. A few weeks be-
fore her father’s death he wrote to his son telling
him every thing, and imploring him to come home.

sShe thinks that her brother must be in England |

by this time.
‘¢ I want you to hunt up Louis Brandon. Spare
no trouble. In the name of God, and by the

memory of your father, whose most intimate |

friend was this poor old Brandon, I entreat you
to search after Louis Brandon till you find him,
and let him know the fate of his friends. I think
if she could see him the joy of meeting one rela-
tive would restore her to health.

“ My boy, I know I have said enongh. Your
own heart will impel you to do all that can be
done for the sake of this poor young girl. You
can find out the best ways of learning informa-
tion. You had better go up at once to London
and make arrangemen:s for finding Brandon.
‘Write me soon, and let me know.

¢ Your affectionate uncle,
‘“ HENRY DESPARD.”

Despard read this letter over and over. Then
he put it in his pocket, and walked up and down
the room in deep thought. Then he took out
Mrs. Thornton’s note and studied it for a long
time. So the hours passed away, until at length

two o'clock came and he set out for Thornton
Grange.

On entering the drawing-room, Mrs. Thornton
was there.

‘¢ So you have come at last,” said she, as they
shook hands.

¢ As if I would not come ten times a day if
I could,” was the answer, in an impetuous voice.

¢¢ Still there is no reason why you should per-
sistently avoid the Grange.”

¢ What would you say if I followed my own
rmpulse, and came here every day ?”’

‘I would say, Good-morning, Sir.  Still, now
that you are here, you must stay.”

¢TI will stay, whether I must or not.”

¢ Have you recovered from the effect of my
prayer-book yet ?”

¢ No, nor ever will I. You brought the same
one last Sunday.”

““That was in order to weaken the effect.
Familiarity breeds contempt, you know.”

¢Then all I can say is, that contempt has
very extraordinary manifestations. Among oth-
er strange things, it makes me cover my paper
with that pattern when I ought to be writing on
the Mosaic Economy.”

¢ Cosmogony, you mean.”

““Well, then, Cosmogony.”

¢ Cosmogony is such a delicious word! It
has been the hope of my life to be able to intro-
duce it in a conversation. .There is only one
other word that compares with it.”

““What is it ?”

‘I am afraid to pronounce it.”

“Try, at any rate.”

¢“ Idiosyncrasy,” said Mrs. Thornton. For
- five or six years I have been on the look-out for
an opportunity to use that word, and thus far I
: have been unsuccessful. I fear that if the op-
i portunity did occur I would call it idiocracy.’
- In fact, I know I would.”
| *“ And what would be the differemce? Your
motive would be right, and it is to motives that
we must look, not acts.” .

After some further badinage, Mrs. Thornton
! drew a letter from her pocket.
| ¢ Here,"” said she, gravely, ‘is Paolo’s letter.
Read it, and tell me what you think of it.”

Despard took the letter and began to read,
while Mrs. Thornton, sitting opposite to him,
watched his face.

The letter was in Italian, and was accompa-
' nied by a large and closely-written manuscript
of many pages.

‘“HALIFAX, Nova S0oTiA, January 2, 1847,

¢ My SWEETEST L1TTLE SISTER,—]I send you
my diary, as I promised you, my Teresella, and
i you will see all my adventures. Take care of
| yourself, be happy, and let us hope that we may
, see one another soon. I am well, through the
11 mercy of the good God, and hope to continue so.
| There is no such thing as music in this place,
. but I have found an organ where I can play.
: My Cremona is uninjured, though it has passed
! through hard times—it sends a note of love to
i my Teresina. Remember your Paolo to the just
and upright Thornton, whom you love. May

God bless my little sister’s husband, and fill his

“\ heart with love for the sweetest of children!
‘ ‘‘ Read this manuscript carefully, Teresuola
| mia dolcissimd, and pray for the souls of those
- unhappy ones who perished by the pestilence.”

-

Fadie ol « oo I T o
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CHAPTER XV.
JOURNAL OF PAOLO LANGHETTIL

Liverpool, June 2, 1846.—I1 promised you,
my Teresina, to keep a diary of all my wander-
ings, and now I begin, not knowing whether it
will be worth reading or not, but knowing this:
that my corellina will read it all with equal in-
terest, whether it be trivial or important.

I have taken passage in the ship Tecumseh
from Liverpool to Quebec. I have embarked in
her for no better reason than this, that she is the
first that will sail, and I am impatient. 'The first
New York ship does not leave for a fortnight.
A fortnight in Liverpool! Horror!

I have been on board to secure my room. I
am told that there is a large number of emigrants.
It is a pity, but it can not be helped. All ships
have emigrants now. Ireland is being evacuated.
There will soon be no peasants to till the soil.
What enormous misery must be in that most
wretched of countries! Is Italy worse? Yes,
far worse ; for Italy has a past to contrast with
the present, whereas Ireland has no past.

At Sea, June 4.—We are many miles out in
the Irish Channel. There are six hundred emi-
grants on board-——men, women, and children. I
am told that most of these are from Ireland, un-
happy Ireland! Some are from England, and
are going to seek their fortune in America. As
I look on them I think, My God! what misery
there is in this world! And yet what can I do
to alleviate it? I am helpless. Let the world
suffer. All will be right hereafter.

June 10.—8ix hundred passengers! They are
all crowded together in a manner that is frightful
tome. Comfort is out of the ques:ion; the direst
distress is every where present; the poor wretches
only try to escape suffering. During storms they
are shut in; there is little ven:ilation; and the
horror that reigns in that hold will not let me
either eat or sleep. I have remonstrated with
the captain, but without effect. He told me that
be could do nothing. The owners of the ship
put them on board, and he was employed to take
them to their proper destination. My God!
what will become of them ?

June 15.—There have been a few days of fine
weather. The wretched emigrants have all been
on deck. Among them I noticed three who,
from their appearance, belonged to a different
class. There was a lady with a young man and
a young girl, who were evidently her children.
The lady has once been beautiful, and still bears
the traces of that beauty, though her face indi-
cates the extreme of sadness. The sonis a man
of magnificent appearance, though as yet not
full-grown. The daughter is more lovely than
any being whom I have ever seen. She is differ-
ent from my Bicetta. Bice is Grecian, with a face
like that of a marble statue, and a soul of purely
classic mould. Biceis serene. She reminds me
of Artemis. Bice is an artist to her inmost
heart. Bice I love as I love you, my Teresina,
and I never expect to meet with one who can so
interpret my ideas with so divine a voice. But
this girl is more spiritual. Bice is classic, this
one is medieval. Bice is a goddess, this one a
saint. Bice is Artemis, or one of the Muses;
this one is Holy Agnes or Saint Cecilia. There
is in that sweet and holy face the same depth of
devotion which our painters portray on the face

of the Madonna. This little family group stand
amidst all the other passengers, separated by the
wide gulf of superior rank, for they are mani-
festly from among the upper classes, but still
more 80 by the solemn isolation of grief. It is
touching to see the love of the mother for her
children, and the love of the children for their
mother. How can I satisfy the longings which
I feel to express to them my sympathy ?

June 21.—1 have at length gained my desire.
I have become acquainted with that little group.
I went up to them this morning in obedience to
a resistless impulse, and with the most tender
sympathy that I could express; and, with many
apologies, offered the young man a bottle of wine
for his mother. He took it gratefully and frank-
ly. He met me half-way in my advances. The
poor lady looked at me with speechless gratitude,
as though kindness and sympathy were unknown
to her. *“God will reward you, Fir,” she said,
in a tremulous voice, ‘‘ for your sympathy with
the miserable.”

‘“ Dear Madame,” said I, *‘I wish no other
reward than the consciousness that I may have
alleviated your distress.”

My heart bled for these poor creatures. Cast
down from a life which must have once been one
of luxury, they were now in the foulest of places,
the hold of an emigrant ship. I went back to
the captain to see if I could not do something in
their behalf. I wished to give up my room to
thcm. He said I could do so if I wished, but
that there was no room left in the cabin. Had
there been I would have hired one and insisted
on their going there.

I went to see the lady, and made this proposal
as delica.ely as I could. There were two berths
in my room. I urged her and her daughter to
take them. At first they both refused most posi-
tively, with tears of gratitude. But I would not
be so put off. To the mother I portrayed the
situation of the daughter in that den of horror;
to the daughter I pointed out the condition of the
mother; to the son I showed the position of his
mother and sister, and thus I worked upon the
holiest feelings of their hearts. For myself I as-
sured them that I could get a place among the
sailors in the forecastle, and that I preferred
doing so. By such means as these I moved them
to consent. They did so with an expression of
thankfulness that brought tears to my eyes.

¢ Dear Madame,” said I, ¢ you will break my
heart if you talk so. Take the room and say no-

thing. 1 have been a wanderer for years, and
can live any where.” )

It was not till then that I found out their names.
I told them mine. They looked at one another
in astonishment. *‘ Langhetti ?” said the mother.

““Yes.”

““Did you ever live in Holby ?”

““Yes. My father was organist in Trinity
Church, and I and my sister lived there some
years. She lives there still.”
| ““My God!” was her ejaculation.
| “Why?” I asked, with eager cuiosity.
| *What do you know about Holby, aud abous
Langhetti ?”

She looked at me with solemn earnestness.
*“1,” said she, ‘‘am the wife, and these are the
children of one who was your father’s friend. He
who was my husband, and the father of these
| children, was Ralph Brandon, of Brandon Hall.”
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I stood for a moment stupefied. Then I burst
into tears. Then I embraced them all, and said
I know not what of pity and sympathy and affec-
tion. My God! to think of mcra fate as this
Did you
know this, oh, Teresina? If so, why did you
keep it secret? But no—you could not have
known it. If you had this would not have hap-

awaiting the family of Ralph Brandon.

pened.

They took my room in the cabin—the dear
ones—Mrs. Brandon and the sweet Edith. The
son Frank and I stay together among the emi-
grants. Here I am now, and I write this as the
sun is getting low, and the uproar of all these

hundreds is sounding in my ears.
June 30.—There is a panic in the ship.

well adapted to be the prey of the pestilence as
this of ours!
the steerage passengers, and have witnessed their
misery.
moved upon scenes like these? Now that the
disease has come, where will it stop ?

July 3.—The disease is spreading. Fifteen are
prostrate. Three have died.

July 10.—Thirty deaths have occurred, and
fifty are sick. I am assisting to nurse them.

July 15.—Thirty-four deaths since my last.
One hundred and_thirty are sick. I will labor
here if I have to die for it.

July 18.—If this is my last entry let this
diary be sent to Mrs. Thornton, care of Will-
iam Thornton, Holby, Pembroke, England—
(the above entry was written in English, the re-
mainder was all in Italian, as before).
than two hundred are sick. Frank Brandon is
down. I am afraid to let his mother know it.
I am working night and day. In three days
there have been forty-seven deaths. The crew
are demoralized and panic-stricken.

July 23.—Shall I survive these horrors ? More
than fifty new deaths have occurred. The dis-
ease has spread among the sailors. Two are
dead, and seven are sick. Horror prevails.
Frank Brandon is recovering slowly. Mrs.
Brandon does not know that he has been sick.
We send word that we are afraid to come for
fear of communicating the disease to her and to
Edith. |

July 27.—More than half of the sailors are
sick. = Eleven dead. - Silfrseven passengers
dead since last report.” Frapk/Brandon almost
well, and helping me in¥ngwlk. -~ ——

July 30.—Nearly all the sailors more or less
sick—five new deaths among them. Ship almost

unmanageable. In the Gulf of St. Lawrence.
Talk of putting into some port. Seventy passen-
gers dead.

August 2.—Worse yet. Disease has spread
into the cabin. Three cabin passengers dead.
God have mercy upon poor Mrs. Brandon and
sweet Edith! All the steerage passengers, with
a few exceptions, prostrate. Frank Brandon is
weak but helps me. I work night and day. The
ship is like a floating pest-house. Forty new
deaths since last report.

Awugust 7.—Drifting along, T know not how, up
the St. Lawrence. The weather calm, and two or
three sailors able to manage the ship. (aptain
and mate both dead. Ten cabin passengers

The
dread pestilence known as ‘‘ship-fever” has ap-
peared. This disease is the terror of emigrant
ships. Surely there was never any vessel so

I have lived for ten days among
Is God just? Can he look down un-

dead. Three more sailors dead. Only thirty-
two steerage passengers dead since last report,
but nearly all are sick. Hardly any one to at-
tend to them.

August 10.—Mrs. Brandon and Edith both
sick. Frank prostrate again. God in heaven,
have mercy! N

August 15.—Mrs, Brandon and Edith very
low. Frank better.

August 16.—Quarantine Station, Gosse Isl-
and. I feel the fever in my veins. If I die,
farewell, sweetest sister.

December 28, Halifax, Nova Scotia.—More
than four months have elapsed since my last en-
try, and during the interval marvelous things
have occurred. These I will now try to recall as
I best can.

My last entry was made on the day of the ar-
rival of the Tecumseh at the Quarantine Station,
Gosse Island, Quebec. We were delayed there
for two days. Every thing was in confusion. A
large number of ships had arrived, and all were
filled with sick. The authorities were taken by
surprise ; and as no arrangements had ever been
made for such a state of things the suffering was
extreme. The arrival of the Tecumsek with her
frightful record of deaths, and with several hun-
dred sick still on board, completed the confusion.
At last the passengers were removed somehow,
I know not how or when, for I myself on the
evening of our arrival was struck down by the
fever. I suppose that Frank Brandon may have
nursed me at first; but of that I am not sure.
There was fearful disorder. There were few
nurses and fewer doctors; and as fast as the
sick died they were hurried hastily into shallow

More. | graves in the sand. I was sick for two or three

weeks, and knew nothing of what was going on.
The first thing that I saw on coming to my senses
was Edith Brandon.

She was fearfully changed. Unutterable grief
dwelt upon her sweet young face, which also was
pale and wan from the sickness through which
she had passed. An awful feeling shot through
me. My first question was, **Is your mother
on shore ?”

She looked at me for a moment in solemn si-
lence, and, slowly raising her hand, pointed up-
ward.

‘*“ Your brother ?” I gasped.

She turned her head away. I was silent.
They were dead, then. O God! and this child
—what had she not been suffering? My mind
at once, in its agony of sympathy with her, burst
through the clouds which sickness had thrown
around it. ‘‘ Poor child!” I said. ‘*And why
are you here?”. Co—

‘“ Where else can I go ?” she answered. mourn-
fully.

‘* At least, you should not wear yourself out
by my bedside.”

““You are the only one left whom I know. I
owe yvou far more than the small attendance
which I have given you."”

*“ But will you not take some rest ?”

‘“ Hush! Wait till you are stronger.
are too weak now to think of these things.”’

She laid her thin hand on my forehead gently.
I turned my head away, and burst into a flood
of tears. Why was it that this child was calfed
upon to endure such agony? Why, in the midst
of that agony, did she come to me to save my life?

You
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I did not resist her any longer on that day; | But when I saw Edith as she lay there my soul

but the next day I was stronger, and made her
go and repose herself.

For two successive days she came back. On
the third day she did not appear. The fourth
day also she was absent. Rude nurses attended
to me. They knew nothing of her.
inspired me with such energy that on t e fourt
day I rose from my bed and staggered about to
tind her if possible.

All was still confusion. Thousands of sick
were on the island. The mistake of the first
week had not yet been repaired. No one knew
any thing of Edith. I sought her through all the
wards. I went to the superintendent, and forced
him to make inquiries about her. No one conld
tell any thing.

My despair was terrible. I forced the super-
intendent to call up all the nurses #nd doctors,
and question them all, one by one. At last an
old Irish woman, with an awful look at me, hint-
ed that she could tell something about her, and
whispered a word or two in the superintendent’s
ear. He started back, with a fearful giance.

“Whatisit? Tell, in God’s name !”

** The dead-house, " he murmured.

‘“Where is it? Take me there!” I cried to
the woman, I clutched her arm and st&ggeted
after her.

It was a long, low shed, open on all sides.
Twelve bodies lay there. In the middle of the
row was Edith. She was more beautiful than
an angel. A smile wreathed her lips; her eyes
looked as though she slumbered. I rushed up to
her and caught her in my arms. The next mo-
ment I fell senseless.

When I revived I was lying in one of the sick-
sheds, with a crowd of sufferers around me. I
had only one thought, and that was Edith. I
rose at once, weak and trembling, but the resolve
of my soul gave strength to my body. An awful
fear had taken possession of me, which was ac-
companied by a certain wild hope. I hurried,
with staggering feet, to the dead-house.

All the bodies were gone. New ones had come
in.

¢ Where is she ?” I cried to the old woman who
had charge there. She knew to whom I referred.

‘* Buried,” said she.

I burst out into a torrent of imprecations.
*‘ Where have they buried her ? Take me to the
place!” I cried, as I flung a piece of gold to the
woman. She gmsped it eagerly. * Bring a spade,
and come quick, forGod’s sake! Sheis not dead!”

How did I have such a mad fancy ? I will tell
vou. This ship-fever often terminates in a sort
of stupor, in which death generally takes place.
Sometimes, however, the patient who has fallen
into this stupor revives again. It is known to
the physicians as the ‘‘ trance state.” I had seen
cases of this at sea. Several times people were
thrown overboard when I thought that they did
not have all the signs of death, and at last, in
two cases of which I had charge, I detained the
corpses three days, in spite of the remonstrances
of the other passengers. These two revived. By
this I knew that some of those who were thrown
overboard were not dead. Did I feel horror at
this, my Teresa? No. ‘‘Pass away,” I said,
" unhappy ones. You are not dead. You live
in a better life than this. What matters it wheth-
¥ you died by the fever or by the sea ?”

felt assured that she was not , and an unut-
terable convulsion of sorrow overwhelmed me.
Therefore I fainted. The horror of that situa-
tion was too much for me. To think of that an-
gelic girl about to be covered up alive in the
ground ; to think of that sweet young life, which
had begun so brightly, terminating amidst such
black darkness !

‘‘ Now God help me!” I cried, as I hurried on
after the woman ; ‘‘ and bring me there in time.”
There! Where? To the place of the dead. It
was there that I had to her.

*‘ How long had she been in that house before
I fainted ?" I asked, fearfuny.

*“ Twenty-four hours,”

‘“ And when did I faint?”

¢ Yesterday.”

A pang shot through me. ** Tell me,” I cried,
hoarsely, ‘‘ when she was buried.”

‘¢ Last night.”

““0 God!” I groaned, and I could say no
more ; but with new strength given to me in that
hour of agony I rushed on.

It was by the eastern shore of the island. A
wide flat was there, washed on one side by the
river. Here more than a thousand mounds
arose. . Alas! could I ever hope to find her!

‘‘ Do you know where they have laid her?” I
asked, tremblingly.

‘“Yes,” said the woman, confidently.

Hope returned faintly. She led the way.

The moon beamed out brightly from behind a
cloud, illamining the waste of mounds. The
river murmured solemnly along the shore. All
my senses were overwhelmed in the madness of
that hour. The moon seemed enlarged to the
dimensions of a sky; the murmur of the river
sounded like a catanct, and in the vast murmar
1 heard voices which seemed then like the voices
of the dead. But the lustre of that exaggerated
glow, and the booming concord of fancied spirit-
voices were all contemned as trifles. I cared for
nothing either natural or supernatural. Only one
thought was present—the place where she was
laid.

We reached it at last. At the end of a row
of graves we stopped. ‘‘ Here,” said the woman,
‘“ are twelve graves. These were made last night.
These are those twelve which you saw.”

‘¢ And where—where, O God, is sHE!”

‘‘There,” replied the woman, pointing to one
which was the third from the end.

‘“Do not deceive me!” I cried, imploringly.
¢“ Are you sure? For I will tear up all these till
I find her

¢“1 am sure, for I was the one who buried her.
I and & man—" .

I seized the spade and turned up the soil. I
labored incessantly for what seemed an endless -

period. I had thrown out much earth but hed "

not yet reached her. I felt my fitful strength
failing me. My mind, too, seemed entering into
a state of delirium. At last my knees gave way,
and I sank down just as my spade touched some-
thing which gave back a hollow sound.

My knees gave way, and I sank down. BatI
would not give up. I tore up handfuls of earth

‘and threw them into the air.

“()h Edith!" 1 cried, ‘‘ Iamhere! I am com-
ing! I am cnmmg‘"
**Come, ¥ir,” said the woman, suddenly, 1



‘“J TOOK HZR IN ¥Y ARMS AND BROUGHT HER FORTH FROM THE G‘l.\VE," ETC.

her strong voice, yet pityingly. ‘‘ Yon can do no-
thing. I will dig her oat in a minn‘e.”

¢ God forever biess you!” I cried, leaping out
and giving place to her. I watched her as she
threw out the earth. Hungrily I gazed, devonr-
ing that dark aperture with my eyes till at last the

rough boards ap

Then I leaped down, I put my fingers at the
edge =nd tore at it till it gave way. The lid was
only fastened with a few nails. My bleeding
fingsrs clutched it. It yielded to my frantic ex-
ertions.

O my God! was there ever a sight on earth
like that which now met my eves as I raised the
lid and looked below? The moon, which was
high in the sky, streamed down directly into the
narrow cell. It showed me the one whom I
sought. Its bright beams threw a lustre round
that face which was apturned toward me. Ah
me! how white was that face; like the face of
some slseping maiden carved in alabaster. Bathed
in the :aconbeams it lay before me, all softened
and refined and made pure; a face of unearthly
beauty, The dark hair canght the moon's rays,
and encircled the head like a crown of immortal-
ity, Still the eyves were closed as though in
slamber ; still the lips were fixed into a smile.

She lay as one who had fallen into a deep, sweet
sleep—as one who in that sleep has dreems, in
which are visions of more than earthly beauty,
and acenes of more than mortal happiness.

Now it was with me as though at that un-
equaled vision I had drawn into my inmost being
some sudden stimulus—a certain rapture of new-
born strength ; strength no longer fitful and spas-
modic, but firm, well fortified and well enstained.

I took her in my arma and brought her forth
from the grave into the life of earth.

Ah me! how light a thing was that frail and
slender figure which had been worn down by the
unparalleled suffering through which she had
passed. This thonght transfixed nie with a pang
of anguish-—even awed the rapture that I felt at
clasping her in my arms.

But now that I had her, where was I to seck
for a place of sheltgr? I turned to the woman
and asked : ‘Is thére any secluded place where
she may nlaop*undmrbed till she wakes—"

““No: there is none but what is crowded with
the sick and dying in all this island.”

‘T must have some place.”

¢ There in’onlr one spot that is qujet.”

¢ What one ?"

““The dead-house.”
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I shuddered. ‘‘No, not there. See,” said I,
and I handed her a piece of gold. *‘‘Find me
some place and you shall have still more.”

‘“Well,” she said, hesitatingly, ‘I have the
room where me end my man live. I suppoee we
could give up that.”

¢ Take me there, then.” .

¢¢Shall I help you carry her?”

‘“No,” I answered, drawing back my
Edith from her outstretched hands.
will carry her.”

The woman went on without a word.  She led
the way back to the low and dismal sheds which
lay there like a vast charnel-house, and thence to
a low hut some distance away from all, where
she opened a door. She spoke a few words to a
man, who finally withdrew. A light was burning.
A rude cot was there. Here I laid the one whom
I carried.

‘‘ Come here,” said I, *‘three times a day. 1
will pay vou well for this.”

The woman left. All night long I watched.
She lay unmoved and unchanged. Where was
her spirit wandering ? Soared it among the splen-
dors of some far-off world? Lingered it amidst
the sunshine of heavenly glory ? Did her seraphic
soul move amidst her peers in the assemblage of
the holy? Was she straying amidst the track-
less paths of ether with those whom she had
loved in life, and who had gone before ?

All night long I watched her as she lay with

pure
“No, I

her marble face and her changeless smile. There [

seemed to be commanicated to me an inflaence

from her which opened the eyes of my spiritual |

sense ; and my spirit sought to force itself npon
her far-off perceptions, that so it might catch her
notice and bring her back to earth.

The morning dawned. There was no change.

Mid-day came, and still there was no change. 1|

know not how it was, but the superintendent had
heard about the grave being opened, and found
me in the hut. He tried to induce me to give
back to the grave the one whom I had rescued.

The horror of that request was so tremendous '
that it forced me into passionless calm. When :

I refused he threatened. At his menace I re-
Jjoined in such language that he turned pale.

‘‘ Murderer !” said I, sternly, ‘‘is it not enough
that you have sent to the grave many wretches
who were not dead? Do you seek to send back
to death this single one whom I have rescued ?
Do you want all Canada and all the world to ring
with the account of the_borrors dove here, where
people are buried alive? See, she is not dead.
She is onlJ sleeping. And yet you put her in
the grave.

‘ She is dead!” he cried, in minglel fear and
anger—*‘ and she must be buried.”

** She is not dead,” said I, sternly, as I glared
on him out of my intensity of anguish-—** she is
not dead ; and if you try to send her to death
again yon must first send me. She shall not pass
to the grave except over my corpee, and over the
corpse of the first murderer that dares to lay
hands on her.”

him. *The man is mad,” they said.
They left me in peace. I grow excited as I
write. My hand trembles. Let me be calm.
She awoke that night. It was midnight, and
all was atill. She opened her eyes suddenly, and
looked full at me with an earnest and steadfast

He started back—he and those who were with

stare. At last a long, d
stillness of that lone chamber.

‘‘ Back again”-—she murmured, in a scarce
audible voice—*‘‘among men, and to earth. O
friends of the Realm of Light, must I be severed
from your lofty communion !”

As she spoke thus the anguish which I had
felt at the grave was remewed. ‘ You have
brought me back,” said she, mournfully.

¢“ No,” I returned, sadly—*‘not 1. It was not
God's will that you should leave this life. He
did not send death to you. You were sleeping,
and 1 brought you to this place.”

** 1 know all,” she murmured, closing her eyes.
‘1 heard all while my spirit was away. 1 know
where you found me.”

‘I am weary,” she said, after a silence. Her
eyes closed again. But this time the trance was
broken. She slept with long, deep breathing,
interrupted frequent sighs. I watched her
through the long night. At first fever came,
Then it Her sleep became calm, and

awn sigh broke the

Early in the moming the superintendent came,
followed by a dozen armed men. He entered
with a frown. I met him with my hand upraised
to hush him, and led him gently to the bedside.

‘¢ ¥ee,” 1 whispered—*‘ but for me she would
have been BURIED ALIVE!”

The man seemed frozen into dumbness. He
stood ghastly white with horror, thick drops start-
ed from his foreherd, his teeth chattered, he stag-
| gered away. He looked % me with a haunted
face, such as belongs to one who thinks he has
seen a spirit,

¢ Spare me,” he faltered; ‘‘ do pot ruin me.
God knows 1 have tried to do my best !”

I waved him off. ‘‘Leaveme. You haveno-
thing to fear.” He turned away with his white
face, and departed in silence with his men.

After a long sleep Edith waked again. She
said nothing. I did not wish her to speak. She
lay awake, yet wi.h closed eyes, thinking such
thoughts as belong to one, and to one alone, who
had known what she had known.

I did not speak to her, for she was to me a
holy being, not to be addressed lightly. Yet she
did not refuse nourishment, and grew stronger,
until at last I was able to have her moved to
Quebec. There I obtained proper accommods-
tions for her and good nurses.

I have told you what she was before this.
Subsequently there came a change. The nurses
and the doctors called it a stupor.

There was something in her face which in-
{ spired awe among all who saw her. If it is the
! soul of man that gives expression to the features,
| then her soul must have been familiar with things
i unknown to us. How often have I seen her in
- walking across the room stop suddenly and stand
i fixed on the spot, mnsing and sad! She com-
 monly moved about as though she saw nothing,
"as though she walked in a dream, with eyes
! half closed, and sometimes murmuring inaudibie
| words. The nurses half loved and half feared
_her. Yet there were some little children in the
“hronse. who felt all love and no fear, for I have
i seen her smilifg onrthem with a smile so sweet
' that it seemed to me as if they stood in the pres-
ence of their guardian angel. Strange, sad spirit,
what thoughts, what memories ace these which
make her life one long reve:ie, and have taken

she slumbered Like a weary child. -

-te 4
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from her all power to” enjoy the beautiful that
dwells on earth !

She fills all my thoughts with her Ionehneu'
her tears, and her spiritual face, bearing the |
marks of scenes that can never be forgotten.
lives and moves amidst her recollections. W hal.
is it that 8o overwhelms all her thoughts? That .
face of hers appears as though it had bathed it- .
self in the atmosphere of some diviner world than
this: and her eves seem as if they may have !

gazed upon the Infinite Mystery.

\ow from the few words which she has casual- |
ly drop 1 gather this to be her own belief.
That w she fell into the state of trance her
sou] was parted from her body, though still by an :
inexplicable sympathy she was aware of what was |
E:numg around her lifeless form. Yet her soul !

d gone forth into that spiritual world toward

which we look from this earth with such eager

wonder. It had mingled there with the souls of
others. It had put forth new powers, and learned
the use of new faculties.
called back to its body.
This maiden—this wonder among mortals—is
not a mortal, she is an exiled soul. I have seen
her sit with tears streaming down her face, tears
such as men shed in exile. For she is like a
banished man who has only one feeling, a long-
ing, vearning homesickness. She has been once
in that radiant world for a time which we call
three days in our human calculations, but which
to her seems indefinite ; for as she once said—and
it is a pregnant thought, full of meaning—there
is no time there, all is infinite duration.
soul has illimitable powers; in an instant it can
live vears, and she in those three days had the
life of ages. Her fortner life on earth has now
but a faint hold upon her memory in comparison
with that life among the stars. The sorrow that
her loved ones endured has become eclipsed by

the knowledge of the blessedness in which she

found them.

Alas ! it is a blessing to die, and it is only a
curse to rise from the dead. And now she en-
dures this exile with an aching heart, with memo-
ries that are irrepressible, with longings unutter-
able, and vearnings that can not be expressed for
that starry world and that bright companionship
from which she has been recalled. So she some-
times speaks. And little else can she say amidst
her tears. Oh, sublime and mysterious exile,
could I but know what you know, and have but
a small part of that secret which you can not ex-
plain !

For she can not tell what she witnessed there.
She sometimes wishes to do so, but can not.
When asked directly, she sinks into herself and
is loet in thought. She finds no words. It is
a8 when we try to explain to a man who has
been always blind the scenes before our eyes.
We can not explain them to such a man. And
She finds in her rmemory things
which no human language has been made to ex-
press. These languages were made for the earth,
not for heaven. In order to tell me what she
knows, she would need the language of that
world, and then she could not explain it, for I
could not understand it.

Only once I saw her smile, and that was when
one of the nurses casually mentioned, with hor-
ror, the death of some acquaintance. ‘‘ Death!”
she murmured, and her eygs lighted up with a

She | '

Then that soul was

The .

. extent, of course.

kind of ecstasy. ‘‘Oh, that I might die!” She
knows no blessing on earth except that which
we consider a curse, and to her the object of all
her wishes is this one thing—Death. 1 shall
i not soon forget that smile. It seemed of itself
to give a new meaning to death.

Do I believe this, so wild a theory, the very
; mention of which has carried me bevond myself?
I donotknow. All my reason rebels. It sconts
 the monstrous idea. But here she stands hefore
\me, with her memories and thoughts, and her

wondertul words, few, but full of deepest meaning
| —words which I shall never forget—and [ rec-
u)gmze something before which Reason falters.

i Whence this deep longing of hers? Why when
i she thinks of death does her face grow thus ra-
diant, and her eyves kindle with hope? Why
rdoes she so pine and grow sick with desire?
- Why does her heart thus ache as day succeeds to
- day, and she finds herself stili under the sun-
light, with the landscapes and the music of this
fair earth still around her?

{  Once, in some speculations of mine, which I
think I mentioned to you, Teresina, I thought
that if & man could reach that spiritual world he
would look with contempt upon the highest
. charms that belong to this. Here is one who
believes that she has gone through this expe-
rience, and.dl} this earth, with all its beauty, 1

now an object of indifference to her. Perhap-
vou may ask, Is she sane? Yes, dear, as sane
.a8 I am, but with a profounder experience and a
! diviner knowledge.

After I had been in Quebec about a month I
learned that one of the regiments stationed here
was commanded by Colonet Henry Despard. I
called on him, and he received me with un-
bounded delight. He made me tell him all
about myself, and I imparted to him ag much of
the events of the voyage and quarantine as was
advisable. I did not go into particulars to any
I mentioned nothing about
the grave. That, dearest sister, is a secret be-
tween yvou, and me, and her. For if it should
be possible that she should ever be restored to
ordinary human sympathy and feeling. it will
not be well that all the world should know what
has happened to her.

His regiment was ordered to Halifax, and I
concluded to comply with his urgent solicitations
and accompany him. It is better for Aer at any
rate that there should be more friends than one
to protect her. Despard, like the doctors, sup-
poses that she i8 in a stupor.

The journey here exercised a favorable influ-
ence over her. Her =strength increased to a
marked degree, and she has once or twice spok-
en about the past. She told me that her father
wrote to his son Louis in Australia some weeks
before his death. and urged him to come home.
She thinks that he is on his way to England.
The Colonel and I at once thought that he ought
to be sought after without delay, and he promised
to write to his nephew, vour old playmate, who.
he tells me, is to be a neighbor of vours.

If he is still the one whom I remember—in-
tellectual vet spiritual. with sound reason. vet a
strong heart, if he is still the Courtenay Despard
who, when a boy, seemed to me to look out upon
the world before him with such lofty poetic en-
thusiasm—then. Teresella, von should show him
this diary, for it will cause him to understand

'
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things which he ought to kmow. I suppose it
would be unintelligible to Mr. Thornton, who is
a most estimable man, but who, from the nature
of his mind, if he read this, would oaly conclude
that the writer was insane.

At any rate, Mr. Thornton should be informed
of the leading facta, 50 that he may see if some-
thing can be done to alleviate the distress, or to
avenge the wrongs of one whoee father was the
earliest benefactor of his family.

——————

CHAPTER XVIL
HUSBAND AND WIFE.

“Ir is now the middle of February,” said
Despard, after a long psuse, in which he had
given himself up to the strange reflections which
the diary was calculated to excite. ‘‘If Louis
Brandon left Australia when he was callsd he
must be in England now.”

‘“You are calm, " said Mrs. Thomton.
von nothing more to say than that ?"

Despard looked at her earnestly.
me such a question? It is & story so full of an- |

‘“Have

guish that the heart might break out of pure sym- ’

pathy, but what words could be found ? I have
nothing to say. 1 am speechless. My God!
what horror thou dost permit!”

‘‘But something must be done,” said Mrs.
Thomton, impetaously.

““Yes,” said Despard, slowly, ‘‘but what?
If we could reach our hands over the grave and
bring back those who have passed away, then the
soul of Edith might find peace ; but now—now—

we can give her no peace. She only wishes to |

die. Yet something must be done, and the first
thing is to find Louis Brandon. I will start for
London to-night. I will go and seek bim, not
for Edith's sake but for his own, that I may save
one at least of this family. For her there is no
comfort. QOur efforts are useless there. If we
could give her the greatest earthly happiness it
would be poor and mean, and still she would sigh
after that starry compamonslnp from which her
soul has been vnthdrawn

** Then you believe it.”

‘“Don’t you ?”

*Of course; but I did not know that you
would. ?

* Why not? and if I did not believe it this :
at Jeast would be plain, that she herself believes
it. And even if it be a hnllucmauon, it is &
sublime one, and so vivid that it is the same to |
her as a reality. Let it be only a dream that hu
taken phce——stﬂl that dream has made all other |
things dim, indistinct, and indifferent to her.”

‘No one but vou would read Paolo’s diary |
without thinking him insane.’

Despard smiled. ‘‘Even that would be no-!
thing to me. Some people think that a great
genius must be insane.

‘Great wits are sure to madness near allied,’

voun know. For my part, I consider Paolo the
sublimest of men. When I saw him last I was
only a boy, and he came with his seraphic face
and his divine music to give me an inspiration
which has biased my life ever since. I have
only known one spirit like his among those whom
I have met.”

“Doyouuk|

n

An indescribabie sadness passed over his face.
‘‘ But now,” he continued, suddenly, ‘I su;
Thomton must see my uncle’s letter. His
mind may discern some things which the law may
do in this case. . Edith is beyond all consolation
from human’ beings, and still farther beyond all
help from law. But if Louis Brandon
can be found the law may exert itself in his favor.
In this respect useful, aod I have no
doubt he take up the case earnestly, out
Fof his strong sense of justice.”

When Thornton came in to dinner Despard
handed him his uncle’s letter. The lawyer read
it with deep attention, and without a word.

Mrs. Thomton looked agitated—sometimes
resting her head on her hand, at others looking
fixedly at hetr husband. As soon as he had fin-
ished she said, in a calm, measured tone:

¢ T did not know before that Brandon of Bran-
don Hall and all his family had perished so mis-
erably.”

Thornton started, and looked at her earnestly.
| She returned his glxewnh unnttenblendne-m
i her eves.

“ He saved my fathers life,” said she. * He
| benefited him greatly. Your father also was
under slight obligytions to him. I thought that
things like these constituted a faint claim on
one's gratitude, so that if one were exposed to
misfortune he might not be altogether destitute
of friends.”

Thornton looked uneasy as his wife spoke.

‘ My dear,” said he, ‘‘ you do not understand.”

* True,” she answered ; ‘‘ for this thing is a}-
most incredible. If my father's friend has died
| in misery, unpitied and unwept, forsaken by all,
do I not share the guilt of ingratitude? How aan
1 abeolve myselt from blame ?”

¢“ Set your mind at rest. You never knew any
thing about it. I told you nothing on the sub-

*“Then you knew it!”

‘Stop! You can not understand this unless
'T explain it. You are stating bald facts: but
' these facts, painful- as lhev are, are very much
modified by circumstances.

““ Well, then, I hope vou will tell me all, with-
out reserve, for I wish to know how it is that this
horror has happened, and I have stood idly and
_coldly aloof. My God!” she cniéd, in Italian;
1 “ did he not—did they not in their last moments

i think of me, and wonder how they could have
been betrayed by Langhetti's dmghter
‘ My desz, becalm,l pray. loumbhming
vour!elf unjustly, I assure yoa.”

Despard was ghastly pale as this conversation
went on. He turned his face away.

** Ralph Brandon,” began Thornton, ** was
man of many high qualities, but of unbounded
| ride, and utterly impracticable. He was no
Judge of character, and therefore was easily de-
ceived. He was utterly inexpers in busi-
ness, and he was always liable to be led astray by
any sudden impulse. Somehow or other a man
named Potts excited his interest about tweive or
fifteen vears ago. le was a mere valgar adven-
tarer ; but Brandon became infatuated with him,
and sctunll_v believed that this man was worthy
to be intrusted with the management of large
business transactions. The thing went on for
years. His friends all remonstrated with him.
1, in particular, went there to explain to him thas




= '_
-
il

cevemema mimmt mW PINIEAR

—~a 1;4’&#{%‘,‘3’?-*“1‘5 ety rim et i ST NN LY
PR B P e L Ly d "

G VA

Kl l”

‘
K

B =7
e

FHpg

an tinn

)

7 CORD AND CREESE.

the speculation in which he was engaged could not
result in any thing except loss. But lre resented
all interference, and I had to leave him to him-
self.

*¢ His son Louis was a boy full of energy and

~fire. The ﬁ:n‘l{ were all indignant at the confi-

dence which Ralph Brandon put in this Potts—
Louis most of all. One day he met Potts.
Words passed between them, and Louis struck
the scoundrel. .Potts complained. Brandon had
his son up on the spot ; and after listening to his
explanations gave him the alternative either to
apologize to Potts or to leave the house forever.
Louis indignantly denounced Potts to his father
as a swindler. Brandon ordered him to his room,
and gave him a week to decide.

‘“ The servants whispered till the matter was
noised abroad. The county gentry had a meet-
ing about it, and felt so strongly that they did
an unparalieled thing. They actually waited on
him to assure him that Potts was unworthy of
trust, and to urge him not to treat his son so
harshly. All Brandon's pride was roused at this.
He said words to the deputation which cut him
off forever from their sympathy, and they left in

Mrs. Brandon wrote to me, and I went
there. I found Brandon inflexible. I urged him
to give his son a longer time, to send him to the
army for a while, to do any thing rather than
eject him. He refused to change his sentence.
Then I pointed out,the character of Potts, and
told him many things that I had heard. At this
he hinted that I wished to have the management
of his business, and was actuated by mercenary
motives. Of course, after this insult, nothing
more was to be said. I went home and tried to
forget all about the Brandons. At the end of
the week Louis refused to apologize, and left his
father forever.”

¢ Did you see Louis ?”

‘I saw him before that insult to ask if he
would apologize.”

‘“Did vou try to make him apologize ?”" asked
Mrs. Thomton, coldly.

‘““Yes. But he looked at me with such an
air that I had to apologize myself for hinting at
such a thing. He was as inflexible as his father.™

‘ How else could he have been ?”

¢ Well, each might have yvielded a little. It
does not do to be so inflexible if one would suc-
ceed in life.”

*“No,” said Mrs. Thornton. *‘‘ Success must
be gained by flexibility. The martyrs were all
inflexible, and they were all unsuccessfal.”

Thomton looked at his wife hastily. Des-
pard’'s hand trembled, and his face grew peler
still with a more livid pallor

*“id you uy to do any thing for the ruined
son ?”

* How could I, after that insult ?”

*Could you not have got him a government
office, or purchased a commission for him in the
army ?”

** He would not hare taken it from me.”

I'of this sort are weakened.
i this is recognized.

‘‘ His son did not wish to be saved. He has
all his father's inflexibility, but an intellect as
clear as that of the most practical man. He has
a will of iron, dauntless resclution, and an im-
placable temper. At the same time he has the
open generosity and the tender heart of his father.”

*“Had his father a tender heart ?”

‘¢ So tender and affectionate that this sacrifice

of his son must have overwheimed him with the
deepest sorrow. "’

*‘1)id you ever lhc make any advances to any
of them ?"

*“No, never. I never went near the house.”

““12d you ever visit any of the county gentry
to see if something could be done ?”

*No. It would have been useless. Besides,
the very mention of his name would have been
resented. I should have had to fling myself
headlong against the feelings of the whole public.
And no man has any right to do that.”

¢“No,"” said Mrs. Thornton. ¢ No man has.
That was another mistake that the martyrs made.
Thely would fling themselves ngnmst public opin-
ion.

*“All men can not be mnm Besides, the
cases are not analogous.”

Thomnton spoke calmly and dispassionately.

*“True. It is absurd in me: but I admire one
who has for a moment forgotten his own interests
or safety in thinking of others.”

*“That does very well for poetry, but not in
real lite.”

‘“In real life, such as that on board the Te-
rwmseh " murmured Mrs. Thornton, with droop-
ing evelids.

‘“You are getting excited, my dear,” said
Thornton, patiently, with the air of a wise father
who overlooks the petulance of his child. I
will go on. I had business on the Continent
when poor Brandon's ruin occurred.  You were
with me, my dear, at Berlin when I heard about
it. I felt shocked, but not surprised. I feared
that it would come to that.”

** You showed no emotion in particular.”

*No: I was careful not to trouble you.”

‘ You were in Berlin three months. Was it
at the beginning or end of your stay "

¢ At the beginning.”

‘* And vou staid ?”

1 had business which I could not leave.”

*Would you have been ruined if you had
left¥”

** Well, no—not exactly ruined, but it would
have entailed senious consequences.”

** Would those consequences have heen as se-
rious as the Tecumseh tragedy ?”

** My dear, in business there are rules which a
man is not permitted to neglect. There are du-
ties and obligations which are imperative. The
code of honor there is as delicate, vet as rigid, as
elsewhere.”

** And vet there are times when all obligations
When friends die,
Why should it not be so

““You could have co-operated with his mo- | when they are in danger of a fate worse than

ther, and done it in her name.

** I could not enter the house after being in- [

sulted.”
‘* You could have written.

" death ¥

Thomton elevated his evebrows, and made no

| reply.
From what I have |

““You must have heard about it im March,

heard of Brandon, he was jnst the man who | then*”
would have blessed any one who would interpose '

to smve his son.”’

. place in December, 1345,

His ruin took
It was the middle of

**Yes, at the end of January.



CORD AND CREESE. 73

—_— [ C -

‘‘ THEN, COVERING HER FACE WITH HER HANDR, fHE BURST INTO AN AGONY OF TEARS.”

May before I got home. I then, toward the and Paolo, who was then six years old. My father
end of the month, sent my clerk to Brandon vil- had been very active under the reign of Murat,
lage to make inquiries. He brought word of . and had held a high post in his goverament.
the death of Brandon, and the departure of his' This made him suspected after Murat's over-

family to parts unknown.” | throw.
‘‘Did he make no particular inquiries ?” ““On the day that these Englishmen visited
*“No.” Girgenti, a woman in deep distress came to see
¢ And you said not a word to me!” . them, along with a little boy. It was my mo-
I was afraid of agitating vou, my dear.” | ther and Paolo. She flang herself on the floor pt
‘“And therefore you have secured for me un-  their feet, and prayed them to try and help her

ending self-reproach.” ) " husband, who had been arrested‘on a charge of
**Why so? Surely you are blaming yourself \ treason and was now in prison.  Ile was sus-

without a shadow of a cause.” | pected of belonging to the Carbonari, who were

‘I will tell you why. I dare say I feel unnec-: just beginning to resume their secret plots, and
essarily on the subject, but I can not helpit. Itis! were showing great activity. My father be-
a fact that Brandon was always impulsive and cul- | longed to the innermost degree, and had been
pably careless about himself. It is to this quality, . betraved by a villain named Cigole. My mo-
strangely enough, that I owe my father's life, and | ther did not tell them all this, but merely in-
my own comfort for many years. Paolo also. formed them of his danger.
owes as much as I.  Mr. Brandon, with a friend |  ** At first they did not know what to do, but
of his, was sailing through the Mediterranean in 3 the prayers of my mother moved their hearts.
lis own vacht, making occasional tours into the . They went to see the captain of the guard, and
country at every place where they happened to | tried to bribe him, but without effect. They
land, and at last they came to Girgenti, with the | found out, however, where my father was con-
intention of examining the ruins of Agrigentum. | fined, and resolved upon a desperate plan. They
This was in 1818, four years before I was born. | put my mother and Paolo on board of the yacht,
My father was stopping at Girgenii, with his wife "and by paying a heavy bribe obtained permis-

<" ! E ) -
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gion to visit my father in prison. Brandon's
friend was about the same height as my father.
When they reached his cell they urged my fa-
ther to exchange clothes with him and escape.
At first he positively refused, but when assured
that Brandon’s friend, being an Englishman,
would be set free in a few days, he consented.
Brandon then took him away unnoticed, put him
on board of the yacht, and sailed to Marxeilles,
where he gave him money enough to get to En-
gland, and told him to stop at Brandou Hall till
he himself arrived. He then sailed back to see
about his friend. ,

4 He found out nothing about him for some
time. At laat he indaced the British embassa-
dor to take the matter in hnnd and he did so
with such effect that the prisonér was liberated.
He had been treated with some severity at first,
but he was young, and the government was

ed to look upon it as & youthful freak.
randon’s powerful influence with the British
embassador obtained his unconditional release.

“My father afierward obtained a situation
here at Holby, where he was organist till he
died.” Through all his life he never ceased to
receive kindness and delicate acts of attention
from Brandon. Whea in his last sickness Bran-
don came and staid with him till the end. He
then wished to do something for Paolo, but Pa-
olo preferred seeking his own fortune in his own
wa;

hy(rs Thornton ended her little narrative, to
which Despard had listened with the deepest at-
tention.

‘“ Who was Brandon's friend ?” asked Des-

pard.
¢ He was a British officer,” said Mrs. Thorn-
ton. *‘‘For fear of dragging in his government,

and perhaps incurring dismissal from the army,
he gave an assumed name—Mountjoy. This
was the reason why Brandon was so long in find-
ing him.”

¢ Did your father not know it?” |

¢“On the Brandon kept it secret, and
after his friend’s deliverance he came to see my
father under his assumed name. My father al-
ways spoke of him as Mountjoy. After a time

he heard that he was dead.”

‘I can tell you his true name,” said Mr.
Thornton. “There is no reason why you should
not know it.”

‘“What ?”

¢¢Lionel Despard— your father, and Ralph
Brandon’s bosom friend.”

Despard looked transfixed. Mrs. Thornton
gazed at her husband, and gave an unutterable
look at Despard, then, covering ber face with
her hands, she burst into an agony of tears.

“My God,” cried , passing his hand
over his forehead, ‘‘my father died when I was
a child, and nobody was ever able to tell me any
thing about him. And Brandon was his friend.
He died thus, and his family have perished thus,
while I have known nothing and done nothing.”

¢ You at least are not to blame,” said Thornton,
calmly, *‘for you had scarcely heard of Brandon's
name. You were in the north of England when
this happened, and knew nothing whatever about
i.”

That evening Despard went home with a deep-
er trouble in his heart. He was not aeen at the
Grange for a month. At the end of that time he
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returned. He had been away to London during
the whole interval.

As Mrs. Thornton entered to greet him her
whole face wae overspread with an expression of
radiant joy. He took both her hands in his and
pressed them without a word. *‘ Welcome back,”
she murmured—*‘you have been gone a long
time.”

¢* Nothing but an overpowering sense of duty
could have kept me away 8o long,” said he, in a
deep, low voice.

A few similar commonplaces followed; but
with these two the tone of the voice invested the
feeblest commonplaces with some hidden mean-

ing.

At last she asked : ‘‘ Tell me what success you
had ¥” He made no reply; but taking a paper
from his pocket opened it, and pointed to a
marked paragraph. This was the month of
March. The paper was dated January 14, 1847,
The paragraph was as follows :

‘“DisTrES8ING CasuarTy. —The ship Java,
which left Sydncy on the 5th of August last, re-
ports a stormy passage. On the 12th ¢f Septem-
ber a distressing casualty occurred. They were
in 8. lat. 11° 17 22”, K. long. 105° 6’ 36" , when
a squall suddenly struck the ship. A passenger,
Louis Brandon, Esq., of the firm of Compton &
Brandon, Sydney, was standing by the lee-quar-
ter as the squall struck, and, distressing to nar-
rate, he was hurled violently overboard. It was
impossible to do any thing, as a monsoon was
beginning, whigh raged for twenty-four hours.
Mr. Brandof wa.s coming to England on bus-
iness.

‘‘ The captain reports a sand-bank in the lati-
tude and longitude indicated above, which he
names ‘Coffin Island,” from a rock of peculiar
shape at the eastern extremity. Ships will do
well in future to give this place a wide berth.”

Deep despondency came over Mrs. Thornton's
face as she read this, ‘‘We can do nothing,”
said she, mournfully. ‘‘He is gone. It is bet-
ter for him. We must now wait till we hear
more from Paolo. I will write to him at once.”

‘“ And I will write to my uncle.”

There was a long silence. ‘Do vou know,”
said Despard, finally, ‘“ that I have been think-
ing much about my father of late. It seems very
strange to me that my uncle never told me about
thet Sicilian atfair befdte. Perhaps he did not wish
me to know it, for fear that through all my life I
should brood over thoughts of that noble heart lost
to me forever. But I intend to write to him, and
obtain afresh the particulars of his death. I wish
to know more about my mother. No one was
ever in such ignorance of his parents as I have
been. They merely told me that my father and .
mother died suddenly in India, and left me an
orphan at the age of seven under the care of Mr.
Henry Thornton. They never told me that Bran-
don was a very dear friend of his. I have thought
also of the circumstances of his death, and they
all seem confused. Some say he died in Cal-
cutta, others say in China, and Mr. Thornton
once said in Manilla. There is some mystery
about it.”

 When Brandon was visiting my father,” said
Mrs. Thornton, ** ven were at school, and he nev-
er saw you. T think he thought you were Henr)

Despard's son.”
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* There's some mystery about it,” said Des- | while, as she removed her hand, he opened his

pard, thoughtfully.

When Mr. Thornton came in that night he vently to his lips.

eves again. ‘He took her haml and held it fer-

““I know,” said he, in a low,

read a few extracts from the London paper which ' dreamy voice, ** who you are, and who I am—but

he had just received. Une was as follows:

¢ FOUNDERED AT SEA.—The ship /. B. Smith,
from Calcutta, which arrived yesterday, reports

that on the 28th January they picked up a ship’s |

Jong-boat near the Cape Verd Islands.
tloating bottom upward. On the stern was paint-
ed the word Falcon. The ship Falcon has now
been expected for two months, and it is feared
from this that she may have foundered at sea.
The Falcon was on her way from Sydney to Lon-
don, and belonged to Messrs. Ringwood, Flax-
man, & Co.”

—_————

CHAPTER XVII
THE SHADOW OF THE AFRICAN FOREST.

LET us return to the castaways.

It was morning on the coast of Africa—Africa
the mysterious, the iphospitable Africa, leonum
arida nutrir.

There was a little harbor into which flowed a
shallow,
high hills.
which concealed and protected it.

Here the palm-trees grew.

It was |

|
i

nothing more. I know that I have lost all mem-
ory; that there has been some past life of great
sorrow ; but I can not think what that sorrow is
—1 know that there has boen some misfortune,
but I can not remember what.”

Beatrice smxled sadly.
you in time.’

‘¢ At first when I waked,” he murmured, ‘‘ and
looked around on this scene, I thought that I had
at last entered the spirit-world, and that you had
come with mie; and I felt a deep joy that I can
never express. But I see, and I know now, that
I am yet on the earth. Though what shore of
all the earth this is, or how I got here, I know
not.”

‘“ You must sleep,” said she, gently.

‘““And you—you—you,” he murmured, with
indescribable intensity—*‘ you, compenion, pre-
server, guardian angel—I feel as though, if I
were not a man, I could weep my life out at your
feet.”

*“ Do not weep," said she, calmly.

“Itivilldlcomem

¢ The time

! for tears may yet come; but it is not now.”

sluggish river, while on each side rose :
In front of the harbor was an island | ingly, still holding her hand, which

and inquir-

had pressed

! to his lips. An unutterable longing to ask some-

He looked at her, long, earnestlg
e

The sides rose ' thing was evident; but it was checked by a pain-

steeply, the summit was lofty, and the towering | ful embarrassment.

palms afforded & deep, dense shade. The grass
was fine and short, and being protected from the
withering heat was as fine as that of an English
lawn. Up the palm-trees there climbed a thou-
sand parasitic plants, covered with blossems—
gorgeous, golden, rich beyond all description.
Birds of starry plumage flitted through the air,
as they leaped from tree to tree, uttering a short,
wild note ; through the spteading branches sighed
the murmuring breeze that came from off the
ocean; round the shore the low tones of the gen-
ily-washing surf swere borne as it came in in faint
undulations from the outer sea.

Underneath the deepest shadow of thé%alms
lay Brandon. He had lost consciousness when
he fell from the boat ; and now for the first time :

l

he opened his eyes and looked around upon the

scene, seeing these sights and hearing the mur-
muring sounds.

'

In front of him stood Beatrice, looking with :
dropped eyelids at the grass, her arms balf fold- -

ed before her, her head uncovered, her hair bound
by a sort oi {iliet around the crown, and then gath-

ered in great black curling masses behind. Her~
face was pale as usual, and had the same marble

whiteness which always marked it. That face
was now pensive and sad ; but there was no weak-
ness there. Its whole expression showed mani-
festly the self-contained soul, the strong spirit
evenly-poised, willing and able to endure.

Brandon raised himself on one arm and looked
wanderingly around. She started. A vivid flash
of joy spread over her face in one bright smile.
She hurried up and knelt down by him.

Do not move—you are weak,” she said, as
tenderly as a mother to a sick child.

Brandon looked at her fixedly for a long time
withour speaking. She placed her cool hand on
his firehead. His eves closed as though there
were a magnetic power in her touch.

¢TI know nothing but this,” said he at last,
‘‘that I have felt as though sailing for years over
infinite seas. Wave after wave has been impel-
ling us on. A Hindu servant guided the boat.
But I lay weak, with my head supported by you,
and your arms around me. Yet, of all the days
and all the years that ever I have known, these
were sapreme, for all the time was one long ec-
stagsy. And now, if there is sorrow before me,”
he concluded, ““I will meet it resignedly, for I
have had my heaven already.”

““You have sailed over seas,” said she, sadly;
‘“but I was the helpless one, and you saved me
from death.”

“‘ And are you—to me—what I thought?” he
asked, with painful vebemence and imploring eyes.

‘I am your nurse,” said she, with a melan-
choly smile.

He sighed heavily. ‘‘Sleep now,” said she,
and she again placed her hand upon his forehead.
Her touch soothed him. Her voice arose in a
low song of surpassing sweetness. His sensex
vielded to the subtle incantation, and sleep came
to him as'he lay.

When he awaked it was almost evening. Leth-
argy was still over him, and Beatrice made him.
sleep again. He slept into the next day. On

- waking there was the same absence of memory.

She gave him some cordial to drink, and the

“ draught revived him. Now he was far stronger,
. and he sat up, leaning against a tree, while Bea-

- trice knelt near him. He looked at her long and
. earnestly.

T would wish never to leave this place, but to
stay here,” said he. ‘I know nothing of my past
lif. I havedrunk of Lethe. Yet I cannot help

. struggling to regain knowledge of that past.”

Afier a

He put his hand in his bosom, as if feeling for
some relic.

*¢ I have something suspended about my neck,”
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said he, ‘‘ which Is precious. Perhaps I shall
know what it is after & time.”

Then, after a pause, ‘‘ Was there not a wreck ?”
he asked.

‘“Yes; and you saved my life.”

‘“Was there not a fight with pirates ?”

‘“Yes; and you saved my life,” said Beatrice
again.

*¢ I begin to remember,” said Brandon.
long is it since the wreck took place ?”

‘It was Januagy 15.”

“ And what is this ?” .

‘‘ February 6. It is about three weeks.”

‘“ How did I get away ?”

““In a boat with me and the servant.”

‘ Where is the servant ?”

‘“ Away providing for us. You had a sun-
stroke. He carried you up bere.”

¢ How long have I been in this place ?”

¢ A fortnight.”

Numerous questions followed. Brandon'smem-
ory began to return.  Yet, in his efforts to regain
knowledge of himself, Beatrice was still the most
promiuent object in his thoughts. His dream-life
persisted in mingling itself with his real life.

““But you,” he cried, earnestly—*‘you, how
have you endured all this? You are weary; you
have worn yourself out for me. What can I ever
do to show my gratitude? You haye watched me
night and day. Will you not have more care of
vour own life ?”

The eyes of Beatrice kindled with a soft light.
¢“What is my life?” said she. ‘‘ Do I not owe

““How

it over and over again to you? But I deny thas!

I am worn out.”
Brandon looked at her with earnest, longing
eves,

" His recovery was rapid. In a few days he was
able to go about. Cato procured fish from the
waters and game from the woods, so as to save
the provisions of the boat, and they looked for-
ward to the time when they might resume their
journey. But to Brandon this thought was re-
pugnant, and an hourly struggle now went on
within him. Why should he go to England?
What could he do? Why shotld he ever part
from her? -

“Oh, to burst all links of habit, and to wander far
away,

On fsgm' island unto island at the gateways of the
yir

In her presence he might find peace, and perpet- :

ual rapture in her smile.

In the midst of such meditations as these her
voice once arose from afar. It was one of her
own songs, such as she could improvise. It spoke
of summer isles amidst the sea: of soft winds

and spicy breezes; of eternal rest beneath over-

shadowing palms. It was a soft, melting strain—

a strain of enchantment, sung by ene who felt the

intoxication of the scene, and whose genius im- ;
parted it to others. He was like Ulysses listen-;
ing to the song of the sirens. It seemed to him
as though all nature there joined in that marvel-
ous strain. It was to him as though the very

winds were lulled into calm, and a delicious lan-:

guor stole upon all his senses.

¢ Sweet, sweet, sweet, god Pan,
Sweet in the. flelds by the river,
Blinding sweet, oh %reat god Pan,
The sun on the hills forgot to die,
And the lily revived, ang the dragon-fly
Came back to dream by the river.”

”,

It was the peXiynovy dd, the dra kdAAezov of
the sirens.

For she had that divine voice which of itself
can charm the soul ; but, in addition, she had that
poetic genius which of itself could give words
which the music might clothe.

Now, as he saw her at a distance through the
trees and marked the statuesque calm of her
classic face, as she stood there, seeming in her
song rather to soliloquize than to sing, breathing
forth her music ‘“in profuse strains of unpremed-
itated art,” the very beauty of the singer and
the very sweetness of the song put an end to all
temptation.

*“This is folly,” he thought. ‘¢ Could one like
that assent to my wild fancy? Would she, with
her genius, give up her life to me? No; tha
divine music must be heard by larger numben
She is one who thinks she can interpret the in-
spiration of Mozart and Handel. And who am
I

Then there came amidst this music a still
small voice, like the voice of those helpless ones
at home ; and this voice seemed one of entreaty
and of de«palr So the temptation passed. But
it passed only to be renewed again. As for Bea-
trice, she seemed conscious of no such effect as
this. Calmly and serenely she bore herself, sing-
ing as she thought, as the birds sing, because she
could not help it. Here she was like one of the
classic nymphs—Ilike the genius of the spot—Ilike
Calypso, only passionless.

Now, the more Brandon felt the power of her
presence the more he took refuge within himself,
avoiding all dangerous topics, speaking only of
external things, calling upon her to sing of loftier
themes, such as those ‘*cieli immensi” of which
she had sung when he first heard her. ‘Thus he
fought down the struggles of his own heart, and
crushed out those rising impulses which threat-
ened to sweep him helplessly away.

As for Beatrice herself she seemed changeless,
moved by no passion and swayed by no impuise.
Was she altogether passionless, or was this her
matchless self-control? Brandon thought that it
was her nature, and that she, like her master
Langhetti, found in music that whieh satisfied
all passion and all desire.

In about a fortnight after his recovery from
his stupor they were ready to leave. The pro-
i visions in the boat were enough for two weeks'
sail. Water was put on board, ‘and they bade
adien to the island which had sheltered them.

This time Beatrice would not let Brandon row
while the sun was up. They rowed at night, and
| by day tried to get under the shadow of the shore.
| At last a wind sprang up; they now sailed along
swiftly for two or three da\s At the end of
. that time they saw European houses, bevond
. which arose some roofs and spires. It was
Sierra Leone. Brandon's conjectures had been
right. On landing here Brandon simply said
that they had been wrecked'in the Falcon, and
| had escaped on the boat, all the rest having per-
ished. He gave his name as Wheeler. The
authorities received these unfortunate ones with
! great kindness, and Brandon heard that a ship
i would leave for England on the 6th of March.

' The close connection which had existed be-
i tween them for so many weeks was now sever-
I ed, and Brandon thought that this might per-
| haps remove that extpaGrdinary power which he
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felt that she exerted over him. Not so. In
her absence he found himself constantly looking
forward toward a meeting with her again. When
with her he found the joy that flowed from her
presence to be more intense, since it was more
concentrated. He began to feel alarmed at his
own weakness.

The 6th of March came, and they left in the
ghip Juno for London.

Now their intercourse was like that of the old
days on board the Falcon.

*<It is like the Falcon,” said Beatrice, on the
first evening. *‘ Let us forget all about the jour-
ney over the sea, and our stay on the island.”

‘1 can never forget that I owe my life to you,”
seid Brandon, vehemently.

“And I,” rejoined Beatrice, with kindling
eyes, which yet were softened by a certain emo-

tion of indescribable tenderness—*‘ I—how can |.

I forget! Twice you saved me from a fearful
death, and then you toiled to save my life till
your own sank under it.”

I would gladly give up a thousand lives"—
said Brandon, in a low voice, while his eyes were
illumined with a passion which had never before
been permitted to get beyond control, but now
rose visibly, and irresistibly.

““If you have a life to give,” said Beatrice,
calmly, returning his fevered gaze with a full
look of tender sympathy— ‘¢ if you have a life to
give, let it be given to that purpose of yours to
which you are devoted.”

“* You refuse it, then!” cried Brandon, vehe-
mently and reproachfully. -

Beatrice returned his reproachful gaze with
one equally reproachful, and raising her calm

L
glish shores were seen, and they sailed up the
Channe! amidst the thronging ships that pass te
and fro from the metropolis of the world.

*“’Po-morrow we part,” said Beatrice, as shc
stood with Brandon on the quarter-deck.

¢ No,” said Brandon ; ‘‘there will be no one
to meet you here. I must take you to your
home.”

‘“To my home! You?” cried Beatrice, start-
ing back. **You dare not.”

1 dare.”

“ Do you know what it is ?”

I do not seek to know. I do not ask; but
yekl think I know.”

‘ And yet you offer to go?”

“ I must go. I must see you to the very last.”

¢ Be it 80,” said Beatrice, in & solemn voice,
‘“gince it is the very last.”

Suddenly she looked at him with the solgmn
gaze of one whose soul was filled with thoughts
that overpowered every common feeling. It was
a glance lofty and serene and unimpassioned, like
that of some spirit which has passed beyond hu-
man cares, but sad as that of some prophet of woe.

* Loyis Brandon !”

At this mention of his name a flash of unspeak-

able surprise passed over Brandon’s face. She
held out her hand. ¢‘ Take my hand,” said she,
calmly, ‘‘and hold it so that I may have strength
to speak.”

¢¢ Louis Brandon !” said she, ‘‘there was a time
on that African island when you lay under the
trees and I was sure that you were dead. There
was no beating to your heart, and no perceptible
breath. The last test failed, the last hope left

eves to Heaven, said, in a tremulous voice,
““You have no right to say so—least of all to |

me, and I knelt by your head, and took you in
my arms, and wept in my déspair. At your feet
Cato knelt and mourned in his Hindu fashion.

me. 1 said what you feel and know; and it is | Then mechanically and hopelessly he made a last
this, that others require your life, in comparison | trial to see if you were really dead, so that he
with whom I am nothing. Ah, my friend,” she | might prepare your grave. He put his hand un-
continued, in tones of unutterable sadness, *‘ let | der your clothes against your heart. He held it
us be friends here at least, on the sea, for when “ there for a long time. Your heart gave no an-
we reach England we must be separated for ever- | swer. He withdrew it, and in doing so took
more!” i something away that was suspended about your
“ For evermore !” cried Brandon, in agony. | neck. This was a metallic case and a package
«For evermore !” repeated Beatrice, in equal | wrapped in oiled silk. He gave them to me.”
anguish. | Beatrice had spoken with a sad, measured
‘Do vou feel very eager to get to England ?” !

asked Brandon, after a long silence. ‘
¢ No.” ;
““Why not ?” ‘ |
“ Because I know that there is sorrow for me |
there.” )
¢ If our boat had been destroyed on the shore
of that island,” he asked, in almost an imploring
voice, ** would you have grieved ?”

tone—such a tone as one sometimes uses in pray-
er—a ionless monotone, without agitation
g%wi out shame.
randon answered not a word.

¢« Take my hand,” she sdid, ‘ or I can not go
through. This only can give me strength.”

He clasped it tightly in both of his. She drew
a long breath, and continued :

¢ I thought you dead, and knew the full meas-

““No.” ure of despair. Now, when these were given

“The present is better than the future. Oh, me, I wished to know the secret of the man whe
that my dream had continued forever, and that/' had twice rescued me from death, and finally
I had never awaked to the bitterness of life!” * laid down his life for my sake. I did it not

““That,” said Beatrice, with a mournful sufile, : through curiosity. I did it,” and her voice rose
‘‘is a reproach to me for watching you.” ' lightly, with solemn emphasis—*1 did it through

“‘ Yet that moment of awaking was sweet be- : a holy feeling that, since my life was due to you,
vond all thought,” continued Brandon, in a mus- | therefore, as yours was gone, mine should replace
ing tone, ** for I had lost all memory of all things | it, and be devoted to the purpose which you had
except you.” ; undertaken.

They stood in silence, sometimes looking at| ‘‘I opened first the metallic case. It was
one another. sometimes at the sea, while the dark | under the dim shade of the African forest, and
shadows of the Future swept gloomily before their ' while holding on my knees the head of the man
syes. "who had laid down his life for me. You know

The voyage passed on until at last the En- what I read there. 1 read of a father’s lov= and
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‘] THOUGHT YOU DEAD, AND KNEW THE FCULL MEASURE OF DESPAIR.”

agony. I read there the name of the one who
had driven him to death. The shadows of the
forest grew darker around me ; as the fall mean-
ing of that revelation came -over my soul they
deepened into blackness, and I fell senseless by
your side.

‘“ Better had Cato left us both lying there to
die, and gone off in the boat himself. Bat he
revived me. Ilaid you down gently, and propped
up your head, but never again dared to defile you
with the touch of one so infamous as I.

¢“ There still remained the other package, which
I read — how you reached that island, and how
vou got that MS., I neither know nor seek to
discover ; I only know that all my spirit awaked

inexplicable feeling arose. I forgot all about you
and your griefs. My whole soul was fixed on
the figure of that bereaved and solitary man, who
thus drifted to his fate. He seemed to speak to
me. A fancy, born out of frenzy, no doubt, for
all that horror well-nigh drove me mad—a fancy
came to me that this voice, which had come from
a distance of eighteen years, had spoken to me;
a wild fancy, because I was eighteen years old,
that therefore I was connected with these eighteen
vears, filled my whole soul. I thought that this
MS. was mine, and the other one yours. I read
it over aud over, and over yet again, till every
word forced itself into my memory—till you <ad
your sorrows sank into oblivion beside the wees

within me as I read those words. A strange, l of this man.
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“T sat near you all that night.- The palms
sighed in the air. I dared not touch you. My
brain whirled. I thought I heard voices out at
sea, and figures appeared in the gloom. I
thonght I saw before me the form of Colonel
Despard. He looked at me with sadness unat-
terable, yet with soft pity and affection, and ex-
tended his hand as though to bless me. Mad-
Jer fancies than ever then rushed through my
brain. But when morning came and the ex-
citement had passed I knew that I had been de-
liricus,

‘“When that morning came I went over to
look at you. To my amazement, you were
breathing. Your life was renewed of itself. I
knelt down and praised God for this, but did not
dare to touch you. I folded up the treasures,
and toid Cato to put them again around your
neck. Then I watched you till you recovered.

‘“ But on that night, and after reading those
MSS., I seemed to have passed into auother stage
of being. can say things to you now which I
would not have dared to say before, and strepgth
is given me to tell you all this before we part for
evermore.

‘I have awakened to infamy ; for what is in-
famy if it be not this, to bear the name I bear?
Something more than pride or vanity has been
the foundation of that feeling of shame and hate
with which I have always regarded it. And I
have now died to my former life, and awakened
to & new one.

‘“ Louis Brandon, the agonies which may be
suffered by those whom you seek to avenge I can
conjecture but I wish never to hear. I pray
God that I may never know what it might break
my heart to learn. You must save them, you
maust also avenge them. You are strong, and you
are implacable. When you strike your blow will
be crushing.

¢ But 1 must go and bear my lot among those
you strike; I will wait on among them, sharing
their infamy and their fate. When your blow
falls I will not turn away. I will think of those
dear ones of yours who have suffered, and for
their sakes will accept the blow of revenge.” .

Brandon had held her hand in silence, and with
a convulsive pressure during these words. As
she stopped she made a faint effort to withdraw
it. e would not let her. ‘He raised it to his
lips and pressed it there.

Three times he made an effort to speak, and
each time failed. At last, with a strong exertion,
he uttered, in a hoarse voice and broken tones,

‘“Oh, Beatrice! Beatrice! how I love you!”

‘1 know it,” said she, in the same monotone
which she had unsed before—a tone of infinite
mournfulness—*‘1 have knowun it long, and I
would say also, ¢ Louis Brandon, I love you,’ if

-it were not that this would be the last infamjy ;
that you, Brandon, of Brandon Hall, should be
loved by one who bears my name.”

The hours of the night passed away. They
‘tood watching the English shores, speaking little.
Brandon clung to her hand. They were sailing
up the Thames. It was about four in the morning.

‘‘ We shall soon be there,” said he; ‘‘sing to
me for the last time. Sing, and forget for a mo-
went that we must part.”

Then, in a low voice, of soft but penetrating
tones, which thrilled through every fibre of Bran-
don's teing. Dwatrice began to sing :

‘‘Love made us one: our unity
Is indissoluble by act of thine,
For were this mortal being ended
And our freed sp.rits in the world above,
Love, passing o'er the grave, would Join us there,
As once he joined us here:
And the sad memory of the life below
Would but unite us cloeer evermore.
No act of thine may loose
Thee from the eternal bond,
Nor shall Reverg:,hnve power
To disunite us e ™

On that same day they landed in London.
The Governor's lady at Sierra Leone had insisted
on replenishing Beatrice's wardrobe, so that she
showed no appearance of having gone through
the troubles which had afflicted her on sea and
shore.

Brandon took her to a hotel and then went to
his agent’s. He also examined the papers for the
last four months. He read in the morning jour-
nals a notice which had already appeared of the
arrival of the shjp off the Nore, and the state-
ment that three of the passengers of the Falcon
had reached Sierra Leone. He communicated
to the owners of the Falcon the particulars of the
loss of the ship, and earned their thanks, for they
were able to get their msurance without waiting
a year, a$ is necessary where nothing is heard of
a missing vessel.

He traveled with Beatrice by rail and coach as
far as the village of Brandon. At the inn he en-
gaged a carriage to take her up to her father's
house. It was Brandon Hall, as he very well
knew.

But little was said during all this time.
were useless. tilence formed the best commun-
ion for them. He took her hand at parting.
She spoke not a word ; his lips moved, but no an-
dible sound escaped. Yet in their eyes as they
fastened themselves on onc another in an intense
gaze there was read all that unutterable passion
of love, of longing, and of sorrow that each felt.

The carriage drove off. Brandon watched it.
¢ Now farewell, Love, forever,” he murmured,
‘“‘and welome Vengeance !”

Words

— e
CHAPTER XVIIL
INQUIRIES.

So many years had elapsed since Brandon
had last been in the village which bore the family
name that he had no fear of being recognized.
He had been a boy then, he was now a man.
His features had passed from a transition state
into their matarer form, and a thick beard and
mustache, the growth of the long voyage, cov-
ered the lower part of the face like a mask.
His nose which, when he left, had a boyish
roundness of outline, had since become ;refined
and chiseled into the straight, thin Grecian type.
His eyes alone remained the same, yet the ex-
pression had grown different, even as the soul
that looked forth through them had been changed
by experience and by suffering.

He gave himself out at the inn as an Ameri-

can merchant, and went out to begin his inqni- -

ries. Tearing two battons off his coat, he en-
tered the shop of the village tailor.

‘* Good-morning,” said he, civilly.

¢ Good-morning, ir; fine morning, Sir,” an-
swered the tailor, volubly. e was a little
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man, with a cast in his eye, and on looking at
Brandon he had to put his head on one side,
which he did with a quick, odd gesture.

*“There are two buttons off my coat, and 1!
fvmt to know if you can repair it for me ?”

¢ Certainly, Sir; cermnlv Take off your
coat, Sir, and sit down.”

“'The buttons,” said Brandon, ‘‘are a little
odd; but if you have not got any exactly like |
them, any thing similar will do.”

¢¢Oh, I think we’l fit you out, Sir. I think
we'll fit you out,” rejoined the tailor, briskly.

He bustled about among his boxes and draw-
ers, pulled out a large number of articles, and
finally began to select the buttons which were
nearest like those on the coat.

““This is a fine little village,” said Brandon,
carelessly,

‘¢ Yes, Sir; that's a fact Sir; that's just
what every body says, Sir.”

¢ What old Hall is that which I saw just out-
side the village ?”

¢¢ Ah, Sir, that old Hall is the very best in the
whole county. It is Brandon Hall, Sir.”

¢ Brandon Hall ?”

“Yes, Sir.”

¢¢1 suppose this village takes the name from
the Hall—or is it the Hall that is named after
the village ?”

¢“Well, neither, Sir. Both of them were
named after the Brandon family.”

“Isit an old family? 1t must be, of course.”

““ The oldest in the county, &ir.”

¢ wonder if Mr. Brandon would let a stran-
ger go through his grounds? There is a hill
back of the house that I should like to see.”

¢ Mr. Brandon!” exclaimed the tailor, shak-
ing his head; ‘Mr. Brandon! There ain’t no
Mr. Brandon now!”.

“‘How is that?”

¢ Gone, Sir—ruined—died out.”

““Then the man that lives there now is not
Mr. Brandon ?”

¢ Nothing of the kind, Sir! He, Sir! Why
he isn't fit to clean the shoes of any of the old
Brandons !”

“Who is he ?”

“His name, Sir, is Potts.”

“Potts! That doesn't sound like one of your
old county names.”

¢ I should think not, Sir. Potts! Why, Sir,
he’s generally believed in this here community
to be a villain, Sir,” said the little tailor, myste-
riously, and with the look of a man who would
like very well to be questioned further.

Brandon humored him. ‘‘ How is that?”

“It’s a long story, Sir.”

¢‘Oh, well—tell it. I have a great curiosity
to hear any old stories current in your English
villages. I'm an American, and English life is
new to me.”

“Tll bet you never heard any thing like this
in all your born days.”

““Tell it then, by all means.’

The tailor jumped down from his seat, went
mysteriously to the door, looked cautiously out,
and then returned.

*“It’s just as well to be a little careful,” said
he, ‘‘for if that man knew that I was talking
about him he'd take it out of me quick enough,
I tell you.”

“You seem w be afraid of him.”

\

o

. I into his soul.

| ““We're all afraid of him in the vilhge, and
"'hate him ; but I hope to God he'll catch it yet!”

*How can you be afraid ot him? You all
I say that this is a free country.’

*¢No man, Sir, in any counm is free, except
he's rich. Poor people can be oppressed in
| many ways; and most of us are in one way or
other depeudent on him. We hate him all the
worse, though. But I'll tell you about him.”
“Yes, go on.”
““Well, Nir, old Mr. Brandon, about twenty
years ago, was one of the richest men in the
county. About fifteen vears ago the man Potts
turned up, and however the old man took a fan-
cy to him I never could see, but he did take a
fancy to him, put all his money in some tin
mines that Potts had started, and the end of it
was Potts turned out a scoundrel, as cvery one
said he would, swindled the old man out of ev-
ery penny, and rnined him completely. Bran-
don had to sell his estate, and Potts bought it
with the very money out of which he had cheat-
ed the old man.’

¢“Oh! impossible!” said Brandon. ‘‘Isn’t
that some village gossip 2"
¢“1 wish it was, Sir—bat it ain't. Go ask any

man here, and he'll tell you the same.”

*“And what became of the family?” asked
Brandon, calmly.

“ Ah, Sir! that is the worst part of it.”

¢ Why ?”

“I'll tell you, Sir. Ile was ruined. He gave
up all. He hadn't a penny left. He went out
of the Hall and lived for a short time in a small
house at the other end of the village. At last
he spent what little money he had left, and they
all got sick. You wouldn't believe what hap-
pened after that.”

‘“What was it ?”

¢ They were all taken to the alms-house.”

A burst of thunder seemed to sound in Bran-
don’s ears as he heard this, which he had never
even remotely imagined. The tailor was occu-
pied with his own thoughts, and did not notice
the wildness that for an instant appeared in
Brandon's eves. The latter for a moment felt
paralyzed and struck down into nothingness by
the shock of that tremendous intelligence.

‘¢ The people felt dreadfully about it,” contin-
ued the tailor, ‘‘ but they couldn’t do any thing.
It was Potts who had the family taken to the
alms-house. Nobody dared to interfere.”

‘“Did none of the county families do any
thing ?”” said Brandon, who at last, by a violent
effort, had regained his composure.

“No. They had all been insulted by the old
man, so now they let him suffer.”

‘“Had he no old friends, or even acquaint-
ances ?”

‘“Well, that's what we all asked ourselves,
Sir; bat at any rate, whether he had or not,
they didn’t turn np—that is, not in time. There
was a young man here when it was too late.”

‘¢ A voung man?”

¢ Yes, Sir,”

““Was he a relative?”

“Oh no, Sir, ouly a lawyer's clerk; wanted
to see about business I dure say. Perhaps to
collect a bill. Let me see: the lawyer who sent
\ him was named Thornton.”

*Thornton!"” said Brandom, as the name sank
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‘“Yes; he lived at Holby.”

Brandon drew a long breath. ’

‘“No, Sir; no friends came, whether he had
any or not. They were all sick at the alms-
house for weeks.”

“And 1 suppose they all died there?" said
Brandon, in a strange, sweet voice.

““No, Sir. They were not so happ?'. ”

““ What suffering could be greater ?”

“They do talk dreadfully in this town, Sir;
and I dure say it's not true, but if it is it's enough
to make a man's blood run cold.”

*‘ You excite my curiosity. Remember I am
an American, and these things seem odd to me.
I alwayd thought your British aristocrats could
not be ruined.”

‘“ Here was one, Sir, that was, anyhow."”

“Go on.”

¢ Well, Sir, the old man died in the alms-
house. The others got well. As soon as they
were well enough they went away.”

‘“ How did they get away ?”

““Potts helped them,” replied the tailor, in a
peculiar tone. ‘‘ They went away from the vil-

o, »”

‘* Where did they go ?”

‘‘ People say to Liverpool. I only tell what I
know. I heard young Bill Potts, the old fellow's
son, boasting one night at the inn where he was
half drunk, how they had served the Brandons.
He said they wanted to leave the village, so his
father helped them away to America.”

‘“To America?”

*“ Yes, Sir.”

Brandon made no rejoinder.

““ Bill Potts said they went to Liverpool, and
then left for America to make their fortunes. "’

‘* What part of America ?” asked Brandon, in-
differently. ‘‘I never saw or heard of them.”

‘¢ Didn’t you, Sir?” asked the tailor, who evi-
dently thought that America was like some En-
glish county, where every body may hear of every
body else. *‘That's odd, too. I was going to
ask you if you had.”

‘I wonder what ship they went out in?”

““That I can’t say, Nir.  Bill Potts kept dark
about that. He said one thing, though, that set
us thinking.”

*“What was that ?"

“ Why, that they went out in an emigrant ship
as steerage passengers.”’ .

Brandon was silent.

*“Poor people!” said he at last.

By this time the tailor had finished his coat
and handed it back to him. Having obtained all
the information that the man could give Bran-
don paid him and left.

Passing by the inn he walked on till he came
to the alms-house. Here he stood for a while
and looked at it.

Brandon alms-honse was small, badly planned,
badly managed, and badly built, every thing done
there was badly and meanly done. It was white-
washed from the topmost point of every chimney
down to the lowest edge of the basement.
whited sepulchre. For there was foulness there,
in the air, in the surroundings, in every thing.
Squalor and dirt reigned. His heart grew sick
as those hideous walls rose before his sight.

Between this and Brandon Hall there was a
difference, a distance nlmost immeasurable; to
pass f-om one to the other might be conceived of
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as incredible; and yet that passage had been
made.

To fall so far as to go the whole distance be-
tween the two; to begin in one and end in the
other ; to be born, brought up, and live and move
and have one's being in the one, and then to die
in the other; what was more incredible than this ?
Yet this had been the fate of his father.

Leaving the place, he walked directly toward
Brandon Hall.

Brandon Hall was begun, nobody knows ex-
actly when; but it is said that the foundations
were laid before the time of Egbert. In all parts
of the old mansion the progress of English civil-
ization might be studied ; in the Norman arches
of the old chapel, the slender pointed style of
the fifteenth century doorway that opened to the
same, the false Grecian of the early Tudor period,
and the wing added in Elizabeth's day, the days
of that old Ralph Brandon who sank his ship
and its treasure to prevent it from falling into
the hands of the enemy.

Around this grand old Hall were scenes which
could be found nowhere save in England. Wide
fields, forever green with grass like velvet, over
which rose groves of cak and elm, giving shelter
to innumerable birds. There the deer bounded
and the hare found a covert. The broad avenue
that led to the Hall went ap through a world of
rich sylvan scenery, winding through groves and
meadows and over undulating ground. Before
the Hall lay the open sea about three miles
away; but the Hall was on an eminence and
overlooked all the intervening ground. Stand-
ing there one might see the gradual decline of
the country as it sloped downward toward the
margin of the ocean. On the left a bold promon-
tory jutted far out, on the nearer side of which
there was an island with a light-house; on the
right was another promontory, not so bold. Be-
tween these two the whole country was like a
garden. A little cove gave shelter to small
vessels, and arouud this cove was the village of
Brandon.

Brandon Hall was one of the oldest and most
magnificent of the great halls of England. As
Brandon looked upon it it rose before him
amidst the groves of six hundred years, its
many-gabled roof rising ont from amidst a sea
of foliage, speaking of wealth, luxury, splendor,
power, influence, and all that men hope for, or
struggle for, or fight for; from all of which he
and his had been cast out; and the one who had
done this was even now occupying the old ances-
tral seat of his family.

Brandon entered the gate, and walked up the
long avenue till he reached the Hall. Here he
rang the bell, and a servant appeared. *‘Is Mr.
Potts at home ?” :

‘“ Yes,” said the man, brasquely.

I wish to see him.”

¢ Who shall I say ?”

¢¢ Mr. Hendricks, from America.”

The man showed him into the drawing-room.
Brandon seated himself and waited. ‘The room

| was furnished in the most elegant manner, most

of the furniture being old, and all familiar to him.
He took & hasty glance around, and closed his
eyes a8 if to shat it all out from sight.

In a short time a man entered.

He appeared to he between fifty nnd sixty

"years of age, of medium »ize, broad-shouldered




“YOU ARE, S8IR. JOHN POTTS OF POTTS HALL.”

and stout. He had a thoroughly plebeian air;
he was dressed in black, and had a bunch of
large seals dangling from beneath his waistcoat.
His face was round and fleshy, his eyes were
small, and his head was bald. The general ex-
pression of his face was that of good-natured
simplicity. As he caught sight of Brandon a
frank smile of welcome arose on his broad, fat
face.

Brandon rose and bowed.

‘“ Am [ addressing Mr. John Potts ?”

¢“You are, Sir. John Potts of Potts Hall.”

“Potts of Potts Hall!” repeated Brandon.
Then,-drawing a card from his pocket he handed
it to Potts. He had procured some of these in |
London. The card read as follows :

BEAMISH & HENDRICKS, |

FLOUR MERCHANTS & PROVISION DEALERS, |
88 FroxT STREET, CiNOINXATL, i
OHIO. b

1, Sir,” said Brandon, ‘‘am Mr. Hendricks,
junior partner in Beamish & Hendricks, and I
hope you are quite well.”

*Very well, thank you,” answered Potts,
smiling and sitting down. ‘‘I am happy to see

you “ him,
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‘Do you keep your health, Sir ?”

‘“Thank you, I do,” said Potts. ‘A touch
of rheumatism at odd times, that's all.”

Brandon's manner was stiff and formal, and
his voice had assumed a slight nasal intonation.
Potts had evidently looked an him as a perfect
stranger.

‘I hope, Sir, that I am not taking up your
valuable time. You British noblemen have vour
valuable time, I know, as well as we business
men.
¢* No, Sir, no, Sir, not at all,” said Potts, evi-
dently greatly delighted at being considered a
British nobleman.

““Well, Sir John—or is it my lord?" said
Brandon, interrogatively, correcting himself, and
looking inquiringly at I’otts.

¢“¥ir John'll do,” said Potts.

¢“Well, Sir John. Beingz in England on busi-
ness, I came to ask you a few questions about a
matter of some importance to us.”

‘“ Proceed, tir!” said Potts, with great dig-
nity.

*“ There's & young man that came into our em-
ploy last October whom we took a fancy to, or
rather my senior did, and we have an idea of
promoting him. My senior thinks the world of
im, has the young man at his house, and he is



even making up to his danghter.
self Brandon—Frank Brandon.”

At this Potts started from an easy lounging
attitude, in which he was trying to ‘‘do” the
Dritish noble, and with startling intensity of gaze
looked Brandon full in the face.

I think the young man is fairish,” continues
Brandon, ‘‘ but nothing extraordinary. He is
industrious and sober, but he ain't quick, and he
never had any real business experience till he
came to us.

He calls him-

ary, and, in spite of my warnings that he ought
to be cautious, he wants to make him heall-
clerk, with an eye to making him partner next
vear. And so bent on this is he that I know he
would dissolve partnership with me if I refased,
take the young man, let him marry his daughter,
and leave him all his money when he dies.
That's no small sum, for old Mr. Beamish is
worth in real estate round Cincinnati over two
millions of dollars. So, you see, I have a right
to feel anxious, more especially as I don’t mind
telling you, Sir John, who understand these mat-
ters, that I thought I had a very good chance my-
self with old Beamish's daughter.”

Brandon spoke all this very mpidly, and with
the air of one who was trying to conceal his feel-
ings of dislike to the clerk of whom he was so
jealous. Potts looked at him with an encoura-
ging smile, and asked, as he stopped,

* And how did you happen to hear of me ?”
““That's just what I was coming to, Sir John !"
Brandon drew his chair nearer, apparently in
deep excitement, and in a more nasal tone than

ever, with a confidential air, he went on:

‘“You see, I mistrusted this young man who
was carrving every thing before him with a high
hand, right in my very teeth, and I watched
him. 1 pumped him tn see if I couldn't get
Lim to tell something about himself. But the
fellow was always on his guard, and always told
the same story. This is what he tells: He says
that his father was Ralph Brandon of Bran-
don Hall, Devonshire, and that he got very poor
—he was ruined, in fact, by— I beg your par-
don, Sir John, but he savs it was you, and
that you drove the far ily away. They then
came over to America, fand he got to Cincinnati.
The old man, he says,fdied before they left, but
he won't tell what e of the others. I con-
fess I believed it was ‘all a lie, and didn't think
there-was apy such place as Brandon Hall, so I
determined to find out, naturally enough, Sir
John, when two millions were a1 stake.”

Potts winked.

‘¢ Well, I suddenly found my health giving way,
and had to come to Europe. You see what a del-
icate creature I am "

Potts langhed with intense giee.

‘“ And I carfie here after wandering sbout, try-
ing to find it.
place that used to be Brandon Hall, though most
people call it Potts Hall. Now, I thought, my
fine young man, I'll catch you; for Il call on
Sir John himself and ask him."

“You did right, ¥ir,” said Potts,, who had
taken an intense interest in this narrative.
the very man you ought ta have come to.

able swindler,”
“Good!

Now, my senior from the very first
was infatuated with him, gave him a large sal- )

I heard at last that there was a ! i

|
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Sir John, over your own name, will you?” cried
Brandon, in great apparent excitement.

“ Of course I will,” said Potts, ‘*and a good
deal more. But tell me, first, what that young
devil said as to how he got to Cincinnati? How
did he find his way there ?” 2

‘“ He would never tell.”

‘“ What became of his mother and sister ?”

‘“ He wouldn't say.”

*“ All I know,” said Potts, ‘*is this, I got of-
ficial information that they all died at Quebec.”

Brandon looked suddenly at the floor and
gasped. In a moment he had recovered.

*“Curse him! then this fellow is an impostor?”

‘“No,” said Potts, ‘“he must have escaped.
It's possible. There was some confusion at Que-
bec about names.”

‘‘Then his name may really be Frank Bran-
don ?"

*It must be,” said Potts. ‘‘Anyhow, the
others are all right.”

¢* Are what ?”

‘“ All right ; dead you know. That's why he

don't like to tell you about them.”

** Well, now, &ir John, could you tell me what
you know about this young man, since you think
he must be the same one ?”

**I know he must be, and I7] tell vou all
about him and the whole cu lot. In the
first place,” continued Potts, clearing his throat,
‘*old Brandon was one of the cursedest old fools
that ever lived. He was very well off but want-
ed to get richer, and 8o he speculated in a tin
mine in Cornwall. I was acquainted with him
at the time and used to respect him. He per-
suaded I was always off-handed about mon-
ey, and a careless, easy fellow—he persuaded me
to invest in it also. I did so, but at t.he, end of
a few years I found out that the tin mine was a
rotten concern, and sold out. I sold at a very
high price, for people’ believed it was a splendxd
property. After this I found another mine and
made money hand over fist. I warned old Bran-
don, and so did every body, but he didn't care a
fig for what we said, and finally, one fine morn-
ing, he waked up and found himself ruined.

** He was more utterly ruined than any man I
ever knew of, and all his estates were sold. I
had made some money, few others in the county
had any ready cash, the sale was forced, and I
bought the whole establishment at a remarkably
low figure. I got old Brandy—Brandy was a
nickname I gave the old fellow—I got him a
house in the village, and supported him for a
while with his wife and daughter and his great
lubberly boy. 1 soon found out what vipers they
were. They all turned against their benefactor,
and dared to say that I had ruined their father.
In fact, my only fault was buying the place, and
that was an advantage to old Brandy rather than
an injury. It shows, though, what human nsture
18,

‘“ They all got sick at last, and as they had no
one to nurse them, I very considerately sent them
!'all to the alms-house, where they had good beds,
good attendance, and plenty to eat and drink.
No matter what [ did for them they abused me.

“‘I'm | They reviled me.for sending them to a comfort-
I can { able home, and old Brandy was the worst of all.
tell yon all you want. This Brandon is a miser- [ used to go and visit him two or three times a

| day, and he always cursed me. Old Brandy did

I thought so. You'll give me that, | get awfully profane, that's a fact. The resson
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was his infernal pride. Look at me; now! I'm
not proud. Put me in the alms-house,-and would
I curse you? I hope not.

*¢ At last old Brandy died, and of course I had
to look out for the family. They seemed thrown
on my hands, you know, and 1 was too good-na-
tured to let them suffer, although they treated me
so abominably. The best thing I could think of
was to ship tgem all off to America, where they
could all get rich. So I took them to Liverpool.”

*Did they want to go ?’

¢ They didn’t seem to have an idea in their
heads. They looked and acted just like three
born fools.”

¢ Strange !”

‘T let a friend of mine see about them, as I
had considerable to do, and he got them a pas-

‘1 suppose you paid their way out.”

I did, Sir,” said Potts, with an air of ma-
nificence; ‘‘bat, between you and me, it didn't
cost much.”

‘1 should think it must have cost a consider-
able sum.”

‘““Ohno! Clark saw to that. Clark got them
places as steerage passengers.”

‘‘ Young Brandon told me once that he came
out As cabin passenger.”

*“’That's his cursed pride.
steerage, and a devili

‘“ Why ?"

¢ Oh, he was a little crowded, I think! There
were six hundred emigrants on board the Tecum-
“ﬁ_ﬂ

**The what ?”

““The Tecwmseh. Clark did that business
neatly. Each ger had to take his own
provisions, 8o he supplied them with a lot. Now
what do you think he gave them ?”

‘1 can't imagine.”

¢ He bought them somne damaged bread at one
quarter the usunl price. It was all mouldy, you
know,” said Putts, irying to make Brandon see

He went out in the
hard time he had too.”

CORD AND CREESE.

must have escaped.
confusion was awful.”

*‘ But couldn't there have been another son ?”

“Oh no. There was another son, the eldest,
the worst of the whole lot, 8o infernally bad that
even old Brandy himself couldn’t stand it, but
packed him off to Botany Bay. It's well he went
of his own accord, for if he hadn't the Iaw would
have sent him there at last transported for life.”

‘¢ Perhaps this man is the same one.”

“Oh no. This eldest Brandy is dead.”

‘“ Are you sure?”

‘¢ Certain—best authority. A bnsiness friend
If mine was in the same ship with him. Brandy
whs coming home to see his friends. He feil
overboard and my friend saw him drown. It
was in the Indian Ocean.”

¢“ When was that ?"”

‘¢ Last September.”

““Oh, then this one must be the other of
course !”

“¢ No donbt of that, I think,” said Potts, cheer-
ily.

" Brandon rose. ‘‘I feel much obliged, Sir
John,” said he, stiffly, and with his usual nasal
tone, ‘‘for your kindness. This is just what I
want. Ill put a stop to my young man's game.
It's worth coming to England to find out this,”

““Well, when you walk him ont of your office,
give him my respects and tell him I'd be very
happy to see him. For I would, you know. I
really would.”

“T1l tell him s0,” said Brandon. ‘‘and if he
is alive perhaps he'll come here.”

‘“Ha'! ha! ha!” roared Potts,

‘“Ha'! ha!” laughed Brandon, and pretend.
ing not to see Potts’s outstretched hand. he bowed
and left. 1le walked rapidly down the avenue.
He felt stifled. The horrors that had been re-
vealed to him had heen but in part anticipated.
Could there be any thing worse ?

He left the gates and walked gnickly awar, he
knew not where. Tu:ninginto a by-path he went

I dare say he did, for the

the joke. ‘I declare ('lark and I roared over

it for a couple of months, thinking how surprised | lay not far away.

they must have been when they sat down to eat

their first dinner.” ‘
‘“That was very neat,” rejoined Brandon. X
¢ They were all sick when they left,” =aid

up & hill and finally sat down. Brandon Hall
v. In front was the village and
the sea beyond it. All the time there was but
one train of thoughts in his mind. His wrongs
took shape and framed themselves into a few
sharply defined idens. He mauttered to himeelf

Potts; ““bat beforc they got to Quebec they! over and over the things that were in his mind:

were sicker, I'll bet.” i
‘““Why so?” i ruined and broken-hearted !

¢¢ Did you ever hear of ship-fever ?” said Potts,

‘ Myself disinherited and exiled! My father
My father killed !

My mother, brother, and sister banished. starved.

in a low voice which sent a sharp thrill through | and murdered !”

every fibre of Brandon's being.
nod his head.

‘“ Well, the Tecumseh, with her six hundred !

He could only |

He, too, as far as Potts’s will was concerned.
* had been rlain. lle was alone and had no hope
that any of his family could survive. Now, as he

rs, afforded an uncommon fine field for ' sat there alone, he needed to make his plans for

the ship-fever. That's what 1 was going to ob-
sarve.  They had a great time at Quebec last’

the future. Ome thing stood out prominently be-
fore him, which was that he must go immediate-

summer; but it was unanimously voted that the ' Iy to Quebec to find out finally and absolutely the

Tecummseh was the worst shi (L:n,

cut an agent to see what become of N
friends, and he came back and told me all.
said that about four hundred of the Terwmseh's

I sent

passengers died during the voyage, and ever so . the
many.more after landing. He obtained a list of | had neg!

the dead from the quarantine records, and among

them were those of these three vouthful Brandons. | all was over.

Yes, they joined old Cognac pretty soon—lovely

fate of the family.

ree. Then could any thing else be ddne in Fn-

_gland? He thonght over the names of thosw
been the most intimate friends of his fa-
"hornton, Langhetti, Despard. Thomton
his father in his hour of need. 1l¢
k to make inquiries after
elder Langhetti, Brandon
knew, was dead. Where were the others? None

had merely

and pleasant in their lives, and in death not di- * of them, at any rate, had interfered.

vided. Bat this young devil that you speak of .

There reraained the family of Despard. Bran-
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don was aware that the Colonel had a brother in
the army, but where he was he knew not nor
did he care. If he chose to look in the army
register he might very easily find out; bat wh
should he? He had never known or heard muc
of him in any way.

There remained Courtenay Despard, the son
of Lionel, he to whom the MS. of the dead
might be considered after all as chiefly devolv-
ing. Of him Brandon knew absolutely nothing, |
not even whether he was alive or dead. f

For a time he discussed the question in his '
mind whether it might not be well to seek him
out 8o as to show him his father's fate and gain |
his co-operation. But after a few moments’ |
consideration he dismissed this thought. Why
should he seek his help? Courtenay Despard,
it' alive, might be very unfit for the purpose. He
might be timid, or indifferent, or dull, or indolent.
Why make any advances to one whom he did
ot know? Afterward it might be well to find |
and see what might be done with or through |
him Xbut as yet there could be no reason what- \
ever why he should take up hig time in search- |
ing for him or in winning his confidence.

The end of it all was that he concluded what- |
ever he did to do it by himself, with no human '
being as his confidant.

Only one or two persons in all the world knew |

that he was alive, and they were not capable, | n

under any circumstances, of betraying him. And '
where now was Beatrice? In the power of this
man whom Brandon had just left. [lad she seen '
bim as he came and went? Had she heard his
voice as he spoke in that assumed tone? Baut
Brandon found it necessary to crush down all
thoughts of her.

One thing gave him profound satisfaction, and
this was that Potts did not suspect him for an
instant. And now how could he deal with
Potts? The man had become wealthy and
powerful. To cope with him needed wealth
and power. How could Brandon obtain these ?
At the utmost he could only count upon the fif-
teen thousand pounds which Compton would re-
mit. This would be as nothing to help him
against his enemy. He had written to Compton
that he had fallen overboard and been picked up.
and had told the same to the London agents an-
der the strictest secrecy, =0 as to be able to get
the money which he needed. Yet after he got
it all, what would be the benefit? First of all,
wealth was necessary. )

Now more than ever there came to his mind
the ancestral letter which his father had inclosed
to him—the message from old Ralph Brandon in
the treasure-ship. It was a wild, mad hope ; but
was it unattainable ? This he felt was now the
one object that lay before him ; this must first be
sought after, and nothing else could be attempt-
ed or even thought of till it had been tried. If
be failed, then other things might be considered.

Sitting there on his lonely height, in sight of
his ancestral home, he took out his father's last
letter and read it again, after which he once more
read the old message from the treasure-ship :

‘*One
Islet of "f&eg:;znﬂmgf&'aﬁnf lf:dn(mbe ofy'
Raiphe Brandon in m 1Y) Phoenix am hecalmed
aud surrounded by a \prﬂee!e My shippe
i filld with spoyle the lunder of III galleons —

wealthe w* myghte purchasse a kyngdom—tresure
equalle to an Empyr's revenve Gold and jeweles

; let him berebye

“the clerk, readily.

fn countless store and God forbydde that itt
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Five days afterward Brandon, with his Hindu
servant. was sailing out of the Mersey River on
his way to Quebec.

——

CHAPTER XIX.
THE DEAD ALIVE.

It was early in the month of Angust when
Brandon visited the quarantine station at Gosee
Island, Quebec. A low, wooden building stood
near the landing, with a sign ov er the door cbn-
| taining only the word *Orrice.” To this build-
mg Brandon directed his steps. On entering he
saw only one clerk there.

“‘ Are you the superintendent ?"" he asked, bow-

courtenusly.
*¢No," said the clerk.

”

ow.,
‘* Perhaps vou can give me the information
that I want.” -

*“ What is it ?”

‘I have been sent to inquire afwr some pas-
sengers that came out here last vear.’

**Oh yes, I can tell all that can be told,"” said
““We have the registration
books here, and vou are at liberty to look  up any
names you wish. Step this way, please.” And
he led the way 1o an irper office.

‘* What year did thev’ come out in ?” asked the
clerk .

** Last vear”™ )

‘* Last year—an awful vear to look up. 1846
—ves, here is the book for that year—a vear
which you are aware _was an unparaileled one.”

1 have heard so0.”

** Do you know the name of the ship >"

““The Tecumseh.”

* The Tecumseh!” exclaimed the clerk, with
a startled look. ** That is an awful name in our

records. I am sorry you have not another name
to examine, for the Jecumseh was the worst of
all.”

Brnndon bowed.

*The Tecumseh,” continued the clerk, tarning
over the leaves of the book as it lay on the desk.
““The Tecumseh, from Liverpool, sailed June 2,
arrived August 16. Here yvou see the names of
thore who died at sea, copied. from the ship's
books, and those who died on shore. It is a
frightful mortality. Would you like to lovk over
the list ?”

Brandon bowed and advanced to the desk.

** The deaths on board ship show whether they
were seamen or passengers. and the passengers .
are marked as cabin and steersge. But after
landing it was impossible to keep in account of
classes.”

Brandon carefully ran his eve down the long
list, and read each name. Those for which he
looked did not appear. At Jast he came t0 the

‘‘ He is in Quebec just
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- late ‘superintendent.

list of those who had died on shore. After read-
ing a few names his eye was arrested by one—

‘* Brandon, E&zabeth.”

It was his mother. He read on. He soon
same to another—

‘“ Brandon, Edith.” Tt was his sister.

Do you find tﬁy of the names ?” asked the
clerk, seeing Brandon turn his head.

‘“ Yes,” said Brandon ; ! this~g one,” and he
pointed to the last name. ‘‘ But'\ see a mark
opposite that name. Whatis it? ¢
What is the meaning?”

“1s thm party a relative of yours ?"

‘¢ No,” said Brandon.

“You don't mind hearing something hprrible,
then ?”

*“No.”

The clerk drew a long breath.

‘¢ Well, Sir, those letters were written by the
The poor man is now a

'

lunatic. He was here last year.

*You see this is how it was: The ship-fever
broke out. The namber of sick was awful, and |
there were no preparations for them here. The
disease in some respects was worse than cholera,
and there was nothing but confasion. Verv many |
died from lack of nursing. But the worst feat- |
ure of the whole thing was the harricd burials, |

¢¢] was not here last vear, and all who were here ‘
then have left. But I've heard enough to make
me sick with horror. You perhaps are a“mel
that in this ship-fever there sometimes occurs a
total loss of sense, whxch is apt to be mistaken for |
death?”

The clerk pnused. Brandon regarded him
steadily for a moment. Then he turned, and
looked earnestly at the book.

¢“The burials were very hastily made.”

“iWell?”

¢“And it is now behe\ed that some were bur-
ied in a state of trance.’

“ Baried alive?”

“‘ Buried alive!”

There was a long silence. Brandon's eyes \
were fixed on the book. At last he pointed to
the name of Edith Brandon.

‘“Then. I suppose,” he said, in a steady voice,
which, howe\er, was in a changed key, **these
letters ‘B’and ‘A’ are intended to mean some-
thing of that description ?”

¢ Something of that sort,” replied the clerk.

Brandon drew a long breath. ‘

“But there is no certainty about it in this|
particular case. I will tell you how these marks

appened to be made.
Lc told me.

**Ome morning, according o him, the super-
intendent came in, looking very much excited
and altered. He went to this book, where the
entries of burials had been made on 'the preced-
This name was third from the !
last. had been buried. He penciléd |
these lett.ers there and left. People did not no- |
tice him; every body was sick or busy. At last
in the evening of the next day, when they were
to bary a new lot, they found the superintendent .
digging at the grave the third from the last.
They tried to stop him, but he shouted and moan- ;
ed alternately ‘ Buried alive!
In fact they saw that he was crazy, and had to
confine him at once.’

“Did they examine the grave ?”

The clerk that was here |
|

| been buried alive.

¢ Buried alive!” l

" CORD AND CREESE.

‘“Yes. The woman told my predecessor that
she and her husband—who did the burying—
had examined it, and found the body not only
dead, but corrupt. So there’s no doubt of it.
That party must have been dead at any rate.”

‘“ Who was the woman ?”

‘“ An old woman that laid them out.
her husband buried them.”

*‘ Where is she now ?”

1 don’t know.”

*‘ Does she stay here yet”’

“No. She left last year.

‘ What became of the snpenntendent? ?

‘‘ He was taken home, but grew no better. At
last he had to be sent to an asylum. Some ex-
amination was made by the authorities, but no-
thing ever came of it. 'The papers made no men-
tion of the affair, and it was hushed up.”

Brandon read on. At last he came to anoth-
ername. It wassimply this: ‘‘ Brandon.” There
was a slight movement on the clerk’s part as
Brandon came to this name. *‘ There is no
Christian name here,” smd Brandon. - ¢“I sup-
i pose they did not know it.’

** Welil,” said the:clerk, ‘“there’s something
peculiar about that. The former clerk never
i mentioned it to any body but me. That man
didn’t die at all.”

“What do you mean?” said Brandon, who
could scarcely speak for the tremendous struggle
between hope and despair that was going on
mthm him.

‘“It's a false entry.”

““How 2"

‘“The superintendent wrote that. See, the
handwriting is different from the others. Ome is
that of the clerk who made all these entries; the
other is the superintendent’s.” .

Brandon looked and saw that this was the case.

** What was the cause of that ?”

She and

*“The clerk told me that after making these N

next fifteen entries of buried parties—buried the

| evening after these last twelve—he went away to

see about something. When he came back the
next morning this name was written in the su-
perintendent’s hand. He did not know what to
think of it, so he concluded to ask the superin-
tendent ; but in the course of the day ke heard
that he was mad and in confinement, as I have
tald yon.”

““Then vou mean that this is not an e\m'v of
{ & death at all.”

“Yes. The fact is, the snpenmendent for

! some reason got it info hix head that this Bran-

don"—and he pointed to Edith’s name—*‘ had
He brooded over the name,
and among other things wrote it down here at
the end of the list for the day. That's the way
in which my predecessor accdumed for it.’

‘It is a very natural one,” said Brandon.'

““Quite so. _ The clerk let it stand. You ¥ee,
if he had erased it, he might have been:
hauled, and there would have been a committee.
He was afraid of that; so he thought it better
to say nothing about it. He wouldn't have told
me. only he said that a party came here once for
a list of all the dead of the Terumseh. and he
i copied all out, including this doubtful one. He
thought that he had done wrong, and therefore
told me, so that if any particular mqumes were
ever made [ might know what to say.

*¢ Are there many mistakes in these records ?”

Fey - oy g oy
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‘“ A STRANGE FEELING PASSED OVER BRANDON. HE STEPPED FORWARD.,”

I dare say there are a many in the list ' from Liverpool to bec, is earnestly desired by
for 1846. ‘There was so ;gno:;lh confusion that | friends of mof‘m“"quigb";’o 'e‘l";d "“t'ibeg’;e“
names got changed, and people died whose names ' ;’,‘f;ﬂ,y one who caz give the A m o Ap
could only be conjectared by.knowing who had ! 23 Place d’Armes.
recovered.  As some of those that recovered or | Brandon waited in Quebec six weeks withont
had not been sick slipped away secretly, of course'! any result. He then went to Montreal and in-
there was inaccuracy.” : [ serted the same notice in the papers there, and
Brandon had nothing more to ask. He thank- | in other towns in Canada, giving his Montrenl
ed the clerk and departed.’ address.  After waiting five or six weeks in
There was a faint hope, then, that Frank might| Montreal he went to Toronto, and advertised
ret be alive.” On his way up to Quebec he de- | again, giving his new address. He waited here
cided what to do.  As soon as he arrived he in- | for some time, till at length the month of No-
rerted an advertisement in the chief papers to | vember began to draw to a close. Not yet de-
the following effect : . i spondent, he began to form a. plan for advertis-
NOTICKE:! I‘ ing in every city of the United States.
Iypomﬂox of any one of the name of “BRAN-| Meanwhile he had received many communica-
DON,” who came out in the ship Tecumaeh in 1346 | tions, all of which, however, were made with the
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vague hope of getting a reward. None were at
all reliable. At length he thought that it was
useless to wait any longer in Canada, and con-
cluded to go to New York as a centre of action.

He arrived in New York at the end of Decem-
ber, and immediately began to insert his notices
in all parts of the country, giving Lis address at
the Astor House.

One day, as he came in from the street, he
was informed that there was some one in his
room who wished to see him. He went up calm-
ly, thinking that it was some new person with
intelligence.

On entering the room he saw a man standing
by the window, in his shirt-sleeves, dressed in
coarse clothes. The man was very tall, broad-
shouldered, with large, Roman features, and heavy
beard and mustache. His face was marked by
profound dejection; he looked like one whose
whole life had been one long misfortune. Louis
Brandon had never seen any face which bore so
deep an imgress of suffering.

The stranger turned as he came in and looked
at him! with his sad eyes earnestly.

‘¢ Nir,” said he, in a voice which thrilled through
Brandon, *‘are you Henry Peters?”

A strange feeling passed over Brandon. Ile
stepped forward.

** Frank !” he cried, in a broken voice.

¢t Merciful Heavens!” cried the other. ‘‘Have
you too come up from the dead? Louis!” .

In this meeting between the two brothers, aft-
er so many eventful vears of separation, each had/{
much to tell. Each had a story so marvelous
that the other might have doubted it, had not
the marvels of his own experience been . equally
great. Frank's story, however, is the only one
that the reader will care to hear, and that must
be reserved for another chapter.

CHAPTER XX.
FRANXK'S STORY.

¢“ AFTER vou left,” said Frank, ‘‘gll went to
confusion. Potts lorded it with a higher hand
than ever, arrd my father was more than ever
infatuated, and seemed to feel that it was nec-
essary to justify his harshness toward you by
publicly exhibiting a greater confidence in Potts.
_Like a thoroughly vulgar and base nature, this
man could not be content with having the power,
but loved to exhibit that power to us. Life to
me for years became one long death ; a hundred
times I would have turned npon the scoundrel

money into his hands, and that he would be the
Beckford of his generation.

“After a while another scoundrel, called
Clark, appeared, who was simply the counterpart
of Potts. Of this man something very singular
was soon made known to me.

** One day I was strolling through the grounds
when suddenly, as I passed through a grove
which stood by a iish-pond, I heard voices and
saw the two men I hated most of all on earth
standing near me. They were both naked.
They had the audacity to go bathing in the fish-
pond. Clark had his back turned toward me,
and I saw on it, below the neck. three marks,
fiery ved, as though they had been made by a
brand. They were these:” and taking a pencil,
Frank made the followiny marks:

rd

Louis looked at this with intense excitement.

““You have been in New South Wales,” said
Frank, ‘*and perhaps know whether it is true
l or not that these are brands on convicts ?"”

It is true, and on convicts of the very worst
kind.”

¢* Do you know what they mean ?”

“Yes.”

‘“ What ?”

“Only the worst are branded with a single
mark, so you may imagine what a triple mark
indicates. But I will tell you the meaning of
each. The first ( A\ ) is the king's mavk put on
those who are totally irreclaimable and insubor-
dinate. The second ( R ) means runaway, and
is put on those who have attempted to escape.
The third (4) indicates a murderous attack on
the guards. When they are not hung, they are
branded with this mark; and those who are
branded in this wav are condemned to hard
work, in chains, for life.”

**That's about what I supposed,” said Frank.

and taken vengeance for our wrongs, but the
tears of my mother forced me to use self-control.
You had been dnven off: I alone was left, and

quietly, ** only of course vou are more particular.
| After seeing this I told my father. He refused
to believe me. I determined to bring matters

she implored me by my love for her to stand by | to a crisis. and charged Potts, in my fathers
her. I wished her to take her own little property | presence, with associating with a branded felon.
and go with me and Edith where we might all | Pottsat once turped upon me and’ appealed to
live in seclusion together; but this she would [ my father's sense of justice. He accused me of
not do for fear of staining the proud Braundon | being so far carried away by prejudice as not to
name. " hesitate tc invent a foul slander against an hon-
“Potts grew worse and worse every vear. . est man. He said that Clark would be willing
There was a loathsome son of his whom he used : io be put to any test; he could not, however, a~k
to bring with him, and my father was infatuated ' him to expose himself—it was too outrageou-.
enough to treat the younger devil with the same ' but would simply assert that my charge was
civility which he showed to the elder one. Poor: fulse.
father ! he really believed, as he afterward told | > My father as usual helieved every word and
me, that these men were putting millions of | gave me a stern reprimand.  Louis, in the pres-
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ence of my mother and sister I cursed my fathcr ‘
ot that day. Poor man! the blow soon fell.
was in 1445 that the crash came.
heart to go into details now.
time to time hereafter. It is enough to say that ‘
cvery penny was lost.  'We had to leave the Hall | !
and took a little cottage in the village.

““All our friends and acquaintances stood |
doof. My father's oldest friends never came
near him.  Old Langhetti was dead. His son |
tnew nothing about this. I will tell you more of |
him presently.

*“Colonel Lionel Despard was dead. Ilis son, ;
Courtenay, was ignorant of all this, and was away \
in the North of England. ‘There was ‘Thornton,
and T can't account for his inaction.  He mar- |
ried Langhetti's daughter too. ‘lhat is a mys-
tery.”

*They are all false, Frauk.”

Frank looked up with somerhing like & smile. !

~¢“No. not all; wait till yon hear me through.”

Frank drew a long breath. ‘*We got sick!
there, and Potts had us taken to the alms-house. ‘
There we all prayed for death, but only my fa-
ther's prayer was heard. He died of a broken
heart. The rest of us lived on.

‘“Scarcely had my father been buried when
Potts came to take us away. lle insisted that!
we should leave the country, and offered to pay !
our way to America. We were all inditferent:
we were paralyzed by grief. The alms-house |
was not a place that we' could cling to, so we
let ourselves drift, and allowed Potts to send us |
wherever he wished. We did not even hope for|
any thing better. We only hoped that some-
where or other we might all dic. What else|
could we do? What else could I do? There|
was no friend to whom I could look: and if I‘
ever thought of any thing, it was that America|
might possibly atford us a chance to get a living |
till death came. 4

‘¢ No we allowed oursdves to be sent wherever |
Potts chose, since it could not possibly make
things worse than they were. lle availed him-
self of our stolid inditference, put us as paswn-‘
gers in the steerage on_board of a crowded emi- |
grant ship, the Tecumseh, and gave us for our|
provisions some mouldy bread.

“We simply lived and suffered, and were all |
waiting for death, till one day an angel appeared ;
who gave us a short respite, and saved us for 1‘
whilé from misery. 7This angel, Louis, was Pa- \
olo,, the son of Langhem .

“You look amazed. It was certainly an:
amazing thing that he should be on board the .
same ship with us. He was in the cabin. ¢,
noticed our misery without knowing who we
were. e came to give us his pity and help us,
When at last he found out our names he fell on
our necks, kissed ux, and wept aloud.

** He_gave up his room in the cabin to my mo-
ther and sister, and slept and lived with me.
Most of all he cheered us by the lofty, spiritual
words with which he bade us look with contempt
upon the troubles of life and aspire afrer im-!
mortal happiness. Yes, Louis; Langhetti gave
us peace.

**There were six hundred passengers. The:
plague broke out among us. 'The deaths every '
day increased, and all were filled with despair. '
At last the sailors themselves began to die.

‘1 believe there was only one i all that ship

¥

I have not the
I 'will tell you from |

" Langhett.
~superintendent had gone mad and had been

. oh, my brother!”

who preserved calm reason and stood without
fear during those awful weeks. ‘That one was
{ Langhetti. e found the officers of the ship
| panic-stricken, so he took charge of the steerage,
organized nurses, watched over every thing, en-
couraged every body, and labored night and
day. In the midst of all I fell sick, and he
nursed me back to life. Most of all, that man
mspxred fortitude by the hope that beamed in his
eves, and by the radiancy of his smile. ‘Never
mind, Brandon,” said he as I lay, I thought
doomed. * Death is nothing. Life goes on.

You will leave this pest-ship for a realm of light.

Keep up your heart, my brother immortal, and
prmae God with your latest breath.’

¢*I recovered, and then stood by his side as
best I might. I found that he had never told
my mother of my sickness. At last my mother
and sister in the cabin fell sick. I heard of it
some days after, and was prostrated agein. I
. grew better after n time: but just as we reached
quarantine, Langhetti, who had kept himself up
‘thus far, gave out completely, and fell before
the plugue

> Did he die ?” asked Louis, in a faltering voice.

*“Not on ship-board. lle was carried ashore
senseless. My mother and sister were very low,
and were also carried on shore. I, though weak,
was able to nurse them all. My mother died
first,”

There was a long pause.
sumed :

My sister gradually recovered: aud then,
through grief and fatigue, I fell sick for the third
time. I felt it coming on. My sister nursed
me; for a time I thou;:hr, I was going to die.
*Oh, Iidith,” I said, *when I die, devote your
life while it lasts to Langhetti, whom God sent
to us in our de~pmx. Save his life even if you
give up your own.

¢ After that 1 hgeame delirious, and remained
so for a long time. eeks passed; and when
at last I revived the plague was stayed, and but
few sick were .on the island. My case was a
lingering one, for this was the third attack of
the fever. Why I didn't die I can’t understand.
There was no atteridance. All was confusion,

At Jast Frank re-

| horror, and death.

**When I revived the first question was after
Langhetti and Edith. No one knew any thing

about them. In the confusion we-had been sep-
arated, and Edith had died alone.”

2"Who told you that she died ?” asked Louis,
with a troubled look.

Frank looked at him with a face of horror.

*(‘an you bear what I am going to say ?”

“Yes o

*>When I was able to move about I went to
see if any one could tell me about Edith and
I heard an awful story; that the

found trving to dig open a grave, saying that
some one was buried alive.  Who do you think?

‘*Npeak !”

“ Fdith Brandon was the name he named.”

“*Be calm, Frank; 1 made inquiries myself
at the island registry-oftice. The clerk told me
this story, but said that the woman who had
charge of the dead asserted that the grave was
opened, and it was ascertained that absolute death
had taken place ”

er—
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““Alas!” said Frank, in a voice of despair, ¢*1
saw that woman—the keeper of the dead-house—

the grave-digger's wife. She told me this story,

but it was with a troubled eye. I swore venge-

ance on her unless she told me the truth. She

was alarmed, and said she would reveal all she

knew if I swore to keep it to myself. 1 swore it. |
C'an you bear to hear it, Louis?”

“‘Npeak !” ‘

¢‘She said only this: ¢ When the grave was
opened it was found that Edith Brandon had not
been dead when she was buried.’”

Louis groaned, and, falling forward, buried
his head in both his hands. ‘

It was a long time before either of them spoke.
At last Louis, without lifting his head, said:

“Go on.” !

‘“When I left the island I went to Quebec, but |
could not stay there. It was too near the place
of horror. I went up the river, working my way
as a laborer, to Montreal. I then sought for
work, and obtained employment as porter in a
warehouse. What mattered it? What was rank
or station to me? I only wanted to keep myself
from starvation and get a bed to sleep on at night.

** I had no hope or thought of any thing. The
horrors through which I had passed were ‘enough
to fill my mind. Yet above them all one horror |
was predominant, and never through.the days
and nights that have since elapsed has my soul
ceased to quiver at the echo of two terrible words |
which have never ceased to ring through my
brain—* Buried alive !’ :

‘] lived on in Montreal, under an.assumed
name, as a common porter, and might have been
living there yet ; but one day as I came in I heard
the name of * Brandon.” Two of the clerks who |
were discussing the news in the morning paper,
happened to speak of an advertisement which had :
Tong been in the papers in all parts of Canada. !
It was for information about the Brandon family. |

** [ read the notice. It seemed to me at first
that Potts was still trving to get control of us,
but 2 moment's reflection showed that to be im-
probable. Then the mention of ¢ the friends of |
the fymily’ made me think of Langhetti. I con-
cluded that he had escaped death and was trying
to find me out.

*I went to Toronto, and found that yon had’
gone to New York. I had saved much of my
wages, and was able to come here. I expected
Langhetti, but found you.” }

““Why did vou not think ‘that it might be’
me ?”

¢« Because I heard a threat of Potts about vou,
and took it for granted that he would succeed in:
carrging4t out.” :

¢ Wit was the threat ?”

¢‘He found out somehow that my father had
written a letter to you. I suppose they told him
so at the village post-office. One day when he
was in the room he said. with a laugh, alluding’
to the letter, ‘I'll uncork that young Brandy-
flask before long.”” ‘

** Well—the notice of my death appeared in'!
the English papers.” "

Frank looked earnestly at him. !

¢ And I accept it, and go under an assumed
name.” |

“Sodo I. Itis better.” |

““You thought Langhetti alive. Do you think l
he is?” :

i

T do not thisk so now.”

“ Why not?”

“*The efforts which he made were enough ta
kill any man without the plague. He must have
died.” ’

After hearing Frank's story Louis gave a full
account of his own adventures, omitting, how-
ever, all mention of Beatrice. That was some-
thing for his own heart, and not for another’s ear.

** Have you the letter and MN.?”

“Yes.”

** Let me read them.”

Louis took the treasures and handed them to
Frank. He read them in silence.

* Is Cato with you yet?’

*Yes.”

It s well.”

*And now, Frank,” caid Louis, *“ you have
someihing at last to live for.”

** What is that ?”

¢ Vengeance.” cried Louis, with burning eves.

¢* Vengeance!™ repeated Frank, without emo-
tion—** Vengeance! What is that to me? Do
you hope to give peace to your own heart by in-
flicting suffering on our enemies? What can
they yossibly sutfer that can atone for what they
hm'c/)%nﬂi('ted? All that thev can feel is as no-
thi]]g compared with what we have felt. Venge-
anée!” he repeated, musingly; ‘‘and what sort
of vengeance? Would you kill them? What
would that effect? Would he be more misera-
ble than he is?  Or would you feel any greater
happiness? Or do you mean something more
far-reaching than death ?”

¢* Death,” said Louis, **is nothing for such
crimes as his.”

* You want to inflict suffering, then, and you
axk me. Well, after all, do I want him to suf-
fer? Do I care for this man's sufferings? What
are they or what can they beto me? He stands
on his own plane, far beneath me: he is a coarse
animal, who can, perhaps, sufter from nothing bu
physical pain.  Should I inflict that on him, w
good would it be tome? And yet there
other that I can inflict.”

** Langhetti must have transformed v
Louix, ** with his spiritual ideas.”

** Langhetti: or perhaps the fact that I three
times gazed upon the face of death and stond
upon the thrgetmfd of that place where dwells
the Infinite Mysterv. No when you speak of
mere vengeance my heart does not respond. But
there is still something which may make a pur-
pose as strong as vengeance.” -

** Name it.”

‘“The sense of intolerable wrong!” cried Frank.
in vehement tones; ‘‘the presence of that foul
psir in the home of our ancestors, our own exile,
and all the sufferings of the past! Do you think
that I can endure this?” *

‘* No—vou must have vengeance.”

‘*No: not vengeance.”

‘“What then?”

‘“Justice!” cried Frank, starting to his feet.
Justice—strict, stern, merciless ; and that jus-
tice means to me all that you mean by vengeance.
Let us make war against him from this time forth
while life lasts ; let us cast him out and get back
our own; let us put him into thg power of the
law, and let that take satisfaction on him for his
crimes ; let us cast him out and fling him from
us to that power which can fittingly condemn. I
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despise him, and despise his sufferings. His
agony will give me no gratification. The an-
gruish that a base nature can suffer is only dis-
gusting to me—he suffers only out of his base-
ness. To me, and with a thing like that, venge-
ance is impossible, and justice is enough.”

*‘At any rate you will have a purpose, and
your purpose points to the same result as mine.’

‘‘ But how is this possible ?” said Frank, ‘‘He
is strong, and we are weak. What can we do?” .

* We can try,” said Louis. *‘You are ready
to undertake any thing. You do not value your |
lite. There is oue thing which is before us. It
is desperate—it is almost hopeless ; but we are
Loth ready to try it.’

*“What is that ?”

““The message from the dead,”
spreading before Frank that letter fro
ure-ship which he himself had =0 o

‘“And are you going to try thxs 4

440 Y

" How?"

“I don't know.
sources of science.”

¢ Have vou Cato yet ?”

“Yes.”

‘“Can he dive?”

““IHe was brought up on the Malabar coast, |
among the pearl-fishers, and can remain under | '
water for an incredible space of time. But 1,
hope to find means which will enable me myself
to go down under the ocean depths, * This will |
be our ohject now. If it succeeds, then we can .
gain our purpose; if not, we must thiuk of some-
thing else.”

4

r

;/(d Louis,
the treas- |
read.

I must ﬁrst:é‘md out the re-

e

CHAPTER XXL
THE DIVING BURINESS.

I~ a little street that runs from Broadway, not
far from Wall Street, there was a low doorway
with dingy panes of gla.ss. over which was a sign
which bore the following letters, somewhat faded :

BROCKET & CO,
CONTRACTORS.

About a month after his arrival at New York
Brandon entered this place and walked up to the |
desk, where a stout, thick-set man was sitting,
wirh his chin on his hands and his elbows on the
desk before him.

= Mr, blocket ?” said Brandon, inquiringly.
., “Yes, Nir," answered the other, descending
tfrom hxs stool and stepping forward toward Bran- |
don, behind a low table which stood by the desk.

“T am told that vou undertake contracts for
raising sunken vessels ?”

**We are in that line of business.” )

“You have to make use of diving apparatus?”

“Yes.”

‘] understand that you have gone into this
business to 4 larger extent than any one in Amer-
ca ?”

** Yes, Cir,” said Brocket, modestly. ‘I think
we do the leading busin®s in that line.”

¢ [ will tell you frankly my object in calling
upon you. I have just come from the East In-
dies for the-purpose of organizing a systematic
plan for the pearl fisheries. You are aware that
out. there they still cling to the old fashion of

|

'
'
|
1
|
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diving, which was begun three thousand years
ago. I wish to see if I can not bring science to
bear upon it, so as to raise the pearl-oysters in
“larger quantities.”
*““That’s & good idea of yours,”
Mr. Brocket, thoughtfully. )
‘“T came to you to see if you could mform me
| whether it would be practicable or not.”

‘¢ Perfectly so,” said Brocket.

‘*Do you work with the diving-bell in your
business or with armor?” :

** With both. We use the diving-bell for sta-
tionary purposes; but when 1t is necessary to
move about we employ armor.”

**Is the armor adapted to give & man any free-
"dom of movement ?”

*‘The armor is far better than the bell. The

remarked

| armor is so perfect now that a practiced hand can

; move about under water with a freedom that is
"surprising. My men go down to examine sunk-
‘en ships. They go in and out and all through
them. %metimes this is the most profitable part
of our business.”

“Why so?” P

‘“ Why, because there is often money or valu-
able articles on board, and these always are ours.
bec, said Brocket, opening a drawer and taking
out some silver coin, ‘‘ here is some money that
we found in an old Dutch vessel that was sunk
up the Hudson a hundred years ago. Qur men

i walked about the bed of the river till they found

her, and in her cabin they obtained a sum of
! money that would surprise you—all old coin.’

i *“An old Dutch vessel! Do you often find

 vessels that have been sunk so long ago ?”

‘‘Not often. But we are always on the look-

i out for them,” said Brocket, who had now grown

j quite communicative. ‘‘You see, those old
! ships always carried ready cash—they didn’t use

i bank-notes and bills of exchange. N) if you can
. ouly findéone you’re sure of money.’

| %Then this would be a good thing to bear in
mind in our pear} enterprises ?”

|7 4Of course. I should think thas oat there

| some reefs must be full of sunken ships. THey've
. been sinking about those coasts ever since “the

i first ship was buiit.”

¢ Ifow far down can a diver go in armor?” .

‘“Oh, any reasonable depth, when the pressure
of the water'is not tdo great. Some pain in the .-
ears is felt at first from thé compressed air, but
that is temporary. Men can eamlv go down as
far as fifteen or sixteen fathoms.”

““ How long can they stay down ?"

““In the bells. vou -know, they go down and
are pulled up oniy in the xmddle of the day and
| 8t evening, when their work is done.”

i **How with the men in armor ?"

1 “ Oh, they can stand it almost as well. They
! come up oftener, though. There is one advant-
. age in the armor : a man can fling off his wenght

| and come up whenever he likes.”

‘* Have you ever been down yourself ?”

¢“Oh yes—oftener than any of my men. I'm
the oldest diver in the country, I think. Buat 1
don't go down often mow. It's hard work, and |
I'm getting old.” )

*“ Is it much harder than other work ?” .

‘“Well, you see, it’s unnatural sort of work,
and is hard on the lungs. Still, I always was
healthy. The real reason why I stopped was &
circumstance that happened two years ago.”

h
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¢ What was that >”

Brocket drew a long breath, looked for a mo-
ment meditatively at the oor, nund then went on:

**Well, there happened to be n wreck of a
steamer called the Salrdin down off the North
Carolina coast, and I thought I would try her as
a speculation, for I supposed that there might be
considerable money on board one way or an-
other. It was a very singular atfair.  Only two
mén had escaped; it was so sudden. They said
the vessel struck a rock at night when the water
was perfectly still, and went down in a few min-
utes, before the passengers could even be awak-
ened. It may seem horrid to you, but vou must
know that a ship-load of passengers is very prof-
itable, for they all carry money. Besides, there
are their trunks, and the clerk’s desk, and so on.
*o, this time, I went down myself. 'The ship
lay on one side of the rock which had pierced
her, having floated off just before sinking; and

I had no difficulty in getting on board. After
walking ahout the deck I went at once into the
saloon.  ¥ir,” said Brocket, with an awful look
at Brandon, ‘“if I should li¥e for a hundred !
vears I should never forget the sight that I saw. ‘
A hundred passengers or more had been on!
board, and most of them had rushed out of their !
state-rooms as-the vessel began to sink. Very!
many of them lay ou the floor, a frightful multi- !
tude of dead.

‘‘ But there were others,” continued Brocket, !
in a lower tone, ‘‘ who had clutched at pieces of [l
furniture, at the doors, and at the chairs, and |
many of these had held on with such a rigid,
clutch that death itself had mot unlocked it. |
~ome were still upright, with distorted features,
and staring eves, clinging, with frantic faces, to
<he nearest object that thev had seen. Feveral |
of them stood around the table. The most fright-
fal thing was this: that they were o] staring at |
the door. “

‘‘ But the worst one of all was a corpse that
was on the saloon table. 'The wretch had leap- |
ed there in his first fpad impulse, and his hands |
had clutched a brass bar that ran across. He,
was facing the door; his hands were still cling-
ing, his eyes glared at me, his jaw had fallen. |
The hideous face seemed grimacing at and threat-
ening me. As I entered the water was disturb-
ed by my motion. An undulation set in move-
ment by my entrance passed through the length
of the saloon. All the corpses swayed for a mo-
ment. I stopped in horror. Scarcely had I
stopped when the corpses, agitated by the motion
of the water and swaying, lost their hold ; their
fingers slipped, and they fell forward simultane-
ously.  Above all, that hideous figure on the ta-
ble, as its fingers were loosened, in falling for-
ward, seemed to take steps, with his demon face
still staring at me. My blood ran cold. It
seemed to me as though these devils were all
rushing at me, led on by that fiend on the table.
For the first time in my life. Sir, I felt fear under
the sea. I started back, and rushed out quaking
as though all hell was behind me. When I got
un to the surface I could not speak. I instantly
left the Saladin, came home with my men, and
have never been down myself since.”

A long conversation followed about the general
condition of sunken ships. Brocket had no fear
of rivals in business, and as his interlocutor did
not pretend to be ~ne he was exceedingly com-

!

municative.  He described to him the exact
depth to which a diver in armor might safely go,
the longest time that he could safely remain un-
der water, the rate of travel in walking along a
smooth bottom, and the distance which one could
walk. He told him how to go on board of a
wrecked ship with the least risk or difficulty, and
the best mode by which to secure any valuables
which he might find. At last he became 8o ex-
ceedingly friendly that Brandon asked him if he
would be willing to give personal instructions to
himself, hinting that money was no object, and
that any price would be paid.

At this Brocket laughed. ** My dear Sir, you
take my fancy, for I think I see in you a man
of the right sort. I should be very glad to
show any one like you how to go to work.  Don't
mention money ; I have actually got more now
than I know what to do with, and I'm thinking
of founding an asylum for the poor.  I'll sell you
any number of suits of armor, if vou wang them,
merely in the way of business ; but if I give vou
instructions it will be merely because I like to
oblige & man like you.”

Brandon of course expressed all the gratitude
that so generous an offer could excite.

 But there's no use trying just vet; wait till
the month of May, and then you can begin.  You
have nerve, and I have no doubt that you'll learn
fast.”

After this interview Brandon had many others.
To give credibility to his pretended plan for the
pearl fisheries, he bought a dozen suits of diving
armor and various articles which Brocket assured
him that he would need. le also brought Cato
with him one day, and the Hindu described the
plan which the pearl-divers pursued on the Mala-
bar coast. According to Cato each diver had a
stone which weighed about thirty pounds tied to
his foot, and a sponge filled with oil fastened
around his neck. On plunging into the water,
the weight carried him down. When the diver
reached the bottom the oiled sponge was used
from time to time to enable him to breathe by
inhaling the air through the sponge applied to
his mouth. All this was new to Brocket. It
excited his ardor.

The month of May at last came. Brocket
showed them a place in the Hudson, about twen-
ty miles above the city, where they could prac-
tice. Under his direction Brandon put on the
armor and went down. Frank worked the pumps
which supplied him with air, and Cato managed
the boat. The two Brandons learned their parts
rapidly, and Louis, who had the hardest task,
improved so quickly, and caught the idea of the
work so readily, that Brocket enthusiastically
assured him that he was a natural-born diver.

All this time Brandon was quietly making ar-
rangements for a vovage. He gradually obtainel
every thing which might by any possibility be re-
quired, and which he found out by long delibera-
tions with Frank and by hints which he gained
by well-managed questions to Brocket.

Thus. the months of May and June passed un-
til at length they were ready to start.
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CHAPTER XXIIL
THE ISLET OF BANTA CRUZ.

It was July when Brandon left New York
for San Salvador.

He had purchased a beautiful little schooner,
which he had fitted up like a gentleman’s yacht,
and,stored with all the articles which might be
needed. Im cruising about the Bahama Isles
he intended to let it be supposed that he was
traveling for pleasure. True, the month of July
was not the time of the year which pleasure-seek-
ers would choose for sailing in the West Indies,
but of this he did not take muth thought.

The way to the Bahama Isles was easy. They
stopped for a while at Nassau, and then went 10 ;
San Salvador.

The first part of the New World which Co—w

lambus discovered is now but seldom visited, and :
few inhabitants are found there.  Only six hun- ;
dred people dwell upon it, and these have in
general but little mtelhgence On reaching this |
place Brandon sailed to the harbor which Co-'
lumbus entered, and made many inquiries about
that immortal landmg Traditions still survived
among the people, and all were glad to show the’
rich Englishman the lions of the place.

He was thus enabled to make inquiries with-
out exciting suspicion about the islands lying to
the north. He was informed that about four.
leagues north there was an island named Guahi, |
and as there was no island known in that direc- |
tion named Santa Cruz, Brandon thought that ;
this might be the one. "He asked if there were
eny small islets or sand-banks neuar there, but
no one could tell him. Having gained all the !
information that he could he pursued his voyage.

In that hot season there was but little wind.
The seas were visited by profound calms which
continued long and rendered navigation slow and .
tedious. Sometimes, to prevent themselves from
being swept away by the currents, they had to !
cast anchor. At other times thew were forced
to keep in close by the shore. They waited till’
the night came on, and then, putting out the
sweeps, they rowed the yacht slowly along. I

1t was the middie-of Fuly béfore they reached
the island of Guahi, which Brandon thought
might be Santa Lruz If so, then one league
due north of this there ought to be the islet of |
the Three Ncedles. Upon the discovery of that '
would depend their fate.

It was evening when they reached the south-"
ern shore of Guahi. Now was the time when|
all the future depended upon the fact of the ex-
istence of an islet to the north. That night on |
the south shore was passed in deep anxiety. |
They rowed the vessel on with their sweeps, but |
the island was too large to be passed in oue |
night. Mommg came, and still they rowed. ’

The morning passed, and the hot sun bumed
down upon them, yet they still toiled on, seeking |
to pass beyond a point which lay ahead, 0 as to |
see the open water to the north, Graduall\ they
neared it, and the sea-view in front opened ap |
more and more widely. There was nothing buc

over all the space that lay one league to the north.
They sounded as they went, but found only deep
water. 'They looked all around, but found not
80 much as the smallest point of land above the
surface of the ocean.

‘That evening they cast anchor and went ashore
at the island of Guahi to see if any one knew of

_other islands among which might be found one

named Santa Cruz. ‘Their disappointment was
profound. Brandon for a while thought that
perhaps some other San Salvador was meant in
the letter. This very idea had occmired to him
before, and he had made himself acquainted with

" all the places of that name that existed. None

of them seemed, however, to answer the require-
ments of the writing. Some must have gained
i the name since ; others were so situated that no

 island could be 'mentioned as lying to the north.

On the whole, it seemed to him that this San
Salvador of Columbus could alone be mentioned.
It was alluded to as a well-known place, of which
particular description was unnecessary, and no
other place at that day had this character except
the one on which he had decided.

One hope yet remained,a faint one, but still a
hope, and this might yvet be realized. It was
that Guahi was not Santa Cruz; but that some
other island lay about here, which might be con-
sidered as north from Xan Salvador. This could
be ascertained here in Guahi better perhaps than
any where else. With this faint hope he landed.

Guahi is only a small island, and there are but
few inhabitants upon it, who support themselves
" partly by fishing. In this delightful climate theic
wants are not numerous, and the rich soil pio-
» dnces almost any thing which they desire. 'I'lie
. fish about here are not plentiful, and what they
| catch have to be sought for at a long distance off.

‘¢ Are.there any other islands near this ?” asked
Brandon of some people whom he met on land-
mg

‘*Not very near.’

“Which 1s the nearest ?”

¢ Kan-Nalvador.”

‘* Are there any others in about this latitude ?”

“Well, there 18 a small one’ about twclve
leagues cast. There are no people on it though.”

“*What is its name ?”

‘¢ Santa-Cruz.”

Brandon's heart beat fast -at the sound of that
name. It must be s0. It must be the island
“ which 'he sought. ‘It lay to the nerth of San
Salvador, and its name was Nanta Cruz.

‘“It'is not down on the charts ?”

**No. Itisonly a small islet.”

Another confirmation, for the message said
plainly an islet, whereas Guahi was an island.

“ How large is it ?”

B “Oh perhaps. & mile- or a.mile and a balf
ong.”

‘e Is there any other island near it ?™

¢“I don's know.’

‘‘ Have you ever been there "

e NO »

Plainly no further mformamm could be gath-
ered here. It was enough to have hope strength-

K L R et e bt P T

water. More and more of the view exposed it- | ened and an additional chance for success, Bran-
self, until at last the whole horizon was visible. : don obtained as near as pos~itde the exact direc-
Yet there was no land there—no island—no sign ' tion of Santa ('ruz. and, going back to the yacht,
of those three rocks which they longed so much ' took advantage of the light breeze which still was
to tind, blowing and set sail.

A light wind arose which enabled them tosail . Night came on very dark, but the breeze still

e
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¢“ AN ISLAND COVERED WITH PALM-TREES LAY THERE.”

continued to send its light breath, and before this
the vessel gently glided on. Not a thing could
be scen in that intense darkness. Toward morn-
ing Louis Brandon, who had remained up all
night in his deep anxiety, tried to pierce through
the gloom as he strained his eves, and seemed as
thoagh he would force the darkness to reveal that
\kvhich he sought. But the darkness gave no to-
en.

Not Columbus himself, when looking out over
these waters, gazed with greater eagerness, nor
did his heart beat with greater anxiety of sus-
pense, than that which Brandon felt as his vessel
glided slowly through the dark waters,-the same
over which Columbus had passed, and moved
amidst the impenetrable gloom. But the long
night of suspense glidedby at last ; the darkness
faded, and the dawn came.

Frank Brandon, on ‘waking about sunfise,
came up and saw his brother looking with fixed
intensity of gaze at something directly in front.
He turned to see what it might be.

An island covered with palm-trees lay there.
Its extgnt was' small, but it was filled with the
rich verdure of the tropics. The gentle breeze
ruffled the waters, but did not altogether efface
the reflection of that beautiful islet. hS

Louis pointed toward the northeast.

Frank looked.

It seemed to be about two miles away, It wax
a low sand island about a quarter of a mile long.
From its surface projected three rocks thin ani
sharp. They were at unequal distances from
each other, and in the middle of the islet. The
tallest one might have been about twelve feet in
height, the others eight and ten {eet respectively.

Louis and Frank exchanged one long look, but
said notaword. That look was an elogueiit one.

This then was unmistakably the place of their
search.

T'ke islet with the three rocks like needles lving
north of ¥anta Cruz. One league due north of
this was the spot where now rested all their hope-.

The island of Santa Cruz was, as had been
told them, not more than a mile and a half in
length, the sand island with the needles lay about
two miles north of it. On the side of Santa
Cruz which lay nearest to them wgs a small cove
just large enough for the yacht. Here, after
some delay, they were able to enter and land.

The tall trees that covered the island rose over
beautiful glades and grassy slopes. Too small
and too remote to give suppost to any number
of inhabitants, it had never been tonched by the
hand of man, but staod before them in all that
pristine beauty with which nature had first en-
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dowed it. It reminded Brandon in some degree
of that African island where he had passed some
time with Beatrite. 'The recollection of this
brought over him an intolerable melancholy, and
made the very beauty of this island painful to
him. Yet hope was now strong within his heart,
and as he traversed its extent his eye wandered
about in search of places where he might be able
to conceal the treasure that lay under the sea, if
he were ever able to recover it from its present
place. The island afforded many spots which
were well adapted to such a purpose.

In the centre of the island a rock jutted up,
which was bald and flat on its summit. On the
western side it showed a precipice of some forty
or fifty feet in height, and on the eastern side it
descended to the water in a steep slope. The
tall trees which grew all around shrouded it from
the view of those at sea, but allowed the sea
to be visible on every side. Climbing to this
place, they saw something which showed them
that they could not hope to carry on any opera-
tions for that day.

On the other side of the island, about ten
miles from the shore, there lay a large brig be-
calmed. It looked like one of those vessels that
are in the trade between the United States and
the West Indies. As long as that vessel was
in the neighborhood it would not do even to
make a beginning, nor did Brandon care about
letting his yacht be seen. Whatever he did he
wished to do secretly.

‘The brig continued in sight all day, and they
remained on the island. ‘Toward evening they
took the small boat and rowed out to the sand-
bank which they called Needle Islet. It was
merely a low spit of sand, with these three sin-
gularly-shaped rocks projecting upward. ‘There
was nothing else whatever to be seen upon it.
The moon came up as thev stood there, and
their eves wandered involuntarily to the north,
to that place, a league away, where the treasure
lay beneath the waters. s

—_———

CHAPTER XXIIIL
THE OCEAN DEPTHS.

THE next morning dawned and Brandon hur-
ried to the rock and looked around. During the
night a slight wind had sprung up, and was still
gently breathing. Far over the wide sex there
was not a sail to be seen. The brig had passed
away. They were finally left to themselves.:

Now at last the time of trial had come. They
were eager to make the attempt, and soon the
yacht was unmoored, and moved slowly out to sea
in the direction of Needle Island. A light breeze
still blew fitfully, but promised at any moment to
stop: vet while it lasted they passed onward nn-
def its gentle impulse, and so gradually reached
Needle Island. and wént on into the sea bevond.

Before they had come to the spot which they

" about thirty pounds.
. one foot ;
'to use it to inhale air beneath the water:

, Frank waited in deep ruspense.

:which was fastened around his neck.
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dinary feelings were completely obliterated. Aft-
er two hours of steady labor they at last reached
a place which seemed to them to be exactly one
leagne due north of Needle Islet. Looking back
they saw that the rocks on the island seemed from
this distance closer together, and thinner and
sharper, so that they actually bore a greater re-
semblance to needles from this point than to any
thing else.

Here they sounded. The water was fifteen
fathoms deep—not so great a depth as they had
feared. Then they put down the anchor, for
although there was no wind, yet the yacht Mht
be caught in some current, and drift gradually
away from the right position.

The small boat had all this time been floating
astern with the pumping apparatus in it, so that
the adventurous diver might readily be accompa-
nied in his search and his wanderings at the bot-
tom of the sea.

But there was the prospect that this search
would be long and arduous, and Brandon was not
willing to exhaust himself too soon. He had al-
ready resolved that the first exploration should
be made by Asgeelo. The Hindu had followed
Brandon in all his wanderings with that silent
submission and perfect devotion which is more
common among Hindus than any other people.
He had the air of one who was satisfied with
obeying his master, and did not ask the end of
any commands which might be given. He was
aware that they were about to explore the ocean

- depths, but showed no cariosity about the object

of their search. It was Brandon's purpose to
send him’down first at different points, so that
he might see if there was any thing there which
looked like what they sought,

Asgeelo—or Cato, as Brandon commonly calied

‘him~—had made those simple preparations which

are common among his class—the apparatus
which the pearl-divers have used ever since peatl-
diving first commenced. T'welve or fifteen stones
were in the boat, a flask of oil, and a sponge
These
were all that he required. Each stone weighed
One of these he tied around
he saturated the sponge with oil, so as
and
then, standing on the edge of the boat and fling-
ing his arms straight up over his head, he leaped
into the warer and went down feet foremost.
(Ower the smooth water the ripples flowed from
the spot where Asgeelo had disappeared, extend-
ing in successive concentric ‘circles, and radiating
in long undulations far and wide. Louis and
Asgeelo re-
mained lorg beneath the water, but to them the
time seemed frightful in its duration. Profound
anxiety began to mingle with the suspense, for fear

“lest the faithful servant in his devotion had over-
-rated his powers—lest the disuse of his early

wished to attain the breeze had ditd out, and they 1

were compelled to take to the oars.
early in the morning the sun was burning hot,
the work was laborious, and the progress was
slow.  Yet not a murmur was heard. nor did a
single thought of fatigue enter the minds of any
of them? One idea only was present—one so

overwhelming that all lesser thoughts and all or- ;-

'Although ‘

practice had weakened his skill—lest the weight
bound to his foot had dragged him down and
kept him there forever.

At last, when she suspense had become intoler-
able and the two had already begun to exchange

: glances almost of despair, a plash was heard, and

. Asgeelo emerged far to the right.

He struck out

: strongly toward the boat, which was at once rowed

toward him. In a few minutes he was taken in.
He did not appear to be much exhausted.
He had seen nothing.
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‘‘ A DARK, SI“WY ARM IXERGBD FROM BENEATH, ARMED WITH A LOKNG, LLE" KXIFE,’

They then rowed about a hundred yards fur- |
ther, and Asgeelo prepared to descend once more.
He aueezed the oil ont of the sponge and re- |

it again. But this time he took a knife
in his hand.

They were talking as usual, not etpectingth_nh& -

would reappear for some minates; When suddenly
8 ,and Asgeelo’s head emerged
from the water not more than twenty yards from
the boat. He was swimming with one hand, and

“What is that for ?” asked Frank and Louis. |in the other he held an uplifted knife, which he
¢‘Sharks!” answered Cato, in a terrible tone. mccusronallv brandished in the air and splashed

At this Louis and Frank exchanged glances.
Could they let.this devoted servant thus tempt so
tcrrible a death ?

*“Did you see any sharks ?” asked Loms

‘¢ No, Sahib.”

o W'hy do you fear them, then ?”

¢“] don't fear them, Sshib.”

““Why do you take this knife ?"”

" *“One may come, Sahib.”

After some hesitation Asgeelo was allowed to - ‘

go. As before he plunged inio the water, and |

re underneath quite as long; but now they |

familiarized with his | powers and the

was not so dreadful. At the expiration

of the usual time he reappeared, and on being

taken into the boat he again announced that he
had seen nothing.

They now rowed a hundred yards farther on
in the same direction, toward the east. and Asx-
geelo made another descent. He came back with
the same result.

It began to grow dn-wouragmg but Asgeclo

was not vet fatigued, and they therefore determ- .

ined o let him work as long as he was able.

He went down seven times more. They still

kept the boat on toward the east till the linesof

‘‘ needles™ on the sand island had become thrown |
farther apart and stood at long distances. As- .
geelo came up each time unsuccessful.

! as if he chose to stay there.

in the water.
Immediately the cause of this became manifest.

! Just behind him a sharp black fin appeared cut-

ting the surface of the water.

It was a shark! But the monster, a coward
like all his tribe, deterred by the plashing of the.
water made by Asgeelo, circled round him and
hesitated to seize his prey. .

The moment was frightful. | Yet Asgeelo ap-
peared not in the least alarmed. He swam slow-
| Iy, occasionally turmng his .hcnd and watching
the monster, seemmg by his edsy dexterity to be
nlmost as much in his native ekmnt as his pur-

. suer, keeping his eyes fixed on him and holding
- his knife in a firm clasp.

The knife was a long,
keen blade, which Asgeelo had carried with him

“for years,

Louis and Frank could do nothing. A pistol
ball could not reach this monster, who kej.t him-
self under the water, where a ball would be spent
before striking him, if indeed any aim couid di-
fect a bullet toward that swift darting figure.
They had nothing to do but to look on in an
agony of horror,

Asgeelo, compelled to watch,

to guard, to

\splash the water, and to turn frequently, made

, but a slow passage over those twenty vards which
sepcmed him from the boat. At last it seemed
It reemed to those

Hc at last went down for the eleventh time. | who watched him with such awfal horror that he

S
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might have escaped had lte chosen, but that he
had some idea of voluntarily emcountering the
monster. This became evident at last, as the
shark passed befare him when they saw Asgeelo’s
face turned toward it; a face full of fierce hate
and vengeance; a face such as one turns toward
some mortal enemy.

He made a quick, fierce stroke with his long |
knife. ‘The shark gave a leap upward. The
water was tinged with blood. The next moment
A~,,eelu went down.

‘* What now ?” was the thought of the brothers. '
Had he been dragged down? Impossible! And |
vet it seemed equally impossible that he could '

ave gone down of his own accord.

In a moment their suspense was ended. AI
white flash appeared near the'surface. The next |
instant a dark, sinewy arm emerged from be-!
neath, armed with a long, keen knife, which;
seemed to tear down with one tremendous stroke
that white, shining surface. !

It was Asgeelo’s head that emerged in a sea of |
blood and foam. Triumph was in his dark face,
as with one hand he waved his knife exultantly.

A few moments afterward the form of a gigan- '
tic shark floated upward to ihe surface, dyeing
the sea with the blood which had issued trom the '
stroke dealt by Asgeclo. Not vet, however, was .
the vindictive fury of the Hindu satiated. * He
swam up to it. He dashed his knife over and
over the white belly till it became a hideous
mass of gaping entrails. Then he came into the |
boat,

He sat down a hideoas figure. Blood covered
his tawny face, and the fury of his rage had not,
“Toft the features.

The strength which this I man had shown was!
tremendous, vet his quickness and agility even:
in the water had been commensurate with his |
strength. Brandon had once seen proofs of hm‘
courage in the dead bodies of the Malay pirates
which lay around him in the cabin ot thac ill-
fated Chinese ghip: but all that he had done
then was not to be compared to this.

They could not help asking him why he had |
not at once made his escape to ti¢ boat, xmtead
of staying to tight the monster.

Asgeelo's look was as gloomy as death as he
replied, : |

**They tore in pieces my son, Sahib—my only |
son—when he first went down. and I have to .
avenge him,
coast before I left it forever.
nut attack me; I attacked him.” 1

¢* If you saw one now would yoa attnck him ?”

**Yes, Nahib.”

Brandon expressed some apprehension, and
wished him not to risk his life.

But Asgeelo explained that a shark could be
successfully encountered by a skillfal swimmer.
‘'ie shark i§ long, and has to move about in &'
circle which is compafatively large; he is also a
coward, and a good swimmer can strike him if
he only chooses. Ile again repeated triumph-
antly ‘that he had killed more than a bundred to
avenge his son. ’

in his last venture A.sgeelo had been no more
successful than before. Needle Irland was now | i
to the southwest, and Brandon thought that:
their only chance was to try farther over toward '
the west, where they had not yet explored.

They rowed at once back to the point from '
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which they had set out, and then went on about
a Lundred and fifty yards to the west. From
this place, as they looked toward the islet, the
three rocks seemed s0 close together that they
appeared blended, and the three sharp, needle-
like points appeared to issue from one eommon
base. 'This circumstance had an

effect, for it seemed to the brothers as thongh
their ancestor might have looked upon those
"rocks from this point of view rather than from
! any other which had as yet come upon the field
' of their observation.-

This time Brandon himself resolved to
down; partly because he thought that Aageelo
' had worked long enough, and ought not to be
exhausted on that first day, and partly on ac-
count >f an intolerable impatience, and an eager-
ness to see for himself rather than intrust it to
| others.

There was the horror of the shark, which
| might have deterred any other man. It was a
danger which he had never taken into acoount.

\But the resalye of his soul was stronger than

| any fear, and he determined to face even this
dnngdr If he lost his life, he was indifferent.
Let it go! Life was not so precious to him as
to some others. Fearless by natare, he was or-
dinarily ready to run risks; but now the thing
that drew him onward was so vast in its import-
ance that he was willing to encounter peril of
any kind.

Frank was aware of the full extent of this new
danger, but he said nothing, nor did he attempt
in any way to dissuade hiz brother. He himself,
had he been able, would have gine down in his
I place ; but -as-he.was not able, he did not sap-
pose that his brother would hisitate.

The apparstus-was in the boat. The pump-
ing-machine was in the stefii; and this, with the
various sigmal-ropes, was managed bv Frank.
. Asgeelo rowed.  These arrangements had long
since been made. and they had practiced in this
way on the Hudson River.

Silently Brandon put on his diving armor.
The ropes and tubes were all carefully arranged.
The usual weight was attached to his belt, and
" he was slowly lowered down to the bottom of the
sea.

The bottom of the ocean was composed of a
smooth, even surface of fine sand and gravel,
-along which.Brandon moved without difficulty.

1 killed a hundred on the Malabar = ‘The cumbrous armor of the diver, which on land
That. shaFk did 1= =0 heav v, beneath the water loses its excessive

weight, nnd by steadving the wearer assists him
{towalk. The water wax marvelously transparent,
‘s is usually the case in the southern seas, and

»thmugh the glass plate in his helmet Brandom

! could look forward-to a greater distance than was
pomuhle in the Hudson.

Overhead he could see the bottom of the boat,
as it floared and moved i in the direction which
he wished z «ignals, which were comamunicated by
& rope which he held in his hand, told them whethi-
er to go forward or backward, to the right or to
the left, or to stop altogether. Practice had en-
-abled him to command, and them to obey, with

,ease.

Down in the depths to which he had descend-
, ed the water was always still, and the storms that
affected the surfuce never penetrated there. Bran-
; don learned this frum the delicate shells and the
still more delicate forms of marine plants which

[



o8

lay at his feet, so fragile m their structure, and
s0 delicately poised in their position, that they
must have formed themselves in deep, dead still-
ness and absolute motionlessness of waters. The
very movement which was caused by his passage
displaced them in all directions, and cast them
down every where in ruins. Here, in such depths
as these, if the sounding lead is cast it brings up
these fragile shells, and shows to the abserver what
profound calm must exist here, far away beneath
the ordinary vision of man.

Practice had enabled Brandon to move with
much ease. His breathing was without difficulty.
The first troubles arising from breathing this con-
fined air had long since been surmounted. One
tube ran down from the boat, through which the
fresh air was pushed, and another tube ran up a
little distance, through which the air passed and
left it in myriad bubbles that ascended to the sur-
face. .

He walked on, and soon came to a place where
things changed their appearance. Hard sand
was here, and on every side there arose curious-
ly-shaped coral structures, which resembled more
than any thing else a leafless forest. These coral
tree-like forms twisted their branches in strange
involations, and in some places formed a perfect
barrier of interlaced arms, so that he was forced
to make a detour in order to avoid them. The
chief fear here was that his tube might get en-
tangled among some of the loftier straggling
branches, and impede or retard his progress. To
avoid this caused much delay.

Now, among the coral rocks, the vegetation of
the lower sea began to appear of more vivid col-
ors and of far greater variety than any which he
had ever seen. Here were long plants which
clung to the coral like ivy, seeming to be a spe-
cies of marine parasite, and as it grew it throve
more lgxuriantly. Here were some which threw
out long arms, terminating in vast, broad, palm-
like leaves, the arms intertwined among the coral
branches and the leaves hanging downward. Here
were long streamers of fine, silk-like strings, that
were suspended from many a projecting branch,
and hillocks of spongy substance that looked like
moss. Here, too, were plants which threw forth
long, ribbon-like leaves of variegated color.

It was a forest under the sea, and it grew
denser at every step. -

At last his progress in this direction was term-

. inated by a rock which came from a southerly
direction, like a spur from the islands. It arose
to a height of about thirty feet overhead, and
descended gradually as it ran north. Brandon
turned aside, and walked by its base along its
entire extent. :

At its termination there arose a long vista,
where the ground ascended and an opening ap-
peared through this marine ‘“ forest.” On each
side the involuted corals flung their twisted arms
in more cuarious and intricate folds. The vege-
tation was denser, more luxuriant, and more
varied. Beneath him was a growth of tender
substance, hairy in texture, and of a delicate
green color, which looked more like lawn grass
of the upper world than any thing else in nature.

Brandon walked on, and even in the intense
desire of his soul to find what he sought he felt
himself overcome by the sublime influence of this
submarine world. He seemed to have intruded

into some other sphere, planting his rash foot- |
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steps where no foot of man had trodden before,
and using the resources of science to violate the
ballowed secrecy of awful nature in her most
hidden retreats. Here, above all things, his soul
was oppressed by the universal silence around.
Through that thick helmet, indeed, no sound
under a clap of thunder could be heard, and the
ringing of his ears would of itself have prevented
consciousness of any other noise, yet none the
less was he aware of the awful stillness; it was
silence that could be felt. In the sublimity of
that lonely pathway he felt what Hercules i3
imagined to have felt when passing to the under-
world after Cerberus,

_§tapent ubl undae segne torpescit fretum,

and half expected to hear some voice from the
dweller in this place:

t“Quo pergis audax? Siste prt;serentem gradum.”

* There came to him only such dwellers as he-
longed to the place. He saw them as he mowed
along. He saw them darting out from the hid- .
den penetralia around, moving swifdi across and
sometimes darting,in shoals before him. They
began to appear in such vast numbers that Bran-
don thought of that monster which lay a mangled
heap upon the surface above, and fancied that per-
haps his kindred were here waiting to avenge his
death. As this fear came full and well defined
before him he drew from his belt the knife which:
Asgeelo had given him, and Frank had urged
him to take, feeling himself less helpless if he
held this in his hand. .

The fishes moved about him, coming on in new °
and more startled crowds, some dashing past,
others darting upward, and others moving swift-
ly ahead. One large one was there with a train
of followers, which moved up and floated for a
moment directly in front of him, its large, staring
eyes seeming to view him in wonder, and solemn-
1y working its gills. But as Brandon came close
it gave a sudden turn and darted off with all its
attendants.

At last, amidst all these wonders, he saw far
ahead something which drove all other thoughts
away, whether of fear, or of danger, or of horror,
and filled all his soui with an overmastering pas-
sion of desire and hope.

It was a dark-object, too remote as yetsto be
distinctly visible, yet as it rose there his fancy
seemed to trace the outline of a ship, or what
might once have been & ship. The presentation
of his hope before him thus in what seemed like
a reality was too much. He stood still, and his
heart beat with fierce throbs.

The hope was so precious that for a time he
hesitated to advance, for fear lest the hope might
be dispelled forever. And then to fail at this
place, after so long a search, when he seemed to
have reached the end, would be an intolerable
grief. .-

There, too, was that strange pathway which
seemed made on purpose. How came it there?
He thought that perhaps the object lying befors
him might have caused some current which set
in there and prevented the growth of plants in
that place. These and many other thoughts -
came to him as he stood, unwilling to move.

But at last he conquered his feelings, and ad-
vanced. Hope grew strong within him. He
thought of the time on Coffin Island when, in like
manner, he had hesitated before a like object.

.
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Mig! ¢ not this, like that, turn out to be a ship ?
And now, by a strange revulsion, all his feelings
urged him on; hope was strong, suspense unen-
durable. Whatever that object was, he must
know.

It might indeed be a rock. Hg had
one shortly before, which had gradually declined
into the hottom of the sea ; this might be a con-
tinuation of the same, which after an interval
had arisen again from the bottom. It was long
and high at one end, and rounded forward at the
other. Such a shape was perfectly natural for a
rock. He tried to crush down hope, 30 as to be
prepared for disappointment. He tried to con-
vince himself that it must be & rock, and could
by no possibility be any thing else. Yet his ef-
forts were totally fruitless. Still the conviction
remained that it was a ship, and if so, it could
be no other than the one he sought.

As he went on all the marine vegetation
ceased. The coral rocks continued no further.
Now all around the bottom of the sea was flat,
and covered with fine gravel, like that which he
had touched when he first came down. .The
fishes had departed. The sense of solemnity left
him; only one thing was perceptible, and that
was the object toward which he walked.

And now he felt within him such an uncon-
trollable impulse that even if he had wished he
could neither have paused nor gone back. To
go forward was only possible. It seemed to him
as though some external influence had penetrated
his body, and forced him to move. Again, as

once before, he recalled the last words of his fa-.

ther, so well remembered : .

—*If in that other world to which I am go-
ing the disembodied spirit assist man, then
be sure, oh my son, I will assist you, and in the
crisis of your fate I will be near, if it is only to
communicate to your spirit what you ought to
d 0_"

It was Ralph Brandon who had said this.
Here in this object which lay before him, if it
were indeed the ship, he imagined the spirit of
another Ralph Brandon present, awaiting him.

Suddenly a dark shadow passed over his head,
which forced him involuntarily to look up. In
spite of his excitement a shudder passed through
him. Far overhead, at the surface of the sea,
the boat was floating. But half-way up were
- three dark objects moving slowly and le;ily along.

They were sharks.

To him, in his loneliness and weakness, nothing
ever seemed so menacing as these three demons
of the deep as he stared up at them. Had they
seen him ? that was now his thought. He clutch-
ed his knife in a firmer hold, feeling all the while
how utterly helpless he was, and shrinking away
into himself from the terror above. The mon-
sters moved leisarely about, at one time grazing
the tube, and sending down a vibration which
thrilled like an electric shock through him. For
a moment he thought that they were malignant-
ly tormenting him, and had done this on purpose
in order to send down to him a message of his
fute.

He waited. )

The time seemed endless. Yet at last the end
came. The sharks could not have seen him, for
they gradually moved away until they were out
of sight.

Brandon did not dare to advance for some

time. Yet now, since the spell of this presence
was removed, his horror left him, and his former
hope animated all his soul.

There lay that object before him. Could be
advance again after that warning? Dared he?

passed | This new realm into which he had ventured had

indeed those who were ready and able to inflict
a sudden and‘frightful vengeance upon the rash
intruder. He had passed safely among the hor-
rors of the coral forest; but here, on this platean,
could he hope to be so safe? Might not the
slightest movement on his part create a disturb-
ance of water sufficient to awaken the attention

of those departed enemies and bring them back?

This was his fear. But hope, and a resolute_

will, and a determination to risk all on this last
hazard, alike impelled him on. Danger now lay
every where, above as well as below. An ad-
vance was not more perilous than an ascent to

the boat. Taking comfort from this last thought ..
he moved onward with a steady, determined

step. .

Hope grew stronger ashe drew nearer. ‘The
dark mass gradually formed itself into a more
distinct outline. Thz uncertain lines defined
into more certain shape, and the resemblance to
a ship became greater and greater. He could
no longer resist the conviction that this maust be
a ship. )

Still he tried feebly to prepare for disappoint-
ment; and made faint fancies as to the reason
why a rock should be formed here in this shape.
All the time he scouted those fancies and felt as-
sured that it was not a rock. :

Nearer and nearer. Doubt no longer re-
mained. He stood close beside it. It was in-
deed a ship! Its sides rose high over head. Its
lofty stern stood up like a tower, after the fashion
of a ship of the days of Queen Elizabeth. The
masts had fallen and lay, encumbered with the
rigging, over the.side.

Brandon walked all around it, his heart beat-
ing fast, seeing at every step some new proof
that this must be no other, by any conceivable
possibility, than the one which he sought. On
reaching the bows he saw the outline of a bird
carved for the figure-head, and knew that this
maust be the Phoeniz.

He walked around. The bottom was sandy
and the ship had settled down to some depth.
Her sides were covered with fine dark shells,
like an incrustation, to a depth of an inch, mingled
with a short growth of a green, slimy sea-weed.

At last he could delay no longer. One of the
masts lay over the side, and this afforded an easy
way by which he could clamber upward upon the
deck.

In a few moments Brandon stood upon the
deck of the Phoenix.

The ship which had thus lain here through
centuries, saturated with water that had pene-
trated to its inmost fibre, still held together stur-
dily. Benpeath the sea the water itself bad acied
as a preservative, and retarded or prevented de-
cay. Brandon looked around as he stood there,
and thd light that came from above, where the
surface of the sea was now much nearer than be-
fore, showed him all-the extent of the ship.

‘The beams which supported the deck had lost
their stiffness and sunk downward; the masts,
as before stated, had toppled over for the same
reason, yielding to their own weight, which, as
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¢¢PHE MASTS HAD FALLEN AND LAY, ENCUMBERED WITH THE RIGGING, OVER THE SIDE.”

the vessel was slightly on one side, had gradnally
borne them down; the bowsprit also had fallen.
The hatchways had yielded, and, giving way, had
sunk down within the hold. The doors which
led into the cabin in the lofty poop were lving
prostrate on the deck. The large sky-light which
once had stood there had also followed the same
fate. B

Before going down Brandon had arranged a
signal to send to Frank in case h ship.
In his excitemen Tiot yet given it. ' Be-
fore venturing further lyrthought of this. But
he decided not to make the signal. The idea
came, and was rejected amidst a world of vary-
ing hopes and fears. He thought that if he was

! successfal he himself would be the best messen-
ger of success; and, if not, he would be the best
messenger of evil.

He advanced toward the cabin. Turning away
from the door he clambered upon the poop, and,
looking down, tried to see what depth there might
be beneath. He saw something which looked as
though it had on able. Slowly and

iousty hie let himself down through the open-
ing,.and his feet touched bottom. He moved
downward, and let his feet slide till they touched
the floor.

He was within the cabin.

The light here was almost equal to that with-
out, for the sky-light was very wide. The floor
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was sunken in like the deck of the ship. He
looked around to see where he might first search
for the treasure. - Suddenly his eye caught sight
of something which drove away every other
thought.

At one end was a seat, and there, propped up
against the wall, was a skeleton in a sitting pos-
ture. Around it was a belt with a sword at-
tached. The figure had partly twisted itself
round, but its head -and shoulders were so propped
up against thewall that it could not fall.

Brandon advanced, filled with a thousand emo-
tions. One hand was lying down in front. He
lifted it. There was a gold ring on the bony
finger. He took it off. In the dim light he saw,
cat in bold relief on this seal-ring, the crest of his
family—a Phenix.

It was his ancestor himself who was before him.

Here he had calmly taken his seat when the
ship was settling slowly down into the embrace
of the waters, Here he had taken his seat, calm-
ly and sternly, awaiting his death-—perhaps with

feeling of grim triumph that he could thus elnde
This was the man, and this the hand,
which had written the message that had drawn
the descendant here.

Such were the thoughts that passed through
Brandon's mind. He put the ring on his own
finger and turned away. His ancestor had sum-
moned-him hither; ¥nd here he was, Where was
the treasure that was promised 2/

Brandon’s impetience now rose to a fever.
Only one thought filled his mind. All around
the cabin were little rooms, into each of which he
Jooked. The doors had all fallen away. Yethe
saw nothing in any of them.

He stood for a moment in deep doubt. Where
could he look? Could he venture down into the
dark hold and explore? How could he hope to
find any thing there, amidst the ruins of that in-
terior where guns and chains lay, perbaps all min-
gled together where they had fallen? It would
need a longer time to find it than he had at first
supposed. Yet would he falter? No! Rather
than give up he would pass years here, till he had
dismembered the whole ship and strewn every
particle of her piecemeal over the bottom of the
sea, Yet he had hoped to solve the whole mys-
tery at the first visit; and now, since he saw no
sign of any thing like treasure, he was for a while
at a loss what to do.

His ancestor had summoned him, and he had
come. Where was the treasure? Where? Why
could not that figure arise and show him ?

Such were his thoughts. Yet these thoughts,
the result of excitement that was now a frenzy,
soon gave rise to others that were calmer.

~He reflected that perhaps some other feeling
than what he had at first imagined might have
inspired that grim old Englishman when he took
his seat there and chose to drown on that seat
rather than move away. Some other feeling,
and what feeling? Some feeling which must
have been the strongest in his heart. What was
that? The one which had inspired the message,
the desire to secure still more that treasure for
which he had toiled and fought. His last act
was to send the message, why should he not have
still borne that thought in his mind and carried
it till he died ? v

The skeleton was at one end, supported by the
wall. Two posts projected on each side. A
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heavy oaken chair stood there, which had once
perhaps been fastened to the floor. Brandon
thought that he would first examine that wall
Perhaps there might be some opgning there.

He took the skeleton in his arms reverently,
and proceeded fo lift it from the chair; He could
not. He looked more narrowly, and saw a chain
which had been fastened around it and bound it
to the chair. :

What was the meaning of this? Had the
crew matinied, bound the captain, and rum?
Had the Spaniards seized the ship after all?
Had they recovered the spoil, and punished in
this way the plundcrer of three galleons, by bind-
ing him here to the chair, scuttling the ship, and
sending him down to the bottom of the sea ?

The idea of the possibility of this made Bran-
don sick with anxiety. He pulled the chair
away, put it on one side, and began to examine

‘the wooden wall by running his hand along it.

There was nothing whatever perceptible. The
wall was on the side farthest from the stern, and
almost amidships. He pounded it, and, by the.
feeling, knew that it was hollow behind. He
walked to the door which was on one side, and
passed in behind this very wall. There was no-
thing there. .It had onoe perhaps been used as
part of the cabin. He came back disconsolately,

;x:ei stood on the very place where the chair had *

n.

“‘Let me be calm,” he said tohimself ¢ This
enterprise is hopel Yes, the Spaniards cap-
tured the ship, recovered the treasure, and
drowned my ancestor. Let me not be deceived.
Let me cast away hope, and search here without
any idle expectation.” ‘

Suddenly as he thought he felt the floor gradu-
ally givicg way beneath him. He started, but
before he could move.or even think in what di-
rection to go'the floor sauk in, and he at once
sank with it downward. :

Had it not been that the tube was of ample ex-
tent, and had been carefully managed so as to
guard against any abrupt descent among rocks at
the bottom of the sea, this sudden fall might have
ended Brandon's career forever. As it was he
only sank quickly, but without accident, antil his
breast was on & level with the cabin floor.

In 2 moment the truth flashed upon him. He
had been standing on a trap-door which opened
from the cabin floor into the hold of the ship.
Orver this trap-door old Ralph Bragdon had
seated and bound himself. as it to guard the
treasure? Was it that he might await his de-
scendant, and thus silently indicate to him the
place where he must look ?

And now the fever of Brandon’s conflicting
hope and fear grew more intense than it had ever
yet been through all this day of days. He stooped
down to feel what it was lay under his feet.
His hands grasped something, the very touch of
which sent a thrill sharp and sudden through
eveF fibre of his being. i

hey were metallic bars!

He rose up again overcome. He hardly dared
to take one up so as to see what it might be.
For the actual sight would realize hope or destroy
it forever.

Once more he stooped down. Ina sort of fary
he grasped a barin each hand and raised it ap to
the light.

Down under the sea the action of water had




NS

* more fearo He bound the 7
- end of, the signal-line, added to it a bar of gold,”
and claml
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not destroyed the color of those bars which he
held up in the dim light that came throngk the
waters. The dull yellow of those rough ingots
seemed to gleam with dazzling brightness before
his bewildered eyes, and filled his whole soul with
a torrent of rapture and of trinmph.

His emotions overcame him. ‘The bars of gold
fell down from his trembling hands. He sank
back and leaned against the wall.

But what was it that lay under his feet? What
were all these bars? Were theyall gold? Was
this indeed all here—the plunder of the Spanish
treasure-ships—the wealth which might purchase
a kingdom—the treasure equal to an empire’s
revenue—the gold and jewels in countless
store ? :

A few moments of ite were needed in or-
der to overcome the ous conflict of feel-
ing which raged within his breast. Then once4
more he stooped down. His outstretched hand
felt over all this space which thus was piled up
with treasure. -

It was about four feet square. The ingots lay
in the centre. Around the sides were boxes.
One of these he took out. It was made of thick
oaken plank, and was about ten inches long and
eight wide. The rusty nails gave bat little re-
sistance, and the iron bands which once bound
;1‘1;1? peeled off at a touch. He Gpened the

Inside was a casket.
= He tore open the casket.

It was Filled with jewels ! ™

His ‘work was ended. No, more search, no
et tightly to the

: bered to the deck. -

He cast off the weight that was at his waist,
which he also fastened to the line, and let it go.

Freed from the weight he rose buoyantly to
the top of the water. >

The boat pulled rapidly toward him and took
him in. As he removed his helmet he saw
Frank's eyes fixed on his in mute inquiry. His

. fllce was ashen, his lips bloodl

Louis smiled. -
‘‘ Heavens!” cried Frank, ‘can it be?”
¢ Pull up the signal-line and see for yourself,”

was the answer. »
And, as Frank pulled, Louis uttered a cry
which made him look up.

Louis pointed to the suh. *‘Good God! what
a time I must have been down !”

“Time!” said Frank. ‘Don't say time—it
was eternity !”

————

CHAPTER XXIV.
BEATRICE’S JOURNAL,

Beaxvox Harw

September 1, 1848.—Paolo Langhetti-used to
say that it was useful to keep a diary; not one
from day to day, for each day’s events are gen-
erally trivial, and therefore not worthy of record ;
but rather a statement in full of more important
events in one’s life, which may be turned to in
later years. I wish I had begun this sizteen
months ago, when I first came here. How fall
would have been my melancholy record by this

time ! }
Where shall I begin?

Of course, with my arrival here, for that is the
time when we separated. There is no need for
me to put down in writing the events that took
place when ke was with me. Not a word that
he ever speie, not a look that he ever gave, has
escaped my memory. This m#ch I may, set
down here.

Alas! the shadow of the African forest fall
deeply and darkly upon me. Am I stronger
than other women, or weaker? I know not.
Yet I can be calm while my heart is breaking.
Yes, I am at once stronger and weaker ; 80 weak
that my heart breaks, so strong that I can hide
it.

I will begin from the time of my arrival here.

I came knowing wéll who the man was and
what he was whom I had for my father. I
came with every word of that despairing voyager
ringing in my ears—that cry from the drifting
Vishnu, where Despard laid down to die. How
is it that his very name thrills through me? I
am nothing to him. I am one of the hateful
brood of murderers. A Thug was my father—
and my mother who? And who am I, and
what ?

At least my soul is not his, though I am his
daughter. My soul is myself, and life on earth
can not last forever. Mereafter I may stand
where that man may never approach.

How can I ever forget the first sight which I
had of my father, who before I saw him had
become to me as abhorrent as a demon! I came
up in the coach to the door of the Hall and looked
out. On the broad piazza there were two men;
one was gitting, the other standing.

The one who was standing was somewhat eld-
erly, with a broad, fat face, which expressed no-
thing in particular but vulgar good-nature. He
was dressed in black; and looked like a serious
butler, or perhaps still more like some of the
Dissenting ministers whom I have seen.* He
stood with his hands in his pockets, looking at
me with a vacant smile.

The other man was younger, not over thirty.
He was thin, and looked pale from dissipation.
His face was covered with spots, his eyes were
gray, his eyelashes white. He was smoking a
very large pipe, and a tumbler of some kind of
drink stood on the stone pavement at his feet.
He stared at me between the puffs of his pipe,
and neither moved nor spoke.

If T had not already tasted the bitterness
of despair I should have tasted it as I saw these
men. Something told me that they were my
father and brother. My very soul sickened at
the sight—the memory of Despard’s words came
back—and- if it had been possible to have felt
any tender natural affection for them, this racol-
lection would have destroyed it.

¢ I wish to see Mr. Potts,” said I, coldly.

My father stared at me.

¢ I'm Mr. Potts,” he answered.

¢ I am Beatrice,” said I; *“I have just arrived
from China.”

By this time the driver had opened the door,
and I got out and walked up on the piazza.

‘¢ Johnnie,"” exclaimed my father, ‘‘ what the
devil is the meaning of this ?”

¢ Gad, I don’t know,” returned John, with a
puff of smoke. :

¢“Didn't you say she was drowned off the-

African coast ?”

[
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¢] saw 50 in the news

¢ Didn't you tell me about t.heialoon rescning
her €om the pxrutes, and then getting wrecked
with all on board ?”’

¢ Yes, but then there was a girl that escaped.”

, *Oh ho!” said my father, wittha long whistle,
T dign't know that.”

He turned and lboked at me hastily, bat in deep
perplexity.

¢*So you're the girl, are you ?” said he at last.

¢I am your danghter,” I answered.

1saw lum look at Jobn, who winked in return.

He walked up and down for a few minates,
and at last stopped and looked at me again.
““That's all very well,” said he at last, ** but how
do I know that yonretheparty? Have you any
proof of this?”

[13 N ” .

“You ha.ve nothmg but your own statement?”

1 No

‘¢ And you may be an impostor. Mind you—
I'm a magistrate—and you'd better be careful.”

¢ You can do what you choose, " said I, coldly

*“No, I car’t. In this Rountry a man can’t
do what he chooses.”

I was silent. «

¢¢ Johnnie,” said‘my father, “IMm have to leave
her to you. You arrange it.”

John looked at me lazily, still smoking, and
for some time saxd nothing.

‘I suppose,” said he at last, ‘‘ youn've got to
put it through. You began it, you Lnﬂgﬂ You
would send for her. I never saw the usé of it.”

“ But do you think this is the party ?” .

¢QOh, I dare say. It don’t make Buy differ-
ence any way. Nobody would take the trouble
to come to yoa with a sham story.”

““ That's a fact,” said my father.

¢So I don’t see but you've got to take her.”

‘Well,” said my father, *“if you think so,
why all right.”

‘1 don’t think any thing of the kind,” returned
John, snappishly. ‘‘I only think that she’s the

party you sent for.”

*Oh, well, it’s all the same,” said my father,
who then turned to me again,

* If you're the girl,” he said, “you can get in.
Hunt up Mrs Compton, and she’ll take charge

of you.

Compton! At the mention of that name a
thudder passed through me. She had been in
the family of the murdered man, and had ever
since lived with his murderer. I went in with-
out & word, prepared for the worst, and expect-
ing to see some evil-faced woman, fit’ “coppanion
for the pair outside,

A servant was passing along.
Mrs. Compton ?” I asked.

“Somewhere or other, 1s suppow,
the man, and went on.

I stood quietly. Had I not been prepared for
some such thing as #his I might perhaps have
tbroken down under grief, but I had read the
MS., 4nd nothing could surprise or wound me.

I waited there for nearly half an hour, dur-
ing which time no notice was taken of me. I
heard my father and John walk down the piazza
steps and go-away. They had evidently forgot-
ten all about me. At last a man came toward
the door who did not look like a servant. He
was dressed in black. He was a slender, pale,
shambling man, with thin, light hair, and a far-

¢ Where is

growled
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tive eye and a weary face. He did not look like

one who would insult me, so I asked him where

I could find Mrs. Compton.

He started as I spoke and looked at me in
wonder, yet respectfully.

¢“1 have just come from China,” said I, *and
my father told me to find Mrs. Compton.”

He looked at me for some time without speak-
":lg aword. I began to think that he was imbe-
cile.

“& you are Mr. Pottss danghter,” said he
at last, in a thin, weak voice., ‘‘I—I didn’t
know that you had come—I—I knew that he
was expecting you—but heard you were Jost at.
sea— Mrs. Compton—yes—oh yes—I'll show
you where you can find Mrs. Compton.”

He was embarrassed; yet not unkind. There
was wonder in his face, as though he was sur--
prised at my appearance. Perhaps it was be-
canse he found me so unlike my father. He
walked toward the great stairs, from time to
time turning his head to look at me, and®scend-
ed them. I followed, and af.er going to the
third story we came to & room.

‘“That's the place,” said he.

He then turned, without replying to my
thanks, and left me. I knocked at the door.
After some delay it was opened, and I went in.
A thin, pale woman was there. Her bair was
perfectly white. Her face was marked by the
traces of great grief and suffering, yet overspread
by an expression of g gentleness and
sweetness. She looked like one of these women
who live lives of devotion for others, who suffer
out of the spirit of self-sacrifice, and count their
own comfort and happiness as nothing in com-
parison with that of those whom they love. My
heart warmed toward her at the first glance; I

saw that this place vould not be altogether cor-’

rupt since she was hefre.
“] am Mr. Potts’s danghter,” said I;

(X3 are
you Mrs. Compton 2"

She stood mate. An expression of deadly .

fear overspread her countenance, which seemed
to turn her white face to a grayish hue, and the
look that she gave me was such a look as one
may cast upon some object of mortal fear.

¢ You look alarmed,” said I, in surprise; ‘““and
why? Am I then so fnghrﬁ:l ”

She seized my hand and covered it with kisses.
"This new outburst surprised me as much as her
former fear. Idid not know whattodo. ‘‘Ah!
my sweet child, my dearest!” she murmaured.
¢ How did you come here, here of all places on
earth ?”

1 was touched bv the tenderness and sympathy
of her tone. It was full of the gentlest love.
‘‘How did you come here ?” I asked.

She started and turned on me her former lock
of fear.

“ Do not look at me s0,” said I, *‘dear Mrs.
Compton. Yon are timid. Do not be afraid of
me. Iam incapable of inspiring fear.” I pressed
her band.  ““ Let us say nothing more now abous
the place. We each seem to know what it is.
Since I find one like you living here it will nos
seem altogether a p! i

“Oh, doafcluld., whaz words are these? You
speak as if you knew all.”

‘;!{ know much,” said I, ‘‘ and I have suffered
mauch.

‘“ Ah, my dearest! you are too young and too
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beautiful to suffer.” An agony of sorrow came
over her face. ‘Then I saw upon it an expression
which I have often marked since, a strange strug-
gling desire to say something, which that excess-
ive and ever-present terror of hers made her in-
capable -of uttering, Some secret thought was
in her whole* face, but her faltering tongue was
paralyzed.and could not divulge it.

She turned away with a deep sigh. I looked
at her with much interest. £he was not the wo-
man I expected to find. Her face and voice
won my heart. She was certainly vne to be trust-
ed. But still there was this mysiery about her.

Nothing could exceed her kindness and tender-
mess. She arranged my room. the did every
thing that could be done to give it an.air of com-
fort. It was a very luxuriously furnished cham-
ber. All the house was lordly in its style and
arrangements. 'That first night 1 slept the sleep
of the weary. e

The next day I spent in my room, occupied
with my own sad thoughts. At about three in
the afternoon I saw Aim come up the avenue.
My heart throbbed violently. My eyes were
riveted upon that well-known face, how loved!
how dear! In vain I tried to conjecture the rea-
son why he should come. W& it to:strike the
first blow in his just, his implacéible vengeance?
I longed that I might receive that blow. Any
thing that came from Aim would be sweet.

He staid a long time and then left. What
passed: I can not conjecture. Baut it had evident-
ly been an agreeable visit to my father, for I

- heard him laughing uproariously on the piazza

about something not long after he had gone.

1 have not seen him since.

For several weeks I scarcely moved from my
room. I ate with Mrs. Compton. Her reserve
was im le. It was with painful fear and
trembling she touched upon any thing con-
nected with the affairs of the house or the family.
I saw it and spared her. Poor thing, she has al-
ways been too timid for such a life as this.

At the end of a month I began to think that I
«could live here in a state of obscurity without

.~ being molested. Strange that & daughter's feel-

ings toward a fathet and brother should be those
of horror, and that her desire with reference to
them should be nierely to keep out of their sight.
I had no occupation, and needed none, for I had
my thoughts and my memories. These memo-
ries were bitter, yet sweet. I took the sweet,
#hd tried to solace myself with them.” The days
are gone forever; no longer does the sea spread
wide; no longer can I hear his voice; I can
hold him in my arms no more; yet I can re-
member—
¢ PDas siisseste Glick fir die tranernde Brust,
Nach der schonen Liebe verschwundener Lust,
Sind der Liebe Schmerzen und Klagen.”
°I think I had lived this sort of life for three
months without seeing either my father or

- Jbrother,

At the end of that time my father sent for me.
He informed me that he intended to give a grand
entertainment to the county families, and wanted
me to do the honors. He had ordered dress-

makers for me ; he wished me to wear some jew-.

els which he had in the hounse, and informed me
that it would be the grandest thing of the kind
that had ever taken place. Fire-works were go-
ing to be let off; the grounds were to be illumin-

-

»
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ated, and nothing that money could effect would
be spared to render it the most splendid festival
that could be imagined. ) - <o

I did as he said. The dress-makers came, and
I allowed them to array me as they chose. My
father informed me that he would not give me
the jewels till the time came, hinting a fear that
I might steal them.

At last the evening arrived. Invitations had
been sent every where. It was expected that
the house would be crowded. My father even
ventured to make a personal request that I would
adorn myself as well as possible. I did the best
1 could, and went to the drawing-room to receive
the expected crowds.

The hour came and passed, but no one ap-

My father looked a little troubled, but
e and John waited in the drawing-room. Serv-
ants were sent down to see if any one was ap-

proaching. An hour passed. My father looked .

deeply enraged. Two hours passed. Still no
onecame. Three hours X waited calm-~
ly, but my father and John, who had all the
time been drinking freely, became farious. It
was now midnight, and all hope had left them.
They had been treated with scorn by the whole
county. .

The servants were laughing at my father’s dis-
grace. The proud array in the different rooms
was all a mockery. The elaborate fire-works
could nof be used. . -

My father turned his eyes, inflamed by anger
and strong drink, toward me. .

¢ She's a d——d bad investment,” F heard
him say.

1 told you so,” said John, who did not deign
to look at me; ‘‘but you were determined.”

They then sat drinking in gilence for some -

time, : .
““Sold!” said my father, suddenly, with an
oath. -
John made no reply. .
¢I thought the county would take to her.
She’s one of their own sort,” my father muttered.
¢¢ If it weren’t for you they might,” said John;
‘' but they ain’t overfond of her dear father.”
“ But I sent out the irvites in her name.”
¢ No go anyhow.” - :
¢¢1 thought I'd get in with them all right away,

o«

hobnob with lords and baronets, and maybe get

knighted on the spot.” .

John gave a long scream of laughter. * -

“You old fool!” he cried; ‘‘so that’s what
you're upto, is it? Sir John—ha, ha, ha! You'll
pever be made Sir John by parties, I'm afraid.”

*“Oh, don't you be too sure. - I'm not put
down. 111 try again,” he continued, after a
pause. ‘‘Next year I'll do it. Why, she'll mar-
1y & lord, ang then won't I be a lord’s father-in-
law! What do you.say to that?”

‘““When did you get these notions in your
hlessed head ?” asked John.

¢Oh, I've had them— It's not so much for
myself, Johnnie—bat for you. For if I'm a lord
you'll be a lord too.” :

“‘Lord Potts. Ha, ha, ha!” .

¢‘No,” said my father, with some appearance

of vexation, ‘‘not that; well take our-title the .

way all the lords do, from the estates. Il be
tlLord Brandon, and when I die you'll get the ti-

e"l! \ i -
““ And that’s your little game. Well, you've

B b=y
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played such good little games in your life that I've

got nothing to say, éxcept—*Go it"’”
¢“She'’s the one that’ll give me a lift.”
¢“Well, she ought to be able to do something.”

By this time I concluded that I had done m,
duty and prepared to retire. I did not wish to
overhear any of their conversation. As I walked
ont of the room I still heard their remarks:

¢ Blest if she dor’t look as if she thought her-
-~ Jelf the Queen,” said John.

. “It's the diamonds, Johnnie.”

¢¢No it ain’t, it’s the girl herself. -1 don't like
the way she has of looking at me and through me.”
~~‘ 'Why, that's the way with that kind. It's
what the lords like.”

¢ 1 don’t like it, then, and I tell you ske’s got
to be took down!” . -

This was the last I heard. Yet one thing was
evident to me from their conversation. My fa-
ther had some wild plan of effecting an entrance
into society through me. He thought that after
he was once recoguized he might get sufficient
influence to gain a title and found a family. I
also might marry a lord. He thus' dreamed of
being Lord Brandon, and one of the great nobles
of the land.

Amidst my sadness 1 almost smiled at this
vain dream; but yet John’s words affected me
strongly—*¢ You've played such good little games
in your life.” Well I knew with whom they

were played. One was with Despard, the other
with Brandon.

me from China. The knowledge of his purpose
made my life neither brighter nor darker. I still
lived on as before.

During these months Mrs. Compton's tender
devotion‘to me never ceased. I respected her,
and forbore to excite that painful fear to which
she was subject. Once or twice I forgot myself |
and began speaking to her about her strange po-
sition here. She stopped me with her look of

““Are vou not afraid to be kind to me?” I
asked,
She looked at me piteously. .
“‘You are_the only one that is kind to me,” I
continued. ¢ How have you the courage ?”
‘I can not help it,” she murmaured, * you are
so dear tome.” ’
+  She sighed and was silent. The mystery about
her remained unchanged ; her gentle nature, her
tender love, and her ever-present fear. What was
there in her past that soinfluenced her life? Had
she too been mixed up with the crime on the
Vishnu? She! impossible. Yetsurely something |
as dark as that mnst have been required to throw
so black a cloud over her life. Yet what-4what
could that have been?~ In.spite of myself I asso-

She was in his family long. His wife died. > She
must have been with her at the time.

The possibilities that have suggested themselves
to my mind will one day drive me mad. Alas,
how my heart yearns over that lonely man in the
drifting ship! ~ And yet, mercifal God! who am
I that I should sympathize with him? My name
is infamy, my blood is pollution.

1 spoke to h¥r once in a general way about the

past. Had she ever been out of England? I
asked.

This then was the reason why he had sent for |

ciate her secret with the tragedy of Despard. |
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* Where ?” '
She looked at me and said not a word.

At another time I spoke of China, and hinted
that perhaps she too knew something about the

y | East. The moment that I said this I repented.

The poor creature was shaken from head to foot
with a sudden convulsion of fear. This convulsion
was so terrible that it seemed to me as though
another would be death. I tried to soothe her,
b;_lt she looked fearfully at me for a long time
after. .

At another time I asked her directly whether
her husband was alive. She looked at me with
deep sadness and shook her head. I do not
know what position she holds here. She is not
housekeeper; none of the servants pay any at-
tention to her whatever. - There is an impudent
head servant who manages the rest. I noticed
that the man who showed me to her room when
1 first came treats her differently from the rest.
Once or twice 1 saw them talking in one of the
halls, There was deep respect in his manner.
‘What he does I have not yet found out. H has
always shown great respect to me, thongh why
I can not imagine. He has the same timidity
name is Philips.

I-onee asked Mrs. Compton who Philips was,
and what he did. She answered quickly that he
was a kind of clerk to Mr. Potts, and helped him
to keep his accounts. -

¢¢ Has he been with him long ?”’ I continued.

“Yes, a censiderable’ time,” she said—but
saw that the subject distressed her, so I
it.

For more than three months I remained in my
room, but at last, through utter despair, I Jonged
to go out. The noble grounds were there, high
hills from which the wide sea was visible—that
sea which shall be associated with his memory
till I die. 1?1 great longing cgn;:ed over me to look
upon its wide expanse, an my soul with
old and dear memories. There it would lie, the
same sea from which he so often saved me, over
which we sailed till he 1aid down his noble life
at my feet, and I gave back that life to him again.

I used to ascend a hill which was half a mile
behind the Hall within the grounds,-and pass
whole days there unmolested. No one took the
trouble to notice what I did, at least I thought so
till afterward. There for months I used to go.
I would sit and look fixedly upon the blue water,
and my imagination would carry me far away to
the South, to that island on the African shore,
where he once reclined in my arms, hefore the
day when I.learned that my touch was pollation
to him—to that island where I afterward krelt
by-him as he lay senseless, slowly coming back
to lifé, when if I might but touch theghem of his”
gagmept it was bliss enough for one day. Ah
me, howoften I have wet hi feet with my tears—
poor, emaciated feet—and longed to be able to
wipe them with my hair, but dared not. Jelay
imconscious. He never knew the anguish of my
ove.

Then I was less despaiting. The air are:nd
was filled with the echo of his voice; . conld
shut my eyes, and bring him before me. His
face was always visibia to my soul,

One day the idea came into my head to ex-

“ Yes,” she answezed, dreamily.
'Y G

-

tend my ramble into the country onts~le, in or-
der to. get a wider view I went to the gate.

of manper which marks Mrs. Compton. His -
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" ¢You can’t go out,” said he, rudely.
¢ Why not ?’
“Oh, tbems Potts’s orders——:hst’s enough, 1

 He never said 80 to me,” I repliedy mildly.
“‘That's no ‘odds; he said so to me, and he

once,”
¢ Watched !” md I, wonderingly.
¢¢ Yea—for fear yon’d get skittish, and try and

do something foalish, - Old Potts is bound to

you under hjs thu
kegpmmed away.
more 8

was enough. .

That_day, on gomg back to tbe Hall, I saw
Jolm gitting on the piazza. A huge bull-dog
which he used to take with him evzry where was
Iying at his feet. Just before I reached the steps

& Malay servant came out of the house.

He was about the same age as John. 1 knew |
him to be-a Malay when I first saw him, and)
.concluded tha\.gly father had picked him up in
the East. He ‘was.slight but very lithe and
muscular, with dark glittering eyes and glisten-
ing wlnte teeth. He never looked at me when
T met him, but always at the ground, without

seeming to be aware of my existence,

The Malay wag passmg out'when John called

out to him,
% Hl, there, v,ﬂv" .
Vijal looked carelessly at him.

“Here 1”. cried John, in the tone with which

he would have addressed his dog.
Vijal stopped carelessly.
“chk my hat, and hand it to me.”
" His hat

evil smile.

“D—n youw, do yom hear?” cried John.

¢ Pick up my hat.” «
But Vijal did not move.

_ *If.you don’t, I'll set the dog on you,” cried

John, starting to his feet in a rage.
gfll Vijal remained motionless.

Nero!” cried John, furiously, pointing to

Vijal, *‘seize him, Sir.”

'The dog sprang up and at once leaped upon

Vijal. Vijal warded off th

curses. - He ordered Vijal to let go of the dog.

Vijal dxd not move; but while the dog’s teesh
arm, his own were still fixed a.s

were fixed in his
temmnaly in the throat of the dog.

John gprang forward and kicked him mt.h
frightful violence.. He leaped on him and stamp-
ed.on him. - At last, Vijal drew a knife from his
This fright-
ened Jobn, who fell back cursing. Vijal then

girdle and made a dash at John.
raiged his head

The dog lay'motionless. ‘He was dead. Vi-
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I did not care much, I felt
urprise than any thing else to think that
he would take the trouble to watch me. Wheth-
er he did or not was of little consequence. I1fI
could onlybewherelhadthe sea before me it

fallen down behind him. Vijal
stood without moving, and regarded him with an

e assault with his
arm. The dog seized it, and held on, as was
his nature. Vijal did not utter a cry, but seizing
the dog, he threw him on his back, and flinging
himself upon him, fixed his own teeth in the
- dog’s throat.

John burst into a torrent of the most frightful

y

jal sat down, his arm running blood, with the
knife in his hand, still glaring at Johi.

During this. frightfal scene I stood rooted to
the spot- in horror. At last the sight of Vijal's
suffering roused me. I ‘rushed forward, and,
tearing the scarf from my neck, knelt dowii‘and
reached out my hand to stanch the blood.

Vijal drew back, *‘Poor Vijal,” said I, *‘let

- told me if you made | any row to tell you that you | me stop this blood. ' I can dress wounds. How
were watched, nnd might just as well give np at

you suffer!”

He looked at me in bewilderment. Snrpnse
at hearing ® kind word in this house of horror
seemed to deprive him of speech. Passively he
let me take his arm, andIbonndltupa.swell
as I could.

All this time John stood cursing, first Tae,
and then Vijal. I said not a word, and Vijal
did not seem to hear him, but sat regardmg me
with his fiery black eyes. When at last I had
ﬁmshed, he rose and still stood staring at me.
I walked into the house.

John hurled a torrent of lmprecat:ons after
me. The last words that I heard were the same
as he had said once before. ‘‘You've got to be
took down; and Il be d—d if you don't get
.| took down precious soon!”

‘1 told Mrs. Compton of what had happened.
As usual, she was seized with terror. She looked
at me with a glance of fearful apprehension. At
last she gasped out:

¢“They'll kill you.”

““Let them,%’saxd I, carelessly; ‘it would be
better than living,

“Oh dear !" gmaned the poor old thing.
.and sank sobbing in & chair. I did what I
could to soothe her, but to little purpose. - She
afierward told me that Vijal had escaped further
punishment in spite of John’s threats, and hinted
that they were half afraid of him.

The next day, on attempting to go out, Phlhps
told me that I was not to be permnted to leave
the house. I considered it the result of John's
threat, and yielded without a werd, .

“After this I had to seek distraction from my
thoughts within the house. Now there came

in the drawing-room on that famous evening of
the abortive féte, which was the only time I ever
was there, I had noticed a magnificent grand
piano of most costly workmanship. The thoughs

of this came to my-mind, and an unconquerabie
desire to try it arose. So I went down and be-
gan to play.

It was a little out of tune, but the tone was
marvelously full and sweet. I threw myself with
indescribable delight into the charm of the hoar.
All the old joy which music once used to bring
cpme back. Imagination, stimulated by the
swelling harmonies, transported me far away
from this prison-house and its hateful associa-
tions to that happier time of youth when not a

thought of sorrow came over me, I lost my:

| therein.—Then that passed, that life vanished, and
the sea-voyage began. The thoughts of my
mind and the emotions of my heart passed down
to the quivering chords and trembled into life
and soand. .

I do not know how long I had been playing
when saddenly I heard a sob behind me. I
started and tarned. It was Philips.

He was standing with tears in his eyes and a

rapt expresslon on his emaciated face, his hands

over me a great longing for music. Once, when,

g

self _
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hanging listless, and his whole sir that of one
who had lost all senses save that of hearing.
But as I turned and stopped, the spell that
bound him was broken. He sighed and looked
at me earnestly. -

¢“Can you 8ing ?”
¢“Would you like me to do so?"
— — -4 ¥es id, i int, imploring veice.

I began a low song—a strain associated with

that same childhood of which I had just been
thinking—a low, sad strain, sweet to my ears
and to my soul ; it spoke of peace and innocence,
quiet home joys, and calm delights. My own
mind-brought before me the image of the house
where I had lived, with the shadow of great trees
around, and gorgeous flowers every where, where
the sultry air breathed soft, and beneath the hot
noon all men sank to rest and-slumber. ‘

-
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When I stopped I tarned again. Philips
had not changed his attitude. But as I turned
_he uttered an exclamation and tore out his
' l h N

4He'll kill me for this.”

‘With these words he rushed out of the room.”

I kept up my mausic for about ten days, when
one day it was ped forever.- I was in the
middle of a piece when I heard heavy footsteps
behind me. I turned and saw my father. 1
rose and:looked at him with an effort to_be re-
spectful. It was lost on him, however. He dia
not glance at me. : P .

‘[ came up to say to you,” said he, after a
little besitation, ‘‘ that I can’t stand this infer-
nal squall and clatter any longer. So in future
you just shat up.” : .

¢ Oh, Heavens '—two hours!” he exclaimed. -

NRRES 1
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He tarned and left me. T closed the piano

%’mmm’ began. J
year a new anu-

ary passed away. Mymelaamlybegsntod-
foct.myhenlth. Inweelyevqsleptu:ﬁght,
and to eat was difficult, I was going
to:l)x:;:‘hlll deatil‘llmllmteo:lne\wrhens:;et:mll:l.l
) was room on the cou
‘;vﬁen M:{’Com myume.,m
nweryagitntedwlee “'l‘hcvwm' you down
stairs.” .

¢ Who ?” .

¢ Mr. Pomand.'fohn."

“Well,"mdl,.ndlpmpaedtogetmdv

¢“'When dom
Mrs. Comlwon, who by this time

GGNO'
e h, agitated Iuked
are so ” -

“Im’uﬁu’do;oryou. :

“Why so? Can any t.hmgbewone?"
h“Ah,mydeuut' you don’t know—-yondont

ow.”

I said nothing more, but went down. . Onen-
mngﬂ\emomluw"myﬁtherdeohnmted
at & table with brandy before them. A third
man was thete. He was a thick-set man of
about the same height of my father, but more
muscular, with a strong, squave jaw, thick neck,
Jow brow,. and stern face. My father did not
show ‘any wctual ferocity in his face whatever he

. felt; bntthmmusheeexprusedrdmleu

cra-
elty.

On entéring the room I walked up a little dis-
tance and stoodlooking at them.

*‘There, Clark ; what do you thmk of that?”
sald my father.

Themme,Chrk,atoneemndelmowntome
who this man was—that old associate of my fa-
ther—his assistant on board the Visfnu. Yet
the name did not ‘add ome whit to the abhor-
rence which I felt—my father was worse even
than he.

The man Clark loo‘ed at me scrutinizingly

for some time,

4So that's the gal,” said he, at last. 4

¢ That’s the gal,” said my father.
Clark waved his hand at me. *Turn round
sideways,” said he.

took no notice of it.

1" said he. “Is she deaf?”

it of it,” said John; ‘‘but she’s
'd just as soon you'd Kill her as not.
y way of moving her.”

d!” cried my father, , avgrily.
Itarned as Yo said. *‘ You see,” said he, with

At this Clark burst into a loud laugh. :
Some conversation followed about me as I
stood there. Clark then ordered me to turm
round and face him. I took no notice; but on
my father’s ordering it, I obeyed as before. This
appeared to amuse them all very greatly, just as

" the tricks of an intelligeat poodle might have

done.. Clark gave me many ds on pur-
pose to see my refusal, and have my ﬁuher 8 or-
der which followed obeyed

¢ Well,” said he, at last, leaning Imck in his
- chair, “sbenashmpneceoffummm. Your
idea i xmt & bad one either.”

Sl\espokam.

8 b’?en piously brought up; shel.

o £ W T bl
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ﬁ“:lluvem!" he gmﬂul;
'"

I saw my father lock at me. Theaamehon
ror passed over his countemsnce. An awful
thought came fo me. As these men tarned their
fwesnwayfmmnwinfurlfeltmystrength
going. 1 turned and rushed from the room.

“look at that

Whydidtbeynotlet e die? Wl\ydxdlnot
die? Alas! Lad I died I mightnowhave%een
waked to meet it all

1 bave
Campton says she found me on the floor
stupor.

came, who said it was jon of the brain.
Thoughts like mine mwght y the brain
forever.

Foramonmlhnebeenalowl recovering.
I can now walk about the room. T know no-

to know nqthing. Mrs. Compton is as devoted
as ever.

1 have got thus far, and will stop here. I have
been several dayawnungthls. T must stop till
Iamstrouger.

. ———e

~

= CHAPTER XXV..
THE BYZANTINE HYMNISTS.

MozE than a year had E':ed since that visit
to Thornton Grange which has already been men-
tioned. Despard had not forgotten or neglected
the melancholy case of the Brandon family. = He
hadwmwnmalldnectmns,andhadgoneon
frequent visits.

On his return from one of these he went to the
Grange. Mrs. Thornton was sitting in the draw-
ing-room, looking pensively out of the window,
when she saw his well-known figare advancing
upzl:e avenue. His face was sad, and pervaded
by a melancholy expression, which was nonceable
now as he walked along.

. But when he came into the room that melan-
c!ioly face snddenly lighted up with the most
radiant joy. Mrs. Thornton advanced to meet
him, and he took her hand in both of his.

“I ought to sy, welcome back again,” said
she, with forced liveliness, ‘‘but you may have
been in Holby a week for all I know.. -
did you come back? Confess now that yowbave
been seeluding yourself in your study instead of
paying your respects in the proper quarter.”

Despard smiled.

this moming. It is now three p.4. by my watch.
Shall I say how. impatiently I have wmted till
three o’clock should come ?

*“Uh ng), don't say any thing of the sort. I

thing of what is going on in the house, and wish

‘When -

"« T arrived home at eleven

Bl
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" tions with Mr. Thornton about it, and he insists
that nothing whatever can be done.. But you

myIMNfdtquhdmmdxnmemhmy

'that. But in

- beautiful, nor any sympathy whatever with those

-swersmelf. As a man is born, so he is ; and if

CORD AND CREESE.

can imagine all that you wonld say. But tell me
where you have been on this lust visit ?” .

*“ Wanderihg like an evil spirit, seeking rest
and finding none.”

¢ Have you been to London again ?”

¢ 'Where have I not been?™ :

By this time they had "seated themselves,
“ My last journey,” said Despard, ¢‘like my for- | e
mer ones, was, of coursé, about the Brandon af-
fair, You know that I have had long conversa-

know, also, that I could not sit down idly and
calml under this conviction. I have felt most
keenly the presence of intolerable wrong. Every

of those who neglected that dying man.
was the reason why I wrote to Australia to see | s
if the Brandon who was drowned was really the
one I supposed. I heard, you know, that he was
the same mafi, and there is no doubt about that.

‘Then you know, as I told you, that kwent around | be

among different lawyers to see if any thing could
be done. Nearly all asserted that no redress was
possible. ‘That is what Mr. Thdrnton eaid.
‘fhere’ was one who said that if I were rich
eizough I might begin a prosecation, but as I am
riot rich that did me no good. That man would
have been glad no doubt, to have undertaken
such a task.’

““What is there in law that 80 hardens the
heait?” said Mrs. Thornton, after a pause.
‘“Why should it kill all sentiment, and destroy
so utterly all the more spiritnal qualities ?”

I don't think that the law does this neces-
sarily. It depends after all on the man him-
self. If I were a lnwyer, I should still love
music above all

‘¢ But did you ever know a lawyer who loved
music?’ Y

- %1 have Yot known enough of them to answer
d music. is' not loved so de-
votedly as in other countries. Is it inconceiva-
ble that an Italian lawyer should love music ?"

“I don’t know. Lawis abhorrent to me. It
c2ems to be a profession that kills the finer sen-
timents.”

‘“Why so, more than medicine? The fact is,
where ordinary men are concern scien-
tific profession renders Art distasteful. At least
this is so in England, After all, most depends
on the man himself, an%‘one who is barn with as
keen sensibility to the charms of art will eany it
through life, whatever his profession ma;

‘* But suppose the man himself has nenher
taste, nor sensibility, nor any appreciation of the

who love such things, what thea 7
Mrs. Thornton spoke earnestly as she asked

“Wel],” said Despard, ‘‘that question an-

mmredemeshxmtasteormsibxhtynmnkuno
difference what is his profession.”

Mrs.',l‘horntonmadenorepl

“ My last j smdDespard,“meout
theBra.ndoncase. Iwemwinndanﬁmwuee
if something conld not be done. I had been
there before on the same errand, but without suc-
cess. I was equally unsuccesafgl this time, -

1 tried to out about Potts, the man who

109
to go to the village of Brandon. 1
ception the people ized with the unfor-
tunate family, and looked with det.mnon upon
the man who had supplanted them.

“1 heard that a m{oung lady went there last
year who was reputed to be his danghter.

one said that she was extraordinarily
ﬁ:{ and looked like & lady. ~ She stopped at the
inn nndertheareofagentlemnnwho accom-
panied Ler, and went to the Hall. She has nev-.
er come out of it since,

“The landlord told me that the ‘gentleman
was & pale, sad-looking man, with dark hair and
beard. He seeimned very devated to the young
ludy, and parted with ber in 'melancholy silence.

That | His acconnt of this young lady moved me very

trangely. .He was not atall a sentimental man,
but a burly Johanulg:il;madehm storyall
the more touching. Iti ge, I must say, that
one like her should go into that place and never
seen again. I do hot know what to think of
it, nor did jany of those with whom I spoke in
the village.”

“Do you suppose that she really went thete
and never came back ?”

* That is what they say.”
““Then they must believe that she is kept
there.”

*Yes, =o they do.”

“Why do they not take some steps in the
matter ?”

““What can they do? She is his daughter.
Some of the villagers who have been to the Hall
at differens 1 nmes say that they heard her play-
ing and singing.”

¢ That does not sound like imprisonment.””

::'&:ecagadbud !slﬁlg!." i -

en you think she is a prisoner?’

‘I think it odd that she has never come out,
not even to go to church.”

“Jt is odd.” )

‘¢ This man Potts excited sufficient interest in
my mind to lead me to make many inquiries. I
found, throughout the county, that every body
utterly despised him. They all thoughs that

by his madness  had ruined his family. Every
body believed that'Potts bad somehow deceived
him, but no one could tell how. They could
not bring any dirpct proof against him.

¢ But I found out i randon the sad particu-
lars of the final fateZof the poor wife and her
unfortunate-children. They had been sent awiy
or assisted away by this Potts to America, and’
had all died either on the way out or shortly:
after they bad arrived, to the villagers.
| I did nat tell them what I knew,. but left them
to believe what they chose. It seemed to me
that they must have received this information
from Potts himself, who alone in that poor com-
mnmtywonldhavebeenabkwmtheformnu
of the unhappy emigrants.” _

There was a silence.

I have done all that I could,” mdDespud.
in a disconsolate tone, ‘‘and I suppose nothing
now remains to be done. When we hear again
ﬁ-omPaolothmmybesomemmformnm
upon which we can act.”

“Andyoumngobacktoyoanym

bad purchased the estate, but learned that'it was

¢ Yes, if you will assist me.”

*| poor Ralph Brandon had been almost mad, and,

O Wf
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necessary
-| went there, and made inquiries. Without ex- ™
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* mattyrs ag the stake shall
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“ You know I shall only be too happy.”

* And 1 shall be exe-nahy grateful.  You see,
as I told you before, there is a field of labor here
for the lover of music whivh is like a new world.
I will give you the grandest musical compositions
that you have ever seen.. 1 will let you have the
old hymns of the saints who lived when Con-
stantinople was the only civilized spot in Europe,
and the Christians there were hurling back the
Mohammedans. You shall smg the noblest
songs that you have ever.seen,”

““How—in Greek 7 You must teach me the
alphabet then.”

“No; I will translate them for you. The
Greek hymns are all in rhythmical prose, like
the Te bemn and the Gloria. A literal trans-
Jation can be sung as well as the originals. You
will then enter into the mind and spirit of the
ancient Eastern Church before the days of the
schi-m.

“Yes,” continued Despard, with an enthu-

" siasm which he did not care to conceal, *‘ we

will go together at this sweet task, and we will
sing the «xa¥’ icaornmy nuépayv, which holds the
same place in the Greek Church that the Te
Deum does in ours. We will chant together the
Golden Canon of St. John Damascene — the
Queen of Canons, the grandest song of ¢ Christ
is risen’ that mortals ever com Your
heart and mine will beat together with one feel-
ing at the sublime choral strain. We will sing
the ¢ Hymn of Victory.” We will go together
over the songs of St. Cosmas, tt. ‘Theophanes,
and St. Theodore; St. Gregory, St. Auatobus,

"~ and St. Andrew of Crete shall inspire us; and

the thoughts that have the hearts of
t our souls to
heaven. Bat I have more than this. I have
some compositions of my own; poor ones, in-
deed, yet an eftort in the right way. They are
a collection of tho-e hymns of the Primitive
Church which arve contained in the New Testa-
ment. I have tried tp set them to music. They

are: ‘Worthy is the Lamb,” ‘Unto Him that
loved us,’ ¢ Great and marvelous are thy works,’
and the ‘Trisagion.” Yes, we will go together
at this lofty ahd heavenly work, and I shall be
able to gmn a new interpretation from your sym-

‘pathy.”

Despard spoke with a vehement enthusiasm
that kindled his eygs with unusual lustre and
spread a glow over his pale face. Helooked like
some devotee under a sadden inspiration. Mrs.
‘Thornton caught all his enthusiasm; her eyes
brightened, and her face also flushed with ex-
citement.

. *“ Whenever yon are ready to lead me into that
new world of music,” said she, ‘‘I am ready to
follow.”

‘* Are you willing to begin next Monday ?”

¢ Yes. All my time is my own. ”

*“ Then I will come for you.”

“Then I will be waiting for you. By-the-
way, are you engaged for to-night ?” -

* No; why?” -

“There is going to be a féte champétre. It
is a ridicalous thing for the Holby people to do;
buc 1 have to go to play the patroness. Mr.
‘Thornton does not want to go. Would you
aacrifice yourself to my necessities, and allow me
your escort ?”

“ Would a tlm'stv man be willing to acce'pt a

cooling draught ?" said Despard, eagerly. *You
open heaven before me, and ask me if I will en-
ter ” 4

His voice trembled, and he paused,

**You never forget yourself,” said Mrs. Thorn-
ton, with slight agitation, loohng away as she
spoke. -

1 will be back at ang hour you say.”

“You will do no such thing. Since you are
here yon must remain and dine, and then go with
me. Do you suppose | would trust you? Why,
if I let yon g0, you might keep me waiting a
‘whole hour.”

* Well, if your will is not law to me what is ?
Speak, and your servant obeys. To stay will only
add to my happiness.”

¢ Then let me make you happy by forcing you
to stay.”

Despard’s face showed his feelings, and to
judge by its expression his langun,ge had not
been extravagant.

The afiernoun passed quietly. Dmner was
served up. Thornton came in, and greeted Des-
pard with his usual abstraction, leaving his wife
to do the agreeable. Afier dinner, as usual, he
prepared for a nap, and 1’espard and Mrs. Thorn-
ton started for the féte.

It was to be in some gardens at the other end
of Holby, along theé shote. The townspeople
had recently formed a paik there, and this was
one of the preliminaries to its formal inaugura-
tion. The trees were hung.with innumerable
lamps of varied colors. There were bands of
music, and triumphal arches, and gay festoons.
and wreatht of flowers, and every thing that is
usual at such a time.

On arriving, Despard assisted Mrs. Thornton
from the carriage and offered his arm. She took
it, but her hand rested so lightly on it that its
touch was scarce perceptible. They "walkea
around through the illuminated paths. Great
crowds of people were there. All looked with
respectful pleasure at Mrs. Thornton and the
Rector.

‘“ You ought to be glad that you have come,”
said she. ‘‘See how these poor people feel it:
‘We are not persons of very great consequence,
yet our presence is marked and enjoyed.”

¢ All places ure alike to me,” answered. Des-
pard, ‘“‘when I am with you. 8till, therc are
circamstances about tlns which will make it for-
ever memorable to me.”

¢¢ Look at those lights,” exclaimed Mrs. Thorn-
ton, suddenly; ¢ what varied Lolors ”

““ Let us walk into that grotto,” said Despard,
turning toward a cool, dark place which lay be-
fore them.

Here, at the end of the grotto, was a tree, at
the foot of which was a seat. They sat down
and staid for hours. In the distance the light=
twinkled and music arose. They said little, but
listened to the confused murmur which in the
pauses of the music came up from afar.

Then they rose and walked back. Intering
the principal path a great crowd streamed oa
which they had to face.

Despard sighed. *“ You and I, " said he, stoco-
ing low and speaking in a sad voice, *‘ are cot
pelled to go against the tide.”

~hall we turn back and go with it?”
‘v ecan not,’
‘“ 1Jo you wish to turn aside ?”
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“We can not. We must walk against the
tide, and against the rush of men. If we tumn
aside there is nothing but darkness.”

They walked on in silence till they reached the

e. :
“The carriage has not come,” said Mrs.
Thomnton. ° )

“Do you prefer riding 2"

“No."” '

It is not far. Will you walk ?”

¢ With pleasure,”

They walked on slowly. About half-way they
met the carriage. Mrs, Thornton ordered it
back, saying that she would walk the rest of
the way.

They walked on slowly, saying so little that
at last Mrs. Thornton began to spesk about the
music which they had proposed to undertake.

's enthusiasm seemed to have left him.

His replies were vagne and general. On reach-

ing the gate he stood still for a moment under

the trees and half turned toward her. ¢ You
don’t say any thing about the music ?” said she.

¢ That's because I am so stupid.- I have lost

I am not capable of a single coherent

“You are thinking of something else all the
time. ”

4 My brain is in a whirl. Yes, I am thinking
of something else.”

¢ Of what ?”

“I'm afraid to say.”

Mrs. Thomton was silent. ‘Fhey entered the
gate and walked up the avenue, slowly and in si-
lence. made one or two efforts to stop,
and then continued. At last they reached the
door. The lights were streaming brightly from
the window. Despard stood, silently.

¢ Will you not come in?”

“* No, thank you,” said he, dreamily. ‘It is
rather too late, and I must go. Good-night.”

He held out his hand. She offered hers, and
he took it. He held it long, and half stooped as
though he wished to say something. She felt
the throbbing of his heart in his hand as it
clasped hers. She said nothing. Nor-did Des-
pard seem able to say any thing. At last he
let go her hand slowly and reluctantly.

*“You will not forget the music ?” said he. -

(13 NO.”

¢¢ Good-night.”

He took her hand again in both of his. As
the light shone through the windows she saw his
face—a face full of longing beyond words, and
sadness unutterable.

‘ Good-night,” she faltered.

He let go her hand, and turning away, was
lost amidst the gloom, She waited till the sound
of his footsteps had died away, and then went
into the house. L]

On the following morning Despard was walk-
ing along when he met her suddenly at a corner
of the street. H% stopped with a radiant face,
and, shaking hands with her, for a moment was
unable to speak.

*This is too much happiness,” he said at last.
Tt is like a ray of light to a poor captive when
you burst vpon me so suddenly. Where are you
soin ?1’

¢“QOh, I'm only going to do a little shoppfng.”

“1’m sure I wish that I could accompany you
to protect you.” -

»

‘ Well, why not?” ‘ ER

“On the whole, I think that shopping is not
my forte, and that my presence would not be
essential.” -
He turned, however, and walked with her
lomediaTt;noe, ufuutheu;f:lnhest shop in the
town. ey talked leasantly about
the féte. L You wﬁﬂny L .
said he, on parting. * Will
Monday?" =If you don’t, I won'
for ‘tlll;oeonﬁq_neueu."

), you mean to say, Sir, that you expect

me to come alone ?” 7 5n B Y
‘I did not hope for any thing else.”
¢ Why, of course, you must call for me, If
you do not I won’t go.” -

t be responsible

's eyes brightened.
“Oh, then, ‘since you allow me so sweet &
privilege, I will go and accom "

pan
‘¢ If you fail me I will stay at h(y)my:};saidshe,

hingly. -

He did not fail her, but at the appointed time
went up to the Grange. Some strangers were
there, and Mrs. Thornton gave him a look of
deep disappointment. The were evi-
dently going to spend the day, so after
a short call, withdrew. Before he left, Mrs.
Thornton absented herself on some pretext for a
few moments, and as he quitted room she
went to the door with him and gave him a note.

He walked straight home, holding the note in
his hands till he reached his study; then he
}gcukedhimaelfin, opened the note, and read as

ows :

¢“Dear Mg. Desparp,—How does it bap-
pen that things turn out just as they ought not ?
I was so anxious to go with you to the church
to-day about our music. I know my own pow-
ers; they are not contemptible; they are not
uncultivated ; they are simply, and wholly, and
irretrievably commonplace. That much I deem
it my duty to inform you.

‘“These wretched people, who have spoiled a
day's pleasure, dropped upon me as enly as
though they had come from the skies. They
leave on Thursday morning. Come on Thursday
afternoon. If you do not I will never forgive

‘| you. On that day give up your manuscripts and

books for music and the organ, and allot some
portion of your time to, Yours,
. “T, T.”

Ou Thursday Despard called, and Mrs. Thorn-
ton was able to. accompany him. The charch
was an old one, and had one of the best organs
in Wales. Despard was to play and she to sing.
He had his masic ready, and the sheets were
carefully and legibly written out from the precious
old Greek scores which he loved so dearly and
prized so highly. : .

They began with the canon for Easter-day of
St. John Damascene, who, according to Des-
pard, was the best of the Eastern hymnists. 3
Thornton’s voice was rich and full. - As she came
to the dvasrdoswe Hpuipa—Resurrection Day—it
took up a tone of. indescribable exnltation, blend-
ing with the triumph peal of the organ. * >
added his own voice—a deep, strong, full-toned
basso—and their blended strains bore aloft the
sublimest of utterances, ¢‘ Christ is arisen!”

Then followed a more mournfal chant, fall of

sadness and profound melancholy, the reAevraior

un

ot forget the music,” -
‘yon come next

Mrs.




: “AID THEIR BLENDED STRAINS BORE ALOFT THE SUBLIMEST OF UTTERAKCES,

¢ CHRIST

18 ARISEN!""

maapov—tbe Last Kiss—the hymn of the dead, |
by the same. poet.

Then followed & sublimer stram, the hymn of
St. Theodore on ‘the Judgment—riv yuipav rijy
opwucripy— where all the horrors of the day of
doom are set forth. The chant was commensa-
rate with the dread splendors of thetheme. The
voices of the two singers blended in perfect con-
cord. The sounds which were thus wronght out
bore themselves through the vanlted aisles, return-
ing againto their own ears, imparting to their own
hearts som: of the awe with which imagina-
tion has enshrouded the Day of days, and giving
to their voices that saddened cadence which the
sad spirit can convey to its material utterance.

7

Deipard then prodaced some compositions of
his own, made after the manner of the Eastern
.chants, which he insisted were the primitive songs
of the early Church. The words were those frag-
ments of hymns which are imbedded in the text

of the New Testament. He chose first the song -
of the angels, which was first sung by ‘‘a great
voice out of heaven”—idod, 1 oxyvi) To Seoi—Be-
hold, the tabernacle of God is with men!

The chant was a marvelous one. It spoke of
sorrow past, of grief stayed, of misery at an end
forever, of tears dried, and a time V(hen ¢there
shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor cry-
ing.” There was a gentle murmur in the flow
of tha.t;‘solemn, soothing strain which was lik>

R 4 [
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the sighing of the evening wind among the hoary
forest trees ; it soothed and comforted ; it brought
hope, and holy. calm, and sweet peace.

As Despargrose from the organ Mrs. Thorn-
ton looked at him with moistened eyes..

¢] do not know whether your song briugs
calm or ” said she, sadly, * but after sing-
ing it X would wish to die.”

¢ It i not the music, it is the words,” answer-
ed Despard, ** which bring before us a time when
there shall be no sorrow or sighing.”

‘¢ May such a time ever be ?” murmured she.

“That,” he replied, ‘it is ours to aim after.
There is such a world. In that world all wrongs
will be righted, friends will be reunited, and those
severed here through all this earthly life will be
joined for evermore.”

Their eyes met. Their spirit lived and glowed
in that gaze. It was sad beyond expression, but
each one held commune with the other in a mute
intercourse, more eloquent than words.

Despard's whole frame trembled. ** Will you
sing the Ave Maria ?” he asked, in a low, scarce
audible voice. Her head dropped. She gave
a convulsive sigh.- He continued: ‘We used
to sing it in the old days, the sweet, never-for-

gotten days now past forever. We sang it here.
We stood hand in hand.”

His voice faltered.

“Sing,” he sald, aﬁer a time.

‘X can not.”

Despard sighed. ¢ Perhaps it is better not;
for I feel as thongh, if you were to sing it, my
heart would break.”

“ Do you believe that hearts can break ?” she
asked gently, but with indescribable pathos.

Dﬁard looked at her mournfully, and said ot
8 Wo!

—————

CHAPTER XXVI.
CLASPED HANDS.

THEIR singing went on.
They used to meet once a week and sing in
the church at the organ. Despard always went
up to the Grange and accompanied her to the
church. Yet he scarcely ever went at any other
time. A stronger connection and a deeper fa-
miliarity arose between them, which yet was ac-
. companied by a profound reverence on Despard’s
part, that never diminished, but as the familiar-
- ity increased only grew more tender and more de-
voted.

There were many things abougytheir music
which he had to say to her. It

lofty, spiritual intercourse, where
to blend, even as their voices blended, in a purer
" realm, free from the trouble of earth. -
Amidst it all Despard bad so much to tell her
about the nature of the Eastern music that he
wrote out a long letter, which he gave her as
they parted after an unusually lengthy practice.
. Part of it was on the subject of music, and the
rest of a different character.

The fext time that they met she gave him a
note in response.

~ “DEar Mg. DEsPARD~—~Why am I not a ser-

-
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aph, ebidowed with musical powers beyond mor-
tal reach? You tell me many things, and never
seem to imagine that they are all beyond me.
You never seem to think that I am hopelessly
commonplace. You are kind in doing what you
do, but where is the good where one is so stupxd
as L am?

‘1 suppose you have given up vmtmg the
Grange forever, I don’t call your coming. to
take me to the church wvisits. 1 suppose I msay
as well give yowup. It is as difficult to get you
here as if you were the Grand Lama of Thibet.

¢“ Amidst all my stapidities I have two or
three ideas which may be useful in our music, if
I can only put them in practice. Bear with me,
and deal gently with .

*“Yours, deswm’:

To this espard replied in.a note which he
gave her at their next meeting, calling her *‘ Dear
Seraph,” and signing himself * Grand Lama.”
After this they always called each other by these
names. Grand Lama was an odd name, bat it
became the sweetest of sounds to Despard since
it was uttered by her lips—the sweetest, the most
musical, and the tenderest. As to himself he
knew not what to call this dear companion of his
youth, but the name Seraph came into use, and
grew to be associated with her, until at last he
never called her any thing else.

Yet after this he used to go to the Grange
more frequently. Hecould not stay away. - His
steps wandered - there irresistibly. . An uncon-
trollable impulse forced him there. She was hl-
ways alone awaiting him, generally with a sweet
confusion of face and a tenderness of greeting
which made him feel ready to fall on his knees
before her. How else couid he feel? - Was she
not always in his thoughts? Were not all his"
sleeping ‘hours one long dream of her? Were
not all his waking thoughts filled with her radi-
ant presence ?

¢ How is it under oar

1
To love or not to loved™

Did he know what it was that Je felt for her?
He never thought. Enough that/he felt. And
that feeling was one long agony df intense long-
ing and yearning after her. Had\not all his hfa
been filled by that one bright i

Youth gave it to him. After-y: could not
efface it. The impress of her face w. n his
heart. Her voice was always in his ears. Every
word that she had ever spoken to him was treas-
ured up in his memory and heart with an avarice
of 16ve which prevented any one word from evert
being forgotten.

At church and at home, during service and

out of it, in the street or in the study, he saw
only one ﬁwe, and heard only one voice. Amidst
the bustle of committee meetings he was con-
scious of her image—a sweet face smiling on
him, a tender voice saying ‘“Lama.” Was there
ever so musical and sodeu-aword as “ Lama ?”
For him, never.
The hunger of his longing grew stronger every
day. That strong, proud, self-secluded nature
of his was most intense in all its feelings, and
dwelt with concentrated passion upon this one
object of its idolatry. He had never had any
other object but this one.

A happy boyhood passed in the society of this

[
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sweet playmate, then a young girl of his own | they looked at one another, as though they could
:l;‘:y; h:d h:]ipy boybl::d here in ll:’olby, ;rhere m:ih each other's though:i,dan;il by the mere gaze1

lwa; inseparable, wandering | of their earnest eyes could hold am iritnal
hand in hand the shore or over the hills ; | communion. i blo o
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a happy boyhood where she was the ome and
only com&amtm whom he knew or cared for—
this was the sole of his early life. Leav-
ing Holby he had left her, but had never forgot-
He had carried with him the tender
memory of this bright being, and cherished his
undying fondness, not knowing what that fond-
ness meant. He had returned to find her mar-
ried, and severed from him forever, at least in
this life. When he found that he had lost her
ggebeganwb:l;lenmhowdear shevlm;. All
ife stood re him aimless, pointless, and
méaningless without her; He cai’x;e back, but
the old intercourse tould not be renewed; she
“could not be his, and he could only live, and
love, and endure. Perhaps it would have been
wiser if he had at qnce left Holby and sought out
some other abode. \But the discovery of his love
was gradual; it camd through suffering and an-
guish ; and when he knew that his love was so
intense it was then impossible to leave. To be
near her, to breathe the same air, to see her face
‘occasionally, to nurse his old memories, to hoard
_'up new remembrances of her words and looks—
these now became the chief ion of his
hours of solitude, and  the only happiness left
him in his life. A ,
One day he went up,with a stronger sense of
desolation in his heart than usual, going up to
see her in order to get consolation from the sight
of her and the sound of her voice. Their
former levity had given place to a seriousness of
manner which was very different. A deep, in-
‘tense joy shone in the eyes of each at meeting,
but that quick repartee and light badinage which
they had used of old had been dropped.
Music was the one thing of which they could
speak without fear. ard could talk of his
Byzantine poets, and the chants of the Eastern
Church, withcut being in danger of reawakening

. painful memories. The piano stood close by,
and ‘always afforded a convenient mode of dis-
tracting attention when it became too absorbed in

one znother. . .

For Mrs, Thornton did not repel him ; she did
not resent his longing; she did not seem forget-
ful of what he so well remembered. How was it
with her who had given her hand to another?

“What she felt the while
Dare h

e think 1™
Yet there were times when he thought it pos-
sible that she might feel as he did. The thought
bronght joy, -but it also brought fear. For, if
the- stru; against this feeling needed all the
of his nature, what must it cost her?
If she had such a struggle as he, how could she
endure it? - Then, as he considered this, he
. thought to himself that he would rather she would

not love him than love him at such a cost. He
was willing to sacrifice his own heart. He wish-
ed only to adore her, and was content that she
should receive, and permit, and accept his adora-

tion, herself unmoved—a passionless divinity.

In their intercourse it was strange how fre-
3nently there were long panses of perfect silence,

On one such occasion they stood by the win-
dow looking out upon the lawn, but seeing no-
thing in that abstracted gaze. Despard stood
facing her, close to her. Her hand was hanging
by her side. He stooped and took that little
slender hand in his, .As he did so he trembled
from head to foot. As he did so a faint flush
passed over her face. Her head fell forward.
Despard held her hand and she did not withdraw
it. drew her slightly toward him., She
looked up into his face with large, eloguent
eyes, sad beyond all description, yet speaking
things which thrilled his soul. He looked down
upon her with eyes that told her all that was in
his heart. She turned her head away.
Despard clung to her hand as though that hand
were his life, his hope, his joy—as though that
alone could save him from some abyss of despair
into which he was falling. His lips moved. In
vain. No audible sound broke that intense still-
ness in which the beating and throbbing of those
two forlorn hearts could be heard. His lips
moved, but all sound died away upon them.,
At last & stronger effort broke the silence,
. ““Teresa!”
It was a strange tone, a tone of longing unut-
terable, a tone like that which a dying man might
use in calling before him one most dear, . And
all the pent-up feeling of years rushed forth in
concentrated energy, and was borne to her ears in
the sound of that one word, She looked up with
the same glance as before.
¢‘Little playmate,” said he, in a tone of infi-
nite.sweetness, ‘‘ have you ever forgotten the old
days? Do you remember when you and I last
stood band in hand ?”
His voice sounded like the utterance of tears,
as though, if he could have wept, he would then
have wept as no man wept before » but his eyes
were dry through his manhood, and all that tears
can express were shown forth in his tone.
As he began to speak her head fell again. As
he ended she looked up as before. Her lips
moved. She whispered but one word :
¢¢ Courtenay !”
She burst into a flood of tears and sank into a
chair. And Despard stood, not daring even to
soothe her, for fear lest in that vehement convuh
sion of his soul all his self-command should give
way utterly. R
At length Mrs. Thornton rose.
said she, at last, in a low, sad voice, ‘‘let us go
to the piano.”
“Will you sing the Ave Maria?” he asked,
mournfully.
¢I dare not,” said she, hastily.
thing but that. I will sing Rossini's
mam.”
Then followed those words which tell in lofty
strains of a broken heart:
Cujus animam gementem
Contristatam et flebentem
Pertransivit giadins!

(13 ”

¢ No, any
Cujus Ani-

aring which neither spoke a word. Some-
times each sat looking at the floor ; sometimes
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CHAPTER XXVII.
JOURNAL OF PAOLO LANGHETTI.

‘WHEN Mrs. Thornton saw Despard next she
showed him a short note which she had just re-
ceived from her brother, accompanying his jour-
nal. Nearly two years had elapsed since she had
last heard from him. .

His journal was written as before at long in-
tervals, and was as follows :

Halifax, April 10, 1847.—1 exist here, but
nothing more. Nothing is offered by this small
colonial town that can afford interest. Life goes
on monotonously. The officers and their fumilies
are what they are every where. They are amia-
ble and pleasant, and try to get the best out of
life. The townspeople are hospitable, and there
is much refinement among them.

But I live for the most part in a cottage out-
side of the town, where I can be secluded and
free from observation. Near my house is the
Northwest Arm. I cross it in-a boat, and am
at once in a savage willerness. From the sum-
mit of a hill, appropriately named Mount Misery,
1 can look down upon this city which is bordered
by such a wilderness.

The winter has passed since my last entry, snd
nothing has occurred. I have learned to skate.
I went out on a moose-hunt with Colonel Des-
pard. The gigantic horns of & moose which I
killed are now over the door of my studio. I
have joined in some festivities, and have done
the honors of my house. It is an old-fashioned

b
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They aim after that place for which she longs
with so deep a longing. Thereiasymiathygn ]
ears in

all those hearts with one another. She
their chants prayers those hopes and desires,
and these are But the utterances of what she feels,

Here they sing the matchless Rhytnm of Ber-
nard de Morlaix, and in these words she finds
the highest expression that human words can
give of the thoughts and desires of her soul.
They tell me that the first time they sang it, as
they came to this passage she burst into tears
and sank down almost senseless :

O bona patria! Jumina sobria te specriantur,

Ad tua nomina sobria lumina collacrimantar:

Est tua mentio pectoris anctis, cura Gol
Conciplentibus aethera mentibus ignis ,‘:.{’3',,,,

Novmber 17.—The winter must soon be here
My treasure is well guarded by the Holy Sis-

terhood. They revere her and look upon her as
a saint. They tell me wonderful things about
her which have sunk into my soul. They think
that she is another Saint Cecilia, or rather Saint
Teresa, the Saint of Love and Longing.

She told them once that she was not a Catho-

lic, but that any form of worship was sweet and
precious to her~—most of all, the lofty utterances
of . the prayers and hymus of the Church.
will not listen to dogmas, but says that God
wishes only love and praise. Yet she joins in all
their rites, and in this House, where Love is

chiefly adored, she sarpasses all in the deep love
of her heart.

She

wooden structure which they call the Priory.
So the winter has passed, and April is now here.

In this country there is no spring. Snow is yet

on the ground. Winter is transforred gradnally
till summer. I must keep up my fires till June,
they say. :

- During the winter I have guarded my treasure
well. I took a house on purpose to have a home
for her. Bat her melancholy continued, and the

. state of mind in which I fourid her still endures.
Will it ever change? . I gave out here that she
was a relative who .was in ill health. Bat the
winter has 1, and she remains precisely the
same. ~ Can she live on long in this moed ?

At length I have decided to try a change for

her. The Holy Sisterhood of Mercy have a con-
vent here, where she may find a higher and purer
atmosphere than any where else. There I have
placed her. I have told nothing of her story.

They think she is in grief for the death of friends.

They have received hér with that warm sympathy

and holy love which it is the aim of their life to
cherish.

O mater alma Christ{ carissima,

Te nunc flagitant devota corda et ora,

Ora pro nobis!

August 55, 1847.—The summer goes on pleas-
antly. - A bracing climate, a cool sea-breeze, fish-
-~ ing and hunting in the forests, sailing in the har-

bor—these are the amusements which one can
find if he has the leisure,

She has been among the Sisterhood of Mercy
for some months. The deep calm of that holy
retreat has soothed her, but only this much that
her melancholy has not lessened but grown more
placid. She is in the midst of those whose
thoughts are habitually directed to that world
which she longs after. The home from which
she has been exiled is the desire of their hearts.

January 2, 1848.—1 have seen her for the first
time in many months. She smiled. I never
saw her smile before, except once in the ship,
when I told my name and made her thother take
my place in the cabin.
She smiled. 1t was as if an angel from heav-
en had smiled on me. Do I not believe that she
is one? :

They all sgy thnt she is unchanged. Her sad-
ness has b.x no sbatement. On that meeting
she made an effort for my sake to stoop to me.
Perhaps she saw how my very soul entreated her
to speak. So she spoke of the Sisterhood, and
said she loved them all. I asked her if she was
happier here than at my house.  She said ¢ No.”
I did ‘not know whether to feel rejoiced or sor-
rowful.” Then she told me something which has
filled me with wonder ever since.
She asked me if I had been making inquiries
about her family, for I had said that I wounld.
I told her that I had. She asked what I had
heard. oI hesitated for a moment, and at last,
seeing-that she was superior to any sorrow of be-
reavement; I told her all about the sad fate of her
brother Louis, which your old friend Courtenay
Despard had communicated to his uncle here.
She listened without emotion, and at last, look-
ing earnestly at me, said,

““ He is not dead!”
- I stood amazed. I had seen the very news-
papers which contained an account of his death.
I had read the letters of Courtenay Despard,
which showed how painstaking his search had
been. Had he not traveled to every place
where he could hear any thing of the Brandons?
Had he not written at the very outset wherevet
he could hope to hear any thing? I did not
know what to say.
For Louis Brandon is kuown to have fallen
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overboard from the ship Java during a tremen-
dous monsoon, several hundred miles away from
sny land. How could he possibly have escaped
death? The Captain, whom Courtenay Despard
found out and questioned, said he threw over a
hen-coop and a pail. ‘These could not save him.
Des also inquired for months from every ship
that arrived from those parts, but could learn
nothing, The next ship that came from New
South Wales foundered off the coast of Africa.
Three passengers escaped to Sierra Leone, and
thence to England. Despard learned their names,
but they were not Brandon. The information
which one of them, named Wheeler, gave to the
ship-owners afforded no hope of his having been
found by this ship, even if it had been possible.
It was simply impossible, however, for the Falcon
did not pass the spot where poor Brandon fell
overboard till months had elapsed.

All these things I knew, and they came to my
nind. She did not notice my emotion, but-after

_o pause she looked at me again with the same

earnestness, and said, 7y

‘‘ My brother Frank is not dead.”

This surprised me as much as the other.

‘¢ Are you sure?” said I, reverently.

“I am.” -

‘““How did ‘{(:1 learn this? All who have
inquired say that both of your brothers are
dead.”

¢¢ They told me,” said she, ‘““many times. They
said that my brothers had not come among them
to their own place, as they would have had to
come if they had left the earth.”

She spoke solemnly and with mysterious em-
phasis. I said nothing, for I knew not what to
gay.

On going home and thinking over.this, I saw
that she believed herself to have the power of
communicating with the departed. I did not
know whether this intelligence, which she be-

. lieved she had received, had been gained in her

trance, or whether she thought that she had re-
cent interviews with those on high. I went to
see her again, and asked this. She told me that
once since her recovery she had fallen into that
state, and had been, as she called it, ‘‘in her
home.”

- I ventured to ask her more abont what she
considered a communion with the departed. She
tried to speak, but looked like one who could not
find words. It was still the same as before. She
has in her mind thoughts which can not,be ex-
Eeressed by any human language. She will not

able to express them till such a language

is obtained. Yet she gave me one idea, which
has been in my mind ever since.

She said that the language of those among

. whom she has been has nothing on earth which-

s like it except music. If our music could be
developed to an indefinite extent it might at last
hegin toresemble it. Yet she said that she some-
times heard strains here in the Holy Mass which
reminded her of that language, and might be in-
telligible to an immortal.

‘This is the idea which she imparted to me, and
I have thought of it ever since.

August 23~<~Great things have happened.

When I last wrote I had gained the idea of
transforming mausic into a language. Thethought
came to me that I, who thirst for music, and love
it and cherish it-above all things—to whom it is

an hourly comfort and solace—that I might rise
to utter forth to her sounds which she might hear,

I had already seen enough of her spiritual tone -
to know what sympathies and emotions might .

best be acted upon. I saw her several times, so
a8 to stimulate myself to a higher and purer ex-
ercise of whatever genius I may have.

1 was encouraged by the thought that from my
earliest childhood, as I began to learn to speak
s0 I began to learn to sing. As I learned to
read printed type so I read printed music. The
thoughts of composers in music thus became as
legible to me as those of composers in words.
So all my life my knowledge has widened, and
with that knowledge my love has increased. This
has been my one aim in life—my joy and my de-
light. Thus it came to pass that at last, when
alone with my Cremona, I could utter all my own
thoughts, and pour forth every feeling that was
in my heart. 'This was a language with me. I
spoke it, Yet there was no one who conld under-
stand it fully. Only one had I ever met with to
whom I told this besides yourself—she could ac-

company me—she could understand and follow .

me wherever I led. I could speak this language
to her, and she could hear and comprehend.
This one was my Bice.

Now that she had told me this I grasped at the
thought. Never before had the idea entered my
mind of trying upon her the effect of my music.
I had given it up for her‘sake while she was with
me, not liking to cause any sound to disturb her
rapt and melancholy moog.

But now I began to understand how it was
with her. She had learned the language of the
highest places and had heard the New Song. She
stood far above me, and if she could not under-
stand my music it wounld be from the same reason
that a grown man can not comprehend the words

of a lisping, stammering child. She had that -

language in its fullness. I had it only in its cru-
dest rudiments. R

Now Bice learned my words and followed me.
She knew my utterance. I was the master—she
the disciple. But here was one who could lead
me. I would be the follower and djgciple. From
her I could learn more than in all my life I could
ever discover by my own unassisted efforts.

It was mine, therefore, to struggle to overcome
the lisping, stammering utterance of my purely
earthly music ; to gain from her some knowledge
of the mood of that holier, heavenly expression,
so that at.last I might be able in some degree to
speak to this exile the language of the home
which she loved ; that we, by holding commune
in this language, might rise together to a higher

spiritual realm, and that she in her solitude might

receive at least some associate.

So I proposed to her to come back and stay
with me again. She consented at once.

Before that memorable evening I purified my
heart by fasting and prayer. 1 was like one who
was seeking to ascend into heaven to take part in
that celestial communion, to join in the New
Song, the music of the angels. -

. By-fasting and prayer I sought so to ascend,
and to find thoughts and fit utteranoce for those
thoughts. I looked upon my office as similar to
that of the holy prophets of old. I felt that I
had a power of utterance if the Divine One would
only inspire. .

-I fasted and prayed that so I might reduce
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this grosser material frame, and sharpen and
quicken every nerve, and stimulate every fibre
of the brain. So alone could I most nearly ap-
proach to the commaune of spirits. Thus had
those saints and prophets of old done when they
had entered upon the search after this commun-
ion, and they received their reward, even the
visitation of angels and the vision of the blessed.

A prophet—yes—now, in these days, it is left
" for the prophet to utter forth his inspiration by

10 other way than that of mausic.

So I fasted and prayed. I took up the words
from the holy priesthood, and I said, as they
say: ' )

Munda cor meum, ac labia mea, Omnipotens Deus,
qui labia Isalae prophetae, calculo mandast! ignito !

For so Isaiah had been.exalted till he heard
the language of heaven, the music of the sera-

him.
P She, my divinity, my adored, enshrined again
in my house, bore herself as before—kind to
me and gentle beyond all expression, but with
thoughts of her own that placed between us a
gulf as wide as that which separates the mortal
from the immortal.

On that evening she was with me in the parlor
which looks out upon the Northwest Arm. The
moon shone down there, the dark, rocky hills on
the opposite side rose in heavy masses. The
servants were away in the city. 'We were alone.

Ah, my Cremona! if a material instrument | know

were ever able to utter forth sounds to which im-
mortals might listen, thou, best gift of my father,
thou canst utter them !

¢ You are pale,” said she, for she was always
kindly and affectionate as a mother with a child,
as a guardian angel with his ward. ‘‘You are
pale. You always forget yourself for others,.and
now you suffer anxiety for me. Do not suffer.
I have:my consolations.™

I did not make any reply, but took my Cre-
mona,'and sought to lift up all my soul to a level
with hers, to that lofty realm where her spirit
ever wandered, that so I might not be comfort-
less. She started at the first tone that I struck
forth, and looked at me with her large; earnest
eyes. I found my own gaze fixed on hers, rapt
and entranced. Now there came at last the in-
spiration so longed for, so sought for. It came
from where her very soul dooked forth into mine,
out of the glory of her lustrous, spiritual eyes.
They grew brighter with an almost immortal
radiance, and all my heart rose up till it seemed
ready to burst in the frenzy of that inspired mo-
ment, .

Now I felt the spirit of prophecy, I felt the
afflatus of the inspired siby! or seer, and the voice
of music which for a lifetime I had sought to
utter forth now at last sounded as I longed that
it should sound.

I exulted in that sound. I knew that at last I
had canght the tone, and from her. I knew its
meaning and exulted, as the poet or the musician
must always exualt when some idea sublimer than
sny which he has ever known is wafted over his
uptarned spiritual gaze.

She shared my exultation. There came over
her face swiftly, like the lightning flash, an ex-
pression of surprise and joy. So the face of the

exile lightens up at the throbbing of his heart,
when, in some foreign land, he suddenly and on- !

s

. 1z
So his eyes light up, and his heart beats faster,
and even amidst the longing of his soul after
home, the desire after home is appeased by

these its most hallowed associations.

And the full meaning of that eloquent gaze of ®
hers as her soul looked into mine became all ap-
parent tome. ‘‘Speak on,” it said; *‘sound on,
oh strains of the eof myhome! Unheard
s0 long, now heard at »

‘I knew that I was comprehended. Now all
the feelings of the melancholy months came rush-
ing over my heart, and all the holiest ideas which
had animated my lifse came thronging into my
mind, bursting forth into tones, as though of their
own accord, involuntarily, as words come forth
in & dream.

¢ Oh thou,” I said, in that which my
own lips could not utter—** oh thou whom I saved
from the tomb, the life to which I restored thee
is irksome ; but there remains & life to which at
last thou shalt attain. !

¢“Oh thou,” I said, ‘‘whose spirit moves
among the immortals, I am mortal yet immortal!
My soul seeks commune with them. I
after that communion. Life here on earth is not
more dear to me than to thee. Help me to rise
above it. . Thou hast been on high, show me too
the way. : )

¢“Oh thow,” I said, ‘‘who hast seen things
ineffable, impart to me thy confidence. Let me
thy secret.  Receive me as the compenion
of thy soul. Shut not thyself up in solitude.
Listen, I can speak thy

¢ Attend,” I cried, *for it is not for nothing

that the Divine One has sent thee back. Live
not these mortal days in loneliness and in useless-
ness. Regard thy fellow-mortals and seek to
bless them. Thou hast learned the mystery of
the highest. Let me be thine interpreter. .All
that thou hast learned I will communicate to
man.
‘*Rise up,” I cried, ‘‘to happiness and to la-
bor. Behold! I give thee a purpose in life.
Blend thy soul with mine, and let me utter thy
thoughts so that men shall hear and understand.
For I know that the highest truth of highest
Heaven means nothing more than love. Gatheée
up all thy love, let it flow forth to thy fellow-
men. This shall be at once the labor and the
consolation of thy life.”

Now all this, and much more—far more~~was
expressed in the tones that flowed from my Cre-
mona. It was all in my heart. It came forth.
It was apprehended by her. I saw it, I knew it,
and I exulted. Her eyes dilated more widely
—my words were not unworthy of her hearirg.

I then was able to tell something which could
rouse her from her stupor. Ob, Music! Divine
Music! What power thou hast over the soul!

There came over her face an expression which .

I never saw before; one of peace ineffable—the

that passeth understanding. Ah me) I
seemed to draw her to myself. For she rose axd
walked toward me. And a great calm came
over my own soul. My Cremona spoke of peace
—soft, sweet, and deep ; the profound peace that
dwelleth in the soul which has its hope in frui-
tion. The tone widened into sweet modaulation
—sweet beyond all expression. .

She was so close that she almost touched me.
Her eyes were still fixed on mine. Tears were

* expectedly hears the sound of his own language. | there, but not tears of sorrow. Her face was so
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I DID NOT MAKE ANY REPLY, BUT TOOK MY CREWOX

close to mine that my strength left me. My
arms dropped downward. The music was over.

She held out her hand to me. I caught it in
both of mine, and wet it with my tears.

¢t Paolo,” said she, in a voice of musical tone;
¢ Paolo, you are already one of us. You speak
our ldnguage.

*You have taught me -8omething which flows
from love—duty. Yes, we will labor together;
and they who live on high will learn even in
their m&m iant heme-to envy us poor mortals.”

1 said not a word, but knelt; and holding her
nand still, I looked up at her in grateful adoration.

November 28.—For the last three months I
nave lived in heaven.  She is changed. Mausic
uas reconciled her to exile. She has found one

- MY 80UL 10 A LEVEL WITH JERS.”

permitted to dwell. Her seraphic thoughts
have become communicated tome. 1have made
them my own, and all my spirit has risen to a
higher altitade.
.. 8o I have at
which I longed, and the divine thoughts with
which she has inspired me I will make known to

was

last receivedvt.hat mvehtién for

the world. How? Description is inadequate,
but it is enough to say that I have decided upon
an Opera as the best mode of making known
these ideas. .




CORD AND CREESE.
- Thave resorted to ome.of those classical themes | of Edith has been im;

which,ﬂlonghuolduq:vﬂianon,myetem ure sufficient to - th,
new,  they are-truth. hmmumwnuwhwhhavebeeneaught/ifzon

My Opera is on the theme of Prometheus, I immortal voices. She has given me ideas. I
refers to Promethens Delivered. My idea is de- have made them audible and intelligible to men.
rived from her. Promethens represents Divine| I have had one performance of my work,
Love—since he is the god who suffers unendur- | rather our work, for it is all hers. . Hers are the
able agonies through his love for man: Zeus | thoughts, mine is only the

]

expression.
represents the old austere god of the'sects and| I sought out a of solitade in which I
creeds —the gloomy God of Vengeance-—the | might form and without inter-
stern—the inexorable—the.cruel. ruption th thenn-wh:ch I have tried to unfold.

. Love endures through the ages, but at last| Opposite my house uamld, shore cov-
trinmphs. The chief agent in his tnumph ls ered with the primeval woods. ere in one
Athene. She represents Wisdom, which, plaoethemnseaabamnrock, perfectly bare of
life and increase, at last dethrones the f | verdure, which is called Mount Misery. I chose

Vengeance and enthrones the God of Love. this place as the spot where I might give my re- i
For so the world goeson; and thus it shall be | hearsal.
that Human Understanding, which I have per- | She was the audience—I was the orchestra—
sonified under. Athene, will at last ‘exalt Divine | we two were alone.
Love over all, and cast aside its olden adora.non Mount Misery is one barren rock wlthout
of Divine Vengeance. blade of grass on all its dark iron-like sarface.
I am trying to give to my Opera the severe | Around it is a vast accumulation of granite boul-
simplicity of the classical form, yet at the same | ders and vast rocky ledges. The trees are stunt-
time to pervade it all with the warm atmosphere | ed, the very ferns can scarcely find a place to
of love in its widest sense. It opens with a | grow. C c R
chorus of seraphim. Prometheus laments; but| It was night. There was not a clond in_the -
the chief part is that of Athene. On that I have | sky. The moon shone with marvelous lustre. )
exhausted myself, Down in front of us lay the long arm of the
But where can I get a voice that can adequate- | ses that ran up between us and the city. On
ly render my thoughts—our thoughts? Where | the opposite side were woods, and beyond them
is Bice? She alone has this voice; she-alone |rose the citadel, on the other side of which the
has'the power of catching and absorbing into her | city lay n&stlmg at its base like those Rhenish
own mind the ideas which I f@}%w&:h it | towns which lie at the foot of fendal castles. = B
all, she alone could express them. d wan-| On the left hand all was a wilderness ; on the .
der over the earth to find her. But~perhaps | right, close by, was a small laks, which seemed
she i8 in a luxurions home, where her associates | like a sheet of silver in the moon’s rays. Farther
would not listen to sich a proposal. on lay the ocean, stretching in its boundless ex-
Patience! perhaps Bice may at last bring her | tent away to the horizon. There lay islands and
marvelous voice to my aid. . sand-banks with light-houses. There, under the
" " December 15.—Every day our communion-has | moon, lay a broad path of golden light—molt-
grown more exaited. She breathes upon me the | en gpld—unruffled—undisturbed in that dead
atmosphere of that radiant world, and fills my | calm. .
soul with rapture. I live in & sublime enthusi-| My Opera begins with an Alleluia Chorus. I
- asm. We hold intercourse by means of music. | have borrowed words from the Angel Song at the
We stand upon a higher plane than that of com- | opening of ¢ Faust” for my score. But the mu-
mon men. She bhas raised me there, and has | sic has an expression of its own, and the words
made me to be a partaker in her thoughts. are feeble ; and the only comfort is, that these
Now I begin to understand something of the | words will be lost in the triumph strain of the
radiant world to which she was once for a brief | tones that accompany them.
time borne. I know her lost joys; I share in| She was with me, exulting where I was ex-
her longings. In me, as in her, there is a deep, | ultant, sad where I was somwful still with her
unquenchable thirst after those glories that are | air of Guide and Teacher. She is my Egeria.
present there. All here seems poor and mean. | She is my Inspiring Muse. I invoke her when
No material pleasure can for a moment allure, | I sing,
1live in a frenzy. My soul is on fire. Mu-|{ But my song carried her away. Her own
sic is my sole thought and utterance. Colonel | thoughts expressed by my utterance were re-
Despard thinks that I am mad. My friends here | turned to her, and she yielded "herself up al‘o-
pity me. I smile within myself when I think of | gether to their power.
pity being given by them to me. Kindly souls! | Ah me! there is one langnage common to all
could they but have one faint idea of the un- | on earth, and to all in heaven, and that is music.
speakable joys to which I have attained ! I exulted then on that bare, blasted rock. I
My Cremona is my voice. It expresses all | triumphed. She joined me in it all. We ex-
things for me. Ah, sweet companion of my | nlted together. We trinmphed. We mourned,
.soul's flight! my Gmde, my Guardian Angel, | we rejoiced, we ‘despaired, we hoped, we sang
my Inspirer! had ever before two mortals while | allelnias in our hearts. - The very winds were
on earth a lot like ours? Who else besides us {still. The very moon seemed to stay her course.
in this life ever learned the joys of pure spiritual | All nature was hushed. .
communion? We rise on high together. Qur| She stood before me, white, slender, aerial,
souls are borne up in company. When we hold | like a spirit from on high, as pure, as holy, as
commune we cease to be mortals. stainless. Her soul and mine were blended.
My Opera is finished. The radiancy of that | We moved to one common impulse. We obeyed
Divine Love which has mundated all the being | one common motive.
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hat is this? Ts it love?. Yes; but not as
Ours is heavenly love, ardent,

“but yet spiritual ; intense, but without 3

& burning love like that of the cherubim; all-
, all-engrossing, and enduring for ev-

Have I ever told her my admiration? Yes;
but not in words. I have told her so in musie,
very overy strain, She knows that
I am hers. Sheinmydivinl;t{,mymuu,my
better genius—the nobler half of my soul.

I have laid all my spirit at her feet, as one
prostrates himself before a divinity. She has ac-
cepted that adoration and has been pleased.

We are blended. We are one, but not aft-
er an earthly fagshion, for never yet have I even
touched her hand in love, It is our spirits, our
real -selves—not our merely visible selves—that
love; yet that love is 8o intense that I would die
for evermore if my death could make her life
more sweet.

She has heard all this from my Cremona,

Here, as we stood under the moon, I thought
her a spirit with a mortal lover. 1 recognized
the full meaning of the sublime legend of Numa
and Egeria. The mortal aspires in purity of
heart, and the immortal comes down and assists
and respdnds to his aspirations. ‘

Our souls vibrated in unison to the expression
of heavenly thoughts. We threw ourselves into
m of the hour. We trembled, we

, til at last frail mortal nature could
scarcely endure the intensity of that perfect joy.

S6 we came to the end. The end is a chorus
of angels. Theo{ sing the divinest of songs that
is written in Holy Revelation. All the glory of
that song reaches its climax in the last strain:
¢ And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes !

. We wept together. But we dried our tears
and went home, musing on that ¢ tearless eter-
nity” which ligs"before us.

orning is dawning as I write, and all the

|

feeling of my soul can be expressed in one word,

the sublimest of all words, which is intelligible to
many of different and different races.
I will end with this: : T

© ¢t Allelaia!”

—r

CHAPTER XXVIIL
THIS MUST END.

THE note which accompanied Langhetti’s jour-
nal was as follows:
S Havrrrax, December 18, 1848.
““ TERESUOLA MIA DOLCISSIMA,—I send you
my journal, sorella carissima. I have been si-
lent for a long time. Forgive me. I have been
sad and in affliction. But affliction has turned

-to joy, and I have learned -things unknown be-

fore. '

¢ Teresina mia, I am coming back to En-
gland immediately. - You may expect to see me
at any time during thé next t.greefmonths. She
will be with me; but so sensitive is she—so
strange ‘would she be .to you—that I do not
know whether it will be well for you to see her
or not. I dare not let her be exposed to the
gaze of any one unknown to her. Yet, sweetest
sorellina, perhaps I may be able to tell her that
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I have a dearest sister, whose heart is lcve,
whose nature is noble, and who could treat her
with tenderest care.

“J intend to offer my Opera to the world at
London. I will be my own impresario. Yet
I want one thing, and that is a Vaice. Oh for
aVoice like that of Bice! But it is idle to wish
for her.

¢¢Never have I heard any voice like hers, my
Teresina. God grant that I may find her!

¢ Expect soon and suddenly to see your most
loving brother, Paoro.”

Mrs. Thornton showed this note to Despard
the next time they met. He had read the jour-
nal in the mean time. .

*¢So he is coming back ?” said he.

¢ Yes."”

¢ And with this marvelous girl ?" 1

(13 Yes. ” =~

¢¢She seems to me like a spirit.”

¢ And to me.”

¢“Paolo’s own nature is so lofty and so spirit-
ual that one like her is intelligible to him. Hap-
py is it for her that he found her.”

¢ Paolo /is more spiritual than human. He
has no materialism. He is spiritual. I am of
the earth; earthy; but my brother is a spirit im-
prisoned, who chafes at his bonds and longs to
be free.’ And think what Paolo has done for
her in his sublime devotion !” -

¢ 1 Kknow others who would do as much,” said
Despard, in & voice that seemed full of tears;
¢ I kinow others who, like him, would go to the
grave to rescne the one they loved, and make
all life one long devotion. I know others,” he
continued, ‘‘who would gladly die, if by dying
they could gain what he has won-—the possession
of the one they-love. Ah-me! ‘ Paolo is happy
-and blessed beyond all men. Between him and
her there is no insuperable barrier, no gulf as
-deep as death.”

. Despard spoke impetuounsly, but suddenly
cliecked himself. : -

I received,” said he, ‘‘by the last mail a
letter from my uncle in Halifex. He is ordered
off to the Cape of Good Hope. I wrote him a
very long time ago, as I told you, asking him
to tell me without resegye all that he knew about
my fathér's death: I told him plainly that there
was a mystery about it which I was determined
to solve. I reproached him for keeping it secret
from me, and reminded him that I was now a
mature man; and that he had no right nor any
reason to maintain any further secrecy. I in-
sisted on knowing all, no matter what it raight be.

¢¢ I received his letter by the last mail. \Here
it is;” and he handed it to her. _*‘Read it when
you get home. I have written a few words to
you, little playmate, also. He has told me all
Did you know this before ?”

¢“Yes, Lama,” said Mrs. Thornton, with a look
of sorrowful sympathy.

‘‘ You knew all my father’s fate ?”

“Yes, Lama.”

‘¢ And you kepiyit secret ?” ! .

“Yes, Lama. How could ¥ bear to tell you
and give you pain ?”

Her voice trembled as she spoke. Despard
looked at her with an indeseribable expression.

“One thought,” said he, slowly, ‘‘and one
feeling engrosses all my nature, and even th¥

I 4
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news that 1 have heard can not drive it away.
Lven the thought of my father's fate, so dark and
so mysterious, can not weaken the thoughts that
have all my life been supreme. Do you know,
little playmate, what those thoughts are ?”
She was silent. Despard's hand wandered
over the keys. They always spoke in low tones,
which were almost whispers, tones which were
inaudible except to each other. And Mrs, Thorn-
ton had to bow her head close to his to hear what
he said.
“I must go,” said Despard, after a pause,
‘‘and visit Brandon again. 1 do not know what
I can do, but my father's death requires farther
examination. 'T'his man Fotts is intermingled
with it. My uncle gives dark hints. I mnust
make an examination,”
‘* And you are going away again ?” said Mrs.
Thornton, sadly.
Despard sighed, ——-- S
‘ Would it not be better,” said he, as he took
her hand in his—** would it not be better for you,
little playmate, if I went away from you forever ?”
She gave him one long look of sad reproach,
Then tears filled her eyes.
*¢ This can not go on forever,” she murmured. -
¢¢It must come to that at last!”

B s

CHAPTER XXIX. -
BEATRICE'S JOURNAL.

October 30, 1848.-—My recovery has been slow,
and I am still far from well. 1 stay in my room

almogg altogether. Why should I do otherwise ?
Day sutceeds day, and each day is a blank.
My win Ks on the sea, and I can sit

there and feed my heart on the memories which
that sea calls up. It is company for me in my
solitude. It is music, though I can not hear its
voice. Oh, how I should rejoice if I.could get
down by its margin and touch its waters! Uh
how I should rejoice if those waters would flow
over me forever!

November 15.—Why I should wr\e any thing
now I do not know. This uneventfhl life offers
rothing to record. Mrs. Comptonfis as timid,
as gentle, and as affectionate as evpr.
poor, timorous, kindly soul, rends
her. Poor wretch, how di
How did Mrs. Compton ?

December 28.—In spite of my quiet habits and
constant seclusion I feel that I am under some
enrveillance, not from Mrs. Compton; but from
others. 1 have been out twice during the last
fortnight and perceived this plainly. Men in the
walks who were at work quietly followed me with
their eyes. I see that I am watched. I did not
know that I was of sufficient importance.

Yesterday a strange incident occurred. Mrs.
Compton was with me, and by some means or
other my thoughts turned to one about whom I
have often tried to form conjectures—my mother.
How could she ever have married a man like my
father? 'What could she have been like? Sud-
(denly I turned to Mrs, Compton, and said :-

‘* Did you ever see my mother ?”

What there could have beer in my question I
can not tell, but she trembled and looked at me
with greater fear in ber face than I had ever seen

than gain a living or make g fortnne.
I could interpret the jdeas of the Great Masters,

ance to t

see you again! L
chamber, for if I am compelled to return I may
be glad to seek you again. :

. ) 1.

of me. I myself felta comlull fun  my
frame. That awful thought which 1 once

before known flashed across my mind. .
"**Oh!” cried Mrs. Compton, suddenly, *‘oh,

« | don't look at me so; don't look at me so!”

**I don’t understand you,” said I, slowly.

She hid her face in her hands and began to
weep, I tried to soothe her, and with some suc-
cess, for after a time she regained her composure.
Nothing more was said. PBut since then one
thought, with a long series of attendant thoughts,
bas weighed down my mind. WhoamI? What
am It What am I doing here? What do these .
people want-with me?  Why do they guard me ?

1 can write no more.

January 14, 1849, —The -days drag on. No-
thing new has happened. I am tormented by
strange thoughts. I see this plainly that there
are t’:un?es when I inspire fear in this house. Why
is this

fince that day, many, many months ago, when
they all looked at me in horror, I have seen none
of them. Now Mrs. Compton has exhibited the
same fear. There is a restraint over her, Yes,
she too fears me. Yet she is kind; and poor
Philips never forgets to send me flowers,

I could smile at the idea of any one fearing
me, if it were not for the terrible thoughts that
arise within my mind. °
Februury 12.—Of late all my thoughts have
changed, and I have been inspired with an un-
controllable desire to escape. I live here in lux-
ury, but the meanest house outside would be far.
preferable. Every hour here is a sorrow, every
day a misery. Oh, me! if I could but escape!

Once in that outer world I care not what
might happen. I would be willing to do menial
labor to earn my bread. Yet it need not come
to that. The lessons which Paclo taught me
have been useful in more ways than one. I know
that I a: least need not be dependent.

He used to say to me that if I chose to go on
the stage and sing, I could do something better
He said

and make myself a blessing to the world.
Why need I stay here when I have a voice
which he used to deign to praise? He did not

praise. it- because he loved me; but I think he
loved me because he loved my voice. He loves
my voice better than me.
Ah me—will he ever hear my voice again? Did
he know how sweet ‘his voice was to me? Oh
me! its tones ring in my ears and in my heart
night and day. ’

And that other one!

March 5.—My resolution is formed. This

may be my last entry. I pray to God that it
may be. I will trust in him and fly.
they can not be watching me.
at the north end, the key of which is always in
it.
my liberty.

At night -
There is a door.

I can steal out by that direction and gain

Oh Theu who hearest prayer, grant deliver-
ﬁ captive! }

Farewell now, my journal; I hope never to
Yet I will secrete you in this

March 6.—Not yet! Not yet! :
Alas! and since yesterday what things have

happened! Last night I was to make my at-

there before. This tim:{ she seemed to be afraid

tempt. They dined at eight, and I waited for
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¢ om!” CRIED MRS. COMPTON! SUDDENLY, “ OH, DOX'T LOOK AT ME 80; DONT LUOK
‘ AT ME s0!” : -

them to retire. I waited long. They were lon-
ger than usual.

At about ten o’clock Mrs. Compton came into
my room, with as frightened a face as usnal.
¢ They want you,” said she.

I knew whom she meant. ‘Must I go?”
said L.

¢ Alas, dear child, what can you do? Trust
in God. He can save yon.” :

¢ He alone can save me,” said I, **if He will.
It has come to this that I have none but Him in
whom I can trust.” .

She began to weep. I said no more, but
obeyed the command and went down.

- Since I was last there months had passed—

months of suffering and anguish in body and
mind. The remembrance of my last visit there

came over me as [ entered. Yet kdid not trem-

ble or falter. I crossed the threshold and enter-
‘ed the room, and stood before them in silence.

1 saw the three men who had been there be-
fore. He and his son, and the man.Clark.
They had all been drinking. Their voices were
loud and their laughter boisterous as I approach-
ed. When I entered they became quiet, and all
three stared at me. At last ¢ said to his somy

¢ She don’t look any fatter, does she, Joljp--
nie?™ e
. “She gets enough to eat, any how,” answered
John, ¥
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¢ She's one of them kind, "lddthemmChrk,
¢“that don’t fatten up. But then, Johnnie, you
needn’t talk—yon haven't mach fat yourself, lad.”

‘“Hard work,” said John, w[:cmupon the
others, thinking it an excellent joke, burst into
hoarse langhter. This put them into great good- P
humor with themselves, and they began to turn
their attention to me again. Not a word was
said for some time.

‘Can you dance ?” said Ae, at last, speaking

to me abruptly.
© **Yes,” I answered.

“Ah! Ithonghtso. I paid enbugh for jour
edncation, any how. It would be hard if you
hadn’t learned any thing else except squalling
and banging on the piano.”

I said nothing.

- * Why do you stare so, d—n you ?” he cried,
looking ssvkgelg at me. -

I Jooked at t! e floor.

‘“Come now,” said he. ‘I sent, for you to,
see if you can dance. Dance!”

I stood still. *“ Dance!” he repeated with an
oath. ‘Do yvou hear?”

] can not,” said L !

¢¢ Perhaps you want a partner,” continued he,
with a sneer. ‘‘Here, Johnnie, go and help
her.” .

¢I'd rather not,” said John.

“Clark, yor try it—you were always gay,”

" and he gave a hoarse lan
“Yes, Clark,” cried . John.
chance.” :

Clark hesitated for asmoment, and then came
toward me. . I stood~with my arms folded, and
looked at him fixedly. I was not afraid. For I,
thought in that hour of who these men were, and
. what they were. My life was in their hands,
bat I held life cheap. I rose above the fear of
the moment, and felt myself their superior. -

Clark came up to me “and stopped. I did not
move.

““Carse her!” said he. ¢I'd as soon dance
with a ghost. She looks like one, any how.”

He laughed boisterously.

“He's afraid. He's getting supesstitious!” he
cried. ‘“ What do you think of that, Johnnie ?”

¢ Well,” drawled John, ““it's the first time I
ever heard of Clark being afraid of any thing.”

These. words seemed to sting Clark to the
quick.

¢ Will you dance ?” eaid he, in a hoarse voice.

I made no answer.

*“Curse her! make her dance!” ke shonted,
starting up from his chair. ‘¢ Don'’t let her bully

you, you foell”

* _ Clark stepped toward me and laid one heary
‘hand on mine, while he attempted to pass the
other round my waist. At the horror of his pol-
luting touch all my nature seemed transformed. I
started back. There came something like a frenzy
over me. I neither knew nor cared what I said.

Yet 1 spoke slowly, and it was not like passion.
All that I had read in that manuscript was in my
heart, the very spirit of the murdered Despard
seemed to inspire me.

““Touch me not,” I said. *‘Trouble me not.
I am near enough to Death already.. 'Am% you,”
"1 cried, stretching out my hand to

¢ Now’s your

“Trua!
never again will I obey one command of yours.
Kill me if you choose, andsend me after Colonel !

De%fmrd v i

’

.o

These words seemed to blast and wither them.
Clark shrank back. : He gave a groan, and clatch.
ed the arm of his chair. John looked in fear from
one to the other, and stammered with an oath:

‘‘She knowsali! Mrs. Compton told her.”

¢ Mrs. Compton never knmew it, about the
Thug,” said he, and then looked up fearfully
at me. They all looked once more. Again
that fear which I had seen in them before was
shown upon their faces.

I looked upon these wretches as though I bnd

&4 them from some lofty height. 'That one

| survey
of them was my father was forgotten. I seemed

to utter words which were inspired within me.

*¢ Celonel Despard has spoken to me from the
dead, and told me all,” said I. *‘ I am appointed
to avenge him.” N

I turned and went out of the room. AsIleft"
T heard John’s voice:

¢“If she's the devil himself, as 1 believe she
is,” he cried, ‘ she’s got to be “took doton 1

I reached my room. I lay awake all night
Jong. A fever seemed raging in all my veins.
Now with a throbbing head and trembling hands
I write this. Will these be my last words? God
grant it, and give me safe deliverance. Amen!
amen !

————

CHAPTER XXX,
SMITHERS & CO.

Tee Brandon Bank, John Potts, President,
had one day risen suddenly before the eyes of the
astonished coanty and filled all men with curious
speculations.

John Potts had been detestable, but now, as a
Bank President, he began to be -fespectable, ta
say the least. - Wealth has a charm about it which
fascinates all men, even those of the oldest fami-
lies, and now that this parvenu showed that he
could easily employ his superflucus cash in a bank-
ing company, people began to look upon his name
as still undoubtedly vulgar, yet as undoubtedly
possessing the ring of gold.

His first effort to_take the county by storm,
by an ordinary mvmmon to Brandon Hall, had

been sneered at every where. But this bank was

.

-a different thing. Many began to think that per-

baps Potts had been an ill-used and slandered

man. He had-been Brandon’s agent, but who

could prove any thing against him after all ?
There were very many who soon felt the need of

 the peculiar help which a bank can give if it only

chooses. Those who went there found Potts
marvelously accommodating, He did not seem
so grasping or so suspicious as other bankers.
They got what they wanted, laughed at his pleas-

' ant jokes, and assured every body that he was a

much-belied man. -

Sarely it was by some special inspiration that
Potts hit upon this idea of a bank; if he wished
to make people look kindly upon him, to *‘be to
his fanlts a.little blind, and to his virtues very
kind,” he could not have conceived any better or
shorter way toward the .accomplishment of so
desirable a resalt.

So lenient were thege people that they looked
upon all those who' took part in the bank with
equal indulgence. The younger Potts wis con-
sidered as a very clever man, with a dry, caustic
hnmor, but thoroughly good -hearted. Clark.
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one of the directors, was regarded as bluff, and | whom we have much laiger ‘-nnsachons than
shrewd, and caatious, but full of the milk of hu- | yourself whom I have never seen.’

man kindness ; and Philips, the cashier, was uni-

versally liked on account of his gentle, obsequious | surprise.
than I thought.”

manner.
So w1de—spread and so active were the opera-

¢*Indeed, ¥ir!” exclaimed Potts, with great
¢“Then you must do a larger business

*“We do a large business,” said Mr. Smithers,

tions of this bank that people stood astonished | thoughtfully.

and had nothing to say. The amount of their
accommodations was enormous.

first considered it a mushroom concern soon dis-

¢¢ And all over the world, you said. Then you

Those who at { must be worth millions.”

¢¢ Oh, of course, one can not do a business like

covered their mistake; for the Brandon Bank had | ours, that commands money, without a lurge cap-
connections in London which seemed to give the | ital.”

command of unlimited means, and any sum what-

‘“Are there many-who do a larger business

ever that might be needed was at once advanced | than I do ?”

where the security was at all reliable. Nor was
the bank particular about security. John Potts

professed to trust much to people’s faces and to | yes, twenty times.

their character, and there were times when he.

“Ohyes. In New York the house of Peyton
Brothers do a business of ten times the amount—
In San Francisco a new
house, just started since the gold discoveries, has

would take the security without looking at it, or ["lone a business with us almost as large. In

even decline it and be satisfied with the name.

In less than a year the bank had succeeded in
gaining the fullest confidence even of those who
had at first been most skeptical, and John Potts
had grown to be considered without doubt one of
the most considerable men in the county.

One day in March John Potts was sitting in
the parlor of the bank when a gentleman walked
in who seemed to be about sixty years of age.
He had a slight stoop, and carried a gold-headed
cane. He was dressed in black, had gray hair,
and a very heavy gray beard and mustache.

‘‘Have I the honor of addressing Mr. Potts ?”
said the stranger, in a peculiarly high, shrill voice.

¢I'm Mr. Potts,” saia the other.

The stranger thereupon drew a letter from his
pocket-book and handed it to Potts. The letter
was a short one, and the moment Potts had read
it he sprang up and held out his hand eagerly.

¢ Mr. Smithers, Sir!—you’re welcome, Sir,
T'm sure, Sir! Proud and happy, Sir, to see
you, I'm sure!” said Potts, with great volubility.

Mr. Smithers, however, did not seem to see his
kand, but seated himself leisurely on a chair, and
looked for a moment at the opposite wall like one
in thought. .

He was a singular-looking old man. His skin
was fresh ; there was a grand, stern air upon his
brow when it was in repose. The lower part of
his face was hidden by his beard, and its expres-
sion was refore lost. ‘His eyes, however,
arge and lummous. althongh he

t recently returned from a tour,’

e same voice: ‘‘and my junior part-

managed all the business in my absence,

‘which has lasted more than a vear. I had not

the honor of being acquainted with your banking-

house when 1 left, and as I had business up this

way I thought I would call on you.”

¢¢ Proud, Sir, and most happy to welcome you

s our modest parlor,” said Potts, obsequious-

ly. ““This is a pleasure—indeed I may say, Sir,

a privilege—which I have long wished to have.

In fact, I have never seen your junior partner,

Sir, any more than yourself. I have only seen

your agents, Sir, and have gone on xmd done my |

large business with you by writing.”
Mr. Smlthers bowed.

Bombay Messrs. Nickerson, Bolton, & Co. are
our correspondents; in Calcutta Messrs. Hostei-
mann, Jennings, & Black ; in Hong Kong Messrs.

’\Ta\lor & ‘Tibbetts ; in \\ dney Messrs. Sandford
& Yerley. Besides these, we have correspond-
ents through Europe and in all parts of Englagd
who do a much larger business than yours. But
I thought you were aware of this,” said Mr.
Smithers, looking with a swift g]an(e at Potts.

““Of course, of course,” said Potts, hastily:
T knew your business was enormous, but I
thought our dealings with you were consider-

-able.”

¢ Oh, you are domg a siug busmes< said
Smithers, in a patronizing tone. ‘It is onr cus-
tom whene\‘er we have corresponderits who are
sound men to encourage them to the utinost
This is the reason why you have always found us
liberal and prompt.”

““You have done great service, Sir,” eaid
Potts. “‘In fact, vou have made the Brandon
Bank what it is to-day.”

“Well,” said Smithers, *‘ we have agents every
where ;-we heard that this bank was talked about,
and knowing the concern to be in sure hands we
took it up. My Junior has made arrangements
with you which he says have been satisfactory.”

““Very much so to me,” replied Potts. ‘‘You
have always found the money.”

“ And you, I suppose, have furnished the se-
curities,”

“Yes, and a precious good lot of them you are

now holdmg

1 dare say,” said Smithers; ¢ for my part~l
have nothing to do with the books. I merely, at-
tend to the general aftairs, and trust to my Jun-
jor for particulars.”

¢ And you don’t know the exact state of our
business ?” said Potts, in a tone of disappoint-
ment.

“‘No. How should I? The only ones with
which I am familiar are our American, European,
and Eastern agencies. Our English correspony-
ents are managed by my Junior.” -

“You must be one of the largest houses in
London,” said Potts, in a tone of deep admira-
tion,

¢ Oh yes.’

b btrange I never heam of you till two years

¢¢ Quite so,” said he. “ We have so many
connections in all parts of the world that it is im- |
posalble to have the pleasure of a personal ac-
guaintance with them all. There are some with

ago or so.
““Very likely.”
““There was a friend of mine who was telling
me something about some Sydney merchants who
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were sending consignments of wool to you.
Compton & Brandon. Do you know them ?”

¢¢I have heard my Junior speak of them.”

“You were in Sydney, were you not?”

““Yes, on my last tour I touched there.”

¢“Do you know Compton & Brandon?”

¢ looked in to see them. I think Brandon
is dead, isn't he? Drowned at sea—or some-
thing of that sort?” said Smithers, indiffer-
ently.

**Yes,"” said Potts.

‘¢ Are you familiar with the banking business ?” | -

osked Smithers, suddenly. -

‘“Well, no, not.very. I haven't had much
experience ; but 'm growing into it.”

‘“Ah! 1 suppose your directors are good
business men ?”

‘“Somewhat ; but the fact is, I trust a good | i

deal to my cashier.”

““Who is he?”

¢ His name is Philips, a very clever man; a
first-rate accountant.”’

‘“That's right. Very much indeed depends
on the cashier.” )

¢“ He is a most useful and reliable man.”

““Your business ,appears to ‘be growing, from
what I have heard.

“ Very fast mdeed fir. 'Why, Sir, in another
year I expect to conttol this whole county finan-
cially. There is no reason why I shouldn’t.
Every one of my moves is successful.”

‘“That is right. The true mode of success in
a business like yours is boldness. That is the
secret of my success. Perhaps you are not
aware,” continued Mr. Smithers, in a confiden-
tial tone, *‘that I began with very little. A few
thousands of Pounds formed my capital. But
my motto was boldness, and now I am worth I
will not say how many millions. If you want to
make money fast you must be bold.”

“Did you make your money by banking ?”
asked Potts, eagerly.

“No. Much of it was made in that way, but
I have embarked in all kinds of enterprises;
foreign loans, railway scrip, and ventures in
stock of all sorts. I have lost millions, but I
have made ten times more than ever I lost. If
you want to make money, you must go on the
same plan.”

“Well, I'm sure.,” said Potts, “I'm bold
enough. I'm enlargmg my business every day
in all directions.”

“That’s right.”

“I control the county now, and hope in an-
other vear to do so in a different way.

“How s0?”

*I'm thinking of setting up for Parliament—"

““An e\:cellent idea, if it will not injure the
business.”

*“Oh, it will not hart it at all. Philips can
manage it all under my directions. Besides, I
don’t mind telling a friend like you that this is
the dream of my life.”

‘‘A very landable aim, no doubt, to those who
have a genius for statesmanship. But that is a
thing which is altogether out of my line. Ikeep
to business. And now, as my time is limited, I
must not stay longer. I will only add that my
impressions ‘are favorable about your bank, and
you may rely upon us to any extent to co-oper-
ate with you in any sonnd enterprise. Go on
and enlarge your business, and draw on us for

what you want as before. If I were you I
would’embark all my available means in this
bank.’

* Well, I'm gradually coming ro that, I think,™
said Potts

¢“Then, when you get large deposits, as you
maust expect, that will give you additional capi-
tal to work on. 'The best way when you have a
bank is to use your cash in speculating in stocks.
Have you tried that yet?”

““Yes, but not much.”
¢“If you wish any thing of that kind done wo
will do it for you.”

‘‘But I don’t know what are the best invest-
ments.”

¢“Oh, that is very easily found out. But if
you can 't learn, we will let you know. The Mex-
ican Loan just now is the most promising. Some
of the California companies are working quietlv,
and getting enormous dividends.”

¢ ’(‘allfornw. ?” said Potts; “that ought to

“ Oh, there’s nothing like it. I cleared near-
ly half a million in a few months.”

“A few months 1" cried Potts, opening his
eyes.

“‘Yes, we have agents who keep us well up;
and so, you know, we are able to speculate to
the best advantage.”

¢ California!” said Potts, thoughtfully. ‘I
should like to try that above all things. It has
a good sound. It is like the chink of cash.”

““Yes, you get the pure gold out of that.

There's nothmg like it.”

‘Do you know any chances for speculation
there ?"”.

““Yes, one or two.”

“ Would you have any objection to let me
know ?”

“Not in the least—it will extend your busi-

ness. I will ask my Jumor to send you any par-
ticalars you may desire.”

‘¢ This California busmess must be the best
there is, if all I hear is true.”

““You haven’t heard the real truth.”

¢ Haven't 1?” exclaimed Potts, in wonder.
¢1 thought it was exaggerated.”

‘I could tell you stories far more wonderful
than any. thing you have heard.”

“Tell me!” cried Potts, breathlessly.

¢“Well, "said Smithers, conﬁdentiall_v, “Idon’t
mind telling you something which is known, I'm
sorry to say, in certain circles in London, and is
already being acted on. One-half of our fortune
has been made in California operanons "o

““You don't say so! m

“Yon see I've always been bold ” continued
Smithers, with an air of still greater confidence.
‘1 read some time since in one of Humboldt’s
books about gold being there. At the first news
of the discovery I chartered a ship and went
out at once. I took every thing that could be
needed. On arriving at San Francisco, where
there were already very many people, I sold the
cargo at an enormouns profit, and hired the ship
as a warehonse at enormous prices. I then or-
ganized a mining company, and put a first-rate
man at the head of-it. They found a place on
the Sacramento River where the gold really seems
inexhaustible. I worked it for some months. and
forwarded two millions sterling to London. Then
I left, and my company is still working.”
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‘“ Why did you leave?”’ asked Potts, breath- | glad if you would consent to give me a chance.

.
‘“Because I could make more money by being’
in London. My man there is reliable. I have
bound him to us by giving him & share in the
business. People soon found out that Smithers
~& Co. had fnade enormous sums of money in
California, but they don’t know exactly how.
The immense expansion of our business during
the last year has filled them with wonder. ‘For
you know every piece of gold that I sent home
has been utilized by my Junior.”

Potts was silent, and sat looking in breathless
admiration at this millionaire. All his thoughts
were seen in his face.. His whole heart was laid

- bare, and the one thing visible was an intense
desire to share in that golden enterprise. °

¢‘T have organized two companies on- the same
principle as the last. The shares are selling at a
large premium in the London market. I takea
leading part in each, and my name gives stability
to the enterprise. If I find the thing likely to
succeed I continue; if not, why, I can easily sell

out. I am on the pdint of organizing a third
company.”
¢“Are the shares taken up?” cried Potts, ea-
gerly. :
‘‘No, not yet.”
¢“Well, could I obtain some ?”
¢‘I really can’t say,” replied Smithers. “‘Youn
might make an application to my Junior. Ido
nothing whatever with the details, I don’t know
what plans or agreements he may have been
making.”

Have you any objection ?” -
¢“Oh no. I will mention your case the next
time I write, if you wish it. Still I can not con-
trol the particnlar operations of the office. My
control i3 supreme in general matters, and you
see it would not be possible for me to interfere
with the smaller details.”

¢ Still you might mention me.”

“I will do eo,” said Smithers, and taking out
his pocket-book he prepared to write.

‘“Let me see,” said he, ‘‘your Christian
name is—what ?”

¢¢ John—John Potts.”

¢ John Potte,” repeated the other, as he wrote
it down. :
Smithers rose. ‘‘ You may continue to draw
on us as before, and any purchases of stock which
you wish will be made.”

Potts thanked him profusely.

¢¢I wish to see your cashier, to learn his mode
of managing the accounts. Much depends on
that, and a short conversation will satisfy me.”
¢¢ Certainly, Sir, certainly,” said Potts, obse-
quiously.: ‘‘Philips!” he called.

Philips came in as timid and as shrinking as
usual.

¢¢This is Mr. Smithers, the great Smithers of
Smithers & Co., Bankers; he wishes to have a
talk with yon.”

Philips looked at the great man with deep re-
gpect and made an awkward bow.

¢“You may come with me to my hotel,” said
Smithers ; and with a slight bow to Potts he left

¢ Ishould like exceedingly to take stock. How | the bank, followed by Philips.

do the shares sell ?”’

He went up stairs and into a large parlor on

¢“The price is high, as we wish to confine our | the second story, which looked into the street.
shareholders to the richer classes, 'We never put | He motioned Philips to a chair near the window,

it at less than £1000 a share.” :
¢“1 would take any quantity.”

and seated himself in an arm-chair opposite.
Smithers looked at the other with a searching

‘1 dare say some may be in the market yet,” | glance, and said nothing for some time. His

said Smithers, calmly.
-a%igh premium though.”
“I'd pay it,” said Potts. -

‘“ They probably sell at | large, full eyes, as they fixed themselves on the

face of the other, seemed to read his inmost
thoughts and study every part of his weak and

““Well, you may write and see; I know no- | irresolute character.

thing about it.”
¢ And if they're all taken up, what then?”

¢¢ Oh—then—1I really don’t know. Why can’t

you organize a company- yourself ?”’

““ Well, you see, I don't know any thing about | face, always pale, now became ashen, h S

the place.”

At length he said, abruptly, in a slow, meas-
ured voice, ‘‘ Edgar Lawton!”

At the sound of this name Philips started from
his chair, and stood on his feet trembling. His

turned white, his jaw fell, his eyes seemed to

“True; that is a disadvantage. But you |start from their sockets. He stood for a féw

might find gome people who do know.”

‘“That would be very difficult. - I do not see

seconds, then sank back into a chair.

Smithers eyed him steadfastly. ‘‘You see I

how we could begin. And if I did find any one, | know you,” said he, after a time.

how could I trust him ?”

* “You'd have to do as I did—give him a share

of the business.”

Philips cast on him an imploring look.
‘““The faet that I know your name,” contin-
ued Smithers, ‘‘shows also that I must know

‘1t would be much better if I could get some | something of your history. Do not forget
stock in one of your companies. Your experience | that!”

and credit would make it a success.”

‘¢ Yes, there is no doubt that our companies

~ ““My—my history ?” faltered Philips.
« ‘Yes, vour history. 1 know it all, wretched

would all be successful since we have a man on | man! I knew your father-whom you ruined, and

the spot.”

a company, bat what could I do?”
“ Could not your cashier help you?”
¢¢ No, not in any thing of that sort.”

will tell you what chances there are.”

¢¢ And that’s another reason why I should pre- |-
™ fer buying stock from you. You see I might form | imploring face to this man.

whose heart you broke.”
Philips said not a word, but again turned an

¢¢1 have brought you here to let you know that
there is one who holds you in his power, and that
one is myself. You think Potts or Clark have

¢ Well, I can say nothing about it. My Junior | you at their mercy. Not so. I alone hold, your

fate in my hands. They dare not do any thing

[y

** But while I see you personally I should -be | against you for fear of their own necks.”
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Phitips looked up now in wonder, which was
greater than his fear.

““'Why,” he faltered, ‘‘ you are Potts’s friend.
You got him to start the bank, and you have ad-
vanced him money.’

““You are the cashier,” said Smithers, calmly. "
‘“Can you tell me how much the Brandon Bank
owes Smithers & Co, ?”

Philips looked at the other and hesitated.

13

S

“Two hundred and eighty -nine thousand
pounds.”

¢¢ And if Smithers & Co. chose to demand pay-

would be prompt about it ?”

Philips shook his head.

*“Then you see that the man whom you fear
is not 80 powerfnl as some others.”

ment to-morrow, dv yon think the Brandon Bank '

¢“ 1 thought you were hix f lond 2"

¢ Do you know who I am ?”

¢¢ Smithers & Co.,” said Philips, wearily.

‘““Well, let metell you the plans of Smiikers &
Co. are bhevond your comprehension. Whether
they are friends to Potts or not, it seems that 1:ie
are his creditors to an amount which it woull be
difficalt for him to pay if they chose to demsand
it.” .

Philips looked up. He canght sight of ihs
eves of Smithers, which blazed like two dark,
fiery orbs as they were fastened upon him. Iie
shuddered.

I merely wished to show yon the weakness
of the man whom you fear. Shall I tell you
something else ?”

Philips looked up fearfully.

_ “Ihave been in York, in Calcutta, and in Ma-
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nilla 3 and 1 hnow what Potts dldinelchplm.
You look frightened. You have every reason td'
he so. Iknow what was dore at York. Iknow
thatyonwmsenttolotan Bay. ['know that
you ran away from yoar &ther to India. Iknow
your life there. boluln‘lmth: l;g:m nmow‘ndl you es-
going on im-
;h’;:ded in the Manilla murder.
von ‘were, why did you not mkem poor- mo-
ther and fly from these wretches
Philips.trembled from head. to foot. He said
. m»taword,lmbowedhhheulnponhmknees
and wept,
“Whereu she now ?” aid Smithers, sternly
‘mechanically raised his head, and point-
< ed over toward Brandon Hall,
‘¢ Is'she eonfined against her will ?”
l?g}:p thh” throagh love of you ?’
‘¢ She sta; en, ove ’
Philips nz;’ded. o
¢“Is any one else there ?” gaid Smithers, after
apause.andmastnnge,sadvmee,mwhlch
there was a faltering tone which Philips, in his
fright, did not notice.
¢ Miss Potts,he said.
“‘Sbi;eumwdcmeny, said Smithers, “’.n:ey
; say she is a prisoner ?”
“Philips nodded.
* Has she been sick ?” '
:  Yes.”
P *« How long?”
- **Eight months, last year

L “Ts she well now 7"

: “Yes.”

i Smithers bowed his head in silence, a.nd
lmhandonhuheatt. Philips watched him in
an agony of fright, as though every instant he
was apprehensive of some terrible calaxmty

. ¢““How is she?” continued after a
: "time. ‘¢ Has she ever been happy since she went
- tuere?”

: . Philips shook his head slowly and mournfally.
i “Douhel'fa.ﬁ:erevershowheranyaﬂ'eo-

ORI T
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voice. ‘‘I see that in spite of your follies and
crimes there is something good in yon yet. You
love your mother, do youn not?”

Tears came into Philips's e He sighed.
#¢Yes,” he said, humbly. : )

.% And you are kind to & 2 other one ?”

“Iloveherumymother” said Mhilips, earn-

Y.

Smithers again relapsed into silence for a long
time. At last he looked up. Philips saw his
eyes this time, no longer stern and wrathfal, but
benignant and indulgent. .

¢ You have been all your life under the power
of merciless men,” raid he. *“You have been
led by them into folly and erime and suffering.
Often you have been forced to act against your

tend to do so in spite of yourself. You fear
these masters of vours. You must know now
that I, not they, am to be feared. _They know
your secret but dare not use it against yon. I
know it, and can use it if I choose. You have
been afraid of them all your life. Fear them no
longer, but fear me. These men whon you fear
are in my power as well as are. I know all
their secrets—there is not a crime of theirs of
which erm know that I do not know also, and I

“ Yon must from this time forth be my agent.
Smithers & Co. have agents in all parts of the
world. You shall be their agent in Brandon
Hall. You shall say nothing of this interview to
any one, not even to your mother—you shall not

f you dare to shrink in ‘any one point
duty, at that instant I will come down
upon you with & heavy hand. Yon, too, are
watched. I have other agents here in Brandon
besides yourself. Many of those who go to the
bank as customers are myagents You can not
be false without my knowing it; and when you
are false, that moment you shall "be handed over

" | dare to communicate with me unless you are re-
put qugjed,:exeept sbout sach things as I shall
from

© tion?” .| to the authorities. Do you hear?”
© “Never.” The face of Smithers was mild, bat his tone
i “Does her brother ?” was stern. It was the warning "of & just vet
~ ¢Never.” merciful master. All the timid nature of Plnhps
¢ Is there any one who does?” bent in deep subjection before the powerful spirit
| “Yes.” of this man. He bowed his head in silence.
J ¢“Who?” ““Whenever an order comes to yod from
: ¢ Mrs. Compton.” Smithers & Co. you must obey; if you do not
i ¢ Your mother ?” obey instantly whatever it is, it will be at the
! - %Yes.” risk of your life. Do you hear ?”
+ 1 will not forget that. No, I will never for-| Philips bowed.

get that. Do you think that she is exposed to
an 148

% Miss Potts ?”

Smithers bowed.

“] don’t know. I sometimes fearso.

¢ Of what kind ?”

¥ don't know. Almost any korrible thing
may ha; in that horrible piace.”

y happen

A pang of agony shot across the sombre brow
‘of Smithers,  He was silent for a long time.

e Have you ever slighted her?” he asked at
Inst.

“ Never cried Pluhps. “I could worship
her—" - i
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¢¢ There is only one thing now in which I wish
you to do any thing. You must send every month
a notice directed to Mr. Smithers, Senior, -about
the health of kis daughter. Should any sudden
danger impend you must at once communicate
it.. You understand ?”

Philips bowed. -

*‘Once more I warn you always to remember
that I am your master. Fail in one single thing,
and vou perish. Obey me, and you shall be re-
warded. Now go!”

Philips rose, and, more dead than alive, tot-
tered from the room.

* When he left Smithers locked the door. He

; Smithers smiled upon him with a smile 2o | then went to the window and stood looking at

sweet that it chased all Philips’s fears away.

Brandon Hall,-with his stern face softened into
sadness. He hummed low words as he stood

He took courage and began to show more calm.

- ¢ Fear nothing,” 'said -Smithers, in -a gentle.| there—words which once had been sung far away.

will. Poor wretch! I can save you, and 1 in-

Mo pmon
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Among them were these, with which the strain
ended :

% Ana the sad mémory of our life below
8hall but unite us cioser evermore;
No nct of shine shall loose
Thee from the eternal bond,

Nor shall Revenge have power
To disunite us there ™ .

With a sigh he sat down and buried his face
in Lis hands. His gray hair loosened and fell
off as he sat there. At last he raised his head,
and revealed the face of a young man whose dark
hair showed the gray beard to be false.

Yet when he once more put on his wig none
but a most intimate friend with the closest scrati-

ny couid recognize there the featares of Louis
Brandon.
——er

CHAPTER XXXT.
PAOLO LANGHETTI, .

MANY weeks passed on, and mausic still formed
the chief occupation in life for Despard and Mrs,
Thornton. His journey to: Brandon village had
been without result. He knew not what to do.
The inquiries which he made every where turned
out useless. Finally Thornton informed him that
it was utterly hopeless, at a period so long after

the event, to attempt to do any thing whatever. |

Enongh had been done long ago. Now nothing
oore could possibly be effected.

Baffled, but not daunted, Despard fell back
for the present foom his purpose, yet still cher-
ished it and wrote to different quarters for in-
formation. Meantime he bad to return to his
lifs at Holby, and Mrs. Thomton was still ready
to assist him.

So the time went on, and the weeks passed,
till one day in March Despard went up as usual.

On entering the parlor he heard voices, and
saw a stranger. Mrs. Thornton greeted hirh as
usual and sat down smiling., - The stranger rose,
and he and Despard looked at one another.

He was of medium size and slight in figare.
His brow was very broad and high. His hair
was black, and clustered in curls over his head.
His eyes were large, and seemed to possess an
unfathomable depth, which gave them a certain
undefinable and mystic meaning—liquid eyes, yet
lustrous, where all the soul seemed to live and
show itself —benignaut in their glance, yet lofty,
like the eyes of a being from some superior sphere.
His fate was thin and shaven close, his lips also
were thin, with a perpetual smile of marvelous
sweetness and gentleness hovenng about them.
It was such a face as artists love to give to the
Apusile John—the sublime, the divine, the lov-
lng, the inspired.

** You do not know him,” said Mrs. Thornton.
It is Paolo!”

Despard at once advanced and greeted him
with the warmest cordiali

¢“J was only a little fellow when I saw you
last, and you bave changed somewhat since
then,” said “But when did yon ar-
rive? I knew that you-were expected in En-
ghnd, but was not sure that you would come
here.”

““What! Teresuola mia," said Langhetti,
with a fond smile at his sister. *‘‘Were jou

really not sure, sorellina, that I would come to

s
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see you first of all? Infidel!” ahd he shook his
head at Lef, playfully.

A long conversation followed, chiefly about
Langhetti’s plans. He was gomg to engage a

| place in London for,his opera, but wished first to

secure a singer. Oh, if he only could find Bize

—hxs Bxcma, the dmnest voice that mortal ever

DespardandeThomtonexrhmgedﬁmees,
and at last Despard told him that there was a
person of the same name at Brandon Hall. She
was living in a seclusion so .strict that it .seemed

- confinement, and there was a mystery about her

situation which he had tried without success to
fathom.

Langhetti listenedwithapdnfulmrpﬁsetha&
seemed like positive anguish.

‘“Then I must go myself. Oh, mg Bicina— °

to what misery have yon come— But do yoa
say that you have been there ?”
(0 Yes‘

“Did you go to the Hall ?”
[13 N°.7

““Why not ?”

¢‘Becanse I know the man to be a villain in-
descrihable—"

Langhetti thought for a moment, and then sai,

* True, hexsallthat, and perhaps more than
you imagine.”

‘I have done the utmost that can be done!”
said rd.

¢“Perhaps so; stll each one wishes to try for
himself, and thongh I can scarce hope to be
more successfal than yoa, dyet I must try, if only
for my own peace of mind. Oh, Bicina cara!.
to think of her sweet and gentle nature being
;ln;jecttosuchtmmemsnsthosemﬁansmuin-

“You do not know how it is,” said he at last,
very solemuly; ‘“bat there are reasons of trans-
cendent importance why Bice should be rescued.
I can not tell thern; but if I dared mention what
I bope, if I only dured to- "speak my thoughts, you
—you,” he cried, with piercing emphasis, and in
a tone that thrilled through to whom
he spoke, ‘you wonld make it the aim of all
your lifa to save her.”

¢ do not understand,” said Despard, in as-
wmsh

¢ No, no," murmured La.nghem. “You do
not; nor dare I explain what I mean. ‘It has
been in my thoughts for years. It was brought
to my mind first in Hong Kong, when she was
there. Only one person besides Potts can ex-
plain; only one.”

“Who ?" cried Despard, eager]

:‘ A woman na.med Compton."

“Yes, Perhapa she is dead. A]as and alas,
and alas, if she is! Yet could I-but see that
woman, T would tear the truth from her if I
perished in the attempt!”

And Langhetti stretched out his long slender
hand, as though he were plucking out the very
heait of some

¢ Think, ‘Teresuola,” said ge, afler a wl!ila,
““if you were in captivity, what would. become
of my opera? Could I have the heart to think
about operas, even if I believed that they con-
tributed to the welfare of the world, if your wel
fare was at stake? Now you know that next ta
you stands Bice. I must try and save her-—I
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must give gaﬂ. My opera must stand aside
till it be God's will that I give it forth. No, the
one object of my life now must be to find Bice,
to see her or to see Mrs. Compton, if she is alive.”
‘¢ Is the secret of so much importance ?” asked

. Langhetti looked at him with mournful mean-

ing.

“I you but suspected it,” said he, ° your
peace of mind would be lost. X will therefore on
no account tell it.”

Despard looked at him wonderingly. -What
could he mean? How could any one affect him?
His peace of mind! That had been lost long
ago. And if this secret was so terrible it would
distract his mind from its grief, its care, and its
longmged. Peace would be restored rather than

‘] must find her. I must find her,” said
Langhetti, speaking half to himself. ‘‘I am
weak'; but much can be done by a resolute will.”
¢* Perhaps Mr. Thornton can assist you,” said
Despard.

- Langhetti shook his head. - ’

““No; he is:a man of law, and does not gn-
derstand the man who acts from feeling. I can
be as logical as he, but I obey impulses which are
unintelligible to him. He would simply advise
me to give up the matter, adding, perhaps, that
I would do.m; no ‘Whereas he can
m;lt n;drerlstsn that it makes no difference to me
whet o mysel.f good or not; and again,
“that the goodtha:lcandomyselfuto
seek after her.”

Mrs. Thornton looked at Despard, but he

voided ber glance.

¢ No,” said Langhetti, I will ask assistance
from another—from you, Despard. You are one
who acts a8 I act. Come with me.”

¢“When ?”

¢ To-morrow morning.”

1 will,” :

“Of course you will. Yon would not be a
Despard if you did not. You would not be the

son of your father—your father!” he repeated, in
thnllmg tones, as his eyes flashed with enthu-
siasm.  “‘ Despard!” he cried, afier a pause,
¢*your father was a man whom you might pray
to now. I saw him once. Sba{lol ever forget
the day when he calmly went to lay down his

life for my father? Despard, I worship your fa’

ther's memory. Come with me. Let us emn-
late those two noble men who once before res-
cued a captive. We can not risk our lives as
they did. Let us at least do what we can.”
*I will do exactly what.you say. You can
thiok and X will act.”
¢ No, you must think too. Neither of us be-
- long to the class of practical men whom the
world now delights to honor; but no practical
man would go on our errand. "No practical man
would have rescued my father. Generons and
lofty acts must always be done by those who are
not’j Ny
“Buat I must go out. I must think,” he
continued. ‘I will go. snd walk about the

grounds." ——

Saying this he left the room.
. “Where is Edith Brandon ?” asked Despard,
after he had gone.

¢ She is here,” said Mrs, Thornton.

¢ Have you seen her?”
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¢Yes.”

*“Is she what you anticipated ?”

¢“More. She is indescribable. She is almost
unearthly. I feel awe of her, but not fear. Shs
is too sweet to inspire fear.”

e ——

CHAPTER XXXII.
FLIGHT.

THE last entry in Beatrice's journal was made
by her in the hope that it might be the last.
In her life at Brandon Hall her soul had

. grown stronger and more resolute. Besides, it

had now come to this, that henceforth she must
either stay and accept the punishment which they
might contrive or fly instantly.

¥or she had dared them to their faces; she
had told them of their crimes; she had threat-
ened punishment. the had said that she was
the'avenger of Despard. If she had desired in-
stant death she could have sai¢ no more than
that. Would they pass it by? She knew their
secret—the secret of secrets ; she had proclaimed
it to their faces. She had ealled Potts a Thug,
and disowned him as her father; what now re-
mained ?

But one thing—flight. And this she was fully
resolved to try. She prepared nothing. To gnin
the outside world was all she wished. The need
of money was not thought of ;« nor if it had been
would it have made any difference. She could
not have obtained it.

The one idea-in her mind was therefore flight.
She had concealed her journal under .a loose
piece of the flooring in one of the closets of her
room, being unwilling to encumber herself with
it, and dreading the result ofasearch in case she
was captured.

Ske made no other preparations whatever. A
light hat and a thin jacket were all that she took
to resist the-chill air of March. There was a
fever in her veins which was heightened by ex-
citement and snspense.

Mrs, Compton was in her room during the
evening. Beatrice said but little. Mrs. Comp-
ton talked drearily about the few topics on which
she generally spoke. She never dared talk about

the affairs of the house.

Beatrice was not impatient, “for she had no
idea of trying to escape before midnight. She
sat silently while Mrs. Compton talked or prosed,
absorbed in her own thoughts and plans. The
hours seemed to her interminable. Slowly and
heavily they dragged on. Beatrice’s suspense
and excitement grew stronger every moment,
yet by a violent effort she preserved so perfect
an outward calm that a closer observer than Mrs,
Compton would have failed to detect any emo-
tion.

At last, about ten o’clock, Mrs. Compton re-
tired, with many kind wishes to Beatrice, and
many anxious counsels as to her health. Bea-
trice listened patiently, and made some general
remarks, after which Mrs. Compton withdrew.

She was now left to* herself, and two hours
still remained before she could dare to ventare.
She paced the room fretfully and anxiously, won- -
dering why it was that the time seemed so long,
and looking from time to time at her watch in
the hopeofﬁndingthachalfanhourhad passed,
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but seeing to her disappointment that only two
or three minutes had gone.

At last eleven o’clock came, She atole out
quietly into the hall and went to the top of the
grand steirway.  There she stood and listened.

The sound of voices. came up from the dining-
room, which was near the hall-door. She knew
to whom those voices belonged. Evidently it
was not yet the time for her venture.

She went back, controlling her excitement as
hest she might. At last, after a long, long sus-
pense, midnight sounded.

Again she went to the head of the stairway.
The voices were still heard. They kept late
aours down there. Could she try now, while
they were still up? Not yet.

Not yet. The suspense became agomnng
How could she wait? But she went back again
to her room, and smothered her feelings until one

o’clock came.

Agsin she went to the head of the swmy
She heard nothing.  She could see a light stream-
ing from the door of the dining-hall below.
Lights, also, were burning in the hall itself; but
she heard no voices.

Softly and quietly she went down stairs. The
lights flashed out through the door of the dining-
room into the hall ; and as she arrived at the foot
of the stairs she hurd subdned voices in conver-

:ation. Her heart beat faster. ‘They were all
there! Whatif they now discovered her! ‘What
narcy would they show her, even if they were
capable of mercy ?

Fear lent wings to her feet. She was almost
af:aid to breathe for fear that they might hear
her.  She stole on quietly and noiselessly up the
passage that led to the north end, and at last
seached it.

-All was dark there. At this end there was a
door. On each side was a kind of recess formed
by thie pillars of the doorway. The door was
generally used by the servants, and also by the
inmsws of the house for canvenience.

The key was in it. There was no light in the
immediate vicinity. Around it all was gloom.

Near by was a stairway, which led to the serv-
ants’ hall, .

She took the key in her hands, which trembled
mnﬂy with excitement, and turned it in the

Scarcely had she done so when she heard foot-
steps and voices behind her. She looked hastily
back, and, to her horror, saw two servants ap-
proaching with a lamp. It was impossible for
her now to open the door and go out. Conceal-
ment was her only plan.

But how? There was no time for hesitation.
Without stopping to think she slipped into one
of the niches formed by the projecting pillars,
and gathered her skirts close about her so ag to
be as little conspicnous as possible. There she
stood awaiting the result. She half wished that
she had turned back. For if she were now dis-
covered .in. evident  concealment what excuse
could she give? She could not hope to bribe
them, for she had no money. " And, what was
worst, these servants were the two who had been
the most insolent to her from the first.

She «could do nothing, therefore, but wait.
They came nearer, and at last reached the door.

‘“Hallo!” said onme, as he turned the key
““It's been unlocked !”

e

¢ It hain’t been locked yet,” said the other.

“Yes, it bas. I locked it myselfman hour
sgo‘.AWho eonl:lﬁl;tvt: bee&haef"

‘“Any one, e other, quietly. ¢ Our
}.)hmm young master has, no doubt, been out

way.

“No,hehunt. He hasn't mr:edfmmhu
whisky since eight o’clock.”

‘““Nonsense! You're making a fuss about
Lock the door and come along.”

not been p! for this,

She s for some time in despair. She
thought of other ways of escape. There wﬂ
the hall-door, which she did not dare to try, for
she would have to pass directly in front of the
dining-room. Then there was the south door
at the other end of the building, which was sel-
dom used. She knew of no others, the de-
termined to try she south door.

Quietly and swiftly she stole away, and glided,
like a ghost, along the entire length of the build-
ing. It was quite dark at the south end as it
had been at the north. She reached the door
without accident.

There was no key in it. It was locked. - Es-
cape by that way was impossible. :

She stood despairing. Only one way was now
left, and that lay through the hall-door itself.

Suddenly, as she stood there, she heard foot-
steps. A figtire came down the long hall straight
toward her. There was not tlie slightest chaiice
of concealment here.__ There were no-pillars ba-
hind which she might cronch. She mast stand,
then, and take the consequences. Or, rather,
would it not be better to walk forward and meet
this new-comer? Yes; that would be best. She
determined to do so.

So, with a quiet, slow step she walked back

through the long corridor. About half-way she -

met the other. He stopped and started back.

“ Miss Potts!” be exclaimed, in surprise.

It was the voice of Philips.

‘¢ Ah, Philips,” said she, qnietly, “] am wazk-
ing about for exercise and amusement. I can
not sleep. Don’t be startled. It’s only me.”

Philips stood like one paralyzed

“Don't be cast down,” he said at last, in a
trembling voice. ‘‘You bave friends, powerf.l
friends. They will save you.”

‘““What do you mean ?” asked Beatrice, in

wonder.
. ‘Never mind, " said Philips, mysteriously. It

will be all right. I dare not tell. But cheer up.”
¢“What do you mean by friends ?”
¢ You have friends who are more powerful than
your enexmes, that’s all,” said Philips, hurriedly.
*¢Cheer up.”

Beatrice wondered. A vague thought of Bran-

don came over her mind, but she dismissed it at

once. Yet the thought gaveher & delicious joy,

and at once dispelled the extreme agitation which
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had thus far disturbed her. Could be con-
nected with Zim# ‘Was he in reality comxden.ﬁe
about her while shaping the course of his gloom:
vengeance? ‘T'hese were the thoughts whici
flashed across her mind as she stood.

I don’t understand,” said she, at last; *‘ but
I hope it may be as you say. God knows, I
necd friends!”

the walked away, and Philips also went on-
ward.” She walked slowly, until at last his steps
died out in the distance. Then a door banged.
Lvidently she had nothing to fear from him. At
last she reached the main hall, and stopped for
a momem The lights from ‘the dining-room
were still flashing out.through the door. The
grand entrance lay before her. There was the
door of thé hall, tie only way of escape that now
remained. Dare she try it ?

She deliberated long. Two alternatives lay
before her—to go back to her own room, or to
try:to pass that door.. -To go back was as re-
pulsive as death, iu fact more so, If the choice
hadbeenphoedfullbeforeher then, to die on the
spot or to go back to her room, she would have
deliberately chosen death. ‘Lhe thought of re-
turning, therefore, was the last upon which she
couldl dwell, and that of going forward was the
only one left. ‘F'o this she gave her attention.

. At last she made up her mind, and advanoed
cautiously, close by the wall, toward the hall-
door. After-a time she reached the door of the
dining-room. Could she venture to pass it, and
how? the paused. Shelisténed. There were
low voices in the room.. Then they were still
zzoake, still able to detect her if she passed the

She looked all around. The hall was wide.
On the opposite side the wall was but feebly
lighted. ‘The hall lights had been put out, and
those which shone from the room extended for-
ward but a short distance. .It was just possible
therefore to escaje observation by crossing the
doorway along ius wall that was most distant
foom it. .

Yet before she tried this she ventured to put
forward her head =0 as to peep into the room.
l&hé“!tpoped low and looked cautiously and slow-

y. ;
The three wére there at the farthest end of
theroom. Bottles and glasses stood before them,

- and they were conversing in low tones. Those

tones, however, were not so low but thdt they
reached herears. 'They were speaking about Aer.

‘“How could she have found it out?” said
Clark.

¢ Mrs. Compton only knows.one thm_q, said
Potts, ‘“and that is the secret about her. She

~knows nothing more. How could she?’

¢ Then how could that cursed girl have found-
ont about the Thug business ?” exclaimed J ohn.

There was no reply.

¢ She’s a deep one,” said John, ‘‘d—d deep
—deeper than I ever thought. ' I always said she
was plucky—cursed plocky—but now I see she’s
deep too—and I begin to have my donbts about
the way she ought to be took down.”

¢“J never could make her out,” said Potts.
¢ And now I don't even begin to understand how
she could know that which only we have known.
Do you think, Clark, that the devil could have

. told her of it ?”

 Yes,” said Clark. ¢ Nobody but the devil
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could have told her that, and my belief is that
she's the devil himself. She'’s the only person I
ever felt afraid of. D—n it, I can’tlook her in
the face.”

.Beatrice retreated and passed ﬁcross to the
opposite wall. She did not wish to see or hear
more. She glided by. the was ne€ noticed.
She heard John's voice—sharp and clear—

¢ We'll have to begin to-morrow and take her
down—that's a fact.” This was followed by
silence.

Beatrice reached the door. She turned the
knob. Oh, joy! it was not locked. It opened.

Noiselessly she passed through ; noiselessly she

shut it behind her. the was outside. She was
free.
- The moon shone brightly. It illumined the
lawn in front and the tops of the clamps of trees
whose dark foliage rose before her. he saw all
this; yet, in her eagerness to escape, she saw
nothing more, but sped away swiftly down the
steps, across the lawn, and under the shade of
the trees.

‘Which way should she go? There was the
main avenue which led in a winding direction
toward the gate and the porter’s lodge. There
was also another path which the servants gener-
ally took. This led to the gate also. Beatrice
thought that by going down this path she might
come near the gate and then turn off to the wull
and try and climb over.

A few moments of thought were sufficient for
her decision. She took the path and went hur-
riedly along, keeping on the side where the
shadow was thickest.

She walked swiftly, until at length she came
to & place where the path ended. It was close
by the porter’'s lodge. Here she pansed to con-
sider.

Late as it was there were lights in the lodge
and voices at the door. Some .one was talking
with the porter. Suddenly the voices ceased and
a man came walking toward the place where she
. 'To dart into the thick trees where the shadow
lay deepest was the work of a moment. She
stood and watched. But the underbrush was
dense, and the crackling which she made attract-
ed the man's attention. He stopped for a mo-
ment, and then rushed stm:ght toward the place
where she was.

Beatrice gave herself up for lost. £he rushed
on wildly, not knowing where she went. Behind
her was the sound of her pursuer. He followed
resolutely and relentlessly. There was no refoge
for her but continued flight.

Onward she sped, and still onward, through the
dense underbrush, which at every step gave no-
tice of the direction which she had taken. Per-
haps if she had been wiser she would have
plunged into some thick growth of trees into
the midst of absolute darkness and there re-
mained still. As it was she did not think of
this. Escape was her only thought, and the only
way to this seemed to be by flight.

So she fled ; and after her came her remorse~
less, her unpltymg pursuer. Fear lent wings to
her feet. She fled on through the underbrush
that crackled as she passed and gave notice of
her track through the dark, dense groves; yet

still amidst darkness and gloom her vursaer fol-
lowed.

»




¢‘ ONWARD SHE SPED, AND STILL ONWARD, THROUGH THE DLNSE UNDERBRUSH.”

At last, through utter weakness and weari-
ness, she sank down. Despair came over her..
She could do no more.

The pursuer came up. So dense was the gloom
in that thick -grove that for some time he could
not find her. Beatrice heard the crackling of
the underbrush all around. He wa# searching
for her.

She crouched down low and scarcely dared to
breathe. She took refuge in the deep darkness,
and determined to wait till her pursuer might
give up his search. At last all was still.

Beatrice thought that he had gone. ¥et in
her fear she waited for what seemed to her an
interminable period. At last she ventured to
make & movement. Slowly and caatiously she
rose- to her feet and advanced. She did not

know what direction to take; but she walked
on, not caring where she went so long as she
could escape pursuit.

Scarcely had she taken twenty steps when ghe
heard anoise. Someone was moving. Shest
still, breathless. Then she thought she had
mistaken.  After waiting a long time she wefit
on as before. She walked faster. The noise
came again. It was close by. She stood still
for many minutes. .

Suddenly she bounded up, and ran as one runs
for life. Her long rest had refreshed her. De-
spair gave her strength. DBut the pursuer was
on her track. Swiftly, and still more swiftly, nis
footsteps came up behind her. He was gaining
on her. Still she rushed on.

At last a strong hand seized her by the shoul.
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der, and she sank down upon the moss that lay

under the forest trees.

“Who are you ?” cried a familiar voice.

‘ Vijal!” cried Beatrice. . .

The other let go his hold. .

“Will you betray me?” cried Beatrice, in a
mournful and despairing voice.

Vijal was silent. :

“What do youwant ?” said he, atlast, ‘“What-
ever you want to do I will help you. I will be

" your slave.”

¢« I wish to escape.”

¢t Come then——you shall escape,’’ saidVijal.

‘Withont uttering another word he walked on
and Beatrice followed. Hope rose once more
within her. Hope gave strength, Despair and
its weakness had left her. After about half an
hour’s walk they reached the park wall.

T thought it was a poacher,” said Vijal, sad-

... ly; “yet I-am glad it was you, for I can hel
y P

you. I will help you over the wall.” :
He raised her up. She clambered to the top,
where she rested for a moment. .
““God bless you, Vijal, and good-by!” said
she. -
Vijal said nothing. ,
" The next moment she was on the other side.
The road lay there. It ran north away {rom the
village. Along thisroad Beatriee walked swiftly.

——

CHAPTER XXXIII.
_“PICKED UP ADRIFT.”

- Ox the morning following two travelers left a
small inn which lay on the road-side, about ten
miles north of Brandon. It was about eight
o'clock when they took their departure, driving
in their own cafriage at 2 moderate pace along
the road.

¢ Look, Langhetti,” said the one who was
driving, pointing with his whip to an object in
the road directly in front of them.

Langhetti raised his head, which had beén
bowed down in deep abstraction, to look in the
direction indicated. A figure was approaching
them. It looked like a woman. She walked
very slowly, and appeared rather to stagger than

“to walk.

“She appears to be drunk, Despard,” said
Langhetti. ‘“Poor wretch, and on this bleak
March morning too! Let us stop and see if we
can do any thing for her.”

‘They drove on, and as they met the woman
Despard stopped.

She was young and extraordinarily beautiful.
Her face was thin and white. Her clothing was
of fine materials but scanty and torn to shreds.
As they stopped she turned her large eyes up
despairingly and stood still, with a face which
seemed to express every conceivatle emotion of
anguish and of bope. Yet as her eyes rested on
Langhetti a change came over her. The deep
and unutterable sadnese of her fuce passed away,
and was succeedeG by a radiant flash of joy. She
threw out her arms toward him with a cry of
wild entreaty.

The moment that Langhetti saw her he started
up and stood for an instant as if paralyzed. Her
cry came to his ears. . He leaped from the car-
sage toward her, and caught her in his arms.

- @

¢Oh, Bice! Alas, my Bicina!” he cried, and
a thousand fond words came to his lips.

Beatrice looked up with-eyes filled with grate-
ful tears; her lips murmured some fnaudible sen-
tences ; and then, in this full assnrance of safety,
the resolution that had sustained her so long
gave way altogether. Her eyes closed, she gave
a low me#n, and sank senseless upon his breast.

Langhetti supported her for a moment, then
gently laid her down to try and restore her. He
chafed her hands, and did all that is usually done
in such emergencies. But here the case was dif-
ferent—it was more than a common faint, and
the animation now suspended was not to be re-
stored by ordinary efforts.

Langhetti bowed over her as he chafed her
hands. ‘‘ Ah, my Bicina,” he cried; “is it
thuy I find you! Ah, poor thin hand! Alas,
white wan face! . What saffering has been yours,
pure angel, among those fiends of hell!”

He paused, and turned a face of agony toward
Despard. But as he looked at him he saw a
grief in his countenance that was only second to
his own. Something in Beatrice's appearance
had struck him with a deeper feeling than that
merely human inferest which the generous heart
fcels in the sufferings of otlfers.

¢ Langhetti,” said he, ‘‘let us not leave this
sweet angel exposed to this bleak wind. We
must take her back to the inn. We have gained
our object. Alas! the grin is worse than a fail-
ure.”
“YWhat can we do?”

“J.et us put her in the carriage between us,
and drive back instantly.”

Despard stooped as he spoke, raised her rev-
erently in his arms, and lifted her upon the seat.
He sprang in and put his arms around her sense-
less form, so as to support her against himself.
Langhetti looked on with eyes that were moist
with a sad yet mysterious. feeling.

Then Le resumed his place in the carriage.

¢*Oh, Langhetti!” said Despard, *“what is it
that I saw in the face of this poor child that so
wrings my heart? What is this mystery of yours

-that you will not tell 2"

“] can not solve it,” said Langhetti, *‘and

therefore I will not tell it.”
- ¢ Tell it, whatevew it is.” :

“No, it is only conjecture-as yet, and I will
not utter it.”

¢ And it affects me ?”
© ““Deeply.”

¢ Therefore tell it.”

¢ Therefore I must not tell it; for if it prove
baseless 1 shall only excite your feeling in vain.”

‘¢ At any rate let me know. For I have the
wildest fancies, and 1 wish to know if it is possi-
ble that they are like your own.”

¢ No, Despard,” said Langhetti. *‘Not now.
The time may come, but it has not yet.”

Beatrice’s head leaned against Despard’s shoul-
der as she reclined again€® him, sustained by his
arm. Her face was upturned ; a face as white
as marble, her pure Grecian features showing
now their faultless lines like the sculptured face
of some goddess. Her beauty was perfect in its
classic outline. But her eyes were closed, and
her wan, white lips parted; and there was sor-
row on her face which did not seem appropriate
to one so young.

‘¢ Look,” said Langhetti, in & mournful voice-
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LEAPED FROM THE CARRIAGE TOWARD HER, AND CAUGHT HER IN HIS ARMS.” “

‘“Saw you ever in all your life any one so per- “Do not acknowledge it, then,

fectly and so faultlessly beantiful ? Oh, if you | Forget it. Do not open up once more that old

could but have seen her, as I have done, in her | and now almost forgotten sorrow. Think no:

moods of inspiration, when she sang! Could I | of it even to yourself.”

ever have imagined such a fate as this for ber?” | Langhetti spoke with a wild and vehement
¢“Oh, Despard!” he continued, after:a“panse urgency which was wonderful,

in which the other had turned bis @efriface to | Do you not see,” said Despard, *that you

him without a word—*¢ Oh, Despard ! you ask | rouse my curiosity to an intolerable degree ?”

me to tell yon this secret. I dare not. Itis so ““Be it =0 at any rate it is better to suffer

wide-spread. If my fancy be true, then all your | from curiosity than to fee} what you must feel if

life must at once be unsettled, and all yvour soul | I told you what I suspect.”

turned to one dark purpose. Never will I turn| Had it been any other man than Langhetti

Yon to that purpose till I know the truth beyond | Despard would have been offended. As it was

tie possibility of a doubt.” ) he said nothing, but began to conjecture as to the
“I saw that in her face,” said Despard, | best course for them to follow.

““which I hardly dare acknowledge to myself.” | | “Iy s evident,” said he to Langhetti, “that

I implore yon.

T




R P

i@
k!

" a pause.

ot £ RS A PR ST o WIS Y e

she has eseaped from Brandon Hall during the
gst night. She willi no doubt, be pursued.

hat shall we do? If we go back to this inn
they will wonder at our bringing her. ‘There is
another inn a mile further on.” ’

‘I have been thinking of that,” replied Lan-
ghetti. ¢ It will be better to go to the other inn.
Bat what shall we say about her? Let us say
she is an invalid home."” {

“And am I her medical attendant?” asked

“No; that is not neceseary. You ate her

.guardian—the Rector of Holby, of course—your

name is sufficient guarantee.”
** Oh,” said Despard, after a pause, ‘Tl tell
you something better yet. 1 am"her brother and

. she is my sister—Miss

‘As he spoke he looked down upon her marble

face. He did not see Langhetti's countenance. |

Had ge done so he woulaled ::ev: wonderemlﬂ.)e For
Langhetti's eyes seemed to to pierce the ve
soul of Despard. His face became tmusformez
1ts usual serenity vanished, and there was eager
wonder, intense and anxious curiosity—an en-
deavor tznds:le.l if there was not some d
meaning ying Despard's words. But Des-
pard showed no emotion. He was conscious of
no deep meaning. He merely murmured to him-
gt; a8 he looked down upon the mnconscious

¢ My sick sister—my sister Beatrice,”
Langhetti said not a word, but sat in silence,
absorbed in one intemse and wondering -
) seemed to dwell upon this idea, fondly
and tenderly. )
¢¢ she is not one of that brood,” said he, after
¢It is in name only that she belongs
to them.”
* They are fiends and she is an angel,” said
‘¢ Heaven has sent her to us ; we must preserve

her forever.”

“If sho lives,” said Langhetti, ‘*‘she must
never go back.” ’

¢ Go back!" cried Despard. ‘¢ Better far for
her to die.” ’ )
“X x:‘fself would die rather than give her up.”
‘“And I, too. But we will not. I will adopt
her. Yes, she shall cast awgf the link that binds
her to these accursed ones—her vile name. I
will adopt her. She shall have my name—she
shall be my sister. She shall be Beatrice Des-

rd.

b And surely,” continued Despard, looking
tenderly down, ‘“surely, of all the Despard race
there was never one so beautiful and so pure as
she.”

Langhetti did not say a word, but looked at Des-
pard and the one whom he thus called his adopt-
ed sister with an emotion which he counld not
control, . Tears started to his eyes; yet over his
brow there came something which is not gen-
erally associated with tears—a lofty, exultant
expression, an air of joy and

‘* Your sister,” said Despard, ‘* shall nurse her
back to health. She will do so for your sake,
Langhetti—or rather from her own noble and
generous instincts. In Thornton Grange she
will, perhaps, find some alleviation for the sor-
rows which she may have endured. Qur care
shall be around her, and we can all labor togeth-
or for her futare welfare.”

’
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- They at length reached the inn of which they
had spoken, and Beatrice was tenderly lifted out
and carried up stairs. She was mentioned as
the sister of the Rev. Mr, Despard, of Holby,
who was bringing her back from the sea-side,
whither she had gone for her health. Unfortu-
nately, she had been too weak for the journey.

The people of the inn showed the kindest at-
tention and warmest sympathy. A doctor was
sent for, who lived at a village two miles farther
on. - .

Beatrice éwvered from her faint, but remained
unconscions. ‘The doctor -considered that her
brain was affected. He shook his head solemnly
ovgr it; as doctors always do when they have
nothing in particular to say. Both Langhetti
;?(;I‘Despsrdknew more about her case than he
They saw that rest was the one thing needed.
But rest could be better attained in Holby than
here; and besides, there was the danger of pur-
suit. It was necessary to remove her; and that,
too, without delay. A close carriage was pro-
cnred without much difficulty, and the patient
was deposited therein.

A slow journey brought them by easy stages
to Holby. Beatrice remained unconscious. A
nurse was procured, who traveled with her. The
condition of Beatrice was the same which she de-
scribed in her diary. Great grief and extraordi-
nary suffering and excitement had overtasked
the brain, and it had given way. So Despgrd
fand Langhetti conjectared.

At last they reached Holby. They drove at
once to Thornton Grange.

¢“What is this ?” cried Mrs. Thornton, who had
heard nothing from them, and ran out upon the
piazza to meet them as she sgw them coming.

¢ have found Bice,” said -Lénghetti, ‘‘and
have brought her here,”

‘“ Where is she ?” !

¢“‘There,” said Langhetti. I give her to your
care—it is for you to give her back to me.”

—_—

CHAPTER XXXIV,
ON THE TRACK.

BeaTrICE's disappearance was’known at Bran-
don Hall on the following day. ‘The servants
first made the discovery. They, found her ab-
sent from her room, and no one had seen her
about the house. It was an-unusual thing for
her to be out of the house early in the day, and
of Jate for many months she had scarcely ever
left her room, so that now her absence at once
excited suspicion. The news was communicated
from one to another among the servants. Afraid
of Potts, they did not dare to tell him, but first
sought to find her by themselves. They called
Mrs, Compton, and the fear which perpetually
possessed the mind of this poor, Ymid creature
now rose to a positive frenzy of anxiety and
dread. She told all that she knew, and that was
that she had seen her the evening before as usu-
al, and had left her at ten o’clock. :

No satisfaction therefore counld be gained from
her. The servants tried to find traces of her,
but were unable. At length toward evening, on
Potts’s retnrn from the bank, the news was com-
municated to him.




" The rage of Potts need not be described here. |
That one who had twice defied should now es-
cape him filled him with fory. He organized all
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the world knows that I am the only Englishman
that ever joined the Thugs.except that girl.",

‘“She must know every thing that we have
his servants into bands, and they scoured the|done,” said Clark. < s
‘grounds till darkness put an end to these opera-|  *‘ Of course'she must.” )

That evening Potts and his two companions
dined in moody silence, only conversing by fits |
and starts, !

41 don’t think she’s killed berself,” said Potts,
in reply to an observation of Clark. ¢‘She’s got
-stuff enough in her to do it, but I don’t believe |
she has. She’s playing a jer game. I only
wish we could fish up her body out of some
pond ; it would quiet matters down very consid-
erable.” i

““If she’s got off she’s taken with her some

secrets that won't do us any good,” remarked
John. -

this,

i

“Inclading our Brandon enterprise,” said
John

“.*‘MMW,’jmdcmk;
euough, lad, to 8 neck.

how“':um don't let us talk of .
tbey into silence.
1" exclatmed John, at last, ‘‘ what are

B§

"

g
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yonfomg to do to-morrow ?

bher till I find her,” replied Potts, sav-
“But where?” '
* Fre been thinking of & plan which seems to

. . me to be about the thing,
*The devil of it is,” said Potts, “‘we don't| - *‘ What?"
know how much she.does know. She mustknow| ‘A good cld plan,” said Potts. *‘ Your pup,
a precious lot, or she never would have dared to J’ohnnie,q_qunhe{i:s." ’ <
say what she did.” = Voo | John péanded his fist on the table with savage
‘“ Bat how conld she get out ofethe park ?” | exultatioft, ' ’

said Clark. ‘“That wall is too high to climb
over, and the gates are all locked.”

My biood-hound! Good, old Dad, what &

trump you are to think of that!”
“T's my opinion,” exclaimed John, ‘“that| ¢ Hgll doit!”
she’s in the grounds yet.”

Potts shook his head. '

¢« After what she told me it's my belief she.
can do any thing. Why, didn’t she tell us of
crimes that were committed before she was born ?

_ I'begin to feel shaky, and it is the girl that has
made me so.” B ’

Potts rose to’his feet, plunged his hands deep
into his pockets, and walked up and down.. The
others sat in gloomy silence. '

¢Could that Hong Kong nurse of hers have

‘‘ Yes,"” said John, *‘if he gets on her track

and comes up with her I'm a little afraid that

well arrive at the spot just too late to save her.
It’s the best way that

of thé difficulty handsomely.
‘going after her through anxiety, and the dog is
an inhocent pup who ¢tmes with us; and if any
disaster

know of for getting rid

Of course we are

we will kill him on the spot.”
Potts shook his head moodily. He had no very

hopesul feeling about this. He was shaken to the

told her any thing?” asked John.
¢t She didn’t know any thing to tell.”
¢ Mrs. Compton must have blown, then.”

Mrs. Compton didn’t know. I tell you that
there is not one human being living that knows

How

what she told us besides onrselves and her.
the devil she picked it up I don’t know.”

want you to send for her.”
““Well, the mischief’s done now.”

you?” asked Clark. "
“Give it up! Not L.” o
*‘ We must get her back.”

again at all hazards.”

There was a long silence, -
““Twenty years ago,” said
that girl did.”

John.

with when you tackle her,” remarked Clark;

and crush her.”

%assed since I was captared with my followers.
Vo one has mentioned that since,
¢« I

“ 1 didn't like the cat of her from the first,”
said John. ¢ She had a way of looking that made
mefeel uneasy, as though there was something in
her that would some day be dangerous. I didn’t

“You're not going to give up the search, are

““Yes; our only safety now is in catching her

Pot'ts, moodily,
“‘the Visknu drifted away, and since the time
of the trial no one has mentioned it to me till
“ And she is only twenty years old,” reJoined
“J tell you, lads, you'’ve got the devil to do
“but if she is the devil we must fight it ount

“Twenty-three years,” continued Potts, in the
same gloomy tone—** twenty-three years have

No one in all

soul at the thought of this stern, relentless girl
carrying out into the world his terrific secret.
Early-on the following morning they resumed
their search after the lost girl. This time the
servants were not employed, but the three them-
selves went forth to try what they could do.
‘With them was the *‘ pup” to which allusion had
been made on the previous eyening. This ani-
mal was a huge blood-hound;~which John had
purchased to take the place of his'bull-dog, and
of which he was extravagantly proud.” “True to
his instinct, the hound understood from smeiling
.| an article of Beatrice's apparel what it was that
he was required to seek, and he went off on her
trail ot through the front door, down the steps,
and up to the grove. )
The others followed after. The dog led them
down the path toward the gate, and thence into
the thick grove aud through the underbrush.
Scraps of her dress still clung in places to the
brushwood. The dog led them round and round
wherever Beatrice had wandered in her flight
from Vijal. They all believed that they would -
certainly find her here, and that she had lost her
way or at least-tried to conceal herself. But at
Iast, to their dissppointment, the dog turmed
away out of the wood and into the path again.
Then he led them along through the woods until
he reached the Park wall. Here the animal
squatted on his haunches, and, lifting up his
head, gave a long deep howl. .
¢ What's this ?” said Potts.
“Why, don’t you see? She's got over the
wall somehow. All that we've got to do is to
pat the dog over, and follow on.”
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‘“wRY, DON'T ‘YOU SEE? SHE'S GOT CVER THE WALL SOMEHOW.”

The others at once understood that this must
be the case. In a short time they were on the
ather side of the wall, where the dog found the

trail again, and led on while they followed as

before.

They did not, however, wish to scem like pur-
suers. That would hardly be the thing in a coun-
try of law and order. They chose to walk rather
slowly, and John held the dog by a strap which
he had brought with him. They soon found the
walk much longer than they had anticipated, and
began to regret that they had not come in a car-
riage. They had gone too far, however, to rem-
edy this.now, so they resolved to continue on

their way as they were.

“Gad!” said John, who felt fatigued first,
¢ what a walker she is!” ‘

¢ She’s the devil!” growled Clark, savagely.

At last, after about three hours’ walk, the dog
stopped at a place by the road-side; and snuffed
in all directions. The others watched him anx-
jously for a long time. The dog ran all around
sniffing at the ground, bat to no purpose.

He had lost the trail. Again and again he
tried to recover it. But his blood-thirsty instinct
was completely at fanlt. The trail had gone,
and at last the animal came up to his master and
crouched down at his feet with a low moan.

¢ Sold!” cried John, with a curse.

¢“What can have become of her ?” said Potts.

“] don’t know,” said John. ‘I dare say
she’s got took up in some wagon. Yes, that's
it. That's the reason why the trail has gone.”

““What shall we do now? We can’t follow.
It may have been the coach, and she may have
got a lift to the nearest railway station.” .

¢ Well,” said John, *‘I'll tell you what we can
do. Let one of us go to the inns that are near-
est, and ask if there'was a girl in the coach that
looked like her, or make any inquiries that may
be needed. We could find out that much at any
rate.” - T

The others assented. John swore he was too
tired. At length, after some conversation, they
all determined to go on, and to hire a carriage
back. Accordingly on they went, and soon reach-
ed an inn. . . :

Here they made inquiries, but could learn no-
thing whatever about any girl that had stopped
there. Potts then hired a carriage and drove off
to the next inn, leaving the others behind. He
returned in about two hours. His face bore an
expression of deep perplexity. :

¢ Well, what luck, dad ?” asked John.

““There’s the devil to pay,” growled Potts.

¢ Did you find her?” .
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“There is a girl at the next inn, and it's her.
Now what name do you think they call her by ?”

“What?” -

¢¢ Miss Despard.”

Clark turned pale and looked at John, who
gave a long, low whistle.

¢+ Is she alone ?” asked John.

_ ““No—that's the worst of it. A reverend gent
is with her, who has charge of her, and says he
is her brother.” .

it wh o l!"

** His name is Courtenay Despard, son of Col-
onel Lionel Despard,” said Potts.

The others returned his look in utter bewil-
derment.

¢¢ I've been thinking and thinking,” said Potts,
“but I haven’t got to the bottom of it yet. We
can’t do any thing just now, that’s evident. I
found out that this reverend gent is on his way
to Holby, where he is rector. The only thing
left for us to do is to go quietly home and look
about us.” _ ’

‘It seems to me that this is like the begin-
ning of one of those monsoon storms,” said Clark,
gloomily.

The others said nothing. In a short time
they were on their way back, moody and silent.

—_—

CHAPTER XXXV.
BEATRICE'S RECOVERY.

It was not easy for the overtasked and over-
worn powers of Beatrice to rally. Weeks pass-
ed before she opened her eyes to a recognition
of the world around her. It was March when
she sank down by the road-side. It was Jume
when she began to recover from the shock of
. the terrible excitement through which she had
- passed. .
Loving hearts sympathized with her, tender
hands cared for her, vigilant eyes watched her,
and all that love and care could do were unre-
mittingly exerted for her benefit. :

As Beatrice opened her eyes after her long un-
consciousness she looked around in wonder, rec-
ognizing nothing. Then they rested in equal
wonder upon one who stood by her bedside.

She was slender and fragile in form, with del-
icate features, whose fine lines seemed rather like
ideal beauty

mournful beauty. Yet all the features; so ex-
quisite in their loveliness, were transCended by
the expression that dwelt upon them. It was
pure, it was spiritual, it was holy. It was the
‘face of a saint, such a face as appears to the rapt
devotee when fasting has done its work, and the
quickened imagination grasps at ideal forms till
the dwellers in heaven seem to become visible.

In her confused mind Beatrice at first had a
faint fancy that she was in aneother state of exist-
_ ence, and that the form before her was one of those
pure intelligences who had been appointed to
welcome her there, Perhaps' there was some
such thought visible upon her face, for the stran-
ger came up to her noiselessly, and stooping
down, kissed her.

“You are among friends,” said ‘she, in a low,
sweet voice. ‘‘You have been sick long.”

*“YWhere am 1?”

than reallife. The eyes were large, |-
dark, lustrous, and filled with a wonderful but’

189

‘¢ Among loving friends,” said the other, ‘ far
away from the place where you suffered.”

Beatrice sighed.

‘I hoped that I had passed away forever,”
she murmaured,

¢“Not vet, not yet,” said the stranger, in a
voice of tender yet m: 1 sweetness, which
had in it an thomable- depth of meaning.
‘* We must wait on here, dear friend, till it be
His will to ca¥l us.” '

‘“And who are you ?” asked Beatrice, after a
long and anxious look at the face of the speaker.
“ My name is Edith Brandon,” said the other,
gently.
¢ Brandon ! — Edith Brandon!” cried Bea-
trice, with a vehemence which contrasted strange-
ly with the scarce-audible words with which she
had just spoken. ’

The stranger smiled with the same melancholy
sweetness which she had shown before.

. “Yes,” said she; ‘“but do not agitate your-
self, dearest.”

¢ And have you nursed me?”
¢‘Partly. But you are jn the house of one who
is like an angel in-her 1&ving care of you.”

‘“ But you—you ?” persisted Beatrice; ‘‘you
did not perish, then, as they said ?”

** No,” replied the stranger; *‘it was not per-
mitted me.”

¢“ Thank God !” murmured Beatrice, fervently.
‘¢ He has one sorrow less. Did /e save you?”

‘‘ He,” said Edith, ‘“of whom you speakwloes
not know that I am alive, nor do I know where
he is. Yet some day we will perhaps meet. Anil
now you myst not speak. You will agitate your-
self too much. Here you have those who love
you. For the one who brought you here is one
who would lay down his life for yours, dearest—
be is Paolo Langhetti.”

¢ Langhetti!” said Beatrice. ‘‘Oh, God be -
'”

¢¢ And she who has taken you to her heart and
home is his sister.” ¢

¢¢ His sister Teresa, of whom he used to speak
so lovingly? Ah! God is kinder to me than I
feared. Ah, me® it is as though I had died and
have awaked in-heaven,”

“ But now I will speak no more, and you must

speak no more, for you will only increase your
agitation. Rest, and another time you can ask’
what you please.” . .

Edith turned away and walked to one of the
windows, where she looked out pensively upon
the sea.

From this time Beatrice began to recover rap-
idly. Langhetti’s sister seemed to her almost
like an old friend since she had been associated
with some of her most pleasant memories. An
atmosphere of love was around her: the poor
sufferer inhaled the pure and life-giving air, and
strength came with every breath,

At length she was able to sit up, and then
Langhetti saw her. He greeted her with all
the ardent and impassioned warmth which was
go striking a characteristic of his impulsive and
affectionate nature. Then she saw Despard.

There was something about this man which
filled her with indefinable emotions. The knowl-
edge which she had of the mysterious fate of his

father did not repel her from him. A wonderfal -

and subtle sympathy seemed at once to arise be-
tween the two. The stem face of Despard as-

LY.
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“ 53 BEATRICE OPENED HER EYES AFTER HER LONG UNCONSCIOUSNESS SHE LOOKE

AROUKD IN WONDER.”

sumed a softer and more genial expression when
be saw her. His tone was gentle and affection-
ate, almost paternal. ’

‘What was the feeling that arose within her
heart toward this man? With the one for her
father who bad inflicted on his father so terrjble
a fate, how did she dare to look ‘him in the face
or exchange words with him? Should she not
rather .shrink away as once she shrank from
Brandon? .

Yet she did not shrink. His presence brought
8 strange peace and calm over her soul. 'Hisin-
fluence was more potent over her than that of
Langhetti. In this strange company he seemed
%o her to be the centre and the chief.

To Beatrice Edith was an impenetrable mys-
tery. Her whole manner excited her deepest’
reverence and at the same time her strongest cu-

riosity. The fact that she was his sister would
of itself have won her heart; but there were oth-
er things about her which affected her strangely.

Edith moved among the others with a strange,
far-off air, an air at once full of gentle affection,
yet preoccupied. Her manner indicated love,
yet the love of one who was far above them. Fhe
was like some grown person associating with
ﬁnng children whom he loved. ¢ Her soul was

ike a star and dwelt apart.”

Paoclo seemed more like an equal; but Paolo

himself approached equality only because he could

=
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understand her best. He alone could enter into
communion with her. Beatrice noticed a pro-
found and unalterable reveienee in his man-
per toward Edith, which was like that which a
son might pay a mother, yet more delicate and
more chivalrous. Al this, however, was beyond
her comprehension.

She once questioned Mrs. Thornton, but re-
ceived no satisfaction. Mrs, Thornton looked
mysterious, but shook her head.

““ Your brother treats her like a divinity.”

¢ suppose he thinks she is something more
than mortal.” -

¢ 1o you have that awe of her which I feel ?”

““Yes; and so does every one. I feel toward
ner as though she belonged to another world.
She takes no interest in this.”

¢¢She nursed me.”

““Oh yes! Every act of love or kindness
which she can perform she seeks out and does,
bat n W 83 you grow better she falls back upon
herself.”

Surrounded by such friends as these Beatrice
rapidly regaimed her sirength. Weeks went on,
and at length she began to move about, to take
long rides and drives, and to stroll through the
Park.

During these weeks Paolo made known to her
his plans. She embraced them eagerly.

‘“You have a mission,” said he. *‘It was not
for nothing that your divine voice was given to
you. -I have written my opera under the most
extraordinary circamstances. You know what
it is. Never have I'been able to decide how it
should be represented. I have prayed for a
Voice. At my time of need you were thrown in
my way. My Bice, God has sent you. Let us
labor together.”

Beatrice grasped eagerly at this idea. To be
. a singer, to interpret the thoughts of Langhet-
ti, seemed delightful to her. She would then be
dependent on no friend. She would be her own
mistress. She would not be forced to lead a life
of idleness, with her heart preying upon itself.
Music would come to her aid. 1t would be at
once the purpose, the employment, and the de-
light of her life. If there was one thing to her
which could alleviate sorrow and grief it was the
exnltant joy which was created -within her by the
Divine Art—that Art which ‘alene is common to
earth and heaven. And for Beatrice there was
this joy, that she had one of those natures which
was 8o sensitive to misic that under its power
heaven itself appeared to open before her.

All these were lovers of music, and therefore
had delights to which common mortals are stran-
gers., To the soul which is endowed with the
capacity for understanding the delights of tone
there are joys peculiar, at once pure and enduring,
which nothingrelse that this world gives can équal.

Langhetti thought that they as a trio of pdw-
ers formed a means of communicating new reve-
lations to man. It was natural indeed that he

ward with delight to the time when his work
should first be performed. Edith, who lived and
moved in an atmosphere beyond human feeling,
was above the level of his enthusiasm ; but Bea-
trice caught it all, and in ber own generous an¢
susceptible nature this purpose of Langhetti pro-
duced the most powerful effects.

In the church where Mrs. Thornton and Des-
pard had so often met there was now a new per-
formance. Here Langhetti played, Beatrice
sang, Edith smiled as she heard the expres-
sion of heavenly ideas, and Despard and Mrs.
Thornton found themselves borne away from all
common thoughts by the power of that sublime
rehearsal. .

As time passed and Beatrice grew stronger
Langhetti became more impatient about his op-
era. The voice of Beatrice, always marvelous,
had not suffered during her sickness.” Nay, if
any thing, it -had grown better; her soul had
gained new susceptibilities since Langhetti last
saw her, and since she could understand more
and feel more, her expression itself had become
more subtle and refined. So that Voice which
Langhetti had always called divine had put forth
new powers, and be, if he believed himself the
High-Priest and Beatrice the Pythian, saw that
her inspiration had grown more delicate and
more profound.

‘“We will not set up a new Delphi,” said he.
‘“QOur revelations are not new. We but give
fresh and extraordinary emphasis to old and
eternal truths.”

In preparing for the great work before them it
was necessary, to get a name for Beatrice. Her
own name was donbly abhorrent—first, from her
own life-long hate of it, which later circumstances
had intensified ; and, secondly, from the dam-
ning effect which such a name would have on the
fortune of any artiste. Langhetti wished her to
take his name, but Despard showed an extraor-
dinary pertinacity on this point. )

““No,” said he, ‘‘I am personally concerned
in this. I adopted her. Sheismysister. Her
name is Despard. If she takes any other name
1 shall consider it as an intolerable slight.”

He expressed himself so strongly that Beatrice
could not.refase. Formerly she wounld have con-
sidered that it was infamous for her to take that
noble name ; but now this idea had become weak,
and it was with a strange exultation that she yield-
ed to the solicitations of Despard.

Langhetti himself yvielded at once. His face
bore an expression of delight which seemed in-

Langhetti was the high-priest of this tharmed
circle. Edith was the presiding or inspiring di-
vinity. Beatrice was the medium of utterance
—the Voice that bronght down heaven to earth.

Mrs. Thornton and Despard stgod apart, the
recipients of the sublime effects and holy emo~
tions which the others wrought out within them.
Edith was like the soul.

Langhetti like the mind. -

Beatrice resembled the material element by
which the spiritual is communicated to man.
Hers was the Voice which spoke.

explicable to Beatrice. . She asked him why he

, felt such pleasure. Was not an Italian name bet-

ter for a singer? Despard was an English name,
and, though aristocratic, was not one which a
great singer might have.

‘I am thinking of other things, my Bicina,”
said Langhetti, who had never given up his old,
fond, fraternal manner toward her. *‘ It has no
connection with art. I do not consider the mere
effect of the name for one moment.’-

“ What is it, then, that you do consider ?”

““ Other things.” - \

¢ What other things?”

in his high and generous enthasiasm shouldkhy//
some such thoughts as these, and should look for-
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¢ Not connected with Art,” continued Langhet-
ti, evasively. *‘ I will tell you some day when the
time comes.”

‘““Now you are exciting my cunosity,” said
Beatrice, in a low and earnest tone. “‘You do
net know what thoughts you excite within me.
Either you ought not to excite such ideas, or if

iofl do, it is your duty to satisfy them.” ¢

¢ 1t is not time yet.”

‘“What do you mean by that ?”

f¢*That is a secret.”

¢ Of course; you make it one; but if it is one
connected with me, then surely I ought to know.”

¢¢ It is not time yet for you to know.”

‘¢ When will it be time?”

¢TI can not tell.”

‘“ And you will therefore keep it & secret tor-
ever?” ‘

¢“1 hope, my Bicina, that the time will come
before long.”

‘“Yet why do yon wait, if you know or even

any thing in which I am concerned ?”
¢¢I wish to spare you.”

¢¢That is not necessary. Am I so weak that
I can not-bear to hear any thing which you may
have to tell? You forget what a life I have had
for two years. ‘Such a life might well prepare
me for any thing.” . .

¢If it were merely something which might
create sorrow I would tell it. I believe that
you have a self-reliant natare, which has grown
stronger through affliction. But that which, I
have to tell is different. It is of such a charac-
ter that it would of necessity destroy any, peace
of mind which you have, and fill you with hopes
and feelings that could never be satisfied.”

¢¢Yet even that I could bear. Do you not
ree that by your very vaguéness you are exciting
my thoughts and hopes? You do not know what
I know.”

¢“What do you know ?” asked Langhetti, ea-

Byeatrice hesitated. No; she could not tell.
That would be to tell all the holiest secrets of
her heart. For she must then tell about Bran-
don, and the African island, and the manuscript
which he carried and which had been taken from
his bosom. Of this she dared not speak.

She was silent.

‘“You can not know any thing,” said Lan-
ghetti.’ ‘“You may suspect much. I only have
suspicions. Yet it wounld not be wise to com-
municate these to you, since they would prove
idle and without resuit.”

So the conversation ended, and Langhetti still
maintained his secret, though Beatrice hoped to
find it out.

At length she was sufficiently recovered to be
able to begin the work to which Langhetti wished
to lead her. It was August, and Langhetti was
impatient to be gone. So when August began he
made p! ions to depart, and in a few days
they were in London. Edith was left with Mrs.
Thornton. Beatrice had an attendant who went

_ with her, half chaperon half lady’s maid.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
THE AFFAIRS OF SMITHERS & CO.

For more than a year the vast operations of
Smithers & Co. had astonished business circles
in London. Formerly they had been consid-
ered as an eminently respectable house, and as
doing a safe business; but of late all this had
been changed in so sudden and wonderful a man-

ner that no one could account for it. Leaving
‘aside their old, cautious policy, they undertook

without hesitation the largest enterprises. For-
eign railroads, national loans, vast joint-stock
companies—these-were the things that now occu-
pied Smithers & Co. The Barings themselves
were outrivaled, and Smithers & Co. reached the
acme of their sudden glory on one occasion, when
they took the new Spanish loan out of the grasp
of even the Rothschilds themselves,

How to account for it became the problem.
For, allowing the largest possible success in their
former business to Smithers & Co., that business
had never been of sufficient dimensions to allow
of this. Some said that & rich Indian had be-
come a, sleeping partner, others declared that the
real &mithers was no more to be seen, and that
the business was managed by strangers who had
bought them out and retained their name. Oth-
ers again said that Smithers & Co.- had made
large amounts in California mining speculations.
At length the general belief was, that some indi-
vidnals who had made millions of money in Cali-
fornia had bought out Smithers & Co., and were
now doing business under their name.

As to their soundness there was no question.
Their operations were such as demanded, first of
all, ready money in unlimited quantities. This
they were always able to command. Between
them and the Bank of England there seemed
to be the most perfect understanding and the
‘most enviable confidence. The Rothschilds spoke
of them with infinite fespect. -People began to
look upon them as the leading house in Europe,
The sudden apparition of this tremendous power
in the commercial world threw that world into a
state of consternation which finally ended in won-
dering awe. ’

But Smithers & Co. continued calmly, yet suc-
cesgfully, their great enterprises. The Russian
loan of fifteen millions was negotiated by them.
They took twenty millions of the French loan,
five millions of the Austrian, and two and a
half of the Turkish. They took nearly all the
stock of the Lyons and Marseilles Railroad.
They owned a large portion of the stock of the
Peninsalar and Oriental Steam Navigation Com-
pany. They had ten millions of East India
stock. California alone, which was now daz-

zling the world, could account to the common

mind for sunch enormous wealth.

The strangest thing was that Smithers himself
was never seen. The business was done by his
subordinates. There was a young man who rep-
resénted the house in public, and who called
himself Henderson. He was a person of distin-
guished aspect, yet of reserved and somewhat
melancholy manner. No one pretended to be
in his confidence. No one pretended .to know
whether he was clerk or partner. As be was
the only representative of Smithers & Co., he
was treated with marked respect wherever he ap-
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‘The young man, whether partner or clerk, had
evldem.ly the supreme control of affairs. He
swayed in his own hands the thunder-bolts of
this Olympian power. .Nothing daunted him.
The grandeur of his enterprises dazzled the pub-
lic mind. His calm antagonism to the great
houses of London filled them with surprise. A
new power had seized a high place‘in the com-
mercial world, and the old gods—the Rothschilds,
the Barings, and others—looked t. At first
they tried to despise this interloper; at length
they found him at least as strong as

and began to fancy that he might be stronger. A
few experiments soon taught them that there was
no weakness there. On one occasion the Roths-
childs, true to their ordinary selfish policy, made
a desperate attempt to crush the new house which
dared to entdr into rivalry with them. Wide-
spread plans were arranged in such a way that
]arge demands were made upon them on one day.
The amount was nearly two millions. Smithers
& Co. showed not the smallest hesitation. Hen-
derson, their representative, did not even take
the trouble to confer with the Bank of England.
He sent his orders to the Bank. The mofey was
farnished. It was the Directors of the Bank of
England who looked aghast at this struggle be-
tween Rothschild and Smithers & Co. The gold
in the Bank vaults sank low, and the next day
the rates of discount were raiced. All London
felt the result of that struggle.

Smithers & Co. waited for & few months, and
then suddenly retorted with terrific force. The

obligations of the Rothschilds were obtained from |

all quarters—some which were due were held over
and not presented till the appointed day. Obliga-~
tions in many forms~—in all the forms of indebt-
ednesstha.:mayansemavastbuuness—alltbese
had been collected from various quarters with
untiring industry and exiraordindry outlay of
care and money. At last in one day they were
all poured upon the Rothschilds. Nearly four
millions of money were required to meet that
demand.

The great house of Rothschild reeled under the
blow. Smithers & Co. were the ones who .ad-
ministered it. James Rothschild had a private
interview with the Directors of the Bank of En-
gland. There was a sudden and enormous sale
of securities that day on ‘Change. In sellingout
such large amounts the loss was enormous. It
was difficult to find purchasers, but Smithers &
Co. stepped forward and bought nearly all that
was offered. The Rothschilds saved themselves,
of course, bat at a terrible loss, which became the
profits of Smithers & Co.

The Rothschilds retreated from the conflict ut-
terly routed, and glad to escape disaster of a
worse kind. Smithers & Co. came forth victori-
ous. They had beaten the Rothschilds at their
own game, and had made at least half a mill-
ion. All London rang with the story.- It wasa
bitter humiliation for that prond Jewish house
which for years had never met with a rival. Yet
there was no help, nor was there the ‘slightest

cial operations he continued as ulm, a8 grave,
and as immovable as ever. He would risk mill-
ions without moving a muscle of his coutenance.
Ye:sosagnmonswashe,somde—spreadwmhl
agencies, so accurate was his seeret in

that his plans scarcely ever failed. His capital
was 80 vast that it oﬁmgavehxmcmtmlofﬁle
market. Coming into the field nntrammeled as
the older houses were, he had a larger control of
money than any of them, and far greater freedom

of action.

After a time theRothschids,theBarmgs and
other great bankers, began to learn that Smith-
ers & Co. had vast funds every where, in all the
capitals of Europe, and in America. “Even in
the West Indies their operations wese extensive.
Their old Aunstralian agency was and &
new banking-house fonnded by them in Calentta
begantoactonthesamevastscaleasthelead—
ing house at London. S&mithers & Co. also con-
tinued to carry on a policy which was hostile to
those older bankers. The Rothachilds in partic-
ular felt this, and were in dread of a
renewal of that tremendous assault under which
they had once nearly gone down. became
timid, and were compelled to arrange their busi-
nesuoastognardagainstthispouibilitg. This,
of course, checked their ions, and widened
and enlarged the field of action for their rivals.

No oone knew any thing whatever about Hen-
derson, None of the clerks could tell any thing
concerning him. They were all new hands.
None of them had ever seen Smithers. They all
believed that Henderson was the juzdor partner,
and that the senior spent his time abroad. From
this it began to be believed that Smithers staid in
California digging gold, which he diligently re-
mitted to the London house.

At length the clerks began to speak mysteri-

ously of & man who came from time to tme to -

the office, and whose whole manner showed him
to possess authority there. . The treatment which
te received from Henderson—at once cordial and
affectionate—showed them to be most intimate
and friendly ; and from words which were dropped

they all thought him to be the senior partner. -

Yet he appeared to be very little older than Hen-
derson, if as old, aud no one even knew his name.
If any thing could add to the interest with which
the house of Smithers & Co. was regarded it was
thisimpenetrable mystery, which baffled notmere-
1y outsiders but even the clerks themselves.

Shortly after the departure of Langhetti and
Beatrice from Holby two men were seated in the
inner parlor of the office of Smithers & Co. One
was the man known as Henderson, the other the
mysterious senior partner.

They had just come in and letters were lying
on the table.

“You've got & large number this morning,
Frank ?” said the senior partner.

““Yes,” said Frank, tummg them over; ““and
here, Louis, is one for you.” He took out a let-

ter from the pile and handed it to Louis, *‘It’s-
from your Brandon Hall eorrespondent, " he add--

chance of revenge. They were forced to swallow | ed.

the result as best they could, and to try to regain
what they had lost.

After this the pale and melancholy face of
Henderson excited a deeper interest. This was
the man who had beaten the Rothschilds—the
strongest eapmxhst. in the world, In his finan-.

Louis sat down and opened it. The letter was
a8 follows :

’ "AW 15, 1849,

‘‘Dear Str,—I have had nothing in particu-
lar to write since the flight of Miss Potts, nm
totell yéu what they were doing, I bave
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¢ LANGHETTI 18 ALIVE.”

informed you that they kept three spies at Holby

to watch her. One of these returned, as I told
you in my last letter, with the information that
she had gone to London with a party named Lan-
ghetti. Ever since then they have been talking
it over, and have come to the conclusion to get-a
detective, and keep him busy wdtching her with
the idea of getting her back, I think. I hope to
God they will not get her back. If you take any
interest jn her, Sir, as you appear to do, I hope
you will use your powerfal arm to save her. It
will be -terrible if she has to come back here.
She will die, I know. Hoping soon to have
something more to communicate,
3 ¢¢I'remain, yours respectfully,
3 \_. e 13 E' L.
¢ Mr, Suxraxzs, Sen., London.” . .

Louis read this letter over several times and
fell into deep thought.

Frank went on reading his letters, looking up
from time to time. At last he put down the last
one.

" ““Louis!” said he.
Louis looked ap. :

““You came so late last night that I haven’t
had a chance to ‘speak about any thing yet. I
want to tell you something very important.”

(3 Well !u

¢ Langhetti is alive.”

I know it.”

“You knew it!
tell me ?”

¢ didn’t want to tell any thing that might

| distract you from your purpose.”

When? Why did you not
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¢] am uot a child, Louis!

fidence,” .
¢ That’s not the point, Frank,” said I.ouis;

““but I know your atfection for the man, and I | fallen among friends he well knew.

thought you would give up all to find him.”
““Well!” .
¢“Well. I thought it would be better to let
nothing interpose now between us and our pur-
pose. No,” he continued, with a stern tone,
‘““no, no one however dear, however loved, and
therefore I said pothing about Langhetti. I
thought that your generous heart would only be
distressed. Yon would feel like giving up every
thing to find him out and see him, and, therefore,
I did not wish you even to know it. Yet I have
kept an account of his movements, and know
where he is now.”
‘“He is here in London,” said Frank, with
deep emotion.
** Yes, thank God !” said Louis. * You will see
him, and we all will be able to meet some day.”
‘‘ But,” asked Frank, ‘‘ do you not think Lan-
ghetti is & man to be trusted ?”’
‘“That is not the point,” replied Lonis. ‘I
believe Langhetti is one of the noblest men that
ever lived. It must be so from what I have
heard. All my life I will cherish his name and
try to assist him in every possible way.. I be--
lieve also that if we requested it he might perhaps
keep our secret. Butthatis not the point, Frank.
This is the way I look at it: We are dead. Qur
deaths have been recorded. Louis Brandon and
Frank Brandon have perished. I am Wheeler,
or Smithers, or Forsyth, or any body else; you
are Hendersont We keep our secret because we'
have a purpose before us. Our father calls us
from his tomb to its accomplishment. Our mo-
ther summons us. Qur sweet sister Edith, from
her grave of horror unutterable, calls ns. All
personal feeling must stand aside, Frank—yours
and mine—whatever they be, till we have done
our daty.”

‘‘ You are right, Louis,” said Frank, sternly.

¢ Langhetti is in London,” continued Louis,
““You will not see him, bat you can show your
gratitude, and so can I. He is going to hire an
opera-house to bring out an opera ; I saw that in
the papers. It is a thing full of risk, but he per-
haps does not think of that. Tet us enable him
to gain the desire of his heart. Let us fill the
house for him. You can send your agents to
farnish tickets to people who may make the an-
dience; or you can send around those who can
praise him sufficiently. I don’t know what his
opera may be worth. I know, however, from
what I have learned, that he has musical genius;
and I think if we give him a good start he will
succeed. That is the way to show your grati-
tude, Frank.” . ]

*I'll arrange all that!” said Frank. ¢ The
house shall be crowded. Il send an agent to
him—I can easily find ont where he is, I sup-
pose—and make him an offer of Covent Garden
theatre on his own terms. Yes, Langhetti shall
have & fair chance. I'll arrange a plan to enforce
success,” ) .

‘Do so, and you will keep him permaneutly
in London till the time comes when we can arise
fiom the dead.” -

They were silent for a long time. Louis had

After my victory | he had received, and these thoughts he did not
- over Rothschild I ought to be worthy of your con- | care to utter.

Une thing was a secret even from
Frank. -

And what could he do? That Beatrice had
He bad
found this out when, after receiving a letter from
. Philips about her flight, he had hurried there
and learned the resnlt. Then he had himself
gone to Holby, and found that she was at Mrs.
Thornton's.
ered. He had seen her as she took a drive in
Thornton's carriage. He had left an agent there
to write him about her when he left.

‘What was he to do now? He read the letter
over again. He pansed at that sentence : *‘ They
have been talking it over, and have come to the

watching her with the idea of getting her back.™

What was the nature of this danger? Beatrice
was of age. She was with Langhetti, She was
her own mistress. Could there be any danger
of her being taken back against her will? The

scrupulous, but would they dare to commit any
violence ? and if they did, would not Langhetti's
protection save her?

Such were his thoughts. Yet, on-the other
hand, he considered the fact that she was inex-
perienced, and might have peculiar-ideas about a
father's authority.” If Potts came himself, de-
‘anding her return, perhaps, out of a mistaken.
sense of filial duty, she might go with him. Or,
even if she was unwilling to do so, she might
yield to coercion, and not feel justified in resist-.
ing. The possibility of this filled him with hor-
ror. The idea of her being taken back to live-
under the power of those miscreants from. whom
she had escaped was intolerable. Yet he knew
not what to-do. N :
Between him and her there was a gulf unfath-
omable, impassable. She was one of that ac~
cursed brood which he was seeking to exterm-~
inate. He would spare her if possible ; he would
gladly lay down his life to save her from oné mo-
ment’s misery ; but if she stood-in the way of'bis
vengeance, could he—dared he stay that venge-
ance? For that he would sacrifice life itself!
‘Would he refuse to sacrifice even her if she were -
more dear than life itself ? .
Yet here was a case in which she was no lon-
ger connected with, but striving to sever herseif
from them. She was flying from that accursed -
father of hers. 'Would he stand idly by, and see
herindanger? That were impossible. All along,
ever since his retarn to England, he had watch-
ed over her, unseen himself and unsuaspected by
her, and had followed-her footsteps when she fled.
To desert her now was impossible. The only
question with him was—how to watch her or
guard her. .

One thing gave him comfort, and that was the
guardianship of Langhetti. This he thought
was sufficient to insure her safety. For surely
Langhetti would know the character of her ene-
mies as well as Beatrice herself, and so guard
her as to insure her safety from any attempt of
theirs. He therefore placed his chief réliance on
Langhetti, and determined merely to secure some
one who would watch over her, and let him know
from day to day how she fared. Had he thought
it necessary he wonld have sent a band of men to

thoughts of his own, excited by the letter which

watch and guard her by day and night; but this

He had watched till shé had recov-

conclusion to get a detective, and keep him bns?'»

villains at Brandon Hall were sufficiently un-:

I
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idea never entered his mind for the simple reason
that he did not think the danger was pressing.
England was after all a country of law, and eyen
a father could not carry off his daughter against
m when she was of age. So he comforted

£.

¢ Well,” said he, at lasy, rousing himself from
his abstraction, *‘ how is Potts now ?”

¢¢ Deeper than ever,” answered Frank, quietly.

¢¢'The Brandon Bank—"

“The Brandon Bank has been going at a rate
that would have foundered any other concern
long ago. There’s not a man that I sent there
who has not been welcomed and obtained all
that he wanted. Most of the money that they
advanced has been to men that I sent. They
drew on us for the money and sent us various
securities of their own, holding the securities of
these applicants. It is simply bewildering to
think bow easily that scoundrel fell into the
snare.” -

‘“When a- man has made a fortune easily he
gets rid of it easily,” said Louis, laconically,

¢¢Potts thinks that all his applicants are lead-
ing men of the county. I take good care that
they go there as baronets at least. Some are
lords. He is overpowered in the presence of
these lords, and gives them what they ask on
their own terms. In his letters he has made
some attempts at an expression of gratitude for
our great liberality. This I enjoyed somewhat.
The villain is not a difficult one to manage, at
least in the financial way. I leave the dénouement
to you, Louis.”

*“The dénouement must not be long delayed
now.”

¢¢'Well, for that matter things are so arranged
that we may have ‘the beginning of the end’ as
soon as you choose.”

¢“What are the debts of the Brandon Bank to
us now ?” I .

¢ Five hundred and fifteen thousand one hun-
dred and fifty pounds,” said Frank.

" ¢“Five hundred thonsand—very good,” re-

"turned Louis, thoughtfully. *‘ And how is the
secured ?”

sum

“ Chiefly by acknowledgments from the bank
with the indorsement of John Potts, Presi-
dent,”

¢ What are the other liabilities?” .

*‘ He has implored me to for him or
sell him some California stock. I have reluc-
tantly consented to do zo,” continued Frank,
with a sardonic smile, ‘‘entirely through the re-
quest of my senior, and he has taken a hundred
shares at a thousand pounds each.” .

¢One hundred thousand pounds,” said Louis.

¢“1 consented to take his notes,” continued
Frank, ¢ purely out of regard to the recommenda-
tions of my senior.”

{ ¢ Any thing else ?" asked Lonis.

¢ He urged me to recommend him to a good
broker who might purchase stock for him in re-
liable companies. I created a broker and recom-
mended him. He asked me also confidentially
to tell him which stocks were best, so I kindly
advised bim to purchase the Mexican and the
Guatemals loan. I also recommended the
Venezuela bonds. I threw all these into the
market, and by dextrous manipulation raised the
price to 8 per cent. preminm. He paid £108 for

every £100. When he wants to sell out, as he |-

may one day wish to do, he will be lucky if he
gets 85 per cent.”

¢‘How much didﬁbu ”

- ¢“ Mexican loan, fifty thousand; Guatemala,
fifty thousand ; and Venezuela bonds, fifty thou-
sand.” .

¢¢ He is quite lavish.”

¢“QOh, quite. That makes it 80 pleasant to do
business with him.”

¢ Did you advance the money for this ?”

““He did not ask it. He raised the money
somehow, perhaps from our old advances, and
bought them from the broker. The broker was
of course myself. The beauty of all this is, that
I send applicants for money, who give their
notes ; he gets money from me and gives his
notes to me, and then advances the money to
these applicants, who bring it back to me. It's
odd, isn’t it?” -

Louis smiled.

‘? ¢ Has he no bona fide debtors in his own coun-
ty 99 -

“Oh Iv;es, plenty of them; but more than
half of his advances have been made to my
men.”

“Did you hint any thing  about issuing
notes?” '

¢¢Oh yes, and the bait took wonderfully. He
made his bank a bank of issue at once, and sent
out & hundred and fifty thousand pounds in notes.
1 think it was in this way that he got the money
for all that American stock. At any rate, it
helped Lim. As he has only a small supply of
gold in his vaults, you may very readily conjec-
tare his peculiar position.”

Louis was eilent for a time. ’

 You have managed admirably, Frank,” said
he at last. i

¢ Oh,” rejoined Frank, ¢ Potts is very small
game, financially, There is no skill needed in
playing with him. He is such a clumsy bungler
that he does whatever one wishes, There is not
even excitement. Whatever I tell him to do he
does. Now if I were anxious to crush the Roths-
childs, it would be very different. There would
then be a chance for skill.”

¢“You have had the chance.”

¢¢J did not wish to ruin them,” said Frank.
““Too many innocent people would have suf-
fered. I only wished to alarm them. I rather
think, from what I hear, that they were a little
disturbed on that day when they had to pay four
millions. Yet I could have crushed them if I
had chosen, and I managed things so as to let
them see this.” :

“ How ?”

¢ controlled other engagements of theirs,
and on the same day I magnanimously wrote
them a letter, saying that I would not press for
payment, as their notes were as good to me as
money. Had I pressed they would have gone
down. Nothing cduld have saved them. ButI
did not wish that. The fact is they have locked

| up their means very much, and have been rather

careless of late. They have learned a lesson
now.” : .
Louis relapsed into his reflections, and Frank
began to answer his letters.
————— '




CHAPTER XXXVIL .
THE ‘‘PROMETHEUS."

It took some time for Langhetti to make his
preparations in London. September came be-
fore he had completed them. To his surprise
these arrangements were much easier than he
had supposed. Yeople came to him of their
own accord before he thought it possible that
they could have heard of his project. What
most surprised him was a call from the manager
" of Covent Garden Theatre, who offered to put it
into his hands for a price so low as to surprise
Langhetti more than any thing else that had oc-
curred. Of course he accepted the offer grate-
fully and eagerly. The manager said that the
building was on hig hands, and he did not wish
to use it for the present, for which reason he
would be glad to turn it over to him. He re-
marked also that there was very much stock in
the theatre that could be made use of, for which
he would charge nothing whatever. Langhetti
went to see it, and found a large number of mag-
nificently painted scenes, which could be used in
his piece. On asking the manager how scenes
of this sort came to be t.here, he learned that
some one had been representmg the ‘¢ Midsam-
mer Night's Dream,” or something of that sort.

Langhetti's means were very limited, and as
he had risked every thing on this experiment he
was rejoiced to find events so very greatly in his
favor.

Another circumstance which was equally in his
favor, if not more so, was the kind consideration
of the London papers. 'They announced his
forthcoming work over and over again. Some
of their writers came to see him so as to get the
particulars, and what little he told them they de-
scribed in the most attractive and effective man-
ner. .
A large number of people prééented themselves
to form his company, and he also received appli-
cations by letter from many whose .eminence and
fortunes placed them above the need of any such
thing. It was simply incomprehensiblée to Lan-
ghetti, who thoroughly whderstood the ways of
the musical world; yej giace they offered he was
only too happy to wapt. On having interviews

th these persensthe was amazed to find that
they were ore and all totally indifferent about
terms ; they all assured him that they were ready
to take any part whatever, and merely wished to
assist in the representation of a piece 8o new and
50 original asThis was said tobe. They all named
& price which was excessively low, and assured
him that they did so only for form's sake; posi-
tively refusing to accept any thing more, and
leaving it to Langhetti either to take them on
their own .terms or to reject them. He, of
course, could not reject aid so powerful and so
unexpected.
At length he had his rehearsal. - After various
trials he invited representatives of the London
Press to be present at the last. They all came,
and all without exception wrote the most glowing
accounts for their respective journals.

¢‘I don’t know how it is,” said he to Beatrice.
. **Every thing has come into my hands. I don’t
understand it. It seems to me exactly as if there
was some powerful, unseen hand assisting me; |
some one who secretly put every thing in my!
way, who paid these artists first and then sent |

CORD AND CREESE.

147

them to e, and influenced all the journals in
my favor. 1 should be sure of this if it were not

a more incredible thing than the actual result it~ -

self. As it is I am simply perplexed and bewil-
dered. It is a thing that is without parallel,
have a company such as no one has ever béfore
gathered together on one stage. I have éminent
prima donnas who are quite willing to’sing sec-
ond and third parts without caring what I pay
them; or whether I pay them or not. I know
the.masical world¢ All I can say is that the
thmg is unexampled, atid I can not comprehend
it. I have tried to find out from some of them
what it all means, but they give me no satisfac-
tion. At any rate, my Bicina, you will make
your début under the most favorable circum-
stances. You saw how they admired your voice
at the rehearsal. The world shall admire it still
more at your first performance.”

Langhetti was puzzled, and, as he said, bewil-
dered, but he did not slacken a single effort to
make his opera successful. His exertions were
as unremitting as though he were still strugglmg
against difficulties. After all that had been dofie
for him he knew very well that he was sure of-a
good house, yet he worked as hard as though hxs
audience was very uncertain.

At length the appointed evening came. Lan-
ghetti had’ certainly expected a good house from
those happy accidents which had given him the
co-operation of the eutire musical world and of
the press. Yet when he looked out and saw the

house that waited for the rising of the curtain-he = -

was overwhelmed.

‘When he thus looked out it was long before
the time. A great murmur had attracted his
attention. He saw the house crammed in every
part. All the boxes were filled. In the pit was
a vast congregation of gentlemen and ladies, the
very galleries were thronged.

The wonder that had all along filled him was
now greater than ever. He well knew under
what circumstances even an ordinarily good house
is collected together. There must either be uo-
doubted fame in the prima douna, or else the
most wide-spread and comprehensive efforts on
the part of a skillfal impresario. His efforts had
been great, but not such as to insure any thing
like this. To account for the prodigious crowd
which filled every part of the large edifice was
simply impossible. .

He did not attempt to account forit. Heac-
cepted the situation, a.nd prepared for the per-
formance.

What sort of an idea that audience may have
had of the ‘‘Prometheus” of Laughetti need
hardly be conjectured. They had heard of it as
a novelty. They had heard that the company
was the best ever collected at one time, and that
the prima donna was a prodigy of genius. That
was enough for them. They waited in a state of
expectation which was so lugh pitched that it
would have proved disastrous in the extreme to
any piece, or any singer who shonid have proved
to be in the slightest degree inferior. Consum-
mate excellence alone in every part could now
save the piece from ruin. ~This Langhetti felt;
but he was calm, for he had confidence in his
work and in his company. Most of all, he had
confidence in Beatrice.

At last the curtain rose.

The scene was such a one as had never before.
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been represented. A blaze of dazzling light filled

the stage, and before it stood seven forms, repre-!

senting the seven archangels. They began one
of the sublimest strains ever henr! Each of
these singers had in some way won eminence.
They had thrown themselves into this work.
The music which had been given to them had
produced an exalted effect upon their own hearts,
and now they rendered forth that grand ¢‘ Chorus
of Angels” which those who heard the ¢ Pro-
metheus” have never forgotten. The words re-
sembled, in some measure, the opening song in

Goethe’s ‘“ Faust,” but the music was Langhetti’s. -

The effect of this magnificent opening was
wonderful. The audience sat spell-bound —
hushed into stillness by those transcendant har-
monies which seemed like the very song of the
angels themselves ; like that ‘‘ new song” which
is spoken of in Revelation. The grandeur of
Handel's stupendous chords was renewed, and
every one present felt its power. -

Then came the second scene. Prometheus lay
suffering. The ocean nymphs were around him,
sympathizing with his woes. The sufferer lay
chained to a bleak rock in the summit of frosty
Caucasus. Far and wide extended an expanse
of ice. In the distance arose a vast world of
snow-covered peaks. In front was a mer de glace,
which extended all along the stage. -

. Prometheus addressed all nature—*¢ the divine
ether, the swift-winged winds, Earth the All-
mother, and. the infinite langhter of the ocean
waves.” ‘The thoughts were those of Zschylus,
expressed by the music of Langhetti.

‘The ocean nymphs bewailed him in a song of
mournful sweetness, whose indescribable pathos
touched every heart. It was the intensity of sym-
pathy—sympathy so profound that it became an-
guish, for the heart that felt it had identified it-
self with the heart of the sufferer.

Then followed an extraordmary strain. It was
the Vcice of Universal Nature, animate and in-
animate, mourning over the agony of the God of
Love. -In that strain was heard the voice of
man, the sighing of the winds, the moaning of
the sea, the murmur of the trees, the wail of bird
and beast, all blending in extraordinary unison,
and all speaking of woe.

And now a third scene opened. It was Athene.
Athene represented Wisdom or Human Under-
standing, by which the God of Vengeance is de-
throned, and gives place to the eternal rule of the
God of Love. Tobat few ofthose present could
this idea of Langhetti's be intelligible. The most
of them merely regarded the fable and its mausic,
without looking for any meaning beneath the
surface.

To these; and toall, the appearance of Beatrice
was like a new revelation. S$he came forward
and stood in the costume which the Greek has
given to Atheme, but in her hand she held the
olive—her emblein—instead of the spear. From
beneath her helmet her dark locks tlowed down

.and were wreathed in thick waves that ‘clustered

heavily about her head.

Here, as Athene, the pure classical contour of
Beatrice’s features appeared in marvelous beauty
~faultless.in their perfect Grecian mould. - Her
large, dark. eyes looked, with a certain solemn
meaning out upon the vast-andience. Her whole.
fice was refined and sublimed by the thought
that was within her. In her artistic nature she
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had appropriated this character to herself so
Lthoroughly, that, as she stood there, she felt her-
self to be in reality all that she represented. The
spectators caught the same feeling from her,
Yet so marvelous was her beaaty, so astomish-
ing was the perfection of her form and feature,
so accurate was the living representation of the
ideal goddess that the whole vast audience after
one glance burst forth into pealing thunders of
spontaneous and irresistible applause.

Beatrice had opened her mouth to begin. but
as that thunder of admiration arose she fell back
?1 pa?ce. Was it the applause that had overawed

er

Her eyes were fixed on one spot at the extreme
right  of the pit. A face was there which en- .
chained her. ~ A face, pale, sad, mournful, with
dark eyes fixed on hers in steadfast despau'

Beatrice faltered and fell back, but it was not
at the roar of applause. It was that face—the
one face among three thousand before her, the .
one, the only onme that she saw. Ah, how in

her—the Indian Ocean, the Malay pirate, where
that face first appeared the Atlantic, the ship-
wreck, the long sail over the seas in the boat, the
African isle !

She stood so long in silence that the spectators
wondered.

Suddenly the face which had so transfixed her
sank down. He was gone, or he had hid him-
self. Was it because he knew that he was the
cause of her silence ?

The face disappeared, and the spell was bro-
ken. Langhetti stood at the side-scenes, watch-
ing with deep agitation the silence of Beatrice.
He was on the point of taking the desperate
step of going forward when he saw that she had
regained her composure.

She regained it, and moved a step forward
with such calm serenity that no one could have
suspected her of having lost it. She began to
sing. In an opera words are nothing—music is
all in all. It is sufficient if the words. express,
even in a feeble and general way, the ideas which
breathe and barn in the music. Thus it was
with the words in the opening song of Beatrice.

But the music! What can describe
it? )

Upon this all the richest stores of Langhetti’s
genius had been lavished. Into this all the soul
of Beatrice was thrown with sublime self-forget-
fulness. She ceased to be herself. Before the
audience she was Athene.

Her voice, always marvelously rich and full,
was now grander and more capacious than ever.
It poured forth a full stream of matchless har-
mony that carried all the audience captive.
Strong, soaring, penetrating, it rose easily to the
highest notes, and flung them forth with a lavish,
and at the same time far-reaching power that
penetrated every heart, and thrilled all who heard
it. Roused to the highest enthusiasm by the
sight of that vast assemblage, Beatrice gave her-
self ap to the intoxication of the hour. &he
threw herself into the spirit of the piece; she
took deep into her heart the thought of Lan-
ghetti, and uttered it forth to the listeners with
harmonies that were almost divine—such har-
monies as they had never before heard.

There was the silence of death as she sang.
Her voice stilled all other sounds, Each listen-

that moment all the past came rushing before - -
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‘““THE APPEARANCE OF BEATRICE WAS LIKE A NEW REVELATION.”

er seemed almost afraid to breathe. Some look-
ed at one another in amazement, but most of
them sat motionless, with their heads stretched
forward, unconscious of any thing except that
one voice.

At last it ceased. For a moment there was

a pause. Then there arose a deep, low thunder
of applause that deepened and intensified itself
every moment till at last it rose on high in one

sablime outburst, a frenzy of ‘acclamation, such

a8 is heard but seldom, but, once heard, is never
forgotten.
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‘reason was

Beatrice was called out. She came, and re-
tired. Again and again she was called. Flow-
ers were showered down in heaps at her feet.
The acclamations went on; and only ceased
through the consciousness that more was yet to
come. The piece went on. It was one long
triumph. At last it ended. ‘Beatrice had been
loaded with honors. Langhetti was called out
and welcomed with almost equal enthusiasm.
His eyes filled with tears of joy as he received
this well-merited tribute to his genius. He and
Beatrice stood on the stage at the same time.
Flowers were flang at him. He took them and
laid them at the feet of Beatrice,

At this a louder roar of acclamation arose.” It
increased and deepened, and the two who stood
there felt overwhelmed by the tremendous ap-

use. ) .
So ended the first representation of the ¢‘Pro-
metheus !”

———ere

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
THE BECRET.

ThE trinmph of Beatrice continued. The
daily papers were filled with accounts of the new
singer.: She had come suddenly before them,
and had at one bound reached the highest emi-
nence. ,She had eclipsed all the popular favor-
ites. Her sablime straing, her glorious enthusi-
asm,-her marvelous voice, her perfect beauty, all
kindled the popular heart. 'The people forgave
her for not having an Italian name, since she
had  one which was so aristocratic. Her whole
appeatance showed that she was something very
different from the common order of artistes, as
different, in fact, as the. ‘‘ Prometheus” was
from the common order of operas, For here in
the ‘‘ Prometheus” there were no endless iterations
of the one theme of love, no perpetual repetitions
of the same rhyme of amore and cuore, or amor’
and cwor’; bat rather the effort of the soul after
sublimer mysteriea. The ‘‘ Prometheus” songht
to solve the problem,of life and of human suffer-
ing. Its divine sentiments brought hope and

- consolation. The great singer rose to the alti-

tade of a sibyl; she uttered inspirations; she
herself was inspired.

As she stood with her grand Grecian beauty,
her pure classic features, she looked as beautiful
a8 a statue, and as ideal and passionless. In
one sense she could never be a popular favorite,
She had no archness or coquetry like some, no
voluptuocusness like others, no arts to win ap-
plause like others. Still she stood up and sang
as one who believed that this was the highest
mission of humanity, to utter divine truth to hu-
man ears. “She sang loRily, thrillingly, as an
angel might -sing, and those who saw her re-
vered her while thet{al;shened.

- And thus it was that the fame of this new sing-
er went quickly through England, and foreign
jourmals spoke of it half-wonderingly, half-cyn-
ically, as usual ; for Continentals never have any
faith in English art, or in the power which any
Englishman may have to interpret art. The
leading French journals conjectured that the

**“ Prometheus” was of a religious character, and

therefore Puritanical ; and consequently for that
lar. They amused themselves
with the idea of & Puritanical opera, declared

L
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that the English wishtd to Protestantize masic,
and suggested ‘‘ Calvin” or ‘ The Sabbath” as
good subjects for this new and entirely English
class of operas. ;

But soon the correspondents of some of the
Continental papers began to write glowing ac-
counts of the piece, and to put Langhetti in the
same class with Handel. He was an Italian,
they said, but in this case he united Italian grace
anzly versatility with German solemnity and mel-
ancholy. They declared that he was the great-
est of gving composers, and promised for him a
great.reputation. .

Night afternight the representation of the ¢ Pro-

‘metheus” went on with undiminished success ;

and with a larger and profounder appreciation of
its meaning among the better class of minds. -
Langhetti began to show a stronger and fuller
confidence in the success of his piece than he had
yet dared to evince. Yet now its success seemed
assured. What more could he wish ?
September came on, and every succeeding

night only made the success more marked. One.
day Langhetti was with Beatrice at the theatre,
and they were talking of many things. There

seemed to be something an his mind, for he spoke

in an abstracted manner. Beatrice noticed this
at last, and mentioned it.

He was at first very mysterious. ‘It must
be that secret of yours which you will not tell
me,” said she. ‘‘You said once before that it
was connected with me, and that you would tell
it to me when the time came. Has not the time
come yet ?”

‘¢ Not yet,” answered Langhetti.

¢ When will it come ?”

¢¢I don’t know.” i

¢ And will you keep it secret always ?”

‘¢ Perhaps not.” .

‘“You speak undecidedly.”

¢ am undecided.” : .

““ Why not decide now to tell it?” pleaded
Beatrice. “‘Why should I not know it? agé':-
ly I have gone through enough suffering to bear
this, even if it bring something additiona}.”

Langhetti looked at her long and doubtfully.

“You hesitate,” said she.

¢ Yes.”

(13 Why ?" .

¢“It is of too much importance.”

¢“That is all the more reason why I should
know it. Would it crush me if I knew it ?”

¢“I don’t know. It might.”

¢‘ Then let me be crushed.”’

Langhetti sighed. . ?

¢“Is it something that you know for certain,.
or is it only conjecture ?” .

¢ Neither,” said he, ‘‘but half-way between
the two.” :

Beatrice looked earnestly at him for some
time. Then she pat her head nearer to his and
spoke in a solemn whisper. ’

‘¢ It is about my mother !”

Langhetti looked at her with a startled ex-
Ppression,

¢“Is it not ?”

He bowed his head.

“It is—it is. And if so, I implore—I con-
jure you to tell me. Look—I am calm. Think
~—I am strong. I am not one who can be cast
down merely by bad news.” .

‘I may tell you soon.”




*¢8ay you will.”

I will,” said Langhetti, after a stroggle.

“When ?" i

13 SOOD ” ’

“Why not to-morrow ?”

¢ That-is too soon ; you are impatient.”

¢ Of course I am,” said Beatrice. ¢ Ought I
not to-be so? Have you not said that this con-
cerns me? and is not all my imagination aroused
in the endeavor to form a conjecture as to what
it may be?”

-She spoke so earnestly that Langhetti Was
moved, and lonked still more undecided.

“When will you | tell me?”

“* Soon, perhaps, he replied, with some hesi-
tation.

“ Why not now ?”

¢Oh o, I must sssme myself first about some
things.”

¢¢To-morrow, then.”

He hesitated.

““Yes,” said she; “‘it must be to-morrow. If
yowdo not, I shall think that you have little or
noconfidence in me. I shall expect it to-morrow.”

Langhetti was silent.

¢“I shall expect it to-morrow,” repeated Bea-
trice. .

Langhettl still continued silent.

¢“Oh, very well; silence gives consent!” said
she, in a lively tone.

¢ have not consented.”

‘ Yes yon have, by your silence.”

I was deliberating.”

surely that means consent.

1 do not say so,’ sald Langhetti, earnestly.

‘“But you will do s0.”

““ Do not be so certain.”

‘“Yes, I will be certain ; and if you do not tell
me you will very deeply disappoint me.”

“ gn telling youn I could only give you sorrow.”

¢‘Sorrow or joy, whatever it is, I can bear it
%0 long as I know this. You will not suppose
that I am actuated by simple feminine curiosity.
You know me-better. This secret is one which
subjects me to the tortures of suspense, ‘and I am
anxious to have them removed.”

“The removal will be worse than the sus-

“That is xmpossxble

“You would not say 80 'if you knew what it
was.”

¢ Tell me, then.”

¢ That is what I fear to do.”

‘Do you fear for me, or ‘for some other per-
son ?”

¢¢Only for youn.”

¢ Do not fear for me, then Ibeseech you; for
it is not only my desire, but my prayer, that I
may know this.”

Langhetti seemed to be in deep perplexity.
Whatever this secret was with which he was so
troubled he seemed afraid to tell it to Beatrice,
either from fear that it might not be any thing in
itself or result in any thing, or, as seemed more
probable, lest it might too greatly affect her.
This last was the motive which appeared'to in-
fluence him.most strongly. In either case, the
secret of which he spoke must have been one of
a highly important character, affecting most deep-
ly the life and fortunes of Beatrice herself. She
had formed her own ideas and her own expecta-
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*‘ I asked you twice, and you did not refuse; |
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tions about-it, and this made her all the more
urgent, and even ptory, in her demand.
In fact, things come to such a point that
Langhetti found himself no longer able to refase,
and now only sought how to postpone his di-
vulgence of his secret.

Yet even this Beatrice combned, and would
listen to no later postponement than the morrow.

At length, after long resistance to her demand,
Langhetti assented, and promised-on the morrow
to tell her what it was that he had meant by his
secret.

For, as she gathered\-i‘om his convemuon, it

was something that he had first discovered in -

Hong Kong, and had never siace forgotten, but
had tried to make it certain. His efforts had
thus far been useless, and he did not wish to tell
her till he could bring.proof. That proof, un-
fortunately, he was not able to find, and he could
only tell his conjectures.

It was for these, then, that Beatrice waited in
anxious expectation. ,

———
* CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE CAPR.

THAT evening Beatrice’s performance had been
greeted with louder applause than usual, and,
what was more gratifving to one like her, the ef-
fective passages had been listened to with a still-
ness which spoke more loudly than the loudest
applause of the deep interest of the audience.

Langhetti had almost always driven home with
her, but on this occasion he had excused himself
on account of some business in the theatre whmh
required his attention. .

On going out Beatrice could not find the cab-
man whom she-had employed. "After looking
around for him“a long time she found that he
had gona She was sarprised and vexed. At
the same time she could not account for this, but
thought that perhaps hé had been drinking and
had forgotten all about her. On- making this
discovery she was on the point of going back and
telling Langhetti, but a cabman followed her
persistently, promising to take her wherever she
wished, and she thought that it would be foolish
to trouble Langhetti about so small a matter;
so that at length she decided to employ the per-
severing cabman, thinking that he could take her
to her lodgings as well as any body else. -

The cabman started off at a rapid pace, and
went on through street after street, while Bea-
trice sat thinking of the evening’s performanoe

At last it seemed to her that she had been a
much longer time than usual, and she began to
fear that-the cabmas-} hﬂﬂ
looked out. They wéré going along the upper
part of Oxford Street, a great distance from
where she lived. She instantly tried to draw
down the window s80-as to;attract the cabman's

rd

attention, but could not move it. She tried the

other, but all were fast and would not stir. Shé,
rapped at the glass to make him hear, but he
took no notice. Then she tried to open the
door, but could not do so from the inside. .

She sat down and thought. What could be
the meaning of this? They were now going at
a much faster rate than is common in the streets
of London, but where she was going she could
not conjecture,

lost his way. She

i
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- top of her voice-for help.

She was not atraid. Her chief feeling was one
of indignation. Either the cabman was drank
~—or what?- -Could he have been hired to carry
her off to her enemies? Was she betrayed ?

This thought flashed like lightning through
her mind.

She was not one who would sink tlown into in-
action at thé sudden onset of terror. Her chief
feeling now was one of indignation at the audaci-
ty of such an attempt. Obeying the first' 1mpnlse
that. seized her, she took the solid roll of music
which she carried with her and dashed it against
the front window so violently that she broke it
in pieces. Then she caught the driver by the
sleeve and ordered him to ‘stop.

¢ Al right,” said the driver, and, turmng 8
comer, he whipped up his horses, and they gal-
loped on faster than ever.

¢“If you don't stop l'll call for help!” cried
Beatrice.

The driver's only answer was a fresh applica-
tion of the whip..

The street up which they turned was narrow,
and as it had only dwelling-houses it was not so
brightly lighted as Oxford Street., There were
but few foot-passengers on the sidewalk. As it
wagnow about midnight, most of the lights were
out, and the gas-lamps were the chief means of
illumination. .

Yet there was a chance that the police might
save her.. - With this hope she dashed her music
scroll against the windows on each side of the
“cab and shivered them to atoms, calling at the
The swift rush of the
cab and the sound of 2 woman’s voice shouting
for aid aroused the police. They started forward.
But the horses were rushing so swiftly that no
one dared to touch them. The driver seemed to
them to have lost control. They thbught that
the horses were running away, and that those
within the cab were frightened.

Away they went through street after street,
and Beatrice never ceased to call. - The excite-
ment which’ was created by the runaway horses
did not ‘abate, and at length when the driver
stopped a policeman hurried up.

'I‘I})xzd hou}:a before which the cab stopped was a
plain two-story one, in a quiet-looking street. A
light shone from the front-parlor window. As
the eab-drew up the door opened and a man
came out. v )

Beatrice saw the policeman.

“ Help !” she cried; 1 1mplore help, This
wretch is carrying me away.”

““ What's this ?” growled the policeman.

At this the man that had come out of the
house hurried forward.

¢ Have you found her?” exclaimed a well-
known voice. ¢‘Oh, my child! How could you
leave your father’s roof!”

It was John Potts. *

Beatrice was silent for a moment in wutter
amazement. Yet she imade a violent  effort
against her despair.

¢ You have no control over me,’ saxd she, bit-
terly. “I am of age. .And you,” said she to
the policeman, ‘‘I demand your help. I put
myself under your protection, and order you
either to take tha.t man in- charge or to let me

to my home.”

¢ Oh, my daughter !" cried Potts.

“Will you
still be relentless ?”

) S COBDANDCREESE

¢ Help me! v cried Beamce, and she opened
the cab-door. .

*‘ The policeman can do nothing,” said Potts.
“ You-are not . of age. He will not dare to take
you from me.’

I implore you,” cried Beamce, ““gave me
from this'man. . Tuke me to the police-station— -
any where rather than leavé me here!” :

*‘ You can not,” said Potts to the bewildered
policeman. ¢“ Listen. . She is my daughter and
upderage. She ran away with a strolling Italian
vagabond, with whom she is leading an improper
life. I have got her back.”

““It's false!” cried Beatrice, vehemently. ‘I
fled fromthxs mau’s house because I feared his
violence.”

¢ That is an idle story,” said Potts.

¢‘Save me!” cried Beatrice.

¢ I don’t know what to do—I suppose T've got
to take you to the station, at any rate,” said the
policeman, hesitatingly.

““Well,” said Potts to Beatrice, ‘*if you do go
to the station-house you'll ha\ © to be handed back
to me. You are under age.”

“It's false!” cried Beatrice. ‘I am tweaty.”

¢ No, you are not.more then seventeen.”

“Langhem can prove that I am twenty.”

‘“lijow? I have documents, and a father’s
word will be believed before a paramour's.”

. This taunt stung Beatrice to the soal.

‘* As to your charge about my cruelty I can
prove to the world that you lived in splendor in
Brandon Hall. Every one of the servaats can
testify to this. Your morose disposition made
you keep by yourself. You always treated your
father with indifference, and finally ran away
with & man who unfortunately had won your af-
fections in Hong Kong.”

¢“Youn well know the reason why I left your
roof,” replied Beatrice, with calm and severe dig-
nity. * Yoar foul aspersxons upon my chagacter
are unworthy of notice.’

¢ And what shall I say about your aspersions
on my character?” cried Potts, in a loud, rade
voice, hoping by a sort of vulgar self-assertion
to brow-beat Beatrice. ¢‘Do you remember the
names you called me and your threats against
me? When all this is brought out in the police
court, thev will see what kind of a daughter you
have been.”

““ You will be the last one who will dare to
let'it be brought into a police court.”

“ And why? Those absurd charges of yours
are worthless. Have you any proof?” he con-
tinued, with a sneer, ““or has your paramour
an} ?77

“Take me away,’ sa.ld Beatrice to the police-

n.

gm‘.‘Wait !” exclaimed Potts; *you are going,
and I will go to reclaim you. The law will give
you back to me; for I will prove that you are
under age, and I have never treated youn with

-any thing except kindness. Now the law can do

nothing since you are mine. But as you are so
young and inexperienced I'll tell you what will
happen.

““The newspapers,” he- contmned after a
pause, *‘will be full of your story. The will
print what I shall prove to be true—that you had
an intractable disposition—that you had formed
a guilty attachment for a dram-major at Hong
Kong—that you ran away with him, lived for &
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¢°OH, MY DAUGHTER!” CRIED POTTS,

while at Holby, and then went with your para-
mour to London. If you had only married him
you would have been out of my power; but you
don't pretend to be married. You don’t call
yourself Langhetti, but have taken another
name, which the sharp newspaper reporters will
hint was given you by some other one of your
numerous favorites, They will declare that you
love every man but your own fatler; and you—
you who played the goddess ou the stage and
sang about Truth and Religion will be known

- all over England and all over: Europe too as the
vilest of the vile.” caet

" At this tremendous menace Beatrice’s resolu-
tion was shattered to pieces. That this would
be s0 she well knew. To escape frem otts was

““WILL YOU STILL BE RELENTLESS?"

to have herself made infamous publicly under the
sanction of the law, and then, by that same law
to be handed back to him. At least whether it
was so or not, she thought so. Thete was no
help—no friend. ’ _

¢ Go,” said Potts; ‘‘leave me now and you
become covered with infamy.. Who would be-
lieve your story ?” : )

Beatrice was silent, her slender frame was
rent by emotion.

““0O Ged!” she groaned—but in her deep
despair she could not find thoughts even for
prayers. : .

“You may go, policeman,” said Potts; ‘‘my
daughter will come with me.”

% Faith and I'm glad! It's the best thing for
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her ;” and the policeman, much relieved, returned
"4 Somma of you'll have to pay fo them winders,”

‘ Some of you ve to pay for them winders,”
¢ All right,” answered Potts, quietly.
¢ There is your home for w-nﬁ.eat any rate,”

said Potts, pointing to thehoase. ‘I don’t think | Lon.

you have any ¢chance left. You had better g6 in.”
His tone was one fall of bitter taunt. Scarce

onscious, with her brain reeling, and her limbs

trembling, Beatrice entered the house.

——

CHAPTEQ XL.

DISCOVERIES,

THE next morning after Beatrice's last per-
formance hetti determined to falfill his
promise ‘and tell ‘her that secret which she had
been so anxious to know. On entering into his
parlor he saw a letter lying on the table addressed
to h:kxfl. It bore no postage stamp, or post-office
mar]

He opened it and read the following :

. ¢ LoNnox, Séptember 5, 1819,
¢ S1e¥orE,—Cigole, the betrayer and intend-
ed dssassin of your late father, is now in London.
You can find out about him by inquiriug of Gio-
vanni Cavallo, 16 Red Lion Street. As a traitor
to.the Carbonari, you will know that it is your
duty to punish him, even if your filial piety is not

strong enoungh to avenge a father's wrongs.

. ““CARBONARO.”

Langhetti read this several times. Then he
called for his landlord. | \ ’
¢ Who left this letter?” he asked.
‘¢ A young man.” .
"% Do you know his name ?”
& No. .

*“ What did he look like?”

“ He looked like a counting-house clerk more
than.any thing.” '

“ When was it left?” *

* #¢ About six o’clock this morning.”

Langhetti read it over and over. The news
that it contained filled his mind. It was not yet
ten o'clock. He would not take any breakfast,
but went out at once, jumped into a cab, and
drove off to Red Lion Street. . .

Giovanni Cavallo's office was in & low,.dingy
building, with a dark, narrow doorway. It was
one of those numerous establishments-conducted
and supported by foreigners whose particular busi-
ness it is not easy to conjecture. The building was
fall of offices, but this was on the ground-floor.

Langhetti entered, gnd found the interior as

dingy as the exterior. There was a table in the
middle of the room. Beyond this was a door
which opened into a back-room. .
- Only one person was here—a small, bright-
eved man, with thick Vandyke beard and sinewy
though small frame. Langhetti took off his hat
and bowed. -

I wish to see Signore Cavallo,” said ‘he, in
Italian, . .

““I am Signore Cavallo,” answered the other,
blandly. ’

Tanghetti made a peculiar motion with his left
arm. The keen eve of the orher noticed it in an
instant. He returned a gesture of a similar char-
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acter. Langhetti and he then exchanged some
more secret signs. At last Langhetti made one
which caused the othgr to start, and_wbowwith

I did not know,” said ke, in & low voice,
‘“ that any of the Interior Council ever came tc
don...... But come in here,” and he led the
way into the inner room, the door of which he
locked very mysteriously. : ' .

A long conference followed, the details of which
would only be tedious. At the close Cavallo said,

¢ There is some life in us yet, and what life
we have left shall be spent in trapping that mis-
creant. Italy shall be avenged on one of her
traitors, at any rate.” .

““You will ‘write as I told you, and let me
know ?” )

‘¢ Most faithfally.” .

Langhetti departed, satisfied with the result of
this interview. What sarprised him most was
the letter. .The writer must have been one who
had been acquainted with his past life. He was
amazed to.find any one denouncing Cigole to
hjm, but finally concluded that it must be some

.| old Carbonaro, exiled through the afflictions which

had befallen that famous society, and cherishing
in his exile the bitter resentment which only ex-
iles can feel. ' :

bat had no idea whatever of his early career.
Cigole had no suspicion that Cavallo had any thing
to do with the Carbonari. His firm were gen-
eral agents, who did business of a miscellaneous
character, now commission, now banking, and
now shipping ; and in various ways they had had
dealings-with this'man, and kept up an irregular
correspordence with him,

This letter had excited afresh within his ardent

and impetuous nature all the remembrances of
early wrongs. Gentle though he was, and pure
in beart, and elevated in all his aspirations, he
yet was in all respects a true child of the South,
and his passionate nature was roused to a storm
by this prespect of just retaliation. All the lofty
doctrines with which he might console others
were of no avail here in giving him calm. He
had never voluntarily pursued Cigole; but now,
since this villain had been presented to him, he
could not turn aside from what he considered the
holy duty of avenging a father’s wrongs.
- He saw that for the present every thing would
have to give way to this. He determined at once to
suspend the representation of the *° Prometheuns,”
even though it was at the height of its popularity
and in the full tide of its success. He determined
to send Beatrice under his sister's care, and to
devote himself now altogether to the pursuit of
Cigole, even if he had to follow him to the world's
end. The search after him might not be long
after all, for Cavallo felt sanguine of speedy suc-
cess, and assured him that the traitor was in his
power, and that the Carbonari in London were
sufficiently numerous to seize him and send him
to whatever punishment might be deemed most
fitting.

With sach plans and purposes Langhetti went

to visit Beatrice, wondering how she would re-
ceive the intelligence of his new purpose.

, It was two o'clock in the afternoon before he
"rerched her lodgings. On going np he rarped.

-ened.’

Cavallo himself had known Cigole for years,

A servant came. 2nd on seeing him looked fright- -




‘¢ WHAT LIFE WE HAVE LEFT SHALL BE SPENT IN TRAPPING THAT MISCREANT."”

¢¢Is Miss Despard in ?”

The servant said nothing, but yan off. Lan-
ghetti stood waiting in surprise; but in a short
time the landlady came. She had a troubled
look, and did not even return his salutation.

¢s Miss Despard in ?”

¢¢She is not here, Sir.”

* Not here!”

“No, Sir. ‘T'm t‘nghtened There was a man
here early this morning, too.”

*“ A man here.. What for? "

‘“ Why, to ask after her.”

‘¢ And did he see her?”
¢ >he wasn't here.”
‘““Wasn’t here! What do you mean?”

‘“She didn’t come home at all last night. I

waited up for her till four.”™

**Didn’t come home!” cried Langhetti, as an
awful fear came over him.

¢ No, Sir.”

“Do you mean to tell me that she didn’t come
home at her usual hour ?”

¢¢No, Sir~—not at all; and as I was saying, I
sat up nearly all night. "

¢¢ Heavens !” cried Langhetti, in bewilderment. -

¢“What is the meaning of this? -But take me to
her room. Let me see with my own eyes.’

The landlady led the way up, and Langhetti
followed anxiously. The rooms were empty.
Every thing remained just as she had lefcit. Her

g
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mausic was lyi loosely around. '.I!’hela.ndhdy

said that she had touched

nothing,
ubdabouz the man whohndcaned
could tell no-

,L\Whoeonldthube? thonght Langhetti, The

landlady did not know his name. Some one was
interesting himself very singularly about

- Cigole, and some one else, or else the same per-

son, was very much interested .about Beatrice.

Foramenthethmghtnm:gbtbeDespnrd.
This, however, did not seem-probable, as Des-

pard would have written him 1fhe were coming
to town. :
perplexed, and almost in despair, Lan:

Deeply
_ ghetti left the house and drove home, thmkmgon

the way what ought to be done. He thought he
would wait till evening, and perhaps she would
appear. He did thus wait, and in a fever of ex-
citement #nd suspense, but on going to the lodg-
ing-house agam there was nothing more known
about her. '

Leaving this he drove to the police- office.
It seemed to him now that she must have been
foully dealt with in some way. He could think
of no one Potts; yet how Potts could man-
i a myswry That mystery he himself

hope’to unravel. The police might.
that confidence in the police which is com-
mon to all Continentals he went and made known
his troubles. The officials at once promised to
make inquiries, and told him to call on the fol-
lowing evening. -

The next evening he went there. The police-
man was present wha had been at the place when
Potts met Beatrice. He told the whole story—
the horses running fnnousléeathe screams from
the cab, and the appeal of Beatrice for help, to-
getherwmhherﬁnal acquiescence in the will of

- her father.

Langhetti was overwhelmed. The officials
evidently believed that Potts was an injured fa-
ther, and showed some coldness to Langhetti.

‘¢ Ho is her father ; what better could she do ?”
asked one.

‘ Any thing would be better,” said Langhetti,
mournfally. ““He is a villain so remorseless
that she had to fly. Some friends received her.
She went to get her own living since she is of
age. Can nothing be done to rescue her?”

¢'Well, she might begin a lawsuit ; if she real-
ly is of age he can not hold her. But she had
much better stay with him.”

Such were the opinions of the officials. They
courteously granted permission to Langhetti to
take the policeman to the house.

" On knocking an old woman came to the door.
In answer to his inquiries she stated that a gentle-
man had been living there three weeks, but that
on the arrival of his danghter he had gone home.

‘“When Qid he leave ?” .

‘¢ Yesterday morning.”

CORD AND CREESE.

CHAPTER XLIL
THEY MEET AGAIXN.

" Ar four o'clock on the morning of Beatrice's
cmB\'andonmmedby:;? at hig bed-
room door. He rose at alipping on*
his dressing-gown, openadn. A man entered.
¢ Well ?” said Brandon.
¢ Something has happened.”

¢“What ?” )

¢ She didn’t gethomelastmght. Thelandlady
is sitting up for her, and is tembly frightened.”

¢ Did you make any inquiries ¢”

¢ No, Sir; I came here in obedience
to your dnecnons.

*“Is that all you know ?”

“An »”

“Very well,” said Brandon, calmly, “y
may go.

The man retired. Brandon sat down and bur-
ied his head in his hands.. Such news as this
was sufficient to overwhelm any one. The man
knew nothing more than this, that she had not
returned home and that the landlady was fright-
ened. In his opinion only one of two things
could have happened : either Langhetti had tak-
en her somewhere, or she had been abducted.

A thousand fancies followed one another in
quick succession. It was too early as yet to go
forth to make inquiries; and he therefore was
forced to sit still and form conjectures as to what
ought to be done in case his conjecture might
be true. Sitting there, he took a rapid survey
of all the possibilities of the occasion, and laid his
plans accordingly.

Brandon had fea.red some calamity, and with
this fear had arranged to have some one in the
house who might give him information. The

‘information which he #ost dreaded had come;

it had come, too, in the midst of a time of tri-
umph, when she had becorne one of the supreme
singers of the age, and had gained all that her
warmest admirer might desire for her.

If she had not been foully dealt with she must
have gone with Langhetti. But if so—where—
and why? What possible reason might Lan-
ghetti have for taking her away? This conjec-
ture was impossible.

Yet if this was impossible, and if she had not
gone with Langhetti, with whom could she have
gone? If not a friend, then it must have been
with an enemy. But with what enemy? There
was only one.

He thought of Potts, He knew that this

not hesitate at any thing to regain possession of
the one who had tled from him. : Why he should
wish 10 take the trouble to regain possession_ of
her, except out of pare villainy, he could not im-
agine.

With such thoughts as these the time passed
heavily. Six o’clock at last came, and he set out
for the purpose of making inquiries. He went
first to the theatre. Here, after some trouble, he
found those who had the place in charge, and,
by questioning them, he learned ‘that Boatrice

He then went to Beatrice’s lodgings to question
the landlady. From there he went to Langhetti’s
lodgings, and found that Langhetti had comse

home about one o’clock and was not yet up.

wretch was. capable of any villainy, and wonld .

had left by herself in a cab for her home, and’
that Langhetti had remained some time later.,
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- Beatrice, therefore, had left by herself, and had

ot. gone any where with Langhetti. She had

bome. It seemed to him most

that either voluntarily-or involuntarily

she had come under the control of Potts. What

to do nnder these circumstances was now the
question. :

One course seemed to him the most direct and
certain ; namely, to go up to Brandon at once
and. make : inquiries . there. From the letters
. which -Philips had sent he had an idea of the

doings of Potts, Other sources. of information

had also been secured. . It was not his business
to do any thing more than to see that Beatrice
should fall into no hdrm.

By ten o’clock he bad acted upon this idea, and
was at the railway station to take the

train.  He reached Brandon village about dusk.

He went to the inn in his usnal disguise as Mr.,

Smithers, and sent up to the hall for Mr. Potts.
- Potts was niot there. He then sent for hilips.

_ After some delay Philips came. His usual ti-
midity was now if possible still more marked,
and he was at first too embarrassed to speak.

‘¢ Where is Potts ?” asked Brandon, abraptly.

¢ In Loundon, Sir.” .

¢¢ He has been there about three weeks, hasn't
he?”

. Yes, Sir.”

¢“So you wrote me. You thought when he
went that he was going to hunt up his danghter.”

¢*“So I conjectured.”

¢¢ And he hasn’t got back yet ?”

“ Not yet.”

¢ Has he written any word ?”

*Nane that 1 know of.”

“ Did you hear any of them say why he went
to get her?" - )

“‘Not particularly ; but I guessed from what
they ggid that he was afraid of having her at

¢ Afraid? Why?”

¢¢ Because she knew some secret of theirs.”

¢“Secret! What secret ?” asked Brandon.

¢“You know, Sir, I sappose,” said Philips,

meekly.

Brandon had carried Asgeelo with him, as he
'~ was often in the habit of doing on his journeys.
< After his-interview with Philips he stood outside
on the veranda of the village inn for some time,
and then went around through the village, stop-
ping at a number of houses. “"Whatever it was
that he was engaged in, it occupied-him for sev-
eral hours, and he did not get back to the inn till
midnight.

On the following morning he sent up to the
Hall, but Potts had not yet returned. Philips
came to tell him that he had just received a tele-
graphic dispatch informing him that Potts would
_be.back that day about one o'clock.  This intelli-
gence at last seemed to promise something definite.

Brandon found enough to_occupy him during
the morning among the people of the neighbor-
hood. He seemed to know every body, and had
something to say to every one. Yet mo one
looked at him or spoke to him unless he took the
initiative. Last of all, he went to the tailor’s,
where be spent an hour.- - N

Asgeelo had been left at the inn, and sat there
upon a bench outside, apparently idle and aim-

not re
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In about half an hour his attention‘was’ at-
tracted by the sound of wheels. 1t was Potts’s
barouche, which came rapidly up the road. In
it was Potts and a young lady.
Brandon stood outside of the veranda,.on the
-stepe, in such a position as to be most conspicn-
reach the place.. Did his heart beat faster as be
taeogmndentform,uhemmdthem

the carriage and touched his hat. . - :
- ¢ Mr. Smithers!” cried Potts, with his usual
volubility. ¢‘Dear me, Sir. This is really s
most unexpected. pleasure; Sir.” - .

‘While Potts spoke Brandon looked steadily at

'| Beatrice, who cast upon him a look of wonder.

She then sank back in her seat; but her eyes
were still fastened on his as though fascinated.
Then, beneath the marble whiteness of her face
a faint tinge appeared, a warm flash, that was
the sign of hope rising from de . ~In her
eyes there gleamed the flash of recognition ; for
in that glance each had made known all its soul
to the other. In her mind there was no -
ing question as to how or why he came here, or
wherefore hé wore that disguise ; the-one thonght
that she had was the conscionsness that He was
here—here before her. -

- All this took place in an instant, and Potts,
who was talking, did not notice the hurried
glance; or if he did, saw in it nothing bat a casn-.
al look cast by one stranger upon' another.

“I arrived here yesterday,” said Brandon.
*“I wished to-see you about a matter of very
little importance perhaps to you, but it is one
which is of interest to me. . But I am detaining
you. By-the-way, I am somewhat in a harry,
and if this lady will excuse me I will drive up
with you to the Hall, 80 as to lose no time.” - -

¢ Delighted, Sir, delighted!” cried Potts. *‘ Al-

low me, Mr. Smithers, to introduce you to my
daughter.” .
Brandon held out bis hand. Beatrice held out
hers. 1t was cold as ice, but the fierce thrill that
shot through her frame at the touch of his fever-
ish hand brought with it sach an ecstasy that
Beatrice thought it was warth while to have un-
dergone the horror of the past twenty-four hours
for the joy of this one moment. -

Brandon stepped into the carriage and seated
himself by her side. Potts sat opposite. He
touched her. He could hear her breathing.
How many months bad passed since they sat
80 near together! What sorrows had they not
endured! Now they were side by side, and for
a moment they forgot that their bitterest enemy
sat before them. ) .

There, before them, was the man who was not
only a deadly enemy to each, but who made it
impossible for them to be more to one another
than they now were. Yet for a time they forgot
this in the joy of the ecstatic meeting. At the
gate Potts got out and excused himself to Bran

fess. At one o'clock Brandon returned and
walked up and down the veranda. -

don, saying that he would be up directly.

®
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¢¢ Erftertain this gentleman till I come,” said
he to Beatrice, ‘‘for he is a great friend of
.mine.” -

Beatrice said nothing, for the simple reason
-that shé ‘could not speak.

They .drove on. Oh, joy! that baleful pres-
ence was for a moment removed. The driver
saw.nothing as he drove under the overarching
elms—the elms under which Brandon had sport-
ed in his boyhood. - He saw not the long, fervid
glance that they cast at one another, in which
each.seemed to absorb all the being of the other;
he saw not the close clasped hands with which
they clung to one another now as though they
would thus cling to each other forever and pre-
vent separation. - He saw notthe swift, wild
-movement of Brandon when for one instant he
flung his arm around Beatrice and pressed her
to his heart. He heard not the beating of that
strong heart; he heard not the low sigh of rap-
ture with which for but one instant the head of
Beatrice sank upon her lover's breast. It was
but for an instant. Then she sat upright agaim,
and their hands sought each other, thus clinging,

thus speaking by a voice which was fully intelli- | .

gible to each, which told how each felt in the
presence of the other love unutterable, rapture
beyond expression.

They alighted from the carriage. Beatrice
led the way into the drawing-room. No one
was there. Brandon went into a recess of one
of the windows which commanded a view of the
Park. :

““ What a beautiful view!” said he, in a con-
ventional voice.

She came up and stood beside him.

¢ Oh, my darling! Oh, my darling!” he cried,
overand over again ; and flinging his arms around
her he covered her face with burning kisses. ller
whole being seemed in that supreme moment to
be absorbed in his. ~All conscionsness of any
other thing than this unspeakable joy was lost to
her. Before all others she was lofty, high-souled,
serene, self-possessed—with him she was nothing,
she lost herself in him.

““Do not fear, my 'soul's darling,” said he;
¢no harm shall come. My power is every where
—evenin this house. Allin the village are mine.
When my blow falls you shall be saved.”

She shuddered. .

““You will leave me here ?”

‘‘ Heavens! I must,” he groaned; ‘‘we are
the sport of circumstances. Oh, my darling!”
he continued, “you know my story, and my
vengeance.”

‘[ know it all,” she whispered. *‘I would
wish to die if I could die by your hand.”

“I will save you. Oh, love—oh, soul of
mine—my arms are around you! You are
watched—but watched by me.”

““You do not know,” she sighed. ¢ Alas!
your father’s voice must be obeyed, and your
vengeance must be taken.”

¢~ Fear not,” said he; ‘I will gnard you.”

She answered nothing. Could she confide in
his assurance? She could not. She thought
with horror of the life before her. What could
Brandon do? She could not imagine.

They stood thus in silence for a long time.
Fach felt that this was their last meeting, and
each threw all life and all thought into the rap-
ture of this long and ecstatic embrace. Aft-

ter this the impassable gulf must reopen. She

was of the blood of the accursed. I'hey must
separate forever.

He kissed her. He pressed her a thousand
times to his heart. His burning kisses forced a
new and feverish life into her, which roused all
her nature. Never before had he dared so to
fling open all his sonl to her; never before had
he so clasped her to his heart; but now this mo-
ment was a break in the agony of a long sepa-
ration—a short interval which must soon end
and give way to the misery which had preceded
it—and so he yielded to the rapture of the hour,
and defied the futare.

The moments extended themselves. They
were left thus for a longer time than they hoped.
Potts did not come. They were still clinging to
one another. She had flung her arms around
him in the anguish of her unspeakable love, he

had clasped her to his wildly-throbbing heart, /=

and he was straining lier there recklessly and de-
spairingly, when suddenly a harsh voice burst
upon their ears.*

‘“The devil!”

Beatrice did not hear it. Brandon did, and
turned his face. Potts stood before them.

““Mr. Potts!” said he,.as he still held Bea-

trice close to his heart, ‘* this poor young lady is
in wretched health. She nearly fainted. 1 had
to almost carry her to the window. Will you be
good enough to open it, so as to give her some
air? Is she subject to these faints? Poor child!”
he said; ‘“the air of this place ought surely to
do you good. I sympathize with you most deep-
ly, Mr. Potts.”

‘*She’s sickly—that’s a fact,” said Potts. “I'm
very sorry that you have had so much trouble—
I hope youll excuse me. I only thought that

e'd entertain you, for she’s very clever. Has

the accomplishments—"

‘ Perhaps you'd better call some one to take
care of her,” interrupted Brandon.

¢ QOh, I'll fetch some one. I'm sorry it hap-
pened so. I hope you won’t blame me, Sir,”
said Potts, humbly, and he hurried out of the
room.

Beatrice had not moved. She heard Brandon
speak to some one, and at first gave herself up
for lost, but in an instant she understood the full
meaning of his words. To his admirable pres-
ence of mind she added her own. £he did not
move, but allowed her head to rest where it was,
feeling a delicious joy in the thought that Potts
was looking on and was utterly deceived. When
he left to call a servant she raised her head and
gave Brandon a last look expressive of her
deathless, her unutterable love. Again and
again he pressed lier to his heart. Then the
noise of servants coming in roused him. He
gently placed her on a sofa, and supported her
with a grave and solemn face.

¢ Here, Mrs. Compton. Take charge of her,”
said Potts. ‘‘She's been trying to faint.”

Mrs. Compton came up, and kneeling down
kissed Beatrice’s hands. She said nothing.

“ Qughtn’t she to have a doctor ?” said Bran-
don.

¢ Oh no—shell get over it. Take her to her
room, Mrs. Compton.” '

4 ““Can the poor child walk?” asked Bran-
on.

Beatrice rose. Mrs. Compton asked her to
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take her arm. She did 80, and leaning heavily | gained her affections by his hellish arts. He
upon it, walked away. knew that I was rich, and, like an unprincipled

‘“She seems very delicate,” said Brandon, adventurer, tried to get her, hoping to get a for-
*‘I did not know thut you had a daunghter.” tune. I did not know any thing about this till

Potts sighed. after her arrival home. I sent for her some time
. ‘I have,” said he, ‘“to my sorrow.,” ago and she came. From the first she was very
““To your sorrow!” said Brandon, with ex- sulky. She did not treat me like a danghter at
quisitely simulated sympathy. all.  On one occasion she actually abused me

*“Yes,” replied the other.” “T wouldn' tell it | and called me names to my face. She called me
to every one—but you, Mr. Smithers, are differ- | a Thug! What do you think of that, Mr. Smith-
ent fiom most people. *Yon see I have led aers?” :
roving life. I had to leave her out in China for | The other said nothing, but there was in his
Mmany years with a female guardian. I suppose | face a horror which Potts considered as directed
she was not very well taken care of. At any | toward his unnatural offspring, : .
rate, shergot acquainted out there with a stroll- |  ““She was discontented here, though I let her
ing Italian vagabond. a drum-major in one of | have every thing. I found ont in the end all
the regiments, named Langhetti, and this villsin | about it. At last she actually ran away. She
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joined this infamous Langhetti, whom she had
discovered in some way or other. They lived
together for some time, and then went to Lon-
don, where she got a situation as an actress.
You can imagine by that,” said Potts, with
sanctimonious horroy, ‘‘ how low she had fallen.
¢“Well, I didn’t know what to_do. I was
afraid to make a public demand for her through
the law, for thexrit would all get into the papers;
it would be an awful disgrace, and the whole
county would know it. So I waited, and a few
weeks ago I went to London. A chance oc-
carred at last which threw her in my way. I
pointed out to her the awful nature of the life
she was leading, and offered to forgive her all if
she would only come back. The poor girl con-
nnted"md here she is, But I'm very much
afraid,” said Potts in conclusion, with a
sigh, *‘ that her constitution is broken up. She’s
very feeble.” '

Brandon said nothing.

¢ Excuse me for troubling you with my do-
mestic affairs; but I thought I ought to explain,
for you have had such trouble with her yourself.”

“Oh, don’t mention it. I quite pitied the
poor child, I assure you; and I sincerely hope
that the seclusion of this place, combined with
the pure sea-air, may restore her spirits and in-
vigorate her in mind as well as in body. And
now, Mr. Potts, I will mention the little matter:
that brought me here. I have had business in
Cotnwall, and was on my way home when I re-
ceived a letter summoning me to America. I
may have to go to California. I have a very
honest servant, whom I have quite a strong re-
gard for, and I am anxions to put him in some
good country house till I get back. I'm afraid
to trust him in London, and I can’t take him
with me. " He is 8 Hindu, but speaks English
and can do almost any thing. I at once remem-
bered you, especially as you were close by me,
and thought that in your large establishment
you might find a place for him. How is it ?”

¢ My dear Sir, I shall be proud and happy.
I should like, above all things, to have a man
here who is recommended by one like yon. The
fact is, my servants are all miserable, and a good
one can not often be had. I shall cousider it a
favor if I can get him.”

“Well, that is all arranged—I have a regard
for him, as I said before, and waut to have him
in a pleasant situation. His name is Asgeelo, but
we are in the habit of calling him Cato—"":, -+

“Cato! a very good name. Where i% he
now?”

¢¢ Atthe hotel. Iwill send him to youat once,”
said Brandon, rising.

¢¢ The sooner the better,” returned Potts.

¢t By-the-way, my junior speaks very encourag-
ingly about the prospects of the Brandon: Bank—"

““Does he?" cried Potts, gleefully. ‘“Well,
I do believe we’re going ahead of every thing.”

“Tha}’s right. Bolduess is the true way to

success. .

* Oh, never fear. We are bold enough.”

¢ Good.” ButIam hurried, and I must go. I
will send Asgeelo up, and give him = letter.”

With these words Brandon bowed an adien
and departed. Before evening Asgeelo was in-
stalled as one of the servants.

CHAPTER XLIIL
LANGHETT1'S ATTEMPT.

Two days after Brandon's visit to Potts, Lan-
ghetti reached the village.

A searching examination in London had led
him to believe that Beatrice might now be sought
for at Brandon Hall. The police could do nothing
for him. He had no right to her. If she was of
age, she was her own mi and must make
application herself for her safety and deliverance;
if she was under age, then she must show that she
was treated with cruelty. Nome of these things
could be done, and Langhetti despaired of ac-

comﬁshmg' uniathing.

The idea of being once more in the power
of a man like Potts was frightfal to him. This
idea filled his mind continually, to the exclasion
of all other thoughts. His opera was forgot-
ten. Ome great horror stood before him; and all
else became of ng accoant. 'The only thing for
him to do was to try to save her. He could find
no way, and therefore determined to go and see
Potts himself.

It was & desperate undertaking. From Bea-
trice’s descriptions he had an idea of the life from
which she had fled, and other things had giver
him a true idea of the character of Potts. He
knew that there was scarcely any hope before
him. Yet he went, to satisfy himself by making
a last effort.

He was hardly the man to deal with one like
Potts. Sensitive, high-toned, passionate, im-
petuous in his feelings, he could not command
that calmness which was the first essential in such
an interview. Besides, he was broken down by
anxiety and want of sleep. His sorrow for Bea-
trice had disturbed all his thoughts. Food and
sleep were alike abominable to him. His fine-
strung nerves and delicate organization, in which
every feeling had been rendered more acute by
his mode of life, were of that kind which could
feel intensely wherever the affections were con-
cerned. His material frame was too weak for
the presence of such an ardent s6ul. Whenever
any emotion of unusual power appeared he sank
rapidly. :

+ So now, feverish, emaciated, excited to an in-
t degree, he appeared in Brandon to confront
“alcool, unemotional villain, who searcely ever lost
‘his presence of mind. Such a contest could
" searcely be an equal one. 'What could he bring
forward which could in any way affect such a
man? He had some ideas in his own mind which
he imagined might be of service, and trusted more
to impulse than any thing else. He went up early
in the morning to Brandon Hall.

Potts was at home, and did not keep Langhet-
ti long waiting. . .

There was a vast contrast between these two
men—the one coarse, fat, vulgar, and strong;
the other refined, slender, spiritual, and delicate,
with his large eyes burning in their deep sockets,
and a strange mystery in his face.

‘I am Paolo Langhetti,” said he, abruptly—
¢‘ the manager of the Covent Garden Theatre.”

““You are, are you ?” answered Potts, rudely;
‘‘ then the sooner you get out of this the better.
The devil himself couldn’t be more impudent. 1
have just saved yny danghter from your clutches,

——

‘and I'm going to pay you off, too, my fine fellow,
before long.” ‘ -

temp
thee
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““Your daughter!” said Langhetti. ‘‘What
she is, and who she is, you very well know. If
the dead could speak they would tell & different

‘“What the devil do you mean,” cried Potts,
“by the dead ? At any rate you are a fool ; for
very naturally the dead can’t ; but what
concern that has with my daughter I don’t know.
Mind, you are playing a dangerous game in try-
ing to bully me."”

Potts spoke fiercely and menacingly. Lan-
ghetti's impetuous soul kindled to a new fervor
at this insulting language. He stretched out his
long, thin hand toward Potts, and said :

- “I hold your life and fortune in my hand.
Give up that girl whom you call your daughter.”

Potts stood for & moment staring,

¢“The devil youdo!” he cried, atlast. ¢‘Come,
I call that good, rich, racy! Will your sublime
Excellency have the kindness to explain yourself?
If my lifé is in your hand it's in & devilish lean
and weak ope. It strikes me you've got some
kink in your brain—some notion or other. QOut
with it, and let us see what you're driving at!”
‘Do you know a man named Cigole ?” said
Langhetti, .

“Cigole!” replied Potts, after a pause, in which
he had stared at tti 3 ¢“ well, what
if I do? Perhaps I do, and Perhaps I don't.”

*He i8 in my power,” said Langhetti, vehe-
mently. )

¢¢ Much good may he do you then, for I'm sure
when he was in my power he never did any good
to me.”

““He will do good in this case, at any rate,”
said Langhetti, with an effort at calmness. ¢ He
was connected with you in a deed which you
maust remember, and can tell to the world what
he knows.”

¢¢ Well, what if he does ?” said Potts. .

‘“He will tell,” cried Langhetti, excitedly,
‘“the true story of the Despard murder.”

¢ Ah!"” said Potts, ‘‘now the murder’s out.
That's what I thought. Don't you sappose F
saw through you when you first began to speak
so mysteriously? I knew that you had learned
some wonderful story, and that you were going

. to trot it out at the right time. But if you think

you're going to bully me you'll find it hard work.”
“Cigole is in' my power,” said Langhetti,
fiercely. :
“And so you think I am, too?” sneered
Potts.
¢ Partly s0.”
“Why?”
¢ Because he was an accomplice of yours in
the Despard marder.”
““So he says, no doubt; but who'll believe
him ?"
‘‘ He is going to turn Queen’s evidence !” said
Langhetti, solemnly.
¢ Queen’s. evidence!” returned Potts, con-
temptuously, ‘‘and what's his evidence worth—
the evidence of a man like that against a gentle-
man of unblemished character ?”
“ He will be able to show what the character
of that gentleman is,” rejoined Langhetti.
- “ Who will believe him ?”
¢No one can help it.”
“You believe him, no doubt. You and he

are both Ttalians—both dear friends—and both ;

!

Lhas. settled it finally, and

‘\ . . <
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world conclusively that Cigole is. such a scoun-
drel that his testimony is worthless ?”

““Yon can't,” cried Langhetti, furiously.

Potts cast a look of contempt at him—

“Can’t I!” He resumed: * How very sim-
ple, how confiding you must be, my dear Lan-
ghetti! Let me explain my meaning. You get
up a wild charge against a gentleman of charac-
ter and posftivw’about u muorder. In the first
place, you to forget that the real murderer
has long since been punished. That miserable
devil of & Malay was very properly convicted at
Manilla, and hanged there. It was twenty years
ago. What English court would consider the case
again after a calm and impartial S céurt
ished the criminal ?
They did so at the time when the case was fresh,
and I came forth honored and triumphant. You
now bring forward & man who, you hint, will
make statements against me. Sup) he does?
What then? Why, I will show* what this man
is. And you, my dear Langhetti, will be the
first one whom I will bring up against him. I
will bring you up under oath, and make you tell
how this Cigole—this man who testifies against
me—once. made a certain testimony in Sicily
against a certain Langhetti senior, by which that
certain Langhetti senior was betrayed to the
Goyernment, and was saved only by the folly of

two Englishmen, one of whom was this same

Despard. I will show that this Langhetti sen-
ior was your father, and that the son, instead of
avenging, or at any rate resenting, his futher’s
wrong, is now a bosom friend of his father’s in-
tended murderer—that he has urged him on
against me. I will show, my dear Langhetti,
how you have led a yoving life, and, when a
drum-major at Hong Kong, won the affections
of my daughter; how you followed her here, and
seduced her away from a kind father; how at
infinite risk I regained her; how you came to
me with audacions threats; and how only the
dread of further scandal, and my own anxious

love for my daughter, prevented me from hand-

ing you over to the authorities. I will prove you

to be a scoundrel of the vilest description, and, -

after such proof as this, what do you think would
be the verdict of an English jury, or of any judge
in any land; and what do you think would
your own fate? Answer me that.” .

Potts spoke with savage vehemence. The
frightful truth flashed at once across Langhet~
ti's mind that Potts had it in his power here to
show all this to the world. He was overwhelm-
ed. He had never conceived the possibility of
this. Potts watched him silently, with a sneer
on his face. :

*“Don’t you think that you had better go and
comfort yourself with your dear friend Cigole,
your fst.ger's intended marderer?” said he a#
length. “ Cigole told me all about this long
ago. He told me many things about his life
which would be slightly damaging to his char-
acter as a witness, but I don’t mind télling you
that the worst thing against him in English eyes
is his betrayal of your father. Bat this seems to
have been a very slight matter to you. It's odd
too; I've always supposed that Italians under-
stood what vengeance means.”

Langhetti’s face bore an expression of agony ‘

which he could not conceal. Every word of

enemies of mine; but suppose I prove to the Potts stung him to the soul. He stood for some
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time in silence. At last, without a word, he
walked out of the room,

His brain reeled. He staggered rather than
walked. Potts looked after him with a smile of
trinmph.  He left the Hall and returned to the
village.

————
CHAPTER XLIIIL.

THE STRANGER.

A rEW weeks after Langhetti's visit Potts had
a new visitor at the bank. The stranger entered | e
the bank parlor noiselessly, and stood quietly
waiting for Potts to be disengaged. That worthy
was making some eutries in a small memoran-
dum-book. Turning his head, he saw the new-
comer. Potts looked surprised, and the stranger
said, in a peculiar voice, somewhat gruff and
hesm.tmg .

¢ Mr. Potts ?”

¢“Yes,” said Potts, looking hard at his vis-
itor.

He was a man of singular His hair
was long, parted in the middle, and straight.
He wore dark colored spectacles. A thick, black
beard ran under his chin. His linen was not
over-clean, and he wore a long surtout coat, ~--—

¢¢1 belong to the firm of Bigelow, Higginson,
& Co., Solicitors, London~—1I am the Co.”

“Well1”

¢¢ The business about which I have come is one
of some importance. Are we secure from inter-
ruption ?”

.“Yes,” said Potts, ‘“as much as I care about
being. I don’t know any thing in particular that
I care about locking the doors for.”

‘“Well, you know best,” said the stranger.
¢ 'The business upon which I have come concerns
you somewhat, bat your son principally.”

Potts started, and looked with eager inquiry
at the stran

“Tt is such a serious case,” said the latter,
“ that my seniors thonght, before taking any steps
in the matter, it would bc best to consalt you
privately.”

¢'Well,” returned Potts, with a frown, ‘‘ what
is this wonderful case ?”

‘“ Forgery,” said the stranger.

Potts started to his feet with a gha,sﬂy face,
and stood speechless for some time. .

Do you know who you're talking to?” said
he, at last.

‘“John Potts, of Brandon Hall, I presume,”
said the strangér, coolly. ‘‘ My business con-
‘cerns him somewhat, but his son still more.”

¢What the devil do you mean?” growled
{’otta. in a savage tone.

¢ Forgery,” said the stranger.
glish word, I believe.
son was chief agent.
derstood ?”

Potts looked at him again, and then slowly
went to the door, locked it, and put the key in
his pocket.

““ That's right,” said the stranger, qmetly

*“You appear to take things easy,” rejoined
Potts, angrily; ‘“but let me tell you, if you come
to bnlly me you've got into the wrong shop.”

“Youn appear somewhat heated. You must
be calm, or else we can not get to business ; and

¢4It is an En-
Forgery, in which your
Have I made myself un-

-in that case 1 shall have to leave.”
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‘I don’t see how that would be any affliction,”
said Potts, with a sneer,

¢ That's because you don’t understand my po-
sition, or the state of the present business. Yor
if I.leave it will be the signal for a number of in-
terested parties to make a combined attack on
you.”

¢ An attack ?”

“Yes.”

¢'Who is there?” said Potts, defiantly.

‘“Giovanni Cavallo, for one; my seniors,
Messrs. Bigelow & nggmson, and several oth-

ers.’

¢‘ Never heard of any of them before.”

¢“ Perhaps not. Bat if you write t0 Smithers
& Co. they will tell you that Bigelow, Higginson,
& Co. are their solicitors, and do their confiden-
tial business.”

** Smithers & Co. ?” said Potts, aghast.

““Yes. It would not be for your interest for
Bigelow, Higginson, & Co. to show Smithers &
Co. the proofs which they have agamst you,
would it ?”

Potts was silent. An expression of consterna-
tion came over his face. He plunged his hands
deep in his pockets and bowed his head frown-

mglv
bosh,” said he, at last, raising his
head ¢ Let them show and be d——d. What
have they got to show ?”
- ¢ I-will answer your question regnlarlv, said

the stranger, ‘‘in accordance with ‘my instruc-
tions” —and, drawing & pocket-book: from his

pocket, he began to read from some memoranda
written there.

*“1st. The notes to which the name of Ralph
Brandon is attached, 150 in number, amounting
to £93,500.”

‘“Pooh!” said Potts. '

‘“ These forgeries were known to several be-
sides your son and yourself, and one of these men
will testify against you. - -Others-who-know
don’s signature swear that this lacks an import-
ant point of distinction common to all the Bran-
don signatures handed down from father to son.
You were foolish to leave these notes afloat.
They have all been bonght up on a speculation
by those who wished to make the Brandon prop-
erty a little dearer.”

*I don’t think theyll make a fortune out of
the speculation,” said Potts, who was stifling with
¢ D——n them! who are they ?”

‘“Well, there are several witnesses who are
men of such character that if my seniors sent
them to Smithers & Co. Smithers & Co. would
believe that you were guilty. In a court of law
you would have no better chance. One of these
witnesses says he can prove that your true name
is Briggs.”

At this Potts bounded from his chair and
stepped forward with a terrific oath.

*“ You see, your son’s neck is in very consider-
able danger.”

*Yours is in greater,’ saxd Potts, with men-
acing eyes.

‘“Not at all. Even supposing that yon were
absurd enough to offer violence to an humble
subordifiate like me, it would not. interfere with

the policy of Messrs. Bigelow, Higginson, & Co.,

who are determined to make money out of this
transaction. So you see it’s absurd to talk of
violence.”

Bran- - ...
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The stranger took no further notice of Potts,
but looked again at his memoranda; while ‘the
latter, whose face was now terrific fromthe fari-
ous passions which it exhibited, stood like a wild
beast in a cage, *‘ willing to wound, but yet afraid
to strike.”

¢“The next case," said the stranger, ‘‘is the
Thomton forgery.”

‘ Thornton !” exclaimed Potts, with greater
agxtauon

““Yes,” said the smmger ‘“In connection
with the Despard murder there were two sets of
forgeries ; one being the Thornton correspond-
ence, and the other your correspondence with
the Bank of Good Hope.”

“ Heavens! what's all this?” cried Potts.

¢ Where have you been unearthing thigrubbish ?*’
“First,” said the stranger, withgut noticing
Potts’s exclamation, ¢ there e letters to
‘Thornton, Senior, twenty years ago, in which an
attempt was made to obtain Colonel Despard’s
money for yourself. One Clark, an accomplice
of yours, presented the letter. The forgery was
at once detected. Clark might have escaped,
bat he made an effort at burglary, was caught,
and condemned to transportation. He had been
already out once before, and this time received
a new brand in addition to the old ones.’
Potts did not say a word, but sat stupefied.
¢ Thornton, Junior, is connected with us, and
his testimony is valuable, as he was the one who
. detected the',forger_v. He also was the one who
went to the Cape of Good Hope, where he had
the pleasure of meeting with you. This brings
me to the third case,” continued the stranger.
" ¢ Letters were sent to the Cape of Good Hope,
ordering money to be paid to John Potts. Thorn-
ton, Senior, fearing from the first attempt that a
similar one would be made at the Cape, where
the deceased had funds, sent his son there. Young
“‘Thornton reached the place just before you did,

---—amd -would-have-arrested you, but the proof was

not sufficient.”

“¢¢ Aha!” cried Potts, grasping at this—“not
sufficient proof! I should think not.” His voice
was husky and his manner nervous.

I said *was not'—bat Messrs. Bigelow, Hig-
ginson, & Co. have informed me that there are
parties now in communication with them who
can prove how, when, where, and by whom the
forgeries were executed,”

“It's & d——d infernal lie!” roared Potts, in
a fresh burst of anger.

‘I only repeat what they state. The man has
already written out & statement an,“ull and is
only waiting for my retarn to sign it before a
magistrate. ‘This will be a death-warrant for
your son ; for Messrs. Bigelow, Higginson, & Co.
will have him arrested at once. You are aware
that he has no chance of escape. The amount
is too enormous, and the proof is too strong.”

“‘Proof!” cried Potts, desperately; ‘‘who

“¢It's all a lie!” exclaimed Potts, in a voice
which was a little tremalous. *¢ Who is this fool
who has been making out papers ?”

- 6 tglls name is Philips; true name Lawton.

e tells a very extraordinary story ; very extraor-
dinary mdeez S e

The stranger’s peculiar voice was now intensi-
fied in its odd, harsh intonations. The effect on
Potts was overwhelming. For a moment he was

unable to s

*¢ Philips!"” he gasped, at length.

“Yes. You sent him on basiness to Smithers
& Co. He has not yet returned.  He does not
intend to, for he was found out by Messrs, Bige-
low, nggmson, & Co., and you know how nmnd
he is. They have succeeded in extracting the
truth from him. As I am in a hurry, and you,
too, must be busy,” continued the stranger, with
unchanged accents, ‘I will now come to'the
point. These forged papers involve an amount
to the extent of—Brandon forgeries, £93,500;
Thornton papers, £5000; Bank of Good Hope,
£4000; being in all £102 ,500. Messrs. Bige-
lIow, nggmson, & Co. have instructed me to say
that they will sell these papers to you at their
face without charging interest. ‘'They will hand
them over to you and you can destroy them, in

:ivluch case, of course, the charge must be
ro]

blood !’
¢That wonld be murder,” said the stranger,

I'with a peculiar emphasis.

His tone stung Potts to the quick.

““You appear to take me for a born fool,” he
cried, striding up and down.

“Not at all. I am only an agent carrying
out the instructions of others.”

Potts suddenly stopped in his walk.

" ‘““Have you all those papers about you? » he
hissed.

AL

Potts Jooked all around. The door was locked.
They were alone, The stranger easily read his
thought,

¢ No use,” said he, calmly. ¢ Messrs. Bige-
low, Higginson, & Co. would miss me if any
thing happened. Besxdes, I may as well tell you
that I am arnied.”®

The stranger rose up and faced Potts, while,
from behind his dark spectacles, his eyes seemed
to glow like fire. Potts retreated with a curse.

¢ Messrs. Bigelow, Higginson, & Co. instructed

| me to say that if I am not back with the money

by to-morrow night, they will at once begin ac-
tion, and have your son arrested. They will
also inform Smithers & Co., to whom they say

you are indebted for over .£600000 So that -
Smithers & Co. wxll at once come down upan -

you for payment.”
‘Do Smithers & Co. know any thing about
this ?” asked Potts, in a voice of intense anxi-

would believe any thmg against & man like | ety.

me, John Potts—a man of the county ?” -

¢¢ English law is no respecter of persons,” said
the stranger. “‘ Rank goes for nothing. But if
it did make class distinctions, the witnesses about
these documents are of great influence. There is
"Thornton of Holby, ahd Colonel Henry Despard
at the Cape of Good Hope, with whom Messrs.
Bigelow, Higginson, & Co. have had corre-
spondence, There are also others.”

““They do business with you the same &s ever,
do they not?”

[ " k4

“How do y you suppose they can  know it?”

““'They would never believe it.”

‘“They would believe any statemnent made by
Messrs. Bigelow, Higginson, & Co. My seniors
have been on your track for a long time, and have
come into connection with various pasties. One

¢ Phlhps 1” cried Potts. ‘Il have that devil’s |

..|_. -
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man who is an Italian they consider important.-

They authorize me to state to you that this man
can also prove the forgeries,” :

“Who ?” gasped Potts,

‘¢ His name is Cigole.”

¥ 1
[ g‘g’l'e.
“De— him!” )
“You may damn him, bat that won't silence
him,” remarked the other, mildly.

‘“Well, what are you going-to do?” growled
Potts.

“‘Present you the offer of Messrs, Bigelow,
Higginson, & Co.,” said the other, with calm per-
tinagity, ¢ pon it depend your fortune and
your son’s life.”

¢ How long are you going to wait?” -

“Till evening. I leave to-night. Perhaps
you would like to think this over. I'll give you
till three o'clock. ,If you decide to accept, all
well ; if not, I go back.” ‘

The stranger rose, and Potts unlocked the
door for him.

After he left Potts sat down, buried in his own
reflections. In about an hour Clark came in.

¢ Well, Johnnie!” said he, ‘‘what's up? You
look down—any trouble ?” .

At this Potts told Clark the story of the recent
interview., Clark looked grave, and shook his

. head several times.

“Bad! bad! bad!” said he, slowly, when
Potts had ended. *‘You're in a tight place, lad,

.and I dont see what you've got to do but to

knock under.”

A long silence followed.

‘‘ When did that chap say he would leave ?”

¢To-night.” o

Another silence. .

‘I suppose,” said Clark, ‘‘we can find out
how he goes ?” >

‘1 suppose so,” returned Potts, gloomily.

*¢ Somebody might g\nvithhim or follow}l'lim,”
said Clark, darkly

Potts looked at him. The two exchanged
glances of intelligence.

¢ You see, you pay your money, and get your
papers back. It would be foolish ¢o let this man
get away with so much money. One Qundred
and two thousaund five hundred isn’t to be picked
up every day. Let us pick it up this time, or try
to. I candrop down to the inn this evening, and
see the cut of the man. I.don’t like what he
said about me. I call it backbiting.”

“You take a proper view of the matter,” said
Potts. **He's dangerous. He'll be down on
you next. What I don’t like about him is his
cold-bloodedness.” '

¢“It does come hard.”

¢ Well, well arrange it that way, shall we?”

¢¢Yes, you pay over, and get your documents,
and I'll try my hand at getting the money back.
I've done harder things than that in my time,
and so bave you—hey, lad !”

¢ 1 remember a few.”

¢‘I wouder if this man knows any of them.”

¢“No,” said Potts, confidently. ‘‘He would
have said something.”

“Don’t be too sure. The fact is, I've been
troubled ever since that girl came out so strong
on us. What are you going to do with her ?”

“Don’t know,” growled Potts. *‘ Keep her

still somehow.”

<

“ Give her to me.”
**What'll you do with her?” asked Potts, in

rise,

¢‘Take hér as my wife,” said Clark, with a
grin.  ¢‘I think I'll follow your ?xample anél set
up housekeeping. The girl's plucky; and I'd
liie to mk:elfer down.” phey

‘““We'll do it; and the sooner the better. You
don't want & minister, do you ?” )

““ Well, I think I'll haye it done up ship-shape;,
marriage in high life; papers all fall of it; love-
ly appearance of the bride—ha, ha, ha! I'll
save you all farther trouble about her—a hus-
band is better than a father in such a case. If
that Italian comes round it'll be his last round.”

Some farther conversation followed, in which
Clark kept making perpetual references to his
bride. The idea had taken hold of his mind com-
pletely.

At one o’clock Potts went to the inn, where he
found the agent. He handed over the money in
silence. The agent gave him the documents.
Potts looked at them all carefully.

Then he departed.

—_——

CHAPTER XLIV.
THE smx_enn’s S8TORY.

THAT evening a number of people were in the
principal parlor of the Brandon Inn. It was a
cool evening in October; and there was a fire
near which th:eé)artner of Bigelow, Higginson,
& Co. had seated himself.

Clark had come in at-the first of the evening
and Rad been there ever since, talking volubly
and laughing boisterously. The others were
more or less talkative, but none of them rivaled
Clark. They were npearly all Brandon people;
and in their treatment of Clark there was a cer-
tain restraint which the latter either did not wish
or care to notice. As for the stranger he sat
apart in silence without regarding any one in
particular, and giving no indication whether he
was listening to what was going on or was indif-
ferent to it all. From time to time Clark threw
glances in his direction, and once or twice he
tried to draw some of the company out to make
remarks about him; but the company seemed
reluctant to touch upon the subject, and merely
listened with patience.

Clark had evidently a desire in his mind to be
very entertaining and lively. With this intent he
told & number of stories, most of which were in-
termingled with allusions to the company present,
together with the stranger. At last he gazed at
the latter in silence for some little time, and then
turned to the company.

¢“‘There’s one among us that hasn't opened his
mouth this evening. I call it unsociable. I move
that the party proceed to open it forthwith. Who
seconds the motion? Don’t all speak at once.”

THe company looked at one another, but no
one made any reply. .

¢““What! no one speaks! All right; silence
gives consent ;” and with these words Clark ad-
vanced toward the stranger. The latter said no-
thing, but sat in a careless attitude.

“Friend!” said Clark, standing before the
stranger, ‘‘ we're all friends here—we wish to be
sociable—~we think you are too silent—will you
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be kind enough to open your mouth? 'If you
won't tell a story, perha.?s you will be good
enough to sing us a song ?"

The stranger sat upright.

‘' Well,” said he, in the same peculiar harsh
voice and slow tone with which he had spoken
to Potts, ** the request is a fair one, and 1 shall
be happy to open my mouth. I regret to state
that having no voice I shall be unable to give
you s song, but I'll be glad to tell a story, if the
company will listen.”

¢¢The company will feel honored,” said Clark,
in a mocking tone, as he resumed his seat.

The stranger arose, and, going to the fire-
placmicked up a piece of charcoal.

Ci sat in the midst of the circle, looking at
bim with a sneering smile,

¢¢It’s rather an odd story,” said the stranger,
‘“and I only heard it the other day; perhaps
you won't believe it, but it’s true.” ’

¢¢Oh, never mind the truth of it!” exclaimed
Clark—* push along.”

The stranger stepped up to the wall over the
fire-place. ! -

¢¢ Before I begin I wish to make a few marks,
which I will explain in process of time. My
story is connected with these.” -

He took his charcoal and made upon the wall
the following marks :

N

He then turned, and stood’for a moment in
silence.

The effect upon Clark was appalling. His
face turned livid, his arms clutched violently at
the seat of his chair, his jaw fell, and his eyes
were fixed on the marks as though fascinated by
them.

. The stranger appeared to .take no notice of

im.

- These marks,” said he, ¢‘ were, or rather are,
upon the back of a friend of mine, ‘about whom;|
{ am going to tell a little story: ‘

¢“The first (./]\ ) is the Queen’s mark, put on
certain prisoners out in Botany Bay, who are to-

. tally insubordinate.

““The second (R ) signifies ‘run away,” and
is put on those who have attempted to escape.
% The third (4-) indicates & murderous assault
on the guards. When they don’t hang the cul-
prit they put this on, and those who are branded
in this way have nothing but hard work, in chains,
for life. .
" “These marks are on the back of a friend
of mine, whose name I need not mention, but

r‘

; didn't even resent this, but sat mute,
with a face of awful expectation.

‘‘My friend Clark had led a life of strange
vicissitudes,” said the stranger, ‘‘ having slipped
through the meshes of the law very successful-
ly a great number of times, but finally he was
caught, and sent to Botany Bay. He served
his time out, and left; but, finally, after a se-
ries of very extraordinary adventures in India,
and some odd events in the Indian Qcean, he
came to England. Bad luck followed him, how-
ever. | He made an attempt at burglary, and was’
canght, convicted, and sent back again to his old
station at Botany Bay. |

“ Of course he felt a strong reluctance to stay
in such a place, and therefore began to plan an
escape. lle made one attempt, which was un-
successful. He then laid a plot with two other
notorious offenders. Each of these three had
been branded with those letters which I have
marked. One of these was named Stubbs, and
another Wilson, the third was this Clark. No

ments, for the prison regulations are very strict ;
but; they did meet, and managed to confer to-
gether. They contrived to get rid of the chains
thap were fastened around théir ankles, and one
stormy night they started off and made a run for
it. ' o .
¢“The next day the guards were out in pursuit
with dogs. They went all day long on their
track over a very rough country, and finally came
tos river. Here they prepared to pass the night.
*¢On rising early on the following morning
they saw something moving on the top of a hill
on the opposite side of the river. On watching
it 'narrowly. they saw three men. They hurried
on at once in pursuit. The fugitives kept well
ahead, however, as was natural ; and since they
were running for life and freedom they made a
better pace.
i * But they were pretty well worn out. They
had taken no provisions with them, and had not
calculated on so close a pursuit. They kept
ahead as best they could, and at last reached a
harrow river that ran down between cliffs through
a gully to the sea. The cliffs on each side were
high and bold. But they had to cross it; so
‘down on one side they went, and up the other.
i *“Clark and Stubbs got up first. Wilson was
j just reaching the top when the report of a gun
was heard, and a ballet struck him in the arm.
Groaning in his agony he rushed on trying to
keep up with his companions,
¢ Fortunately for them night came on, They

| hurried on all night, scarcely knowing where

‘they were going, Wilson in an agony trying to
keep up with them. Tpward morning they

| snatched a little rest under & rock near a brook

and then hurried forward.

¢ For two days more they hastened on, keep-
ing ont of reach of their pursuers, yet still know-
ing that they were followed, or at least fearing
it. They had gone over a wild country along the
coast, and keeping a northward direction. At
length, after four days of wandering, they came
to a little creek by the sea-shore. There were
three houses here belonging to fishermen. They
rushed into the first hat and implored food and
drink. The men were off to Sydney, but the

for convenience sake I will call him Clark.”

They were terrified at the aspect of these wretch~

- !

one knew how they inet to make their arrange- -

kind-hearted women gave them what they had.
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ed men, whose natural ferocity had been height-
ened by hardship, famine, and suffering. Gaunt-
and grim as they were, they seemed more terri-
ble than three wild beasts. The women knew
that they were escaped convicts.

‘‘ There- was a boat lying on the beach. To
this the first thoughts of the fugitives were direct-
ed. They filled a cask of water and put it on
board. They demanded some provisions from
the fisherman’s wife, The frightened woman
gave them some fish and a few ship - biscuit.
They were about'to forage f elves when
Wilson, who had been watching, gave the alarm.

‘‘ Their pursuers were upon them. They had
to run for it at once. 'They had barely time to
rush to the boat and get out a little distance
when the guard reached the beach. The latter

fired a few shots after them, but the shots took
no effect.

¢¢ The fugitives put out to sea in the open boat.
They headed north, for they hoped to catch some
Australian ship and be taken up. Their provi-
gions were soon exhausted. Fortunately it was the
rainy season, so that they had a plentiful supply
of water, with which they managed to keep their

cask filled; but that did not prevent them from

suffering the agonies of famine. Clark and Stubbs
soon began to look at Wilson with looks that
made him quiver with terror. Naturally enough,
gentlemen; you see they were starving. Wilson
was the weakest of the three, and therefore was
at their mercy. They trizd, however, to catch
fish. It was of no use. There seemed to be no
fish in those seas, or else the bits of bread crumb

&
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which they put down were not an attractive| *‘My master sent me.” A
bait. A thrill passed through my veins. ®
¢ The two men began to look at Wilson with| Do not fear,” he said, and walked mysteri- i
the eyes of fiends—eyes that flamed with foul | ously away. M
desire, beaming from deep, hollow orbits which| I asked Mrs. Compton who he was, and she )
famine had made. The days passed. One|said he was a new servamnt whom fle had just ﬂ
morning Wilson lay dead.” hired. She knew nothing more of him. &
The stranger paused for a moment, amidst an| September 12.—A week has passed. Thus s
awful silence. far I have been left alone. Perhaps they do not iy
““The lives of these two were preserved a lit- | know what to do with me. Perhaps they are
tle longer,” he added, in slow, measured tones. | busy arranging some dark plan. Y
““They sailed on. In a few days Clark and| Can I trust? Oh, Help of the helpless, save kC
Stubbs began to look at one another.. You will | me!

understand, gentlemen, that it was an awful

thing for these men to cast at each other the

same glances which they once cast on Wilson.

Each one feared the other; each watched his| Kindly will I welcome him.

chance, and each guarded against his companion. | September 15.—Things are certainly different
¢ They could no longer row. The one sat in | here from what they used to be. The servants

the bow, the 2ther in the stern, glaring at one | take pains to put themselves in my way, so as to

another. My triend Clark was & man of singu- | show me profound respect. What is the mean-
lar endurance. But why go into particulars? | ing of this?

Asgeelo is here—but what can one man do? e
At best he can only report to his master my
agony or my death. May that Death soon come.

mn
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Enough; the boat drifted on, and at last only

one was left. |
¢ A ship was sailing from Australia, and the
crew saw a boat drifting. A man was there.
They stopped and picked him up. The boat was
stained with blood. Tokens ot what that blood
was lay around. There were otherthings in the
boat which chilled the blood of the sailors. They
took Clark on board. He was mad at first,
and raved in his delirinm. They heard him
tell of what be had deme. During that voy-
age no one spoke to him. They touched at Cape
"Town, and put him ashore.
““ My friend is yet alive and well. How do
you like my story ?”
The stranger sat down. A deep stillness fol-
lowed, which was suddenly broken by something,
half groan and half curse. It was Clark.
He lifted himself heavily from his chair, his
face livid and his eyes bloodshot, and staggered
out of the room.

—p

CHAPTER XLV.
BEATRICE'S JOURNAL CONCLUDED.

September 7, 1849.—[This part begins with a
long account of her escape, her fortunes at Hol-
by and London, and her recapture, which is here
omitted, as it would be to a large extent a rep-
etition of what has already been stated.]—After
Brandon left me my heart still throbbed with the
fierce impulse which he had imparted to it. For
the remainder of the day I was upheld by a sort
of consciousness of his presence. I feltas though
he had only left me in person and had surrounded
me in some way with his mysterious protection,

Night came, and with the night came gloom.
What availed his promise? Could he prevent
what I feared ? What power could he possibly
have in this house? I felt deserted, and my old
despair returned.

In the morning I happened to cross the hall to
go to Mrs. Compton’s room, when, to my amaze-
ment, I saw standing outside the Hindu Asgeelo.
Itad I seen Brandon himself I could scarcely
have been more amazed or overjoyed. He look-
ed at me with a warning gesture.

Once or twice I have met them in
the hall and have marked their humble bearing.
Is it mockery? Or is it intended to entrap me?
I will not trust any of them. Is it possible that
this can be Brandon’s mysterious power?
Impossible. It is rather a trick to win my
confidence. But if so, why? 'They do not need
to trick me. I am at their mercy. -~

I am at their mercy, and am without defense.

Philips has been as devoted as ever. He
leaves me flowers every day. He tries to show
sympathy. At least I have two friends here—
Philips and Asgeelo. But Philips is timid, and
Asgeelo is only one against a crowd. There is
Vijal—but I have not seen him.
September 25.-—To-day in my closet I found a
number of bottles of different kinds of medicine,
used while I was sick. Two of these attracted
my attention. One was labeled ‘° Laudanum,”
another was labeled * Hydrocyanic Acid— Poi-
son.” T suppose they used these drugs for my
hemefit at that time. The sight of them gave
me more joy than any thing else that I could
have found. ) .
When the time cgiges which I dread I -shall
not be without resource.  These shall save me.
October 3.—They leave me unmolested. They
are waiting for some crushing blow, no doubt.
Asgeelo sometimes meets me, and makes signs
of encouragement.
To-day Philips met me and said : *‘Don’t fear
—the crisis is coming.” I asked what he meant.
As usual he looked frightened and hurried away.
What does he mean? What crisis? The
only crisis that I can think of is one which fills
me with dread. When that comes I will meet
it firmly.
October 10.—Mrs. Compton told me to-day
that Philips had gone to London on business.
The poor old thing looked very much troubled.
I urged her to tell me what was the matter, bat
she only looked the miore terrified. Why she
should feel alarm about the departure of Phikips
for LondonI can not imagme. Has it any thing to
dowithme? No. Howcanit? My fate, phat-
ever it is, must be wrought out here in this place.
October 14.—The dreaded crisis has come at
last.  'Will not this be my last entry ? How can
I longer avoid the fate that impends ?

“ How- did you get here ?” 1 whispere”’.

"This afternoon He sent for me to come down.

What will become of me > What is to be my fate?
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I went to the dining-room expecting some hor-
ror, and I was not disappointed. The three
were sitting there as they had sat before, and I
thought that there was trouble upon their faces.
It was only two o'clock, and they had just fin-
ished lunch.

John was the first to speak. He
me in a mocking tone.

T have the honor to inform you,” said he,
¢‘that the time has arrived when you are to be
took down.”

I paid no attention whatever to these words.
I felt calm. - The old sense of superiority came
over me, and I looked at Him without a tremor.

y tyrant glanced at me with a dark scowl.
‘YAfter your behavior, girl, you ought to bless
our lucky stars that you got off as yon did. If
i had done right, I'd have made you pay up well
for the trouble you've given. But I've spared
ou. At the same time [ wouldn't have done so
ong. I was just arranging a nice little plan for
our benefit when this gentleman”—nodding his
head to Clark—¢‘this gentleman saved me the
trouble.”
- I said nothing.

¢ Come, Clark, speak up—it’s vour affair—"

¢¢Oh, you manage it,” said Clark. *‘You've
got the ‘gift of gab.” I never had it.”

““I never in all my born days saw so bold a

man as timid with a girl as you are.”
. “‘He’s doin’ what I shouldn't like to try om,”
said John. K ) :
" **See here,” said my tyrant, sternly, ¢‘this gen-
tleman has-very kindly consented to take charge
of you. He has even gone so far as to consent
to marry you. He will actually make you his
wife. In my opinion he’s crazy, but he’s got his
own ideas. He has promised to give you a tip-
top wedding. Ifit had been left to me,” he went
on, sternly, “‘I'd have let you have something
very different, but he’s a soft-hearted fellow, and
is going to do a foolish thing. It's lucky for
you though. You'd have. had a precious hard
time of it with me, I tell you. You’ve got to be
grateful to him; so come up here, and give him
a kiss, and thank him.”

So prepared was I for any horror that this did
not surprise me. .

“Do you hear?” he cried, as I stood motion-
less. I said nothing.

‘Do as I say, d—n you, or I'll make you.”

““Come,” said Clark, ‘‘ don’t make a fuss about
the wench now—it 'H be all right. Shell like
kissing well enough, and be only too glad to give
me one before a week.”

¢ Yes, but she ought to be made to do it now.”

‘¢ Not necessary, Johnnie; all in good time.”

My master was silent for some moments. At
last he spoke again : :

¢ Girl,” said he.. “‘You are to be married to-
morrow. There won't be any invifed guests,
but you needn’'t mind that. Youlll have your
husband, and that’s more than you deserve. You
don’t want any new dresses. Your ball dress
will do.” .

““Come, I won't stand that,” said Clark.
¢ She's got to be dressed up in tip-top style. I'll
stand the damage.” -

_ “Oh, d—nthe dainage. If you want that sort
of thing, it shall be done. But there won't be
time,”

¢ Oh well, let her fix up the best way she can.”

a&dressed
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At this I turned and left the room. None of
them tried to prevent me. I went up to my
chamber, and sat down thinking. The hour had
come. . :

This is my last entry. My only refuge from
horror unspe):lkable _is’nt’{e PoiZon. v e

Perhaps one day some one will find my jour-
nal where it is concealed. Let them learn from
it what anguish may be endured by the innocent.

May God have mercy upon my soul! Amen.

October 14, 11 o’clock.—Hope!

Mrs. Compton came to me a few minutes
since. She had received a letter from Philips by