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v bling voice of the storm-spirit. Rain had long

 driven force wpon the leaves and ground below,

“broad " Alberche, which rolled . darkly along
 through the chanvel of its winding way towards
its far Atlantic home. S
- Nepra point whero' & considerable strear

CHAPTER I.

-
i

THE RESOUER AND ﬁm 'RESCUED.
. . ' - e .

T was mid-spring. * Night was falling down

4 upon the towering summits of ‘the Carpen-
tani Mounteins in Old Castile. The (herald
darkness of that night was, however, coming
with untimel$® hirth, for the sun could have
bardly yet sank from its day-track. Blaok,
massive clouds were rolling themselves up the
mountair. sidey, and gradually reaching out. from
the peaks till they formed one unbroken canopy,
while from out: their ssble Jungs came the rum-

been falling upon the mountains, and as the
huge drops began to patter and plash with wind-

the new-made torrents were alteady rushing

down the torrents and ravines, dapoing in wild
cascades, and: emptying their floods into the

emptied into the Alberche, some four leagues to
the westward of B! Prado, stovd o powerful
‘boree, and by b side, with his. hand upon the
bridle, lean:;lf;e form of & yotng man. ‘He
was of o meditim size, us could bo seen by the
occasional flashes of lightning that Hé up the
cloud-arched hosveps, and the traces of some
twenty years h‘h:Jeen lefs upon the foitures
that marked hig handsomie countenance. WHis - .-
dress was that of & Spanish cavalior of the six-+
teenth contury, and though its contour was .
marked by a’ degroe of pride, yet the fabrio
showed long and hard use. I
" .. [sa8 ®NomaviNa.] L

““By Saint Dominie,” he muttered, **this
is but & poor welvome for you and me, my good
Tho horse pricked up his ears as hio hoard kis.
mastr’s vio, an son frth s hatp g it

. -

scqm o express an aoquiniosnod {u th
sdviced, oo
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“ After gix 'you.rs abaenee to. be thus locked:
up in the forest among these mountain fastnesses
is far from agreca‘nge. What a place for ban-
ditti} San Jago'wénd one this way; and I might |
find a sheltenfor the night, for should he rob
me he would get but a son-y score for my
- lodging. Think you could cross this stream,
Gllgzl .

Again the steed noighed bs he heard his name
“thus pronounced, and impatiently he pawed the
gmnnd with his hoofs.-

“¢ By the saints, T have & mind totry it, for
1 cannot stand here. These murmuring rivalets
" behind me are gaining strength, and who knows '
but that they may -ere long drive Yie henee
whether I will'or no?- By cur lady, I think,

- good Gilgil, these treacherous cascades are even
now washing their way rather near to us.  Onee
on the other side and we arc safe, for I,think T

* might then pick out my way to the convent of
Saint Justin ; but in good faith we must not
stay hore.”

The young cavalier had mdeed good oceasion
for the remarks he had made, for the contimuous
lightning that played among the clouds revesled
_to.him the sttling fact . that the side of the
shream upon whxcfn he stood yas not only grad-
uallg gpining ypon the shore, but that the whole

| upuee, betwpen himself and the mountaing was

beipg inundated..
< Come, Gu}gxl > be continued, a8 though hxs
horpe underdtool overy word, ** let us get & fow
rg@p ﬂ:o;n thm  Bwoep- cand we may find a better
7 now, for over we must.”,

_ ) his saddle, and w1t.h a

l;gh& pu]l Qf Q};e !aft roin he tarned the head of

his steed to qhe southward and followed the bank
of the stream for some distance. At length -
came to a plice where he thought he might ercss,

ugh his stout Heart could ot but lesp more
fan.rfully in Ipa bosom as he looked into the' rush-
ing,: “boiling. surge. The electric’ glare was
ﬂqgl}ﬂe bﬁﬂ: from the long lines of foam,, and

]: the sgffaee of the-water was black, littlo

tawers ; roap aml feII s the hegvy ram-

and giving his horse the roin he urged him into
the flood. ;
The noble steed hes:tated & moment ere he

'twas only to brace himself more firmly for the
task, and then he sprang forth into the hissing
current. Nobly, powerfilly, did the  strong
beast bear up against the whelming fofee, and
firmly sat the rider in his seat. ~ The roar of the
mad surge was almost deafening, but ere half

struck upon the ears of the' eavalier that made
him ptart with horror
a pomt aboye him, and seemed the wild shriek
of & human being ! He strained his eyes up
the stream, and the next flash of lightning re-
vealed to him a horse and rider being dashed
aleng by the torrent.
nized grasp of thé ill-fated man upon the mane
of his overpowered animal, and he could hear
the loud eries for help that mirigled with the
roax of the elements.

| own steed to keep on, but then a more noble
resolution came to his goul. '

¢ "is 2 human being,” he uttered to himself,
““ and by San Jago I will not see him pass me
if T can help it.- Come, good Gﬂo'd brace thy-
self for this new trial.”

_Even the horse -seemed tﬁ gnderstand the
stat.e of affairs about him, for' at the first pull
of the réin he turned his head boldly up the
stream, and though the foarful tide earried him
swiftly down,, yet he lost not his balanca. Tho
fourn that went dashing by showed that he was
breasting the eurrent to good pw poss.
and still pesrer came the s{.orm-wracked horse
énd nder—more plamly were heard the frantie
shouts, and the next lurid glow of heayen’s fire

a.mmal of the waiting hero.
e ‘I-l"illo-xlo-:ho !” shouted the eavaher ““What

had gained a hold upon the Tridle of the drift-
ing horse, and though the effort had nearly

shore looked mﬂtmg——there Wag safety there—

proved fatal to him, yet had' he turnéd the ani-

-

let go his foothold wpon the hard bottom, but -

of the dubious distance Was gained a sound .. *“Then give him the rowel--don’t spare it.

It was borne down from -

He ecould see the ago-

For 2 single mstant our cavalier allowed his C
" the cavalier, as-his hand grew painfully week,

- fieree reking that saluted his flanks, and the

Nea.rer : “l"r"

revealed them but just above the atmggh;g R

.with g face of noblo bearing ; his dress was of
black velvet studded with jat. ornaments, and |

It Waé dark 28 Erebus, but the heroic man- 3
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- mal’s head ap the stream-—and he held that
bpdle, too, for its’ gagacious wearer seemed to
comprehend that he had - help, and ke put fort.h
his might for one more effort.

* Can you not bear up yet a little while ¥’
“agked the cavalier.
¢ Thank God, T am not harmed yet, and if
you can but keep that hold upon my poor nag’s
bridle, T may yet bo saved,” returned the
stranger, in tones of joyful gratibude. ’

Better ptick hiz hide than lose both, him and
yourself Up' up! good leglll Hdﬁo-llo-
ilio 1’

_ Heavily dragged the bridle: of the stmnger B
panting steed upon the strength of the young
cavalier, and more than once hé leaned forward
and grasped his own horse wround the neck,
Slowly they approached the shore, but O, it
was & foarful distance yet, for as the current

swept them down, the way grew wider and
wider.
- * By Saint Dominic, sir atrangqr, shouted
and his powerful Glgil began to falter, *“ you
must gpur up your animal. Give him the
rowel 1"

The poor jaded beast started up beneath the

cavalier folt the strain upon his hend grow
lighter. One more flash of heaven's light—
one more revérberation of the deep-toned thun-
der—-and & ‘ery of joy burst from the lips of
both the riders. Their horses tonched the hot- |
tom~—stood trembling for an instent on their
now foothold,' and then, with a simultaneous
snort of gratitude, they loaped up the, batik. -

“Bofe! safo ! ¢jaculated the stranger, leap-
ing down from his horse and raising the eross
hilt of his sword reverently before him.

He wos 3 tall man, somewhat stoutly buils,

he appeared tosbe on the older side of ﬂﬁy—-—-
perhaps, sixty. :
* You've had & narrow escape. ” said the cav-

 these mountains,”

“ In good faxth I hava, noble sir.
heaven, fifteen minutes since and I wonld nat
have given & dueat for my hfe but your good
arm hay saved me.”’

* It came near failing me, nevert.heleas, ‘
turned the cavalier.

«Never mind,” said the other. **Here wo
are upon the solid ground ; but where next?
This driving rain suite me not.”’

“ Better at all events, than a. gruveless
death,

“ True,” responded the stranger. * And
now whither move you? My courge was for
the other side of the stream. This i is the same.
side T loft when I started to cross, but I must
forego the passage for the present.”.

- “ T shail seck the convent between here and
Avila,” answered the young men.  ** 1 had in-
tended to have passed the mountains to the eity,

| but if I can reach the good old sbbot’s hosp1~

table walls, I'll lodge me there for the night, I
think the gates of Saint Justin w:ll open to a
henighted traveller.”

they do ot their office.”’
“ Of course ; so let’s trust the way to ony
horses and sot forward If we give their heads
the right turn they’ll steer clear of intervening
obstacles, for, if I remember rightly, the puth to
the convent is somewhat wide.” ,
“ As good a road a8 any in the vicinity of
returncd the etranger, and.
then, as he remounted his beast, he continmed :
“ From tht magaer of your speech, you seem to
have been absent from. this sestion for BOm®
time.”

“ Bix years, sir, have passa& gsince 1 have
been before in Old Cestile.”
* Do you belonp here?”
The young man hesitated for some moments
erc he answered, and when he spoke'it was thh
apparent reluctance. !
“T was born here but I dan ‘hardly say 1
belong here now.’
w Albechow s that ¢ Like you not the sWeet:
air of our mountains ¥ RN

‘ aher? 8 t:.he stranger srose to his feet, N

* Business, you knéw, may eull & man even

Fore -

‘¢ Thatethey will,” said the other, “ or elee '

P
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" further queshonmg on the subject of his personal

~ ing-clear of the trees and roeks that ﬂankad the

il
|

© some time to render you service 1f I but know

* namé in Castile,” said the stranger.

il TR P E e o b s B i R L L 4 i v iy gty
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from a place he likes,” ahswered the young
man, seeming to have caught the ides at a hap-
Py moment, for he evidently sought to avoid

affairs.

For some distance the two rode slowly along
in sﬂenee, each busy’ with his own reflections.
The sagncions beasts picked their way in por-
foot safety, wading carefully through the pud-
‘dles that had been foiméd in the road, and keep-

pasaway.

* Does your family belong about here 7 at
 Ienpth asked the stranger, in tones that plainly
botrayed the interest he folt to find out some-
thing concerning -his ¢ eompamon

“T know not that T have a family,” mther '

shortly replied the young man.
“+ But you must have had one at some time.”
" “ 0,1 grant you that.” i
¢ And did they belong-—- '

- ** There, there, there—-let nie and niy. farmly
ba. It could do you nd goml to know, nor
could. i, possibly benefit me to tell & Ty pedl-

ee.” -
gl.“You know not that, young sir,” returned

the stranger, without appearing to be at all}

offonded. *“Even 2 bandit might return the
benefit that bad saved his life if he but knew
his deliverer.”

“Ha! are you there "’ uttewd the- youno'
man, with a start.

“Where ?’

“ A béndit, I mean.”

** I gaid not that 7 was such.”

“ But you intimated d@s.much.” 4+

¢ Then you can take the intimation for what
it is worth ; but at all events I may be able at

your name.’

*Q, my name you can hav welcome I
am ealled Fernando Gonzalos.” Hﬁ\

o ¥ remember a number of families of that

“ One in
partioulsr dwells ‘in my mind. One Don Al
fonso, who was banished the country, tagether

"There was 2 deep meaning in the manner in
which thizs was apoken. and it eeemed to affect
the cavalier not a little, for he trembled in his
seat, and gazed hard upon his companion, but

tenance he would have read, and® he half hesx-
tatingly remarked :

speak did not deserve banishment.”
*King Philip thought they did.”
« And for why ¥’ -

relatives from the hands of the familiars of the
Inguisition.” ¢

8o ’twas said,” 'suddenly exclaimed. the
young man, “*but by San Jagoe there was no—""

laugh his companion said :

are the son of Don. Alfonso Gonzales ; but you

| have nothing to fear from my knowledge, only

I should advise you to keep clear of the king,
for he would not look with much favor upon, one
whom he had baxished.” I :

T well know that, l?ut gince you know me
may I not know you?”’

“If you can gain the knowledge as I &\d
you may.’

71 told you my name—now tell me yours 7’

“ Well, I am simply called Montilla.”

; * There was & bandit by that Jrame among
our mountains.”’

“ Ay—that T well know,” maid the elder
rider, with another of his peculiar laughs.
*“ Sometimes I take a purse if I need it.”

“ And ont a throat, too, I suppose !

Why, as for that, I seldom dip my own
hands in blood, though T must say I have
looked oalmly on and seen my followers do the
thmg - .
© % You are frank, truly » ' !

¢ Yen, because I fear not.”

¢ And yet methinks you have as much reason
to keep clear of the king as I have.”
¢ Spain affords her, brave sons’ many places
of safoty from hia power.”

w1th his whole household.”

“Ay,” retwned Fernando Gonzalesfin a

the darkuess shut out the langnage of $he coun-

“ Perhaps, after all, this family of whom you - N

“ For simply- forcibly releasing. one'of their

Ho stopped in his speech, and mthallghh '

I know who you are well enough. You

FERNANDO. - R ¢

bitter tone, ‘‘there are places where o man can
hide from the king ; but what a state is that.
To hide from power is to lose the dearest boon

of life. Ihad as lief lay in the deep,dark|
‘ dungeons of the lnqulsmon, as to be obliged

skulk abont Jike the creeping wolf, ever fearful
of the huntet’s spear, and trembling at the foot-

fall of man., Then, too, there are some things

dearer than life that such may never enjoy. The
sacred ties of family ave torn asunder—man
may never know the care of parents, of brother,
of wife, or of children—herdares not trust hini-
self with a home, for foar the tyrant will scent
him out and destrdy all. No, no—rthe moun-
tain caves and the deep forests may afford a man
shelter from the king, but they cannot shelter
him from persecution. Fear is still w:t]i him,
and where fear is there can be no peaee.

“ You speak well young men,” said the

" other, *‘but yet methinks you are rnshmg :nbo
the very danger youdepiet.”” -

| ahall not stop long,” returned the young

man, I have a friend in Avila whom ¥ would
see, and then I shall return.”
“To where ?* :
“To my heniched home in the Balearie

B Tstes.”

“Then I trust you may get back in safety,"
gaid ‘Montilla.  ** Ah, see—the clouds are
breaking away. We shall bhave. the stars to
guida us sre long.”’

* For o considerable time the two rode along
in silence, and when the conversation was re-
sumed, it wea only upon ordinary matters. The
clouds at I¢ngth had nearly omptied themselves
ypon the flooded earth, and soén the travellers
pricked their horses to a quicker. speed. The
convent of Bt. Justin was gained long beforo
midnight, where the two men found the shelter

‘|they sought, and after partaking of such refresh-

ments az the good abbot could prOvide at that
late hour, they retived ; the one to thank his
fortune that he was not drowned—the ofher to ]
pray Heaven to keep him out of the clutohes of

- ng Phlhp

! .




HHE MOTHHR'S GRAVE.

ESTLED in ity movntain home, with the

“brightly flowing Adage murmuring along
by its side, and surrounded with beautiful vine-
yards and numerously grouped fruit trees, stands
the city of Avila. At the time of which we
write-—during the reign of Philip Il —it was
one of the most considerable cities in Spam,
* and though now of much importance, yet it is
far from being what 5 then was.

It was & beautifhl morning. The. suR had‘

risen in its full power of sp! mlord and as the
trees and shrubg, the vines and flowers, awoke
from the effects ¥€ the it night's storm, they
sent forth upon the wir such m\balmy swoetness,
such a fragrant power, that nature seemed
- laughing outright with joy while they ‘thus paid
their incense to heaven.

At a short distance from the mty, where the |

¥iver swept around a grove of orange trees, was
a Franciscan convent, and edjoining it there
.waa alarge cemetery. . Handsome tombs flanked
the sides of this home of mortality, drooping
shade trees grew here and there like weeping
saints,twhile along by the gravelled walks were
varipus flowers and running vines, somig of

which were climbing up about the slabs and
monuments that marked the resting places of

the dead. In ome corner of the englosure,

where an exotio cypress waved over a small
marble monument, sat a young girl, some seven-
teen yenrs of age.  She was strikingly beautiful,

with the rich tresses, and the Jarge dreamy. eyes
of her countrywomen, and with 2 countenance

moulded after Castile’s fairest model. As she

sat there now, gazing upon the flowers her own
hands had planted, there were certain lines upon
her hrow, and eireling about her finely cut mouth,
that made her appear much older than she really

wag. They were griefmarks. She sat by the. .
| grave of her motlier. And yef, when we look

at the date that has been chiselled upon the mar-

ble, we might wonder' that grief could: last so-
long, for it tells us that she who sleeps beneath

has been dead for over two years. There must
have been other eause for those marks that
still dwelt in gloom upon her countenance. -
Sueh waus Theresa de Tuvora, the daughter of
Don Pedro de Tavora, Count of Osma, snd
one of the most powérful noblemen in the
kingdom. The wmonument bore the name of
* Donns MapaLiNg i Tavora.” '

*
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Theresa’s hands were clasped togother over

. her bosom, and with-a ead look she gazed upon
the name that dwelt on that white marble. The
cypress cast a shade over her fair form, shielding
hor from the rays of the sun, and lending a
calmer beauty to her features. A footfall broke
upon her ear, but yet it aroused her not from
the deep reverie into which she had fallen. She
was soon aware thyt. 301%9 one had sbopped near

her, and even then sho ‘might not have heeded {-

the visiter had not a low murmur awoke the sir
by her side.. Then she raised her bead; and
beheld, standing only 'a foew feet from her, a
- .young man of handsome form and features,
~ whose eyes were fastened-upon the same inserip-
tion she had been so earnestly regarding. He
+ caught the motion of her head and turning his
gaze upon her, he looked for some moments in
silence. - Theresa’s eyes sank bencath the ear-
nestness with whioh she wes thus regarded but
in a moment more she looked up again as the
stranger askod :
*“ Whose grave is this 2’
Theresa started as she heard the sound of that
,voice.
“ It is my wmother’s,” she replied, in tones
80 sweet that their very melancholy seemed
to make them more heavenly,

L

de Tavora.”

“ Yes, and she was my mother.”

“ And are you Tharesa P

¢ That is my name, returned the girl, re-
garding her interlocutor with strange enrnest-
ness,

“ (), is it thus I ﬁnd thee, gentle frlend and
cousin of my own dear mother !’ murmured the
young man, laying his hand upon the marble,
and bending his eyesto the gentle mound gpon
which it stood.

“ Fernando Gonzales !’ ! uttered Theresa,
springing to her feet.

"** Yes, Theresa, you «do indeed behold the~
unfortunate fraondizf your childhood,” returned
Fernando, as he-extended hishand. T have

_ ventured once more into Castile to see those
who were dear to me. My. own father and

S
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~+ *This monument bears the name of Madaline’

.{ contented himself with proscribing, forever, the

| 18
mother are both dead, and: after I saw them laid

beneath the cold Baleario sod, I resolved to re-
turp here for & short time ere I rought a home

among strangers ; but, alas! death has'been
busy here, tos. One of. those friends. aleeps
here, and the only other—stands before me.
The one, who might have been to me a mother,.
the other, who will yet feel towards me as a his-
ter. Shall it not be so, Theresa 7" |

¢ A gister ¥" uttered the young girl, seeming
hardly conscious of what she sald, .

The words had “scarcely dropped from her
llps ere she seemed aware of their purpart, for
she instantly dropped bor eyes, and a deep
blush suffused her cheeks, and for a fow mo-
ments & dead silence ensued, during which we
will state $he exact relation of the partiea.

Bix years before, Don Alfonso Gonzales, a
brave Castilian knight, bad rescued from the
familiars of the Inquisition a dear friend of his
who bad been convicted of heresy ; and though
he had assumed a deep disguise on the ocosion,
yet he was detected by the officials, and as his

erime was sure tp be punished by'death at the

stake, ke collected together what little money
and* jewelry he could command, and, with his
wife and only son, fled from the country. The
king sought in vain to find him, and when he.
found that all his endeavors wére fruitless, he

fugitive and all his progeny, with the fixed de-

‘eree that the moment one of them was found in -

the kingdom, he or ehe ghould be burned at the
stake g3 o heratic. Thus it will be sodh that
Fernando was running a' most fearful risk, in
venturing upen’ his present visit.

The wife of Don Alfouso and the Domna
Madaline were cousins, aud as the two families
resided near each other, they were always on
the most intimate terms, though the two dons
were aa different in their dispositions a8 is day-
light from darkness. Don Pedro de Tavora
was " haughty and - overbearing, ond, withsl, 85 |
bigoted es & bigot could be, while Don Alfonso
Gonzales was noble and generens, and far from
being a friend to the inordinate lovs of heretical
blood mamifested by the Holy Inqumtmn.
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! 'While' yet Themm Wwan.a- pratt;lmg child, and
) Fema.nélo 4 laughirig boy, the two fond mothers
- had deterinined fhat, if the ehildren lived, they
-should becomé Husband and wife, and this pro-
jeet they cheriched, and the boy and girl were
not only informed of it, but they were taught to
love one snothet to that effect.
-“As the children grew their loves waxed warm-
,er and mor¢ ardent. They played together,
they saig together, they walked together, and
*_ together they talked of their mutual affection.
Thé fathérs took but littls notice of the affhir,
for neither of ‘themi had any objections to the
watch, so'the women had it all their own way.
Whea Don ‘Alfonso fled from Avila, Fer-
nando had reached the sge of fourteen, and
Theresa that of eleven, and even at that carly
" age, beneath the fwny clime of Spain, this love
- hail ripened to that ardent passion whleh knows
no earthly death. .
* When Don' Alfonéo Gonzales was denuunced
t - for hin offence against the Inquisition, de Tavora,
7w jn the filness of his blind bigotry, had beon the
first to ory out against him, and he lent his
whole influence towards searching him out. He
forbade his wife from ever mentioning the name
~ of the pmscnbed men or his wife to hirh -again,
and often did he chastise his danghter for weep-
ing the loss of Fornando,
+ ‘The.young man drew Theresa nearer to him
28 he heheld the warm blush that mentled her
olieék, end in an instant he comprehended her
meaning.
“ o maid nster, Thereaa.. because faje haa ir
revocably shut out a brighter union from us.
Pardon me if T am thys abrupt, if, beforo ask-
 ing aught else, I declare: to you that my heart
. lm# never loft you, I love you with an ardor
that ean never eool ; nor livesthere a being, be-
~ sides yourself, who can fix an image in my-soul
upon which my affections could fasten them-
selves. But I know that I must give up all
.hopes of that blissful union our fond mothers
planned, for I am not only proscribed, but
your futher, I know, hites me with a " perfeot
hﬂv Jl
“1 _know, I know,"” quiekly returnod There-

88, rawmg Ber eyes to her mpvimon ] ﬁwe

“bat it -seems, now, as though you were the
only friend I had in the world. - The moment I
kneiw who you were—the morient I heird your
voice, and when you leaned so mournfully over

my niother’s tomb, I felt that I lived in the

past. 1 felt that we once more stosd by onr
mothers, and they bade us love each other.”

* And 80 we.ever will,”” ratuined Fernando.

“Yes, in truth,” responded the fair girl.
 But we may never-de thord, for T ghall soon
lie here by the s1d€y9f my mothet, and, then you
can come and look at the ﬂowmthnt groy above
my’ grave.”’

“ You spenk w:ldly, Thetesa You mean nok
what you say.”

“Do I look wild, Femanda? or does my
voiee gound wild ¥’ o

* No,—it sounds mournful and sad.” o

And O, I am sa&—-—wretched-—-very, very

wratohed.”’

“But why so wretched, Therasa'? Your
mother, if this cold miarble speaks truly, has -
been dead over two years. Your. grief should
not last so long.”

Theresa de Tavora .gazed » moment mto the
young man’s face, and then her eyes filled with
tears. Bhe wept withe a heaving bosom, and
gently she laid her head upott Fernando’s
breast.

It might seem strange that a géntle maiden
should thus suddenly repose stich .unbounded

'} confidence in one whose face slie gould hardly |,

rémember, and who was, moredver, placed in so-
poculiar a relation towards her; but when we
remember the feelings of ono sank deep in de-
spair and anguish, we well know the power and
worth of a truly sympathizing hesrt: and how

quiblély the tender vines of confidence will twine -

about, it. i .
“Tell me,” adidled Fernandd, s he wound
his arm about the fair form that leaned against
him, ““have you other ecause for grief than i;he
loss of your mother 2"
“ Alas ! yes,” she murmured.

“Then tell it to me. - Come, it we here -
“apon this saered mound,” eaid the young man,
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as .he pently drew Therosa towards the spob
where she bad before reclined.”. * Some kind
power must have directed me here.”
« Did you not come, then, to seek my moth-
or's grave 1"’ psked Theresa, after she had seat-
ded herself upon the mound. ‘
"t No,—I arrifed here only tlns mormng,
and after leaving my horse at ah chsoure inn,
in-the outskirts, I came directly here, with the
intention of seeking such information as I want-
ed, from some of the monks. I saw you sitting
here, and involuntarily I drew near; then the
name of Mmdghnc canght my eye, and 1 ‘came

~ to your side,”

I should think the monks of Bt. Francis
would be the last persons of whom you would
“have thought of inquiring.”’

0, no,~they would be the last ones to
recognize me, for I never saw any of them, ex-

cept at a distance, . But now tell mo of this.

griof that bears upon thee with such a whelming
fogee.”
" (), Fernando, you oin never know how
" much core my poor mother suffered before she
died. My father became morose and harsh to-
wards her, and often—— But he is still my
father, and I.ought not thus to tell his faults.”
“Go on, go on,” urged Fernando. *Thy
story shsll be-forever locked in my bosom.”
¢ But my father ianot all to blame. You
remember Don Padilla 7
C. «Yeu” ‘
* And bis wife, Donna Amta i
* Yes; a proud, haughty woman.’

«'The samo. Well; Padilla died shortly of-

ter your father fled, and ere long, afterwards,
2 his widow, Anita, began to visit at our house.
father grow cold and- distant towards
m{mr. andir: times really abused her, so
that both she and myself were very miserable.
At length my mother feli sick with a fearful
epidemic, that swept through the country, and
she died and was buried here, I saw her coffin
" lowered into the damp eartl,—then-I tumned
away anid wept, and I have not smiled since.”
_ Here the poor girl burst into a flood of tears,
and, deep sobs choked her utterance ; but soon

she mwept-the gushing stresm awuy, ‘and in
broken accehts.she.continmed :

“ (), Fernando ! in one -ghord. month q&m'
my mother died, my father married Donna Ank-
ta, and she came to tako - charge' of: ‘shy:ange -
happy: home ; and ghe brought with her her own -
daughter, Isabel who is & yenr oldar than my-
solf, and who is-a8 proud end haughty as her
mother. My fa.ther does tot. love mm—me—
now. O, Fernando, he has: ton his dear
Madaline, and he has forgotter that I 6o his
daughter.”, .

Agin soba choked the unha.ppy gu\l’
anoe, and she rested hor head: upon ber oom-
panion’s bosom, .where her. tears flowed fast.-

¢« And can such misery be truly thine?"” - ut-,
tered the young men, with & gush of tender-
nees. ¢ O, can one #0 swoet aud lovely’de thus
treatod? Look up, Thercsa.”

She roised. her face.

0, T would not have believed hhn.t the wide
world could furnish a soul,s0_dead te love as
could seck pain for thee. "But how, how, The-
resa, do they make thee miserable 2"

“Ina thousand ways. They do not love
me, and they are harsh and eruel. The ovnly
moments of peace 1 have, are those I spend up-
on this hallowed spot. Hote I steal mo. awny
to hide my sorrow, and. to, commupe. -with the
apirit of my mother. A‘h, there e nbne to

_ |love me now.”™

- Yeg, hy Baint-Francis, there is m!” a1
uhte(_l the young man. -
" Thepfs started end gazed into.the earnest
featurBs of her companion.

“You love me, Fernando.”

T do, I do, é.nd I ever will. O, come, fly
with me to some far off country. There are a
80 | thousand bright spots where we could make a
home, and where we copld live in the joy of our
happy. loves. . Come, Theresa, thereé’s nought
to bind thee here but mmery, while happinesa -
invites thee hence.”

The color came and went in Thereas’s o, .
ae she heard these pa.saxonate words, and she
drank them in as drops of healmg noctar, but

-,

| ere she gpoke, ghe sank into-a ‘thoughtful mood,

.
1




i AN o e A R D YVl A AT TN+

P
“u

and for gome moments she dwelt amid the in-
ages of her own mind. At length she raised
‘her,eyes. ~Her “fostures were calmér than be-

. fore, fora light- of heavenly resignation shone
_upon them.

‘ No, no,” she smd o were T to go away 1
could not visit my mother 8 grave. This is to
me the sweetest spot on earth.” -

“You are right, Theresa,” immediately re!
twrned Fernando, with a. peculiar frankness,
‘I spoke with sudden impulse ; and even were
you-willing to go with -me, Heaven .only knows:
where I eou]d take you, for my puree is even
now well nigh empty.”

“Then I will fill it.” '

*No, no; I have enough “for mine own ne-

., cessities, a.nd—-as'd-a—

* And what ?” ssked~the gn'l a8 her com-
panion hesitated. :

“ Ah, Theresa,” he answered, with a ﬂushedf
countenance, * I hardly spoke the truth.”

- ' In what respeet?’

“ My purse ; for when I have paid the next
night’s lodgings for myself and poor Gilgi, I
shall not have & inaravedi left.”

_* But who is Gilgil?”

“ 0, nobody but my -horse,” returned the
young man, with a light emile. |, ‘

" “'Then T ghall certainly claim it as a &vor to
refll' your purss, - Ah, here are some of the

* monks coming thig way. - I must return to' my

home, -now, for I have alresdy staid longer

.18 | , ’ "~mmﬂm. :'

than i my wont ; but you will meet me here .
to-morrow morning, Fernando. ' 'Say - that you.

mll " .

-+ Indeed I will, dear Theresa,” exclaimed

young Gonzales. * I shall hang my hopes upon
the moment that wesare next to meet. "For the
present, then, fare thee will.” r

He pressed his lips to the fair hand he held,
a8 he spoke, and on the next moment Thesesa
turned away. Fernando gazed after her till she
disappeared from his sight, and then he, too,
turned slowly from the grave.

*“ Thug, then, I find the’ only two Triends

whom I would have dared to meet in my native’

city,” murmured hé™ to” himself, as he walked
towards the gate.  One of them sleaps that
» | sleep that\wakes only in the other world, and
the seco # is more miserable than myself.
Alss, poor; . Theresa, thy lot is indeed hard, and
I, with my love, cannot aid thes. ©, how
that pure flame of my heart’s affeetion burns up
in my bosom, and you, too, love me as ever.
Not help thee! By San Jago I’H test the
point ere I give it up. Such love a8 mine must
surely find some means of releasing its idol from
the deep gulf of misery.” :

Fernando Gonzales spoke no more aloud for
.| he had drawn near a party of some halfa-dozen
monks, but the workings of his countenance, as

he passed out at the gate, told that his thoughts -

were busy wlthm

" CHAPTER 1T,

A '
. o : ' * THE MOOR.

@N the next morning Fernendo was early

. in the Franciscan cemetery, ind he sat
him down by the grave, of Madaline de Tavora,
there to await the coming of her whom in child-
hood he had loved, and for whom, in her bud-
ding womanhood, he would have saénﬁeed oven
life itself. '

Could even King Phxhp himself /have seen
that ‘youth as he sat there, and redd the thoughts
of his noble soul; his stern purpose would have
melted like the valley snow before the beams of

© the summer’s sup. 'The orphnned exile, the

proseribed youth, had ventured back to the lind
wiins birth, where to reveal his namie would be
acruel death—wwhere to breathe his thonghts and
feehngs would have consigned him at onee to
that iron will that knew no mercy. And for
what had he .come? Just to gide ones more
upon two kind friends of luslohxldhoo& ere he
left Bpain forever. To receive oroe more the
warm blessing from Castilian lips, ére he throw
off the thoughta and hopes of a Castilian heart ;

for in his native land he must evermore bo a
stra.nger \

v

Lot

!

0, what man is so much a stranger a5 he who
iz & stranger in his own country ? * What other
heart can feol such deep, such utfer lonulinm -
as that which deres not cluim o friend m the
land that gave him birth ?

“0!"” murmared Fernando, ne ho cast luu
eyos about upon the olty that lsy over against
him ; *how oft havé I strayed among yon tow-
ermg walls in the days of my hoyhood, and how
oft have I joyed, in boysome glee, among Aviln'e
groves and vineyards. How many hearts mow
beat within a spéar’s throw, that have been
frionds with me and piine, and.yot T dase not
gresp s hand, I dare not ealute an soyiuintance,
nor dare I hardly raise my-eyes as IM along
the streats, Alas, that such showld bé the fte
of one like me. Dear Castile, Ilovs thee. 1
love thy great citles and thy-villagos; thy forests
‘snd-thy viiieyards, and I love thy strexms, thy
big tivors and thy mountains; but T mumt
leave theo and all thy toveliness, and ‘thotigh 1
pluck *out ot ‘hoyfs of good from my birth,
yet - never aﬁnlﬂwget ﬂatlmuﬁm Oui-

mlm L
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A tedr trembled like-a bright . diamond wpon
his dark lashes, as he spoke, and again he turn-
~ od his gaze upon the name that was lettered

upon the marble before him. '
“Thou art gone, my mother’s kind fifend
. ‘and companion, and thou artat rest from the
cares of earth ; but one heart is left me yet,—
thou hast left thy sweet child to love me. No,
no, I will not repine, for the love of Theresa is
of more worth than all the rest, and though 1
nidy never possess her, yet the thought that T
have the whole of her heart’s purest affection,
shall be to me a source of cherished joy. Cas
tile, I give thee in ‘ezchange for thy fairest

" daughter’s love.”

Again his lips were cfoéed in silence, and he
gank into a moody, saddening reflection. He

" “Hoard not the soft tread among the shrubbery

hehind him, nor dreamed he that.other ears
‘than his own and his God’s had heard his in-
voluntary mprmurings. ‘

At length he canght sight of Theresa cc}mmg
towards her mother’s grave, and, while the ex-
pressjon upon his features changed all to gun-
shine, ho sprang to his foet. His sad thoughts
were all fqrgotten, ha no longer felt }umsqlt' to

gers that encompa&sed him.

* Dear, dear Femm:do,” uttered the heauti-
fal girl, springing- forward with outstretched
Arms ; ‘‘once more we meot agam 0, why
does: Y heart leap 80 Joypusly at sqemg thee ?
_Why i1t that hewven  seems smllmg when 1
gaze upon. your kind. face I

* Theresa,” returned the. young - mgn, i

hremblmg, tender accents, while his eyes beamed |

with fond affection, + well might, E-ask the same
qmnm ; but forme I.could answer them.
~ On the whole wide ogrth there isnot ene besides
yourself whom I ean lgve, not ong besides your-
self whe. knows or oares for me. Yoyr heart

alpne bepts.in unison with mine, and. amid all

the flawers of, my childhpod’s. recolloctions, thy
wxeot face 2 alone remaing in: the gorden of mem-
ory ; all ofhers have withered and fuded BB
“Hence, Theress, my Mgrows lxghtler in yogr
prosence. Dost undemﬁ:ti ‘me ¥ .

* Yes; yes, Femando, s_.nswere& .she, her
face beaming and brightening the while, *‘ and
80 range my own thoughts and feelings. . You
will not think me forward 7" :

 No, dearest.”

* For,” continued she, * the ties that bound -

us in years gone by, can never be severed, nor
can I forget that our mothers smiled wpon us in
our loves. But they 're gone now-—both, both
gone,-and even though I bave a home and a
father left to me, yet they only make me more
miserable.”’

¢ Let us not think of misery now,” urgedr :

Pernando, as he led Theresa to the same seat
they had occupied on the.‘previous day, ** for
our meeting dannot last long, nor can there
be many more of them Perhaps this may be
the last.”

‘ Not the last, Femamlo e

“ It may he, for I dare not stay here. Yes-
t.erday 1 thought T would hever ever near you,
and, if possible, rescue you from your misery;
but Tknow not how I can doit. I am as the
bunted wolf ; every man’s hand is against me,
and yet I hold not evil ’gainst a living soul,—
ne, not even gamst the king himself. Why,

Theresa,,l dared not, this morning, when I -

came tither, raise my eyes to those whom I
met.  Every man seemed a spy, and every
stono and housedoor seeried to have an eye
and an ear.
God_ knows.I could unflinchingly meet a fair

tria} before my countrymen, but'to fall into the

hands of that feqrful Inqmsmun,-—-O * would
be horrible P

her arm within that of her companion, as

though she would have saved him from its dread

power.

“0,1 woyld not have you peril your life,
not even to..sav mme," she at. length Bani
“ But perhaps yen Tay sometime be able to re-
turn to qule in pafety ™

«« Ah, no, Theresa ; such hope is vain. e
You well know .

ﬁut of the kmg is 1mmuta,ble

lus eruel, iron will.

I could face a brave death, and -

Themsg shuddered at the thought of the ter-
rible institution. thus named, and she.placed

He burns men and mgn

. yet how gradually it has all come on.
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» gt the stake with as little compunction as he
would cut down s bandit, and the sentence he

s passed will hang above me while I live. » s

T know,” returned Therese, and with that

simple answer she gazed )upon her mother’s
monument, and mused upon the dircumstances
that surrounded her. - _
. T can hardly realize,”” she at length con-
tinued, in & mournful undertone, ‘ the. exact
phases of my misfortune. "To think that six
years ago 1 was the happiest of the happy, and
that now none could he more miserable ; and
Flower
after flower has faded away—stem after stem
has been broken off, and root after root has been
plucked out from my bosom, till it is now but
one dreary waste.. These few moments that I
have spent with you are as & small oasis in the
desert of my soul; but alas! even that must
soon be overcome by the burning sands, and
then all will be dark again. ~ O spirit of my
sainted mother, look down wupon thy child and
give her power to bear ber misery. - Watch
over her and guide her in the darkness of her
way I -

“Ay” murmyred the young Bxlle, ** and
watch' over mo also.  Spitits of both our mothers,

look down upon us now, and be thou fmediators.

between us and our God.”.

Involuntarily Theress laid her” Lead upon Fer
nando’s bosom, and though she wept yet her
tears were calmly shed, and they seemed rather
the oblatmn of a prayerful Eoul than the out-
pouring of grief. Whan she otice more Zaised
her head, she remarked, with studied eare :

* Fernando, I have brought you the where-
with to aid you out of 'danger - Here—take it,

. and blush not to redéive it. p

- spoke, and drew forth a purse of gold.

+

Bhe placed her® hand in her hosom a8 Bhe

“Theresa,” said the young man, witha trem-
bling lip, * I ought not to take this,” ,
+ If you Knew the feelings with whigh I gwe
it, you would not dare refuse me.” - -,
“Buﬁ my sonl-——s’
¢ Refuse me not.”
- ¢ Then, dearest Theresa, I waI aecept ity and
. . 2 .

\”
i

God will bless you for the deed. I do need. it,
indeed 1 do, for my purse is now entiroly ampty,
and yet What an inheritance is rightly mine in
this very oityI” .
. As he. said this he placed his band within hxs
doublet, and after feeling about for several mo-
ments, his face assumed a troubled, nervous ex-
pression, end in o tone of fear, he uttered ;-

* My purse is gone !” - '

¢ Never mind—you can keep this one.”

* But, O, Theresa, ’twas iny mothet’s gift.”

* Then you may have left it at your lodging,
ina state of forgetfulness You will find it
again.”

““God grant that 1 may, for I would rather
part with' iy noble, faithful horse, than to
logo that purse. ’'Tis. the only outward me-
monto I have of ‘one who was all the world to
me, L1

“You may well prize it, Femgdo A
mother’s gift! O, what can be more, presious,
and around what can oling more holy thoughts ?
I hopa.you may not leave Castile without it.”

. Fornando was hbout te reply, when the sound
of shuffling feet startled him from: his train of.
thought, and on tyrning he beheld a Meor stand-
ing almost by his side:
to his feot, and Theresa did the same, at the
same time uttering an exclomation of foar.

The Moor was gazing earnastly 1upon the two
companions, and there wes that in Lis appear-
ance and: bearing that st once divested Fernando
snd Theresa of all foar. | He was s light, grace-
fully built man, with Talwck straight, fowing
hair, and a countenance of ‘exceeding. beauty,
oyer whieh the soft bronzed coinplexion threw
s mellowing influence of peculiar harmoyy. - In
age he might have heen thuty,. and perhaps
éven older, though it would be hard do -til -

| whicther five years, more or less, would have

come pearer to the. point, for {here was &h&t in
the softness of swarthy complexion, and’ in;the

peculiarity of the  outline, that overcame. the

marks of age. . He was dreged in.a somviet
{ tunie, the hottom of which was. fringad;mfh
‘| silver, over which he. wore & blue wolyet Jaokot,
reaching down in front £e two' detap pointa, fand

Ho started suddenly . -
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laced together across the breast witha golden

cord, but- yet leaving space enough to reveal

" the white ruffled stuff beneath.

' _* Be not slarmed, my Christian fnea:ds,” saul
ha, ina aoft mellow tone, * for I mean you no
harm, ‘1 have heard the whole of j'our eonver-
sation gnd——"" ‘e

“Hal” exclsimed Fernando, instinotively
moving his hand towards his sword-hils. . .

A peeuimr look rested wpon the countenance
of the Moor as he saw this- movement ; ; it was
ziot'a mile, nor was it & look of fear or anger,
but seemed a sort of quiet imploring, and yet|
there was almost a smile, too, bresking into life
whout the eorners of the small mouth; but it
passed instently away, and the expression of
earnost interest that had -hefore rested over liis
features again -returned.

“T have indeed hstened my fnends,” ha
returned; * and I trust that when you know my
misston you will not be offonded. This sacred
Bpot has & charm for me a8 well as for you—
a holy, -hallowed charm, that I would often.
seek L3 )

* «“Do you speak of my mother’s prave 7
asked Theresa, in tories of surprise and wonder.
 Yes, Theress de Tavom, I mean the grave

“of Madaline.”

* And how, Moor, can her cold reatmg pla.ue
“have & charm for thee 2 .

¢ Beoause I loved her.”

¢ You, Mobtr?’ ‘uttered Fermmdo. :

“ Ay, Fernendo Gonzales

The young man was startled at _hea.rmg his
name thus freely pronounced, and he gazed ear-
nestly into the face of the strange intruder. ,

“ Tdoved Madaline de Tavora,” continued
the Moor,” ““snd I wept when this grave was

_being filled up. T stood by and saw the cold
earth piled in upon her coffin, and when the lust
olod ‘was lnid upon this mound I turned away
and folt that I was separated from the only

- friend I'liad on earth ; but in my heart I swore

that T would be a fnend to her daughter, and.

watoh well her interests.”’ ‘
**But I nover kney you,, never saw you be«

¢« And can you wonder st that?"’ .

“ Ay, certainly,”. said Fernando. ¢ If you
« |hed -‘been such a friend to Donna Madaline,
or he o friend- to you, methinke, if not my-
self, ab lonst her ‘only daughter would have
Imown you S :

friendsliip towards an infidel Moor? Xou
should ceﬂ:a.mly know his bltter, bigoted heart,
Theresa.”

+ Indeed you speak truly ** said Theresa ;
“Put yet I cannot. understand how this thing
enn be, How qould my mother have befriended
you, and how can you-help me ?” , -
< %'The time has not yet come for answering
either of your quéries, but suffice it-for you to
kriow that I speak the truth. You know how

mother died.”

*‘ Yes, yos,’
cold shudder, -

" Aud you know, too, that she_had reason to
foar for your own future ‘peace and comifort.”

* Bhe had ressen, most truly, but she never
spoke her fears to me.’

+ She would not have pa.med you by e‘xmtlug
unnecessary fears,’\ resumed the Moor, * but
she saw it all, and she made me promise that T
would, if ever denger thredtened you, rescue
you from the thialdem if possible. [ know that
you know suffer much mxsary but from that I
caniot release you. The time hasnot yet come
in which I can act.”

* Moor,” spid Fernando, who had regarded
the dexk-skinned stranger with the closest seru-
tiny, * I have watched you well, and. 1 believe
you speak the trath, but iz tiere ‘not ‘some evi-

answered the fair glrl, with a

we may know you are “what you(represent your-
gelf to be?”!
T oan only give you the adéurance of an

you whether yon would choose the friendship of
the dark sons of the south, or that of ymn- ‘dwn

fore,”’, said Theqam, now lost in wonder.

Catholiod.”

“ And what, thmk you,” eontmued the B
sl:mnger, « would have been the cenrse ‘of Don ‘
Pedro had ke have known that his wife showed -

locked the affairs of your chousehold when your -

dence you ean give ua—-—some token by which -

honest Moor, Gonzales ; and I will’ leave it with -

“By San Jago, Moor, you touch me there
upon'a tender spot. I love my religion, and
I lave my holy church, but I would rather herd
with the wolves, than trast myse}f within her
knowladge. I will believe you, and when T-am
gone I pray that you will make .good your
promise to this poor girl. Protect.her from the

+ evils that beset her if you can, ‘and you will

merit my gratitude forever.”
** When you are gone I’ repeated the Moox

~*“ And whither go you ¥’

¢ Where I may find a home.”’
“ You may-have a hiome here.”’

“ T would seek a home where I.may be in
safety »?
** And such’a one. you Bhs,ll yet ﬁnd in

© Avila” N

“Now you speak wildly, Moor.
know there is no safety for me here.”

« But thers is though,” returned the Moor,
in a confident tone, “*and you must stay here.
Ask me no guestions, but obey me, and you
shall live to thank me that I stayed your
Steps ¥ .

The Moor’s tone end marner” were &0 eonﬁ“
dent, so strmght-forwa.rd -and, ‘withal, so fall of]
dignity snd unmistakable Kindness, that neither
Fernando nor Thereza eonld helpregarding him.
a¢ one in whom they ought totrust. Yes the
young man Wids not prepared to listen blindly

You well

. to such a proposal as remaining in Avila, and|

after a moment’s hesitation, e gaid ;
“ X will not “question. you, nor shall T obéy'

R you, for I like not-the stake of the auto da fe,

and well I know that to remain here will surely’
subject me fo.it.” -

-** You ghall not bo burnéd, ’ responded ‘the
Meor. -

“ And what power have you fo prevent-it ?”

¢ None.”

“ 8o I thought.”.

“ Nor said I that T had such power., I only
have' power fo aid Theresa, but with ragird to.
yourself I only speak from my firm. belief, and

+ I would not wrge that pon a- fellow being did:

it not in my own bosors amount to a knowledge..
I you atay in ‘Awila you shall be sefe, but if

you wilk nbt atny, premme me gk leasﬂhm*thnb
you will remain somewhere not far >1dlst}nt
where you couid he found.” -

* But how long before such an evenf. nught
traitspire !
o Perhaps not for yea.rs-—-penhaps
MORt

Famando was puzglodl by aho Moor (] words
and though ho aimost helieved thut what he said
with regard to his 6wn safty was true, yot the -
'inordinate fear of the dread Inguisiti-n was not
to be overcome, even by such assurance, and ho

aﬁew

- was firmly resolved to leave the city as hb had -

come, qmetly and speedily. Yot he ‘pondered
more deeply ‘wpon the Moor’s last Teguest.
. ““Moor,” he snid, “tell me thy name .

“ Abu Malee.”

“Well, now I will speak plmnly with thee,
T am inclined to trust thee—not t6 remain in
Avila, remember—but to give thee information
of the place to ‘which I will go.” :

** Just as you ploase,” returned the Moor,
« though I tell thee now, thou: hads't better- re-'
main here. . I will even pledge. my hfe for you.
Bdfety 1y

“ No, no; 1 cannot: take suah ) pledgs a8
that, I shall leive Avila, but before. Bgo l
will lot you know my destination. . That; even,
will ihow you how much eonﬁdence I plnoe-in.
you. ‘

“{Then 50 be 11: ”. retnmed Abu :Mnlen,
with a slight . shade -of dmppt)mtmanﬁ i his
countenance. ‘¢ But. tell- e} when shall : you
leave 1 ‘ ' “

- To-momw »

“Then meet'me here in- tho- rnmmmg,» and
per]mps I mpy then tell thee the.roason:I hiave
fér abewring you of safoty here:” . - . ¢
“Yes, mect.me once. more,” u.rgad Thzmm
“1 will be here in tho -norning, deaiest; for
X had intended it.!* Tlxemummg to-thie: Moor,
he continued :
~* Will you tell me t.he BORICe of the power.
you profess to have in behalf . of(Thoreu P
“Yes. Ihave that within: my: knmllodga
-which ooisld. strike upon Don, Pedro like & thun-

derbolt, He knows not 'the- eye thn.tfvmdnd

!




his movement&, nor dreams he—. But Iwill
say o more, ' I can'do what I profess.””

“ But you will not harm my father, mur-
mured Theresa. .

“ And do you love him still ?” asked the
Mopor, in-a low, meaning tone. B

“ Hegtp my father,” was the ﬁumpl Answer.
. “Then God bless thy heart, and give thee a

more peaceful, joyous life!’” rejoined Abu Malee,

with unalloyed fervency ' _“ And now I’ muqt

4 go, but remembez, we meet here on the morning

of the morrow. If you want a pledge of my
fidelity, ot it be the sacred memory of her whose
Iife is commemorated by this silent, yet signifi-
cant marble, Adieun.”

Thus saying the Moo_;: tumed away, and was
goon lost to sight among the shrubbery next the
convent. -

-

-

‘CHAPTER v,

THE PROMISE.

OR several moments after the moon dis-
© appearedfrom sxght Fernando and Theresa
" regarded “each other in. silence. They both|
seemed equally affected by the strange meeting,
and both seemed to lay much importance upon
the somewhat dubious, though startling dévelop-
ments thoy had hesrd ; but Theresa, with wo-
man’s natural 'tmnompy, wag the Tirst to speak.
“'Who can he be ¥’ she ‘murmured, half to
herself and half to her companion.
T cannot guess,” sbstracted]y returned the
young man, regarding Theresa w1th a sorb of
* vaoant look.
¢ Do you think he speaks truly when he BayE
you would be safe in Avila?’
This question aroused- young (tonzales from
his demi-reverie, and with a - sudden start he
returped:

«T know not what to think, Theresa Hel ~

seems to speak the truth, and yet everything
is against such a result. No, by our lady, it
sannot be s0. My pmsenptxon is not so easﬂy
to be overcome.’

. % Yes, Tlmresa, I thmk he means Just what
he says, He evidently possesses gonfe strange:
mecrot by which he may hold your father in his
power——not to harm him, but to sway him to
‘his own purposeh. At all ovents, we will sus-

am confident |t~hat there is np treaehery in
him.” - . v

¢ No,” responﬂed Theresa, ¢ there i no
treachery there.
kit with my life.”

“T am trustmg hirn, with my life,” said Fer-
nando.

Theresa started w1th a sudden thought, and
then she said : - _

“ 8o you are.’

“Yes, indeed I am, for a breath of his
‘might consign me to the hands of the familiars,”

“«Buat.T am sure he would not harm ymi,”
‘Theresa said, in a sort of prayerful hﬂpeful
tone, but yet.with a tinge of fear. *

* No, I will trust him,” returned Fernando,
.and then, in a more earnest manner, he con-
tinueds ., -

 Then ‘perbaps be may not be able to do s
hesays in-my behalf.” - ,

A

4

.

: say, 2 new tFain of" hopes.

_ ety of my hirth. There is one ofHer assurance
- features of her companion.
pend our judgment till we see him again, for T

I feel as though I could trugt

" who had the right in the eye of Heaven to dis-

¢ This meetmg w1th the Moor has put a new‘
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train of thoughts into my. rmnd or, T should
I know not how it
is, but I cannot, for all my assurance to the
contrary, help feeling that there may be some
loop-hole through which I may. escap‘e from the
foarful sentence that hangs over me.' The very
‘presence of that Moor has a cherm for me, and

I have, T own'it, felt my resolution to }eave the |

ity growing weaker.” \ ’

" «0, if you enly ‘could remain! O, wha.t
joy, what happiness " exolaimed Theresa, while
her face suddenly beamed with an uewonted
light.  *“ To be ever near me, so that I counld:
often soothe my tréubled splnts beneath the in-
fluence of your kmﬂ smile.”

~ * Theresa,” and his voico sank a.lmost toa
whisper as he. spoke, * my assurance of personal
safety Is not alone sufficient to keep me in the

I need.”
“ And what ie ‘that " asked the fair girl,
gazing with wonder into the straugely beaming

** Pardon me for asking the quest:\on, for hal
not; this Moor, come across out path I might
nover had asked it. I would ask if your hand
and heart are disengaged 2"’

T cannot deny that my heart, l'.s long been
engaged,” returfied Theress, with an arch look
beaming up through the hlushes

*Then it is mine.’

“Yes, you know it.”

"¢ And your hand.”

* Belongs to none so well as you; fer sha

pose of her daughter's fate, wished that it might
be so.”’ ,
Fernando' repressed the passionate emotions
“that were mmg for utterance, and teking hls
companion’s hand in his own, he resumed :
“* But have nof- others asked for that hand of
thine 7"

The fair girl’ trembled’ and turned pale ag
she heard this question, and a painful working
of the muscles about the eyes and temples told

¢ Others have asked for it,” ahe at: l(mghh
returned. ‘

 And does your father look w:t.h fwoi- uptm
any,of ﬂlem (i :

TFornondo trembled as he asked this questmn
and with painfal snspense he hung upon the
answer.

“Yes, yes, Fernando,”. mummmd the mmd- '
on, in broken accents, **there is- one whom he
has even—" ' St

‘¢ Bpeak—spesk on, Theresa ' '

“ Ordered me to marry.”

" And who—who-—who is it

_“Don Juan Radige.” _

“ No, no, no—not that worthless fellow 1" °
exclaimed Fernando. ¢ He cgunot mean that.”

¢ He has indeed bidden me do it.” ‘

Tt is the soti of Don. Alborh of whom you \
speak is it not 77 |

“Yes,"” ., -

* And to such 2 man your father would give
yout hand. O, what a heart has he I”’

“It was my step-mother’s doings, though

 ’tis true my father readily acceded to the pro- .°

posal.  But I will not marry him ; indeed I will
not.” .
“ But how can you help it, Theresa ? -

“'Can they mérry me against my will ?” :
*“ Alag! I fear they can. - Againgt the will
of a Spanish nohble s, daughter has no power.”’
“O1” ejaculated the poor girl, ““Hll X spw
you yesterday I cared but little whether I mar-

| vied Don Juan or not, for my condltlon could

not have been made worse’; but now it is differ-
ent. I have seen you, and my heart is bathed .
once more in the sweet waters of that love that'
made my childhood so joyous. That love has
never loft my bosom, but the long absence of
ita object had indeed made it hopeless; now,
however, I con see the goal of my soul’s joy,
and I will straini every nerve to reachit. I .
will.not marry Don Juan Rmilgo

““ Grod bless you for that, Theresa! ‘and’ may
ho enahle us to grasp that bliss whlch our moth-
ers bad promlsed us! It may be foolish for us

to indulge in such ideals of the fature, for in

what a chllhng thought had been called up.

truth I can see no earthly way of ever reslizing
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them, \but ptill there is no use in giving up to
despair. ~Let us yet’ trust in the agsurance of
the Moor:”'. -

At least till the morrow,” added Theresa

“ Yes, till ths morrow.’’’

&4 And now,” econtinued the mmden, “ e
must pa.rt till then.” '

The kihd word of farewell ‘was speken, the
look of love was .given, and they separated-—
those two hearts that had Joved from the earliest
hour of childish understanding, that had learned
to look forward to a consummation. of all carthly
good, that had been for, so “long a season cast
. agunder, and now so strangely met—they sepa-
rated ; but they were to meet on the morrow.

The morréw! - O; what a phantom on the
great sea of etermty is the morrow! Who.can

tell when it cometh, or what shall be its token 7|

‘Who can road the seroll of its burden, or count
the hours of its coming? Woe say *“ on the mor-

row!” and we lay ws down o aIeep upon its
throshold and wake not. again to see if. We

#tand by its portals, anziously waiting admission,

and when the door is thrown open, lo |- Eternity
i therd instead. We live, and- move, and act
| the Day. God has given it to us for our own ;
but the Morrow is not ours.
the vortex of the future, and s not yet horn,
No man can own it, no man can see’it, and he
who trasts it trusts only the Zepe instead of the
substance, the Idea] instead of the Real. Be-

tween the Day.and the Morrow there is a Night,
and who shall say what the Fuwisible may do
under cover. of its darkness ? Who shall say .
whit mad pranks the night-spirits may play, or -

what work the death-angel may find to do?
- ¢ Yes, till the morrow.”

spoken ity promise, but remember tﬁg,t the prom-
ised time lies hidden in the Mokrow !

1t is hidden in.

, Fernando Gonzales, thy heart “hath

CHAPTER V.

-

DONNA

@N the hanks of the Adaga, within the most

beautiful part of Avila, stood the Palace
of Don Pedro de Tavora. Tty architecture was
gomewhat after the Moorish order, though the
columns of the piazza were larger and the portico'
more heavily constructed.; but upon the interior
bore all the light and slender gracefuluess of
the Moorishe avtizen. The walls were carved
and painted jn the most elaborste style. The
eellmgs, arched and vaulted with a peculiar

grace were strangely and besutifully colired,.
and where the rich carpet of the Saracen did.

not drink up the foot-fall, the pavement showed
the many devices of Mosaic paving. The whole
structure, with its gardens end . parks, bespoke
the taste of the sensualist. There was geniug
in the masonry, genius in the carving, genius in
the peintings, axd genius in the laying out of
the grounds ; but there was nothing in the cre-
ation of that gemus to exoite admiration for.art,
or to raise one thought .in the human bosom,
save that of sensual delight, of physieal gratifi-
cation, and of bootless ease.

Within a high, vaulted, apartment, the wm
dows of which overloeked the river,. satTheresa,

)

ANITA.

and she was weeping. Near her, upon g hule -

divan, gat Donna. Anite, her step-mother, while

by the side of tﬁa latter, reclining in an indolent
attitude at the end of the divan, was Isabel,
Theresa’s half-sister. o ‘
Douna Anita wes truly o handsome woman ;
rather larger and taller than Spanish women in-
general, but yet retaining all the gracefulness
of ber sex. A Jook abt hor face might at first
strike the beholder with satisfaction, and to the
gensualist it would mosh ‘assuredly offer great |
attractions ; but a keen bheerver, w r’bo only
looked to read her character, would at once find
there the index to a frozen heart and n'scheming
head. Her eyes, which were' somewhat. large
and brilliant, had ap uneasy, reltless, ever-
changing tone, and moved from point to point .
with eleetric finshes. A front view of ‘her face
showed a fair, round form; but a “side view
gave o sharpness- of outline that changed its
whole appearance, as if by magie. The hend
waa flattened upon the top, the brow slightly re-
¢eding, the nose . gharp and thin, and the" Tips,
almost regembling the bloodless marble in color,
were continually t‘wm;hmg with & glight' motion, -
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full develppment. -. -

*.1y in her hand.

v

. ngnin, as though the effort had nearly overcome

+

- The (Iaughher was as like the mother as poE-
-gible, save the lack of yedrs, and the want of

‘ You need not weep, Theresa,” said Donna
Anita, with a cold, garcastic look, while she
dangled an unclasped diamond necklace careloss-

up, and no doubt you think them very bem-
ing, but I assure you they are not I dec
You sre getting worse and worse

Theress did not speak, nor did she look up.

“ Did you understand what T said 7’ sharply
demanded” Anita, over whose face a crimson
flush was stesling.

**I'knew not that you said anythmg that re-
quired an answer,”” returned Theresa. =

“Youn will give your attention, nevertheless,
when ‘I speak. Now you will accommodate |-
me by drying up those tears. Do you hear 7.

“Toars cannot be dried up at will,” sobbed
the poor girl, weeping more than hefore.

“ But they can be shed at wﬂl I'll warrant,”

fmed Isabel.
“You've been over to the cemetery this,
‘morning, ¥ suppose?” contmued the mother.

“Yes.”s

¢ Thig must bs put a stop to.
comes your father.”

‘Don Pedro entered the apartment at this
juncture. Hé was a tall; stout. man, with a
stern countenance, but bearing about his fea-
tures u few lines that betokened a mind eaally
governed by sensual power. a

-« T declare, de Tavora,”” said Dopna Amta,
half rising from her seat,'and then settling back

Ah, here

her, < you look pale. What is the matter

“T am not well. T feel sick and - faint.
Bring me a cup of wine, Theresa.”

The young g;ri sprang to obey her father's
roquest, and in a fow moments she returned
-with a silver goblet filled to the brim with ,the
required boverage. Don Pedro drank it off
almost at a draught. )

4¢'What is<dt that ails thee, father 9’ affoc-
tionately asked Theresa, laymg her hand upor{

¢ Those tears are easily called |-

FERN ANDO

dy repulsed Ins daughter with an m1pa-
tient movement, and threw the goblet upon the
carpet. 'Theresa checked the fresh tears that
rose to her eyesWand stooping down, she picked
up the eup, and then resumed her seat.
¢ 'What 7s the matter ¥"’ asked Donna Anita.
T feel sick, dearest,” returned de Tavora,
casting upon his wife a half affectionate and halfl
admiring gaze.

“ Not very sick, I hope '
~“0,no. Ishall soon get over it, It is
only a. shght sickness at the stomaeh with a
pain about my temples .

“Tam glad you've ‘come,” Amta "gaid, in-
stantly throwing off all apprehensions on her

m mangging this stubborn glI’l

De Tavora cast a guick glance at his deugh-
ter, and then turning to"his wife, he asked

* What i» the trouble?’

the subjeet of her nrarnage with” Don Juan
 Radigo.”’ :

* Well, T thought that was all settled.”

“ And so it is; but the stubborn glrl only
answers ne with tears and sobs.”

“How is this, Theresa?* said her father,
regarding her with a stern look. **Do you re-
fuse to comply with the plans we have marked
out for you ?” ’

¢ No, no, father,”” cried the poor girl, « I
‘did not refuse ; I only begged that I might be
spared such a Ba.crlﬁee
Radigo:”

* You must,”’

- Those two words fell from Don Pedm 8- lips
like tumps of lead which mlght not be liftéd up
agmn

« And she shall?”’ uttered Donna Anita,
with compressed lips. ¢ I telt you, de Tavora,
she is getting to be utterly worthless here, for
she does.nothing but mope. armmd from morn-
ing till night.” ‘

“ Why move worthless -than those who lol}

blingly from Theresa’s lips.

his shoulder.

- Donna Anita started in real SUrprise at this

“Thusband’s account, “ for I want your assistance

*“ Why, I have becn speaking to her upon

0, T cannot wed vpth-

L¢ Alas, dear father,
 nate girl.

. daught Theresa mughly by the arm, and rudely
_ pushed her back,to her seat. o

idly about the wholo year: round ¥ fell trem- -
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unlooked-for retort, and for the moment, rage
choked her utterance, but at length she found
her tongue; and while her thin white lips trem-
bled with fierce passion, she exclaimed :

¢ This eomes of not cheoking your impudence

“in the bud. What, speak thus tome/ Per-

haps your mother’s spirit has ‘descended . upon
you and put this rchellion in your head. It’s
well she did as she did, or you might have been
even worse than you are now. You'll go 'no
more to whimpe® over her grave,—mark tlmt‘
impudent !

Theresa had shrank back at the first- look
and'word of her step-mother; but at this base
allusion to her sainted mother her sou! took five.
She sprang to her feet, and, after gazing a sin-
gle instant into the traducer’s face, she fell upon
her knees at the fgeﬁ of her, father, and - burst
into tears. She spoke not, for she had not _the
power ; she only gazed up into her parent’s
face with an_imploring agony that might have
moved a dumb beast 4o pity. The tears strearn-
od down her pale cheeks, her hair fell in qurling

" 1nagses.over her white shoulders, and her Kands

were clasped, not towards heaven, but. towards
her father. ] ' ,

There was * momentary relaxation of the
muscles about the, ébntmcted brow, and a hesi-
tation marked his manner, but it passed quickly
away, "and all was a3 oold and stern as before.

“ Gret up,” said he, and a8 he spoke he took
Theresa by'the arm. ' * Look to your mothar
“for directions. , T have given you in eharge fo
Ler.”
murmured the unfortu-
“T have no mother.”

“ You have.”

“ Ay, in heaven m”

This was-too. much for the tyranmcal temper
of Donna- Anita, and Hastening forward ‘she

** There,” she utterod, almost out of breath-

from anger and; @xcitement, ““ now spesk when |

your voice is wanted; and ‘dare to broathe anoth.
ep such thought, and I'll .confine you to your|;

- room for a month, © Ay,” she. contmued with

a gtamp of her feet, « txll Don Junn Radlgo
takes you away 2s his wi
"A quick reply arose to the Tips of the far

.| girl at this tlu;eat but she kept it back, and set-

tling back ja hor seat, she buned her’ faea in
her hands.
* You oan go to your own epartment, There- -

sa,” continued the angry. woman, a moment u.f-
ter she had sank upon the divan.

. The poor maiden needed no second command
tn that effect, and rising from her chair she im-
mediately quit the presence-of her pérsecutors.

“Don Pedro,” ssid Anita, as soon aa the
door had closed behind the retiring ‘girl, * what.
has possessad that creature 77

“ What is all this ¥ mterrogatwely returned
the count, in a languid tone.»

“ Why, the girl has poamvely refuaeti to
marry Don Juan.”

«*But I thouglit she had n.lways receweél
the matter quite ealmly.”

* Bo.she has until to-day ; but when T men-_
tioned the thing a short time before you came
in, she actuelly flared up, and preten&ed tlmt.
she would not. do it.”

“ Qoudd " not do u ‘mother,” mberpqsed
Isabel. "

“ Yes,” acknowledged the lady, ¢ ghe suid
that she could not do it.”

“ Perhaps . there’s a prior attaohment‘. e sug-
gested Teabel, with what she meant should have
been a- sarchstio smile, but which, in~reality,
amounted to nothing’ but a miserable distorhon )
of the féatures. .

¢ That eannot . be, 5 retumed Donna Anita,
“ unless it bo for your own Don Gomes, for ‘she
has had opportunity to see no ons else.” .’

" Isabel tossed her hieag at this allngion to her

| acknowledged lover, and in the height of the,

mdngnatmn she experienced at such an nieu .

| she‘applied her Jeweiled, vinaigretto to her nose -
' and gave such 8 snuﬁ' that it brought tem's to Y

her eyes.

, “I declare, mother,” she exclaimed, wii:h i’
attempt at wit, *T've found o secret for woep-. .
ing ot will. I ghall przze my smellmg»«box niore

than ever.”
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4 You cah't weep such’ tears as Theresa
does,” returned Domia Anita, with a motherly
smile. -

0, she’s used to it. Sho’s prédtised it;n”

* Come, come,” uttered de Tavora, impa-
tiently, and seeming to sit uneasily in his seat,

““if there is anything you want of me in this
case, lot me know of it now.”

“You are impatient,” said his wife, regard-
ing-him with & look she knew well how to use.

* No, no, not impatient, my dear,”? returned
the count, in a subdued tone ; “ only I wish to
8eel some repose, for, in truth, [ am qmte HY
80 I would wish to know how this matter
stands, and what T con do in the premises.”’

“ Why, 1 gimply -wigh to know if fl‘heresa. is
to hive her own way.” -

“Youn must look to thak, Amta. I have
given the girl entirely into your charge, and I}
¢ asgure you that Tsahall not mt:erfere with your
management.”

“Iknow all that, my dear’ (when -Donna
Anita said ““ my dear ” sho meant to be very|
aﬁ'eemonat.e) “but you musf remember that |
while you' are living you alone can marry her
against her own will, and if she continues to
persist in her stubborn &aberﬁxination, I shall
haye no power to make her do otherwise.”” -

“ T am awere of that, certainly.” :

* Then I wish to know if you will use “your |
authority, if necessary, towards bringing ahout
the marriage between Don Juan and Theresa 72

¢ Yos, Anita, T will. You .may azrange it

to guit yourself, ami then you'can depend upen

me for its eonsummation "
¢ Thank you, my dear.”
“ Now I will go to my chamber.”
As the count thug spoke he slowly arose from
hig seat, and turned towards the door, There
was_ a strange trembling in hig etep, and he
looked veak afd faint. His wife watched him
. with a keen’ glance, but. she moved not_to halp
" . him. A succession of peouliar lights and shades:
possed over her countenance, and when Don
Pedro at length closed the Qoor after him, she
. turned and regarded her daughter -in a sombre
. #ilence. Tn her eye there was a spark of fire,

a.nd-'a--lohg line of deepl-t.hought wag drawn
across her brow. Her small white hands were
clutched upon either knee,.her wrm was bent

slightly forward, and her hpa trembled ag if’ to

speak.

+¢ Tsabel,”’ she said ““did not the ductor

say that hie could” not outlive another of thoae
attacks 2’ :
* Her voice was:fearfully low as she 2sked this

question, and she laid her rlghh hand. nerwusly ‘

upon her daughter’s arm.
-~ He'did Bay 50, mother.” -
““And this is surely the eammencement of
one. X connot mistake the symptoms.”

This idea seemed to afford the mother and

daughter food for considerable reflection, for it
was some moments ere either of them apoke_ '
again.- Isabel was the first to break the i
lence which she did in the following affectionate

ptyle:
“ If he should be taken off, what s sengation

we could ereate. in A'ﬂla,, couldn’t we, mother ¥* -
“We have nearer ob_]eets than that”’ said -

*“ That paper is - .

not yet signed, but with the assistance of Father

Auiita, in a thoughtful mood.”

Raymond we iiay yot a.ccomphsh it. I we
can only make Don Pedra believe that Theress
has expressed heretical views, he will sign the
paper at once,

These remarks were made in short broken
sentences, and at thoughtful intervals ; and when

the speaker olosed, she settled back with a self--

satlsﬁed air. . )
“Why, I should *think, he would ‘sign it at

_{once. He made it out freely enongh,” said

Isahella, while a shade of dxsnppomtment rested
upon her features.

* #That is troe, my child, but perhaps when -

thé hand of death is placed upon him he may
relent towards her. To tell you the truth, Isa-
bel, I foar that for the last few weeks, de Tave-
re has been thinking somewhat of his former
wife, though ot with - much compunctwn, yet
with o keener recollectxon of her vu‘tues, fm‘ she
Imd virtues, T must admit.”

- # But you do uot think that he would ever,

A

Father Raymond is the man.”
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wore” he to live, give 'l‘heresa the preference
over me, do you?” asked Isabel, in alarm.

“ Not while T live. Fear not, Iny daughter,
my influence over him is too deep for that ; nor
do-T feel any compunetions in using i, for the
count himself first set mo the exemple. He

_mado the first advances towards me, even before

his first wife died ; and when he married me he

promised that I should be ab. the Head of his|

house, and that my children should sueceed to
- his titles. He no doubt expected that his new

, mariage would bo product:va of issue, but since

guch is not the case, you, iy child, accordmg
to his pledge, must come in for the suceession.’
“ And T ghall be a count.ess ** exclaimed Isa:
*"bel, in delight. ,
% Not while I live, of course.’
‘; But the right of succession is mine.’f

¢ Not by law, Isabel. Theresa is the only

“one who-can . now claim it; but the count has

power, under ' the ciroumstancgs, to disinherit

. her entiroly, and bestow the right upon me and

" my own children, and to this end I want that
instrument signed.’ This was the bargain he

" mpde for my hand, and-I shall hold him to it.”

. Poor Theress ! thy lot is indeed & hard ome ;
but far better is it than that of - him who hiad

W

henrt feels not the seft influence of the Christian
gpirit that burns within thy bosom, while his
chaing are s strongly forged as thine. e hes
indoed sold himself to a spirit a8 black ai Tar-
tarus itsélf, and he has got in-exchfinge s heart
of ice, and n hand of iron,

¢ Donna,” -gaid a servant, * Don Gomex de
Acosta is in the hall.”

¢ Show him up, then, at once,’ * raturned s )
abel, and then turning to hor mother, she haati-
ly continued :

“‘There is one thing, yot, I do not under
stard. We want to get Theresa out of the pak-
ace. Now, surely, Don Juan will not marry a
portionless biide.”

« 0, she shall not be pomonless ? returned'
Anita. *“ Wo will settle upon her such a gam

" | as will tickle that spaxﬁthnft young noblp.. N¢

woman who had property would merry him will-
ingly, and by gilding Theresa with a fow thou-
sand- pistoles, he would bite at the hait in & mo-
ment. There will be no danger about that.
Ah, here comes your mamomto I wxll wlth
drow.” -

Thus aaymg, Donng Amta swept out of ‘the
apartment, and - in s moment more & guudlly-

‘dressed young man was ushererl into the blush-

thus consented to orush thee. Don Pedro’s

-

ing Isabel’s presence. T .




CHAPTER VI.

THE PUBEE.

S |
Ilr N the sgouthern suburbs of the city, afew

4 rods from the river, afid on the Alberche’

road, stood a small inn, over the door of which
. was a,_ roughly carved' sign, in hieroglyphies,

informing people that both man and beast could
* find food and, shelter beneath its roof—for be it
known that both house and stable were covered
. with one unbroken -course of brown earthen
tiling. One of the front rooms was devoted to

that purpose for which all inns generally find a

goodly space—lounging and drinking, laughing
and talking, gnd singing and gokmg, affording
a seat for all who chose to call in, and contain-
ing behind its long bar all those Nguors (in
those days free from poigonous drugs) that ap-
. petite could erave.

It was towards the close of the day-.the
sime on the mornihg of which we held our last
meeting in the Frangiscan cemetery. The gun

might have beer an hour high, but 1ot moré.

than that, when we mtroduee the reader in the
aforementioned bar-room. . It was a badly light-
ed place, with a tiled floar and bedly plastered
~ walls, a dingy and slightly-avched ceiling, with
here and there & henging lamp, above which the

‘sat away by himself in one corner.

‘black smoke had reared its sable canopy. «Thres ’

sides of the room were flanked by stout wooden
benches, while the fomjth—the back-—was ornas
mented with the bar, behind which, in anything

but a systematio order, were arranged a battery -

of bottles, jugs, flagons, pewter cups, and ocea-
gionally.a partx—cclored glass decanter broke the
monotony of pewter and brown carthen. The
lomdlord was ab his post, and. had ho been any-

where else no one would have failed to recog-

nize him, not by the red face and pimpled nose

of the regular English hdst, but by his-‘evér- -
moving, ever—bus}t‘;ling, -and over-obsequious air

and mamer. Ide was a little old man, and.that
is all that needs be said of him, g

Besides the landlord there were four other

persons in the room, three of whom, a fisherman
and two mountsin hunters, sat together near the
bar, while the fourth, whom we at onge recop-
nize as our young friend, Fernando Gonzales,

were bent upon the brick pavement of the floor,
and as ho seemed tracing along the dirt-lined
racks and crevices one might have seen that
he was most deeply buried in nefvous thought.

' other, while. his’ lips moved o

His eyes

EERW N .

His bands were twined together. b ihe fingers,
and his thumbs were revolving each\atound the
ough the
thoughty within were. too oppressl for silenice.
His brows were confracted, ang~his whole posi-
tion and ' expression was~at of a man who

- hangs between two, ainful dubinus pomts one

ing our young friend from his customary perch-
ing-place bekind the bar, and from his appesr-
ance it was evident that he too, was busy with
somé, to him, interesting thought. At length
he leaned forward, and reaching both hands out
upen the bar, he called Gut: "

** Senor stranger.”

This was evidently- addressed tp Fernando, as
he was the only stra.nger present, but he did
not hear it.

- Benor stranger, again called the little
landlord, speaking louder this time, and leaning
forther over the bar. -

Fernando started from his seat and gazed
quickly ghout him.

“It was me that spoke, senor stranger i
continued the old publican.

“ Ah,” uttered Fernando ; and he wnlked
towards the bar,

“ o you mheud togtop here to-mght 7 asked
the little old man, in & tone and manner so
couched that they might have heen construed
into chsequioushess or an overbeanng, just ag

 cireumstances might call for.

* ' That had been my intention,” returned the

: Sroung man, He looked into the landlord’s face

as he spoke to see if he could read the reason
for this question.
The old man; however, seemed rather puzzled

_and “at length Fernandp comprehended hig
_ meaning.

' Ah” he continued, w1t.h a smile, ** perhaps
you would like that I ahould pay my day’s
reckoning,”

S Well, senor, sometxmes, you know, when a
man’s a perfect stranger, we aint exactly sure
what his intentions may be, so I’ thought I

the wine.

would just ask you, and-—that is-—sometimes I
prefer to have travellers pay as they go.”

A ctirious smile wroathed itself around . the'
handsome-features of the cavalier, for ho saw at
onee which Way the wind: blew. . ‘

“1 sappose,” he seid, good-naturedly, you'
saw my purse when I paid my last reckoning.”

Boniface looketl blank..

“ 0, woll—never mind, I understand your
meaning,” continued Femando “J don’t al..
ways crry all my money in sight, for I travel
sometimes ; “but T will settle now if you like.”

‘Ashe spoke he drew forth the wollilled.
purse he had that .morning received from the -
hands of Thoresa, through the chinks of which
the bnght gold glistened most temptingly.

¢¢ Q~—no, no, no, senor,” uttered the land-
lord in eager haabe “ I didn’t know but that
you were—that 1s, I thought »you wight be
thinking of going. 0, ‘no—put up youy pnrse.
Anything here is at your service.” .

Fernando smiled as he turned away, and onoe
more he resumed his seat in the corner, - He
had just sank into another train of thought,
when the tramplmg of hordes’ feet wad heard
from the street. Ho started st the sound, but |
the animals .passedl the house, and as the gound
died away in the distance, he again senk quietly
back and re-entered his mental eastle, where he
soon began torevel in the Iabyrmths of. his own
entangled thoughts,

Fernando was-just drawing to himself a sort
of panorama of the pust, wherein he was viaw-
ing the scones of by-gone ' days, and he had ar-
rived at & point where the name of hls mother
trembled half audibly upon 'his hps, when a
man carelessly entered the room from the street.
The new comer cest his eyes sbott the place,
and for afmoment they rested upon the young

‘cavelior ; then he sat’ down upon the benich -
'opposxte to where sat the fisherman and the

hunters, and called for’a stoop of wine. . ‘

- The bustling landlord moved himself sbout
with becoming alierity, and soon handed over
The man took it, and as be sat there
sipping his hquor he would ever and snon; cast
a furtive glance a‘o the young man in the oFDer.
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While he was thus apparently enjoying his bev-
~ erage the thrée men ‘who Bat opposite arose and.
went out, and shortly sfterwards he arose and
sauntered up to the bar, where 'he sat down the
drinking vessel, and then, in a'careless way, he
gaid, as though the idea hod just come to his
mind :

“ By the way, landlord I found a purse near
here this morning. Any of your people lost
~onia ??

- Anyth‘mg in # 7" asked the little publman,
with characteristic bent of thought <

# No—nothing but the purse.”

““ A purse, did yousay ¥ exclaimed Fernan«
do, starting up from, hls seat and coming quickly
forward. |

“ Yen, senor,’ retumed the stranger, turning

sbout and regarding the young man as tHough| -

he had but just noticed hirn.

- “What kind of 2 one was it? Ilost a pu'rfso
this morning, and onie that I prize very highly
a8 the gift of a dear friend.”

«* Ah—well, I found one, and T. suppose if it
is yours you can describe it.”’

“ Uertainly,” returned Fernando, little J;ream—

ing there was danger in the way. Tt was of
purple silk, bearing upon. its sides eross-flories
worked: with gold thread, and its elusp was
aleo of gold with a ruby in the-centre of its
arch.”

¢ Then this- must be yours,” said the ma,n, at
the same time drawing the 1dentlea1 purse ﬁ'om

" his bosom.
“ Yes,-yes,”

. *“You seem to prize it highly, young man.
The gift of a fiiend, ¥ think you said.”
¢ Yes—of my mother.”
¢ Aha—"twas poor judgrientfor your mother
to give you such o purse for travelling with.”
“ How 5.6?" And Fernando held out his
hand for'the purse as he spoke. '

Tt might excite the cupidity of anj one

who wished to possess it, senor,” returned the |

other, still retaining the thing in his own hand.
% Q,no. That raby .is not of much worth,

o

,”” uttered young Gonzales in de—_
light, as his eyes fell upon the gaered memento. |

]

~

and as for the cl&sp, why, asmgle plstole would ‘

make that.”” -
" % Ah, senor, but there’s a name upon this

‘purse that is worth all the rest.”

Fornando started -and furned as pale a8
death. \-

“ Give me the purse,” he at length stam-
mered, “and I will-reward you well.”

“ No, no=—1 couldn’t think of it,” qmetly

returned the stranger, as he replaced the purse’

in his ypocket. - «“ Don Fernando Gonzales
should not have ventured ‘so near the lion's
mouth.” - .

“ Betmyed ! betraJed I murmured Fernan-
do, and for a smg]e instant Jhe allowed his head
to droop.  But quickly his face flughed, and
apringing back to the corner he drew his sword.
The stranger only smiled ot this movement.
“ Don Fernando Gonanles I” exclaimed the

little landlord, in utter astonishment. “The-

son of Don Alfonse I

« You & hit it,”” smd the apy, for so- m&eed'
ke was.

«Poor follow " foll in sympathetm tones
from the Jandlord’s lips, as he gazed curicusty
upon the youth. ““It’s hard that he should
have to have to suffer for a little—-""

“ Beware " "

The publican trembled at that ominous word
from the lips of an official of the Holy Inguisi-
tion, and remained stlont.

As the spy administered this gentle hint to

the landlord, he placed 2 small whistle to his

lips, and in a moment afterwapds halfa-dozen
armed men rushed into the‘room ‘

# Now, senor,”’- he said,
dehver ap your sword and come with us. It is

| your own fadlt that you are thus situated, for J
you m:ghb have rémmained out uf Spain in safet.y

Come.”

When Fernando drew his - sword he thonght
only of a betrayer—he did not at the moment,
realize that he was in the presence of one of the
dreaded fauilurs.
whole, and with & boved hend he gave up his
weapon. INone might dare to resist the officers
of the Inquisition.

“you will please

Now, however, he say the

From the lowest peusantto
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the highest noble, all all were subject alike to
its mysterious power, and the seal of its office
none dared-to trample under foot.

With a sad and sunken heart the pmserlbed
youth was led from the room, but ere her orossed
the threshold, he turned  towards the landlord,
and with tears in hxs eyes, he said ;

**You will take good eare of my horse, and
if ever I call for him I will pay you well for
his keeping, and if I do not:

He hesitated a moment to for%e back the

_whelming emotions of his soul, and then he
added: . *

‘ You can keep him.” ) :
“1 will, I will,” fervently retumed the land-

lord who wd in fact & good-hearted man, an&g ‘
" who was moved even fo tears at the misfortune

of his younglodger. **If ever you come back,
Don Yernindo, you shell find him &afe and
sound ; but, alas! I fear such will not be the
case. n’

“Your feats are well groun&ed " responded
the 8py, in a light, capeless tone; and then
turmng to his charge, whom he led on towards
thektreet, he continued ;

-« You may as well make your beast over at
once, for you'll never need him again.”

0, that faithless Moor! He has batrayed
me I fell half unconsciously’ from Femnndo 8
lips.

“«Nd one but yourself has bebrayed you,”
returned the official. * That purse which you

- lost did the business for you.” -

The young man saw. where he had beeu at

. faulf, for when the purse. had first been present-

ed to him, he forgot, in his- esgerness o obtain
it, that his name was upon the elasp. Now!
however, he knew that-all was lost, He raised

his ayes once to Jook upon those.who guarded

him, but he met only the ¢old, indifferent eoun-

. tenances of men who were too long used to the
: bpsmess to feel anythmg like sympathy, -and

bowing his head again' he walked on like one
who went to his death. ;

. Tt was not quite sundown when tbe famllmra
reached their office with their prisoner, and a

: fat red-faced Franelsuan gave thein admittinee,

From *his tone and manner he seemed to boat
the head of the sraonkish oﬁice in Awla, und
:| after the officials had converssd with him apart
for a while, he approached the unfortunate youth,

“There’s no mistaking ‘that countenance,”
bo said with & low ohuckle of satisfaction. _

““ 0, the evidence of his identity is sufficiont,”
returned the spy, ““and bes:des, be himself ad- -
mita it

« Id rathor it should have been the father,
but this one wilt do,” said the monk ; and he
chuckled again; like a man who has gained a

5 | point'of intense ‘satisfaction.

- ** But must we set oﬁ‘ to-night 7"’ asled the
other.
““Yes. You ean ensﬂy reach Monton vxlhge :
by ten o'clock, and - then ~you can stop at our

_convent of St Justm then the rest of the

distance to Madrid you\c.an perform before dark

| to-morrow. .The king will pay handsomely for

thiy fellow, and the sconer we® get_him on the :

better.” We'll have a capon. spiece whon the
job is finished.¥

Don Fernando’s spirits were aropsed to uht.er

; dlsgust at the sensuality thus expressed. |

““Great Hesvens 1 thought be, *can these .
be the dmpensera 'on earth of the relxg:on of
Christ and his apostles! Is it given to such ta
Jjudge of our actions, and ‘pass sentenco onus '’

Hugd indeed was it to be - cast into, the hands
of such men ; but Fernando knew it had baen
the fate of thousahdu before him, and he e

solved tomeugn hu:uself to what' be ‘could mot - ]

avoid,
One of the fam:lmrs had beau sent for horﬁes,

and ere long they were at the door, eight in

number. The yourg man was moqﬁteti upon
one of them, to the saddle of which he was

firmly secured.. Then the leader and, his six

attendants mounted. the omers, he and threa of

"hiz men mimg in advance, Fernando next,-and
'the remaining three bringing up the rear. - The
‘burly old monk gave .a farewell shuckle of de-

| light'as the paxty setoff. The poor yduth heard
it, and he felt glad that ho was away, but whon
hig-mind ran.on to the faf.e awaiting hnq he
forgot the monk, aml lus heart sank within .hzm.
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CHAPTER VI~

e 'SAcKcLomm

HE sun wag just settmg When the myr-
midons of the Inguisition and-their pris-
oner startbd forth. They passed near to the
cemetery of the Franciscan congent, and in-
stinctively Fernando turned his eyes.in that di-
rection. Tho first object upon which his eyes
fell caused him to start. Near the portal, lean-
ing against the marble post of the outer »gate-
way, stood A'bu Malec, the Moor. Fernando
rode swxftly past, but he had time to see the
consternation that seized his tawny friend, and
he could read the sudden gnef Hings uwpon his
countenance, ~ Hé knew that the Moor had not
yet proved treacherous.
Twilight passed away ; the stars, one after

another, set themselves in the- hesvens, until

they'sent their spangling gleams athwart the
wooded; mountain-dotted eountry, with ‘power
enotgh to roveal anything of an open way, so

that the party were ensbled to push on with
about ‘the saine speed that could have héen made
by dayhgﬁt. Thoge in front, and those in the
rear, chatted and hughed as they rode along,
but the pnstmer was left to his own fefléctions ;

- nor was_he sorry for it, for the conversation of |

e

[

his escort was anythmg but agreeable o bis

moral nature.  Ever ami anon the leader weuld
turn back in  his saddle to assure himself that
all was right, and- then resume his chattmg.
His companions addressed him as Mouret, and
Fernando remembered him as an old hand in
his present office, even before his “own fa.mnly
fled frome Avila. '

Tt was after ten o'clock when they reached
the convent of St. Justin, and here, pulling up
their horses, the officials dismounted, and d&
manded adwmittance to the gate. o

“ Who is it ¥ cried a voice from within.

““Open to the officers of the Holy Inqmme- '

tion,” veturned Mouvret.
%0, Bt. Justin protect us ! Whom seek you
within our walls?” e

« Nobody, you fool,” politely anaWered Mou-
ret. “We've got' our _game. with us, and we
want rest for the night.”” .

‘The gate was quickly thrown open, amd the .

party led their horses into the yard, where gur
hero was cast loose from hig saﬂdle and a}lowed
to dismount. -

« Now, wheve is the abbot Y” aske& Muuret .

. gardqn
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“ Here be comes,”.'answered the porter.
"The abbot had heard the noise, and he was

on tho spot as soon s possible.

“Weo have a prisoner here, good abbot”
paid the official, “ and we want snug quarters
for hi _till morning, and also. beds for ‘our-

. golv .

“« A pﬂsoner, ' repeated the abbot.

“ Ay, a right-down heretie, and the son of a
heretie,” was Mouret’s mild answer, .

'The old man raised his hands in pioushorror,
and gazed hard towards the young prisoner.
His foeble eyes did not tell him that it was the
same traveller whom he haul sheltered a night or
two before, however.

““ We have some strong chambers,’f he said,

% but no vauits.”’

*“ Well, then we must take the safest chember
you've got, and set a guard,” returned Mouret.
* Lead the way, good abbot.” ,

The convent was an old, stone structure,
looking as though 2 number of variously-sized
buildings had been Mwn promiscuously to-
gether, withous regard to- umformlty, with here
a porch, theré a tower; here a wing, and therea

“lodge, and a number of small oriels looking|:
 forth from different sections. :

The apartment to which Hernando was taken

" was on the third floor from tho yard, in a cen-

tral part of the mass of buildings, with one win-
dow owerlooking the garden. at the back of the
convent.. Mouret looked carefully sbout the
room, and then going to the window, he looked
down upon ' the ground benesth, It looked a
giddy height, and with a well-satisfied air, he

_turned to the abbot, who had followed him up. .

* This seems a secure place,” said he, and he

. cast his eyes around again as he spoke, as though

he would be doubly sure ‘that he spoke the
truth. )
o Perfeetly,” returned the abbot. ¢ If you

. .notlee, this window has' three degp atqnes below

it. The yard in front is much higher than the

The door locks safely upon the but-

side, but for greater security you might trundle

& bed inte the passage-way, and let one of ydur
3
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men sleep there ;
gure not to escape.

£ By our lady, that shall be done

A small truckle-bed was accordingly brought
into the corridor, and one of the familiars was
deputed to sleep in it.

“ Stop & minute,” said Mouret. A8 an 1dea
seemed to, flash upon him. ¢ T've heami of
such thmgs as pnsoners makmg ropes out of
their bedding.”

He re-entered the prisoner’s room.

“ Benor Gonzales, you'll have to take the
bare straw for your bed to-night. I don’t like
to trust this material with you.” |

“ Then watch me, some  on, but lot me ab
Joast have a decent bed.” |

<0, we want to sleop as well as you. There,
there’s a straw-tick for you.”

Mouret patted- the hard tick with his hand,
| by way of emphasis, and then, gathering . the
sheets up into his arms, he left the apartment. .

“The door opened outward, and after the
truckle-bed had been placed against it, of course
it could not be opened, even were it left un-
locked. Mouret sow everything fixed to kis
satisfaction, and then he and five of his compan-
ions followed the abbot to the apartments Pro-
vided for them, while the remaining official soon
Jnid his Jimis down upon his barrier bed.

For half an hour after ho had been left to
himself, Fernando walked up and down his ner- .
row room in a literal frenzy of thought, * There
were no definite ideas, only he saw his parents,
and he saw Theresa, and he saw the stmngo
Moor ; and then, lookmg ahead ho saw the-—-
stake /

He went to the window and softly opﬁned it
not with any idea of escaping, but merely to get
the fresh air. Thls revived him, and it calmed
his troubled spirit, too. He gazed off into, the
hesvens, and the stars seemed to gleam more
brilliantly than ever. I;Ie gazed down upon
the earth, and he could plainly distinguish the
shrubs and fowers. Never before had he roa-
lized the real value of the freo air, never bofore
had he known what it was to_look- upon the

thcm your pnsoner would be

earth and feol that it was shut out to him.
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T may never, never, know theo mere !” he
murmured.  ** Farewell, sweet stars; farewell,
thou broad-spread arch of jewelled night ; and
thou, soft perfumed earth, farewell |  Ere an-
other sun shall Jeave thee to thy reign o’er na-
ture, I may be locked within the deep, mystie
recesses of the Inquisition, and when I step
from thence, ’twill be but'to my death ! Fare-
well, farewell }”’ o

The prisoner sought his couch, and he laid
his hand upon it. It felt hard and matted. He
sought pome aperture in the ticking, where he
might lighten the. straw, and when he found it
be placed his hand within it. He did'not stir
the material within, however ; but a single mo-
~ ment he held his hand there, and then he
started back as though he had touched a

serpent. o
Sometimes a man may be too eautious. To
lock up a sweetmeat from a child is only io offer
him an inducement to get itif he can. To hide
a covered jar from him is only informing him
that it contains-something he would much like,
if he could obtain it. Had Mouret have been
satisfied to let the bed remain just as it was, the
prisoner would have sank down wpon it, and)
never thought that it could be put to another
. e ' ' -
4 By San Jago ! YL
Fernando gazed upon the dim outlines of the
bed 25 he thus ejoculated, and trembled from
‘head fo foot. ' e ‘
« Mouret has given me instructions I much
‘needed,”” he continued, to himself. ¢ If those
© paltry sheets and that old coyerlid could be
made into ropes, why mey-not this Mrong sack-
eloth?  Courage, courage ! By Saint Dominie,
there’s free air beneath the heavens yet 1"
The prisoner stepped softly to the. door and
hearkened. The man who slept without was
* gnoring in the deepest  state of balmy. uricon-
seiousness, He felt in ‘hiz. bosom and drew
forth a small dagger he always wore there.
Then he hearkened again, but all was-as still
and quiet as a enoring neighbor could leave it.
Carefully he drew the straw-ick from .its

there was Light enough in plenty to guide him
in hig-operations. Naturally of a quick, deter-
mined spirit, combined -witha somewhat cool
judgment, Fernando earried on his labor and
his listening at the same time, for he knew that
expedition was as necessary as caution. - He
had nothing to lose by detection, everything to
gain by expedition. . ‘ ‘

coarse, stout sacking, and having poured out
the straw, he proceeded: to cut the cloth into
strips of such a width as he thought would re-
tain strength enough to support his weight.
He knew that -his window, could not be over

from what he had seen of the height of the lower
apartments as ho passed through them, he had
on ides that forty feet would bring him wpon.

with a double width of four feet, 8o, he saw that
he might with safety eut his strips a foot wide,
and that would surely give strength enough.

rope, he made fast one end of it to the legs of a

room, and which was long enough to brace
against both sides of the window-frame. ~

lpoked.out. Everything was still and quiet be-

the back part of .the convent, Cautiously he
lowered the free end of his cord, and he had the
satisfaction  of seeing that it. reached to the
ground. '~ One moment more he listened at kis
door—the sentry snored louder than ever—he
clasped his hands, for an instant, in silent
prayer, and then he trusted himself to the mer-
cy of hissacking cord. The material was coarse
and rough, and it consequently gave him & good
hand-hold, so that his descent was made with
comparative easo. At length he touched the
ground! His heart beat quick g he gazed
about him, but he found ‘that no oﬁ: Was mov-
ing near the premises.

frame and dragged it to the window, where

hastened through the shrubbery towards the

With his keen dagger- he iii)ped open the

fifty fect from the ground st the utmost, and

. feet high, and the young m: amly ol
terra firma.  His sacking was over six feet long, & young man could iplainly seé.

The strips were accordingly cut, and selurely .
knotted together, and having thus formed his

stout, oaken stool, that chanced to bein the

Fernando went once more to the window and -

low, nor could Ke detect any signs of lights in’

‘With a noiseless, glidiné step the young man :

4

garden wall, but when he reached it he found it
too high for him to get over. What now was
to be done he kmew not. He dared not go
around to the yard, for he well knew that one
of the portets would be there on watch, and
even though he might easily overcome him, yet
it would be a dangerous experiment, for it
would be sure to raise an alarm. He did not
stop long to consider wpon expodients, but
: trusting that sﬁmethiﬂg would turii up in his
favor, he glided along towards the southern
purt of the garden. At length his heart deaped
with a thrill of joy, as his eyes rested wupon 2
stout grape-vine that grew against the wall. He
felt of - it, bore his weight upon it, and found it
firm,»and then ho clambered up until he stood
upon the coping. The wall was seme twelve

that the ground beyond sloped off with quite o

- descent. The coping was between two and
three fe;;t wide, and of such & convex form that
it afforded no hold for his hands ; but by dint|

- of . considerable oxettion, he managed to disent
gage one of the vines, and bending it over the
wall ho seized hld wpon it end lowered himself
down upon the outside. He hung for 2 moment
till hig balance had - bocome stoedy, then he lot
go, and dropped safely to the ground.
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wood, and though it 'offered a socure hiding-
place, yet Fornando liked not to trast himaelf
in jts midst. - He chose rather to teke the way
to the southward, trusting that he might reach
the Alberche before daylight, and find some
means of passing over to the opposite shor,
where he eould purchase a horse, and then malie
the best of his way into Andalusia.

The road which the familiars were to have
taken with their prisoner, led to the southward
and eastward, towards Kl Prado ; but there was
another, a natrower and lessfrequented rood,
that ran nearly south, and this one Fornardo
took. e looked back and saw the gldoniy
walls of the convent looming up againat the
starry sky, and he could almost fancy that he saw
the stripped sackeloth fluttering in the breage.

- The night air was cold and damp ; tho way
lay through a dense forest, where the mad
wolves froliced and prowled. The oscaped pris-
oner had no weapon save his short dagger, but,
yet he pushed boldly on, thinking ouly of the
danger that Iny behind him, ahd teady o Bjhs

ally the howl of a Qistant wolt would full: upon
hig ear, but ho felt that hd would rather meet s
thousand of them than to fall again among' the

At the “bottom of the hill was a deep, durk

"

hounds of the Holy I.thuiaiﬁon_f et

I

any that might  riseup bofore him. . Ocesgion- .



CHAPTER VIIL

THE DEATH-BED VISITORS.

VENING Lad Spreml her soft mantle over
the palace-dwelling of Dom . Pedre de
Mavora. It was the same evening that darken-
ed upon the prison-bound road of Fernando
Gonzales,
The old count had heen conﬁned to, hls bed
“all the afternoon.
Raymond had been “in atterrdarice upon’ hlm,
and he had signed a paper just before sundown,
“which his wife hed carried  to her own private
gpartment end hidden away'-out of danger.
Her large eyes sparkled with an intense fire as
she clutched it in her hand, 'a.utl ghe stood and
gazed Yor several moments tipon-the pl;w_e where
"ghe had“gidden it, as though with those fire-
beams of heéx eyes she-would fuse the lock into
an immovable barrier.

The physician stood by the sick man ’s bed-
side, but he had ceased to prescrlba for the
minlady.

“Ts there nothing, doctor,” murmured the

count, *‘ nothing that can save me?? And as|

he spoke, he turned heavily in- his bed and
gaved imploringly upon the man of drugs.

DonnP Amta and Faither'\

Pedro,’f’ returned the- doetor.
will never rise from. your bed again.”

) 4 Never 17 repeated Don Pedro with ashud-
der: .

Sl N?, t.here are no hopes.”

~ ¢ And then.I must die '

A painfol shade passed.over the dark man’s
face—he grasped the rich counterpane with his
trembling hand, and glaring into the face of the
physician, he continued :

there not some subtle' drug, some mystic medi-
cine, or some yet untried application, that mlght
bring back my etrength ¥’

poison would operate alike. Life is too far
gone froli\he seat where medicine can act. The
soul is too near its heavenward fight.”

© ¢ Heavenward I .

Don Pedro de Tavora closed bis eyes as he
uttered that word, and some unseen power smoto
hard upon his hosom. During several minutes
he lny in & it of * deep thought. His - features

"“Youmay as well know the truth, Don

were mioved by many shades of fecling, and

3
“H

."I four yon'

¢ Axe thero not seme poteht means? Is

% No..  There are times when drugs have no
power upon the body—times when 2 nectar or a

the tones fell upon his ear.
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once or twice a heavy groan broke from his lips.

At length he- re-opened his eyes, their glaring

expression had. gone, and in their hollow depths

there seemed to be & dim llght of sorrow.
* Anita.”

© ¢ What, my dea.r, dear husband 7 instantly

responded his wife ; and she made s vain effort

to bring a tear to her oyes. S
*“'Where is Thoresa "’ K

" Donna Anita started, for there was % tinge of |

affection in“the tone of that question.

1 do not know,”” she replied.”

T wish you would send for her.”

¢ She is not in the house "o

- Not in the house 1"

Again Don Pedrp.sa.nk back into s mood of
darkened thought. °

¢ Anita.” -

" ¢ 'Well, my hiisband.”

" Her voice was colder than befors, :md ﬂns
tirse she did not try to weep

ey wia:_g you would: ind Theresa.”

Isabel was there, ahd laying her hand upon
her mother’s arm, she said, in s low tone, but
yet which it was meant for the count to hear:

“T should have thought Theresa would have
been here, had she loved her father.” &

“ Of course,” emphatically returned Anita.

“ Perhaps she knows not ‘how smk I am, -
murmured the dying man. o,

¢ 0, yos the does. I told her you eould not
live long.””

- Donna Anita spoke rather mgre eagerly than
she had intended, and the sick man started as

“T wish you would rend some one-in search
of her,” Don Pedro said, in an anxious, -be-
seeching maxiner. . _ ‘

“Iwill see.”” *© ’

The lady passed qmekly out from the room
a8 she spoke, and .one-who had watched ‘her
closely might have seen that her thin lips were
tightly pressed together, with some » strange deter-
minstion. She passed along the” corridor, and
descended the wide staivs that led to the hall

verandah, and at a short dlstanea from the door
she, met Theresa.

“ How faxes my father ¥’ asked the young
girl, half springing forward ‘and gazing up inte
her step-mother’s face' with an imploring ex-
pression. -

“The physician thinks he is improving,” ye-
turned Donna Anita,

. She epoke the lie in a ealm, hold voice.

“I thought he was dylng. O, T must see -
him—indeed T must. It is oruel fo keep me
from him thus.” ‘

“Yon cannot see him, girl, for the doctor
says he must not be disturbed. All depends
now upon his being kept quiet.”

*But did you ek him if I might come to.
his bedside 77

“Yes.” ‘

* And, O, what said he? Dui he not say I
might come ?’

Donna Anita looked coldly upon the fair,
upturned face of her implorer, but there Was 10
spark of sympathy in her bosom. She kad her
own ends to answer. .

* He said rs =8 cof

ethmg tolls me that he is dyxng—
Al never sce another momping. O,
fathier, could you but see this poor heart
of mine, I know you'would bave compessjon.
Am ] not your own.- eluld—-—-—your only ohjld ?
O, father, father 1"

* Only child ["! memtetl Domlu Amtn, mth N
a quick flash of her dark éyes. ¢ Ponce with
such nonsense, child. You ‘spesk well of your
father, truly, Now if you are careful you mdy
gee him in the morning, nor will'l say snything
to him of the manner in" which’ you speak ofhis
affoction. He is asleap now, and the physician
seys that when he wekes he will be mudh ‘
atronger.” -

Theresa covered her face with. her ha.n(is and
sank back upon a seat. Anita gnmdmpbn her
& moment with ‘s ttiumphant lodk, - “and’ then

below. From thence she passed out on to the

-

turning away ‘she passed back into ‘the * hall.
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For the presént she bad adeomplished “her pur-

poso; but did sho feel happy in her siceess
Let those who think there is happiness to be

found in the path of sin try the esperiment, and

when they, have gained a. heart as- hard as was |

Anita de Tavors’s, they may find what a thank-

less load they have to carry. There may be af

. grim, dark satisfaction'in accomphslnn 2 # cherigh-
ed design of evil, but there can be no happiness,
no joy there. The peaceful quiot that makes
the happy hfe, flows never from evil. God has
placed in every human soul a broad mirror, and
all the joy of bumanity is reflected from its sur-
face. " It may beam with the reflected light of
heaven, or it may be dimmed by the darkness
of moral death ; but as "beams or darkens that
mirror of the scul 80 lives and feels the man.
If there’s happiness in eternal night, then therd® s

* happiness in sin! -

The step-mother had been gone but a fow
mmutes, when Theresa. 8 attentlon was arrested
by ths sound of Some one moving #Imong the
shrubbery in the garden. Shestarted 1ip from
her seat and went fo the. side of the verandah,
and she could plainly distinguish a dark form
moving towards the steps that led up to where
she stog "(,h At first she thought it might be
ono of the servants, but it moved too cautiously

for that, and shie was upen the point of turnipg |-
' to%.!‘ds the door when her own neme pronounc. |

od i in familiar tone, arrestad. her steps. '

With a light, noiseless tread: the form ghded
along towsrds the verandah, and up the steps.
It was Abu Malee, the Moor.

+ Theresa,” he said, * be not alarmed at this.
They told me your father was dying.”
© 4« And so I'bolieve he is,”’ peturned the fair
~ girl, in 2 tone that - betrayed the utmest "eonfl-
dence in the Moor. .
~ “ Do younot know ¥

*I do not know to a certainty, thongh I
think thdt sneh is the -osse.” O, Aba Ma.lee,
they- will not let me go fo hlS room.” -
4 They —who 1.,

* My mothe_r——--,my step-mother.".’ ;

** Not let you ga to your dying father ¢

* Bhe tolls me thyt he iz not dying-—that he

E]

,ié sleeping, and that- the physician does not |

wish to have him disturbed.. -She said he would

bé stronger in tha mormng, and then I can gee
him.”* . .

« Then sho told thee falwely, Theresa. Thy -

father is dying now.”

+The young girl gazed w1t11 mmgle(l awe andl

wonder upon her companion;
1 saw old Beatrice but a short time since,
and she assured me that guch was the fabt.””
¢ 0, how can they be so cruel 2 *What have
I done that T sh(;uld be thus treated 7. Alas,
oor father | <'T shall never see him more.

G forgive him for all the wrongs he has done -

me, and make hig rest happy in the world of
spirits. There he will join my sainted mother,

and perhaps when T join t#m in heaven, he will
be more kind to me, and love me. - I hope he
will.”

Big tears rolled down 'l'heresa s cheeks as she
spokew-—her hands were clasped, and hLer eyes
were turned upward. The Moor regarded her
with a rapt look of admiration, and when she
lowered her eyes he turned away for & moment,
and looked down into. the goxden. '

¢ Theresn,” said he at length “ follow me.’

¢ But whither ?”* ,

¢ To your father’s qhamber.”
_ The maiden was all astonishment.

“Come. I willlead the way.”

“ But you do nm‘.——What mean you Al
Malec?* -,

* X mean what I say. If you will follow me,
you shall see your father.”

Why Theresa followed she kiew not, but a
'strang® confidence lod her on, and in company
with Abu Malec she entefed the hall. .

The Moor passed up the same stairs fhas
Donna Anita had descended, but, instead of fol-
lowing the same way furbher, he turhed to tlm
lett.

“ You are takmg the wmng way, ” Bald The-
resa. :

o No tlns mnght.” o

“But my father’s chamber is at the othar
end of the corridor.”

Sed

‘I do not wish to pass in by the main duor“
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and besides, it may be locked. We will pass
i through the oriel.”

 But the door that leads from' the cormdor
to that recess is always locked ”

“We will try it.”

There was something like a smile upon the
Moor’s featupes as he ssid -this, and without

* further remayk he passed on.

The place -to which he alluded was a small,

closet-like ‘recess adjoining” the count’s apart-

ment, which looked out through 2 large oriel
window upon'the garden, and which had two
doors, one opening to the end of the corridor,

. and the other directly into the count’s chanbor,

When Abu Malec reached the former door
ke took a emall key from his pocket and soon
gainod admittance beyond.  The oriel window

© 'wag opet, and tha other deor was.gjar, as if to

admit fresh air to the sick man’s room. Through
the crevice ecame the 'hum of voices, and The-
resa distinetly heard her father pronounce her
ownname! BShe would have sprang instantly
forward, but Abu restrained bher.

*—sh 1" uttered he. ** The flame is flick-
ering in its socket, and an unguarded breath
might ‘extinguish it in an mstant. Follow
me. ER )

As Abu Maleo spoke, ko pushed the. door
softly open and entored the chamber.” The
physician, Donna Anita, Isabel, and Father
Rayniond, all started back aghast at the ap-
pearance of the tawny Moor.

“Ha! youhere!” Anita uttered forget-

ting the Moor as she saw Theresa.
"« 8tand back, woman; she would see her
father,” gaid Abu Mulec, laying his hand upon |
Donna Axita’s arm and staying her progress.

¢ And who, what are you, infidel Moor, that

~you dare thus profane a Christian’s death-
chamber with your presence ¥ exclaimed Father

Rayniond, in piods horror.
“Iam one who could speak a amgle gen-

" tence that might crush you, recreant monk,”
" returned K‘nu Malee, with a sparkling eye.

* What noiseis this? Who speaks T’ faini
ly groaned the count, vainly endeavoring to

- raiso himself upon his elbow.

W

“0Q, ’tis I—your daughter—your . own
Theresa,”’ exclaimed the fair girl, now spring-
ing to the bedside. **Do you not know me?”

‘“Come away, chrld--eome away quickly.
You are disturbing your father. Iid I not tell
you—-” o ‘ .

. Donna Anita trombled with rage and dis-

{ appointment ag she said this, and she fastoned’

upon the poor girl’s arm such a gmp that the
pained flesh ‘quivered. :

‘ Lot her stay—let her stay,” murmu;ed
Don Pedro. * Here, Theresa~—hers.”

Anita ground her teeth as she turned from
her hold, and she geemed like one lost in a
wilderness. - The Moor—hisstrange entrance—
the unfortunate appearance of Theresa, and the
teturning afection of hor husband for his own
child, all helped to confound her.

“ Thoresa, I heard another voice. Whose
was that 7 Stand back, holy father; T've re-
eeived all the somfort that you ean gwe ‘Whosg
was it, Thercsa ¥ ‘

4 It was mine, Don Pedro,” said the Moor,
stepping forward to Thereda s side. - *“ Do you '
recognize me ¢’

The dying count gazed hard upon the hand-
gome form of the dark-skinned man,

- ¢ Memory hbrings back something wherein
you are set down,” hesaid. ' Who are yout”

“Do’you remember the mountain eave—the
bandit, and the Benedmtina Convent?"’ asked
the Moor, :

“ Yes—but—but—"" .
' T wasg there, Don Pedro do, Tavora. And

I was once at 'I'oletlo—-—-we crogsed the 'I’ugus »

Dop Pedro fairly” raused himself wpon his
olbow. His eyes rolled wildly in their sockets
for o moment, and then they settled in a deep,
burning gaze upon the Moor. His henrt leaped
with a quickness that sent the blood once more

'to his face, but it soon ﬂowed back, a.nd hesank‘

again upon his pillow.

# (), God !’ he murmured, **save me from
this phn.ntasy That faco agmn! 0, it cappot
be.”

#t Look to your daught.er, 'Don Pedro,” nt.
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tered the Moor, his features working the while
with intense excitement.

 Tor our ladys gake, doctor, do get this
mad infidel away,” urged Donns Anita, as she

- nervonsly grasped the wondering physi‘cian by
the arm.

* It would not be safe,” returned he, * for
your husband seems to know him. He wzll do
no harm.””

. Donna Anita would have said more, but she
dayed not, lest she should expose the blackness

of her thoughts and designs ; so she stepped to]

the side of her daughter and regarded the stene

. before her with painful, mad anxiety.

“ But you—you,” persisted the count,’ still
gazing into those tawny features with an inten-
sity that was almost painful.

Buddenly a brilliant light shot athwart his
pale face, his eyes gleamed with a new fire,
and again he raised himself upon. hig elbow.

* Almighty God of heaven and earth!” he
‘ejaculated ; “ spesk to me—tell me—""

The Moor placed his hand softly upon the
count’s lips, and laid his head back upon the
pillow.

““Speak to Therosa, Don Pedro. I can be
nothing to thee now. You know me, and you
‘know my power.——Here.”

As Abu Malec spoke, he drew Theresa nearer
to the bed and then stepped haok.-

As the count’s syes rested npon the tear-wet
face of his only child his lips quivered, and two
bright, pearly drops rolled down his sunken
cheeks and fell upon the snowy pillow.

“My child, my child,”” he said, as he stretch-
* ed forth his hand ; *'O, how hiave I wronged
thee, how abused thee and what an angel of
resignation hast .thou been. Theress, canst
thou for—for——give me 7’

“ Yes, yos—overything, dear father,” pas-
sionately cried the fair girl, at the same time
bending forward and imprinting a kiss upoen his
pale brow.  * Only tell me that you love me.”’

“T1 do love thee, Theresa, indeed I do.

ere Jet mo bless thee, Thero—God—have
mer—"’

The old count.’s breath came short a.nd quick,

He hesitated, and 2 sndden shoot of pain ran
along the nerves of his face.
his head and miurmured :

¢ Anita.”

His wife moved doggerlly to his beds:de

“ Anita,” he confinued, as his weakening
sight caught the form of his wife, ** you huve a

O, that pain. You have a pa—you—to-
day—T signed—seal—tear it—burn. Theresa !
forgive, O, forgwe-—w-;

The'word ended in a low gasp—the head
sank heavily upon the” pillow—and the soul of
do Tavora had taken its flight from earth.

Poor Theresa fell upon the lifeless elay and
sobbed aloud. A Tay of sunshine had ‘broken
across her path—her father had blessed her
with his last breath, and her first mament of

mourning wa§ also the first moment of real joy

she had experienced in her father’s presence for
years. Her sobs and her tears were not all of
SOITOW,

The monk moved up to the bedside and .

mumbled a Latin prayer, while Donna Anita

stood by, regarding the scene with a look of

‘| demoniac trinmph.

s Aha,” she muttered to herself, * your re-
pentance came. toc late, Don Pedro. That
paper is in my possession, and its provisions—
shall be carried out to “he very-letter.”” Then
she stepped nearer t6 the bed of death.

The Moor looked but a moment upon the
marble features of the “dead man.
ment wag perceptlble sbout his lips, a sort of

| wavy motion swept across hig Nark face, as

sweeps the breeze across the bosom of a placid

lake, and then, without & word, he passed on

from the aphrtment. None thought of stopping

him—none dared to question him, but as he

came he went, and where he had stood by that
couch of mortality, seomed to stand his spirit
still—a kind of airy, mysterious presence, in-
spiring awe though it met not the sight.

*“ Théresa,” at length spoke Donna Anita, in

‘8 clnIhng tone, * we will leave . this chamber

now.’

The poor girl dared ot disobey this i injunc-
tion, and once more Kissing that cold brow, she
followed her step-mother from the place.

He half raised

A move-

N

CHAPTER IX. |

TIE ORPHAN'S TRIALS. -

.@N the morning after the death of har

father, Theresa arose from her bed with
an aching brow and swollen eyes. ’Twas. not
her bereavement alone that struck her thus with
grief.  Dufring the ﬁ’?—ﬂm sloepless night—
she had pondered long ind deeply upon the sit-
uation in which she bad been left. The base

" falsehood of her step-mother on the previous

evening still rankled in her memory, and help-
ed swell the cause of fear she had long enter-
toined. That falsehood had been so wuiterly
beartless, so erael, and withal so ceolly deliver-
ed, that the poor orphan could not but feel
that there was some degp, black purpose hidden
behind it. Cold and unloving as had been her
father, yet while he lived she had bwn identifed
with a home—-she had possessed kindred, at
least, and she felt that something yet bound her
to earth. . Bhe thought of the Moor—but could
hekeep her now? MHis influence had been with

"+ her father, but since that father had passed
" #way, her hopes in" that quaiter were nenrly

blasted.
With such thoughts as tiiese, Theresa padsed
out from her chamber. She stopped a mdment

»

atione'of the corridor windows, and stepped
forth upen the baleony. ‘The fresh air of mmorn-
ing, bearing upon its bosom the fragrance ofa
thousand sweet fiowers and the warbling songs
of the tiny garden rinstrels, somewhat revived
her drooping spirits, and the hot fever of her
brow began to cool benenth the grateful mﬂuence

‘She thought of her promised moeting at the

grave of her mother, and she resolved that she
would at once set out for the spot, for though
she might be early, yét she longed for tho holy
communi on that seered place afforded. :

8he had donned her mantle, and was just
passing through the hall, when she met het step-
mothér. She endeavored to uvoid the dreaded
woman, but it was of no avall, for the latter
seemed intent upon intercepting her.

* What means this 7" adked Donna Aita.
Bhe spoke in_n peremptory, autbontatwe tone,
and the young girl at once stopped. -

I am going out for a short walk,” ref:dméd
Theresa.

“ A deep respect - you 'migt have fot the
meniory of your father, thus to go roamiing off
on the very morning after his death.” "
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“It. is the hea.rt that mourns, | reﬁurned
- Theresa, mildly. - .

o Then let your actions show some of it . hy
your remaining within doors, If you have no
respeet, for your own charactc;, at least feel a
little for mine.”

C 0, mother,’” cried the orphan, “do not
treat me thus. I have réspect for all that needs

- it, and surely none can blame me for seeking
the morning air in my affliction/ Letme go—
I shall not be’gone long.”

* You would go again to the eemetery,
suppose, to weep and wail for the thousandth
time over the grave of your mother ¥

Theresa de Tavora gazed for & moment into
the cold, taunting features of her step-mother,
but she could find no words for utterance. She
‘would have burst into tears, but above the sting
. of the soul there arose such a feeling of deep
loathing, that shé only shuddered and started
back as she would have dong from the folds of
a glimy snake.

+**¥You cannot go out th;s morning,” con-
tinued Donna Anita; and she spoke as one who
had the unlimited right to command.

“ Oannot ¥’ repeated Theresa, as though
she must have misunderstood.
8o I said.” )
“* Do you mean to forbid mé from visiting
« my mother’s grave "
“* You cannot leave the palace to-day.”
The orphan girl stood like one thunderstruck.
In her wildest foars she had not dreamed that
she was thus to be imprisoned, and yeot ghe
dared not discbey. 'There Was a chilling ‘power
in the large, dark eyes and coldly lowering
features of her step-mother that she could not
overcome, and though her present mission was
s0.doubly dear to her, yet she knbw that she
could not perform-it. At any other time she
might have asserted a right above the eommands
of the cruel woman, but now her heart was
burdeped with mcurnmg, and she could not,
she would not, call up in her bosom a spirit of
" wrangling ; and trusting, hoping, that she should
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bemg she had now lefl; on earth to love her,

she turned sadly away.

“ Stop,” said Donna Anita. T have not
done with you yet. 'Who was that infidel- Moor
that you brought to your father’s chamber last
night? Where did he come from? How
dared you bregk through the commands X had
laid upon you ?”

The woman stamped her foot as ghe spoke,
and gave loose reins to her anger. - .
* The Moor bade me follow him to the place
1 | of death, or I should not have gone,’ ’ returned
Theressen L

“ And do you ‘mean to say that ke led the
way P

“ He did.”

‘“ But how dared you unlock ‘the door of the
oriel ¥ T )

“TTho Moor did it all.” /

Whatever may _hzwe been the stepmother’s
feelings towards Theresa, of one thing she was
well aware—that not even to hide a fault would
the girl tell a lie, and for a ‘moment her anger
gave place to blank amazement.

“Who is he ¥’ she at lexgth asked, with
much of anxiety in her tone. '
¢ T know no more thaq you do.  You-gaw
all that trsmsplred lost evening. T can tell you
no more.’ '

¢ And did you never see him till last evern—
ing ¥’

T have met him once before.”” +

“ Where ?7

¢ In the Franciscan cemetery.”

“ Ah, and what said he to you there ¥’

Theresa, hesitated as this question was put to ’
her. She felt the spirit of resistance rising
within her bosom, and with that moral power
which firm rectitude ever gives to ite possessor,
she. calmly replied :

T have told you all that I can tell. T met
the Moor in the cemetery, and he spoke to me,
but I do not feol obliged to rolate all that he
Sﬂld kel

Donna Anita’s eyes sparkled and snapped

have anothor opportumty of meeting the only

T

like coals of fire. Her small hands were clasp-

o

" into-whose hands you have fallen.
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od with masculmé ﬁrmness, and she seemed'~

ready to burst with sudden passion.

-+ Do you refuge to answer my guestion?”’
ghe hissed ont, with foarful distinetness.
Y have answered it.% :

The stepmother took a sbep forward and Tnid
her hand upen the orphan’s arm. She ground
her tecth together, and while she trembled be-
neath her fierce rago she settled her fingers deep

into the tender flesh of the poor -unprotected. |

Theresa drew back with a sharp ery of pain, and
~ the widow-fiend let go her hold.

* Mark me, Theresa,” she wluspercd—and
03 she did so her hot lweath struck upon the
orphan’s cheek ; ¢ you shall repent of this, and
80 shall that black Moor. You know not yet
There is a

.conspiracy in all this. There is yot an Ingui-

gition. in Spain, and wo be to him or her who

falls into it hands. Beware, Theresa, how you
brave me. Now go to your _oan[;artment
again, and remain thero till you aré~gent for

ij o shall soon sce who holds the rule in this
place.”

The fair girl’s heart arose to 4 rebellious
point, and ‘every nerve was strung with indigna-
tion, but she remembered: that she stood within
the house of mourning, and silently she  turned
away. = When she opened the.door of her cham-
ber she started back in alarm at beliolding a
cowled monk ai‘tting‘ by the window. The mo-
ment ghe appeared, however, the dark cowl] was
thrown back, and she at once recogmzed Abu
Malee, the Moor.

- * Do not be alarmed, fa.lr meiden,’’ he sa!d
" ‘“but come in and cloge the door.”

Not a shadow of doubt or fear dwelt in the
heart of Theresa, as.she obeyed the request,
and in' ‘s moment she was anxiously awaiting
the result of this unexpected interview.

¢¢ My stay must be short,”” said the Moor, as
the young girl took a seat, in front of him ; **but
" I have come to tell you "that - thero is no need
. of themeeting we had proposed.”

Theresa gazed inquisitively at the speaker.

“ Fernando cannot be there with us,” -~

* Cannot I

-

A

She dared trust herself to say no more: :

“ You'must beat up under the 1ntelllgenoa,
for I have no desire to deceive you. He ia in
the hands of the Inquisition I

The poor orphan uttered a sharp. ery of an-
guish, and for .a moment her head drooped
Then a convulsive shudder shook her frame, and
ta,%} {p from. her seat she looked upon Abu
Malke with flashing eyed.

** Moor;” she exclaimed, ** is this your work ¢

0, if you have betrayed that man info the
hands of his enemios—if through your mesns
he lhas been given up to the crucl death that
awaits him, may the tide of your life run icy
cold in. your veing, and may grim remorse gnaw
evermore ab your soul. O, Fernando, Fer
nando }”’ .

“ Theresa de Tavora,” pronounced the Moor,
in low, soft accents; as he srose from the divan
on which he hml been reclining, and bent upon
his companion & ook of soul-lit meaning, ** do
you think I could have been guilty of such s
dark erime? Do you think that I could thus
play the hypocrito? Is there. anything in my
faco that betokens o heart so bage? My dark
race I know are persecuted by your holy church,
but is not the Moor as neble ag the Christion?
Look upon the blood-stained plains of Andslu-
sia, of Granada, and of Valoncia, and tell me if
your church is not built in the blood of Moors ?
Do you suppose T would lend my hand to give
another victim to the msatmtu thu-st of the
blood-fiend 2” ’

Theresa gazed in wonder and awe upon the
strange, burning countenance of the Meor.
She forgot her suspicions, snd with a throbb:ng
keart and trembling lip she murmured ;

«“Q, forgive me i T have wronged you; I
meant it not.  Butis it true what you tell me 9"

_“* Alag! it i3, Theresa. T have been to the
inn vwhere he lodged, and ‘it seems he: lost a
purse that had his . name upon i, which wase
found by one who recognized if, and ‘at ‘once
carried it to the officers of the Inqummon

That Jed to his Jmmedmta detectmq and, in'-
reat.”’ : .
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0, the fatal purse! He told me that he
had logtit.  But tell me, Abu Malee, are there
no hopes for him 7 ‘

“1 cannot say yes, hor would I say no.

He has fallén into the hands of & poweér that
Enows no mercy, and God alons can see the
/ end of it. Had not this unlooked-for accident
hdve happened, 1 had been in hopes of work-

ing in his favor, but I fear I can do nothing
now.” .-

“ Then God's will be done,”
resn, again sinking into her seat,

Her heart was fairly erushed. The events of
the night and of the morning had filled her cup

of fear and sorrow to the brim, and this was like
* snapping the last cord that bound her to earthly
life. She bowed hor head beneath the fearfal
stroke-—her throat seemed dry and parched—
her hosom heaved with its heart-sobs, and over

ejaculated The—,

her soul an utter dread had drawn its sable pall.”

The Moor regarded her with a trembling in-

teresat. H@-sﬁsp’ﬁéﬂ fﬁljwsrd, and rested his
hand upon her head.

¢ Theresa,” he said, in tones of the mildest,
goftest cadence, ““do mot give up to hopeless
despair. For youraelf; you have but little to
féar "

“ Everything ! everythmg 1"
eried the poor girl.

“ From what

“From my wicked step-mother. 'O, you

“know not what she is capable of doing.”

* But she cannot have power to do much.”

“Yes she hus. I have seen enough to
know that she gained from my father some fear-
ful suthority: You heard him last night speak
of a paper ¥’

¢ Yes,” returned the Moor in & . thonghtful
mood ; * and now I bethink me, he ewdently
Wanbed it burned.”

“ What coyld it have been ?’ half uncon-
sdtously murmured Theresa.

Phe Moor entertained a thought that startled
him, but ke hid his emotion from the troubled
orphan, and in a soothing tone he replied :

"+ Let time bring it to light. But let me

passionately

assure you that 8o long as I am alive, you have
a hope of escape from the thraldom that your
stop-mother would foree you irito. Onee in
Toledo, T had ' transaction with your father,
and its provisions are not yet all fulfilled.
Strange as it may seem, you were deeply inter-
ested in its results, and if I fail not inmy ecal-
culations, T shall yet be able to 1ift you from the
power of Donna Anita.”

Theresa almost forgot her other causes of sor-
row as she listened to these strange words of
the Moor. He spoke earnestly, sincerely, and
whatever might have been the secret of his pow-

er, the orphan believed that he spoke ".e -
truth.

¢ Now if Fernando Gonzales comes not bacl
to you, you can casily overcome your sorrow on
his account. You have seen }nm bat o few
short minutes-—’ ‘ .

“Ah, but we were children bagether,
monrnfally interrupted Theresa.

“ Yes, but six long years of separation must
have somewhat ‘soothed the pangs of parting,
and you could not have called all back again
during the two short meetings you have held.”

“ Abu' Malec,” said the fair girl, with a
soft, sweet earnestness ; * suppose you were to
lose some. cherished relic—some themento in

- | which the whole of your soul was bound up,

and six long yesrs were to pass away ere you
found it again. During that time you have
never once forgotten it, nor cessed to mourn
its loss. At the expiration of that period you
unexpectedly find the lost treasure. At the
first moment of recognition would your affection
for it be cooled or augmented byythe lapse of
time since last you saw it "™

The Moor smiled ‘at the girl’s simile, and
turning to where lay his monkish habit, he

"picked it ap and drew it on.

«T understand your meaning,” he said,
“ and I sympathize with you ; but with regard
to Fernando, you must school your heart for the

worst ; you will then be prepa.red for the best.

As far ag your step-mother is concerned, she

‘must havednore power than I think she has, if
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ghe can thwart me. I must go 0w, for Ihave
already stayed longer than I intended. God
bless thee, Theresa, and give thee strength to
bear up yet a little longor.”

The Moor spoke—and was gone !

. To the mind of Theresa de Tavora it all seem-

ed like a rhingled, changing dream. From the

. moment of her first meeting with Fernande, at

her mother’s grave to the present time, incidents
had erowded upon her with such rapidity that
she could hardly realize that they had come and
gone. Her soul was the home of 2 strange trio
of emotions. Of her step-mother and her or-

phan condition she stood in deep dread-#for

[

Fernando she experionced the liveliest " griefie
and in the Moor she was hound up in wonder ;.
but wpon the grief-point her soul hung, and from
one to the other, of fear and wonder, it wavered

lilke the vibrations of a nicely balanced seale-

beam.

She wondered how Abu Malel gained ad-
mittance to thé house—she wondered how he
could feel such sn interest .in her; but after
wondering all she could, she found that she was
as far from any sort of a conclusion as before, so

she came back to the gloomy reslities that sur-
rounded her.




CHAPTER X.

i

THE PURSVIT.

HE gray streaks of dawning day were
© just beginning to drink up the stars that

. lung over the eastern horizon, when Fernando
Gronzales heard the low murmunng of the Al
berehe river, but almost at the same moment he
heard & round from the opposite direction that
made his heart beat quick, and called a biapch-
spob to his cheek. It was tho elattering of
horses” hoofs ! ‘

Ho had left the woods nearly a quattor of a

‘mile behind him, and between him and the river

-the ground was only grown with grass, save

where here and there a small elump of bushes

had been left standing to mark tho boundaries
of the different grazing lots. To the left, at the
distance of half a mile,. stood throe or four small
huts, just beneath a mountain that rose to tho
oaatward, and thore it was that the yeuth had
lmped to procure & beat in which_to cross the
river.

An ingtant’s listening assured him thaf the
Horses were gwiftly approaching hiin, and erc he
could run a dozen rods he saw them emerge
. from the wood. He wos confident, however,
_ that he was not dispovered, for the gloom was

yet so decp that he couid with difficulty make
out the dusky forms of the horsemen, and with
the hopes of evading them entirely he mstantly
Inid himself down in the tall grass, determined
to run the rigk of their coming across him,

With his car to the ground he could distinetly

hear the tramp of the animals, and a flutter of
joy played in his heart as. he thought they
were making for the scanty settlement:

Only ahout three minutes had pissed when
ho involuntarily started to his feet, for a horse

was almost upon him.

“ Oriez! Senor stranger,”

horgeman, instantly reining ap hxs steed.
“ What are you doing here ¥’

Tt was not one of the familiars! Ferna.ndo
gazed up into. his interlocutor’s. face, and found
him to be an ubter stranger. ‘ |

“You con’t be a bandit,” econti tied, the
horsemnan ; * for you mint srmed.” ?

“ Nog’ returned the young man, as & lucky

thought struck him, * but I thonght: you might

be bal
* Ha, ha, ha," laughed the stranger, with &

right good will. :
-Which way are you travelling ?”

exclaimed the '
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v You do us s.m honof, truly.

“To the southward.”

« Then you cross the river

¢ Yeog, if I can find a boat.”

“ You’ll find one at the Wabawas yonder.
Quite a village for such a name, isn’tit? Come,
old Musquite’s got.a boat.”  *

« T follow on.”

The horseman started off in pursuit of his
companions, but while Fertando. stood reflcet-
ing upon the course he should pursue he noticed

that his, interlocutor was coming back aceom- '

panied by 2 second rider, and he could now see
that the whole party consisted of eight men:
Let what would come, he know there was no
use in flecing, so he calmly awaited the result
of this new movement. -

 Stranger,” said the second 1101seman a
powerful, ‘dark-looking man, as he came up to
the side of Fernando; . we take it that you'
haven't paid your toll yet.”

The truth at once flashed upon the young
man’s mind.

“ What money have you got about you ?”

¢ Not more than enough to ecarry me to my
journey’s end,” returned the youth, in a calm{
tone, for the prescnce of banditti was a paradise

“ compared with the atmospherc that hung about

the Inguisition. .

-4 Just show us your purse.”

Fernando knew ‘there would be no use i
hesitating or prevaricating, so ho at once drow

forth his purse and hamled it to the dark-look-
" ing bandit.

“ On my soul, this is « hoavy One--and all
gold, too, as' T live. You pay well for your
crossing, stranger,” -

* But you will not take my-all,” urged Fer-
nando, inan impldring tone. I am 2 strangcr
in this section.” ‘

0, no, wo wont leave you tg starve. How

- far are you going ?"*

* To Guadaloupe,” said the young man, at
& venture. ‘

“ Let’s see—that's about thn*fy leagues, eh,
Rodrigo 7

 Yes," retumetl the ot.hcfp

*“ Now lot’s caleulate.” And. the bandlt
bcwan to count his fingers. ¢ There'll bo four
days, and time to spare. You ought to got
along on a pistareen a day, but I'll be gen-
crous and allow you a dollar. ~ Well, there—
take two pistoles. ‘You can foot it through
Spain on that.” ‘

“Will you not give me back my purse ?
It was the gift of a friend.”

Yernando could not give up the only memon-
to he had of Therosa.

*“Yes, take your purse.”

As the bandit spoke he tossed the purse
upon tho ground, and then, with a broad laugh,
he continued :

- You must excuse us for the liborty we have
taken, stranger, but the toll we take from tray-
ellors is all we have to live upon. Farowell,
and may suecess’ attend you.” '

Tho bandits turned and rode away, leaving
their vietim with ample food for-réflection.  The
whold party of horsemen seemed to hold a short
consultation after tho two ** toll-gatherers ”* had
joined them, and then, mcte'ld of procecding
towards the little village of huts, thoy started
off to the left, and soon dlsappoared in the wood
at the northern slope of the nearest mountain.

At first, Fernando had beon inclined to treat
his loss as trifling, but o fow moments’ consid-
eration brought him to the fact that he had
sustained ono of the greatest misfortunes that
could have befallen him. He hmd now no
means to purchase & horse, and what eould he
do without one? He know that the familiars
could arouse plenty of -asgsistance in their pur-
siit, and that with his slowly moving feot for

1 his sole dependence, his chances of eseape were

rendored dubious. However, he wasted o
tire in useless repinings.

Ithad now grown to be broad daylight, :md
with quick step the young man hastened to-
wards the huts. Bome of the men were stirring,
with ong of whom, Fernando quickly struck up
a bargain for being put -across the river, and
having bought a couple of miserable black bis-
ouits, he trusted hxmse]f within the apology for

¢
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o bost Whlch his ferryman had procured, and
ere long he was landed safe upon the other
side. Ho had” coppers enough in his pocket to
gatisfy the demands of his boatmian, and having
stepped upou the shore, he turved back and
asked : #

« How far is it to Talavern. de I». Reyna 2

+¢ Just fourteen leagues, senor.”

¢ And, the most direct Toute 7

The boatman stepped up on to the bank.

¢ You see that road that runs fo the right
around the hill ¥’

“ Yes.” 7

« Well, that’s the direct road, and the near-
est by two leagues. That narrow road to the
left, there, just where you see those goats, also
lends to Talavers, but it runs sround through
the little village of Laduez, and so it’s much
farther.” : ' .

~¢¢ Thank you I ghall take the rond\rto, the
right of course.’

Fernando kept on in the direct road il his
informant had disappeared, and then he took a
short cut across td the other road, for he enter-
tained & feor that his pursuers might come
across his boatman ‘and question him. He cared

little for Talavera de la Reyna, so that he might
rench the Tagus and eross over into the country
beyond, and gain the rugged fastnesses of the

Sierra de Toledo, where he felt that'he should
be safa.

When our hero guined the marrow road he
pushed hurriedly on. At a small brook he
stopped long enough to quench his thirst and
soak one of his biscuits, and his scanty breakfast
he eat os he walked slong. He met several
mule drivers dunng the forenoon, and though
the way was sach that he could not avoid them,

“yet hd passed them without remark. Tt was
high nioon when he reached the village of Laduez,
_a small place, eontaining not more than a dozen
houses, and having found among them one
-which afforded entertainment for travellers, he
determined to rest awhile and procuge a, dinner,
for the wrotobed bread he had ‘cbtained at
* Wabawaa not only failed to - satisfy his hunger,
but it actually made him sick ; and without some

substantial nourishment, he knew that he should
not be able to proceod.

The owner of the house. was sn accommeo-
dating little fellow, and a good dinner of dried

goat's flesh and eggs/ was soon sot before the N

hungry fugitive. He almost forgot the danger
from which he was fleing, as he found himself
discussing the merits of the really good victuals,

and he had nearly finished his meal, when the

voice of the host arrested hig attention.
« Katrina,” cried he, * where.are you ?”
A shrill voide from a.distent part of the

| house responded to the eall.

“ Come down here qumk and set thmgs to
nghts in the front room.’
¢ Dear gaints alive, master, what is the mat-

ter 7 asked the shrill voice, just as o pair of

heavy wooden elogs came c]a.ttenng down the’
stairs.

** Matter enough. Here comes more travel-
lers, and good ones, too, for they are on horse
back. Of course, they’ll want refreshments.””.

“ They haint stopped here yet, have they 2

« Stopped, dunca? No. They've just top
ped the hill.”’ -

~Fernando stopped to hear no more, but leap-
ing quickly from the table he sprang to the win-
dow, and’ pushing aside a cluster of vines that
grew over the, hght lattice, he Jooked forth to-
wards the hill he himself passed. At the’
foot of it, and rapidly approaching the village, .
he saw four horsemen, and though he could not
recognizo either of the familiers among: them,
yeot the presence of an armed monk satisfied him -
at oned that they were upon his track. His
first thought was of immediate flight ; but if he .
went off without paying for his dinner, he would

-'be sure to call his host after him, and thereby,

perhaps, rush directly into an arrest.

- Summoning up all the pelf-possession.of which
he was master, the young man sought the land-
lord. mnew that the least show of anxiety
would excite the suspicions of that individual,
bnd he strove to show none.

“ ¥l puy for my dinner,” said Fernando,
havling out one of his pistoles.
“ You're in a hurry, senor.

; ?, Wogt you stop
and rest ?' ‘ :
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“I'll take a turn in your garden first, and

affer that perbaps, I may aceept your offer.”
-« T declare, senor, I shall have to send over

to old Gildrive'sto get this gold changed. Sent
‘to Talavera this morning after mules hnd haven’t
got a pistole left. *’Tisn’t but a little ways to
Gildrive’s, and he’ I be gare to-have it. Ka-
trina !” ,

¢ Dear saints alive, what 75 the matter ¥’

* Here, dunce, take this pistole—"’

< T'll take the change when I return,”.hasti-
ly interrupted Fernando, upon whose brow the
big drops of sweat Were beginning to collect,
for the tramp of the approaching horses could
now b distinetly heard. -

¢ You'll find it a pleasant walk around through
that—"’ ‘ ,

# 0, yes, T see.  Beautiful.”

“Fernpndo stopped to hear no more of his
host’s direetions, but making for the back door
ag guickly as possible, he gained a sort of grape-
vine hedge, and when once behind it he glided

switly along towards the foot of a ‘wooded hill]
"that lay about two furlongs distant.
ed the hill, passed around it, and seeing, 2 small | »

He gain-

opening in the bushes ahead, where there seem-
ed to be & goat and mule path, he struck into
it, and soon found himself in a still wider path
that led up from the road, and which ho re-
membered to have passed on his way to the inn.

Had the young man only stopped to sce the

operations of the four horsemen, he might pos- |-

sibly have been saved from the fate towards
which he was now rushing, for he would have
known that twoof the pursuers turned down
the very path into which he had entered ; but
it was now too late, for within a rod of the very

* spot where he emerged from the shrubbery, the

two horsemen had halted, and appeargd to be
holding a eonsultation wupon the course it' was
best for them to pursue.

. With that desperate energy which the pres-
ence of fearful danger sometimes gives to a man,
Fernando settled at once upon cool determina-

-tion.  Flight, in any direction, was out of the
question, and with a bold face he walked delib- | 4

4

erately forth into the middle of the path and
kept on to the southward, .

For a momeit the riders seemed inclined to
let him pass on without molestation. . Fernan-
do did not turn his head, but ho could hear
them utter a_fow burried sentences, and then
the horses came clattering after him. .

“—ss-81"” uttered one of the horsemen, in

‘| that peculiar hiss which the lower elasses of

Spdniards use to attract attention.

‘Fornando turned.

“ Where does this path lead 9 asked the
horseman, at the same time seanning the youth
from head to foot.

-Our hero was puzzled, and his guostioner

“ Senor 1

‘noticed it.

* It leads back to the road.”

* But whither the way you were going 7’

“Up among the sheep pastures,” retumed
the youth, at  venture.

“ You dpn’t look much like a shephord, at
all events,”” said the horseman, with a cosrse
grin. Then turning to his compn.nmn, he con-
tinued :

“ Guess this iy the chap, Beppo.”,

“ Of course it is.’

¢ Aint- you from the Alberchc this "mora
ing ¥’ asked the first speaker.

“Well, suppose T am.?’ uttered Fornando,
his heart sinking within him.

“ Why, thon it's likely you came from Mon-
ton.”

Fernando made no reply.

* And perkaps from Suint Justin’s P’ eons -
tinued the horseman, with a low, chucklmg
langh. =+ O there’ sno use of denying yourself' '
you are our prisoner.”’

A prisoner ! and for what 1"

. The young man tried hard to keep back the

{deadly fenr that had seized upon him, buf it

was of no avail: Ho knew that he was fairly
discovered, and that escape was beyond his
power.

“Q, you know well enough for what. The
abbot wont eharge you anything for the bed you
cut to pieces last night, but you see it hasn’t
one you any good.” .
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. As the fellow thus dehvered himself, he slid
down from his saddle and’ grasped Fernando
by the arm.  He was 2 stout, remorseless-look-
ing man, whose dress and manners showed him
to be one of those accommodating individuals,s
ever ready to hunt or ﬁght steal or rob, or to
help the epies of the Inquisition when call was
made. They would conduch.a benighted trav-
eller to the convent in safety, and then robhim
the next morning as soon as he entered “the.
wood ; and some people even whispered. that
the good monks of St. Justin had other garbs
than the cowled gown, which they wore on par-
tieular gecasions. But bs that as it may, Fer-
nando knew that the more quietly he demeaned
himself, the more easily he should be treated,
and without a word of resistance he oheyed the
directions of bhia captors. s hands were tied |,
behind him, and in this manner he was driven.
back into the road, and from thence to the inn
he had left, where the monk and his companion
were found eorily seated in the entry drmkmg
wine.

“ Got him, old bald pate,” shonted the fel-
low who had captured Fernando, a3 be rode up
to the door.

The monk dropped his wine-cup and sprang
out into the yard, where he fairly danced with
delight as he saw the prisoner.

«Didn’t make out, ¢h?’ he vulgarly ex-
claimed, slapping the youth on the shoulder.
“You made a bold push, though.”

TFernando noticed this monk as one who
must have recognized him at tife convent, and
without the least remark in reply, he stood calm-
' \»{Nf\}aitMg the disposal that was to be mada of

i You shall have your change, at all avents,”
said the host, who now understood the whole,
affuir, at, the same time extending a handful of
silver. '

¢ T’Il take charge of that,” uttered the monk,
stretehing forth his filthy hand. y '

He laughed as he put the silver in his poueh,
and soon afterwards he turned his attention to-
wards the procuring ofa horse. He demanded
ong of the host in the name, and under the au-

-
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thonty, of the Holy Inquisition, and of course
the poor publican had to obey, but under the
promise, however, that the beast should be safe-

ly returned. Upon the back of this ‘horse,

Fernando was firmly secured, and after. taking
another gulp of wine, the monk set his party
back on the road he had come.

‘When they reached the Albérche, Fernando .

learned from the conversation of his guard that
another party bad gone on towards Talavera de
la Beyna by the western road, and he discover-
ed, too, by the manner of the old boztman who

had put him across the river, that that .indi- =
vidual had been the director of the effective

movement against him.

It was just dark when the party reached the
convent of St. Justin. ~ Mouret and the famil-
iars had already returned from their search, and
were anxiously watching for the arrival of other
parties who had been sent out. He fairly liftod
Fernando from his saddle after the Iashings had
beon cast off, and his utter detight seemed to
be so great that he found ddﬁcu]ty in expresa-
ing himsek in words.

“ Arg yoy not the same man who lodged ‘
here o few nights since "’ asked the old abbot,

as he regarded the youth by thelight of a lamp
that hung in the eonvent porch,

1 was here,” returned Fernando, remark-
ing the fised look of the abbot. '

¢ You had a companion with you?”
*Yes. One that I picked up on the road.”

“You make a strange choice of travelhng ‘

companions.”’
¢ T had no chmce about it.
ghelter here from the storm.”

We both sought

The abbot’s eyes remained ecarnestly fixed

| upon the prisoner for some fime, and when he

turned away the words ¢ curfous,” *‘ strange,”
dropped from his lips. ‘ .
‘Again was Fernando disposed of for the
night in the eonvent of 8t. Justin, but this time
a guard was placed in his room, so that all hopes
of escape were at once cut off, and he knew
that when he retired to sleop again, it would be
in the confines of a dungeon

&

. tenfold power.

_engaged in. She mowrned alone, and she did
“truly mourn—not alone for the death of her

CHAPTER XI.

TH¥ DISINHERITED,

WO weoks had passed away subsequent to

the death of Don Pedro de Tavora.
Donna Anita and Isabel had mourned in the
mpst approved style, and now they had begun to
be lavish of their ¢ witching glances.” The
widow had at first appeared inconsolable under
her affliction ; but two weeks had softened the
pangs of lonelmess, and the bloom of her cheek
and the bright smile of her eyes returned with

The masses had oll been said, the bier-tapers
had been extmgmshed snd as the priests re-
coived the widow's gold they agsuted her that
the goul of her husband had reached the regions
of eternal bliss.

In thie meaningless mummery that had been
kept up over the death of her father, Theress
had taken no part, for her soul turned eway in
loathing from the hollow-hearted rites that others

father, but other causes opened the fountain of
her sorrow. She had not yet forgotten her awn
mother. . The dark vacuum that had been left

YN

tle Maduline had not yet been filled, nor did it
seem that earth eould ever supply that loss.
Often, often, dunng the past fortnight,” had she
wished that she might join her seinted mother
m the other world.

" It was early in the day. . Theresa aat in her
chamber, and in her lap lay a lute. She had
been trying to sing, but the attempt h'mi result-
ed in go meluncholy a strain that ghe gave it up.
The sound of the vibrating strings kad just died
away, when the young girl's thouglita were in-
terrupted by the entrance of Beatrice, the old
house-keoper. She closed the door slowly and
systematically behind her, uand then, with the
‘most mysterions air imaginable, she seated her-
self upon an ottoman direotly facing the orphan.
o« Therese,”’ she eaid, in studied accents and
emphasis, ‘¢ your mother wants you to join her
in the great. drawing-room.” And then the old
woman threw ‘back her head,-and olosed’ her
lipa'rard, as thongh she held somethmg in f.he
background of vast importance.

‘ Does she want me now?” = |

4

* She said just a8 800R 85 you could get

* ‘!

in the world of her love by the loss of the gen-

mﬂdy Ei
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“ Then I will prépare at once.”

Theresz, saw at once that Beatrice had -some-
thing weighty upon her mind, but she knew that
the quickest way to get at it would be to leave
her to herself. So she deliberately began to
arrange her lute in 1ts case.

“ There’s been some strange doings in the
house this morning,” ventured the ‘old woman,
after fidgeting for some time in her seat.

* Ah,” uttered Theresa, and then she closed
the Iute-case and locked it.

*Yes, Father Raymond has been here.”

Theresa inveluntarily shuddered.

“ And three or four officers that I never saw
before. They arc all in the, great drawing-
room now.’ o

The old woman seemed determined to say no
more till she was questioned.

¢ And what have they been doing ?”-asked
Theress. She spoke in tones that highly grati-
fied the old house-keeper, becauss they betrayed
en interest in the developments she had to
make.

“ They've been: overhauling ‘papers. all the
morning. They've been into the old count’s

library and opened all his drawers, and soma of | -

the papers they burned and some they tied ap

" and put back again.”

~ # Ifthe proper officexs are present, then that
may he all right, Beatrice.”

-¢¢ Ak, Theresa, I «can tell something by the
looks of people’s eyes. - Pmold, and T've learn-
ed in my day te understand a preat deal that I
don’t hear epoken nor see done. "Now there
was yowr own dear mother—God bless her
sweet soul—nobody wouldnt have wanted to
hear her speak to know that she was a perfect
angel. You eould see it in her eyes, and you
could read it in that benutiful smile. that always

. lay ground her mouth. Don’t ery, Theresa, for
your mother was an angel. Ak, how happy
wo all usad to be, when we zaw her moving
about the house~—but ah me, those times are
passed.”’

Beatrice wiped a tear from her eye, and hav-
ing devently erossed herself, sho proceeded :

of Donna Anita, and I know that the thotghts

ghe has this morning are all born of evil. Her

eyes have been all on fire, and she has been

smiling, too.” :

¢¢ She smileg, perhaps, because her prescribed

geason of mourning has passed »

s No, no, there’s more than that in the smiles

that I saw this morning.  That old monk smiled

and chuckled, too, and T héard him gay that

in the world. Then she said, *poor Lheresa,’
and then both of them laughed Aint there
something in that 7’ -
The poor orphan’s blood ran eold, for -she
felt how sad was her situstion. She knew that
those who should have been her sympathizers
only mocked at her misery, and though she had
ne means of guessing at the nature of the busi-
ness now on foot, yet the darkest fears were
aroused, for ghe remembered the dying words of
her father, and the half uttered 1nJunet10n they
contzined.

1 will go now,” said Theresa, rising from
‘her geat. ** Lam prepared for the worat.”
© T'm afraid not,”” uttered Beatrice.

erable, my kind old friend.” .

“¢ Giod grant it—but T'm a.fraid*”

* Don’t eall up more fear than necessary,”
urged the young gitl. ¢ It willbe time enough
when I am called upon to realize it.’’

(), I wouldn’t hurt your. feehngs for the
world, Theresa; I only wanted to have you
prepared for thelr businesy, because then you’ll
know better how to meet them,”

you, too.”

Theresa -passed-out from her room, and de-
scended to the drawing-room, where she found
her stop-mother in company with Father Ray-
mond, and three civil justices.

ous papers, some of which were spread open,
while others appeared to have heen lately sealed,
a8 a taper was still burning, with a roll of wax

" laying by its side.

¢ Now I've learned to réad the very thoughts

** Theresa de Tavora, I believe ?* smd one of
the oﬂicers, without moving from his seat. '

. tice, **to witness the last administration of

. pleaswre to inform you that through the  kind.
. ness of Donna Anita, you are made the undis-

your step-mother was the most fortunate woman _

“to you on the day of your marriage.

" all over to his widow.”

o They canuot wake me much more mis-

© phan heard it to the end, and then, with one

¢ I understand you, Beatrice, and I thank

- tignature, and was attested by competent wit-
‘nesses. Fvery inch and every 1ial of Don

The Intter three - -
were gifting by a table upon which were vari-’

‘but she was also made. the gole guardmn of the

1
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Donna Anita informed him that i was,
“We have called you,”” continued the jus-

your late father’s property, and’ T have the

puted possessor of five thousand pistoles. Quito
a snug Little sum.” )

““ Five thousand pistoles, senor §”

¢ That is the exact sum,” returned the jus-
tice, reachlng over and drawing a paper towards
him. “Five thousand pistoles, to be paid over
I think
that is aceording to your wishes ?”

The last remark was sddressed to Donna
Anita, and she graciously nodded assent. '

‘Theresa stood aghast. Five thousand pis-
toles! She counld not helieve it.

* My father’s estabes‘ were worth soveral mil-
lions,” she uttered.

“Q, yes, yor—thatis true; but he has made

“ Tell her the whole. Ezplain it ail,'_’ said
the iron-hearted step-mother.

Theresa’s face was already ag pale and rigid
as marble. A gimmering of the whole fatal
truth broke like an ice-bolt upon her heart, and
when she lopked towards the justice, she only
seemed waiting for the last cold breath . that
was to freezo up her soul forever.

The officer opened a large parchment roll
that lay by his side, and in a ¢istinet, business-
like voice, he regd ity contents. The poor or-

decp groan, she sank insensible upon the foor |
She wae utterly disinherited.
That instrament had been drawn up at hor
father's command. It bore his broad seal and

Pedro’s property had been settled upon his
lawful wife, Donna Anita, and, more terrible
than aught else, not only had the titles of Qsms,
been settled upon the widow and her children,

helpless orphan !

The justice sprang from his seat as he saw
the girl sink upon the floer, and he raised her
head in his lap. Douna Anita called for some
of the servents, and. with such. restoratives as
they eould command, they sought to restore the
ill-fated orphan to her senses.. She was remov-
ed to a divan, and gradually she began to re:
cover, when tho servants were ordered-to leave
the }oom, the widow assuring them that it was
only a sudden dizziness that had. uﬁ'&oted. the
““ poor dear girl.” ‘

. Theresn opened her eyes and fixed them upon
the faco of hor step- mother. A moment. they
tested there, and then thoy closed, for the Eight
was lilte a daeath-scroll to her vision.

. ** Are you not yet recovered "’ . asked Amta.

* Roecovered ? 0 God! to what. a dread-
ful thing have my sendos roturned! 'Twas,
aruel to bring mo again to life.”

¢ She wanders yet,” Bmd the unfecling widow,
turning to the justice. “‘Her mind has Meen
unsteady for a long time.’

Again Therosa opened her eyos—the base

‘| folschood went clanging to'her soul-—she was

weak and heart-broken, and she burst into tea.rs.
She had no friend now-—no protector——she  had
beau stripped of her all-—the home of her fath-
- had passed from her, and she had. hoen
given to the remprseless guardianship of one
who had over heen her persecutor. She paw
the very birthright that God had given her
snatched away and bestowed upon another, ‘and
she knew that she had heen left 88 & mer chat-
tel in the hands of one who would fail not' to
rule her with an iron will,
41 am willing tosdd another thougand. pie-
tolos to the sum I have thore mentioned,” snid
Dorina Anita. “I would' not surely subjeet
the child to want.”
0, your gift is quite enough as it stands ?
quickly replied the old meonk, ¢ Really, you .
heve already shown your. generosity to an ex
tent the.girl had no nght to expeot}”

“1 giveit freely.”
¢ Of course. We all know the goodnem of
your hoart.””’

What a blow wasthis! No wonder poor
’I'herasa, that thou didst sink ‘beneath it,

Donns Anita tried to call up & blsuh at the.
remark, and then she' rephed
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i:.#¢ Some might have Iet, the poor girl- go with-
oub a dollar, but I sould not find the heart to
do that.”’

Theresa could bear this no longer. Her
tears ceased flowing—she sprang to her feet, and
regarding her step-mother with a flashing look,
she gaid: |

“T know where I am placed, snd I know
full well the power you have contrived—"’

« Qontrived 2

* Don’t interrapt me.’

The widow fairly shrank before the msplred
gaze of that wronged girl.

I know the power you have gamed and I
know, too, how you will use it; but I call on
(God to witness that my father meant not that

- this ghould have been so.” ‘

Anita smiled a demoniac smile, and pointed
significantly at the parehment,

“1 know you have that iustrument, but my
father wished it burned. It wns the last wish
he spoke,.and you heard 1!3 _He loved me, and
he blessed-—"'

¢ Hush! you know not what you are talking
shout.”’

Aaita spoke this with forced calmnoss, but
one would not have been under the necessity
of over-gtrict ohservation to have seen that™ the
fierce passion-fire was raging within.

“ Know not what I'm talking about 7 poe
peated Theresa. * And do ye-think the cub
can Jose its dam and not know it ? Do ye think
the lamb oan feal the fangs of the prowling
wolf and not know wherefore it writhes in pain ?
Not know of what I talk ? Base woman, I do
Know, and 80 do you. You know how you
have seduced ‘my father from his -duty—how
you contrived to traduce me in his hearing—how
you tore his love from my sainted mother, and
how you urged him to the signing of that in-

«gtrument. You know all this, and if you be
possessed of & human heart it must fearfully
seorch and writhe beneath such a Joad of blast—
ing guilt.”

" “T1 knew sho was sllghtly deranged,” said
Donna Anita, turning to the justice. Shehad
effectually hidden her rage, and & dark smile

lurked about her mouth. * She hag for the
last year been in the habit of wandering off

among the tombs and grave-stones, and I fear
tha

“ 0, God forglve her!” fell from Theresa’s -

lips, and again she sank down insensible.

Even the step-mother was startled by the
depth of that ejaculation, and the three justices
moved uneasily in their seats, for though they
could have no veice' In the matter farther than
to carry out the instructions of the old eount’s
written will, yeb they could not fail to sce how
base had heen the means tha'h had brought about
such a result,

Donna Anita had somewhat misealeulated the _

effects of her development upon the step-daugh-
ter. Sbe had not thought that the timid girl
would dare to upbraid her; but as matters
stood now, she deemed it besb to get rid of
Theresa as guietly as possible, and to this end:
she called for assistarice and had her taken at
once to her ropm. After this had been done
the officers duly recognized the validity of the
widow's claims, and she was fully possessed of
all her deccased husband’s ‘estates and titles, to
be by her holden or disposed of as she willed.

Theresa de Tavora had been conveyed to her
bed, and under the efforts of Beatrice she soon
regained her ! consciousness.
voice of the old house-keeper, and she opened
her eyes. . »

“ Ia she here 13’ the poor girl asked with an
msatinetive shudder.

“ No, no,” returned DBeatrice. * But tell
me, Theresa, what they’ve beén deing ?”

0, horrible ! horrible 1"’

** But what is it, Theresa 1

“¢ What is it ?"" repeated the orphan, with

startling vehemence, half-springing from her -

bed. ** O, blesged Virgin Mary, they've made
me—"

There was a Borce struggle in her bosom—-a
sob broke forth and checked herLspaech and
olasping her hunds above her brow, she sank
heavily back upon her plllow, .

“ Poor dear thmg, uttered Beatrice, 25 she
started forward, ¢ she’s fainted again.
wicked womsan P

She heard the -

Q, that

CHAPTER XII.

&

THE AUTO-DA-FE.

N one of the da:rkiaat cells of the prison of
the Holy Inquisition, at Madrid, lay Fer-
nando Gonzales. e had been there nearly
two weeks, for with a picce of mortar he bad
kept an account of the days as they fled, by
seratehing them down upon the damp granite
wall. At the top of “the cell were two small
holes, not over three inches square, which ad-
mitted all the’light that came in, and which re-
vealed a thickness of nearly four feet in the out-
er wall. The young  prisoner’s eyes had be-
come used to the.meagre light, and he kad been
enabled to study out the various pencillings and
goratches that former prisoners had left behind

" them. Theyall told the same fearful tale, and

all had gone to the stake /

The young man had spoken with no one since
his confinement, and, save the jailer, who on
each morning brought & loaf of black bread and

. a mug of water, he hid seen no human face.

He had had no trial, no questioning, but on
the very dight of Lis arrival ho had been thrust
inte the.@mgeun where he had sinco remained.
The sharp’ pangs of grief had passed ; sorrow
had- gone; hope’s lamp had long been burned

out ; and the unfortunate youth had sunk into
that dark world of calm despair, whore minis-
ters of death nlone apeak to the sénses.

The small apertures in the wall had been
illumined by the light of day some three or four
hours, when the osken door of the cell was ,
opened and the rays of a candle shot into the
place. TFor a minute or two, Fernando’s eyes
shrank fiom this new addition of light, but he
soon overoame the difficulty, and was enabled -
to examine the visitors, There were three of
them—moen robed in black, and wearing the
insignia of inguisitors. One of them carried in
his hand a large book, the covers of which were
black velyet, bearing upon each » cross; anoth-
er carried the light, while the third bore the
holy-rod of office.

“ What is your name " asked he who beld
the book, as he sat down upon the prisoner’s
stool and opened the volume before him.

s Fernando Gionzales,” returned . the young
man, involuntarily casting his eyes over the
blood-colored . characters upon the parchment
leaves. '

“ What was your father’s name P’ °
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¢ Alfongo.”

* Where did he reside six. years ago?”
“In Avila.”

“ ' Why left he there ¥’ continued the inguis-

itor, making a red eross upon his book for each.

of the questions. he had asked.

“He fled from the power of the Imquisi-
tion.”

Another cross was made, and then the ques-
tioner turned to him who held the staff. -

¢ That is safficient ?”’

“Yes.”

“T believe we need no more information 1"

“No. His own adinissions supersede the
neeessity of further procedure.”

¢ Then I'll place bim at number fifteen, next
to Simon 8t. Guiez.” '

Fernando started as he heard that name,
for he remembered it well. Bt Guiez had
been for eight long years a prisoner, and his
offence was, that he had unguerdedly denounced
the pope as an unfeeling monster, ‘and declared

that he would not bow to_the papal authority. |

' He had then attempted to seek the protection
of Elizabeth, of England, when the myrmidons
of the Inquisition grasped him. All Spain
knew the fate which had been reserved for that
brave knight, and' Fernando saw the eonsum-
mation of his own fate approaching.

. *“TFernando Gonzales,”” read the inquisitor
from his book, ¢ te-morrow, at .dawn of day,

you will be taken hence tp meet the doom you

so riohly deserve. The Holy Inquisition sen-
tences you to the flames—the ehurch sanctions
the act, end Almighty God approves it. Pre-
pare your soul for its last earthly trial.”

The prisoner made no reply, for he had noth-
ing to say. Tle asked no questions, for well he
knew that his daflc visitants never answered,
He sat him down wupon his rough straw pallet,
and for a long time he gazed vacantly upon the
door that had closed onee more upon his lone-
liness. ,

Fornando Gonzales was awakened from the
mental lethargy in which he had been wrapped
during the week that had been passed, for the
approach of a horrible death started his fears

and his griefs into new activity. The desire for
life arose strong in his young bosom, for he had
not yet become so weakened by confinement as ’
to lose the charms of existence. Bub others-
there were within those damp dungeons who re-
ceived the intelligence of their approaching fate
with real thankfulness—men who had grown old
and white-headed upon the noisome vapors of
their prison—for whom life had Tost all its at-

tractions, and who lookerl upon death a8 the an- .

gel of their release.
+The day wore slowly away—the cell of the
young Castilian grew -dark, and the convent

bells tolled the hour of midnight ere he thonght

of sleep. He stretehed his limbs upon his pal-
let, but repose visited him not. - Once or twice
ke sank into a drowsy state, but some horrid
dream started him up, and at length he com-
menced pacing his cell. He thought of his bé-

loved Theresa—of the pangs she must suffer,

and of the bittor regrets she would experience
when she heard of his fate ; and. he felt a mo-
mentary thrill of pleasure as he thought that
one, at least, would respeot and love his memory
after ke had gone.

Morning broke over Madrid, and as the sun

bagan to rise above the castern mountains, er- -

nando was led forth from his cell. In the yard
of the prison were arranged , eighteen ill-fated
victims who were to. feed the flunes, and our
hero made the nineteenth. Thero wore none
of them bound-—nono chained or shackled, but

-each was placed under the charge of two offieials
or voluntary suretics, one on each side of the .

prisoner ; and when they were all thus arrang-
ed the order was given to set forward. Those
who, from long confinement, were too weak to
walk, were placed upon tumbrils, while the
others were foreed to walk.

Already the excited populace were collected

outside of the wall, and their clamor foll harshly

upon the ears of young Gonzales as they hooted

and howled in mad anxiety to get a look at the

hereties. The big gate was thrown open, and
for several minutes the procession was detained
by the mass of human beings that came tumbling
into the yard. The soldiers scon eleared them

‘ en;oyment
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ayny, however, and the condemned of the -In-

. quisition were led forth. The way was flank-

od on either side by dense masses of the people
who had come forth to witness the auto-da-fe,
and the various garbs that met the.eye showed

~ that many of the eager spectators had come

from far back in the country. There were old
men and young men, old women and maidens,
and boys and girls; there were the nobles and
the beggars—the rich and the poor, the halt,
the lame and the strong—all, all, pushing and
shouting 23 the procession passed by.

The tide of human boihgs: set towards the |

great plaze where the terrible ceremony was to
be performed, and where one of the royal regi-
ments was already drawn up to keep the area of
the awuio elear.

Slowly and solemnly approached the con-
demned and their attendants, and at length they
entered the open space. On one side, like
dark speotres of Tartaros, arose a row of black-
ened, charred stakes, while near at hand were
huge heaps of fagots. Here the prisoners were
separated, and cnchled to the place of death.as-
signed him by the numbering of the inquisitor.
Fourteen had been lod out ere they came to
Ternando; then two rough-looking men seized
him by the arms and' conducted him to the
stale where the chains were ready to bind him.
Upon his left, ab the next stake, stood an old
man, with a snow-white head, whoese whole
weight was borne upon the shackles that bound
him. He was one of those who had becn
brought in a tumbril, -and Fernando at once
recognized him as Simon St. Guiez.

A bevy of barc-headed monks, with the in--

qulSltO!‘ general at their head, now walked along
in front of the condemned, and +they certainly
appeared to be in the highest state of mental
A sort of proclamation was read
by the herald, there was a flourish of trumpets,

‘and the way was cleared for the king. The

inquisitor geneml waved his hand towards the
victims, and his satellites began to heap the dry
fagots about them. Then all within the open

 ares Was silent again, but from without, where

the vast sea of human heads rose and fe‘ll like

[

the long waves of the hexving ocoan, there came
up a continuous murmur like the rumbling .of
distant thunder.

At length torches flashed and flickered from
the door of a small lodgo in one corner of the
enclosure, and in a few moments more, 5 wreath
of smoke curled up about the stake that stood
nearest to the paling. The halffrantic popu-
lace shouted and shrieked as they saw that the
business was actually commenced, and ere the
uproar had at all abated, the grim exceutioners
had reached the stake where stood Fernando.
“God be praised! I shall soon bé free
from the Satans of this world I” Ternando
heard cothe from the lips of St. Guiez. He
turned his head, and saw the old man’s hands
clasped towards heavon.

The fagots about the young Castilisn were
on fire. The devouring, hungry flames ran out
their forked tongues as they licked up the small
dry twigs, and anon they swelled and grew till
they began to roar forth their death-howl. On,
on, came the devouring element, fagot after
fagot orisped‘ and orackled, and the heat began
to wrap itself intensely about the condemned
youth,

Buddenly there was o movement about the
person of the king. Philip had taken a paper -
from the hands of the inguisitor general, and in
a fow moments more half-a-dozen men sprang
towards the vietims and glided swiftly along the.
burning line.

* Number fifteen 1"’ crled one of them.

“ Here, hore ! shouted & second pomtmg
to Fernando. -

In on instant the men gathered around bhe
young Castilian and bogan te hurl the flaming
fagots aszde, and ero he could realize what was

passing, the chains were cast from his body, and

he was led from the ember-laden, smolting spot.

A horse was led up, and he was ordered to

mount it. He asked no questions, for he was
too bewildered, but mechanically he climbed up
into the saddle und gathered the reins into his
hands. Two horsemen rode up, and beckoned ‘
for him to follow them. '
Fernando heard deep, heurb—rendmg groans”
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behind him, but he turned not to view the hor-
rid spectacle.

, means he had been saved from immediate death,
and gladly he followed "his mystenous guides
from the place

It wasg a difficult job to walk the horses

_He knew that by some strange | through the dense crowd, but they at last ac- -

comlihshed the undertaking, and when they
once gained the open street the guides started
off towards the southérn section of the c1ty

=
CHAPTER XIIL

PHILIP.

HEN Fernando bad an opfor@unity to
reflect upon what had passed, he found

himself in a small room, furnished in an almost
sumptuous style, and overlooking an extensive
garden. He had hardly convinced himself that

he was not the plaything of a dream, for the
 events of the morning still scemed an improbe-
- “bility in the face of the Inguisition, and though
he knew that he yet lived, yet he knew not for
how long the respite was to last.

Noon had passed, and the day was on its
wane, when g man appeared at the door of Fer-
nando’s room and reguested him to follow.

““Whera am I?’ asked the youth, as he
stepped forth into the passage beyond.

_ The conductor looked eumous]y into the fice
of Fernando, but he made no answer.

Our hero shuddered at the ominous silence
of his guide, for it savored marvellously of the
atmosphere of the Inquisition, but his thoughts
were soon engrossed by the magnificence of the
apartments through which he was being led, and
by the appearance of the gaudily-dressed men
who were standing about, all of whom regarded

- him with wondering expressions.
At longth his conductor passed a pan' of
heavy doors, and turning into a narrow passage

son 'v;elvet eov;:red wicket and knocked. The
door was opened, & lad with a powdered head

looked out, and s the guide whispered a- few

words in his ear, he immediately disappeared.
In a few moments, however, the door was again
opened, and the samelad bade the applicant en-
ter. The guide turned and ‘beckoned for the
young man to follow him. :

Fernando started back in astonishmeut as he

entered the apartment into which he had been

thus bidden, and with his brain almost recling
with exeitement, he cast his eyes about upon
the seene.
the walls of which were hung with tapestry of
erimson and gold, and adorned by numerous
paintings. At the upper end, upon a sumptu-
ous divan, and surrounded by a score of knights
and nobles, reclined Philip IT., of Spain.

“ Bire,” said the man who had condueted

Fernando, bowing low as he spoke, ‘“ this is he

whom you ordered me to brmg 3

Tho king started up to a sitting postﬁre, and

after regarding the youth for a moment, he bade
the messenger to withdraw.

“Do you remember me, senor?’ asked

Philip, while a slight smile broke over his still |

a fow steps beyond, he stopped at a small crim-

handsome dountenance.

The place was a high vaulted room, -
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~ young man looked at him again, a mew llght

" erful emotion, and he gazed into the face of the

curiosity, smiled.as he aaid :

on my way from Avila to the Escurial.

A

¢ 1 know you are my king, stammered Fer-
nando, hardly daring to raise his eyes.
~ “ How do’yon know it "’

Fernando gazed up, but he did not answer.

“Come, come, senor, look at me sharply,
and tell me if you have not seen me when 1
was anythmg but a king?”. .

. Philip spuke in amerry mood, and as the

‘

‘broke in upon him. He clutohed his hands in
nervous anxiety, his lip. trembled with a pow-

king lile one in a frantic dream.

“ You remember me, then 7’

¢ [—T—re-aa?

“Tush! man alive, speak out, for by our
lady, you’ve no resson to cower before me.
I've seen you whon. you looked me boldly
enough in the face. Don’t you remember it ¥’

I remember the mountain storm, gire.”

Ay, and you remember the torrent ¥’

“Yes, sire.’

““ And the’ ﬂoatmg horseman ?*?

* Yes, sire.” :

*And do you know who you szwed from a
watery grave 7V’

““ It must have been your majesty.”

“You are right, Senor Gonzales; it was
traly your king. Did I not tell thee, I might
at some day be able to return the debt?”

Those who stood around looked inquisitively
at the king, and he, noticing their unmistakable

““You, de Ioix, and you d’Acunha, must
well remember the night that T spent beneath
the roof of our good abbot of St. Justin '

“Yes, yes, sire.” _

“ Well, on that evening, T was, as you know,
I got
sepamted from my attendants, and in sttempt-
ing to force my horse across one of the swollen
streams, I was carried awsy by the furious tor- |
rent. T put forth Bl my efforts to start up my
steed, but he had become so utterly frightened
that he put not a movement towards the shore.
This young ‘man,was crossing the atrea.m below
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of hig own' life, he stopped in the very.channel
of the roaring flood—geized my horse’s bridle—
turned his head up the stream, and by almost
superhuman coolness and bravery he got me to
the shore.”

A low murmur of admiration ran through the
party of attendants, and they’ looked klndly
upon the young hero.

“You remember Don Alfonsu Gonzales
continued the king.

“Yes,” replied half-a-dozen voices.

*“ And you know that X had ﬁroscnbet.i his
whole family ?” ‘

 Yes, yos.”

““"T'his youth is the only one left. ~ The fomil-
iars at Avila arrested him and broujght *him
hither, and even though I paid them a round
sum for his delivery, yet thg cireumstance I
have related came not to my mind, and ’twas
not till I received the list of the condemned
from the hands of the general this morning,
that I thought of it. But, Semor Gonzeles,

{you are safo now, though you had a narrow

chance forit. By the suints, my lords and
noble gentlemen, the flames were wrapping
about him like a winding sheet when 1 sent the
fellows to releaso him. How felt you, young
sir P ‘

“ Perhaps, sire, it was something as you
must have felt when you were sailing away to-
wards the Alberche.”

*“ Bave that I was horribly chilled, while you
must have been marvellously warm,” rotorted
the king, with a light laugh. * But, in faith,
that’s no subject to jest upon. I think your
fathei is dead 1" v

* Both father and mother, sire.”

* And youhave no brother nor sister '

* Nons, site—on earth I have no kindred.”

*#“De Foix, touch that bell-eord m&.
you ”

The courticr obeyed and the sutmmons way
immediately answered by an officer in waiting.
¢ Bring me the folio wherein account is made
of the -confiscation of Don' Alfonso Gonzales’s
estates in Avila. It was entered six years ago

me. He saw me coming down, and st the risk

The secretary will assist; you.”




.
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* Now, Fernando,” eontmued the king, as
the officer thh"drew 3 “ T will make you some
slight remuneration for the favor you did me.
The sentence of proscription shall not only be
annulled, but you shall receive ~ back your
family estates. Some may call me hard-hearted
and eruel, and I have no doubt that my name
will go down to posterity eoupled - with many
-dark and bloody deeds; but poStrerlty will never
know the causes that have arisen about me like
threatening demons—those who in the future
Bhall read of Philip will-never see Plll]lP ]
soul.

The king bent his eyes: to the floor, and 2
gloomy cloud fiitted across his countenance ; but
-almost immediately the sedness passed away,
and with considerable energy he continued :

“ But there’s -one thing men can never pay
of Philip, that he ever forgot 2 kindness, or
failed to appreciate a favor.”

Again he sank into a melancholy mood, and
his thoughts seemed to be trayelling Back over
his strangely checkered kife-track. -The Span-
ish monareh was now an old man, but the deep
furrows'that marked his features, and the heavy
lines that erpssed his brow, were not all the
effects of age. e sometimes tried to hide the
fact from his own soul, but yet he eould not
de it, that remorse was ever busily workmg
within.

Disappointment, deep and bitter, flowed in
his cup. . There was one light gleaming from
the north thit paled the glitter of his crown.
Elizaboth' of England was to him a sourcé of
continuous disquiet, and had that mighty queen
never lived, Philip of Spain might have been
o different man.  Elizabeth nipped his towering
ambition in the bud, set at defiance his Catholic
magter's bulls and apathemas, snd reared her
Protestant standard high above them all. Then
poor Philip’s heart recoiled back upon himself;
his gloriously promising marrisge with Mary
had ended in bitter disappointment—he had
been thwarted in every movement towards re-
geining the hopes he had lost—the rea had been
strewn with his wrecked fleets, and now, as he
looked back upen the past, he saw but little for

which to be thankful, but much, very mueh,
for Whmh to mourn and regret.
The' messenger returned and placed in the

king’s hands 8 large book. Philip opened it
to where the secretary had placed 'a mark, and '
after earefully examining the page, he turned to

Ferriando, and said : ‘

“Your estates are held by Don Gomesz
d’Acosta, at the will of the erown, but you ghall
have them all back agam, and in return, I trust
that you will.ever remain true to me and my
interests '’

“1 swear it,” utterad the young man, ‘sink-
ing upon his knees, and looking up at his mon-
arch with a grateful expresaion. ,

I believe you.”

Philip seemed -somewhat affocted by his
young preserver’s manner, and perhaps at that

moment he thought whether kindness or eruelty -

would make the most loyal subjeets of a crown.

“ Would you wish to return to Avila imme- -

diatelg 2 he asked.

8 goon as convenient, - sire,”” returned

Fernando, as his thoughts dwelt upon Theresn. ‘

“Your purse ; must be nearly empty
* Entirely so.”
¢ My treasurer shall £l it, and in the mean-

time you shall be made comfortable here.. To-

morrow you shall start as early as you please ”

As the kihg Bpoke he summoned one of the
waiting men, to whom he gave Fernando in
charge, and then he turned to converse with his
companioris.

The young man was conducted from the royal
presence, and when he found himself once more
alone, he fell upon his knees and thanked God
for the blessings that had dawned uwpon him.
Every attention that could conduce to his com-
fort was paid him, and in the morning he was
again summoned before the king.

* Here,”” said Philip, with a kind smile, *“is_

apurse safficient to meet your present wants,

aud also a draft upon our governor in Avila for -

further sams. With yegard to your family
cstates, you had better remain quiet for the
present. Kre long I shall have oceasion to
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send an embassy to Avila, and then you shall]’

be fully reinstated. There is a party of several
gentlemen about to start on the same road, so
you will have good company.”’

* ¢ Grod bless you, sire,” ejaculated Fernando,
and he caught the king’s hzmd and pressed it to
his lips. -

 Philip was touched at this mark of unaffected
gratitude, and he pressed the youth’s hand with
real warmth, .

‘ There, you are at liberty now. The procla-
mation of your restoration will reach Avila be-
fore you, and you will have nothing to do but
pursue your course a8 you see fit.”

Fernando turned away, and ere long he found )
the party to whom the king had alluded.
A good horse had been provided for him, and
with a bounding heart he was soon on the road
to his native eity..




CHAPTER X1V.

THE BTEP-MOTHER'S AIMB.

NCE more we are back to  Avila, in the
palace of de Tavora. It wus a glorious| -
evening, and o gentle breeze swept through the
gardens and groves. Theresa was walking
thoughtfully and gloomily along & paved piazza,
and as she reached the garden steps she descend-
ed and struck into an arbored walk. She was
miserablo and unhappy, and from the tears that
gtill trickled down her checks it seemed as
though some recent blow had stricken her.

Bhe had stopped by a marble fountain at the
end of the arbor, and was gazing into the spark-
ling basin when she heard her name pronounced
by a familiar voice.

¢ 'Who calls me ¥’ she asked, starting from
her reverie.

¢ It’s me, Theresa,” and old Beatrive 'emerg-
ed from tho arhor.

" The honse-keeper placed her finger very mys-
teriously upon her lips, and gazed caubiously
around.

«You are alone 7 sho continued, in an inter-
rogative tone, ~

u Certamly,” said Theress.

** Then there’s no danger.”

** No danger of what " inquired the young
girl; looking up in wonder.

t I’ll show you.”

With these words Beatrice turned qmcl«:ly
back towards the point from whenee she had
come, and while Theresa was wondering what
it could all mean, a heavier footfall than the
old woman's struck upon her ear. A dark
form glided through the arbor--it approached

the spot where the orphan stood, and on the

next moment she was clasped to the-bogom of
Fernando Gonzales.

Slowly the lovers moved away towards the '

extremity of the gardcn and each told to the
other all that had transpired since last they met.

«Then you are utterly disinherited ¥’ said -

the young man, as Theresa “closed her sad- tale
of wrongs.

* Yog—utterly and hopelessly.”

¢ Not hopelessly, dearest.” .

“Ah, Fernando, you cannot dispel the
blacknesz of my doom. I know that T am
given to a misery from which, earthly power
cannot wrest me.”’

* No, no, Theresa,”’ passionately eéxelaimed

| the  youth, as he drew the frail form of his loved

one closer to his boson ; * I can now extend to
you protection. What though your father’s
estates and titles be all gone from you? Mine

one who catches at a straw.
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are returned, and you shall share them with
me. I-am now a Castilian noble, and you
want for nothing that I eannot give you. Let

them have their ill-gotten geins, and let them

enjoy all they can. We will not envy them.”

Theresa de . Tavora dwelt upon the picture
this presented, as a drowning person would look
upon a far-off shore. It presented a world of
joy and happinéss, but it was all beyond her
reach.

“ Alag!” she murmured, * your noble, gen-
erous love, and your kind sympathies, can now
avail me nothing, for I am betrothed to.Juan
Rodigo, past all hopes of redemption.”’

“.But you cannot, you will not cirsent to
such a sacrifice 9

T cannot help myself. I would ra.ther be
laid in the cold grave by the side of my mother,.
than wed - with that man, but I must do it, for
my step-mother swears that it shall be done.”

¢ But she can have no reason for this, unless
ithe to getrid of your presence, and surely she
cannot be so utterly heartless and cruel as to
stady your migery.”

% Ah, Fernando,” mournfully returned the

" poor orphan, in tones that scemed wrung {from

her very heart, “you know not the woman
against whose plans you hope, nor do you know
of the fatal circumstances that have conspired
to bind me to my wretched fate. Don Juan.
Rodigo has recoived the promise of my hand,
the settlements’are all made out, and in one

~ week from last night we are to be married.

There’s no power on earth that can prevent it I’
* Fernando saw the truth of Theresa’s words.
He knew that Doenna Anita’s will was absolute,
and that no law of Spain could step between a
guardian and ward, or between a parent and

“child. It was a painful, & maddening thought,

and the youth pressed his hand hard upon his
head as he dwelt upon it.

“Ha! There is the Moor,” he uttered like
¢ Where is he ¥’
“T have not seen him since .the morning

. afférsfio death of my father,” returned The-

resn.

“ Perhaps he may yet fulfil his promise,

dearest.
the power.”’

‘ No, no, he cannot help me now. I know
not but that he might have done it before this
fatal contract was drawn up ; but now--now--
Tamlost! O, God ! forever, forever! There
is no moro joy, no more happmesa nor peace,
for me ‘on earth.  All, all, is gone.”

The heart-broken erphan sank heavily upon
her lover’s bosom and scbbed aloud. TFernan-
do would have spoken, but his own hoart was
too pained for that, and he could only wind his
arms about the i]l—f:éed girl and weep. ‘

The warning voied of old Beatrice broke upon
the air, but the lovors heard it not, and ere
they dreamed of danger, Donna Anita stood
before them.  Hor large, ‘dark oyes gloamed
and flashed in the starlight, her pale, thin Jips
quivered with rage, as hor gaze foll upon the
seeno thus rovealed to, her; and grasping her
step-daughter by the arm, she torte her roughly
away from the bosom of the man ‘she loved.

¢ This, then, i3 tho secret,” hissed the wo-

He surely spoke like one who had

‘| man-flend, a8 she turned first upon one and

then upon the other. ‘¢ An inamorato of the'.
invigible order—a gmvcyard lover, T've no °
doubt.”’

A bitter sneer broke from Anita’s lips, and
she gazed fixedly upon the youth

*“Who are’you, senor, that thus snoaks llke
a eraven renegade ahout my premises P

TFernando clasped his hand upon his velvet
doublet as he heard the taunt, but ho ventured
not to speak. Ho knew of no language he
could use.. Had it been & man, the way wonld
have been du'ect and clear, Bbut he knew not
how to address a ‘1oman under such circum-
stances. v

¢ ‘What, both silent ?’ contmued the widow,
with a scornful laugh. ¢ This, my coy maiden,

118 the source of your objections to the man I

have chosen for your husband ; but you shall
not gain anything by the w:cked deceit you
have been so long pract.:smg

““Base woman,” exclaimed Fernando, no

longer able to hold his tongue, ** plie has not

deceived you. She knew not that I was to have

it
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: been here to-night—she knew not tha.t I even

lived.”

“ A very likely story. And so I suppose
you will set yourself up as the girl’s champion,
senor inamorato. 1 want no more of your
falsehoods.”

-« Falsehoods, senora [’

“ Ay, falschoods, senor.

“ By the saints in heaven—"’ ‘

¢ Hush, Fernando,” murmured the poor girl,
28 she noticed that her lover was losing his self-
control beneath the stinging abuse of - her step-
mother.

“ Femanc{o ! iterated Donna Amta, start-
ing back in surprise and pazing more earnestly
into the young man’s face. * Now, now, I
gee it all. You are Fernando Gonzales—the
proseribed heretic—the—"

The woman hesitated, as a sudden thought
flashed across her mind, -and Btartmg back atill
further, she continued :

‘ Bscaped | Free! I was surely informed
of your arrest, and of your delivery at Madrid.
Ha, ha, ha—you are fairly dlscnvered and T’ 11
warrant that you'll not escape again.”

¢ T am Fernando Gonzales,” proudly return-
ed the youth; *“and I have heen in the prison
of the Inguisition ; but I'm free now as the
proudost noble in your land. 'Froe, too, to ery
out against the ahomination you are att.emptmg
to carry out.”’

“There’s no Donna Madaline alive now to
wink at your folly,” said Anita, with a eold

" sneer; ‘“‘and as for your crying out against me,

your efforts may end as Theresa’s do—in noth-
ing but swdllen eyes. Now, senor, I forbid
yoll to enter upon my premises again; and for
you, Theresa, 'l be myself bound that you
have not another opportunity to disobey or de-
ceive me. We shall ree- whose will is Jaw
here.” . _ ‘

-As Donpa Anita spoke, she took Theresa
again by tho arm and drogged her away. At
the distance of & few feet, she. turited and look-

ed back upon- l‘ernafao and though she spoke

- mnot, yet there wag a peculiar motion of the

head, seeming to indieate that a lnbored

thought was busy in her brain.” ;
Theresa looked back, too, and she claspéd

her hands towards. her lover. Fernando would

 have sprung forward, but an instant’s reflection

showed him that by so doing he would only

make matters worse, and he saw the idol of his
soul led ruthlesely from him.

He still gazed forth into the gloomy vista

where Theresa had disappeared, his heart lay-
ing almost still beneath its load, when he felt
hand upon his shoulder., He turned suddenly
about, and found himself face to face with the

Moor! There was a sad look upon Abu Ma--

lec’s dark features, and upon his cheek might
have been traced a fine line of molsbure which
looked like the track of a tear. ‘

*“Bhe’s' a wretched woman,” uttered the
Moor, pointing with his finger towards where
the females were gone. ‘

“You here!” exclaimed Fernando, taking
no notice of the remark that had been made.

"« T am, in truth.”

¢ And heard you our conversation 7'’

¢ Only the last of it. I came to seek The-
resa., but I ciannot see her now.’

“(fan you help her?’ .asked Femando
loomng all hig wonder, all his astemshment in
that one thought.

‘¢ Porhaps I can. They tell me she is to he

married to Don Juan Rodigo.”

“Yes, yes, her wicked step-mother will force
her to it.”

« Did you learn how long before sueh a con-
summation is intended ?”?

“In one week from yesterday.”

The Moor bent his head in thought.

* 8o soon—so soon,”” te at length muttered
to himself.

“Yes,”” almost breathlessly roturned Fer- -

nando. ‘¢ That base woman has planned it all,
and unless you can bring forward scime power
to thwart her, the poor orphan must be given
over to utter misery.”

¢ And there is another who will be miser-

able, too,” added the Moor, with a faint smile.

Do not trifle with me.”
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“Tom not trifling, Fernando, and to prove
it, I will help you both if Lcan. I have mnot

 seen Theresa to-speak with her for some time,

for T have been away ; but I have learned al]
now that I need to know, and T will. at once set
about the work. IfJ am alive, you shall see

© -me within a week.” . ‘

~** But whither gd you? | o

- ** From whenee you have just come.’
<« Madrid "’
“Yea.” .
“Thon you have hea.rd of my restoratlon Figd
*Yes, T know all about it; but we'll speak

-of that another time. Do ncjt make any dis-
" turbanee about this affair'of Donna Anita’s, for

by eo doing you might ipoil all, by caugirig'he'r

“to hasten the wmarrage, and in such case no

power on ecarth could prevent it. If there lives
& person who can lift the burden from Theresa’s

‘heart, that person is mysclf. In six days——

T must hasten, or even I may be too late.”
“One word more,” urged Fernando, as the

- ‘Mdor turned: to go. ¢ Tell me what strange

power you possess. Tell me, and I shall be
content 7

I dare n,ot give my gecrot to the eir yet.
You must be content with what you slrendy
know. Xonly arrived in Avila just- at night-
fall from Osma, and T came immedistely here
to lenrn how matters stood. I have gained all
the information I need, and now I must away

agoin, or that information will be of no avail,
. 5 ) U

If you are wise you will not see Thoresa again
until T return, for it could do no good, and it

‘might be' the i’aeu.ns, as I have ?id, of making

matters worse,’

“ And how ghall T kne;v when you roturn ?”

1 will call upon you.” :

‘ But you know. not*whera I may be.”

“1 can easily find you.”

The Moor said no more, nor ‘did he wait to
hear an angwer ; but turning quickly away he-
glided off through the distant darkness.

Fernande stood for some time in the very
spot where his strange companion had left him,
His mind was in a state of perfect bewilderment,
and in vain was it that he endeavored to analyze
the peculiarities of his situation, The Moor
was & mystery that he did not even attempt to
solve, for the very stmosphere in which the
tawny man moved seemed like an impenetrablo
shroud ; and yet his words had left an influence
in the young man’s heart that worked for goad,
an influence that did much towards digpelling -
the gloomy fears that bound him.

The atmosphera was becoming somawhat
chilly, and, the dew was beginning to collect in
large drops upon the foliage, when KFernando
turned from the garden. He stopped & moment
beneath the pinazs o gaze up at -the place that
had now become Theresa’s prison, and then,
with & deep sigh he passed out into ' the strest
and sought his inn. '

i H




CHAPTER XV,

PLOTTING,

T waa during the early part of the sueceed~

' ing day that Donna Anite; and Isabel were
slttmg alone in one of the drawing-rooms. The
former had been for nearly half an hour pacing
to and fro across the apartment in an uneasy,
thoughtful mood, and she had just taken a seat
as her daughter entored. 'There was a cloud,
upon ber brow, and though the usual look of
cool determination struggled up to sight upon
her features, yet it was blendod with & ghade of
unusual disquiet.

* Isabel,” she s2id, * an unfortumte circum-
stance has tirned up, and it thay work badly
for us.’

The daughter locked frightened.

have discovered the secret of Thercsa’s
objections to Radigo. That young Fernando
Gonzales hag returncd to Avila, and they have
been holding secret meetings. I caught themm
making love in tho garden last night.”

¢ Of course you “will put a stop to if,” ut-
tered Isabel, in virtuous horror.

* Most asmxredly The girl shall not step
out“of the house again until she' is married to
Don Juan.”

“ Thon what hurm can Gonzales do? You
have full authorlty to do ag you please with
Theresa.”

1 know that, my child, and ¥ w@ll do it,

t00; but this may make us some trouble, never-
theless It seems that this young Gonzales

has been released from the penalty that hung

‘over him.  Father Raymond was here Tast night,
after I saw the young inamorato in the garden,
and he told me that the bishep had reccived u
proclamation direct from the king, ordering that
Fernando Gonzales should be, restored. to hig
family rights in the city, and he intimated that
his estates wera to be restored to him,”’

“His estites!”? itorated Isabel, in sudden

alarm. Why, do they not belong to my dear”

Gomez 7"

“ He holds them by a special patent from the
king, but the fief can be revoked at any mo-
ment.”

“ 0, it would be crdel to take the property

away from my poor Gomez after ho has enjoyed :

it 8o long.”

As Isabel delivered: this ptcce of sympathy, .

she bit her finger-nails by way of concentrating

a new thought that had entered her hami
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+¢¢ Tell- me, mother, if Gormes should lose this
estate, wouldn’t he be poor "’

" He would have hut very little left.

“ 0, whata homd husband he would be,
indeed.” .

Donna Anita smiled at the aptness -of - hor
daughter’s judicious reflections. - '

©That isnot all, my child. From some
strange and unaccountable circumstance, this
young Gonzales must be in high favor with the
king, and comsequently he will have many
friends here. -, Now if . he chooses to make any

" Qdisturbance sbout our tredtent of T‘eéresa, he |

may excite the whole city against us, for ha will

easily find frionds, and- it would be no hard
" matter to stir up sympathy in “behalf of my

ward.” =
“ But they gan’t help themselves 1f you
choose to make Therésa marry Don Juan.’

¢ Of course they have no * power to prevent |

it; but then it wouldn’t be very pleasant to

- have the whole city stirred up- against me, nor

would it he at all agreeabls to have Don Gomes
lose his property.” But I mean that Theresa
shall marry young Radlgo, for I Lave ket my

~heart upon it, and the promise has been given.”

* And how will- you. get over the (hﬂiculby,
mother?”’

Donna Anita'did not answer this questmn,.

for ghe had sank into a scheming caleulation,
and for some momenta she remained with her
eyes fixed upon the points of her sghoes.
“ Didn't Juan say he- should be here to-
day 77 she at length asked.
. “Yes, he's in the great drawmg~rnom DOW.
He came just as I started to join you.” .
" “'Then go and send lim to mé, and see that
none of  the gervants are listening about.”. = .
Teabel departed to cbey her mother, and
shortly afterwards Don, Junan Radigo made his

appen.rancé He was a young man, of o some-

what propossessing ppearance - -at s distance,

but upon a nearer view, the deep marks of dis-

 sipation and débavchery at.once. “dipelled ! the
_charm. In his disposition and manner, he was

the very quinteseence of foppishness. - He
greeted Donna Anita in a free. and easy man-

ner, and 2% » sign from the Yady he took a seat
by her side.”

* Pon Juan,” commoenced the wxdow, 8¢ hn.ve.
you got the courage to resent an injury "' -

“ You tease me, senoray: Me resont un inj-
ry!” "And Don Juan- tapped his’ sword-hilt
most significantly,

* You have a rival.” o

“Ah! not in the aﬁ'ectmns of the angelio
Theresa 7’

s YBB.’,

“Who is the ‘dastard ¥

* Fornando Gonzales.” :

“ But of course you wont allow the fellow to-
mike himsolf agreeablo thore. ‘I heard this
morning that he had been reloased.”

. +T foar he has alroady made himself vory
dangerously agrecable.” -

“ Then you will stop it, of course 7 ‘

T ghould rather think that part of the hual-

‘ness devolved upon you, Don Juén '
“ Bo it does. I'll seq’ the foHow. Themsn

has been promised to me, and I shall eloim her
hand.”

“ And you shall have m too, in spite of all
opposntmn  But still tlus {onzales may ma,ke '
u8 some trouble ”

“ Then 1N T’Il—ah—Pll— But he's

'really bencath my notice.”

“ No one is beneath our notice who is able to
sting us,” said Donna Anita, in a goft, insin-
usting manner. “ Gonzales knows that you
are affisnced to Thoresa, and yet he steals in-
terviews with her .in the garden, and in the
graveynrd;” Pes o

- He's 4 pappy !’ ' :

“ Yes, and he may bite, tvo.’ )

Don Jm}n gozed mqulmtwe]y upon his mte:l'h
looutor, ' - Cote

"+ tell you the young man‘wdl‘m&ke & Doise -
sbout the affiir ; and if you want to hald your
five thousam’f golden pmt.oles you must’ gbt rid
ofhtm, e o e SR

: The 'widow spoke in a stmngaly meairmk
tone,. azul ghe  looked sharply into the -oyes'af
her eomplmion. R I fiuqu

“ But ifthe fellow ha.s gob parmiamn of tlm

o~
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_of gold if they were placed before your eyes ¥’

* Iaugh.,

with the fellow, for ke was a deuced good

* for cherishing the young hidalgo. She really

-king to sattle in Avils, how is that. to be done?
YT’faith, senora, the thing locks to ‘me as though
“he can stay for afl you or me.”

“ Don Juan,” cried Anits, with a deal of
impatience, ¢ could you see. a thousand pieces

*’Ounly make me happy by trying the experi-
ment, that’s atl,” returned Juan, with g Jight

“I'm try it in another form.”’

0, ne, no—just try it with the gold first.”

Donna Anita cast such a look of concentrated
seriousness into the face of the fop, that he lost
his desire for joking, and with 2 sober coun-
tenance, he continued :

* Now just tell me what you mean "’

“Well., I mesn simply this: Fernando
Gonzales is in your way, snd he is in my way,
too ; and he must be removed.”

Bhe did not say anything about ‘the fears
she entertained of Don Gomez’s losing his ﬁefed
proparty

"« And how shall it be done?’ asked Juan.

* Can you not insult him "

* Ah, yes; but then, you know, he might
-take offonce at that.”

“Sol expect.”’

“Yes, and he might want to fight.”

“Well??

“Well-—I don’t exactly care ahout—that

I shouldn’t want just now to pick & guarrel

sword-player when he was a boy, and I don’t
Enow what he might be now.”

A seornful expression cuiled about the
mouth of Donna Anite, and she wmight have
said something sarcastio, had she not at that
moment reflected that it would not do to risk
Don Juan’s life.  She had now a new motive

loved Don Gomez &’ Acosta, and 'she hoped to
‘make Radigo an instrument for the saving of
the estates which she feared were going to fall
‘haek into the bands of Gronzales., As for Radi-
:go-himself, she'had only cared for him ug one
_upon whom to foist off Theresa, but now she

FERNANDO., J

“Don Juan,” ghe said, * ' suppose I -add
another two thousand plstdles 0 Theresa 8
dowry 77

The young man looked up in astomshment

“If you will get Fernando Gronzales out of
the'way, it-shall be yours.” ;

“ But where shall I get him to ¥’

“ What—maurder him 2"’ uttered Don Jmm,
with a shndder. )

¢ Yeg, or hlre it done,” coolly returned
Anita. ‘There are plenty of men in Avila
whto will cut a throat for a ducat.”

* That's bad businoss,”

“Not sobad but that it might be worse.
However, I ‘merely wish that you should retain
the gold, but if you thmk——”

“No, no—Dll do it Iknow a score of
fellows who would jump at'the chance.”

“Yon can be careful, and not make yourself
conspicuous in the.matter,” suggested Donna
Anita, while a glow of satisfaction beamed across
her eountenance. ,

““ Lot me alone for that.”. - ‘

* And be sure, too, that you obtain gome one
who ‘will do the job faithfui]y ”

“I can easily find " such.” ‘

* And seven thousand pistoles are yours.”
“Egad, U'lt set ahout it at once; I did fn-
tend to see Theresa this morning, brut I’!l post-
pone it till to-morrow.”

When Don Juan Radigo took his leave he
had become safely nerved up to.the task he
was to perform, and he had, moreover, actually.
persuaded himself that he had a vast deal of
bravery in his own bosom. - Dohna Anita
politely bowed him out, and a sarcastio smile
‘worked over her features as she turned - back
into the drawing-room, .,

+ Poor fool," she murmured to herself * how
quickly he nibbles at the golden bait. T think
I have finished Fernando Glonzales, however,
and if ‘such be the case, all is"safe. ¥He mnst

againgt me. I wish Don Pedro had mnot said

v going 4o make him serve a double purpose.

—

-anything about that matmment—-mally I think

" eertainly keep his promise with regard to the

“To heaven I” hoarsely whispered the '
- | widow.

© Moor.

not live to thwart me, nor to stir up rebeliion

FRANANDO.

he mlght have ched th.hout blabbmg of t]m.h
But never mind.  ‘With Theresa once married
and out of the way, all is gafe. Don Juan will

only man I have to fear.”

It might ‘seem almost strange that Donna
Anita should be so anxions for the removal of
Fernando Gonzales ; but the danger of &’ Acos-
ta’s losing his property was a mere mite in the
scale. She knew that the yonng man had pe-
culiar elzims upon the love of Theresa, for she

C

had been informed of all that had ‘trandpifed
previous to the flight of Don Alfonso, ‘and she
had reason, to believe that Fernando would use’
every means in his power to maintain and' se-
cure the rights of whiok khehaf robbed Theresa’;
snd under existing circumstances she dared not
trast her affairs vnder the eye of too clos o
public seruting. She had ghne too far—she
had gaited too much, to rettace her steps now ;
only one barrier seemed to interpose, and t.he
assagsin’s knife was to remove that. ’

.
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CTAPTER XVI

THE ASBABSINE

UMBLE as was the small inn at the out-

skirts of ‘the oity, Fernando had resolved

to make his stay there till he heard from the

The little landlord wes equally sur-

prised and pleased to see the youth return, and

hie listened eagerly to his account of what had
befallen him since his arrest. '

¢ By our lady,” ezclaimed the publican, 2s
Fernando closetl his’ account, I ghall ever
love Philip “after this. T knew not that he had
so much gratitude in him.”

*“He has a hoart that' can feal when you

reach the’ right spot.”

' Egad, you are about the first condemned
.man that ever reached it, though,” -gaid the kost,
with a Jaugh; “but even that solitary case is
sufficient to. prove that he can feel thankful.
The saintegrant that he may feel so often.”

At this inoment a customer called the atten

" tion of the landlord, snd Fems,ndo stepped out
into the street. « The dusk of twilight was deep-
ening into s darker gloom, and after atandmg
for a fow momenta before the inn, he turned
down towards a pomt. where a light bridge cross-

.

ingabout the house when the youth passed out, |
but he took little notice of them save to mmark
oné¢ man who secmed to wateh him with mors ™
than ordinary intercst. Before he retmhed 'thig
bridge, he heard tho sound. of footsteps ‘behind ‘4
him ; but the circumstanes appeared so natural
| that he took no noticé of it, and wmhput turn-
ing his head he kept on to the river. . 4
The bndge was,a mere eonstruction for foot
passengers, built to connact with several large
'vmeyar&s that lzy on the opposite 1 side of tho
‘stream, there being two stone bridges, one abave,
i3hd one below, for hories and tenms Yeor- -
‘sando passed over and was sauntering thought-
fully along beneath & grove of Temon trocs, ,
'when the following footstops cdmo so near thet
lio tarned to see who- it might be, He found "
thiat two men’ had comé after him, Yoth' of whom
abollpe{i an he turned around. They wére only
about 2 rod distant, and Fernando conll ‘ses -
that they were both of them rough-lookmg o)
lows, but'thie mreumstanca causetl him ot~
easiness, though he xnsi.metwely olenred tfie
kmot of his sword-hilt, ds’ he turned his stiups

ed the river.

'
!

There were several people st:mﬂ‘

farther on mmds the wneyards
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“Again the two strangers *started onward, | awakenod be stopped and tixmed full u
and ere long ong of them came up with our | companion.i

hero.

‘.‘ Good evening,‘o nc;nor,” said he, in & voice
which was pleasan® encugh, but which bespoke

the rough, uncultivated man.

Fernando returned the salutation, and for
nearly & minuto tfe stranger kept along by his

side without speaking further.

~* Hope you wont think me intruding, senor "’

pon his
““ I shall stop here,” he*said, “ ill you re-
veal to me your business.”
‘“ Only a little further on, senor.”
** Not another step.”
* Why, what sort of an idea have you got?
Hope you don’t think I'm deceiving you "
* No matter what I think. If, as you say,:
you have anything to reveal, you have an op-

he at length continued, gozing rather sharply | portunity to do so now.” . ‘

into the young man’s face.

*“ That depends upon cireumstances,” lacon-

feally retumed Fernando.

* Of course ; but if you are the man T take
Fou for, I have something to tell, which it might

be for your interest to know.” ‘
““ And who do you take me for 2’ '
“ Fernando (Fonzales.” o
* Then speak on.” . !
“ But are you the man ?’ 7

“You have just spoken my name, and I

know of none other in Avila who can claim it."?

““Let us geb out of earshot from this man |

behind us, for what I have to tell’ you should
not: be given o other ears.” ¥
“Is he not a companion of yours?’ asked
Fernando, not at all liking the twrn affairs. were
taking, o e
“0, I know bim, and he came down to! the
bridge with me, but that's gl ~Je knows
nothing about my business with you.”
** You can speak now without any danger of
being heard.” L
“ I'd rather get a little further away.”
Fernando began to mistrust thet there was
some underhanded game in all this, though he
hed no means of divining what it might- be.
The stranger appeared to he perfectly a:r:)se,
betraying no sigus of any foul purpose, but et
he was one of those whom an honest mmj would

hardly haye been likely to have chosen fora| -

‘companion ; and, moreover, his voice and man:
ner belonged to one who could hold no véry
exalted ideas of moral right.

‘These thoughts passed rapidly through Fei-

““ Well,” returned the stranger, seeming to
meditate upon _what course he should pursue ;
** I don’t know but . that T may as well tell you
here as anywhore.” :

towards the man who had been following them.
Said individual was about two rods distant, and

hera with considerable interest, for though his
countenance could not be seen, yet his manner
was sufficiently plain. He had also topped,‘
and was bumming & low tone to himself.

“You have been Intely in Madiid ¥’ said the
stranger. I ‘
- *Yes,” returned Fernando,

“ And you saw the king there 7"’

Yoy, ‘

* Did he speak to you about
that 77 o :
As the speaker uttered this ejaculation, he
pointed with his finger hack towards the bridge.

Ha ! 'what’s

but he saw nothing unusual, and was upon the
point of turning buck again, when ke received a
blow upon the side of the neck that felled him
to the Se}uth. It did not immediately render
him inséhsible, though it had completely par- -
alyzed his physical powers. ,
*“I've fixed him,” exclaimed the ruffan, as
the other man came up. - o
“So you have, but you haven’t finished

3
.

him
“We'll do that soon enough. My dagger

him off to the river.”

. -
nando’s mind, and as the suspicion beeadio

L)

The two villains laid hold upon Fernando

7

As he spoke, ho casta furtive glanee around -

{secmed to be regarding the movements of our -

Fernando instantly turned in the same direction,

g1t make short work of Lim.. Come, leb's lug -

.endeavored to speak ; he.could make no arti-

, fail him. His hoad swam, the pain in' the

© FERNANDO."

.and lifted him from the ground. Ho had ne|-

power to resist, but he groaned in agony, and

culate sound, however, though he was fully sen-
sible of his exact position. They scon reached
the river’s bank, where they laid their burden
again upon the ground, and then they held a
short consultation, .

“ 'We'd botter get him into the water before j

we stab him,” said ome, ¢ and then the blood
wont be scen.” -

“Yes,” replied the other, * and we must
gink him, too. The water's decp under the
bridge.” : ' ,

At this point, Fernando’s senses began to

neck settled into a sort of numbness, and grad-
ually all became dark. He had a faint iden
of being lifted up again, and then he seemed,
suddenly to fall, bub he realized nothing
further. . ‘

' When the young man came to himself, it
was broad daylight, and he found himself in a
gmall room, upon a bad, and by his side stood
a man who looked like a physicizn. :

* Where am 19 feebly asked Fernando, ad
soon as ho had begun to eollect his seattered
genses. . . ‘

“ You are safe,’ returned the physician ; for
such he was; ““ but you will have to remain
quiet for a day or two.”” . )

The youth felt extremely wenk, and the ban-
dage upon his arm showed that he had been
bled, but ere he had an opportunity to.ask the
doctor further guestions, the door of the réom
was openéd and the little landlord entered.

He looked -mitch pleased as he found that Fer-
- mando had come to his scnses, and stepping to

. the side of the bed, he remarked :

“ You fell in with rather badl company last
_ night, Senor Gonzales 1’ _ ‘
T did indeed,” retwrned the youth, seeming

““How is it-that I find myseif alive? / The
last thing I ¢an remember s, that the assassing
had dragged me to the rivor and were \going to
stab me.”’ ‘ R
““ Ay, sund thoy would have stabbed' you,
too, had they have heen leftto themselves a
minute longer.” .
¢ And how was I saved 7"’
“ Tl tell you,” answered the host. *‘ Those °
two men that atterapted to kill you, I had scen
skulking about here half of the afternoon, and
when you went out, Isaw that they. followed
you. . It wag sometime before I thought of any
danger to you, but when I came to reflect upon
the circumstance, I at once made up my mind
that the villains had followed you for no good |
purpose. I knew them to be villaing of the-
darkest dye, and I knew, too, that if they could
make & dollar by the operation, they would a3
lief murder you asnot. Ithought it quite Yike-
ly that you might have ememies in Avila, and-
feeling almost assured that there was a plan on
foot for your injury, I got a couple of my men
and started off after yous, We hastened down
to the bridge, and had just crossed when we . -
saw the scamps down by the edge of the river
just below us. They had you in their’ arms,
and seemed to be earrying you further beneath
the bridge, but the moment they saw us rushing
towards them, they dropped you and made off -
as fast as their loge would ecarry them. We
found you entirely insensible, though we saw at
once that you were alive, and I bad you brought
here. 'The doctor was called, and he at once
pronounced you in no very groat danger.”

“Po you know the villains?’ asked the
phjsician. o

“ Yos, I know them by sight.”

“* Then we may hyve them arrested.”

+ 1 rather thinlk not, for they wont -be likely
to remain about here. In all probability they'}l

to bo reaching back after the events of the pre- join some of the banditti among the mo?m-

ceding evening, S

He gazed into the face of his kind host for

tains.” ‘
“Tt peems ns though some one must have

geveral moments‘witlhuu’t speaking, but at lehgth' hired them to kill me,” said Fernando.

+ Of course,” returned the host.

Tl continued :

’

\
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~ the thoughts thus called up.

. the truth,

e plan such a- movement.”’

MRNAKIIW

4 Aridyet T see riot who it could have been,”
continted the youth,
“Js. there no-tme in' Avila whe has cseasion
to desive your removal ’
A look of intelligence it up the features of
Fernando, as the hogt asked this last queshon,
and for several moments his mind was busy with

*“Yes, yes,” he st length answered, ¢ there
are two, at least, in the city who have reason to
dread niy presence.

“ And who-are they 2’

“.Don. Juan Radlgo and Don Gomes
d’AcOBta »”

““ Ah, then I think I can guess prethy near
Tl warrant you that Radigo is at
the bottom of it, tlmugh I must say that I should
hardly have given him credit for decision enough

“Tam afiaid that we shiall bo able to prove

Ho spoke in a weak: tone, and his head seom-
ed'to be much pained.

said the host; * but nevertheless you oan watch
him narrowly, and the truth may yeb come to
light.*

The young man groaned with the pain abiont
bis neck and head, and the physician-advised
that he should remain quiek for the present,
but at the same time adsuring him that in & day
or two he would be entirely recovered.

Shortly efterwards, Fernando wes leﬁ alone
and - be. began to study uponthe foul aitempt
that had been made against him. He knew
pretty nearly from whence that attempt Kad
come, but he mistrusted not that Donna Anxita
de Tavors had instigated the whole; and per

deatmy his o interests:

nothmg,” mid: Fernande,

e

3

* No, it can’t be very easily proved Iknovr i

haps *twus well that he did not, or he might . -
have done that which would have ‘tended to

o it S ST e

CHAPTER XVIL

- |

N the second day after Fernando’s acci-
dent, or, rather, after his being so basely
assaulted, he was not only able to walk out, but
he had regained most of his wonted strength.
He had caten his supper and had retired to his

room, when he was waited upon by his Jand-|

lord, who informed him that some one below
wished to speak With him.

“1t’s no one that T need be afraid of is 1t?”
the young man asked, with a smile.

“0,no. It’s ayoung monk.”

““Then why will you not have the kmdness
to show him right up here ?*

T will.”
v In a few moments after the host hed disap-
poared Fernando’s eyes were greeted by the

E  appearance of a monkish robe that covered a

- vory small and delicate form, and one that

trembled violently, too. The visitor sank into
a geat, snd in a moment more as the robe fell

.~ baclz, our hero found himself face to face with

Theresa de Tavora!

““ Angels of merey ! what means this?’
exolaimed Fernando, as he started forward and
grasped the fair girl by the hand. -

HOMELESS.

. She was pale a3 marble, and though she had - |
been lately weeping, yet she was now past that,
and her features were set in the mould of a firm
dotermination. She trembled, but ’twas with®
fierce excitement. : ‘

“Fema.ndo,” ghe roplied, in agonizing ac-
cenits, T have fled from my native roof.” -

“ Fled!” iterated the youth, astounded.

“ Yes, Fornando, I have fled from the house
of my birth, and T return not there again. I
eannot stand it longer, indeed I cannot. The
torture of my situation there is beyond human
endurance, and every hour adds only to my
sufforings. - T have not only beeh stripped of
my all, of my birthright, but I am to bo sold
irto a Bhﬂl worse fate, and made utterly, hope-
lossly migerable’ for. life, My wicked step-
mother suffers’ no jopportunity to pass without
plunging her poisoned daggers into my bosom—
she insults the memory of my sainted mother—
she tramples upon every holy thought and feel-
ing, and spurns wpon me as though I were a
dog. If Lremain there, a fow moro days will
sec mo sacrificed to Radigo, sod my earthly

doom thus sealed forever !”’
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o But where, where will you go?’ asked

_ Fernando, still' refaining Theresa’s hand, and

gazing earnestly into hcr face.

~ “Anywhere. It matters but little to me
now. My goal is the grave, and how I reach

it makes but little difference. - If I die by the

roadside, or perish among the mountains, T shall

be far happior than now. 1 have come to bid

you farewell ! and when I am gone T—T—”

The poor girl’s hosom heaved, and she burst
into tears. Her strength was not equal to the
task of calmly parting from him whom she so
fondly loved.

“You shall not flee from Av:la,, dearest
Theresa,” exclaimed Fernando; *for there
tay be peace for you here yot.” S

“ Alas | Fernando, 'tis too late. T have re-
solve:i upon my course, and I must follow it
out.’

* No, no, it.is not yet too la,te The Moor
may yet help you.”

“ But where is he 7"

‘““Ho has gone to Madrid. Isaw him on
the very night that T met you in the garden,
and T do really believe that he has the power to
gssisb you. T know not why it is, Theresa,
but T have a strange confidence in that remark-
able man ; so much 80, that T am resolved to
‘trust him implicitly.” - .

Theresa laid her achini hend upon her lover's
bosom, and for a long time she remained in
silenco. At length she looked up, Ier tears
had ceased flowing, her heart beat more calmly,
but that same mournful, agonized look of resign-
ed determmatlon rested npoen her eountenance.

“ T mukt gp,” sho’ said. ¢ Whatever may
be the power that the Moor possesses, he can-
not break the chains that bind' my fate to my
step-mother’s will.  She will still rule’ me, and

till will she poison my life. T wust go.”
* Then I go with you.”

““No, no, Fernando. You have wealth
now, and in Avila you may be safe and happy.
If you follow me you will have to give 'up all
that you have g*mmd and—"'

* Stop, stop,’” hastily mborrupted Pern:mdo

* You know not what you are saying. What,

' FERNAN"DO
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think you, is .gold .compared with the love I
bear for thee?” Even though you wmeck the
ends of the earth, T shall bear you company.
But you shall not go yet. We will wait, at
least, till the Moor returns, and then, if he can-
not help you, we will Ieave Castile forever.”

“But I shall be discovered, if I remain in
the eity,” said Theresa, in a thoughtful mood.

¢ No, you will not.
farthest, the Moor will be here, and durmg
that time you can remain here in safoty.”

¢In three days!” repeated the poor: girl
with a shudder. *‘And at the end of those
three days, if Iam found, T am to be married
to that miserable debauchce.”

# You shall not heYound. 'The host s 'a .

good, kind-hearted man, and I know he will |

afford you the asylum youneed. They will not
think of looking for you here.”

“ They will Took for me everywhere. O, I
am zfraid to remain.” - .

“ Courage, cmirage, Theresa. Do not throw
away the only chance you have for' your own
happiness and for mine. i Tet us once more seo
the Moor, and thon, if he fails, we will both go.
Do not thwart me in this. Bay, dearest, that
you will remain 2’

Again Theresa bowed her hcad in deep
thought.
hosom, and she elasped her band on her brow.

T will stay,” shoat length murmured. I
will stay, and my tnust shall be in God Ho
will not forsake me,””

“No, nor will I,” passionately exclaimed
Fernando, as he elasped Theresa to his bosom.
« T thank thee for that promise, and in return
I will stand by you even unto death. . Our
host shall not know wha you are, only that you
are a friend of mine, and I know he will afford
us every facility we nced.”

“Though I agree to this thing, yet I cannot
foel safe. They will find me, I'm suro they
will.” Co ‘

“Let us hope not,” said Fernando, in a

persuasive tone.  ©¢ But, at all events, there is
one thing of which we may feel assured. You

will be safer here than you would be travelling .

unproteeted threuwh the country,”

v

In three days, at the-

Thore was a paluful smug:rle in her

FERNANDO

*4 My sex would protect me.”

" Not always—especially when wearing such
beauty as yours; and then, -again, you would
be more likely to fall into the hands of those
who may be sent in search of me.”

“ No, Fernando, I think not. Before my
stop-mother would think T had really fied from

~ the city, I could reach ' the convent of Baing

, and once benecath the roof of the
abbess, I should be safe. But I will

u shall be safe here.”

Theresa looked up and tried to smile, but
she could not do it, though she did look grate-
ful, and more calm than before. She evidently
suffored too much from the fear of being taken
by Donna Anita, to appear happy or contented,
but yet sho tried to porsuade herself that gho
might be safe.

Fernando left Theresa for a fow moments,
and sought the landlord.

« My kind host " $aid he, having ﬁrst as-
sured himself that no one ‘was . hstenmg i v1
have a favor to ask of you.”

-+ Anything in my power I will do,
1 ' ‘

“That person whom you eonducted to my
roons a short time sinde, is a young girl ; and 1
would afford her shelter here for a fow days.”

The host was all astonishment.

“Of course you will not refuse me ¢’

“F,She is not fleeing from the Inquisition?”
said the landlord. |

(3, no, she. seeks safety from the aims of
ong who would force her to marry Don Juan
Radigo.”.

Then, by all the cal&ndared salnts, ox-
claimed the little man, bringing his fist most
emphatically down upon the counter, * she
shall have the best'protection’ my. poor house

” return-

_can afford. - Marry that graceless scamp! No,

D’il Jock out my best customers before they shall
fied her. 1 don’t want to know what her name
ig, neither do I want to see her, and ther 1
shan’t have to tell any falsehoods if I am ques-
tioned. There is & small back chamber that
will just suit her, and she shall bave it in wel-

i

-

1 thank you most heartlly,” returned Fer-
nando; ““and you shall be well rewarded for -
your kindness.”’ -

“Don’t speak to me about roward, senor ;
I'll look out that I lose nothmg b)r helping a
follow-oreature in distross.”

“ And T, too, will look ont that you lose
wothing,” said Fetpando, as he turned away.

He rejoined n, and ioformed her of
his success. -

“ And now,” gaid he, 'y
foctly safe. As soon ag.the
Avila, he will call at onee upon Ype, #fid from
the result of his efforts we ean. sghapy our future
course. You will not &espml dearcht 7’
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. That monosylable was, spolien in a faint,
fluttering voice, and Fernando could not but
see that she felt not what she spoke.

“ Abu Malee can help you, Iam sur of it.”

 Porhaps he can, and I pray to God that
he may; but, alas! T seo not. how he is to do
it. Donna Anite is all-powerful now.’

“ Wrong was never so powerful that it could

not be overcome,” said the young man. -

“That may - be,” roturned Theresa, * for
there is one thing that is sure, soonor or later,
to conquer it.”’ '

« And what is that, dearest ?”

“ Death 1

Fernando gazed sadly into the fair gnrl's faee,
and as he read the deep dejection which rested
there, he knew that it would be of no use to

urge her farther. -

“ Come,” he said, it is gcttmg late m;d
I will show you to your room.’

As he spoke, he led Theresa out into the
narrow entry, and passed on to the apartment .
that the host had designated. It was a small
room, in the back part of the building, the door
of which washeavy, and armed with a stout lock.

$¢ There, Theresa, you will be safe here, and

I would have you sleep in . peace. I will sea
you on the morrow."”
\ ¢ On the morrow ?” repeated the ofphan.
¢'Ah, Fernando, we khow not -what the mor-
row may bring forth. We may mnever meet
again beneath this roof I’




CHAPTER XVIIL.

THE MQNK’S MISSION.

[ERE yet the light of day hed fairly broken
up the darkness, the Tavora palace was
the scene of a mogt intense excitement! Donna
Anigp was almost frantio with rage and disap-
pointment, and already had she pummoned
. Father Raymond to her assistance, and at the
moment when we enter the building; the burly
monk was waddling into the drawing-room.

¢ A good morniag to thee, lovely senora.”

T greet thee the same, good father.”

* Now what is this affair that has called me
thus early from the sweetest sleep that mortal
ever onjoyed? In faith, your messenger drag-
ged me from my cot without mersy, and f'rom
hig manner I knew not but.you woro dying.”

‘ Theresa has fled I

The widow could only command speech enough
for that singlo sentence.
~ *Really flod®’ uttered the monk, In that
tone-of stoicalness from whick he sel&om de-
parted.

“Yes. She went last evening.”

“Then it stmkes mo thpt you are well: rid of
her.”

“How! Rid ‘of her?” excluimed Donia

Anita; apparently shocked by the manner of her
companion.

“ Yog,. you are Well nrl of her. Bhe was

nothing here but o source of annoyance, and I -

think you will bo better oﬁ‘ without her. If
she's gone, then lot her go.”

“But I will not let her go. Why, you are
erazy, monk. Let her Joose in Castile to prate

of her d:smhentance? No, T must have\h\e:‘\’

back again.”
1 tell thee, ‘Donna Amta the girl can do

youno harm. She can tell of nothing that our

laws could contradict.”

* Bhe can tell a thousand things that I weuld :
| not have her tell.

You must find her for me.’

“ That might be a dificult thing. Perhaps
she’s yun off with that young Gonzales.”

Anita started ahd turned away her head as
the monk pronounced that name: For several
moments she seemed busy w:th something out-
gide of the window. -

« Don’t you think such a thing very likely ?"
continued the monk, apparently not noticing the
perturbiation of the lady.

“Y hardly know; but I.think the young

man of whom you speak, left the city three
days ago. . You hayen’t scen him since then,
have you?’

She spoke this in an eager -tone, and she
seemed alsoto hang with strange earnestness
upon the answer.

“# No, I haven’t seen him since he camo back

 from Madrid” . -

* And have you ]zeard of him ¥*
¢ Qnly what you have gpoken.”
Donna Anita breathed more freely She

' felt sure-that Radigo had kept his promise, and

that Fernando was no longer an inhebitant of
earth. o

% Father;”” she said, in an argumentative
manner, ‘‘ all people in Spain do not feel és
you and I feel. The girl will find plenty of
sympathizers, and if she chooses to tell the tale
of her wrongs—"

« Imaginary wrongs,” interrupted the'monk,
with a look of pious care. -

“ No, no,” returned Anita, with a frankness
of truth that her companion did not oxpect;
‘““she bas been wronged, and hence I fear her.
We may. deceive the world, but we cannot’ de-
ceive ourselves. You may pass among men for
a devout and exemplary monk, but you know
full well that such an ides would never find a
home in your own hosom.”’

“ Really, you are inclined to by facetious,”

- returned the holy father, ‘with an attempt at

good nature, but yet wincing beneath the lady’ 8
remarks.

kL Nay father, not facetious, but truthful.
You kmow how we obtained the instrument that
has placed me in the possession of this vast pro-
perty, and you know whether it would stand a
very close public serutiny. Now let us under
stand each -other. I am. resolved upon the
course I will purane, and were it even neces-

- gary to give Theresa over to the Inquisition as &

heretic, I would not fail to make outa fatal
proof agamst her, and I know that you would
help me.”

«« I'hielp you ¥

A thonsand pistoles would convince ;rou of
the neeessnty of the thing.”

L
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“1 declme SeNOLE, yon kave s Winning way
:about you.”

The fat monk gave a low chuckle as he ssid
this, as though he saw the ghttermg gold al -
ready in his grasp. -

+ Now,” continued A_mt.a, “we mll come to
tbe point. If Theress is once married to Ra-

digo she can do us no_barm, for then she ho-
comes g fixture-in a home of her own. That
miatriage alirgttake place, you shall perform the

ceremony, nd you ghall be paid for it; hut
first we've gotto find her.”

“If ghe hasn’t gone th"h young Gonzales,
perhaps I can hunt her ap.”

“T can assure you that she has nut " agsorts
ed Donna Anita.

“Then Il try.”

There was'a longing, eipeetant Yook upon

seemed diving into ‘a reflection of his own.

“If you will bring Theresa to thiy place
between now and to-merrow night, I wﬂl give
.you five hundred dollars.”

Father Raymond’s eyes sparkled with dehght,
and he pledged himself to perform the tagk.

“ That five hundred is a strong argument,
isn't it ¥’ said Anita, with o curious smile.

“ 0, T didn’t mecd that as eny kind of an
inducement for mygelf,”” quickly returned the
monk, with a prodigious show-of disinterested
willingness; * but then you, kuow, I can now
engage the services of some of the rest of our
fraternity.”

Of course, Donna Amﬁa knew how much of
this to believe, though she exprossed no opinion
touching it to her companion, and after giving
s few directions regardmg the neccssary secrecy
of the affair, she disml,ssed the monk Elpon his
mission.

Father Raymond’s ﬁrst. movement was tos
 werds the Francisoan- cemetery, hut ‘he found
notliing thero, and he set himself down upon
anew-made grave to think. He had no ides of
hiring any one-to help him, and for thie deci-
| sion he had two reasons. First, he wanted al}
the money- to himself, and, second, he did not

want to mske the affair too public ; for though

L
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the monk’s countenance ns he poke, and he 4
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he cared little in so far as the right of the thing

“was concerned, yet he had a little foar that all

was not going to-end so smeothly ag Donna
Anita had pictured.

He was thus meditating when he was sudden—
Iy called back to a sense of his sitnation by the
voice of a new-comer. He looked up and saw
one of the Franciscans.

* You are out early this morning ¥

¢ Ilike the morning air,”” said Father Ra,y-
mond.

¢ Ha, ha, ha, T gave you credit for bemg a
hearty sleeper,”” said the other. &

“ No, I've reformed.”

“Then the Lord havé morey on those who

. need reformatmn

The mOnk felt like getting angry at this
piece of sarcasm, but ere he had oppo_rtum;y the
Franeisean eontinued :

«« Perhaps it was you who was gliding about
here last evening, save that then you looked
alzglatly less in rotundlty of person than you do
now.’

The monk was upon the point of returning | a

_ some light answer, when a lucky thought flashed

upon him,

¢ Last évening, said you il

I3 Yes ¥ . .

* Somebody visiting the grave of Y frnend
perhaps V7 . |

“ Very likely.”

“ Was it a man 7

“ Really, I couldn’t say. Twas too dark;
but whoever it was, he scemed very much In a
hurry to get off.” ,

« Ah, then it was a man,” said Father Ray-
wond, in a disappsinted tone.

Tt might have been a ‘woman.”

«T’N tell you why I ask,” said- the monk,
with a sudden show of frankness. * Since the
death of Don Pedro de Tavora, his daughter,
Theresa, has been a little deranged at times,

a

!

and last night she wandered off and has not

sinee been heard of.  Her step-mother is almost
frantio with fear lest some ill shonld befall her,
and perhaps the person to whom you allude may
have been she. She often comes here to visit

the grave of her own mother—])onna. \__/da.-
line.”

#Ha, now I think of it,” returned the
Franeiscan, *¢ that may have heen the girl to

‘whom you aliude, for she came directly from
yonder cypress where M:Ldahnes grave is, and

then glided swiftly away.”

« And what direction did she take i

+¢To the southward.”

1 trust in God that no il may befall her,”
uttered the monk, with well-agsunied solicitude.

“85 do I,” added the Franciscan, * for I
have often seen l'lgl;\hre in this place, and she

always looked so ‘sad and melancholy, that I °

have learned to love hor for the gentle resigna-
tion she always monifested. She must have
been very uuhappy long before her fa,ther 8
death.” -

This ‘was carrying matters a little tao far for
the monk, and making an excuse for his sud-
den departure, he turned away from the Francis-
can and passed out into the street.
on in the direction pointed out by his informant,

and he had no doubt but that, if the person in

question was really Thoresa, he mlght gain

gorae further elue of her.

He was approaching the élnall inn where we

left the young orphan, when hiz attention was
arrested by the appearance of a little girl who
was chasing away through the garden in pur-
suit of a scarf that was being driven along by

the wind. 'Phere was somothing.so particularly

comical in the cagerness of the child, that the
monk eould not withstand the temptation: to see
the end of the chase. Now the 'child would

rush upon the scarf, which had beeome rolled

into a light, puffy ball, and a ery of disappoint-
ment bioke forth as the wind snatched it away.
Then, with another win, she would attempt to
stop it with her foot, but she only trod upon
the bare ground, while the object of her design
was, most provokingly fleeing off ahead. '

* At longth the wicked scarf brought up against -
a rose-bush, and the child captured it. Her
long chase had brought her near to the road,
so ghe clambered over the fence, andl soon came
up to the spot where the'monk was still - stand-

He kept '

3§

" to her room 7’
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. ing. The instant the old man’s eye fell upon

the silken soarf he seemed to recognize it, for he
stepped quickly forward to intercept the child.

“ You eanght it at last, my child,” he said,
with a'kind smile..

Yeg, father,” returned she, Iookmg tnmd-
ly up.

“ How did you Iose your searf in the ﬁrsb
place "

“ It flow out of the window. But- 46 isn’t
mine.’ :
« Ah, whose is it ?’

¢ Tt belongs to a young lady%”

* The one that came last night, X suppose
familiarly interrupted the monk.
~ “Yes, father,” imnocently returned the
child. '

“This is fortunate.
for me to attend her.

The young lady sent
Are you going directly

“ Yes, father.”

“Then you can show me the way.”

The child had but one opinfon concerning
the monks, and her young mind had never com-
préhended that they eould dedeive, so sho

" thoughtlossly led the way to the inn, where she

passed through the narrow entry without at-
tracting the attention of those- who were in the
bar-room. Then she ascended the stairs be-
yond, and at the end of the upper passage she
waited for her lumbeisome follower.

¢ Tg this the lady’s room 9’ asked the monk,
pointing to the door just abead.

*“Vog, father.” :

* Then lot me go in first, and when I come
out you' may de your errand.”

Whether the ehild mistrusted anything or not,
she dared not disobey the holy man’s order,,s0

* she réluctantly withdrew.

Father Raymond placed " his hand npon the
latch-—the door moved slowly open, and on the
next moment ho was in the presenco of Theresa.

‘The poor girl gave onc long, absorbing gaze
into the face of the intruder, and then, with a|

low cry of pain, she sank into a seat.
“ My ehild,” sajd the monk, in a soft, hypo-

~ critical toue ; “ your poor step-mother is oyer-

come by fear on your account.  You did wrong
to- leave your home without letting her know
where you were going.” .

“ Don’t blacken ‘your soul by lymg more,”
exclaimed Theresa, starting up from her seat,
and spedaking like one who had nothing to lose
by expressing her honest opinions. - ¢* To those
.who know you not you:may cast your hypoerisy,
but I know you too well. Thave loft the home
of my childhood, never again to return to it, and
and s0 you can tell Donna Anita.”

* No, n6,” returned the monlk, ende:ivming
to smother the anger | be felt, ‘I shall eonvey
no such message. I Intend that you shall re-

| tarn with me.”

‘<« Never, never|! I go not hack agam

'The monk gazed upon tho young girl with a
sensation of peculiar awe. He felt no fym-
pathy—that was beyond his nature—but he
experienced & sort of admiration for the tran-
secendent beanty of the orphan, which even his

| vows did not prevent him from appreciating.

* You mugt go with me,” he at length gaid ;
*“ for I have promised to take you home, Yau
must be aware that there is 1o nso in yom' Te-
sisting I

“Home! 0, do not profane that sscred
namo by applying it to suck a plage as that
feom which I have fled. Lot me go—let me
possess but my liberty, and I will trouble my
stop-mother no more. She is welcome to all
she hasrobbed me of-—my homo, my peace, my
friends, and my birthright, but I cannot go back
to give her my soul again for the torture.”

‘¢ You apeak foolishly, child. ’Tis your own
stubborn will that has caused you to suffer, If
you would but comply with the wishes of yotr
step-mother, you—"" ‘

“ Qut, out! baso man. Your falsehood is
as blagk as the heart that bogets it.”

“Then I'll speak no more,” uttered the
monk, in a hissing tone, * Now go with gme
to your home ¥’
“ No, I'll remain here,” B
“ You will go with mel “Now will you do
it quietly,. or shall Ieall inaid 27 :

Theresa began to reflect, and a smgle mo-
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‘ment's ‘reflection showed hor thal resistance
wonld be useloss. She knew that the law was
ageinst her, that none would dare to interfere
1ip her behalf, and that her enemies were too
powerful in their stronghold to be overcome.
These thoughts, as they eame freezing over her
soul, disarmed her of the moral power that had
sustained her, and she sank back upon her seat
and covered her face with her handa.

“ Will you go "’ asked the monk.

* 0, I cannot.”

« Then I will go and procure help, und in the
meantime the place shall be watched, for go you
must”

“ Drug me not away like a dug I know
the power that compssses me, monk, and I
know that T must bow to it. I will follow you,
wnd may God be with me.” S

““You are wise, my child.”

¢ Spenk not, but lead me on my way. Taeun
‘better bear to sce youthan to hear your voice.”

The mohk paseed out from the. room and in

&
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ticing him she sprang towards Theresa.

* Here iy your scarf, senorita.”

The orpban thanked the little gir], and placed
B piece of silver in her hand. ~

¢ The gentleman will be here to see you in a
little while~the one that 5 been sick., He’s
cating breakfast now.’ ‘

“ Tall him that I have gone to my home.
Tell him that they sent for me, and I could not
help it.”’

“ But are they going to hurt you? O, don’t
cry, dear gemorita. I wouldn’t go with the

. naughty folks. Stay here, and we'll ba kind

to you.”

Theresa caught the prattling Chlld i her
arms and imprinted a kiss upon her fair hrow.
She would have spoken, but she could not, and
turning quickly away from the innocent sym-
pathizer, she hid her face in the folda of her
mantle, and followed the monk' back’ to her
prizon, ns follows the victim to tho sngrifice |

tho passage ho met the . child, but instend of no- .

CHAPTER XIX.

*

Smmme back in horror, * Gonel”
cried Fernando, ¢ gone I % °

¢ Yes, senor,” returned the landlurd’s little
daughter. “ﬁnd ghe eried, too, when ghe
went away.” s

* Who came for her? 7 .
"+ It was a great aughty monk.”

“ Then heaven itself is against ne !”

“* Does heaven' make folks bad, and then

-send them after poor girls 7’ asked the child,

with untutered simplicity.

¢ No, no, I was wrong,”

Fernando gazed mournfully into the face ‘of
the little girl.

* Surely, senor,’ ? sho said, with much earn-
estnees, ** there' can’t be folks wicked enough to
hurt the dear lady. She was so good, so kind,
and she looked so sad and unhappy.”

¢ There are a great many wicked folks in
this world, and gome of them are even wicked
enough for that.”

«Q, genor, then why don’t you go and take
her away from them ?” eéxclaimed the +child,
with apa.rklmg eyes. I would if I werea
man.’

6

- THE ROADSIDE ENCOUNTER,

- " Glod bless you, my sweet child,” ejacula-
ted the young men. ¢ Always prosorve that
noble, gonerous heart, and you will be a gem
among the children of earth.” .

Fernando turned from the inn.and stoped
out into the rond. He cared littlo which way

| he took, so leng as he was left to his o@m re-

flections. Hebed regamed most of his stren gth
an@as the fresh air lent its influence to invi-
gorate his system, he concluded to saddle his
faithful horse, and take a jaunt out of the city,
for he had determined to await the coming of
the Moor, before he attempted aught buwards
thie release of Theresn. '

The noble steed. evinced his' joy in an bune
dred ways as heonee more felt his master upod
his back, and with & proud step he ambled off

-{towards the mountaih road to the southwsird,

For the distance ‘of & mile or more, Fernando. -
allowed his horse to_trot along ashe chose, but
at length he drew in the rein and came down to -
a slow walk. Ho had reached a secluded Apot,
where one of the Carpentam mmmtmus ALogo
to the sight, the road sweeping around its hase,
while away to the left, upon a gentle slope,




* somewhat the turbulencésof his emotions, when

ine-| knowledgs,: ‘then it belongs..to you, to proceed ;

place for the exercise of | and you will ‘be expedmoua, too, for I have

_'thought and Femahdo liad " begun to  ealih

he heard the rattlmg of Horses” hioofs ‘behind
h:m -He turned, in his' saddle “and saw bWo
young men just coming in sight around the
curve of the rond, and as he wished to lot them'
-pass without remark, he-dréw his own horse out
upon the roadside where ha contmued to_go

slowly onward. :
The appronchmg horsemen, however seemed-

not inclined to-tzke the . hint thus thrown out,
for when they came. up w1th our hero they

" reined in their steeds. iE

“ A fine morning, senor,” saul one of them,
“at the same. time bem}mg uPon I‘ernando a
- pearching look.

"¢ Femando polxtely returned the- snluta.tmn,
“and would then have passed o, but the first
spea‘ker interrupted him,

Do I not speak with I‘ema.ndo Gonzales 'Z”

#Yog,”” returned our hero with a start

s:And you are Gomez ' Acosta?’ "~ .

* Right, by the saints,” returned d’Acosta

“¢tand this is- our mutual friend, Don Juan
Radigo.”

The foppish young rake bowed daintily as he
was thyis introduced, and Fernando,. whose mmd
was by no means in & most pleasant frame con-
cerning this same Don Juan, coldly replied :

“ Very well, genflemen ; when T desire your

partlculnr acquaintance, I will endeavor to cul-
tivate it, but untll that time I must bni you ‘both
- ~Amaming.”

1 Acostannd Radigo exchanged qmek glances .

.and ere Fernando had startéd; the former said :
< Not quite so quickly, Senor Gonzales. T

- “have sccompanied iny friend out here o pur-
- posa to have o meoting w1th‘ you, and aurely we
eannot forego the pleasura now.” . -

. There was a peculiar tinge in the 1 nanner and

tone of this remark that sounded Tathor signifi- | -
cant to our. hero and’ whl!e a quick ﬁush cime

to his cheek, he replied : ‘ :
4T kiiow of no business between us,  §mOY,

little time to waste.”?
“«If T understan(l nghtly, genor,’” sald Don

claimé to.. the hanfl of - Donna Theresa de
Tavora?” =

* You can understand what you please
Fernando began to feel angry as ho said thlS
~ «And I please to understand from your own.
lips the truth or falsity “of ‘what I -have under- '
stood,” continued Radigo. r .- .

& You wnli understand nothmg from me,- save
thnt it is none of your ‘business.”

“Po yon mean to insult me?” .

++ Construe it.as you please

&u-ect " galid Radlgo, bristling up and dmwmg
‘nearer to his companion. ** The ‘lady.in - ques-
tmn is under my especla.l prot,eetton, and I shall.

: .hold myself responsxble tha.: her fau' fame does L

not suffor: from your—"" "

not-to profane-that name further. j “Tknow you
a8 well as you know yourself ) you know of
a certain affair that cime off near
'a-night or two since P

' The young man fized a_ keen glanes upon
Radwa as he asked: this questmn and " the v11-

1 lain qumled%afore it; a8 he' would have done "

before.the look  of an executmner Fernanrlo

he added :-

I have no time to answer your questmna, nor
0 T desire to ask any of you.’

- 4t Bub you musf answor. us
d' Acosta. :*

empty away.’
T4 And what ° ‘have you to say ?” qulckly a.sk-
ed ourhero,

and if you are fortunate enough te hold such

*eallod: upon’to proteet her . from:

" . _to yonithe natm-e of your unwarrantable  intru-|
. sion upon the peace  of the: unfort.unate mdow,
- butif you. know‘where Four own safety is:con-
- cerned, you -will be careful how you mtrude

- npon her further, »’ '
) Fernando Gronzales. began to dee thmugh the |
obJect of:the two men. -

Juan, with 2 show of bravery, “you lay some

. &’ Acosta bail the mame of ‘being & daring, réck-
- less fellow, and he had even ¢ killed his man

. in'an * affair of honor.”"
o them not, . and though natumlly of a quiet and
: gentle disposition, yet there was tha,t “spark.of
~-Castilian -pride in “his-bosom that could’ not

“Then" I shall construe it into an msult ‘
-+ “Has Donna “Anita commissioned you o

e Hold genor 1 exclmmcd I‘emando, trem- PR
1 bling at evgry joint with fiorce passwn ; ¢ dare " hia saddle:
“lady should request lum to pmteet her,” an-|

1 foobbr;&ge, " swered 4’ Acosta.

. dwellmg to. whom you allude,”_ retorted Fer-
.ngndosin & proud tone: . by
needed no more to convince him of the truth of
iz susp:clons, and: with a; seornful expressmn Y
L ‘ R - words - came hlssmg ferth from.. between lus
“ Now take yourselves out of my. presence ~ - clenchied toeth.
" nation shall be yours, :for T have no, desire - to,
- leave youin the dark. I allude.to the infamous |"
. plothy which Donpa Theresa hus been robbed:
* of -her bu‘thnght and i whlcil if L. mistake

N nterposed ’ _
s We have sought you for an es- <
pemal purpoqe, ,and We. aré not to be turned LR

i, you have had. a hand
© saok your sword.? IImu.' me thmugh firat.

oY have this much The death of Dm:x Pedro} _
has left Tonna Amta. under the “protection’ of -
her fnends, and T, as one’ of those fnentls, feel‘. w

g
4ions. - Thore.is ne need that' T 'should explmn

- He folt sure.that they
had come out to. waylay him,:  and exoite him to
- give. ‘them provocation for a. quarrel... “He lmew
that Don: Juan - ‘Wag.an. Arvant - coward, “but

But:our hero feared

slumber under #h open and foul wrong. .

.seek ‘this’ mtervmw P? te asked; 'at the same

- time' drawing “hig rein- tighter’ within- bis left| -

hand; and: Testing. the other upon the pomm-l of
. AR honorable man dﬂes not need tlmt &
 And., & trug . man would not meddle 'mth

sueh a base affuir 23 is' that: which. haa Tieen-
consummamd ‘within -the walls ; of the Tady’s

o Gan you explain. that remark ?” EE
D Aeosm turned red in the face, and. the

e You would. even hate or wed mﬂx jondar
worthless popinjay!”. - - '
Therd never-was a coward %o deapxea.ble, but
that he might be made - frantio. with anger and
Tose lnmself in the passion. . 8o even Radige,
who would have run like & chllkl befors an ‘et~ -
tack, noty béeame ‘so nttetly- blinded, ‘that he '
fuirly forgot his natural instinet:of. self-preber
yation, and drawing } h.m swurd he: spurred mad—
ly upon our hero.

Fernando's own sword sprang. f‘mm lts soab-
bard, but before the point of Don Tuan's's Wep-
on’ reached: hlm, ‘his - quick-wittad - hotse - had
leaped nimbly on one:side, while the #teed. of
his ndversary brought up agamst’ the oypoaita :
wall. '
P Beware how you try: that again, ”. axblmm—
ed Fernando, as ko 'whirled his horse: -gbout, -

- Don Juan teok no notice of the . wammg, :
but raising his sword he rushed on. again. - Our -

hero could hardly avoid s smilé as ke 82w, the
position in which the scamp bad placed himself;
for his' whole bosom was open to the least lunge
that might be made against it, while his' ‘weapon
'was raised ag thongh it had boon s  heavy .olub.
Radigo passed upon Fernando’ sright hand.- Tt

- | required but & slight movement to Jurn - akide.
.| the intonded_ blow, and then, with o quick

powerful motion, our hero: ‘m-ought the pommel

Yo, 'exelalmed I"emando B The explaf-

kiow well -enough - the advantage you gain. in
mixrying ono. who: js heiress to the titles.-of
Osma, end I kn(aw, tog, whenea' ﬂows \youréx:,

‘Hal do’ you o

of his siword with: such force: upon the. side/of
.h:s enomy’s head,; that' the: latter tumbled. from
his hurse and lay sprawlmg upm the gretm—
sward = SR
4 That‘. WS 6 mggsrdly blow,mlluin,” ax-
olmme& d’Acosts; who had ah'eady unsheathe'ﬂ
his own blade. . - o
“+ Be that e it may,” coutempmously m-
I|turned:. Fornando; . I. would: ‘mot “have -the.
bughtncss of my sword dtmmed by his' oraven.
blood. . He - mII so00n, - get over.his-..akall-
t.hump Sl e L b

treme sympaﬂ]y for Dcmna Amta. -But. for all -

“ Pemando Gonzalea,” saud d’Acosta, in e




insulted . NWw ave yon willing to grant me
;the'-siﬁd'aéﬁm T-have the fight t6 claim ¥’
.. **You have. ﬂlp satisfaction already of kiow-
ing my opinion: 4 Nhat can you want further ¢
"¢ The satlsfactm of -knowing that you will
express sach opinions no more,” hotly returned
d’Acosta. *“ Do*you understand me ?”’
¢ I understand -what you say, and if you
would ‘not hear my opinions aguin', then teep
aut of my way.”
“4 1 preplude the necessxty of that i
claimed d’Acosta, *for I intend to put you
out of the way. ~ Now if you be-a man, defend
yourzelf. - I would not murder you, nor yet ean
-both of uglive.”
-*“Hold,” ecried Fernando. “ I know the
eause of complaint you have agninst me, and I
- know that your magnanimity is not all wested
upon Donna Anpita. You have become posgess
ed of the faet that through me you are to lose
your fief upor my family estates, and hence you
seek my death. I can read your designs, and
* I know . you for just what you are. This pres-
- ent attempt is 08 base as it is cowardly, for I
verﬂy believe that-you knew I was suﬂl suffor-
ing from the effepte—"’
¢ (oage your prating, cowar(l P shauted
&’ Acosta, placing his aword at & favorite word,
and urging his horse forward. ¢ Your death
be upon your own head." ,
Fernando saw that d’Acosta’s mind was
mado up, and that he must either flee or de-
fend himzelf. The excitement he had undergone
had already begun to sharpen the lurking pgin

in his head, and he felt that he was not able to.,

cope with the man before him, but he had now
no choice, and reining up his horse, he took the
point of his adversary’s weapon upon the centre
of his blade and turned it off. - D'Acosta in-
stantly gathered himself up, but, instead of
attempting to make another passing" blow, he
approached Fernando du'eutly in front fora ]'mnd-
to-hand conflict.

¢ Now, here ’s have at you,” he cried.

¢ Coward I’ muttered our hero.

“You shall eat that word I

‘ " Fernanglo got s seratoh upon his left arm,
-and under its influence he gave the rein an'in-

voluntaiy ¢heck.: His horse ‘ambled off . side-
ways,. but at & word from his master he quickly
came to a stand, and. d’Acosts), literally hoiling
over with eager wrath, raised his sword ‘and
spurred-on ;- but just as he was playing for a

sure thrust, a sharp ery of pain arrested his arm, .

and on Iookmg down he found that Don Juan
had somewhat rovived, and that his own horse
had one foot upon the fallen man’s hand.

On the instant, Fernando saw his advantage, -

aud feeling that it might be his only chanee for
safety, he resolved to profit by it. When hip

opponent tarted batk from the danger he was

threatening Don Juan, he loft his sword un-
guardedly pomtmg over his horse’s head, and
with’ one blow Fernando knocked it from his
grasp. ' ’

» “ Stop ! step I shouted our hero as he no-
ticed that 4’ Acosta was preparing to slip from
his saddle. ¢ By Baint Poter, if you move to
dismount, I'll run you through. This is an
affair of your own secking, and you have acted
most bagely throughout. I am weak from” re—
eent sickness, and I can fight no more, but you

are in my powér now, You have taken every

adtvantage of me, and now it’s my turn,”
D’ Acosts hesitated, for he saw that young
(tonzales ‘meant just what ho said, and he at-

| tempted to hack his horse out of tho way, but

whatever may have been his plans they were
quickly frustrated, for Fernando, under the im-
pulse of an idea that had just entered his mind,
drew back his sword and plunged it into the
flank of his enemy’s steed, and then with the
flat of the blade he brought down a blow upon
jhe animal’s rump. The horse reared and
plunged for a moment beneath the pain of the
wound, and then, totally regardless of his rider’s

efforts, he dashed furiously off to thu south- .

ward.
Fornando shpped out of his saddie, and pick-

| ed up both the swords that had been dropped.

“Dan’t kill me! for mercy sake, don’t!”

shricked Don. Juan, who was just abla to raige
lnmself upon his elbow.

. the presence of Donna Anits and Don Gomez

‘hearmg sOme remarks ‘that " fell - batsteen ‘ol

was working against hor. Now she hnd only

* Pitifal seoundrel # " retumed ‘Femundo your® smrdd yd’é
spumlng at him with his foot'; I should seorn by the foot-bridge:

the act of spitting ot = helpless a.n“. animal hg

ge, e y RN
As our hero fhits spoke ﬁb miﬂb‘uﬁﬂé&‘ liis

yoursélf. When you? compamion rétuins he ! horse and tumed back’ tuwhrds the " dity;, Hebbr-

- may help you home, and if elther of you want mmed that, wntil his aﬁ&m "ete: settle&

he
| would be more careful of himﬂelf N o

.

»

‘] BELIEVE the féllow’s got s charmed Life,

l “pon my honor,” said Don Juan Radigo, in

@’ Acosta. *“The king savés him from the stake,
some power of darkncss saves him from two
powerful assagsins, and I verily belleve, Batan
himself saved him from us. I’ fmth my head
sping now with that blow he gave me.” -
“ Never mind,” muttered d’Acosts, with a
flush of mortification, ¢ let him go. He will
have his family estates-now, bat T'I take good
care that the revenues are colleotsd in advance
ere I deliver them up.”
““The puppy ! I wish. we'd scitled hxm
Egad, I've & great notion to call lnm out on
my own account.”’

D’ Acosta eould net but smile at. this Eiece of |

bravado; but he did not care o wound' his
gt ¢

timid fnend’s feelings by expressmg his ea,nchd

opinion, 50 he kept silent.

‘ Donna Anita Jooked downcast and troubled '
and a single look at her countenancs wonld Bave

convinced a beholder that she Iiked mnot ‘the
turn things were taking. In the first’ Plame,
she had a stranje fear of Fernando Gottzales, |
for she saw that fortene favored him in évery
manner ; and she had also learned, by overs{

Beatrico and her srep-da,ughter, that the Moor

CHAPTER XX.

THE LEASH I8 .DRAWN ' ’!IGHTER.

seen this Moor af her: htisband’s bedsids, b
even that interview hu& beén sufficlent to strikts”
terror to her soul; for she knew thiat hg had
possessed  some wonderful poWer over: Don
Pedro, and perhaps that péwer iiught oxtoiid
over the present affairs of tho hotsehdld: ' Tn"
short, clouds seemed to be gathoring. in every

| guarter, but she tried to shake off the ¢hilly -

dread that had eized her, and ::oll buok the .
gathermg storm:

““Don Gomez,” she said, bnngmg one of her
ever-ready smiles to her face ; * go, seqk saf)ﬂl
She would like tosee you.” ',' o

“ Certamly.’ ? yeturned , the young ma,n, and
with a.slight bow he left the apartment. ..

“ Now, Don Juan,” gontiuned Amta., with:..
a serious look, *“ our business must be expodited.
Xou must be mazried tonight.”y . . -
“Bo soon 7’ utterad Raiigo, . in sui'p'tlse.

" Xeog, therte’s no time. to'bé losty dnd when
you are once marriéd, Theress’s dowry ahallﬂ)e
plaged ip your hands.”’ . - Copett
_* But why iu such'a hqrry?” Tt e
“ Stinply becstse to-morrow mhy bé'too Tats,
Femando Gonisnles: knows thiat the chi"ainéh%'
was sot for ﬁo-mbrrow—’.{‘heresa. has bié t6 !ihfd
and T know ot what plau*théy maj hﬁvﬁ dﬁ

foot.” 0 why' did not the ﬁiibfa klﬂ Tﬂjﬂ Whille
they Hipd the’ chanéé i : WA g




efod by that inferjalland-

| thonsand pistoles, lighted up the way, and he
1 went eagerly forth  to prepare for ‘his nuptials,
while Donna Anita, with & crafty look, watched h

Iord just 85 they wore going to finish: him.”

4 Then why didn’t you' kill him ¥

Don Juan’s eyes fell to-the floor,

“ Never mind,” continned Donna  Axnita.
“Jt's toolate now, though I hope there’ll be
no danger result to you and @’ Acosta, from the
affair.”

* Danger— —how?”

“ Why, from civil action.”

“Q, bless you, no. ’Twas only a ‘wayside
broil. There was no .blood spilt. 'Twas an
affair of honor.” .+

“ Apd who won the honor?”

“ You are severe, Donna.” -

“Perhaps I am. But let that go. You
must he married to-mght, in this ' place. I
will see that everything is ready; and mind
you, when you are married you must be care-
ful of your wife’s tongue.”

“ Q,. Jet me alone for that." )

+*¢ Do not think the task too easy, Don Jy
for, by wmy faith, you'll find s woman’s tingue
ot g0 easily governed.”

“That's an old zaw, Donna.

* Yes, and time has proved it a true one.

"Now go and prepare yourself.” ‘

“T go, and when I come again, I shall be
heir exfootant to the pum of seven thousand
pistoles.”

* Ah, you ve hardly earned that extra two
thousand.”

“I did my part of the business. I’fmth I
risked my skull for them.”

““ 8o you did;” returned Donna Amta, with
2 half bitter smile, *“ and if all goos on right
you shall have them,”

- But ail can’t help going on right. I shall
marry Theresa, and that's right, surely.”” -

“ Then you must hurry about it.” I you
keep this thing to yourself, and maintain the
utmost seereey in  your movements, it may be
safely carried through. Do not mention it to
& living soul.  Everything will be remiy here
balf an hour after dark.”

Don Juan began to feel uneasy, for lm had

not anticipated so much trouble in gettmg &

. L]

wife, but the beauty of Theresa, and the seven

him till he was out of sight.

¢ Now,” muttered the widow to herself, as
she started vip from her seat, * I must have
Theresa prepared for this. Something tells me
that if T wait till the morrow I may be thwarted ;
but to-mght-——and all i¢-safe. = Theresa once a
wife, and she passes from niy path. No one
suspects' my plans, save those who are necessa-

| vily engniged in them, nor shall they have the

chance. ~Why did, my husband make that

fatal allusion t6 +he instrument he gave me?

But .they can prové nothing! That Moor!

He hauntsme I _

Domna Anita tonk a few turns seross t.he
room to'compose herself, and then she sought
the chamber of her step-daughter.

Theresa heard the key turn in the lock of

n, | her door—for sincé her return with the monk

she had been under lock and key—and she
saw her cruel step-mother enter.

4 block' of marble, and gazed with tearless eyes
upon the author of her wrongs. .

My child,” said Donna’ Anita, ** the ser-
vants will be here ere long, to array you in
your bridal robes.” .

*Then let them come, and I will sleep in
them to-night.”

There was a stra.ngeness in the orphan’s toue
that startled hor stepsmother, it was so cold and
go unfeeling, seeming to come from lips that hed
no impulse from the mind.

¢ You will rest upon your nuptml couch to-
night, Theresa.’

* To-night "’ o -

" Yen,”

« And wherefore to-mght ? -X have: no hus-
band yet.”,

* But you shall have ere you retu-e to Test
agm ” o

The orpban gnzed up into Amt:). 8 face At
ﬁrst her lock was vacant and mieaningless, but
gradually it assumed & speaking tone, and the
museles begdn to guiver.

Shke did not.
shudder, nor did she tremble, but she sat like =

,,i‘ﬁw«- @A b n

<« To-morrow I am to be married” she at "

Yength uttered.
- ¢ No, no, my pretty ranhway. B you have
concooted a plan for escape on the morrow, you

will - be disappointed, for you hecome the wife.

‘of Don Juan Radigo to-night.” -
Donna Anita thought she had detocted in the

manner of Theresa’s saying * fo:morrow™ a

hope of escape before that time, but for onee
she wag m1staLen, for not the shadow of such

a hope had entered the poor girl's mind.
~ “Donoa Anita,”” pronounced Theresa, with

startling energy, ¢ do you mean that 1 am to

“be married to-night 7’

« Yes—within half en hourafter it is dark.”
“ Then God have mercy on me !" ejaculated
the unfortuiate girl, sinking back #ato her seat.
“ It makes but little difference—tomnight, or

* toporrow, or the next day, or the next.. Earth

bas but one death for me-—she can dig but one

grave.”

. *You will allow the servants to dresy you ?”
“Yes and let them brmg me 2 winding

sheet. Twould be moke fitting than a bridal

robe.”

- The orpban had settled again into her cold

vacant state of mental frigidness. A romark

rested upon Donna Anita’s lips, but she spoke

it not—sghe only gazed a moment upon the

‘vietim of hér scheming ambition, and then she

turned from the room. She re-locked the door,
and soon her light footfall was lost in. the
distande.

The grating of that key ! Theresa, heard it,
and its sound startéd her inteJife. She sprang
to her feet and gazed hal- “wildly
That simple creaking of the prison-bolt seemed
to have shot like a stream of electricity through

-every avenue of her soul, and to have awakened
‘ber from hef death dream. It gpoke to- her|
native pride with more power than could the

tongues of o ﬁhousamdistep-mothers

“ 0, God I” she uttered, as she clasped her
hands upon her brow, * is there no eseape from
this fonrful doom ? Fernando, Fernando, I ghall

_ soon be separated from you forever! Could I

but see thee onee more—once more Test upon
thy bosom—"'
L]

n the door. |

Bhia _(séa‘éed\-.’!:l"et

Lalowly, thoughtfally, ;

jidea had begmed upon her. mind, an

deavored to ghveif n palpable forrm. Ble hid
no hopes of eseape, but she did hope that she
might be shle to send to Fernando some intel-
ligenee of this new movement of her step-
mother’s. If there could be an earthly chance
for he'r salvation, it dwelt with Fernando- and .
the Moor, and they did not think the marriage

‘| was to bo consummated till the morrow-—then

they would be oo late, even if t]my held a
power to release her ! ,

“ Holy mother ofYour chureh ” e_]aculated'
the orphan, a8 this lagt.thought flashed. thlongh
her mind ; *“if the Moor can help me, he will
not think of his heayenly mission till tomerrow |
And then I shall lose all! A fow short hours -
may steal from me my peace forever! O,
madness! O, misery ! ‘

She started across the réom, and then came
back to the window. Half-a-dozen turns some-
what calmed her mind, and when she  stopped
to look down into the garden again, she was
‘| able to bring her thoughts to a focus.. Some
ten minutes had she been gazing down upon
the wxwmg foliage, when she saw old Beatrice
coming up one of the paved walks. The house-
keeper was looking up earnestly ab the window
where she stood, and as she caught the eye of
the young girl she stopped. Inan instant,
Theresa decided upon the course she would
purzae. She beokoned for Beatrice to coms to
her room, and she had the satisfaction of aeemg
that she was understood.

1t- was not long before the orphan heard the.
cautions tread of her old friend in the. corridor,
and going to the door ehe plaoed her ear to the
keyhole.,

«¢ Theresa,” whlapered some. one’ upon the’
outside.
" «Whois #t?’ . .

“ Beatneg,”- ' -

“ Wilt You do’ an"act to serve me I

“ Anything—overything."” o

* Then, Beatrice, I am to be married to-

night. Don’t interrupt me. My ‘step-m;:ther i




yd ﬁm my nnptmls ﬂnﬂ very mght.

_usﬁ got g Iethr to. B‘ernaqdo Gonzales Can

you carry: 1t bidd o
e Yes, gwe me bat the dn-entmns, and T'll
can'y it, thongh I have to walk bare-footed.”

“Do you know where there is a small inn
Just at the southern edge of the city, on the
Alberche road 2

¢ Yes, I Know it well.”

#Then I will write @ note, and you shall
carry it. Give it to Fernando if you see him,
~and if not, then give it to the little inn-keeper.

He will be faithful. o yon down into the

garden, and when Thave written it X will throw |

it down to you. Be ecautious, now, and don’t
for the love of God let any one beside yourself
in the house know of it.”

Beatrice promised £o obey all the injunctions
of her young mistress, and as soon as she left
the door, Theresa went to her desk and drew
forth 2 sheet of paper. She had no pen, but
with a drawing pencil she wrote as follows :-

, ““Drar Feryawpo,~~My hour of doom has
- come. My step-mother hss arranged that I
ghall be married to-night, 8he must foar that
I contemplate escaping, but God knows thap
such & light gleams not' inmy path. I ama
prisoner in the house of my birth—locked with-
in my room, and shut out from any who might
befriend me. If there lnys within your grasp a
single straw upon which I might hang a hope—
But I will not indulge in such a dream, for the
- awekening to the fatal reality that is prepared
for'me would then be more insupportable than
over. ~ O, has the Moor returned 9  Can he see
-me tonight? Bomething tells me that within
that man some portion of my destiny 18 most
strangely bound up. ~Tonight! 0O, God!
let me shut my eyes to the horrible thought!
Farowell! If you see me not again on earth
. you will at lenst remember me and pity me in
my distress. I can write nomore. The thoughts

of yom, my soul’s love, have opened the foun-

tain of my tears, and they make me bhnd Once

more, farewell! Think of me oft. To—mght !

God helpme ! " Tueresa.”

* The orphan folded- her letter, and having
directed it, she hound it with a piece of ribbon
to which she attached a heavy key. She went
to the window—Beatrice was there in the
garden. The house-keeper made a motion that
all was safe, and Theresa let fall the note she
had written—she saw her old friend pick it up

and glide away, ¢ and thqn, with a deep groan,

she sank once more into her seat.

Sho had done all thatlay in her power. Her
fate wos in the hands of Heaven, and she
endeavored to prepare herself for the sacrifice.

N
. The sun was just sinking‘ to rest when the

little inn-keeper placed a letter in the hands of
Fernando Gonzales.. The young man was in

bis room, and stepping to the window he fore

off the ribhon and opened the missive.
# To-xtenr I he cried, in tones of such

angumh that one might have supposed & light-

mng ghaft had stricken him.

Fernando wound the fingers of his right
hand within the locks of his dark hair, and with
the other he held the letter. He gazed wildly

upon it, like one who reads his own death-

warrant.
¢ To-night ! and the Moor has not come!
Tonight! and all is lost! Look down, O,

God! and sweep this black villany from thy
footstool 1" - ,

" A footstep fonnded in the narrow passage,
and Fornando heard his host directing some
one to his room. He placed the letter in' his
hosom, and in & moment ‘more . his door was
opened,

“The Moor ! the Moor!* he uttered, and
upringing forward, he fairly Glasped Abu M&leo
to his bosom Coe

.

' CHAPTER XXL

r

"THR PHIAL.

HERESA DE TAVORA was artayed
“ in her bridal xobes. She looked. the
pame as we have seen her before—aold and

" cheerless, Eeemihg to be frozen with utter horror.
-Her heart lay still in her bosom, for it had sank

heavily beneath the weight that had fallen upon

it, and it only beat as the tide of life forced it

to ity unwﬂhng tagk. - Her maids had loft her,
and she eat within her own chamber ‘gaging
upon a spot where & white rose rested upon the
carpot. That rose had been brought for her to

. wear, bit she had cast ib from her, and a single

sprig of cypress rested mpon her white bosom.
Thus ehe sat, when Father Ba,ymond entered
her room.
¢ My ¢hild,”" commenced the monk, mbhng
down by the orphan 8 side, ° your nuptmla
draw-near.”

Theresa made no snswer, nor d:d she- move, |

but still ‘she gazed. upon that white rose. It

. lay there like her own, beart’s affoction—osist

away to wither and che—-plueked from its pdrent

" stem to he cared for no more.

“1 trust, for your own sake, my child, thet’

“ you have conquered your prejudices against the

marriage your kind guardian has selected for
you,” continued the monk, in a whining, hypo-
eritival tone ; ** for ‘your happiness cannot but -
bo clouded by ygeless repinings, and  your’
friends, too, will be paited to see you still’ eon-'
tinue obstinate and wilful.”

The doomed orphan slowly ‘raited’ her eyes
and turned them upon her companion. Their
light was deep, and from - out the flood of
melancholy that dwelt therein, there flashod u' '
gleam of stern resentment. '

‘ Monk,” she said, without ehnngmg & mus-
cle of her firm-set countenance, ** do you koow
what the tortures of the rack are?” -

1 have seen & heretio pluced upon one, my
child.”” .

"¢« And did it make lmn saffor ¥

* Most exerucintingly.” - s
* Buppose you were doomed to the -sume tbr» ‘
ture, and that, tco, forevdr, coald you dver
come your pmjudices agamst 1t P ‘

it NO » o

“Phen cannot' I overcome the hon'or' M‘
has béen planted in my soul.”

“You falk foolishly, child. What can u

s




"o : FERNANDO.

girl like you have to fear? You will have a
good home, 2 kind hughand—"

“ 0, ceaso such blasphemy,” hastily inter-
rupted Theresa, while the marble-like rigiduess |

of her features was broken by a cold shudder, '

“Talk not to me in such falschoods. I know
what they will do with me, and I am prepared
for my: fate ; but I want no’ consolation from
you. Your heart never felt that hely spark
that lights up and warms the bosom of one
who ean offer consolation to the afilicted.
Loave mo to myself, and when I am wanted T
shall be ready.”

The monk bad senso enough ‘to oloak his
anger, and also to see that farther vemarks on
his part would only tend to make muthors
. worse, o he simply uttered 2 heartless bleqﬁg'

upon the orphan and twned to withdvaw, but
Bofore he passed ont, he. turned back and
" remarked : :

“ You will be wanted in half an hour,”

The monk was gone, and Theresy’s eyos fell
again upon the rose. . ‘

“ How Whlte and how pale it looks!”. she
murmumd T wonder if it suffered when
they tore 1t\away from its maje? Poor thing,
it will soon be dead, and thop—"’

Thoeresa clasped hor hands upon her bosom,
and started up from her seat. She trembled
foarfully with some sudden emotion, and it was

* soveral minutes erc.she could bring Lor thought
back to its throne. The large lamp that burn-
ed upon her table soomed f0 cast a strange
glare about the apartment, and with a heavy
groan she leaned back against the casement of
tho wihdow and closed her eyes. Gradually
she grew calm again, and with a steady hand
she touched the bell-cord that hung near her.

Old Bestrico, who had beon on’ the watch
for the lesst exemse to wait upon her young
‘ mistress, answered the;ltsummons, for ginge darl

the 'door had been loft wnlocked.

’ “'Baatrice,” said the orphan, as soon ag the
old woman had poured forth her stove of sym-
pathizing words ; “* I want you to do one more
favor for me, and that may be the last.”

‘{ B

approaching marriage alone influenced her, she
quickly pledged herbe]f 1o perform whatever
laid in her power.

¢ You lmow my cabinet, in the room over-
looking the large fountain 7"’ *

“ Yeg,” returned Beatriee.

¢ What have you done with the key that was
fastened to the letter 7’

¢ Here it is, in my pocket.”

“That' is the key to my cabinet. - Go and
unlock it, and among some of the bexes that
lic in the small deop drawer in the centre of
the manuseript case, you will find a small phial
of perfume’. Bring it to me, but let no one sec
you do it.” )
= Unsusplectingly, Beatrice hastened to perform
her mission, and ere long sho mtumcd with the
phial,

“If T wanbt you again, I will call,”
Theresa.

The house-keeper understood the hint, and
after dropping a few words of sympathy, she
withdrew.

Long after she was left alone did Theresa
stand in the very spot where Deatrice had left
her, and gazo upon the phial she held. Hoer
hand was influeneed by a slight tremor, but her
features were calm and collected, save that
there was a sort of wild, dancing light in her
oyes. :

« Would it be 4 gin,”” she muwmured, ¢ to
snatch from them the soul they would torture ?
What can life be to me longer 7 Only a source
of unending, uarelieved misery. No hope to
cling to, no friend who ean aid me. Narth is
but a wilderness of upas trecs, with here and
thera a, thorn-bush to lacor:;{tg those who with-
stand the poison-shafts.”

"Bhe walked to the window and looked out
npou the starry sky, buat she soon turned back
from ‘the seane, and onde miore gazed upon the
phial.

¢ Hero is a messenger - of merey. A few drops
from this will still my benrt forever, and loek
out the pain of life. The sin is not mine, but

said

The housekeepor was startled by the stronge

it must rest on the heads of those who drive nle

tones of Theresa’s voice, but thinking that the

" led her forward, The poor girl resisted not,
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to it.
wonderful machinery ef nature, and yet -how
fearful 1

Theresa ceased her murmuring and sank upon
her knees. She prayed, and as her soul was
opened in communion with the Divine, the
bright tears hegan to roll down her checks.

She aroso once more to her feet. She was
more calm than before, and her hand had ceased
its trembling.  She sat down upon her divan—
one hund was “pressed against her heart, and
the other held the subtle poison that she looked
upon as the only messenger of her salvgtion.

Once, when Don Pedro had spurned his
dawghter rudely from him, she had procured
that phial of poison. Then her heart had been
eroshed and broken, but she dared not hush
it in sclfinflicted death. The phial had been
prezerved more a8 a remembrancer of the tor-
tures she had. suffered than as a means of
future freedom, but now she saw nothing clse
upon which to grasp. Long suffering had shut
up the avenues through which entored the love

bonds that bound her only. to greater mmery‘ i
time to come.

“ One moment, and the el iz done,”'she'
murmured. ¢ Mother—dear mother, T come to
jein you!” .

She raisod the phial to her lips. The death-
potion started from its long rest, but ere = drop
had touched her tongue, the tiny glass was
dashed to the floor and shattered in pieces !

Theresa sprang to- her foet,-and found horself
fage to face with her mother-in-law !r——

 What would you do, rash girl

¢ Tree myself from your fatal power,” calmly
returned -the orphan.

* And sink to perdition.
are waited for.”

Theresa followed Donna Anita silently from
the room, and as she hent her eyes to the pave-
ment of the eorridor she really thanked God
that she had been saved from the suicide’s
death. . .

But eome, you

CHAPTER XXII.

CONCLUSION.

‘THE bridal) party were assembled in the
largo dvawing-room of the Tavora palace.
There were Doana Anita, and her daughter
Isabel. Don Gomez d’Acosta, Don Juan
TRadigo, Father Raymond, and Theresa, beside
two other monks and several of the widow’s
own domesties.- O1d Beatriee, too, had managed
to slip in, and she remained quictly in one
corner away from observation.

« All is ready, I beliove,” sbid Father Ray-
mond, as he east his eyes around upon the

group.
Donna Anita tock Theresa by the hand and

nor did she even shrink from the touch of her

¢ Holy father,” said the widow, as she led
the orphan to her place, I have desmed it
just and proper to bestow the hand of Donna
Theresa de Tavora in wmarriage upon Don Juan
Radigo ; and by the right vosted in me by my
late hushand, her father, I have called you to
perform the ceremony of such marriage.”

The monk bowed, and Don Jusm was - led

- {forth. e stood by the side of his plomlsed

bride, and took her hand in his.

At that moment all Theresa’s fortitude gave
way. She had resolved not to guail, nor shrink
from her fate, but when she felt that touch—
when she felt her hand grasped by the vile

step-mother.

man who was to embitter her life-cup, snd who

How simploe the act that shall stap this | of life toher soul, and she longed to loose t}?a 7' ;

i
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hesitated not to lend himgelf 5 base too} to the
eehiomings of her wicked step-mother, her heatt

~leaped so wildly in her homom that sho came
nedr fainting. The whole tide of her misery
seémed to acenmulate into one vast flood that
came ‘whelming over hér soul.

None noticed her emotions, but all eold and
heartless, the monk opened his book and began
thé coremony. He asked Don Juan if he would
take the woinan by hig side for his wifo; and
with a sparkle of triumph the villain answered
in the affirmative. Then he put the same ques-
tion to Theresa. She had no power to answer,
but Donna Anita answered for her..

The widow spoke in a, sharp, distinct tone,

" and it seemed to awaken the orphan from her
lethargy.
" ¢ No, no, no,” sho eried, with the last effort
of her despairing soul ; I cannot be his wife !
Before God and man I ery oub against it. O,
save me! save me !”’

“ (o on, go on,” uttered Donna Amita. ¢ Lot
the fnarriage proceed in haste.”’ ‘

Tho monk took a step forward and Iaid his
hands upon the heads of tlic waiting couple.
He commeneced spoaking—the step-mother’s
oyes wore sparkling with malicious triumph—
the Jast seal of the' orphan’s doom srose to the
lips of Raymond, when the ceremony was inter-
rupted by the sudden opomng of the greut
door.

“ Hold, there!” shouted a vome, and on the

\}).me instant, Vernando Gonzales sprang into
the room.

¢ Out! out! Go on, sir monk !”’ shricked
Donna Anita. - ** Hence, nieddling fool I”

Tornando took no notice of the woman’s rage,
but dashing Radigo aside, he caught Theresa to
his basom.

‘ éhdi'ilegious wroteh, what means all this 7
uttered the monk.

“Agk those who follow me.

- Therese—Idok up, for you ure safe I’

Both the monk sud Doenna Anita were struck-

" en with.torror, for a dozen of King - Philip’s
officers had entered the apartmount, and with
them géame Abu Malee, the Moo;u In advanee

Look up, .

of the rest was a youth, not over ‘ﬁﬂéen.years
of age, whose dress flaghed with brilliant jewels,

and who approached with a proud step.

“Which is Donna Anita de Tavora?’ he
asked, ag ho turned his eyes arcund.

T am that lady, senor,” retwrned the widow.

« Jf T misteke not, this party iz assembled
to witness the nuptials of one Don Juan
Radigo with Donna Theresa de Tavora ¥’

“You have hit the truth,”” proudly and
somewhat haughtily returned Anita.

¢ Are they married 777

¢ Not yet—but-they will be.”

“ Not to-night, senora,” said the youth, with
a peculiar smile.

¢ And by what 'mt.honty, pray, do you thus
intrude upon my affairs?  Who—""

She did not finish her sentence, for 4’ Acosta,
all pale and trembling, seized her by the arm.

¢“wesgh ! he uttered, in & quick whispor,

J¢it is Don Philip, Prince of Asturias—the

eldest son of our king I

¢ Bafe, safe, did you say ©7 murmured
Theress, gizing up into her lover’s face, while
Don Juaan stood by like a whipped cur.

* Yos, yes, dearest—they can harm you mno
moro.” ) '

¢ Safo—and it z-all real!—0, Fernando,
how camo this? What kind power has como to
my 2id? *Twas you, you”

« N(j, Thoresa—there
server.’

Tho fair girl followed the dircetion pointed
out, and her oyes rested upon the tawny Moor.

Abu Malee’s heaming orbs were fastened
upon her with a strange light, and she would
have sprang instinctively forward to bless him,
but at that moment the prince came up and
took hd¥ hands
© 4 MThig is our good Prinee of Asturiag, The-
roga,”” said Fornando. '

stands your pre-

were in time to save you,” gallantly said young
Philip, as he raised the delicate hand he held
to his lips, and then turning to Pathex Baymond
he continued :

“You can-close your book, sir, monk, for .

you "1] have fio more use for it here.”

7 thank the saints, fair scoorita, that we
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“Father Raynmnd shrank back from his station,

and placed his holy volume beneath his robe.

© “How did the Moor do this?” amxmusly

“\ whispered Theresa.

~ fTknow net,” returned Fernando, with a
puzzled look. T met with him only just as I
got your letter. Ie has told me nothing.”

Donna Anita was hardly yet satisfied that
all this could be real, for though her mind had

* been tortured by fears, yetshe had come go near
the consummation of her plans that to be now
thwarted seemed almost impossible ; and then,
too, she was yot authorized to uct as she had
begun. The sight of young Gonzalez holding
her step-daughtor so confidently t6 his bosom
awoke her rage, and approachirig the prince,
she said, wit\h congiderable of tartness in her
mannet ; ) :

« I know. not, your highnoss, what duthority
you raay have in behalf of Don Juan Radigo,
but you sure%y can have none oter my ward,
and T will thérefore take her away from here.”

Theresa shrank closer to, Fernando as she
heard this, and even our hero himself had some
misgivings. The marriage had been stopped,
but was all to end hove, sorrow would yot dwell
with them,

¢ Stay- one moment,” said the prifice, as
Donna Anita moved towards the orphan. « I
have no direct power over Donna Theresa, but
there is one here who hag, and I have orders
from the kmg my royal father, to make good
hiselaims.”

 And who s it, yourﬂhlghness, that ean thus
step in between a father and his child ¥

¢ She has no father.”

¢ Ay, but her father, Don Pedro, Count of
QOsma, etill acts in the power he hequeathed to
me,” uitered the widow.

- “We will see if Don Pedro did not give to

" gome one else a power which has mnever been

legally repealed,” said the prince, with 2 smile.
* Whete is the Moor ?”

“us Here,xyour highness,”” said Abu Males.

¢ Now what claims can you make againat
this woman’s authority :
~ «“Iwil bring you my evidence in a fow

minutes,” refurned the Moor, snd as he Spo
he turned and loft the apartment, but ere he did

50 he beckoned for old Beatrice to follow him:

Not 2 word ‘was spoken by those who had *
been left behind. The prince stood in the
centro of the group, and upon his cotmbonance
there was a halfplayful smile.  Donna Anita -
looked pale and livid, and a fearful tremor
shook her frame. That Moor had stricken
moroe texror to her soul than all the rest com-
bined. Fernando and Theresa wore both .of
them swaying botween hope and doubt, and
breathlessly they awaited tho -denouement to
this strange scene. The monks wore huddled
together, and their eyes were fixed askance
upon the young prinee; while' Radigo and
&’ Acosta were regarding our hero with anything
but agrecable looks. Isabel alone seemed.to
have no very deep feeling 'about the matter,
only evineing a sort of morbid curiosity,

‘Ere long the door was opened, and, old
Beatrico, down whose cheeks the tears Were
rolling in tofrents, slowly ontered. By tho
hand she led a middle-aged fomele, of exceed-
ing beauty, whose form and feature were the
exact counterpart of the Moor’s ; “but the tawny
color of the skin had given place ‘to the purest
Castilian tints.

¢ Now, Domna Anita,” pronounced the
prince, * you can read a elaim prior to your
own, and one, too, Lefore whmh yours must
dwindle into nothing.”

Donna Anita heud not & word the prince
had said, but with cyesfairly starting from their
sockots, she stood and gazed upon the presenco
that had thus been apparvently conjired up
before her. ,

The strange woman turned neither to the right
hand ror to the loft, but with & trembling step
ghe kept on towards the spot where atood
Theresa and Fernando. The fair givl had
already broken from hor lover’s grasp, but she
was transfized as marble now. She placed lier
hand upon her throbbing brow and elosed her
eyes, for she believed that some air-phantom, ,
gome imagery of hor over-heateq brain, thus'
haunted her vision. She soon felt a soft hand

*
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U sid upon hier shoulder, and ghe heard her name
 vpronounced in that same ‘musicdl voice that had
" lalled her childhood’s pangs. She opened her
~éyes, and a teasful, heavenly countenance beam-

ed upon her.

““ Theresa—my child I'f spoke the woman,

and as she spoke she smiled.

There was a simple word tremblihg upon the
lips of Theresa de Tavors, bubit came mnot
forth. Hor necompanying movement, however,
told al} that she would have uttered, for she
spread wide her arms, and on the next instant
they were twined about the neck of her who
had spokon. She knew that she rested upon
the bosom of her awn dear sorinn !

« Donnae Madeline!” gasped Fernando,
laying his hand upon her shoulder, and guzing
with painful carnestness into her face.

“Yog, yes, Fornando,”” returned Madaline
de Tavora; ¢ cowme back to fulfil the ,promise
ghe made you years ago.”

Theresa had not yet spoken, for her heart
was too full—it had been uplified upon its
pl‘eéerit giddy pinnacle too suddenly. She
could only cling to Ler mother, and sob and
weep. -
¢ 'P'his is all a wicked flecut a foul phanfisy,”
oxclaimed Donna Anita, ab length recovering
somewhat from her stupor. ¢ The eold grave
cannot thas give up its dead !”

Donna Madaline gently put her dauglier’s
-~ wrms from about her neck and passed her over

to. Ternando ; then turning full upon Amtq

gho said :

< Do,you not know we, woman ?”’

Donndl “Anita shraulk away from that pgase,
and ghuttin g out the scono with both her liauds,

" she exclaimed :

s, fionds of deknoess! ‘tissho ! ’tis she!
The death-angel has turnod traitor to his trust,
and let forth his subjects to thwart me'!”

1 did come forth from my grave !”
Madaline. )

The wmonks stagted further bacls, ‘and crossed

themdelves in holy horror.

¢ Ligten,”’ contihged she, ¢ for thcre are none
here whv' may not Kpow -my story. You all

said
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Jnow that you see before you Donna Madaline
do Pavora, and how so strango a thing should
happen you shall hear, Long before it was
supposed thet T had died; I knew that this base
woman {pointing to Anita) was endeavoring
to turn the affections of my husband from me,
and howsoever much he may have been at faalt,
she first led him from his daty. Day by day,
I saw his love wantng, and at length T knew
that my wicked rival had gained the heart that
belonged wholly to me. Gradually my spirits’
failed, my strength dwindled into weakness, and
when at length that . fearful pestilence swept
through our city, I was taken down by it. The

‘| shoek was so sudden, and coming ag it did upon

my alveady shattered frame, my phy.slml gystent
was complotely, ultely paralysed, and every
nerve in my body seemed as immovable as steel.
They thought me dead, for my brow was white
and cold, and my respiration imperecptible,
Yet T heard every word that passed, and I
knew every movement that was made. Ag
length I was clothed in the habiliments of the
gt‘ai'e',l and placed in my coffin, and though I
tried by every means in my power to give some
signs of the vital spark that-still burned in my
bosom, I could not do it. I even tried to move
my finger, to opon my (Iruopinﬂ lids, but all to
uo ‘effeet. My will was utterly lodx.ed up from
all outward manifestation.

¢ The morning before I was convayed to the
burial-groond, Ponna Anita and »Xsabel came
to my coffin, and I hoard the heartless, wicked
woman exulting over my death, and at the same
time assuring her daughter that she, Aniia,
should now be Countess of Osma! Then T
thought I would not live if T could ; but when
my own dear child eame and wopt over me,
and T folt hor warm tears falling upon my face,
I tried again to tell that I was not dead, but it
was of no mse: At lengéh the funeral was com-
menced. T heard the prayers that were made,
and I heard the benedietion, and then I kuew
when my eoffin was carried from the house. At
the grave, I heard the wailings of my child, I
heard tho people depart, and I was lowered into
the resting-place that had been dug in the earth.




