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CHAPTER 1.

THE MEBRTIZ0 AND THE GUERRILLA.

N Mexico, the

summer of 1822

had opened its

gtore of warm

sunshize.. For

long years the

home of the Cre-

ole and Chapet-

one had beenrent

and torn by civil

wars and petty

troubles,  The

= yoke of the Span-

ish monarch had

. heen thrown off,

but the liberty which the people had looked for
came not to bless them. Aygustin lturbide
was now the emperor. He 'had at firet only
been president, but his ambition aimed at some-
- thing higher, and havihg gained the voice of &
. ¥itinted, licentions soldiery upon hiarside, he

stepped upon the wecks of the people, and

placed the imperial diadem apon his brow. His
gway over the nation had betomé absolute, and
the oppressed subjects fonnd that they had gain-
ed nothing by their change of rulers; but, on
the conirary, that they had rather lost,

But Tturbide’s throne stood on the brink of a
precipice. A few short months had he worn the
imperisl robes, and he found that they sat not so
easily upon his shoulders as he had fondly hoped.
There were noble spirits still Teft in Mexito, and
the standard of revolt was not long in shewing
itself. The people, used to strife and change,

gladly joined with the few bold patriots who be-

gan to whisper of new strifs, and cre the half of
a year had rolled over his imperinl head, Itar- ~
bide knew that his throne was trembling. Yet

he grew no better. He still ground his heel
upon the necks of ell those whe came within -
his reach, and to his-officers and abottors iie pave -
the most disgraceful license. The prison doors
were continually creaking upon their hinges,
and some of Mexico’s beat friends were chained
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within the damp dungeons. Augustin I. was
striviag to crush the power that opposed him,
for he would keep the bauble he had gained,

& confident, Important air, and his cloak, heavily
fringed with gold lace, was thrown carelessly up
over his shohlders, leaving his arms and the

It was early in the afternoon of a warm, [lower part of his body free, -

ploasant summer’s day that a horse stood upon
the edge of one of those, broad tables of land
that are stretched out nmdpg the mountaing of
Yera Cruz. The horse way a powerful animal,
of a gray color, and upon
rider. This rider was a jmen who could not
have been far from forty yehis of mge, and his|
complexion and the form of his features, indi-
cated him to be of the Mestizo blood. He was
tall and athletie, and though not massive in his
build, yet an observer could have seen that
where his garmenis fitted tightly the flesh was
hard and muscular. Especially could "this be
geen in his arms and legs, and then his shoul-
ders were very thick, even to a slight humping
of the back, This hump waa by no means a de-
forfhity, for its very shape plainiy indicated that
it was necessary for the containing of the sur-
*plog muscle which lay abont.the breast and
shoulders. Tyn the hands, which were unusu-
ally large, looked hard and iron-like. His dress
was of costly fabrie, but very plain—his jacket
and trowsers being of green silk velvet, without
any other trimming than & narrow tape of gold
which adorned the outside seam of the latier.
Upon his head he wore a broad sombrero, and
by his side ke earried a long, heavy sword.
Upon first sight our new acquaintance was by
no mbans prepossessing, for his features were
eold and angular, sud then the long, carling
moustaghe heliped to give an almost sinister ex-
pression'to his face. But upon closer examina-

tion he might appear differently—for he betrayed |

" & certain ealm, dignified bearing that could not
have belonged to a dishehest man.

The Mestizo had atopped his horse at a point
where the table abruptly terminated, and where
quite » steep slope swept awsy down to a thick
wood of stout oaks. A wide horse-path led up
through this wood, and up that ' path two horse-
men were coming. . The foremost one was su-
perbly dressed, and the nature of his nniform be-
tokened him to be s colonel of the imperial
staff. He was @ stount, wellmade man, about
foity years of age, buit, despite his gaudy dress
and his martial bearing, he had an aspect at
once repulsive and forbidding. His face was
dark, his nose thick and large, his lips curling
‘and sarcastic, his eyes deep-set and restless, and

soldier, sad followed his leader in the capacity

of an hifmble servant. ¥et he seemed fo bea

shrewd feflow, with plenty of wit and daring,

unencumpered by troublesome idess of trath

and morality. In fact, both master and man
might safely be placed in the last category, if
one might judge from their looks.

Tt was evidently for these people that the Mes.

tizo had stepped, for he watched them narrowly
as they ascended the hill-side, and he even
swung his heavy sword clear of the saddle trap-
pings so that he might grasp it readily in case of
need., ’
 Gaint Jago I’ exclaimed the firashorseman,
as he stopped his panting steed upon the edge of
the table land, *this is & fong hill, and hard to
climb.!

“ Yes;”” said the Mestize, to whem the remark
seemed to have been made, ¢ the way is hard,

for thc path winds arouwnd many rocks and ra-
vines,”

“In faith it does,” returned the first speaker,
¥t is nothing but wmd wind, wind -—first over
a reck-—then aroand a yock—then through a ra-
vine—and then around one, and then np'a crag
that fairly crumbles beneath the hoof. Why
should & sensible man live up in such a ploce ¥’

“Becanse it-is so beauntiful when once you're
up, I suppese,” said the Mestizo.

“Very likely. ’Tis a goodly country up here
—¢ool and pleasant, and luxuriant; toe.”

The officer lookedabout upon the swrround-~ ,
ing landscape as he spoke, and having viewed
the scenery, he terned again to the Mestizo.

Do you Hve about here 2" he asked.

(13 YES 7

“ And know you whcre Pon Migeel Troxille
livea ‘

“Yos,” replied the Mestizo, pomting off to
the westward with his finger, “that is his dwell
ing. You can just see the broad piazea through
the trees

[sER EXGRAVING.]

The officer looked in the direction pointed
‘but, and & look of satisfaction came over his
features as he saw how near he was to the place.
Baut the Mestizo regarded hini with a keen, scru-
tinizing lock, and it was evident that his thoughts

his brow low and contracted. Yet he rode with

»

were not of the most pleasing chatacter,

The second horseman was only & commen =

. shook his head with a dubious expression s he

* Another horseman was coming up the hill, but
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“Do you know anything of Truxille’s fam.
ity ¥ asked the officer, throwing his cloak back
from his shonlders, and therohy exposing the
.insignia of 2 cavalry colonel.

# Something,” was the Mestizo’s reply.

“X think there is a fair senorita lives heneath
hig roof ¥ .

“His grandchild lives with him.”

“ Ah—yes—it is she I mean. Think ‘you I
#hall find Don Miguel as'home 2

“ Yes, I think you will,”

“Then come along, Pedro,” said the colonel,
turning to his servant. * The distance is but
short, and we'll soon find the wherewith to wet
our dry lips and £l eur empty stomachs,”

Thus speaking, the colonel sparred up his
beast, and his maw followed his example, . The
Mestizo watched them as they departed, and he

saw them galloping off towards the nobleman’s
dwelling; but he did not gaze long, for his at.
tention was soon attracted to another quarter.

he was totally unlike his predecessors, both in
dress and personal nppenrance. He was a pow-
erfully built man, of a noble, generous, frank
countenance, and dressed in & garh such as was
worn by the patriot guerrillas of the times. He
must have seen half a century of life, at least,
for his.hair was stresked with silver, and the
hand of time had traced long furrows upon his
brow, Yet he was straight and firm in his car-
ringe, and he held his saddle like one who was
used to it. As he drew near, the Mestizo re-
garded him with deep interest, and it was plain
enough to he seem that he experienced a sort of
strange awe a8 he gained a full view of the fea-
tures of the coming horseman.

“Ah, Aldamar,” said the new-comer, s he
stopped his hors3, “you jeem to be standing
watch here. " Has any one passed yon ¥’

“Yes,” returned the Mestizo. *'Those two
men prssed.  You can see them yet if yon Iook
Sharp.”

He pointed toward the spot where the two
horsemen were just disappearing among the
shrubbery, and the guerrilla looked that way,

“Yes, yos—I'see them,” he said, while his
dark eye flashed. They passed me on the
plain, and I thought their steps were hent I:Ina
way. Ido you know them #

“No; but I do not like their looks.”

“Aud you will like them less if ever you he-
come acquainted with them.”

“ Then you know them 7’

“Yes ; 1 know the master, and of course the
servant is of the spmo stamp, though perhaps on
o smaller scale. Tthink you are faithful to the
interests of Don Miguel.” [

“I am,” replied the Mestisn, with & firm,
compact utterance,

S0 I had thought,” resemed the guerrllla,

“and T think you may now have a chance to
show your love. That man is Ton Juan Calleja,
and he ia one of Iturbide’s basest tools. Did
you never hear of him ¥

“Ay, I have heard the name,” answered Al
damar, “and I fancied it was he as soon as he
asked me the way to Don Miguel’s house.”

“ Then let me advise you to watch him most
tarrowly. It may be possible that he means no
harm, but I know that he is ineapable of memn-
ing anything good. If you love your ol mas-
ter be sure that Calleja does not escape your no-
tiee while he is about the promises ; and you had
better keep a watch, too, upon that servant of
his, for T fancy his fingers are as light as his
conscience is dull and casy. Just keep your
eyes open, and Truxillo may have renewed 0c-
casion to bless you.”

I will do so,” returned Aldamar, in 1 low,
meditative tone; and ns he spoke he regarded
kis interlocator with a keen, inquisitive glance,
“ Have you any idea what the fellow is after
the guerrilla asked, after a short silencs,

“Yes; ¥ have my thoaghts on the suhject.”

. “ Will you tell them to me?”

“ Certainly. I think he is after the Indy Isa-
bel.”

“Aha!” uttered the questioner, with a pro-
longed emphasis; “that’s the game,is it? I
have seen a young senorita jr Don Mignel's
garden—a girl as beautiful as the blushing roses
that grow about her. It is she, is it2"

" Yes‘n

*“ And is she rich ¥

“ Yes-——very rich. She holds mote than half
a million of dollars in her own right.”

« “Then you may rest assured that he will need
looking after, and T wish that you would so
watch his movements that you can report them
to me if T should desire to know them.”

The Mestizo promised obedience, and the
guerrille was about to turn away when the other
detained him.

“You mnst excise me,” said Aldamar, with
some hesitation in his manner; *“but there ig

one question I wish to ask you. You arc a
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neighbor, and we meet often, and yet I do not
know your name.”

 The guerrille smiled, but was silent. -
_“Would you have any objections to giving
me the information ¥ continned the Mestizo.

“(), not in the least, You may call ‘me Bo-
. quilla; and if others ask you concerning me,
you may tell them the same.”

Aldamar -looked sharply into his compan- |.

fou’s face, end if he doubted the reality of the
game he had heard; he did not say so. Of one
thing he was assured-—the guerrllla wad 8 man
who could mean no wrong, and in whom there
eould be no danger in placing the fullest confi-
dence; but yet Aldamar was not satisfied.

. g there anything else you would ask *” re-
sﬁmed the guerrilla, sceming to notice the Mes-
tino’s nquisitive look. -

. #No,” replied Aldamar ; .“nothing that I

have any basiness to ask; only there -are some
people who have asked me who and what you
were.”,

 And what did you tell them ¥*
« That I knew nothing about you.”
., *“Then I hope you will make the same an-

gwer when the same question is asked you again. -
.Fhese are troublous times in Mexico; and he

‘only iy safe who is either dishonest or unknown,
No offence, I trust.”
“ (), not at all,” said the Mestizo.
“We may meet again ere long, and in the
meantime be sure that yon keep an eye open
upon the movements of Don Juan Calleja and
his man.”

As Boquills thus spoke he turned his horse’s
head and started off towards the mneighboring

mountain. Aldamar waiched him until he was-

ot of sight, and then he turned his own horse
towards the dwelling of Don Migusl, and as he
rode slowly on towards home, he meditated
upon what he had heard, and resolved to follow
the instructions he had received.

CHAPTER 1L

INAREL.

Btruaren upon the brow of a gentla hill that
erose from the wide table land was the dwelling

~of Don Migael Truxillo, It was a magnificent

spot for o comfortablé home, and the exteasive
range of buildings was worthy of the place,
Throngh the open spaces betweem the great
trees in front of the buildings could be seen the
wide plaing of Vera Cras, and away off in the
distance, where the sky seemed to rést upon the
edge of the earth, conld be seen by the strong
eye, iti a clear day, the blue line of the great
gulf. All that wealth ‘could prociire towards
luxurious ease and comfort was manifest about
the place, and the most oxcellent judgment, too,
was displayed in the order and armngcment of
things upon the premises.

Don Miguel was a Creole noble, and ohe of
the wealthiest men in the country. He was well
ddvanced in years, for he had counted mote than
three-score winters since his natal hotr, and
though ke yet enjoyed the best of health, yet he
W3 not so ¥igorous ag somd merl' dre at that
age. His halr was white, and his brow was
deeply fartowed, yet hid eyes were bright, and
his mind was clear and gound. Strange as it
may appear, he had managed to get along in
life without being seriously dlsm@;] by the nu-
merons revolutions that had befh going on
sbout him, Though his ¥ympathies ware with

the Republictns, yet he fiever became & parth-
zan. He was natiarally timid, and to save him.
self from tronblt he had paid Liberal tithes t9
whatever party or perdon happened to be in
power. In his soul ke hated Aigustin Iturbide,
but he hud fiot the courage to make it known,
50 he paid his tax, and acknowledged Itarbide
ds the rightful emperor. From this we may
see something of hix natiura! disposition and
character. Strictly honest, upright, truthful
and affoctionate, but with = timidity that some-
times almost unmanned*him,

The old noble received Don Juan CalleJa.
with the mosi fattering respect, and spent tha
remainder of the day and & part of the evening
with him. Their business seemod to be of fme
pottance, and it must have been sofnothing
somhewhat startling, too, for Don Miguel might

‘have been observed several times to even vbit

turé so far as to expostulate with the fire-eating
colonel.

It was well into the night wheit Calleja retif-
ed, and Don Miguel was left alone fn his siudy,
for here it was that the old man spent most of
his time when indoors, and he had everything
fitted up to suit his exact wishes. Fere, amid
his books and papers, he sat, leaning forward in
hils chait, with his eliows upon the edge of the
table, and his brow resting upon the' pilins of

‘l
o
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hig hands. He had been sitting thus some ten
of fifteen minutes, when he was arouscd by the
entrance of some one, and he started mp. It
wad o girl who had disturbed the old man’s
meditations- -a dark-eyed, beantifel maidep, who
had seen some nineteen years of life. She was
of medium stature, with a.complexion somewhat
lighter than the majority of her countrywomen,
end as lovely as the angel which Hope sometimes
paints for ng, Bvery line of her features may not
have been faultless in their symmetry, but it
wag an inward beauty which shone with theé
most effulgence, She wasoneof thosepersons who
grow more beautiful and lo»“ely a8 we become
acquainted with theme—full of excellent points.
which are to be known and appreemed erc all
- the beauty is apparent.

Such was Jsabel Truxillo. She was the only
child of Don Migunel’s only son. Her father
had been killed twelve years before while fight-
ing agninst the royalists, under the lead of Hi-
dalgo, and sinee that time she had found a home
with her kind old grandfather. . Her mother she
lost when she was only an infant, so that her
grandfather was now the only, near relative
whom she had living. , She was eslthy—very
wealthy—for, independent of her grandsire's
property, her father had left her the undispated
heir to metre than half a million of dollays.

“Ah, Jaabel; are you up so late as this ?”
uttered Don Migdel, as he noticed the matden.

“Yes,” she replied, approaching her grand-
sive, and leaning over his chair. I did not
“feel like sleep until I had seen you.”
~ %“You might have seen me in the morning,
tuy child,” said the old man, apparently very
taeasy.

“Q, I could not wait untll mornmg 1 could
not sleep until I had seen you.”

Don Miguel locked up into the maiden’s face,
but he did not speak s.nd in 8 moment more,
Isabel resumed.

“Y wished to ask you about the man who hasg
been to see you this afternoon.”

**He is here now, my child.”

T know it, and fgr that reason was I the
mors particular to see you this evening. Now

- tell me what that man is doing here.”
. “He has corne on very important business,”.
replied Don Miguel, with some hesitation. -

«1 kiiow that,” said Tsabel, moving aronnd

- and taking™a_chair by the side of her grandfa-
~ ther. .“I know that his business must be im-

_portant.”

“ So it is, my child, sand when #t is concluded
you shall know all about it.”

“ Ah, but I would know now, for I think that
it i3 business which concerns me.
so ¥’

“Yes, Tsabel,~jt is,” the old man replied,
with an effort.

“Then of course I should understand it.
That man is Don Juan Calleja, is he not "’

“ Yea.”

“And has he not come here to demand my
hand in marriage ¥

The olal man started, and moved uneesily in
his chair.

“ Answ‘br me,” the maiden continued. *“If
you love me, answer me truly, and without hesi-
tation. Has not Calleja come to demand my
hand "

“ He hag, my child.” i

“«And bave yon hesitated in your answer %

Don Miguel pagsed his arm around the fair
gitl’s waist, and drew her upon his bosom. He
was deeply affected, and he trembled violently.

“ My sweet chxld * fie said, in & low, tremu-
Iohs tone, *I had but one answer to make.
Don Juan has come to claim your hand, and
from me he demtands it.”

“And yon of course told him thathe could
not have it,” uttered Ysabel, keeping up her con-
fidence with a strong effort. -

# Ah, my dear child, I conld tell him no such
thing, It lays mot in my power to refuse him
the boon. I wish it did.”

«Not in your power !/ repeated Tgzabel, hold-
 ing her breath with fear. * Not in your power!”

she said again, gazifig imploringly up into her
grandsire’s face. * O, you do not mean so!”
“Alas! sweet one, it is even so.
refuse him 1"
Isabel started to her feet, and placed her handa
upon the old man’s shoulders. She remembered
away back in the dim and dusky past, a scene

I cannot

.{that was not wholly worn from her mind,—it

was a scene where there were the fluttering of
priestly robes, and the glittering of golden taper
sticks andj images. - Her father was there, and
so there way a dark form of whom she was re-
minded by Juan Calleja. She remembered that
that dark face was turned upon her then, and
that she received a kiss upon her cldldish brow.

She called it all back to her mind as she stood .

therg with her hands upon her grandsire’s shoul.
ders ; but it scemed a wild, fanciful seene, and

Is it not
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she shuddered lest the worst she. could i tmagine
should be real.

“Alas! my sweet child,” resumed the old
man, “I fear your fate is fixed

“But tell me of it,” uttered Isabdl, striving
to appear calm, “Letme know how the mat-
ter stands. ‘Do not deceive me, for I would
know all, even though the end were death
itself 1’ *

“Do you not khow what transpired some
twelve years ngo 1" asked Donr Miguel, speaking
Jmore caluily. |

I have a dim recollection of a strange, dark
scene,” returned the maiden, with a cold shud-
der.  * It was in a churech—for I remember the
great dark aisles, and the glittering altar, and
the robed priest ; but T cannot call fully to mind
all it purport. Tell me.”

“I am glad you recollect even so much as

~ that,” said Tyuxillo, “for the rest will be eagier

to tell.  You remember of course that your fa-
ther was one of Hidsalgo's firmest supporters.

Don Juan Calleja was also with him in the Re-|

publican cause. He was a major in your fa-
ther's division. At the taking of Guanaxuato,
your ﬁthe;r was wounded and teken prisui:er,
and the royal governor of the city, Riano, had
led -him out to be shot, when Calleja casie up
with & compeny of his men and saved him.
Callejn did this solely for the reward which he
hoped to gain, as he afterwards eonfessed ; bug
your father supposed it to be a deed of pure

friendship, else he never wonld have done what |

he afterwatds did. He would have rewarded
the saviour of his life in money, lut he wonld
have done nothing mere. As it was, he looked
apon Calleja as a noble friend, and he gave intohis
hands his dearest earthly treasure. You were at
that time only seven years of age, and yet your
father resolved thaf you should become Calleja’s
wife. The major was pleased with this, for it

secured to him all your parent’s wealth, and as’

"you even then gave promise of being a beautiful
womarn, it gave ]:um the prospect of a lovely
young wife.

© “Buot there was one difficulty, and this Don
Juan pointed oy, If Tssbel Fruxillo should
chanee to die before arriving at the age of ma-
turity, he would lose the wealth that was prom-
ised him. Your father resolved even to obviate
that diffleufty. He was impulsive and generous,
and he did not stop to consider the magnitude
of the deed he was\about to do. He felt him-

, 8eif to be under the Jeepest obligations te Don

Juan, and he also believed that man to be all
that was pure and good. He might have knawn
better if he had only taken time to consider;
but he did no such thing; he allowed his first
saper-generous impulse to govern him, and you
were sent for. In the cathedral of C(inanaxnatg
you were pledged to Don Juan by the solemn
rites of the church. You were so pledged that
he became the sole master of your property on
your father’s death. This was all done and re-
«corded in the archives of the church, and I
know not what power, save death, can undo
what was then done 1”

Ysabel Traxillo sat back in her chair, and
buried her face in her hands. She did not weep,
but seemed rather to be atunned by what she
had heard. It produced for'the time a sort of
deadening inftuence, and her enerpies were all
hushed. But at length she gazed up into her
grandsire’s face, and in & tone very low, but per-
fuctly calm, she agked: #

“ Am I, then, Don Juan Callejs’s wife 2"

as such. Dy the laws under which the contract
wad made you are his affianced bri&e; and the
contract ean only be broken by the mutual con-
sent of both parties. It was a sacred oath, made
by both, and nothing can be more binding.”’

“Buot I made no oath,” whispered Isahel,
mechanically.

“No; but your father did, and he was :2
legal represcutative.”’
*“And I have not lgnown,of this before.”
I have not mentioned it, my child, becanse I
had hoped that Don Juan would never come to
claim you He has heen engaged in all the civil
broils that have occurred, and part of the time
he has been a fagitive, hidden from the viceroys
among the rough passes of the Cordilleras. I
have hoped that some chance bullet or lance
would find his life; but I have hoped in vain,
Ho hag'joined with Iturbide, and he i3 now one
of that tyrant’s firmest supporters. He has
reached .a position of power and influence, and
now he has come for his wife.”

“And so you think he will take me if I ob-
ject ¥’ i ‘

“Yes. Iknew what would be your wish, for
I knew the nature of the man, and I asked him
to leave you free ; but he will not do it.”

“If my fortune is hie, let him take it. Per-
haps he will take the money, and let me go.”

“No, no, Isabel,” sald the old man, with a
end shake of the head, “ T agked him to do that,

ur

\

“ Not exactly his wife, but yet bound to him

/N

-
&
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but he will not consent to it. It is the wifo he
‘wants.” . ‘

“And my father has left me to such a fato!
But O, there must be some means of escape!
"The same laws may not be in force now, since
the government has changed.”

“Ah, my child, that is an ecclesiastical law,
and has not been changed; ahd then at this
present time Don Juan has the emperor on his

gide.”

* And Calleja will ges me on the morrow ¥ q

1 YGS.” )

Issbel Truxillo arose from ker chair, and
walked slowly towards the door. Ones she
turned and looked towards her grandfather.
The rays of the great hanging lamp shone full
upon her face, and the old man started as he
saw how strangely she looked. She seemed
more like some statue of alabaster, clothed in
silken robes, than she did like a human being.
Her ﬁarge dark eyes looked deep and lustrons,
but yet there was & strangeness about them that
almost struck .the beholder with awe. Her
hands were folded upon her bosom, and her long
dark curls swept back upon her white shoulders
in a wild, unconfined mass. She gazed for a

moment upon the aged man, but she did not
speak. Once her lips opencd, but they wete
silently cloged again, and then she turned and
left the rqom. '

The maiden songht her own chamber, and
having knelt before the smail golden crucifix
that stood npon a marble pedestal in one corner
of the rodm, she prayed to (fod and the holy
mother for counsel and assistance. No tears

had yet been shed, nor had she groaned or mur- .

mured over her fate, She was by nature a calm,
bold girl, with a heart as strong and brave as it
was trug and faithful., She knew that she was
bo{md by earthly laws to a hard, cruel fate, and
now that she had reflected calmly upon it, she

knew that it would require some powerful exer-

tion to throw off the yoke, 'There was only one
source of hope beside—she had not yet spoken
with Don Juan. Perhaps. she conld persuade
him to give her up. Her young”heart’s hopes
were not yet all gone—it did not seem possible

that she was to be so utterly crushed—and she '

allowed herself to hold the torch of hope still
before her. " She was capable of atrong resola-
tion in time of need,

L]

CHAPTER HL

CLOUDS.

ONﬁ‘the morning folowing the interview be-
tween Don Miguel and his grandchild, the latter
arose early and walked out into the wide garden
back of the buildings, and by her side walked

. her maid—a young Creole, pamed Ines. The

latter was a bright-eyed, small girl, not more
than seventeen years of age, and in her counte-
nance she betrayed a vast deal of shrewduess
and ready wit. Bhe was most ardently attached
to her fair mistress, and she would have even
laid dowm life itself in her behalf. She had
learned why the dark-dopking officer had come
to the dwelling of Don Miguel, bur she had ag
yet offered mo opinion upon the subject, -
There was one thing in the situation of Isabel
which her grandfather did not know of—it was
something which the maiden had never whisper-
ed to any one, but yot which Inez kmew. She
had learned it througn her own quickness of ob-
servation, and she was now thinking of it.
“Isabel,”” she said, looking tp into the pale
face of her mistress, and spesking almost in a

_whisper, “does Francisco know anything of

Calleja’s claim 27
““TFrancisco 1 uttered the maiden, starting

" saddenly, and blushing till the'rich blood mount-

¢d to her very temples.
“Ay,” retmrned Inez, without seeming to no-
tice her mistress’s manmmer. “ Docs he know

/

anything of this Jtrange claim which Calleja has
epon your hand ¥*

“And what if he did " asked Iusabel, trom-
bling violently, and dropping her eyes.

“ Why,” said the girl, Jooking at first a little
gurprised, but instantly showing a gleam of in-
telligence, “ you know how deeply interested he
must be in this thing.”

“ Interested !—he interested !"*

*“Yes. Francisco. Moreno, I mean.”

Isabel raised her eyes to her companion’s facd
and aftor & few moments of thoughtful silenes
she said :

“ What do yon mean, Inez 1" ]

“ Ah, my dear lady,"” replied the girl, shaking
her head slowly and expressively, ‘I am not
blind, I know that Francisco loves you even as
he loves his own soul, and if you do not love
kim in return, then I have judged you most
falsely. ButI know that I am not mistaken
You do love the young man.”

Issbel's eyes again drooped, and she trembled
more then befors. Then she stopped in her
walk and laid her head upon her companion’s
shoulder, and the warm tears rolled down her
cheeks. They were the first tears ‘she bad shed,
for now her heart was touched where all fits
gtores of hopes wore laid.

“Inez,” she murmured, “you have guessed




[

- pearance of a servant, who announced to Isabel

" and down with wneasy, nervous strides, He

. Jupn’s presence. Troxillo iniroduced her, and

_ length she heard a light, eantious footfall—it ap-
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the truth ; but mention it net. Francisco knows
nothing of it. O, how shall I tell him the terri-
ble truth )

“You have nog seen\Don Juan yet,” suggest-
ed the girl, s

““True ; but I fear he will not hend.”

* Then telI it all' to Franeisco, and seek his
aid,” continued Inez, with a tone and look of
a.ssuranoe “ Perhaps yon may find help in him.
He js—" =

The girl’s remark was cut short by the ap-

that she was wanted in the house.

“ Remember,” whispered Inez, as her mmtress
turned away to obey the summons, * you have
friends.” i

Tenbel smiled & faint return of gretitude, and
then moved towards the house. In thg hall she
found her grandfather, where he was pacing up

took the maiden by the hand as she entered his
presence, and,in a low, enemmging tone, he
said

“ My dear child, Don Juan Calleja wmhes to
see yotl, He seems to be cheerful this morning,
.and” I hope you will find him reslly a better
man than we have been led to believe him. Re-
‘member, too, that it is’ your father’s wish, and
let this strengthen yon.”

“ One questlon before I see: hml “ murmm-ed |

the fair gmrl in a sort of choking tone. “Does
Don Joan mean to take me with him now ¥

“No. He only has come to assure himeelf
that the boon is his.”

“Then he will go away and leave me here
yet a while longer.”

* Yes—so0 he proposes.”

Isahel scemed much relieved, and having re-
ceived a kiss from hersaged guardian she furned
towards the door that led to the principal draw-
ing-room. The old man led the way, and in &
moment more the maiden found herself in Don

then withdrew, )

For a short time, Isabel- remained standing
there in the centrs of the floor. She dared not
raise her eyes,—or she did not raise them,—for
a whirl of wild, overpowering efiotions were
pi)ésessing her. Bhe knew that she was in the
presence of the man who had so suddenly come
across her life-path, but she could not yet sum-
mon the resolution to lock him in the face, At

her cheek, and when she began to shudder a
hand was laid upon her arm, and her name was
prongunced. It was a low voice that spoke, but
it sounded harsh and constrained. - She raised
her eyes, and found the gaze of Don Jusn fixed
apon her. It was with the utmost exercise of
her self-control that she refrained from crying
out when she thus beheld the face of her com-
panion. It was soycoarse—so dark—so sinister
in its expression-—it was so cold of heart, and
¥4t so glaring of passion. Those curling . lips,
that thick nose, those deep-set gleaming eyes,
that low, overhamging brow,—they all apoke
plainly of the man. Isabel shaddered, and
while she shuddered, she sank into a seat.
# Fair senorita,” commenced Don Juan, o
struck with the marvellous beauty of the maid-
et that he had not noticed her peculiar manner,
“I suppose your grandsire haa told you of my
coming, and why I have cume
* Yes, senor,” she replied.
“ And from what he has told me L am led fo
judge that you were not fully acquainted with
all thé circumstances of our pecalior nuion.”

“ No, senor—indeed 1 was not,” uttered Isa-
bel, with considerable decision.

“But you must have remembered something
of it—did you nof 2* :

“ Yes; I had a faint recollection of the scene, ,
but I had lost its import.” »

mind of it. In that respect he has been most
negligent. But perhaps it matters not now, for
he assures me that yon have not fixed your af-
fections upon auy one else.” .

Isshel turned pale at. these words, and the
tremor that shook her frame was so apparent
that' Don 'Juan neticed it, and a quick flush—
a dark, “cloudy emotion—passed over his fea-
tures. ‘

¢ Did he not speak to me the truth 7 he ask-
ed, in a hoarse, terrible whisper,

Poor Ysabel l—she Emew not how to answer.
She did not even wish to speak falsehood to the
man before her, and yet for the moment she
feared to speak the trath.. The thoughs that she
might bring down some vengeance upon the
head of heér old grandparent, should she confess
the teth, at first withheld her, for she knew that
Calleja was capable. of dark doinge—she could
read it in every lincament of his features. But
then, again, perhaps if she were to confess all,

pronched her—there was a warm breath mpop

the dark man might release her, e might not

“Your grandfather should have kept yo:x in .

. me now, and if T

me. L]

" know,

.
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wmia wife whose strongest love was elsewhere
centored, ’

“ Did Don Miguel speok fa me the trufh 2 agked
Calleja a sccond time,

“ He spoke what he believed to be the truth,”
rebumed Isabel, starting at the terrible force of
the ‘Inan’s voice.

““Ah! and are there scenes behind the curtain
‘which ho knows not of 7 Speak plainlp, lady,
for I must kaow all.” :

For the moment, Tsabel folt like resenting the

cool freedom of her companion—the peremptory
manner of his speech cut her te the soul, and
her proud spirit rebelled ; but she had judgment
as well a8 courage and pride, and she knew that
her own .good- demanded that she should be
subordinate for the present,
" #T have no desire to deceive you, senor,” she
said, “for Thave done nothing that I deemed
out of the way, or that T could have wall avoid-
ed, and I must tell you plainly that if I ever be-
gome your wife, xt will be without a heart to give
you »n

Don Juan sturted -np from His ehalr but he
sat quietly back again, anid while-a dark smile
worked upon hia features, he said :. ‘

“I am sorry for that; but 'you will be the |
greatest sufferer le are even Now, to all in-
tents and purpnses, my wife, and, you must be
sware of what will be your sjtuation when your.
hnshand knows that he possesses not your whole
heart; but perhaps. this will weapic . Who is
it that has gained your love ? ”, o g

This was a question ‘which Tsaﬁel had been
expecting, and she wasg prepa.red to answer it.

' You wolﬂd ‘not know hlm if Twes tg tell
you his name.’ s *

“ 0, .perhaps I shaulfi What ity

“Benor, perkapy he- can be‘nothmg more to
st learn to' fprget ‘"him, T

by not me‘nﬁmﬂng his

must commence no
name.”

“ Then you refaseéto tell it to ne ?”

“Y did not think you would press it upon

Celleja bit his fingérs with angerand vexation,
for he could read human character well enough
to see that the maiden was not to be forced or
urged into divalging a secret that she wighed to
keep, 50 he resolved to let that par. of the sub-
ject drop for the present, hoping that at some
future time he might lsarn all that ke wished to

+ “Well,” he said, with ill-concealed chagrin,
“you may keep his name 'to yourself if you
choose, but I shall trust to your honor that you
will not see him again, for you must be aware
of the impropriety of such a course. I have
come here now to prepare the way for our nup-
tials, and ‘ag soon as practicable I wish them to
take place.” . -
¥*Don Juan Callejs,” spoke Isahel, summon®
.21l her fortitnde, when my old grandfather
e last ‘night'of the objeet of your visit, I
could /hardly credit the evidence of my own
senses; but I soon realized the full foree of the
event. Yet I had one hope left of future happi-
ness. With regard to yourself, personally, I
know comparatively nothing. You might maka
for mo‘one of the best of husbands;- but yoi
know that the heart's affections are not often
at our own disposal—they cannot be¢ bestowed.
where we will. I may respect you as a man,
but I could tot Jove you ms a husband. I had
cotertained the hope, under theas congiderations, °
that you would release me from the bond by
which T am boand.” N
“You need not burden your mind with any
such thoughts,” replied the colonel, with a bitter .
tone. “You need not ever hini at the idea .
egain, for T have no thoughts of giving you up.
1t needs but b very simple ceremony to make us
man and wife, and that “ceremony must take
place as soon a8 possible. I have a mission to
perform in the'eity of Guadalaxara, and I shall
not return for & month. At the end of that time
I shall come for you, Why, my fair lady,” con-
tinned Calleja, in & softer and more pliant tone, |

.| “the very thought of such a thing should make

you joyous. As my wife, you will 'at once take -
the lead of the social company at the capita.,
and you will be known only to be loved and re-
spected. Do you realize all this 27

Isabel was to have a month’s respite, and she
felt that it would De better for her not to maKe
Calleja angry now if she conld avoid it. Within
that month might ley the unborn means of her
redemption, and she resolved to so conduct at
present that he should have no more cause for
apprehension, so she calmly replied : ‘-
1 suppose it would be'as you say.” |

“ And would not such a stata pleass you ¥’ he
asked.

# Ah, senor, I have always been used to the
quiet retreat of the country, and I love it the
best; but were my home in the city, perhaps I
should soon become attached to it.”’
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"#0, I am sare you wonld—I am sure you
would ; and then I shall give you such asplendid
home.” '

Isahel thought of her own half million of dol-
lars, and of how much that would have to do
. towards maintaining the home of which Don
Juan spoke ; but she did not give expression fo
her thoughts. Calleja went on and pictured out
the beanties of the great city, and the joys that
were to be found in the life at conrt; but the
maider only listened to them as the child listens
to the howl of the wolf—rem&ining quiet for fear
of disturbing the brute, and yet longing for the
opportanity of escape. ’

And so Izabel sat there and heard Don Juan
talk, and though she evinced no enthusinsm, yet

he saw not how deep was her loathing. He|.

gained from her no promise,—he did not ask for
any,—but he placed rigid injunctions upon her,
_ and thongh he made no direct threats, yet he
plainly intimated that he was able and ready to
punish any infringement of his orders. It came
-hard upon Isabel, for she understood well the
hints he gave, and he hesitated not to show the
full anthority with which he was invested. His
common soldiers he ireated more like brates
than like human beings, and he was not very far
from_carrying the same mode of treatment to
-all'who were under him. ‘

At length he signified to the maiden that the
interview was concluded, and with s hopefal
emotion she arose from her chair.
~ “QOnly one word more,” said Calleja, also
arising. .

He approached the fair girl as he spoke, and
plaged his stont arm about her. neck, and on the
next instant he had imprinted a kiss upon her
cheek. Sheuttered a low, quick cry, and darted
from his hold..
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“Did it frighten yon *” he said, with a flagh.
ing eye.” .

« 1 knew—I—TJ knew not wiiai you meant to
do,” stammered Isabel, not wisling to offend the

man now ; but she could not have helped the .

shudder nor the cry when sho roceived thiat sting-
ing kiss, for it was like the touch of a serpent.

“Ha! ha! hal” lnaghed Don Juan, as he
moved back and gused upon the fajr maiden,
“you afe not - to that sort of thing; but I
meqant you no iatm, I assure you, only you need
not follow up the lesson by practice with others
while I am gone.”

Isabel’s eyes flashed, and “heir proud heart
leaped painfully in her bosom ; but she did not
{rust herself to reply. :

# Now remember,” resumed Don Juan, * you
have o month to yourself, and at the end of that
time I shall return to cldim you. I hope you
will use that term in preparing yourself for the
station you are to fill. Your own sense must
teach you what iz to bo done to that end, so I
shall leave the matter with you.” S

“Once, more Isabel Traxillo was back in her
own chamber. She sat down by the window,
and tried to think of what had passed; but she
could not think calmly. . The whole scene was
but & sort of wild, dark passage to her mind,

nd she rather strove inslinetively to shut itont. -

In a few short hours how the whole picture of
her future had changed! While the sun of yes-

terday shone upon her she had been full of hopes .

and joys——as light and blithesome as the foathered
warblers that sang among the foliage at her win-
dow,—bnt now it was all, all gone. The change
was as utter as it hpd been sudden and unexpect-
ed, é,:id her life:plan was but a mere wreck of
what it had been! '

.

CHAPTER 1V.

CONBPIRACY.

Towanns noon, Dor Jusn Callejn went out
fnlo the garden—a lerge enclosure back of the
buildings, comprising a number of acres of land,
which was set off most tastefully into Aower-
beds and fruit prounds. Every fruit that the

climate would bear was cultivated here, and .

many were the exotics than required mora than
ordinary care. The vines, with their foll clus-
ters of white, black and purple grapes, were
trailed over trefliced arbbrs, and small fountaing
played here and théré with their sparkling, cool-
ing jets. In the extremity of this place, Don
Juan found his follower, Pedro Reyna. The
follow .had been stuffing himself with halfripe
grapes, but he stopped when he saw his master.

* Well, Pedro,” said Don Juan, looking care-
fully abont, as though ke would he sure there
were no listeners, “how have you passed your
time 7

“ Well, my master—well,” returned the man,

' throwing away a grape-stem us he spoke, and

then wiping his mouth, .
““And have you learned anything of impor-
tance ¥ L ’
* Porhaps so.”
“Aud have you excited no suspicions 3
* Let me alone for that.” *
 Well, and what have you learned 3"

has no near relative living except the senprita.”
‘ Isahel, you mean,” o
“Exactly. She’s the only bit of hpmanisy
that clings to his money-bags except himself.”
“You are sure you learned traly ¥
* No migtake, my master,”
“ Whom have you spoken with »*
' With a number of "em. I got.a little out of
the fellow we met at the edge of the stoppe, and
& bit from the old gardener, and some from the
cook. T've got enough, at any r&te, to agsare
me that the senorita is the eld man’s only heir.”
Don Juan’s eyes sparkled at this intelligence,
nnd for & while he stood in thoughtful silefice,
and pulled in pieces & rose that grew nesr him,
There were various emotions visible upon his
dark features, and a close obsérver could not
have failed to seo that they were of & Aubicus
character, to say the lesst. He eyed his sorvant
for gome time ; but it was not because he djs.
trusted him. He knew full well that Pedrg
Reyna was bound to him, body and soul, and
that he mipht be trmeted with even life,
“'Well, Pedro,” at length spoke the colonel,
“80 far, g0 good. By Saint Jago! but you shall

| roll in gold yet. Let me but once get the wealih

of the old Don into my hands, and Pedro Reyna
shall be amply rewarded for his faithful services.

' Why, I have just found out that the old Don
- 2 ’

‘Mind that, amige " o
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* T be sare I'll mind it,” uttered Pedro, with
a chuckle. “ Santa Maria ! but the old fellow’s
bags must be full.”

“Full!” echoed Calleja, with suﬂden [ENETEY.
«By Baint Juan?! théy are crowded. He has
‘more than two milliors st the very inside of the
estimato.” ] e
) “ And if the senorith is yours, then those baga

“must be yours, too.” '

« Ah, Pedro,” said IDq:m Juan, with a dabious
shake of the head, and a$ the same time Jooking
once more cautiously about bim, “I am not
80 sare of that. The old fellow is still hale and
hearty, and he msy live long enough to con-
ceive s hatred of me. In that case he would
take" very good care that none of his money
came to my coffers.”

Pedro looked up inte Lis master'’s face with
an inquisitive glance, and instinctively he drew
nezrer, a8 though he knew that the next wordy
- would be spoken more low. Bat Calleja did’
not speak, and after a reasoneble silence Pedro
#aid :

1 gnppose if Don Miguel should happen to
die soon, there would be no dodbt about your
Kaving s} his wealth?”. .. -. .

# Not the least,” was Den :Jugp’s reply, and
a3 he'wpoke; hia eyes soughs is setvant’s face
withi » trembliagy fartive glince: * If,”” he-con-
tinned, appearing foore self-possessed,  the -old
msn should drop'off soon I should ‘be sure of
oll his pelf. Butheis very healshy.”.

* #“Upon my soul, my dear master, I entertain
an opmmn quite the contrary,” said Pedro, with

8 quies, meaning smile; butit was a smile as,

‘dark a8 the frown of a ﬁend.
“Did you think he was sick 2” guickly asked.

.Don Jusn’; and he showed by his manner as he
spoke that he wes- suddenly and deeply mterest-
od in the observations of his man.

7 feal sure that heis sgck and T take hls‘

diseass to be of a most dangerous kind, too.”

« Bat T did not notice it, Pedro. What js the
nsture of it ' )

“ A plethora in the region of his money-
chest 1"
© .« Ah uttered Don Juan, opening his cyes,
and regarding his compdnion with a fixed look.

* Yes,” réturned Pedro, without moving a

muscle of his face ; ‘“and then his heart is not

in-a safe place either. Tt is situated so near the,
gurface of his breast that an mccidental blow
from & common knife would reach it. Upon my

goul, I do think his situation is most dangerous”

« By Saint Jago !’ exclaimed Calleja, grasp
ing his follower by the arm, * I understand you
now, and we will talk more of this matter; but
not now—not here. We will think of it well—
think of it well, By the holy head of Santa

‘Maria! I remember me now that the old man

did show some such signs as you spesk of, and
they moved slightly in my fancy, but I gave
them not such form and substance-as you have
done. But we will speak ne more of it. We
must hagte away, for my business at Gandalax-
ara must Do done, and after that we will—
think 1"

As Don Fuan spoke he turmed towards the
building, and Pedro followed him. Afier they
vrere fairly gone and ont of sight, & man stepped

out from behind a thicket of rose-trees that grew

close ab hand. It was the-very person whom we
fiest saw upon the edge of the steppe—Aldamar
was his name, and he was Don Migue} Truxiilo’s
Heutenant. Te was at the head of the old man’s

‘affairs, and had charge of all that appertained

to the defence of the property and place, Alda-
maf stood for some time after he had come from

iis place of concealment, and gazed off towards

the point wheré the two men had' disappeared.
He had profited by the advice of the guemlla,

and had ket one of the two men wnder his im-

mediate surveillance since they had been at the
place,’'and now he was rewarded for his pains,
for ks knew that the villains were moving to-
wards a plaa for taking Don Miguel’s life.

At frat the lientenant thouglit of hastening at

omee to his master-and revealing alt that he had

heard, but apon more mature Aeliberation ho
conclnded to keep the affair to himself, as he
thaught that by s0' doing he might be more sure
of thwarting the plan, When Don Juan and
his servant came again, he could watch them
narrowly, and then, if there was occasion, he
could place the old man upon his gnard. At
any rate, he was in poseession of what he deem-
od a most important secret, and he snpposed he

should have time to ponder upon it and lay out .

soms good plan of action ; but for the present
he was resolved to keep it to himself, becatse by
g0 doing he conld hold the mansgement of the

affair and not be fearful of heving the two plot-

ters learn of the discovery of their plan.
Aldamar was upon the point of turning to-
wards the dwelling, when he was arrested by the
sound of approaching footsteps, and at the end
of a fow moments, he saw the guorrilla, Boquil-
ia, coming towazds him, The lientenant had no
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fear of that man now, though he had entertained
some vague doubts concerning him. Very fow
people in the neighbothood kuew anything at all
of the strange guerrilla, and the hunters and bri-
gands among the monntains only knew him as a
wandering man, who |feated nothing so much as
dishonor, and who sought few acquaintances or
friendships. Once the brigands had attacked a
small hamlet where he was stopping, and after »
few moments’ conversation with the leader, he
persuaded them to leave the place unharmed,
From this circumstance he was judged by somo
to be & sort of generalissimo of the brigands ;
but to him who could read human nature at all
from the most expressive features, he had no
such appenrance, though they were foreed to ad-
‘mit that over many of the most powerful bands
of marauders he held a strangs control,

“Aldamar,” said the gnesrills, smiling s he
spoke, “you ace 1 have taken the liberty to enter
your grounds without permission; but the ob-
ject of my visit must be my exeuse.”

“ No excuge i3 needed, senor,” quickly retarn-
ed the lieutenant. * Our grounds are open to
all konest people.”, R

“ And dlshonest poaple will ¢ come in when
they please,” said Boquilla, with » light laugh.
“But,” he added, assuming at once & serious
countensnce, “I have come to learn something

of our good friend, Don Juzn Callgja. Is he
here now 7’

“Yes; but he will lexvo very soon.”

*How soon 2  ° '

“ Perhaps in an hour,” .

“Ah—s0 soon as that. Then he goes at once
to Mexico ‘

#No. Iunderstand he goes to Guadalaxara.”
“ Direct from here 7"’

“ Yes.”

“Arnd starts in an hour 1

“1 think 50.”

*Then I must be moving. But will you toll
me what his visit has amounted to herc 1"

“1 cannot tell you exactly. All I Bnow is
 that he has some claim upon ths hand of Ysabel
Truxitlo, and ke has come to secure it.”

“ Ah—yes—I know well his claim, and it is a
most powerful onme, Then he insists upon it,
does he ¥

* Yes—most stranuously.”

“And I suppose Don. Mléﬂel wounld give in
to him 7’ :

" “I do not think the old man could help bim-
self, evenif he desired to do differently,” - =

% Perhaps he fould not,” returned the guer-
tilla; and then afier a fow moments of thowght,
he added: “ But Don Juan is not just the man
for such a place, though he has every legat claim
upon it. Have you noticed anything else——*tmy--
thing that leoked suspicious 1"

Aldamar thought of the conversation he ha,d
Just” heard betweén Don Jran and Yedro; but
that he thonght it still best to keep to hlmself'
80 he replied in the negative,

T hope you will not hesitate to trust me,”
resumed Boquilla, “for I assure you that every
act of mine in the premises will be against'the
villanous Calleja.” ‘
“1f I had anything to 1mpa.rr.—anyhhing that
T wished to impart to any oneI do not know
but that I should telf it to you & quickly as to-
any one elso ;- but I have nothing now.”

“ Very. well,” gaid the gnerrilla; “but,” he
coutinued,” with an admonitory shake of the
head, “ beware of both thoss fellows, 1 know
you have something on your mind which yen
will not tell, for I ean read it in your fuce ; bat
be careful, that’s all, T shail ses you again.”
“Thius speaking, the guerrilla turned and moved
quickly away, and the lientenant stood and watch-
ed his receding form in blank surprise. The laat
words he had heard put some strangs thoughts
into his mind, ‘




'CHAPTER V.

FRANOISCO MORENO. -

- JubT as the sun was setling on the evening of
the day on which Don Jean left the dwelling of
Don- Miguel, & young man rode up the hill
thromgh the deep wopd, and entered upom the
same spot where we first saw the lieutenant and
guerrila. He was somewhere about six-and-
{wenty years of age, tall and well formed, and
pqsséssing « frame of far more than ordinary
mausenlsr power, His hair was black, and hung
in short, clustering curls about his head ; and
hie eyes were also black, and large, and full,
" His countenance. was eminently handsome—not
go mauch for its purely classie monld or faultless
outline, as for its genial, glowing, ever-speaking
goodness. It wos-one of those faces that serve
as .true indexes to the soul, and upon which
smiles look so blooming and happy. He was
just such a one, a8 the true man would seek for
a social companion, and in whom the true wo-
man would delight to trust. His dress was of
no particular order, though it came nesrer io
the garb of & guerrilla officer than aught else.
He was well armed, and his horse was stouf,
firmly built, and powerful.

The young horseman’s eyes sparkled as they
rested upon the distant walls of Truxillo’s
dwelling, and after ho had allowed his beast to
stand awhile and breathe, he set forward at a
good pace. 'When he reached the wide lawn in

front of the house, he dismonnted and led his
horse to the stable, where he found a groom to
take him. The servants all knew him, for they
not only howed as he passed them, but they
gmiled as thomgh they were happy at being
recognized by him.

While he is going towards the wide piazza we
may as well embrace the opportunity to intro-
duce him, His name was Francisco 3oreno,
His father hadbeen once a general in the Mexi-
can army,-snd when Hidalgo arose against the
royal power, (feneral Moreno was among the
first to joim him, and at the storming of Gua-
naxuato he was killed. Since that time Fran-
cisco had lived mostly at the capital, but ot the
ascending of Iturbide to the imperial power, he
had refused to lend his sword and voice in sup-
port, and to save his life he had been obliged to
fice. With Isabel Truxillo he had heen ae-
quainted from the days of her childhood, for her
father and his fither had been most intimate
friends, and the acquaintance and frigndship of
the children was never broken. Don Miguel
loved Eyuhmsco almost as an own child; and he
wag alwa.ys happy to have him come and visit
him ; but there was one mistake under which
the old man seemed to labor. He had seen
Francigeo in infancy, and had been acquainted

with him ever since, and had never failed to treat

him ag & child,~he did not even now seem to
realize that the child of the past had grown to

" beaman, Heeven tatked of the youthful pair

—~Francisco aad Isabel—as *the little ones,” and
when he fult in the mood, he wounld sit and tell
them stories, and he never noticed that they
often paid far more attention to each other than
they did to him. Tn fact, the old man was

blind., He prided himself on his excessive abil- |

ity to see very minute matters with wonderful
precigion and ehrewdness, but he was the only

. one who had yet been brought to believe it. He

wad a kind-hearted, timid, self-loving old man
but he could love others. as well as he -did him-
self.

Don Miguel was seated upon the piazza when
Francisco came up, and with a bright amﬂe, he
arose to greet him.

“Ah, my dear, dear boy, how de you do?”
exclaimed the old man, grasping the yonth by
the hand. “ It has been a long, long while since
I have seen you.”

It has been some time,” returnod Francisco,

wu;h & smile; “almost & whole woek., What

have you been doing the while 7

“Hasn't it been over a week ?” asked the old
man, manifesting considerable surprise.

“ No more, certainly. Do you not remember
that T spent the last Sabbath with you ¥

* 0, yos-I remember,—you were here then ;
but if I remember rightly,.I saw but little of
you at that time. You and Isabel were roam-
ing off all the while after flowers and  birds”
nests, Upon my soul, yon are naughty chil-
dren to go off and leave your grandfather slone.
But don't get angry,. Francisco, for I do not
mean to scold or punish you, though you do
sometimes richly deserve is.””

The young man smiled at Don Miguel's
quaint manner, and taking a seat by hig side, he
said: ‘

“I am willing to submit to an} punishment
you may sce fit to inflict, my good old friend,
though you must inflict the same upon Tsabel.” .

“TIpon Tsabel ¥ uttered the old man, his voice
snddenly changing its'tone to one of desp pain,
“Ah, Francisco, I couldn’s punish her now.
Poor girl 1"

The youth started, and seized Don Miguel by
the arm. Ie turned pale with apprehension,
and his feame shook at every joint.

“What is 1677 he uttered. * What ails Tsa-
bel ¥

* Do yon not know
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“Surely, I da not; but tell me, quickly. Has
she been injared

““In her soul she has,” returned the old man,
speaking very slowly, and with a bowed head.
He ihought a few moments upon the subject,
and then he added : " She has been seized upon
by a claim which we bad hoped was passed away
forever. You know Don Juan Calleja ¥

“Yes U uttered Francisco, in o sharp, guick,
hissing tone, X know him for a most detest-
able villain 1™ .

“Do you really think him g villain ?” asked.

, | Don Migeel, with increased concern.

“Ay—I know hima to be swch. Did he not
once pretend to be oné of the most ardent
friends of the people, and has ha not helped to

Jead thousands of our countrymen to death,

who gave up their lives willingly because they
believed they died for a Republic! Ay—Calleja
made that sacred word his war.cry, But pow
look! Te was the very first to support Ttarhide
as.omperor, and he did it becanse he could gain’
emolument thereby. By Saint Juan, he is a.
villain! But what has he to do with Isabel ¥

“Tlave you never heard of the coniract that
wag once made between them o

“Contract ! Between Isabel and him " uttor-
ed Francisco, starting to his feet, and turning
paler than before. .

“Yes; I thought you knew of it,” continued
the old man, not suspeeting the true cause of
the youth’s emotion.

I have known notling,” returned Franciseo,
“Isabel ncver told me, I remember to have |
heard when I was a boy, of your son’s having
been in great danger, end that Don Juan saved
his life; and [ heard something more-—I think
it was about Don Juan's inheriting mnst of the
man’s property whom he had saved.”

‘“Ah, my boy, that is not all, But sit you
down by my side, herg, and I will explain it all.
Isabel knows not of it wholly. I had hoped
Don Juan would never come to claim hia legal
right, and hence I never deemed it best to bur-
den her with the facts.”

After thig the old man went on and.related to
tho youth all the circamstances, as the reader
already knows them. He did not seem to no-
tice the fearful cffects his words had upon his
listener, and if he noticed snpehing he thought
it was sympathy for the poor girl.

“Now, my poor boy,” he continued, * you
must help me, Ithink you have considerable
influence ovor Isabel, and I wish yon would sve
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her and advise with her. You might possibly
smooth - the matter over o that she would not
suffer so much. Will you not help me in this 7%’

“Yes, yes,” quickly replicd the youny man,
starting again to his feét. By Saint Jego! I'll
exert miyself to the ntmost to make lier content-
ed, even though it were 1o the giving ap'of life!
‘Where is she ¢° Let'me go to her at once.  She
shall not pass another night weiil X have spoken

-Sto‘litrwmd.io\f}ynfun i ‘
* Thar'sgight; mwy noble boy,” ejaculated Don

Miguel, grasping Franciseo by the hand.” * You
may go to her at once, You will find her in her
own library. O, I bope you can smooth down
the bed of her trials, for 1 know that she suffers.”

Francizco Moreno did not trust himself to
speak further. * ¥ 0 %

“Tsabel Truxillo was in one of the apartments

which was allowed to.her own use. Her books
were there, her embroidery frames were there,
and her music was there. She bad already light-
ed her lamp, and was seated ata small organ.
1t was & mild, plaintive melody which she sung,
‘and the words truly expressed the sadness that
Iny beavily upon her heart. She had finished
her song, and was running her fingers over the
Eeys, when she heard a tap at her deor. She
quickly arose and opened it, and a 16w, bursting
ery escaped from her lips as she recognized.
Francisco ; but he sprang forward and caupght
her in his arms. *

“ Isnbel—desarest Tsnbel,” he exclaimed, “yon
would xiot tarn from me Yon would not avoid
me.”

* Alas Francxsco, you know not to whom
you speak,” murmured the fair girl, still strug-
gling gently to free herseif from her lover's
embrace. *

“Yes, yes,” passionately replied the youth.
Y speak to one whom I love as she very core of
my soull”

«0, Santa Magia!” ejaculated the maiden,
giving over her struggles, and allowing her head
to drop over her companion’s shoulder, *‘the
dream is passed. O, Francisco, the dream is

ipassed P

‘The youth led Isabel to a seat, and there, with
his arm still about her neck, he imprinted 2 knss
upon her fair cheek, 8he started as she folt tbe
quickening tonch, and once more she would
have moved from his side.

“Let me go,” she murmured, ¢ Qur hopes
of joy are all gonel For my own peace, and
for yours as well, we must mect ne more 1

“One wo}d, Isabel,”” s2id the young man
“one word ere I release yon, You imusi answer
me, truly. Tell me if you ever loved me "

“Francisco,” returned the girl, raising her
eyes almost reprozachfully to his face, “you
know I have loved you 1?

« Ay, with a sister’s love—for we loved in
chitdhood. But have you loved me with no
other love 7—no deeper, no stronger, no purer
love? Have you not loved me with that love
which those feel who unite their souls for life 7

“VWhy should you ask me that?”’

* Becanse I wonld know. Listen to me, Isas
bel: I know all. Your grandfather has told

me the whole, and I koow the claim which Juan.

Calleja has upon you. Don Miguel begged me
to come to you, .and try to smooth down the
roughest points of your agony. He hoped I
might have influence over you, and that I could

cheer yoit up amid your trials, and for that @

have come.

“Then I beg that you will not try the experi-
ment, for it would only serve to make me. the
more miserable, I know what fate is mine "

“ Yei, Isabel, you will not refuse to answer
my questmn 0 tetl me if you did not fove me
a3 I have sai

“ Yes, Franmsco, I did; and now let it be for-
gotten. Tt was & happy, joyful emotion, and its
attendant hopes were the brightest of my life ;
but henceforth it can only be asa dream whlch is
past and forgotten.”

“No, no, Isabel—not so. I promised Don
Migniel that T would do my utmost to make you
contenied, and I will do so. While I live you
ghall not wed with Don Juan! I know that the
union would make you miserable, for he is a vil-
inin of the darkest dy?

Isabel started up ag she heard these words,
and a quick fush of hope passed over her face.

But she soon relapsed into her former despond-

ency, and in a sinking tone, she said

“I know, Francisco, what » noble will you
have; bat you speak in the heat of passmn.
Don Jusn Callejs is one of the mpst powerful
men in the empire, and you are one of the
wenkest. He is the emperor's chiefest man,
and you are a poor refugee. Alas! yon can do
nothing.”
+ “ By my soul, Tsabel, I do not speak hamly e
impetnowsly replied the youth. “1I know what
I say, and I have full confidence in my power to
protect you from Don Juan's claim. By all the
saints ebove, you shall not be his wife while I
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live and am at liberty! Ttns is the way in

which I would comfort you.”

“0, Francxsco, Iwish I-could hope as you
speak 1’ .

“And go you must hope. I do not depend
upon my own power alone, for I have a friend
who will help me. There is among the moun-
tains, 4 strange man, named Boquilla. I know
not whence he gains his power, but I know that
he has it, and I knbw that he wil} belp me. Say
that yon would be free from Don Juan’s power,
and it shall be dome if I hve and have my
liborgy,”*

* Most assuredly would I be free,” raphed the
maiden. .

“And your love wonld be all my own,” whis-
pered our hero, drawing her nearer to hlm

“It i all your own now,” murmured she;
“and yours my heart must ever be, lot my hand
&0 where it will}**

“Then hope all you can. Let my mission
from Don Miguel have itg full effect, O, I can
die; but I cannot live and see you another’s!

. From the earlicst days of my childhood, even

when mole-hills were mountains, and bubbling
brooklets' were great rivers in my sight, have I

“1ved yon with the whole ardor of my sonl.

The path of duty has been mads brighter by

. the love I bore you, and meny a pitfail have I

eacaped through the memory I held of you. 0,
1 cannot give it all up now!”

i

The maiden sank npon her lover’s bosom and
wept; but her tears wers those of joy—for she
had indeed found a new source of hope. Thera
was something in his words and manner that
gave her a good degree of assurance, and she
allowed her heart once more to fll back upoh
ita former hopes and aspirations:

“You will not deceive mre,” she murmured,
a8 she clung fondly 40 her companion. *You
will not raise hopes that can be ensily crushed,
for my heart would break under another shock.”

“Fear not. T have set my life gt stike, and
I know what must be the forfeit. g’our grand-
father tells me that Don Juan will not be here
again for a month, and that will give me ample
time to arrange my plans.”

Gradunally Ysabel's countensnce brightened,
and ere long the young coaple were talking as
they had talked in times gone by, save that now
there was a certain air of resfraint in their com-
mumon, fog, until that evening they had mever
g0 plainly avowed their loves. But yet they
were free and happy, for the bright sunshine of
love chased away the dark clouds of sorrow snd
sadness, and they seemed to bave forgotten that
there ever had heen a cloud hovering over them.
Francisco had truly kept the promise he made
to Don Miguel, thongh whether in such & man-
ner as the old man bad expected, the rewder can

Jjudge.




CHAPTER VI.

THE AMB

-~

Eaxry on the moming following the events
last Tecorded, Boquilla emerged from a small
hut wmong the mountains, dressed as though
for a perilous journey. ‘The hut was situated
in & sort of vele between two peaks, and
it was smrrounded by & very thick growth of
stunted pines. It wab a wild, desolate spot, and

. the wind tuned most mournfally among the
dark boughs. Few people could have lived
thero in comfort, and ever Bogquilla himself did
mot scem to be entirely contented in his drear
shode, but he was. for the present forced to it, or
he wonld not have been there. Oue comtdi tell
from his face that he sought not the movntain
ravine from, choice, for there was nothing of
m,isamhropy" in his look ;. bat, on thoe contrary,
His frank, open fentures betrayed strong social
affections, and a noble, generous soul.: Stitl
that drear cot was his home, and there he lived,
most of the time alone. Sometimes, to be sure,
he had visitors,—perhaps they were ouly gner-
rillas,~—but people said they were bandittl, Xet
that be as it may, however, Boguilla never join-
ed them in their excursions, and they never
asked him, though they stood ready at any mo-
ment to tender him all the assistance he asked
or needed. He held a strange power over them,
and at times they seermed almost to worship

USCADE.

brigands, knew him even by sight, for ho seldom
left his rmouptain retreat.
‘After Boquilla came from his cot, he stood
awhile and pazed about him, and then he maved
on - through a narrow path that led aronnd one
of the mountain peaks. At tength he reached a
gpot from whence the country below him could
be seen, and far away in ‘the distance he could,
see the dwelling of Don Miguel Truxillo. Here
he remained for some minutes, a#d then he start-
ed to descend the mountain. He wm armed
with & short, heavy sword and a brace of'pistols,
and his dress was mostly of leather. About
half way down the mountain he came to & sm.alt
bit of tableland, upen which the short, thick
grass grow plentifully, and here there were two
horses feeding. Ome of them he canght, and
having led him to.a tree, upon the lower branches.
of which hung & saddle ané bridle, he threw the
trappings spon the smimal's hack, and fhen
mounted. - The way was now more easy of
teavel, and part of the distance the horse could
move on at an easy trot. '
At Yength the guerrifla reached the foot of the
monntain, and came upon: & spot where the mas-
sive onks grew large ead thick, enstingan atmost

stopped, and placed a smsll horn to his iipsi.
Ho sounded a loud, shrill blast, and ere long it

him, Few, save the guerrillas and mountain

\.

. merous Bind of brigands, nombering fn all over,

" patriot guerrillas, but who had taken to the moiin-

+ wounld expose him, for he was in truth the poor

impenetrable shade npon all around. Here he

+
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was answered by the appearanee of halfa-dozen
horsemen, who came from different parts of the
surrounding thicket. A moment Boquilla gazed
around upon the mew-comers, as though he had
not expected so many; but seeming satisfied
that they were all friends, he turned to the one
who scemed to be the leader: o

“ Tepec,” he said, *“have you sent out a cou-
rier yet 77 N

# Yes, senor—three hours ago. Ho started
before the first peep of dawn.” ’

“ But he has not returned ¥*

“ No, senor ; though I should fhink he would
be back soon.”

* Of course he will not miss the game 7”7

“ No-~there jis no danger of that. It was
Bernardo whom I sent, and he is not a man to
be misled, or to fall into neglect, You may bs
sure he will bring intelligence when he comies.”

This Tepec was a stout, dark-featured, heav-
Hy-bearded man, somewhere in the middle age
of life; and ke wag, in fact, the chief of a nu-

onehundred, most, if not all, of whom had heen

taing since the tyrannieal rule of Yrurbide had
been established. The government had offered
large rgwards for Tepec's apprehension, but
none of thie peasants, or hunters, or poor miners

man’s friend,

Boqnilla had conversed with the chicf some
five or ten minutes, when the gquick tramp of a
horse was heard, and in a fow moments more,
an zrmed man rode into the place,

#“ How now, Bernardo ?” ¢ricd Bogailla, ap-
proaching the man as hé rode up. * Have you
been out on my mission ?? . X

“Yes, senor,” deferentinlly replied the bri-
gand, ‘I have been, and 1 have found all you
wish to know.” ’

“ Ahl—and they have started 1

¢ Yes, senor—six of them.”

“Bix!” repeated Boquilla,

Ho seemed to refiect for 2 moment, and then
ke turoed towards the leader,

“ Tepec,” he continued, *are you st libegiy
for & few bours 27 )\-

“ Yes—all dayst’,

.“Then suppose you take the men you have
with you, and follow me.” :

“'With pleasere.”

sible,” said Bernnrdo,  for they were swift upon
the rond.” ‘

** We will set,off at onco,” returned Boquilla,
“ Are you ready, Tepec?”

“ Ay—always ready,”

“ Then forward 1” S ,

As Boquilla thus spoke, he put spura to his
horse, and started out from the wood. It was &
somewhat»nqnow path inte which he struck,
leading around the base of the mountsin, and &s
s00n 8s he was in plain travelling the whole par-
ty set into & smart gallop. At the end of an
hour they came to a point where a wide road
crossed the way, and here the gnerrilla made a
sign for the rest to halt. He then rode forward
into the road, and having examined the way, he
came back, '

“ No ono has passed yet,” he said,

“But they'll be along pretty soon,” added
Bernardo, looking up at the place of the sun,

“ I suppose so,” roplicd Boquilla ; * and,” he
added, locking towards Tepec, “we must be
ready for them when they come. 1 don’t want
to kill any of them if I ean help it, though wa
may possibly-be forced to do it. They must be
eapmrecf for the while, gt/nl!. events, for I am
determined to see the inside ofsthe despatches
they guard. There is no need that I should ads
vise you haw to operate, for you are ull old sol-
diers and you know how to behave.”

As Boyguilla censed speaking, he drew an im-
mense bluck beard from beneath Ris vest and
fitted it to his face. It altered his appearance
wonderfully—go much go that evon his own fol.
lowers would not have known him if they had
not been direct witnesses of the sudden trang-
formation.

* Hark 1" uttered Bernardo, shortly after the
guerrilla had put on his Mgird. * There they
come. Ecan hear the trarfip®%f horses.”

“Then stand close behind this copse,” said
Boguilla, *and watck for my word. Be quicl,
now, every man of you, for success deponds .
more upon management than upon strength.
—gh !~ Here they come I S
Up the road came o party of six horsemen,
and at their head rode Don Juan Calleja. They .
were chatting glibly, and the coarse laugh that
accompanicd their words told pretty plainly the
nature of their confab, Calleja was telling bis.

house of Truxilio, but ere he could finish the
tele, he was startled by a sharp, quick ery from.

“ You had petter make as much haste as pes-
p .

ane of his followers, and on turning his head he

nearcst companion the result of his visit to the _ -
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saw a body of armed men just emerging from
the cross-path.

_“Forward I” eried Boquilla, drawing his sword
in one hand and = pistol in the. other, holding
the rein in the pistol hand, *Becure them at
oncs, and shoot down the first man who attempts
youar lives 1 .

As he spoke ko dashed out into the road, and
confrotited the dark eolonel.

“ Who are you, aud what do you want ¢’ cried
Don Juan, whipping his sword from its scab-
bard. ) f

“All that you have 1” was Boquilla’s response,
ag he fetched & blow npon the eolonel’s uplifted
weapon that sent it whizzing upon the ground.

He had watched the movement of Don Jusn's
E sword, and he struck it down the instant it came
& from the scabbard, and before it could be laid
:  upon its guard. ) C

- %1t is but little money you will get from me !

hissed Don Juan, at the same time drawing a

pistol, - ) - .

4 If you are determined to vesist, then take
that?”’ uttered Boguilla, between his clenched
teeik, at the same time dealing Don Juan a

_blow upon the right wrm -with the flat of his
thick heavy sword that benumbed itin an instant.

* Now inake but another sign towards resistance,

and I'll pat & ball through your hedd as sare as

death ! :

“ By San Dominie, I know that voice!” ex-
claimed Don Juaxn, starting back aghast.

« Never mind the voice now, but attend to my
orders. I want to see every article of Inggage
you carry.” :

By this time the colonel's five followers were
silenced, and each one stood trembling upon the
ground with the muzzle of & cocked pistol at his
ear. Don Juan saw how he was sitzated, and
with a8 good grace 18 possible he submitted and
glid from his saddle. As oon 28 his weapons
were delivered up,~he was ordered to reveal his
Inggage. First he produced a purse of gold,
and this Boguilla threw: upon the ground, re-
marking as he did so:

« T want none of your money, thongh some of
my good friends here may like it.”” Bernardo
stepped forward and picked up the -purse, and
then Boqeilla continned : “ Come, go on, I want
to sec all.” )

The colonel uttered an cath, and after some
fumbling he drew forth a watch. The guerrilla
took it and dashed it against a rock.

éYou know I want not such baubles a5 that.”
# Then what do yon want?”’ '
# You-are bound t¢ Guadalaxara ¥
Yoy, returned the colonel, evincing some
surprise. - o '
# And you are gent thither by Iburbide1”
. “How do you know "
7 gness at it,” ’
“ Then gu@again.”

“1 have gucssed again, and T have guessed

that you have papers from the sof disant emper-
or. I wantthem.”

# Then yow’ll have to hunt, I think; and if
you find any sach you'll he more fortunate than
I shonid be-in the same scarch.”

“ Perhaps yon speuk the truth,” said Boquilla,
“bnt you shall be overhauled at all events.”

' Tepee and Bernardo were both at liberty, and
with their assistance the colonel was soon strip-
ped to the skin; but no papers such as the guer-
rilla songht for were to be found. The' saddle
was then taken from Don Joan's horse, and the
different parts exatined, but without effect.

“Lock ye here,” sald Bernardo, as a sud-
den iden seemed to come to his mind, “I remem-
ber once how Hidalgo arranged to confine de-
spatches for his couriersi Don Juan was with
him then, and he may have remembered it. Let
me look at thas bridle.”

The colotel made a spring towards the head
of his'horge! but he did not succeed in breaking
away from his captors, and on the next momens
Bernardo had taken off the bridle, and drawn a
knife from his pocket. With this he commenced
to rip up the stitching which confined the two
pieces that formed the side straps of the head-
stall, and when this was dome & neatly folded
paper was brought to light. The opposite strap
was opencd with the same result, and after Bo-
quilla had run his eyes over the two papers, he
said, while his brow showed & triumphant cwo-
tion :

I have found all I want, and you }nay now

contiiue your way to Guadaloxars as soon as
you please, and when you return to the capital
you may tell Tturbide thas he has friends among
the mountains who are watchiag him with more
than ordinary interest. It may please him to
know that he i so narrowly looked afser.”
« By San Jago! you had better bewarg lest -

you are looked after 1 grawled Don Juan, as he
began to put on his clothes again. .

« @, I am used to being locked after,” return--

ed the guerrilla, with & light lamgh. “I have
..

®
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been hunted by tyrants for years, and yet you
see here Iam, as free as the air of my native
mountains. Go on, now, and give your orders
to the governor at Gaudalaxars, and then hurry
back and tell your master whom you met amon g
the mountains, and how they treated you. Tell

him you met the guerrilla chief, Boquills 1*

“Boquilla 1” repeated the colonel, looking up

with & doubting expression.

. “Ay—fio you not like the name
1 should if *twere your own.”

L2 is my own, and you can tell your master
that he ean see me at any time he will come.”
Don ’J uan gazed a while into the gueri-illa.’s

. greas dark eyes, for they were about all he could

o

seo above the thick black beard, and then with o
dubions shake of the hoad, snd a bitter curse, he
proceeded with his dressing, In time his toilet
was performed, and then he was allowed to £0
and pick up his sword, Al the pistols of Don’
Juan’s party were discharged, and then returned
to their respoective owners.- The ripped bridle
was still fit for service, and having been placed
upon the horse’s head once more, the colomel
re mounted, and withou$ another word, sﬁve 8
muttered threat of vengeance, he rode off at a
brisk trot, and his party followed him.

) Boquilla wasched them until they were ont of
sight, and then turning his horse’s head he rode
slowly back towerds the mountain. E
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an’i‘h:ﬂm}sswnero fntopped and. bowed his head, | your father; and T have Meld you in m arme

e o er murmurm'g something that sounded | and blessed you, Now let us sce if you zan I

“ For:,r;f:;’ lis:ga“é 1°°k1'3d L R member when you saw me last.” T ”
) ar .

rosd,” he cz‘“‘i““e{l ; i andha t‘;e-nti}z‘::: E\E’?lg; hi “1 do not think'T can,” roplied Isabel, gazing

reached your gates, I was faint even t:> exhaus- :‘;;:;wely, yet comestly, upon tho missionero’;

 tion. If you will give me but a £
ew days of Y | i
rest beneath your roof, I shall then have strgng'th o ren 7ou notcall the dircumatance to mind,”

CHAPTER VIL

-

It was on the third day after the departure of
Doa Juan Calleja, and the shades of evenlug
were guthering around the dwelling of Truxillo,
~ when an aged priest, all toil-worn, weary, and

aust-covered, walked slowly up.the broad car-

tinge path that ran among the great China trees.

His form was bent, and the long, sparse locks

that floated down from his temples, were white

a8 snow, He leaned heavily upon the stont staff
which he carried, and when he reached the piazza
he sank down upon thie lower step. Don Miguel
had seer him, and he hastened out.
¢ Holy father,” the old man uttered, gazing
swith revercnce upen the weary form, * will you
" got walk into my dwelling %"

‘THEHE MISBIONERO.

Bot I am more blessed in worldly matters, and
God grant that my blessings do not detract from
my faith, Lift me easily, my son, for my limbs
are weak and pain strickén.”

Don Miguel helped the stricken man to arise,
and then he led him into his dwelling ; and when
he was placed mpon a soft couch, Don Miguel
rang for a servant, and seon afterward wine and
bread were brought. The prieat scized the wine
eagerly, and after drinking two full gluskes, he
scered to gradually revive, though he yet trem-
bled exceedingly.

he snid, afier he had broken his hread, and
prayed that‘God and the Saviour wonld bless:

« Ah, a blessing upon thee, my son,’” returned
the priest, in a low, tremulous, weak voice. ©God
forbid that I should intrade myself upon your
hospitality unasked,but Tam foot-sore and weary.

Qive me but a crust of bread, and a bed of straw hfor T have oft

in yéur manger, and I will bless you.”
¢ No, nq,” quickly cried Truxiflo; “sach

you fare not o beneath my roof. What! give a
holy fither of the church but a cri¥st, and place | vos
him with my beasts in the manger, when my lar- | much of sufferin,

ders are full, and my soft beda plenty and -un
used ? ﬁo, no—1et me help thee to arise.”

 As yon will, myson. I will not refuse your
kindness, even though I-fare better than did the
Son of God. TIE had not where to lay his head.

and sanctify it. -

] am,” replied the don, gazing with renewed
reverence wpon the old priest.

« Then you have not been falsely spaken of,
en heard your mame, and you are
called a noble, generous man. I am but a poor

as | missionero, and most of yay days I have spent in

bringing the poor wild tribes of the Indios Bra-
to o knowledge of the trath, I have seen

- | my poor body has been rdcked with pain, I have
seen ‘my labors blessed and God glorified, Dut
my work is nearly done on carth. I can see the
dit verge of this eartbly life, and I can hear the
still small veice that calls to me from Eternity."

.

« Y think you are the Don Miguel Truxzillo,” !

-he turned with a smile to Isabel.

_attracted by the old man's countenance. He

g, and much of joy—for while .

to goon my way. Iwould reach the humble

cot v_vherc.I wag born, and where I hope to have

a sister still Living ; and once there I will lny me

down and patiently swait the coming of the
- angel of death.” S ‘

. “Malkec this place your home ag long as you
plesse,” said Dén Miguel, much moved by the
wayfarer’s tone and manuner. ¢ I have e;mu‘gh
and to spare.” . '

The priest returned his thanks, and afier some
further conversatiohyhe asked that he might be
permitted to lie down and.sleep. To thig end
he was conducted to a well-farnished chamber,
a.md there Don Miguel left him, On the fbllow:
Ing morning; the kind-henrted old man knocked
4t the missionero’s door, and was bidden to en.
ter.. The old devotes was. up and dressing, and
having blessed his friend, ke remarked that he
would be lef; alone for his morning’s devotions
and that then he would join the family ot break:
fgst.. He said he felt much better than on the
previous evening, and that he hoped a few days
of rest would enabie him to repew his jéurney.

Helf an hour afterwards; Don Miguel and Lis
grand-danghter sat down to their morning’s
fnfaal, and they insisted that the priest should

Join them ; but it was with apparont -reluctance
that he consented. He craved the blessing of
Heaven before he commenced to eat, and then‘

: “My fair child,” he sald, “your-presence is
like a gleam of sunshine here.”
Isabel did not blush, for she was strangely

seemed to notice her manner, for he gazed fix-
edly epon her, and after a while, asked :

L1} H N

Do yow think you recognize a familiar

face 77

“I de not know,” returned the maiden, slight-
iy startled; but quickly recovering herself, she
addedd: “I thought your features at first ap.
pearcd somewhat familiar; but 1 mn is-
taken ’ y bomis

_“ No-—I. t}link you are right,” said the priest,
with a smile ; “ though your memory and obser.

!1_3 resumed, breaking a fresh roll, and then pass-
ing his cup for more coffee. .

“ N.Q’ father, I surely cannot,”

““Bdt the circumstance was ono of more then
usual moment."” ‘

The maiden bowed her head, but did not
speak, and in a few momonts more the priest
continued : .

"It was in the old cathedral at Guanaxnato.
Your father was there, and the bishop was there ;
and there were others there, too. Can you not’;’
. remember it now ¥’

Isahel trembled and turned pale, for she kﬂ;w‘
now what the old man meant, though she'had
1o recollection ©f his features in conwection
with it. Don Miguel gazed up into the speak-‘
er’s face with an inquiring look.

“I do not think T am mistaken,” the ln:icst
said, as he noticed the Jook of his host. « Is
not this the Iady Isabel Truxille 1
“Itis,” answered Don Migﬁel.

) “ 8o I thought,” resumed the other; aud then
in a thoughtful mood, he added : It must be
some twelve years now since that eventful oven.
ing, Iremember it well, for then it wns that' I
first saw Hidalgo,”

““And you remcmber the Ceremony that tock
place on that oecasion 7% said Ton Migusl,
“Yes—for I assisted. The lndy Isubel wﬁs
aflianced to Don Juan Calicjn. She was more
than affianced—she wis properly manied, thouuh
the power of divorce was left in Don' Jum?’s
hands.” .

“Ab, then you know all about it,” uttered the
don, “ and ceu tell us the partienlars.” '

“ Yes—I remember them well,” : x
«T have ndver seon the record,” Traxillo ad-
ded, ¢though my son explaincd the matter to
me.  Then the power of divorce was left in the
hands of Callgja 2 . :

‘ “Yea, think fifteen was tho age set. At
the age of fifteen the bride wus to be claimed if
he saw fit, 'o}' at that time he conld annul the
eontract,” .

* But that time Lias lohg since passed, aud he

vation mast be very quick and keen. Ilknew

did not claim me,” exclaimed Isabel,




o

84 THE WANDERING GUERRILLA.

“ And bas he not claimed you yet?” asked
the missionero, in apparent surprise,
- #Yes-—he came and-claimed me- four days

D." : B

# Ah, then his claim is the same. His claim
is not impaired by the delay, but he could mot
now divorce you without your -consedi. The
limit. of his power to anmul was placed at a cer-
tain time, so that you might lose-no opportunity
for a favorable match in cese. he chose not o
keep the contract, You were really his wifo
twelve years ago, and are the same now.”

“ ot his lawful, wedded wife,” uttered Isa-
-bel, trembling violently.

“ Yop, most assuredly,—thongh there was &
time set apart as a sort of ‘probation. Yes, yes,
you are really his wife, and I congratalate you
upon your good fortune if-he consents ta receive
you, for T hear that he is high in power and
influence.” i :

%1 keew not that T was his wife,” the poor
girl murmured, “That I was so bound to him
that he was really my husband.”

“ Yot it {& most surely so,” the priest returned.

He poured out a guantigy of brandy into his

now she felt that she was truly the dark man’s
wife. In the oye of human law she was so—but

Heaven. She looked into her own soul, where
she knew the true talismsn of the wife lay, and
she saw there that she was pot the wife of any
living man. Then she sank upon her knees,
and prayed to God to direct her aright, and after
she bad prayed she again pondered npon the
subject of hor connection with Don Juan Cal-
Iojs. Her's was 2 soul not bound by, fear, nor
fhade to be ruthlessly mrafapled upon while she
had the power of resistance, and afier she had
thowght calmly upon the matter, ghe knew that
she wad no wife of Don Juan, With her own
lips she had never spoken the word of promise,
gnd though she might be forced to wed with
lim, yet she knew that mo sin would lay upon
her sout if khe should escape from his power.

This was a great source of comfort to the fair
girl. Had she believed that Heaven would hold
her as_the wife of Calieja, she would net have
_moved a mumsele to escape from Jhim, but would
have ‘suffered on in silence; but now that she
had fully satisfied her own conscience that no

coffee as hs spoke, ead having drank it, he turn- | such union lay upon. her, she hoped that her egs-

ed towards Den Migunel, and commenced con-
versation npon another subject.. Isabel regarded
him parrowly a8 his face was now imrned from
/ her, and &5 she saw his profile, she was ixupress-
ed with the conviction that she had seen him
since the timeé to which he sllnded. Tt may
have been from a sudden repugnsnce which she
feit, ¥t she could not avoid the suspicion that
he was not wholly trastworthy, and the longer
she gazed upon the boldly-marked profile, the
deeper became her dubicus doubtd,

cape might be accoraplished, and for this she
looked towards Francisco Moreno. To escape
from her gra.ndfa&her‘u» estate without strqng as-
sistance would be impoisible, and if she remain.
ed there without other assistance than her grand-
sire, wedding with the fearful man would be in-
evitable. So Isabel Truxillo looked upon Fran-
-¢isco, and the prayer of her soul was in his be-

and though there was much reom for dark and
terrible doubt, yet bhe did not lose: all hope.

Ag early as politeness would permit, the meid- She knew that the young man was noble and
en arese from the table, and sought her own | heroie, and then she placed much weight uzpon

room, end there she pondered long and deeply | the agsistance of Boquilla. She knew him not,

upon what the old priest had told her; but she | to be sure, save by casual sight, but in ber mind
could not make his words sppear false, but, on | he was clothed with a sort of mystic power, and

the contrary, they seemed tratbfal, and though she” grasped the hope thus held out with more -

ghe had vot so viewedT the matter hefore, yei | than passing ardor.

not #o before (jod—before the sacred laws of J

half. Sheremembered the promise he had made,

2

) Srortiy after breakfast Don Miguel gpdered
his coach, and in company with Isabel he set
out for a morning’s ride, intending only to be
gone an hour or two. He lefs the old mission-

. em.m his study, where the man had expressed a
desire to remain and look -at some of the books.
f[:he host had not the least hesitation in leaving
%nm.thcre, for he placed the wtmost conﬁdenci;
in his sacred character, and he even wont so far
as to order the servants not to disturbd him.

For. some time after Truxiﬁo had gone the
old priest sat there in the study, and pored over

80 o-ld manngeript volume, to whick his host had
pftrtmularly called his attention; but his mind
did Hot seem to be upon the buok, for ever and
znon his eyes would wander furtively about the
room, and then he would: listen, as th, h to
facertain if any one were near, At length ke
closed the book and allowed it to rest upon his
knee for s moment. His next movement was to
place the volume upon: the table, and then he
arose to his feet. At one end of the apartment
8tood a large mahogany cabinet, containing nu-
merous lockers and drawers, and towards this

~th? priest went, Again he gazed nbout him, and
being assured that no one was near, he ::orn-
menced to ‘overhaul every paper that came in
his way. He fotnd keys, and with these he

OPiMd many of the places which were locked.

T am gaining much knewledge,” hesmutter-

-

CHAPTER VIII,

BUSPICIOUS AND SUBPICIONS.

ed to himself, as he pursued his rather dubjous’
occifpation. By 8aint Dominic, the old fel.
low little thinks whom he has left in his library
Wonder if ho knows how many spies our gnoci
emperer i3 forced to employ.. Now did ever
mortal man see such a mess of trash coficcted
together in ome person’s hands! Aii flesh is
grass, and all gold is dross—dross is trash. . San
Jagol how the old fellow has piled the frash
up | More than three millions thus far, all set
plainly down bere in regular invenmry.’ Here
are lands and houses, eattle and horses, and the
Hehest' mines in the empire. Diublo ,Den Mi-
guel, you must bleed for the good of your coun-
&ry.—frga, your purse must bleed! And now
Who i3 the heir? Tha lady Isabel, of course
Fortunate Don Jusn! But upon my sout ou:
shall not have it all; nor shall Iturhid; ysee
mach of the dross our good lord Tpnxillo has
managed to accumalaie,” .

4And thus the missioncra muttered on whik‘a'
he ransacked the place, He had found Bon Mi.
guel’s private apartment, and private memoran-
dft, and all such things as he deemed of suff- -
cient importance he minuted down upon s amali
book which he carried with him. In thig wa;
he had spent an houy, when, as he opencd f
small drawer which was arranged within one of
the lockers, ke found a parchment ruli, bearing

several seals, and apparently of a recent date
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. He eagerly opened_it, and found ‘it to tfo a v‘nll.
« Ahal" he uttered, with peculiar sat}gf:actmn,
as he ran his eye over the instrument, *so the
fair semorite is the sole heir. Upon my smﬁ:‘
she’ll be'a golden wife. Fortunate Don Juan!
This will was carefully rolled p and p?t ba:};
in its place, and then the other things which hd
been disturbed were re-arranged, and all made
a5 it had been fonnd. Tbis had hardly been ac-
complished when the sound of coach-wheels was
heard, and having unlocked the doar, the mﬁ;
sionero reswmed his seat by the table, aqd too
up the book again. When, shortly afr.erwards&
Don Miguel entered, he was so deeply e‘r}'%agb
in the matter of the volume that he hardly no-

ticed the emtrance of his host. .
 S¢ill at the book,” said Truxillo.
Rut the priest did not look up.

-

Don Miguel of comrse assented to this ide}sla,
and afté; that the conversation turned upon Bt I
natures, condition and hn‘bit's of the Indios ’ra;
vos, and the priest proved himself well acquain -
ed with the whole matter. The old den w}j
well plensed with his guest’s compeny, and he
spent the greater part of the da}y with h1'm.

If the old missionero imagm.ed* that he was
remaining beneath that roof without any sul:px-
cion resting upon him, he was much‘ mistaken.
The ever-watchfal lientepant, Aldamar_, had no-
ticed him, and the same ideas had seized npon
his mind that had at first moved Tsabel. ]?ur-
'gﬁg the afiernoon the lieutenant and maidgn
'm(:f.Where is Don Miguel?’ was Aldamar’s

first question.

« He is with that old pricst in the library,” re-

4 You read as though you were fnterested, | plied Isalel. -

sai in & louder key.
holy father,” said the don, in &

“y Ah, m;r gon, did you speak ? Have you not
ridden yet?” the old man uitered, closing the
book, and looking up. i

w ftidden 1" repeated Don ‘Mlgu.el. ’:‘ To be |-

1 started two hours gince.

. I have
,sm:?TWO :E“rs! Tmpossible! Why, I have

ad ever sidee you left.”
" « Then you must have been most deeply
interested.” . - -
«Tn trath, I have been. Ah, such nobl;
thoughts !—such inspiring sentiments!—-suc
- holy aspirations 1’ | o )
‘?Yeg ; bns—bat that is-simple hlstoryKW_ntten
there,” gaid Pon Miguel, who had never discov-
ered anything but plain, common-place, dry
" parrative in the volume. = « ) ]
a“Ah; wmigo,? returned the priest, not in the
least -disconcerted, * I know it is hts.tory; bj1]:
what- temes of thought does simple .hlﬁ.tory o
up in the mind of him whoetangs in imagina-
tion among those of whom. h. rea;ls.h It ;e:
while, travelling through the regions of the pa
that :Ne gain our best thoughts--the ﬁ-mu:? only
leads to conjecture, But most anything in th;
ghape of reading would please me now, smce
have been so long without it.”” ] L3
5 Yes, yes,” answered Truxillo, mdre moved
by the solemn manter of the missionero than by
his words; © 1 suppose you have not had much
’ i . »
reading amoung the Indians. *
« Very little, I agsure yon.' I have only res:fl
in-God’s great book of Nature; but even that is
abook that may well please and instract the pi-

“Have you seen him 27
4 Who—the priest 2"
Y Yes.” O
« Yes. I nte with him this mo}'mnﬁ;.
« And what did you think of ‘mgﬂ.
«1 did not Iike his looks at ail.”
’ = d 2
= Did youn have any suspicions s -
“ OLly?that 1 had seen him hefore. I knew
that I had seen his conntenance somewhere, a.n.d
he explaines it by saylig that he was present in-
the cathedral of Gimanazmato when I was affi-
anced to Don Juan Calleja ;- but I knew 1 havs
seen him since then, I have seen those features
3
ithin these two years past, I know. .
Wlﬂl;‘:: have I,”” returned Aldamer, with & puz-
zled look ; “and yet I cannot at present make
H " -
t where I have seen him.
M"He is & strange looking man,” pursued Isa-
bel, *and has evidently seen much of the worl(%.
;haps he is some priest who once upheld Hi-
dalgo, and has eince kept himself in concgal-
nt.”’ ' '
me“ It may be so, but I much doubt it,”’ respond-
od the licutenant. “I do not like the looks of
him at all. TDon Miguel places altogether too
muck confidence in him, and 1 wip}z you would
i ible.” -
tch him as narrowly as possi : )
" Fwill do so, Aldamar, for I owe him no f'a:,
vor. He nseerts that I am even now l?on Juan's
legal wife, and that he was Iﬁ-csept M. the cere-
and knows all ahont it. ‘ i
m??iha! Does be?’ uttered Aldamalr, :1:11
¢ is. *We will look to
trongly marked emphasis. >
;i:n Ehﬁn. But let no such tale a8 that frighten
s ‘

ous stadent.”

you. I do not believe “that Calleja will ever
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- gain you for & wife
' He'is 2 villain.” .
“Ah, we all know that,” said the maiden,
with & dubjous shake of her head ; *'and so is
the emperor g villain 1'*
The lientenant gazed into Isnbel's face for a
moment, and then he said : :
“True, true—Tturbide is 5 villain, and through
him Calleja may obtuin your hand, ?n' Dor Mi-
guel-will not dare to say to'him nay.”
Teabel did not choose to reveal the hope she
_had in Francisco’s promise, nor did she atways
hold it herself. Sometimes she tried to school
herself for the worst, but try ns she would, the

fatiire would take, some eoloring of light from
her lover's pledge, ‘

» 6Xeept by your own consent,

“But never mind that now,” continued Alda-
mar, after a fow moments’ hesitation. * Don
Juan Calleja has more enemics than friends,
Look‘ypu now after the priest, for you can
watch him better than T can.  Tet us find him
out if wé can.” '

Tanbel promised to do her best, and after that

she returhied to the house, and Aldamar went out

to the stable, ‘
Don Miguel sat up with the priest until quite

late, and most of the time Tsabel remained with |

them. She kept her eyos fixed wpon him most
narrowly, and he seemed to notice Jit, for he
moved uneasily in his seat s number of timgs
when he found ler watching him with - more
.nterest than usual. o .
Various topics hed boen- discussed, and if
Truxillo had not been predisposed in the priest’s
favor he niight have seen that his stock of learn.
ing was not so great as wonld seem to appear.
It was superficial and empty, and he artfuily
contrived to draw more from his host thdn come
from himself, but he did it in such a way-that he
seamed to hold it all beforehand ia his own
knowledge. At length there come a pause in
the conversation, and Traxillo s¢ized the oppor-
tunity to ask a question which had been for
some time upen his mind, L
“ Holy father,” ke said, *“you have travelled
all over the country, and from your remarks 1
am led to judge that you have been a refugee,
Did you ever chance to come across & man who
calls himself Boquilla ¢ o
The misslonero started at the sound of the
name,and it wag some moments hefore hereplied.
“ Ah, my son,” ke at length snid, with a da-{
blous shake of the head, I have seen him, and
I fear he is ot what an honest man shoald be,
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* Yes—several times,” returned Don Miguel,
with considerahle anxiety depicted upon his .
face, “He has sought shelter hero for the
night, and I have had a etrlosity to know wha'
and what he was, but T conld never find out any
thing from him.” - K

“Do you think he will be hero again 1*.the
priest asked, . Ee

“1 cannot tell. e comes and goes when he
Pleases.”

1 should like to ses lim, for I fear he is a
bad man—a very wicked, degraded mortal.”

Tsabel azed more sharply than ever into the
priest’s face, and she felt confident that he lied ;
she knew that he wag épeaking fulsely, and her
suspicions were confirmed. To be sure, phe -
knew but little of Boquilla, but she had seen
himt enongh to know that he Kad' an honest, ho-
ble conntenance, and that his eye could never
belong to & wicked mun, And then 'the agsur-
ancg of her lover had much weight in hor mind,
Now, as shg Tooked into the fuce of the guest,
she was surprised that her grandfather did not
notice what a villanons logk he tad, for she saw

|3t in every feature, atd rost strange features

they were, too. ‘

“ Then you know nothing positive concerning
‘Boquilla 1 said Don Migyel.

“No—only that he is'a noted brigand,”

“Ah, T feared such was the casg,”

. “IEnow such is the case,”

“ Bu there are different grades of brigands,
oven,” said Isghel, ‘with “much warmth, and ag
the same time directing a withering look at the .
priest. *Some sre now apparently brigands -

{ who have been literally forced into the buginess '

by the cruelty of Tiurbide—who are, proscribed
and dare not appesr in public, They are men, |
too, who war not upon the poor and defenceless,
but who make most of their levies upon the em-
peror’s ewn tools, T do not believe Boquilla is
& bad man, nor is he a meoan man.  He comes
openly, and he speaks boldly, and his face is &
'passporr. to csteem,” )

The priest quailed before the proud maiden’s
look, and after a fow momente of troubled
thonght, he said, with a faint laugh :

“You speak generously, lady ; but it comes
from a young and inexperienced leart, Afier
you have sézn as much of the world as I have,
you will learn not to trust to appearances.” =
“Very likely,” returned Isabel, coloring with
emotion. ' I know that appeargnces are often

Has Le ever been here v

deceitful.” Soon after she kft the apartmont.’

3




)\ CHAPTER IX.

. . o THE TARANTULA'.,

Doy MieveL Truxirro heard the c]f(')(\k
strike the hour of midnight, and shortly & 'Fi:-
wards Be sank into an uneasy slumbery ‘1 eE

" events of the past few days had made, more :;11.
presgion upon his mind than he revea}etl' 11:;) u-th
ers. ¥He loved his fair young grandcehi jv:he
the whole ardor of his smﬂ,' and the n:}org
thoaght of Juan Calleja’s claim, the mmeld ez;;
became his convietions that Isabel \ivon o

gni:fdé only miserable thereby. He ouly v;x‘s ba :
that ke had the power to prevent the match; bu
he had not. He could not provent the consum-
mation, even had he'been a bold, fearless mﬂ.n;—-
for Don Miguel acknowledged h%mself that he
was a timid man, andﬂl.le of:leg wished that he

1 been constituted differently. _

hadﬁgjfgong the old don had slept he coul n;):
tell, but he was aroused by a_strange sm:ln L
his Toom, snd on fairly aweking he foun ot
his light had gone out. He started up to 2 st

The sound upon the floor at Iength ceaged,
and the old man thonght His door was shut to
and latched. After this all was still, save the
low wailing of the wind. It was very dark—
much darker than usual—and he dared not y;r,
get out of his bed. He listened eagesly for the
repetition, of the sound upon the floor, but he
did not hear it, and at length he pluc'kec{ up the
courage to get out of his bed: His first im-
puls—e was to ring for some of hiy servants; b;:t
afiér sober reflection he began to_ thnfrk that .e
might have been deceived—that it wis only h1;
excited imagination which had bgcnl ple}ymg wit
kim: After some search he found his tinder-box,
ahout the yoom, but nothing had been moved ?r
disturbed. Ho went to the door snd opened it,
and looked out into the cofridor,‘but: therg Waz
nothing unusual there, After satisfying himsel
that nothing out of the way was to bo found, he

ting posture and listened, an.d he was sur; he
heard a movement of some kind upon the floor.
He dared not leap out of his bed, but he sat
there and listened, and trembled, He had x.pr;a-
ence of mind enough, however, to watch for the

felt confident that he:bad only imagined the
noise, and settibg his Iamp upon the table again,
he once more got into bed. ‘

1t was some time before Don Miguel slept

i her he did slesp it was only to
e Once he dreamed that

and he#®ing lighted his lamp, he looked carefully

 and i horrible dreams.
o irection of the sound, and it scemed drea.m rrible . ° e
f:t:::v:mtiomﬂ:he door. He :1a.red not even | a grim, gigantic ske;:tgir; b:dl;;)dr:in?;iicm -
i d-asked | man bonesg—came to b )
out for assistance, Once he spoke and ask ll:f
cry out v
v

' i . ied to start
if any one wag there, but he recelved no aswer. | clatmy hand apon his brow. He tried

‘pened ¥’ eried Aldamar, eatching o glimpse of

up, but ho could not. 'He endeavored with all
his might to cry out, but his tengue would not
move, nor could he even breathe.. The skeleton
-grinned s most horrid grin, and graduslly jts
appearance changed. It bleached, eyeless sodg-
ety seemed sturting out from beneath a ds
eowl, and tlie hones of thé body became enve-
loped in the robes of & priest. The hezvy hand
was taken from his brow and laid upon his
bredist, and with one last, mighty cffort he groan:
ed alond, and started to a siiting posture. It
. was again dark in his room, and he could hear
that it had began to rain, for the big drops were
pottering against his windows. The wind made
considerable; noise a3 it moaned through the
thick boughs of the China trees ; but the startled
man heard another noise within his-own room,
It was that same crawling, shuffiing sound upon
the floor. The sweat stood in great cold drops
upon hiy brow and temples, and he’trembled &t
every joint. At'that instant there came a vivid
flagh of lightning, and the whole heavens seemed
ag one sheet of fame, The aperiment was

lighted up for the instant only, but it was long |

enough for Don Miguel to see a dark figure
crawling along upon the floor towards the door.
A low ery broke from his lips, and on’ the next
instant came the ' thunder-crash, "The” whole
bailding trembled—the very earth seemed to
quake; and when the roar had passed away,
and its reveiberations among the distant moun-
tains had cessed, all was still once more, The
soum{ upon the floor was hushed, and the wind
and the rain-drops alone broke upon the listen-
er’s ear. He listened éonly & moment, aud then
he reached forth and convulsively grasped the
bell-cord, which hung at the head of his bed.
He pulled it Jong and violently, and ere he had
let go of it his lientenani hastened infs-the room
with a lighted lamp in one hand, and a pistol in
the other. :

“ Don Miguel I—my master !—what has hap-

the old man’s terror-wrought features.

“ 0, Aldamar \” v T

“Bat what is it? What has happened to
move you so T’ .

¢ 0, holy Sajat Peter protect me " gasped the
terror-stricken man, reachirig forth goe band and
placing it with difficulty upon his attendant’s
shoulder, “Aldamar, I bave had a most terri-

ble time. - Bat look you_about my roem, and
gee if any one is here 1
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Li snapicions, He hastened to obey the order,
but he could find nothing, .
“ Thexe is nothing here,” ho said, * nor can 1

find any trace of anything. What is it that you
have geen 777 ' .

0, terrible! torrible! I was awakened by -
soms sound in my room at first, 2ad I found
my light had gone out. . I surely heard a noise
upon my floor, but it was scon hushed, and I
got up end lighted my lamp. After Ezaﬁ I got:
into bed sgain, but I did not %Ibep 00N Nor
long.” .

The old man stopped here, and gazed furtive.
ly about him, and then he went on. He told of
the dream he hiid had, and of what he had seen
by the glere of the lightring.

“You are sure it was s man whom you saw
upon the floor 2 said Aldamar. ’

“Yes—T know-it was.” :

" “And his form—could you tll that 2"

* No—for he was all cfouched and bent, and X
could only sce that it was & dick form moving
towards the door.”

“ Don Miguel, it was the priest1”

*“ The priest ? Impossible P

“ Who else could it have been ¥

Truxillo” did not answer thig question, but
with onie long, wild, loud ery he leaped from the
bed ead grasped the lieatenant by both armg.

“ Great God of merey !” he gnsped, while he
trembled like a dry leaf in the whirlwind, & -
"Aldamor way for the momept struck dumdh’
with astonishment; but he soon managed to
gain his speech, and in a quick whisper he nsked
his master whet had startled him go, :
“That hand I gasped Don Mignel, “T fajt
its cold touch again npon my breass! Q1 O
Aldamar wag for the moment inclined to
doubs his master's sanity; but there must have
been some cause for such a movement, aid he

jremoved the old man’® hands from: hig arms,

and then held the lamp towards the bed. He -
moved down the coverlid, and was Just wpon
the point of raising the. sheet higher up, when
ke uttered a cry of horror, and started back.
. “What is it ?" whispered Don Miguel,
Aldmgar spoke not, but agsin be moved wp
to the bedside and held the lamp over.” The old
man tremblingly drew neer, and there, upon
the very spot whoere he had laid, they saw the
black, noisome, horrid form of a large tarantuls !
There it lay, o terrible denth-minister, with its
shaggy, spider-like body half crushed upon the

Aldamar started at the order, for it sided with

‘bed-clothes!
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Don Mignel siood aghast! For a moment he
stood with clasped hands, and then he sank back
upon a chair with a deep groan.

“T am.a desd man !” he uttered.

«'Did you feel it bite?” quickly asked Aldamar.

But the poor man coald not tel, He funcied
that be had fel¢ the reptile’s deadly fangs in his
flesh, but he was not sure. ‘

“But do you fecl pain now 37 continued the
Lientenunt. ‘

“Yeq, -, All over my body—everywhere 1

Aldamar was now calm enough for cool re-
fiection, and without more ceremony, er gues-
tions he proceeded at once 1o cxamine the old
man’s body. Had the tarantnla bitten him,the
marks by this time would have been terrible, hot
none could be fgrmd. :

“Don Mighel, ydu are safe!” fervently utter-
ed the lemtensnt, after he had concluded his
search, *The monster has mot bitten you.”

The old man gazed up into Aldamar's face &
moment, and then he started to his fect.

# Not bitten ! he cried. * Safo! Andshall
T still.live % . .

“ Vea, for you are not harmed. It is a mira-
¢le ; but 8o it is.” .

Dor Mignel was soon convinced of his atten-
dant’s correctness, and when he became assured

that he waa safe, the revmlsion -of his feelings)

wag &0 great that for a long while he was per-
feetly. powerless ; and while he. sat in hig chair,
trying 4o overcome the twmultuous beating of

bis heart, Aldamar took the tarantuls upon the.

point of his dagger, and cartied it away. Wheon
he returned he'found his master more possessed
and able to converse—for the first question that
he asked showed that his mind was his own.

« Aldamar,” be said, still pale and shudder-
ing, “where could . that deadly monster have
come from? Ihave lived here more than half
& century, and I never before saw onc of them
50 high up on the table lands as this.”

+ Neither did I,” responded Aldainar. “And,”
le mided, in & very low, meaning tone, *that
one would neyer have come withont assistance !
Without the aid of humean hands it could neyer
have reached the place where we found it 1"

« AXdamar, what mean you?”’, )

* ¥'Il tell you, my good mester. J mean that

. you afe too trusting, too open, too unsuspecting,
Your holy old priest has dene all this 1

« Ympossible " :

“Lkpow it”

.« e may not be. 50 old as yon think hinz;
and as for his infirmities and piety they are eas-
fly assumed, Yom saw a man upon yeur floor,
end who else in this house conld it be? Ab,
Dom Mignel, you have harbored a serpens 1’
“Let us go to his room,” faintly uttered the
old man. “Let us see him and confront him,
for by my inmost soul, I begin to fear you may
be right.”

Truxille harried on his clothes, and then the

the apartment which the missionero had. ocou-
pied. Tt was on the same floor with the one they
left, and situated at the farther end of the eorri-
dor. When they reached it Aldamar .opered
the door, and they both went in; but there was
nobodythere ! ‘ .

“ He has gone !” said the leutenant.

Don Miguel was now fully aroused, and he
started forward -and looked upon the bed. He

empty now. . -
 Aldamar,” he said, “start up the household,
2nd let search be mads. Upon my soul, I think
he is the villain I’ o
The lieutenant stopped to make no reply or
remark, but quickly lighting the lamp which the’
priest had left upon his table, so that the don

lower ball, Jn as few words as possible, Alda-
mar ¢xplained to them what had transpired, and
then sent them upon the search. Lanterns were
procured, and the house searched all through.
The stables, the ;heds, the pranaxies, the store-
houses, and all other ont buildings were thor-
oughly searched, but the priest was nowhere to
Abéﬁun&. ’

“Doun Miguel,’” said the lientenant, after he
‘had veported the result thus far, © we must take
horses and set off. The villain is not far from
here, and we may find him.”

man, looking ous into the darkness, and at the
same time holding ont his hand upon which the
great rain-drops fill fast. . ] :
for he was anxious to commence, or rather con-
tinue, the search at once. ‘‘Besides,” he added,

us st off at onece, for I have some strange-sus-
picions concerning that missionero.”
" Bince his reianiners were anxiogs 1o set off, in a

“Diable! It cannot bs! What! a man so
old, so infirm, so pions!”

few minotes a party of fifteen hersemen were
under arms and ready for the search.

*

tieutenant took wp the lamp and led the way to.

gaw where & man had lain, but the place was .

‘might have light, he ssarted off, and in ten mio- -
ntes a score of servants were sssembled in the

“Would you go in this rain?"’ asked the old .

“ Never mind the rain,” was Aldamar’s reply, '

« it will be daylight in less than sohour. Yes, let -

CHAPTER X.

AN AEIOUISD!KG DIRCOVERY.

WhEN the party had reached the high road,

Aldsmar cavsed them to divide themsélves
into four separate parties, each taking a different
route. One took the road to the westward,
towsrds Guadalaxara; one to thes north, to.
wards the higher mountsine; one to the
south, and one . to the esst, towards the edge
of the table. Aldamar himself took this latter
route, and with him he took two of the other
rmen. He gave directions to the.other parties to
continue the search until daylight, and then they
right be goverred by their owa judgment, as
they coald probably find some tracks if any one
kad gove over the road since miduight,
Aldarnor sa® the other parties set off towards
their respective quarters, and then ke moved on
himself. It was very dark, and the rain still
feil, though not so fast as before, and there were
just visiblesome epots in the eastern heavens
which gave indications of & cleariog up of the
weather, The licutenant and his two compan-
ions tode very slowly, and listened attentively
for any sound they might hear; but at length
they reached the point where there was but one
poth, and here they et into a brisk trot. Fifteen
minuates’ ride brought them to the “edge of the
table-land, where wo first met Aldamar, and by
this time there was a glow of coming Jlight all

“ Now, Walter,” said the Licutenant, address-
ing the man who rode nearest him, * wa must
‘ride‘ carefully, and take advantage of alf -good
trotting ground, for I feel confident that the fel-
low is on this road. Keep your eyes sharply
open, and your ears set for the first sound of
footsteps.”” ..

“The old diable took & curions time to set
out, it seems to me,” remarked Walter.

“ Becauso he had no choice. The rascal dsred
not remain. I have no doubt that thiz weather
just suits him, for very likely he thinks we wont
follow him.”

The path was now narrow where it descended
among the rocks, and the three inen wers obliged
to ride in single file, Aldamar taking the lead,
By the time they were half way down the de-
scent, the rain had ceased falling, and it way '
daylight ; and a3 soon as they came to a spot
where the sand had 1aid without washing, they
stopped, and Aldawsr slipped from his saddle,
“Ah,” he uttered, after he had crept around
a while npon his knees, “here is a track 1
“A'fresh one ¥ asked Walter,

“Yes. It musthave been made during the

night-—it must have been made very recontly,

for the sand is soft and pliable, and an hour's
tain, even, would have sarely obliterated it.”

slong upon the eastorn horizon,

“ Then be cannot have been gone long
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“No, not over half an hour at the farthest.
By Saint Jago ! we'll have him yet.”
The lientensnt sprang back into his saddle as
~he spoke, and again they set forward They
reached the plain before the swn arose, and here
“they had opportanity to trage fresh tracks in the
sandy spots; but they did not extend far, for
after a while it becathe evident that the fellow
bad taken the precaution to keep npon the grass,
The plain upon which they had entered was
here and there dotted with thick clumps of trees,
without sny particular path, there being numer.
ous tracks chnverging towards the mountain-
rpath they had left, Undgr these circumstances,

Aldamar sent his two companions in different’

directions, himself keeping the straight road to.

wards Ferote.  He had ridden on some twenty | go ?

rods, when his horse pricked np his ears and ut-
tered a low snort. Thg rider knew that some
living thing was near, and after riding on a fow
more rodsiat & quick pace, he stopped and look-
ed about him. Upon his Teft hand. lay a thick
copse of tangled eypress wood, and after a mo-
moent’s listening, he was sore that he heard
something moving. His fivst impulse was to
alight and dive into the thicket; but upon sec-
ond thonght he concluded to ride around it first ;
80 he started on.- He found, however, upon
geining th- extramity of the copse, that it ex-
tended & great distance back ; but he kepi o,
for he knew that no one could well leave it with-
oyt his being able to detect them, He had rid-
_den on more thau a mile, when he found that
thethicket had come to a swamp, and fecling
agsured that no man could escape that way, he
-turned back again. When he reached the point
at the cormer of the wood from whence he had
started, he saw a human figure just ahead of
him, beyond a light bunch of cotton-weed. He
hastened around and came full upon the mis-
sionero ! The fellow started, but he did not
attempt to run.

‘“Ah, lieatenant,” he uttered, * you ave riding
early this morning.”

Aldamor was almost confounded by the "fl:
low's cooluess, and for a while he doubied his
own sensed, The priest stood before him, with
his form bent and trembling, and not the least
sign of fear was upon his wrinkled features. -

“Yes, I am out early,” Aldamar at Iength

“paid; “and I am afier no less &personage than
yourself > <

“ After me ?” cried the priest, wuh & look of
utter astonishment.

“ Yes—after you.”

“ And for what 77

“ We want you back at Don Nhguel’ﬂ house.”

“ Ah, my son, I fear I cannot comply. I have
business at Perote, which must be aitended to.
s the case one of emergency 77

Again Aldamar was almost inclined to doubt
whether his suspiciens were correct—for the old
devotee spoke in such a perfect tome of inno-
cence and assurance, that it seemed impossible
that deceit comld dwell there; "but again the
licutenant looked upon the outlines of that face,
and his resolution was taken.

“The case is one of cmergency,” he said,
fand you must go back with me,”

“ 0, not must. You do not- mean, that I must

(i e

“ Yeés, I do,” snid Aldamar, slipping from hts,

saddle, and laying his hand upon the missionero’s
arm, - o ‘

The latter seemed to have been prepared for
this, for his hand had been resting within the
folde of his drenched robe, and quick as thought
he drew a pistol amd: simed it at Aldamar’s
head, The weapon was already cocked, and he
pulled thetrigger before his captor could make
& movement to prevent it ; but there was no re-
port. The powder in the pan had become too
dump to take fire. This movement gave Alda-
mar ali the privilege he could desire, for he no
longer held any doubt; and with one blow of his
heavy fist he knocked the priest down, and his
rext movement, was to sound his horn which he
ware at his side.

The missionero made several attempts to get
up, but Aldamar held him firmly down, and in
a few minntes the two men arrived upen the
spot.

“ Now,"" said the lientenant, as he helped the
priest to arise, 3 will go back with me to
Truxillo’s house, and if you offer resistance, or

"attempt to escape, you w:ll die upon the ingtant,

I mean Just what I zay.” .

“You need not fear for me, thou godless man

of wart” replied the old man, “I will accom-

pany you, since I must, thongh it will disappoint

tae mach,”

“Ay, I think it will é:sappomt you,” retarned
Aldamar, with & bitter sneer. . * But I will take
good care that you keep your promise.”

As he thos spoke, he produeed a strong cord
from his pockot, and with this he bonnd the
priest’s arms behind him.  Then the pinioned

man was lifted to the back of the licutenant’s
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saddle, and after this his legs were firmly bound,

He made no resistance, ner did he utter a word

during the operation ; but the sharp grating of
his, set teeth conld be heard, and his eyes might
have been seen to burn with a fierce fire, As
soon as this was done the party started- back.
Aldamar’s horse wag a powerful ome, and he
carried his double load easily.

‘When they reached the table-land, they found
one¢ of the other parties there—the one which
had been sent to the southward, and at the june-
tion of the main road they found the other two.
These three parties had assured themselves that
no person had passed along their allotted route
during’ the morning or night, and-hence they

_ had returned.

In half an hour more the company reached
the house, and the priest was conducted to Don
Mignel’s presence, who gazed npon him some
moments in .silence. The priest was the firss
one to spealk.

“ My son,” he said, addressing the don, “ what

v

" means this violence that has been offered to my

person? Alas! I did not dream that you coutd
have ordered such a thing.”

0Old Truxillo was completely bewildered by
this, and he begnn to be sorry that he had allow-
ed Aldamar to set off, for he really doubted now
that the priest was guilty., Buat he soon found

’his tongue, and with many doubts and misgiv-

ings, he said :

“We went to your chamber to look for you, |-

holy father, and npon finding you gone we were
of course snrprised,”

“ But why did you seek me ?”

‘Truxillo hesitated, and Aldamar took it npon
himself to explain, which he did by relating the
events of the preceding night. Ife fold them
all, from the first tiree his master awoke to the
finding of ibe tarantula, and the search for the
missionero.

“ 0, holy virgin1” ejaculated the priest, with

his hends clasped together; *and is it possible |

that you suspected me of so great and terrible a
crime#” - A
© ¢ Why—we—that is—we thonght we wonld
ask yon,” hesitatingly retarned Don Miguel,
"much moved by the old devolee’s manuer.
“Alag, is me! If I thought that even the
suspicion of such a crime conldl rest upon my
shoulders I wounld give up my life to wipe it off,
My death-hour is surely mear at hand, for I feel
the cold touch even now upon my vitale; bat I
wonld rather be young again,-with this dark

world of trials and afflictions all before me, than
rest under such an imputation, O, my son, do
not sp wrong me!”

Don Mignel was now fairly moved 10 pity,
and if his wishes had becn spoken not another .
question would have been nsked ; but Aldamar
seemed determined to know more, and taking
advantage of the present silence, he asked : ]

“'Why did you leave the house as you did +—
at sach an hour, and in such a storm ¥’

“T will tell you,” replied the priest, *Tt may -
seem strangh to you, but it is nevertholoss frae.
An angel of the Lord appeared to me in & dream,
and bade me hasten to the church at Perote,
where a poor man wag dying. 1 could not re-
fuse tq obey the summons, and I immediately .
arose to po. I at first thoupht of calling yon up
and acqua{nting you with the cause of my ab-
seuce; bat I concluded not to disturb yom, and
I went off without waking any.one up. That
is the true cause of my unexpected absence;
but you have brolken the charm, now, and I hope
if Heaven be offended at the negligence of my
migsion, the penalty will not be mine.”

“ Ii appears to me that the angol went a great
distance for a priest,” zaid Aldamar, with a bit-
ter curl upon his lips. * Could he not have found
one nearer at hand, or did he want a broken-
down, roadrifiden thmg like yourself ?”

The priest assumed a look of holy hj)rror, and
crossed himself.
¢ Hush, Aldamar,” said Don Miguel, “Deo °
not speak harshly, for we may have wronged |
the poor man.”

‘ Most deeply, my son,” added the priest.

“Then you know nothing of that tarantula 3
said the leutenant, looking the prmsh fuli and .
sharply in the face,

 Nothing at all, my misgnided son, save what
I have heard from your own lips.”

“ And you were not in this old man’s chamber
last night "

“ Do not ask me sach questions, for they pam
me,” snid the missionere, with much apparent
concern.  “I never before suffered such poig-
nant misery as your suspicions force mpon my
goul. I have been reviled and persecated for
my religion, and I was happy, for I was bearing
the heavy cross of my Master; but I cannot
bear this, Smite me, or even kill me with in-
struments of torture, but do not plant the dag-
ger of foul suspicion in my moral character, If
you have suffered wrong, God grant that you
may find the sinner!”

¢
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. This was spoken jn such & tone of innogence, «Y will ‘help you!” he repeated ; and ns he the task.up. The villain secmed to feel assured | marked the prisener, us his captor was oxanin-
-with such meekness and forbearance, that cven | spoke he seized the long white hair and beard, that they would not put him to death until they | ing the place. T
Aldamar was for o moment staggered. - and tore them from the man’s hoad. had seen his muaster, and he was perfectly indif- | Aldamar looked at him, and a flush of indig-
“Let it be forgotien,” said Truxille, Par- | The fulse priest struggled with all his might, ferent to all their accus:_ations, exhibiting an inr':- nation came upon his cheeks; but he made no
. don us, most reverend father, for the suspicions | but it did not avail him, His white locks were pudence and assurance that well became hig | reply, : .
_ we bave held, and take my hand in token of re- | gone; and -with them went the neatly-applied charseter and calling. “I suppose you mean to keep me hers wntil
nawed fricndship and confidence.” eyebrows and beards, snd the transformution | ‘ f\ﬂfﬂﬂhed 'to‘ Truxilic’s house was a small | Don Juan comes,” the fellow said, as Aldamar
“Hold! Btop!” eried Aldamar, starting for- | was as strange as it was sudden. - Chwilding, which had been used in former years | tarned to go anay. .
ward, and eizing his master’s hand just asthe! *Now, Pedro Reyra! what think you of Don - for the imprisonment and punishmoent of slaves,| “If you live until that time,” was the licu-
returned guest was upon the point of taking it. ) Juan Culleja?” asked Aldamar, with & bitter ' aud to this place Pedro Reyna was conducted. | tenant’s reply. ‘
f “I am not yet quite satisfied, There is one |sneer. Hlsl hands were shackled, and his feet were| A dark smile played overthe rascal’s features,
point I want cleared up.” . “ Pedro Reyna » gasped Don Mignel, not yet chained to « bolt in the floor; and after this was | and his lips moved, but Aldamar did not under-
“ Aldamar,” spoke Don Miguel, with consid- | quite ready to credit the evidence of his own done, Aldumar saw that the gratings of the stand what he said, nor had he any desire to
erable severity, “T command you to give over | semses, . windows were all secure, and the locks firm. stop to listen, so he went out and carefully Jock-
this thing. Let this reverend old man rest now | “Ay,” returned the lientenant, “ Senor Pedro ) “I’ve been in plrison before,” tauntingly re- | ed the door after him, and then went to report
from the wreng we have heaped upon him.—— | Reyna, Don Juan Calleja’s own private minion - to his master.
Btop—1I will not hear another word.” and follower. Do you not recognize him 2
., *But, my master, I— “ Yes,” anawered the old man, moving farther
* Stop, I command you, and leave the room 1” | back, and gazing with mingled feelings of hor-
For a single instint there was an angry spot | ror and surprise upon the man before him, and
Tpon | the lieatenant’s cheek, and an angry spark | whom he now readily recognized s the servant
in his eye; but he remembered his master’s | who had been there with Don Juan.
weakuess, and it passéd away. He did not leave | * Now, Pedro Reyna,” said Aldamar, locking
the room, however, nor did he cease speaking, | the villuin in the faee, *what have yon got to
for laying his hand npon the don’s arm, he said, | say for youself?” -
in asaddened tone. A variety of emotions had manifusted them.
“Don Miguel, you know I never deceived |sclves upon the fellow’s countenance since his
you, nor did I ever knowingly do you wrong, [@xposare. He had at first made an instinctive
and I am sure that I shall not commence at this | movement towards the place where he unaunally
late day, after having lived with you, boy aiid | carried his pistols, but they were not thers now,
man, for more than thirty years. Now I am go- | for he had been entirely uuarmed by his captors.
ing to ask this man a fow more guestions.” With a power of self-control, which was natural
Truxillo made no reply to this, and seeing | to him, he had regained his corposure, and be-
that he was not going to object, Aldamar turned | come sullen and firm. His lips were tightly
1o the priest, compressed, his hands clutched, aud his eyes
“Do you know Don Jean Calleja?” he asked. | cloar and fixed. First he gazed upon Don Mi-
*Yes, my son,” the priest replied, withcut the | guel, and then upon the lientenant, and after a
least show of uneasiness upon his features, though | while, he said, seeming to address both:
a clcse obgerver might have seen that his fingers| © You have found cut who I am, bat you need
-worked nervously, not ask me any more questions, for I shall not
“ And how long since you have seen him 3 [ answer them., You, Don Miguel Truxillo, are
*I do not now remember.”* eagily deceived, and were Ito lie in answoer to
“Then, by $aint Dominic, your memory must | your guestious, you would not know the differ-
be very short! I think I might help you a|ence. And asfor you, sir,"—to Aldamar—*I
little.” have nothing to do with you Wait nntil Don
I shonld be pleased if yon would,” the mis- | Fuan cames, and ask him what you please.”
slonero retarned. ’ _ “But did you place that tarantula in my bed ?
He spoke with less of assurance now, for he | Tell me that.”
suraly saw the quick sparks of strangelight that| *I ‘shall answer nothing.”
danced in the lientenant’s eyes. J Do not wasie words with him,” suid the
“T will help.you to remember” whispered | lieutenant. *Place him under lock and key, and
Aldamar; and ae the words passed from his | I will tell you all that you need to know.”
lips he darted forward and grasped the ghest by Don Miguel did ask some more guestions,
the neck. " {however; but he got no angwers, and he gave

.




CHAPTER XI.

‘
IMPORTANT C(‘)WMMUNICATIONS. !

Ox the very next morning, Don Mignel
Truxille sat in his library. It was late—very
late, for he had glept ‘well into the morning
hours. He was thinking of the strange events
of the past fow days, when he was aroused by
the unceremonious entrfince of his leutenant..

* What is the matter, Aldemar # he quickly
asked, for he saw that the man was much agi-
tated.

“ Our prisoner has esnaped e

“ Escaped ? Pedro Reyna escaped 7* uttered
the old man, starting from his chair.

'y Yes Eil N

“But how? I thought the place was strong.”

8o it was ; but not strong enough for him.
His hands must have been very small-—as small
as his wrists, for the irons wera slipped off whole,
end I am sure they fitted snngly when I put
them on. The frons were taken from the snkles
bys wrenching, which was probably done with
the aid of the hand-irons,”

“But then the doorsswere locked, and the
windows barred.””

» “ Cartainly ; but he easily managed to move
away one of the bars from the window with a
purchase which he made of his long chain.”

“ He must be found, Aldamar., He must be
found and kept till Calleja comes back, for it is
fitting that the colonel should not only know
what & villain he has taken into his service, but

that he should also have the opportunity to pun-
ish him.”

‘“Ah, Don Migucl,” uttered Aldamar, with a
dubious shake of the head, “you do not yet
know everything. But I fear the villain cannot
be found. TIhave becn out five hours, and-the

rest of the men are out now. He must have -

had a fair start in advance, and he will look out
this time that he is not ecasily taken. He has
stolen one of your fleetest Rorses, and he may
be half way to the coast by this time,”

The old noble started up and took several
turns acrosg the room, and at length he siopped
and looked his Heutenant in ‘the face,

“Aldamar,” he said, *you have spoken words
which seemed to indicate that you knew the se.
cret of that villain’s attempt npon my life.”

“I have spoken so, senor.””

*And do you know ¢’ . ’

* Yes—very well. Pedro Reyna isnot at the
ﬂottom of this, my mnster; but another man,
more powerfol than he, sets him on,”

“You do not mean Calleja 2’

“I do, senor.”

The old man turned pale. .

“Aldamar, I want no saspicion. I do not
wish to suspect Don Juan Calleja of such a
crime withont the proof. And then the object,—
what object can he have ? Hbo car owe me no
revengs, for surely I never wronged him.”
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“It is Don Juan Calleja who is aiming at
your life, senor ; and I have proof.”

“But why should he do it?” uttered the old
man, trembling with fehr.

* Can you not imagine ¥

* Indeed, ¥ cannot.”  ~

“ Then I will tell you. He wonld murder you
for your money I’

*“ But how sa 1’

“ Why, do you not yet see ¢”

“ Indeed, I do not.”

“Ts not Tsabel now your heir ¥’

 Yes-=to every dollar.” .

“And Isabel is to be Calleja’s wife, If you
are dead, ke will own the whole.”

“I see, I see 1" groaned Ddon Miguel. ¢ And
can he not wait for death to come of its own
accord ¥’ )

“Ah, my dear master, he is nfraid to have
you livy. He fears that you will discover his
true character after his marriage, and that yon
will thereapon so change your will that none of
FOUr MOBCY cA pass through his hands. That

- 1is his fear, and the cause of his wicked haste.”

“And yet,” whispered the old man, “you
ouly surmise this.”

“ No-—I know it. I overheard a conversatiou
between Calleja and Pedro Reyna, and this plan
was then all laid out,””

“But you did not inform me.”

 Because I would not give you needless un-
easiness. I helieved that I counld watch their
movements, having discovered their desipns, and
thus prevent them from accomplishing their
purpose.”’

““And yet how nigh T came upon the brink of
& horrid death,” said the 0ld man, with a f’earfnl
shudder.

“So you did,” q‘mnkly returned Aldamar;
* hut hﬂd yon known all that I knew you could
not have 'prevented the risk you ran, for you
would never have suspected the priest. Even
after the proof of his guilt was as clear as noon-
day light you would have taken the serpent
again to your bosom.”

“ S0 I would,” frankly acknowledged the old
man, “ for I eonld not believe him guilty, And,”
he added, lowering his voice, and bowing his
head, # Juan Calleja is against me—hiz hand is
raised agamst my life—his heart ia longmg for
my death. And this man iz the hasband of my
child 17

“ No, no, Don Mignel—not yet the husband.”

“ But he will be.”?

“Wil you allow #t?2 Will you, afier what
bes happened, allow that marriage to go on

“ T ought not,” murmured Truxillo, in a trou-
11Ed tone.. X must thiak of it, and when X see
Calleja again T sholl have my mind made up.
And in the meantime, Aldamar, be.sure and not
lisp to another soul what you have told 'to me, .
for I would not have it get to Tsabel’s ecars. Yhe
people will think the fulse priest wns sloneih
the matter ; or if they think more they can ouly
suspect it.” .

The lientenant promised comp]:amce, a.nd
shortly afterwards he lefs the rbom.

By noon all the servants had returned from
their search, but they had not been able to find
any tracks of the eseaped “prisover,-nor could -
they gain any clue to the direction he had taken.
‘Walter was the last one to return, and with him
came Francisco Moreno. The young man had
heard all the particulars of Pedro's attempt upon
Don Miguel’s life, and he had wit enough to lay
the heaviest blame in the right quarter. e sus.
pected, afier a few moments of reflebtion, that

1 Calleja was at the hottom of it, and he suspect-

ed the right cause, too. It wag as plain to him
as the result of simple addition. As soon as he
reached the house he sought Dron Miguel, who
received him’ with much more than crdinary
pleasure. o

* You have heard.of my narrow escape,” said
the old man, after they had become seated,

# Yes—1 know all about it.”

“ You know-all that is known-—how that vil-
lain so basely attemnpted my-life.””

“ Yes,"” returned Francisco, thonghtfully, ¥ I
know it. And such is to be the husband of our
sweet Isabel 17 -

“* What!” uitered the old man, star ting. ' No,
uo,—yon mistake. It was Pedrc Reyna who -
would have marderad me.” :

“ No—it was the tarantuln, Don Miguel.,”

“Ay; but the villain Pedro- placcd it in my -
bed.”

“So he did—so he dil. And who placed him
in your house? Who set him to the bloody
work? Do you not know that Pedro Reyna
has a master 3"’ ’

“Ah, Aldamar has been telling you.”

“1 have not seen Aldamar, I have judged
this from other thinga. When the ground is
wet [ know clouds have Leen passing overthe
carth, and jnst as surely do I know that Juan
Calleja is at the bottom of this foul attempt
upon your life.”

¥
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The old man gazed upon the youth for some
moments withoni speaking, . It-could be plainly

seen that there were conflicting emotions in his’

bosom, for hig fuatures showed it,

“ Franejsco,” he at length said, “you are
right. You have hit the truth. pmc:sely, but 1
must beg of you that yom will not tell anything
of this to [sabel, for I wonld not have her know
of it for half my wealth,”

** Mot have her know of it ¢ Then you would
have her marry the man never dreaming of his
real character. She must be placed within the
eold, slimy folds of the snake without dreaming
that poisonous fangs are resting neer her. You
would sacrifico her upon—*’

“ Stop, stop I gasped the old. man. - * You
wrong me now. It is pot I who have done this,
Her owa father did it, and it is now beyond my
power to unde it. If I could seve her, ) how
willingly, how quickly weul® I do it! Dut I
cannot, unless Calleja will give her up.”

“ Cannot!” cicd the young man, his eyes
flashing, and his hands working nervously to-
gether. “What! and cannot you make a mo-
tion in behalf of poor, noble Isabel? Can you
see her united to the man who would take your
own life 7

“0, 01 groaned the old man, in the bitter-
eat agony, “I cannot help it if I would, What
power can I oppose to the emperor ¢

““If the emperor dares to mix up in this mat-
ter, you can oppose him much. We can at loast

.-die in the maiden’s defence. X Itarbide dares
to send his soldiers here, I can have two hun-
dred stalwart men here, all well armed—nzen
who will fight till the last drop of their blood !

Don Migoel looked up in astonishment. He
knew not what to make of this.

“Francisco, what mean you? Where can
you raise such men 77

“ From the moantains.’”

A What—brigands ¥ .

“You can call them what ynu pleaae They
are men who have been drivea fl‘_()m‘thell‘ homes

B

by Tturbide’s prpscriptions, and they now teke '

vengeance by often stripping his followers of
their goods.”

“And are you connected with these men,
Francisco ¥

“ No, senor. Boquilla will furnish them.”

“ Al, then that vonderful man is wbrigand.”

“ No, senor-~he is not. He is sarely a patriot
guerrilla, but not & brigand. Yet he has a great
control over the mountain banda, and they will
igok upon his word as law.”

“And in this casc I should work myself into
a broil with the cmperor, and after all without
good result, for Iturbide can send a thousand
men if he chooses, or even more.”

Before Francisco ¢ould reply there came the
sbund of a horse’s hoofs to their ears. He arcase
and went o the window, and saw 2 man just
riding into the yard.

“ Who is it 2 asked Don Mlguel

* It is Don Juan Callgja 1"

** Don Juan I’ uttered the old man, starting to
his feet and approaching the windew. “ Soit
is. How comes he back so soon, I wonder? I
did not expect him these three weeks yet.”

“Perhaps he has come to see how his marder-
ous plot has worked 77 said Francisco, in & tone
of the most bitter meaning,

* Very likely,” uttered the old man, speaking
in a whisper, and shaddering. * Remain with
me, Francisco. Stay near me until ke is gone.”

' CHAPTER XIL

Dox Migusr TruUxILLG wos very pale when
Caileja entered his presence, and it was with a
strong 'effort that he extonded his hend. He

‘knew that he looked npon o murderer, and he

fcli his hand almost burn within the bad man’s
grasp. Calleja, on the contrary, was sl smiles
and bows, and his words were honeyed and
smooth ; but it would not have required #ff ex-

cessive degree of wit to discover that his man--

ners were all assumed. . They were too profuse
for his nature, and not at all in accordance with
his disposition. Francisco saw it, and his blood
boiled with indignation,

“ Ah, aud here iy young Moreno, if T may
judge from his countenance,’” said the eglomel,
as he cast his eyes upon our hero.

 Francisco Moreno, senor, the son of General
Antony Moreno,” proudly replied the youth.

“T am happy to see you, young scuor,” re-
sumed Calleja, approachmg and extending his
head.

Francisco’s- first :mpulse was to refuse his
hand ; but an instant’s refiection foid him that
such a comrse might produce & rupture that
would not only do wrong to Don Miguel, but
provent any further business, se he prose and re-
tarned the dack man’s grasp.

. " You look pale and sick,” said Calleja, after

CTHE AéCUSAQION AND THE CHALLEKNGE.

he had teken = seat, at the same time tummg ’
towards the old man.

#Do I uttered Trux:llo, guzing into nhe
spesker's face with auother shudder, -

“ Indeed, you de. Perhaps you are not well.
Ii eannot be that my unexpected arrivel hag ag-
tonished you. You sce I expected to have been
gone & month, at least, but I met the governor
of Guanaxnato at Caderita, so I did not have to
half perform my expected journey. But tell
me, my old friend, what ails you. Have yon

.caught cold duzing the storm 77

Calleja’ spoke in a quick, reckless, meanig- -
less sort of way, and to oir hero it wag evident
that his thoughts were not with his words, un-
less, indeed, the last sentence might he oxeept-
ed, Don Mignel remalncd silent, for he knew’
not how to answer. e trembled with fear, and
ingtinctively his eyes songht the face of Frans
cisca. The colonel noticed the movement, and
turning to the young man, he said :

“ Ierhaps you can tell me. Upon my soul, T.
am anxious about our kind old host here, for I .
see by his very face that someihing troubles
him. Can you not enlighten me ¥

. Yes, serror, ¥ think ¥ know what has affected
him thune.”

 Then tell me. By Saint Jago, I shall have
to cure him and cheer himx up ere I can enjoy
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his company &t all, and in order to do that I
must find the cause of the malady. Let's have
it.”

Franciseo looked towards Truxillo, and he
knewfrom the expression of the old man’s coun-
tenance, that he would not be able to tell the
story of horror, for his nerves were already un-
strung.

“Don Juan Calleja,” said young Moreno, in
a deep, calm veice, you had a servant, named
Pedro Reyna, who was here with you on your
previous visis.”

““ Yes,” calmly replied the colonel, without an
apparent emotion.

“ 'Well, sir, since you have been gone, that fel-
low has been here.”

_ *Been here!” repeated Don Juan, in well-
feigned surprise. “ Ah, that’s where the rascal
went to. I left him to take care of my business
at Perote, and he promised to remain there,
I'll chastise him for this. But what did he do
here? No harm, I trust.”

Franciseo was for the moment surprised at.

the colonel’s coolness; but he remembered- how
cool and impudent the deepest villain could be,
and he ceased io wonder. As soon as he settled
his mind, he went on and related all that had
transpired—how Pedro had come in the disguise
of a priest—how he had worked himself into
Don Miguel’s favor—how he had attempted- the
dreadfel mode of murdering his host, and how
he had been captured, and of his subsequent
escape.

“By the holy Baint Peter 1" exclmmed Cal
leja, immediately upon Francisce’s clesing, T
can hardly understand that. I can hardly be-
lieve that Pedro Reyna wonld do such a thing.”

* But we kuow he did do it.”

* Then let me catch him, that’s all1” exclaim-
ed the. colonel, bringing his fist down wpon his
knee. *“I¥'Hl have him strung up by the neck, i
this be true. Mio Dios ! Don  Miguel, I do not
wonder’ you look pale. But yon mayrest as-
sured thet the raseal shall be punished. T will
have him found if he is in the empire. And
now-let us turn to some-more pleasing snh_]e.ct
How fares the senorita Jsabel 2"

* 8he is well,” replied the old man, speaking
mechanically.

“Heaven be thanked! I would see her. By
my soul, I have put my horses upon almost
lightning apeed that I might the sooner clasp
the fond, lovely being to my bosom. I will go
to her room, scnors, go please to excnse me."”

A thousand daggers seemecd picrcing Fran-
cisco’s beart, and a thousand souls seemed stir-
red up within his bosem. Don Miguel dared
not speak. He could not muster the courage to
openly accuso the fiery colonel of the erime of
which he knew him to be guilty ; and he would
have seen him go on in scarch of Isabel without
o word of remonstrance ; but not o with Fran-
visco. His young blood was ap; and as he
gazed upon the dark villain, he felt as though he
were 8 serpent hissing at Isabel’s feet.

“8top ! Juan Calleja,” he said, in a hushed
voice. “ Before you go I would speak upun a
subject that has not yet been broached.”

Don Juan turned, and an angry flush was
upon either cheek ; but he guickly drove them
awey, and in a tone of comparative calmness,
he said ¥

“T{ you have anght to say to me, I will thank
you to say it quickly.”

#1 eannot make much haste. But you had
better sit down, and I will be as expeditmus al
possible.”

The colonel sat down, and for & moment his
eyes flashed upon the youth, but he evinced no oth-
er outward sign of the feelings that worked within

his bosom. The truth was, he knew of Francis-

co's love for Isabel, and he suspected she loved
him in return. The young man -gazed upon
Calleja with a tremulous emotion, and for some

-moments ke remained silent, for he was colleet- -

ing his thoughts for speech, At length he spoke,
and though his voice trembled, yet there was no
fear in his bold, handsome face, -

“Don Juan Calleja,” he said, ““ you have pre
tended that you knew nothing of this husiness
in which your servant has been engaged. Now,
sir, before God and kis holy hoss of sainis, can
R

you swear to such a fact?

“Ha! hal hal-—upon my soul, & very pretty
confessor you make,” laughingly retnrned the

eolonel ; but his chﬁek blanched, nevertheless, ‘

and Francisco saw it,
“But that is no answer, senor,” Jreplied Fran-

ciseo, determinedly. . *

Francisco.

* the youth, calmly,
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“ And what answer would you h&ve e

A, direet answer to my question.’ :
. “To please Don Miguel, if hewxshes an an-
swer to such a question, I will only say that I
know, nothing of what you mean.”

#“And you had ne hand in the attempt which
was made upon ihe old man’s life ¥ resumed

“Beware, senor I” spoke Callejn, turning very
pale. * You are insulting me.”
“T am trying to arrive at the truth,” returned

“ Then beware how you experlment upon ma,
for by the holy cross, if you tomch my honor I
will demand redress at the very portals of your
heart 1. .

“1I care not whore you demand redress, nor
when [’ resumed Franciseo, now fully aroused ;
“but before- you go to seck the senorita Tsabel,
you shall know the odor that hange upon your
name. You Jid have a hand in the foul attempt
at the murder of this unoffending old man ¥*

. “Beware?” hissed Calloja, trembling at every
Jjoint, and turning frightfully pale.

“T know what I am saying, DonJuan Callejs,
and I shall not fear your threats. Your villany
is known. You set the murderer upon his track,
for you wished to remove Traxilio from your
way, You knew that his will, as it now stends,
gives to Isabel all his property, and she, as your
wife, would bring the whole to you. You feared
to have the old man live too long, lest, finding
out your truo character, he should cut you off
from all hopes or chances of obtaining his wealth,
and so to be rid of him while the will was yet in
your power, you hired your servant to kill
him P’

* Yool \—idiot \—Har " gasped Calidja, start-
ing to his feet.

The old man nttered & ery of alarm, and on
the instant the whole chavacter of Calleja’s coun-
tenance changed. His passion all disappeared,
and his face hecame calm as the frozen bosom of
a lake; but his oycs burned with a most intense
fire, and his Iips were purple,

“Don Miguel,” he said, turning to his host,
“ 3o you believe this 17

But the old man dared not answer.

“ He knows it,”” said Francisco.

youth, “spesk not again. I am now conversing
with this man. X shall attend  to you soom
cnough 1"

* Now, Don Miguel, answer me. Do you be-
lieve this foul mspersior which you have just
beard ¢ ¢

“Alas! Don Juan, what can I say? I have
feared it was tras.” P

“And you think I conld do such a thing as
that! Don Miguel, I hope that you do not now
believé it. Kor your own seke I hope s0,” he ad-
ded, in an intimidating tone.

“ I hope it is false,” uttered the frightencd old
man.,

Tt is falge !—and if I hear it breathed again,
there shall be suffering, ILet the thought pass
from your miud, for it will be a very dangerous
one for you to cherish there. Give me your
hand, Don Miguel.”

The poor old timid man trembl_iug!y put forth
his hand, for he dared not refuse.

“ Row,” resumed Calleja, *“ you shall be safs,
for I know you will not again wrong me so
deeply by suspicion. "Will you ¥’

“ No,” faintly artieulated Truxillo.

He dared not look up into Krancisce’s face,
for he felt that he was acting the part of a cow-
ard, and he would not meet the repronchiul look
which he fancied was resting there. JHad he
looked, however, he would have seen only o
look of pity, for Francisco knew his constitu-
tional weakness, and ke pitied rather than blamed -
him.,

Next Calleja tarned to the youth. That same
fire burned iu his deep-setevil eye, and the same
demoniac earl was upon his lip.

* Franeisco Moreno ! he said, in a low, hiss-
ing tone, * you have insulted me os man never .
insulted me before. Had you been in the open
air you should not have lived to hear me speak
thus ; but I would not degrade the character I
hald by spilling your blood in the house of a
friend. Yom_are, 1 presume, entitled to the
name of a gentlemdn—or at least, I shall treat
you 8s such, I am fatigued now with a long

and tedions journcy; but to-morrow, at the ris-
ing of the sum, T will meet you in the field be-
yond the vineyard. If you are a gentleman
you will meet me ; and there you shall eat the

¥ Sirrah {7 hissed the colonel, turning to the

words yor have here spoken 1’ v




52 THE WANDERING GUERRILLA.

“Don Juan,” proudly returned the youth, “it

is I who must stoop to such mn engagement;’

but I will meet you, and shall be glad of the op-
portunity-—for if you fall your bloed will be
upon your ¢wn head, and the éarth will be
blessed! At sunrise, to-motrow morning.”
That is what I said,” replied Calleja, now

pale a3 ashes, ‘‘But beware how you employ.

- the time until then, or you may not live to meet
me. 1 will brook no more of your insolence!
Mark that!”

Francisco’s feelings were beginning to over-
power him, and he knew that ke gould not re-

main longer in the game room with sach & man

"and maintain himself. His sword seemed to

struggle of its own accord to get out of its scab-
bard, and more than once he found himself apon
the point of ﬁmﬂving it. He arose from his seat,
and turning a flashing eye upon the colonel, he
said : o ’

“ To morrow morning, at the rising of the
sun, in the field beyond the vineyard, Godgrant
that I see you not again until that time 1” and a8
he spoke, he strode from the apartment.

. CHAPTER XIIL

SOUL STRUGGLES.

Waew Francisco left the pregence, of Don
Miguel and the colonel, he proeeeded ot once to
the apartment of ‘Aldamar, whom he found,
He told the licutenant all that had ocewred, and
requested him to act as his second at the coming
duel, At fiest, Aldamar Would have dissuaded
him from engaging in the couflict, but when he
found that the young mar's mind was firmly
made up, he freely consented.

“ Aldamar,” said our hero, calmly and dispas-
sionately, *in hehalf of what is usually termed
honor, T would not have accepted that bad man’s
challenge, X would fight in no duel as & mers
stickler for some point of injured honor ; but in

this case I have determined to do it for several.

reasons. In the first place, Juan Calleja is & vil-

" Inin of the deepest dye, and in his attempt apon
the lifs of otr moble Don Miguel, he has beEi

guilty of a crime that deserves unothing but
death ; but he is high in power, and no law of
our civil code can reach him. Mide it shall bie
to administer the punishment, since he chooses
to lead the way himeelf, And then Tsabel’s hap-
piness is at etake, If one stroke of my good
gword. can frea her from the serpent’s folds, why
shonid I not make it? I shall meet him, Alda-
mar, and if I fall I shall’ hope, at least, that no
crime rests upon my sout 1”

4 \

&

“ No—indeed there can be no crime; bat I
speak only of the danger.” .

“ Danger " cried the youth, his eyes flashing
proudly. *Ihad not thought of that. He who .
fears danger had better die at once, for the coun-
try i3 reeking with danger. Ab, my friend,
speak not of such a theme to me, or Imay be-
gin to doubt my own prowess, and until {o-mor-
row morning at least, T must believe that I am
the better man, But let us say no mors upon
this, My mind is made up, and you will be
with.me, That is enongh.” '

After this, Aldamar -related to our hero all
that hé knew concerning Calleja, and their con-
versation lasted until near evening. Francisco
did not take tea with the family, for he would
not meet Don Jusan.

1t was late in the evening, sud Francisco was
walking among the pgreat China trees. He
heard his name pronounced in a sweet, low tonae,
and hastening to the spot from whence the sound
had proceeded, he found Isabel. ‘Before he spoke, °
he clasped her to his bosom, and while she lay
there she burst into tears.

“ Isabel—my love—why is this 1” tenderiy
asked the youth, gazing down into her maconlit
features,
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¢, Francisco!” she uttered, “I am most
miserable! All unhappiness is mine!”

“Bathow? Why is it, doarest ¥

“Alagt you know too well.”

“ You have seen Calleja ¥7

“Yes. He came to mpy own room, and he |

gays Le shall at once take me to his house ot the
eapital.”

« Then fear not,” said the youth, with much
animation in his tone, * for he will not o it."

“ Alas! he will. When he left me he said he
should take me with him to-morrow. He will
return in the morning.”

“ Return 2 iterated Francisco, with soms sur-
prise, “ And has he left the place ¥”

¢ Yeg—he went away an hour ago; but he
did not say where he wag going.”

# T did not see him ; but never mind, he will
rot take you. You have nothing to fear—noth-
ing at all.”

« (), Francisco V"’ groaned the sufiering, maid-
en, s she clung more closely to him, “I know
what you mean ; but you eannotquiet my fears.
Alas! you only make-she the more miserable.”

“ Bpeak, love,” whispered the youth, kissing
her pala upturned brow, ¢ Tell me what you
roean.”

I mean that you are engaged to meef Don
Juan to-morrow mormng in deadly confiict. o,
I‘ranmsco, let me 1mplore you not to doit. If
you shoitld . die, then my last hope of earth is

snapped in sunder.”

"And if f live, and do ‘not meet Aim, he wﬂl
take you from me,” returned the youth, ini “pas-
gionate tones. “He has come much soghier
than. I expected ‘and the means T had. depdnd

od-upon are for the immediate present una’vml-:

sble.”

**Buat you must not meet hini—yéu must not-

go forth to this' deddly confiict. My poor old
grandfather - prays that you will not. He has
even ‘hden wpon his knees in that prayer. O,
spare us yourself, at least I :

# Listen to me one moment, Isabel. Bofore
-God I belicve that Callejs is not fit to live. His
soul is- black with ¢rime, and his bands are red
“with blood. . He has oughf: this encounter, and
7 feel sure that: God will enable e to triumph.”

"¢ Yet Don Juan is a dendly man,” urged the
fair girl; “and heis & powarful man. O, he
- will kill you if you meet him !”

- For  few moments Francisco 'was silent. e
pressed the fond girl to his bosom, and wpon her

pure white brow he imprinted another kiss. ¢

5

“ Tsphel—my love,” he at length seid, In &
tone all cotm and perseasive,  you do not re-
gard this matter in its true light. You look only

'to he danger in which I am-placed, and that

uld be the last thought at this moment.”

“The fast thought I interrupted Isabel, in &
quick, energetic tone. ““ Danger fo you—fatal
danger——be my last thought! O, such is not
my love! Itis my first, my only thought.”
© “Bless you, sweet ome—Dless you. I know
your love, but I meant not exactly as T spoke—
I meant that it should be my last thought, But
listen. That base man has fixed his foul grasp
upon yot, andgpe has you in his power. Ho has
attempted the life of your poor, inoffensive old
grandfather, and may, if he lives, attempt it
again ; and you may he sure that on the mext
time he will accomplish Jhis purpose. Helis a
viper in our path, and@on DMignet dares not
cven chide him for his wickedness. All will
now know that he has challenged me- to thid
cofabat—and will now know that I had it in my
power to thwart his nefarious purposes. “Then
how shall I be locked npon if I skolk away, and
leave him undispuied tyfhnt of the field? Re-
member, Tzabel, that. I am one of those whom
the tyranny of the usuifier has driven from the
heart of the country, and ampeng the mountmns
we now find our home, This Don Juan Calleja
is one of the people’s enemies, and thousands of
honest en and true are praying that his sway
of wickedness ‘may be cut shott. The opportu-
nity to do all this has now fallen to my lot. * O,
how could I ever meet these noble exiles agail
if I.cower away from the monster mow? I
shonld never again dare to show my face to an
honest man among them. No, no, Ysabel, I
know you will not press’ me more. Remember
the character T have at stake. Remember the
groans of our enslgred countrymen—and then
‘remember that I am called upon to strike. a
blow for Liberty ! My own sweet love, look in-

110 my soul, and tell me if Tam not right. You
‘know the beatings of that soul, and you know

how deep my fedlings are. May God bless you
and me ; but do not—0, for the love you bear
me, o not seck to bless me with what would
onIy prove a lastmg thorn in my bosom 1

The ‘youth had spoken eloquently, pérhaps .

passwnat.ely, and his. words had a power that
moved Isabel deeply. She folt d:ﬂ‘crently from
what she had felt before. Her head lay upon
‘her lover's bosom, and at length she wiped
away her tears, and looked up into his face,
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“ Franciseo,” ehe said, in almost a whisper,

“T will not urge you more. Act as your own
judgmoent shall dictate, and may God protect
the right 1

““Bless you, dearent,” uiteved Francisco, and
ther he changed the subject of conversation,
He would not longer dwell upon a theme so
dark, and he spoke of love and of hope; but
Isabel could not be lified out from the gloom
into which recent and surrounding circamstances
had cast her. She spoke no more of the com-
ing conflict, but she could not cast it from her
mind, nor could she appear her happy self so
long as that terrible thing wag present with her,

At length when the hour had become late, the
lovers parted. Franciseo strained the begutiful
maiden to his boso?ﬁ, and st that moment he
wondered if it would be the last time! The
thought came sudden]y to hun, and’ it plerced
like a dagger to his soul.

“Good night, sweet one!” he sald sf.nvmg
with all his rmght to-appear calm and assersd.

““ Glood night I" whispered Isabel; and as she |

spoke she turned half awny as thongh she would
have goue; but in & moment move. ghe turned
back and threw her arms about her lover’s neck,
and she sobbed as though her heart would 'break

“0," she murmured “T eannot bear this! .

shall never sce jouk B ,
~ *

“ w-gh 1 interrupted the young man, stopping
her mouth with o kiss, * Remember your prom-
ise. God is with me, T shall see you again to-
morrow.  Guod night I

. With those words Frapeisco tore himeoclf
away, and hastened towards the lodge where
slept Aldamar and his assistants. At a short
distance ke tarned, and he saw Ysabel standing
where he had left her, her white robes gleaming
in the moonlight like the garb of some visiting
spirit from upper spheres ; but he did dot stop.
He only wived his hand, and then kept on.

When he at length lay upon his bed, he
bhought. of the coming morn, and the theme was
in truth dark,~mot that he feared for himself,
but for another. He did not fear death-—he only
trembled when the thought came to him that Le
might have seen Isahbel for the last time! He
knew that Juan Calleja was & bold man and an
excellent swordsman, ahd that he was merciless,
too. There were few better tacticiang in the
country. He knew that it was no play in whick '
he was to engage, but that it was a stern ques-
tion of life or death, Vet Francisco fainted not
at heart, e felt that’ Right was with him, and
that all good men would Lonor him. So he
clasped his hands and fervently comnutted his
soul to hig IanmR




CHAPTER. XI}@.;.‘. .

THE DUEL.

i

THE morning dawned without a cloud. The

east was all a-glow with the signal fire of coming

" day, when our hero aros¢ from his bed. IHe
dressed himself, and then called Aldamar. The
faithful Lientenant came, and in his hand he bore
a sword. -

“You sre looking well this morning, my
young friend,” said Aldamar, as he extended
his hand. )

* And why shonld I not look well #” return-

. ed Francisco, lightly. “ Perhaps you think that
doath may be staring me in the facc, and that I
should turn pale at the sight. No, no, good
Aldamar, I have nothing to fear. Imay fall;

but if I do fall, good will surely eome out of it,

and my death may be the means of arousing a
tumult that shall not cease until tyranny shall
have been swept away from our fair seil. But
why bear you two swords ¥

“ This one is for you,” returned the lieutcn—
ant, extendiog the one he held in his hand.

“ But I have a sword—a well-tried and fmth
ful one.”

“ [ know it; but this is one of a thousand.
You will need a weapon this morning that can-
not fail. This sword was one given me by my
father, who brought i% direct from Smyrna. It
js & Damasens blade, pure ag the soul of a
saint, There is not anotherﬁsnch in the coun-

'

try. With it I dare cleave the very rocks.

Take it, Franeisco, for it may serve you.”
The young man took the weapon, and drew

it from its scabbard. It was a broad,} keen

blade, and not a spot of tarnish had yet defaced
it. Tt was firm in its haft, and its guard secure.
He \%ﬂ{:id swept it above his head, angd he
found its.balance perfect. He set the point upon
the floor, and then hent upon it with all his
might., It yielded, but came back to its place
promptly and guickly.

“] will take it,” Francisce said, while his
ayes sparkled with satisfaction ; * and I bless
you, toe, for your K ?GSS.” : .

So saying he threw’off his own sword, and
buckled on the Damascus blade in its place.
Then he turned towards the lientenans again,

# Now, Aldamer,” he said, * it may be that I
| shall fall. I know Pon Juan to be & man of

great personal prowess, and the chances are not

'| alt of them on my side, by any means. If 1 do

fall you will ses Isabel—you will help ker in her
need. Save her from Calleja’s grasp if you
ca‘n"’ N

“¥ will'de it, Franecisco, if it lies within my
power.” ) '

“T think yom will. You will also see Bo-
quilla. For that strange man I have conceived
& strong affection, though I know him not
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wholly. Tell him how I féel, and that I hope
he will not forget the cause for which ¥ yielded
up my life; for, Aldamar, as sure a8 there i3 a
God in heaven, I go forth now because I feel

‘that my country will be bldst in Calleja’s death,

It is he who first helped the tyrant Iturbide to
the imperial throne, and it {3 he who is now one
of the tyrant’s firmest, chiefest supporters.”

Aldamar promised alf this.

“ Then,” resumed the youth, * we have noth-
ing more to wait for. The son will soon be up.
Come.”

And the two started forth, The dew - lay
damp and heavy upon the bending grass, and
the aroma of a thousand flowers filled the air.
The birds had -commenced ‘their matin lay, and
the lightly moving atmosphere was musical
with their gentle netes. Francisco noticed it
all, and it helped to cheer him. He snuffed up
the fresh morning air with an expanded chest,
and he felt strong and well. His step incrensed
im elasticity and his brow grew more clear. At
length they reached the spot which had beep
designated as the place of meeting, but the
other party had not arrived.

“It is early yet,” said Aldamar, looking off
towards the eastward, where the tall trees lifted

“their héads up from the earth, and where the red

glow was now mounting wpwards, “but. you
may he agsured that he will be here.”

“ (0, T have no fears on that score, for with
all Calleja’s wickedness, I know him to be a
bold man.” . .

Aldamar gazed long and earnestly into the
youth’s features to dee if' he could discover the
least sign of fear or trepidation there; bui he
could not. Francisco was calm as the balmy
air that dwelt abont him, and the only emotion
that could possibly be detected was a slight
show of anxiety—net the anxiety of fear, but
such ‘anxiely as every true man must feel when
entering upon & most important business.. The
liesttenant was himself a meat thorough soldier,
and he expeneneed no small feeling of satisfac-
tion and relief when he found how self-possessed
s principal was, for he well knew that calmness
was ‘“one half the battle.”

¢ Franciseo,” he said, after he had assured
himeelf upon the most important point, “you
will excuse me if T offer to so expérienced a
swordsman gs yourself, & word of adviee.”

“ Most kindly shall I receive anything from |.

you,” was our hero’s frank reply; “for to yon I
owe much of what I already know.”

“ Well, my advice is simply this. I thick
Callejn will surely commence to play about
yourhead. I know him well, and there is not &
more confident man in the country. Watch his
eye, and let his sword go where itdwill. -When
he looks you directly in the face, be nsaured that
he is preparing to strike for your life. You can
tell by the spark that hurns there, if you wat.eh

| him closely.”

Francisco promisod to observe all this, and
ghortly afterwards Deon Juan Calleja appenrsd
upon thé ground. He was accompanied by an
under officer, and they had both evidently left
their horses in the wood.

“Ha!” uttered Aldamar, while Calleja was
yet at some distance, I saw something move
in the wood off there.” And he pointedin a
direction exactly opposite from that in which the
colonel was eoming.

Qur hero looked, but could see. nothing,

“ Qunly imagination,” he said.

#0, no—I know better than” that. T4 was
most assuredly a human form which I saw-
there.”

“ Perhaps it may be some of the servants,
who. have come out to see the meeting, ug-
gested Francisco.

“ Perhaps it is,” replied Aldarhar; but he
gpoke in a manner which seemed to signify that
he was not exactly satisfied with his own admis-
sion. However, he gaid nothing more upon the
ubject, for just then Calleja eame up.

The face of the dark colonel looked vengeful
end malicions, and his eye was restless and ficty.
He stopped and gozed about him a moment sfter
he had arrived upon the spot, and then turning
to the youthful autagomst he said, in a bitter,
sarcastic tone

“ So you've come out to show yourself ¢’

“ have céme out to Aght !” calmly rciurned
our herg,

“Ah! have you!? Then we shall have rare
gport * and a5 he spoke he drew his sword, and
with one effort he plunged it into the earth up
to the hilt, “I'll wipe my blade!” he added,
with 2 dark smile, as he drew it forth,

“ 111 wash mine ¥’ returied Francisce, at the
same time drawing it.

“Ha!—will you? Then the sooner you be-
gin the better, for 1 can assure you that youhave
but & short time left in which to do it1”

“ Wait one moment,” said Aldamar, and so
ssying he passed over nmt‘ introduced himself to
the colonel’s second, ’

4
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*“Let them fight as they best can,” wag the | ure of his trick, for it shotwed that he had much
fellow’s reply to Aldamar’s query. “We will | more to do than he had anticipated. . !

only gee that there is no interference.”

-, Francisco Moreno began to feel ];I‘!OI"E'COHﬁ-

- The Jientenant was sutisfied with this ; but Le | dence {n his own prowess than before. He
wiss sdmewhat puzzled to acconnt for the fellow’s | grasped his sword with a firmer grip. Again
manner, for he appearsd uncasy-and excited, | he caught the demon fire of Callgja’s dark, deep
&nd mote than once while he spoke, his eyes | eye, and a thrill of . Buch strength as he had
.ﬁfurtivc]y turngd towards that quarter from | never before experienced pervaded his whole
w

ce he had come. :

system. He parried snother of those heavy

" " Franciseo,” whispered Aldamar, stopping |strokes, and then, with all the might he could
quickly to the youth’s side, “look sharp, for 1 cominand, he brought his sword-point quickly,

fear there

fo'pl play somewhere in the wind. | 2eross his antagonist’s eye. Calleja instinctively

I noticed that fellow’s eye wandering uneasily | closed his Hds and stepped back, and as he did

off towards the wood.” . '

“What, towards the plaee where you saw a | Sword-arm. - He struck a downward blow when -

man %’

80, he parried ‘a feint which was made at his

he parricd, for he had been frustrated by the

 No—it wag' it the opposite direction, We |8limmer of the glittering point that had swept
may be surronnded. But fear not. I have g |2cross his eyes. Quick as lightning squr hero

good aword and a stouf arm, For God’s sake—
for your country’s sake—for your own sake—for
Isabel’s aake, strike carefully and promptly.
Witch that dark eye of his as you would &
coiled serpent V7
© “Are you ready ¥ asked Calleja.
“Yes,” wag Franeisco’s reply, and ashe spoke
ke took his position, and raised his sword-point.
ToH Then look out " higsed Calleja. “ You have
insalted me for the last timo! We shall see now
who will be lefs to smile upon the senorite Fsabel P

- Xt was well, perhaps, for our hero that his an-
tagonist spolkie those last words, for they danced
through his soul like the fire that tempers steel,
and every nerve and mmnscle in his system was
88t liko the sinews of the iron horse. )

- “Now come to the proof!” he said, as ho look-
ed his dark antagonist in the eye, and raised his
sword, -

Cilleja said no more, but advancing his wen-
pon he made a feint at our hero’s bresst. e
seemed to play for & while, as though he would
learn his antagonist’s mode of attack, but he
guined nothing, for the youth was only following
his movements. ’

“You play carefally,” Calleja s2id, sceming
to rest & moment from direct attack,

But Francisco saw the gqnick fash of the col-
onal’s eye, and it was well that he did, for on
the same imstant & lightnimg-like throst was
made at his breast, which he parried quickly and
with ease” He now saw how nscful had been |

raised his hand, and let his own point fall until
-his antagonist’s blade had slid from it, and then
he raised it agein. The movement was like a
flash, and before Calleja could bring his swerd

¢ | up again, Francisco had’ driven his weapon

through the base man’s body, and as he drew it
forth he started back to aveid a descending
blow, ‘ ’
For some moments Jnan Calleja fought on,
but his eyes grew dim, and his strokes became
wild. He made one last, desperate effort—one
more curse escaped his lips—and then he sank
down upon the greensward, and his blood ran
forth in & dark, bubbling stream.
“(God be blessed!” ejaculated Aldamar, as’
he started forward. and caught the young man's
hand. “By my soul ! you handled your weapon
nobly.” L
The youth made no reply, but with a thonght.
ful look he gazed down upon the fallen man ;
but he had gazod only a moment when he was
startied by a sudden cry from his second.

- Ha l—see there I”” exclaimed Aldandar. / By
Saint Juan; we are betrayed I :
Looking quickly in the direction indicated,
Francisco saw’a body of sonie dozen hersemen
coming from the ‘wood. They were al clad in
the uniform of Don Juan Calleja’sregiment, and
were' coming on with drawn swords. * Sirrah,
what means this?"” asked the lientenant, turning
towards him who had acted as the colonel’s
second.

“ It means that the man who has slain Don

i~

the advice of his second, for withont it he would | Juan Calleja is not yet clear!” returued the
not have mistrusted the blow he had just avert. | fellow. '

ed. Callgja seemed much chagrined at the fafl-

** Bage, cowardly dastards 1" utiered the youih,
¥ ¥

7

_friends!  Yes—one of them I know-a good

}.—
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trembling with indigonation. “And.is this the
honor of a Mexican don? By my sonl! goed
Aldamar, we must fight them, and let us com-
menee by slaying this one I _

Bt before the ligutenant could reply his atten-
tion was attracted’ by the approach of another
pariy of horsemen from the opposite direction.

t More of the villaing!” he instinctively said.

“ No, no,” cried Franeiseo; those are men
from ghe mountains ! San Jago! they must be

man and true. By the hosts, we are safe!”

The horsemen who had first appeared, hesi-
tated when they saw this new presence, and at
length they came to & full stop, and for somo
moments they conforred together, The party
from the mountains was much the mora numer-
ous of the two, and were led by a stont, power-
ful man, whose face was covered with an enor-
mous beard. They came dashing on at a gallop,
and at length the opposite party set forward

your base colonel bas done before you! XNow,
why come yo here 1’ : e
The captain—Tfor s captain’s uniform he wore—
looked for & moment. into the guerrilla’s face;
but he quailed before the keen glance he mot,
and in a stemmering mood, he replied :
“ We have come to remove the body of Den
Juan Callgja.”

* And i3 that all ¥

& YES.” B .
"« know you le, coward ¥ said the guerri..lla,
“for-I know you came here to take Francisco
Moreno away. Buot you may go. Take the
body and he off—and be off quickly, too, for I
cannot long bear your sight!”

The soldiers dismomnted and liftod the fallen
man from the gorestained turf. Hiy bedy was
yet wavm, but his heart was motionless. Tl:a
wound he had received was upon the right
broast, and the sword that mado it had come out
under the shoulder. It had nearly stopped

sgain, Both Francisco and Aldamar, as well a5
the colonel’s second, watched the coming people
with deep interest, and without speaking. Both
of the patties arrived upon the spot at the same
moment. ¥

¢ Well and nobly done !” shouted he who led
the mountain guerrillas, as he reined up his
steed.

“Hal By the holy sainta!” uttered Fran-
cisco, catching the deep tones of the voice, ‘"you
are—" ‘

“ Your friend 1" quickly and mesningly inter-.
rupted the mountain leader, ©Let that suffice
for the present.”

The youth understood what was meant, and
ho kept silence ; but he had discovered the pow-
erfal'man to be none other than Boquilla.

“How now ¥’ exclaimed the puerrilla, turn-
ing his flashing eyes upon the leader of those
whoe had come up from the opposite wood,
“ What means this 2 .

 What means what 2" retarned the other.

¢ Your appearance here at'this time.”

* T might ask you the same question, senor
brigand.” . '
# By the holy cross, sirrah!” exclaimed Bo-
guilla, at the same time drawing his ponderous
gword, “yon do well to prevaricate with me;
but it shall cost you dear, nevertheless, Aunswer

bleeding—only hubbling up a little as the body
was moved.
“ Thore will be' aufforing for this,” muttered
the captain, as he helped to place the body upon
the back of one of the horses. ;
“ Come, hosten with your business 1" ordered
Boguilla. * Work with your hands, and keep
your tongue still I '
Tre long the body of Juan Calleja waa safely
fistened to the saddle, and then the party moved
off towards the wood from whence they I?ad
come. After they were fairly gons, Boquilla
removed the heavy beard from his face, remm-k-
ing as he did so:
#This is an uncomfortable accompaniment,
bt & very handy one. Francisco,” lie continued,
leaping from his saddle, and grasping the youth
by the hand, * you have proved yourself worthy
of yout comtry’s love. By the holy apostle
Peter, I saw every stroke you mode, even nt the'
distance that intervencd, and you may he sure
that I leaped for very joy when I saw you parry
Don Juan’s first stroke, for I felt then that b{:e
i 19 your own.t

v'-(it‘o;;it:ﬁ, szid our hero, after Le had kindly
thanked his friend for his solicitude, * tell me
how you 8o opportunely came upon the ground,
for T know that I pwe my lifo to you.”

«Jf we had 1ot come, you would surcly have

n{i‘e, or by Saint Peter you shall bite the dust as

i

-
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been tsken to the capital, and you can best
Jjudge what would have been your fate, But I
will explain.. I knew last night that this duel
Was to come off. "One-of my trusty epics huug
upon Calleja’s track all might—has hung apon
him sincs he returned—and we tearned that this
dnel was not only to e:)me off, but that & party
of the colonel’s men were to be on hand to take.
youvgﬁr;}oneg a3 soon as the dael was ended-—for
T think’ D6n Jusn had a faint presentiment that
he might not be victorions. Of course I conld

a8 you ses me,” answered the guerrilla, with
some emotion.

“Boquilla,” returned the youth, in a tremu.
lt?us tone, while he removed his cap and bowed
his head, *I only hope that the time may come

when I can -thank you for this with more than
words.”

“I understand,” said the guerrilla, with &
happy, proud look. I understand it all. But
now let’s on to the dwelling of Don Miguel, for
by the mags, yon must find us breakfast this

allow no sach proceeding ag that, and so T came

meorning.”

CHAPTER XV.

PLEDGES.

- Tsamst TRUXILLO $at upon the broad veran

.dah, and with clasped hands she gazed off to-

wards the vineyard. She was very pale, and
her eyes were set and tearless. Sometimes her
lips moved, and then her eyes would turn heav-
enward, as thongh she prayed to Ged for some
blessing which lay alone in his power to give.
The sun hed just aricen above the distant moun-
tains, and the polden beams came dancing about
the place where she sat; hut she noticed them
not. They brought no joy to her then. She
only gazed upon the narrow path that led down
to the vineyard, and held her hards still frmly
above her heart.

At lengih there came a sound upon her ear.
She listened. It was the tread of horses. A

~little while longer, and she saw a human form

through the clastering vines. It was a horse-
man, and as he came pearer she recognized Bo-
quilla. Behind him appeared another. She
gazed wildly—she saw the well known features ;
and with one low cry of joy she sank back.

She wonld have gazed again, but he eyes were ||
dim, and in & moment more the emotion had’

checked the carrent of het outward life. Al
wag dark abowt her, save one glimmering: point
where her mind still clung to the face she had
seen.

At length the morning’s light came to her

again, There was 2 magic touch upon her pale
brow—a magic whisper in her-ear. She felt
horself raised up, and round apout her stout
arms were twining. She ugyg her eyes, and
they met the gaze of Francisco Moreno.

¢ Isabel-my life, my love, I am safe. Look
np and be huppy.” - .

The maiden saw thoge festures—she heard the
Joyful words, and with a bursting heart she how-
ed her head upen her lover’s bosom, and the
long pent-up tears fliowed in big drops down her
flushing cheeks. ' . ‘

“ You are not killed 1" she at length murmur-
ed; “you are not hurt 1

“Not in the least, dearest. The Right has
trinmphed 1’ ) '

«And Tron Juan?” whispered Isabel, shud-
dering as she spoke,

“ Has fallen 1" :

Tsabel bowed her head with a hushed emotion,
and when she raiged it again her grandfuther
stood by her side.

Half an hour Inter, and the whole party were
at the breakfast table, Boquilla taking the kead.
All the circumstances attending the duel had
been - explained, and Tsahel had regained much
of her msual composure. ITdon Miguel was the
only one who seemed really downesst; but even.
he was happy at times. Fe felt afraid that the
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wrath of Tturbide might fall upon him, and it
was only apon the most earnest assurances of
Boquilla that ke could be made tosfeel at all
easy mpon the subject. He was joyful that
Francisco Iud escaped ; and he was happy to
think that Calleja was ont of the way—i: was
daly that his timidity was worked upou that
made him otherwise.

“You say Don Juan was really knlled 7 he
gaid, turning to Frankisco.

1 think he was,” returned the yotith,

“ By my soul, I would not give much for my
life were I in his situation,” added Aldamar,
“Ho had a stream of daylight clean through his
body 1"

*True,” eaid Boquilla; *and yet he might
live with even that; but I don’t think there is
much prospect of his recowny I think Mexico
ig-well rid of him,”

1 hope 50,” responded the lieutenant; * and
when all of his kidney go after him we shall be
 vast deal better off,”

After this the conversation took a more gen-
eral tarn, and ever and anon Don Mignel would |
gaze upon Boquilla with a keen, searching, in-
quisitive lock. He evidenily had a greas desire
to ‘know more of him. Perhaps the thought
was with him that the strange guest might after
all be-a bn;,and far at times he wonld appear
nervous and uneasy. He knew ‘that Tturbide
had spies busy In all parts of the empire, and
| -there might he even some about him now. At
all events he contrived to make himgelf as ner-
vous and uncomfortable as possible, and his air
in part pervj\ded the compaty. They could not
be entirely free and happy while their aged host
was screvxdcntly ill at eagse. On the whole, the
meal wore away dull and heavily, and all felt
easier when they aroso from the table.

Francisco ascertained that Boguilla would re-
main some time at the house, and then he drew
“Tsabel away and led her out into the great gar-
den. ¥or a long distance they walked on in
aiter silence ;*but at length the youth spoke :
“Tsabel,” he said, “T am thankful for the re-
sult of this morning’s adventure, but yet I am
not wholly happy. There are clouds still about
me, and their shadow is upon my path.” - =
“ o I feel;” murmured the maiden, locking
up with tearful eyes. *I cannet tell why, but &
strange gloom has settled about-me. When I
firat saw you returning this wmorning, and when
1 first felt your kiss upon my brow, and heard

vades the atmosphere about me—a gloo
makes me thoughtful and prayerful.”
“Alas! my love, it is a season for ElooHm~—
not only gloom for you and me, but gloom for
our whole country. But there must come stern-
er tfmes for us &ll. .So many clouds cannot roll
up into the heavens and pass away without a
storm. The time must come, Isabel, when the
land shall again quake beneath the tramp of the

that

talking with Boquilla,—he is'a wonderfal man,
and pest finding out. 'I was talking with him,

toppling. There are heart-fires buwrming all
throngh the land, and the flames must ere long
burst forth. Perhaps this very affair of the
morning may kiave & weight that shall be felt

of much importance to the tyrant’s power.”
At'this-mention of Callgja the meiden again

upon. her heart, and she could not shake it off.
Francisco noticed it, and he avoided the name
afterwards as much as pessible.

‘ Isabel,” at length resumed the youth, afier
they had rea.ched the extreniity of the garden,
“ I must now speak plainly, and of that which
rests neareat to my heart. In the tualb that are

upon to act, nor where I may be placed, and be-
fore we sepatate now I would know how stand

isted between. us. You know how deep is my
love for you, and I think I know how deeply
you love in return. Such lovd as ours must be
for a life time, Now what shatl be our hopes ?
What shall be my hopes 7 Shall T look forward,
hoping to see the day when I can call you mine
for life 2—when you shall be all to me, and T all
to you —when we shall. be one on earth—one
in love—one in hopé—ons in joy and in sorrow,
and one in all things of life? Speak, dearest.”
Tsabel raised her eyes, and though they wers
filled with tears, yet she looked happy now,
*You know my love,” she murmured, ** and
that my-hears has long been yours. I shall nev-

your love is mine. I ‘am all your own, ard I
hope—for I may hope now——that I can be all to
you you would ask.®

“ Blesa you, dearest 1" forvently, ejaculated the
youth, straiving the lovely girl to his bosem.

your sweet words, T was frantic with joy. But I

* You speak as I thought you would speak, and

am not ushappy. Tiis only a gloom %zt per-

. “sent, if he is governed by his own wishes, But

war-horse and the sharp clang of arms. T was -

and he says that the imperial throne is even now’

throughout the empire, for Calleja was o man happier now thab they were spoken, ard the sea-

shuddered. The event lay with a heavy weight'

to'come, I know not what part I may be colled

my life-hopes. ~ You know the love that has ex-

cr be happy-ftrnly hoppy—unless I know that
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happiness is.mine. Here, then, ot ns pledge
our vows. Shall it not be 502"

“ With my grandfather's consent.”
“Of comrse. I feel assurcd that he will con-

I shonld not speak to him now, for his mind is
all warped by fear. He fears to evén lift a fin-
ger that might bring upon hiin the least opposi-

tion from the emperor, and in this case he may |-

not gpeak ag he feels. T.et us understand each
other, and when the time comes we will speak
with him, Car hearts aré already pledged—Ilet
our Jips give life to the bond.”

They sat down upon & moss'grown seat, and
there they pledged their souls to a union for life..
It was but the speaking of vows which had long
had inward hf'e and being, but they both fels

son of pure and rational converse that followed
was full of such joy as ‘only young hope can
afford.

* The hours flew by unheeded and it was not
until néar noon that the lovers thought of re-
twrning to the house.

“ Remember,” said Francisco, as they ap-
proached the dwelling, “we will remain with
only hope to cheer us until the clouds have sall
passed. When all is settled—when the sun
once more shines upon our fair land, then will
we remember the vows we have this day takcn
and act upon them.”

, Isabel only pressed the arm she held more
closely to her bosom, and the glistening tear that
stood in her eye told the answer she would have
returned. It spoke of the hope she cherished,
and of the love she bore. It told ail that Fran-
cisco could have asked, -

Late in the afternoée, Boquilla called our hero
one side. The stout’ man was very sober, and
his eyes were moist with emotion.

¢ Francisco-Moreno,” he said, * I have order-
ed my horse, and am about to return to the
mountains ; but before T go I would say one
word to you. It may be a long time ere I shall
see you again, for I am soon going to another
‘pert of the country. You remcmber what I
told you hurriediy this morning. Our couniry
is not comfortable. The clank of chains is

wearing into the souls of the people. They can-
not much longer bear it—they will not bear it
Tturbide grows worse and worse every dey- of his

[ reign, and his course is more wicked. Now upon

such men as you much depenidence is to be
placed. I know your heart is in the right place,
and your mind is clear and strong; should the
time ecome for all patriot hearts to bound into
action, will you not.be among the number ¥ .

“ Ay, uttered the noble youth, with one hand
upon his heart, and the other raised heavenward,
“Y.only long to be upon the tyrant’s track! At
the first call of my country I'will enlist under
the first patriot banner I can find unfurled !”

“That is the spirit; but you will not have to
look far to find. the opportunity of emlisting.
Among the monntaing hereabouts are hundredg
of men who would readily fiock to such a stand-
ard. You, yourself, must Iaise it. When the
hour comes--and you will know well enough
when tha.& ig, for you will hear the tocsin—you
must repair to the mounmms, and gather togeth-
er the bold spirits, who will want a leader. Al
will know you, and all will gladly Jjoin you.
How would that suit you 7"

# Weli—almost too well,” returned the youth.
“And yet Ithink I could lead & body of men
where my country needed them without fear of
danger,”

“I know that, Francisco, and hence have I
chosen you to the post. Before I leave I shull
see that word is sent to every reliable man, and
all you will have to do will be just to present
yourself at my cabin, You know where that is ¥

“Yes, very well.”

«And all yor will need to do will be to present
yourself there, and you will soon find u hold
body of men to follow yow.”

“But how long fre such & time can come ¥’
asked Francisco, who now regarded the strange
guerrilla almost as a fond child would regard o
noble parent,

"¢ Ah, that is more than Ican tell,” returned
Boquilla, with u slight shake of the bead. “It
may be months yet; and,” he added, in a low
tose, ““it may be years. " But, be that as it may,
when the time comes you shall know of it. I |
will see that word is sent to you, and at the’

heard all over the laud, and the iron links are

same iime you will receive dirsctions low to
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move. All I now wish is to know that you can
be¢ depended npon.”

“1f I'am alive, and able to move my hand
beneath the weight of a sword, you shall not
find me wanting.”

“Then remember, and let ‘Gon, AND OUR
Narive. Laxp' be the watchwordt - Here
©omes my horde and my men. Y may see you
agait ere long ; but whether we ever meet again
on earth or not, we will neither of us forget our
pledge. Farewell, and “may God bless you!”
he added, fervenzly

o

Boqgnilla mounted his horse, and his follower
drew up béhind him. He waved hiz hend once
more to our hero, and then he rode swiftly away
from the place. Franciseo watched him until he

‘| was gone from sight, and afier that he tarned

back towards .the honse. Itis no wonder that
his thoughts shonld now be deep #nd soul-stir-
ring. He did not stop to question the right of
the man who had spoken the thonghts to him,
for something,within gave him ample proof of
that, Hg onty thought how he might best pre-
pare himself to act nobly npon them,

CHAPTER XVI.

A TEARFUL STROXE,

Time passed on. The summer was gome,
and agtumn came with its loads of fruit and
garners of grain. Don Miguel had heard not &
word from the emperor, nor any of Tiig officers,
snd he hed heecome oncs more cheerful and

~ bappy. Francisco spent much of his-time at

the house of his old friend, and of course most
of that time wga spent in Jsabel's company.

"The old man had been iformed of the vows

the young people had exchanged, and with pléa-
sare dancing fn'his eyes, had he given his full
and free consent.

“ Yes, my children,” he had Bald, .when he

fully nnderstood what was asked, ©I give all the

power I possess to that end. Be yo one for life,"

and let-your cheerful smiles light up the home

. 6f my declining years, I know of nothing it

would give me more plessure to grant—mnothing
it would give me more pain to see annulled.
Bless yor, sweet children!” May God bless yOn
a8 ¥ know you will bless ma 1"

Those were the old man’s feelings, and why
should not the lovers be happy? ';[‘hey were
happy.

Franciseo lind as yét heard nothmg from Mo-
quilla since the day'of the dnel. The youth had
been among the mountains, and he had inquired’
for him many times; but he ¢duld learn nothing
of him; none had secn lum, and none kuow

whither ho had gone. The youthful hero kaew
that trouble was brewing, but he could find out
nothing definite. At times, he fenred that Bos
‘quilla was, after all, bus an impostor; but such
feclings were only temporary, When he remeom-
bered the men, snd called to mind the noble
traits of ‘his character, ho banished all such
thoughts; and then he sometimea feared that he
iwag himself forgotien—that Boquills had found
gome more worthy man to lead the mountain
pamots But there were times; too, when Fran.
cisco waited patiently for the commg of the
summons he hoped to receive, '

‘Bo pagsed awsy the rainy season, and the
calm, cooling, genial wenather of a Mexican |
winter came to take its place. Ona pleasant Af.
ternoon, Tsabel Truxillo sat apon the broad .
verandah, in front of the house, engaged In
reading one of the meagre news-prints of the |
day. She was alone, for her lover hod lefi the

| day before, and wonld not return for a week.

The air was just ool enoughito bs bracing and
comfortable, and she was enjoying her thoufMs’
in calm trmquﬂhty The paper which she had
was one that had been brought by the post-cou-

‘rier the day befors, and she was now seeking for

the news, She had read considerable that had
bus little interest for her, when she n¢ length
came upon a paragraph that fastened her siten- |




/

THE WANDERING GUERRILLA.

tion. Xt was concerning a rising of rebels in the

southeast. One General Santana had arisen,

and st the head of a numerous body of men he

wes threatening to Ao much mischief. The

- thought came 2t once to her mind that her lover
might now be called upon to leave her. While
she was pondering upon this, her grandfather
came out, and she showed him the paragraph in
guestion,

“ Suppose Francisco shounld be called now,”
she said, as soon as she saw that her grandsn'e
had finighed reading.

* I do not hardly think he will,” returned the
old tman, whose judgment was good when lef:
perfectly free and unterrified, “I know thiz
Santana,” he resumed, “and I do not think he
can lead a suceessful rebellion. He is himself a
man of inordinate ambition, and the people will
place no confidence in him. He was one of the
chief instrmments in placing Tturbide in power,
“bat it seems he has turned agaiost him now.
The emperor haa done something to exaspemte
him.*

“Then you think that this ‘will amount to

- nothifg " said Tsabel, hopefully.

. % L.do not think it will while Santana is at the.'

haud af i, answered the old man; “but they

may raise.the, sta.uderd, and then find a hetter‘

Jeader.”” .
While lhey were thus oonversmg, TIsahel no-
. ticed & horseman coming up towards the house
~from the Perote road, . She pointed it out to
:.hext grandfather, and he, teo, saw the same, -T¢
- gaen appeared that there were other horsemen,

and g they came  nearer they counted .seven in |

¢ . all, He)who rode ifi pdvance was evidently a
tall man, and habi n the garb of an imperial

'« .officer. Ylon Migue! turned pale when he saw
" this, -and Tsabel was se;zed with & vague, but

. terrible foay,

“Who'do you. think it ¢ cs.n be? v trembhngl_y
L Whmpered the maiden.
* 5 Y don't know,” returned the old ma.n, ‘trem-

g . Dling from head torfoot. * Bug God grant thet it

befo enemy 1

. ..“Bat why should an enemy come ? » Isa,bel
aekeds :

, “Iknew not, un]ess there ns some vengeance
o ba wslbed _upen us for the death’ of Calleja.”

Isabel shuddered at the sonml'of that name,
~&nd before she could speak agein, Don. Miguel |

cont.mued .
".# 0, I wish he had net been kﬂleﬂ for 1 knew
\t,!:at trouble would come out of it !

The old man’s fears wére all roturned to him,
and he gave himself up to the first that present
ed itself. - He did not stop to think, but only
jumped npon the first conelusion that his fears
excited. Fe almost felt a halter about his neck,
or a dozen bullets, at least, threugh his hody,

Isahel made no reply, for by this time the

horsemen had come so mear that their. faces
could be seen, He who rode in advdnee looked
very pale and thin, and the lomg black locks

heng about his veck and templee as though they.

were heavy and wet. At length they passedibe-
neath the last of the China trees, and Isabel
gazed with starting eyes upon him who had fix-
ed her attention. She gazed so until he had
alighted from his horse, and then she moved to
her grandfather’s side, and sank down upon her
knees, She uttered a low, deep groan, and
clasped her hands tightly together.

“ What iz it, my child " uttered Don Miguel,
whose eyesight was not now strong.

“Seel gee P’ ghe exclaimed, pointing to the
man who was approaching, 0, it is he !”

Don Miguel looked np, and the new-comer

wag by his Bldl! He started to his feet, and
while his form &ho

wk like a lightoing-stricken
tree, he uitered : .
“ Heaven save me ! Don Jucm Calle;a. P

"Yes Don Miguel, it is your ol friend Juan -

Calleja 1”

CAnd so it was Don Jusn CRHEJB. but how
a_lt,eredl His ,fnce wes all pale and wan; his
cheeks sunken ; his lips ‘crackled, and parched,
and blue;. his eyes cold and glassy, and his
form weak, hent, and tremulous, Yet there was
a spark in his eye as he spoke, and upon his
cheek came a slight tinge of blood. -

. #Did you think me dead ?” he continmed, 2f-
ter waiting a few moments to notice the eﬁ'eeﬁ uf

| his - coming.
“1dd,” returned Don Miguel ; ¢ but I ‘nm‘
glad it is not so. ..Lhave suffered much from -

the thonght.” .

? There ‘was - a; shght. enrl of seotn about; the
colonela lips as e heard this, for he fels pretty
well assured- that the old man hed suffered more
_l;hrough fear than from any love for himself,
Baut lie did not sneak his thoughts.

~ % Well,” be, smﬁ, taking 8 geat near Isabel
but looking towax;ds Don Miguel, *“T am alive,
though I owe no thanks for'it to the young ras-
cal who fought with me, He did his work well,
and it has iny heen through the aid of the miost
skilful physicians that I have recovered. Ah, I

i
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“was deceived in young Moréno. He was a gréat

swordsman, But we may meet again ; and when
we do, his fate shall not be a very light or desir-
able one 1’ ]

Ag Calleja thus spoke, he turned towards Ts-
abel, Bhe’instinetively drew back and shudder-
ed when she found his snakelike eyes fastened
upon her, She would have given much io be
away——even apon the wild, bleak mountam top,
but she dared not move now,

¢ “ Fair senorita,” the colonel commenced, ‘with
8 cold, dark smile npon his features, « how feel
¥you upen my lIIlGXpBCth appeara,nce QH

But the poor gicd counld not answer. She
trembled more violently, aud her hearh was torn
by the most terrible fears.

“ What " exclaimed Don Jua.n, “can you
not speak to me ¥ |

“Alas? senor, I know not what to say I
murmured Tsabel.

“(Can you not say that yon are. glad to see
me g

.The maiden looked mp into Calle_]a 8 face
Could she answer yes to such a question? She
knew she could not.

‘f Come,”. continued the colouel “« let me
know how I am received.” :

“I.cannot tell that until I know wherefore
you have come,” at length murmared the poor
girl, striving with all her power to appear calm.
* “ Why, surcly, Isabel, you have no question
upon that point. By the saints of the holy cal-
endar, I should think you wonld know why I

.am here 1. But yet I can tell you-—~I have come
to.get my wife!? :

. Fiven the old man clasped hlS hauds in spcech-
less agony now, but Don Juan did not see him—
he was too busy in witnessing the effects of his
declaration upon Jsabel. She uttered a'low cry
as she heard his words, and covering her face
with her hands she sobbed with zn aching, bleed-
ing heart.

*¢ It seems to take you by surprise, my pretiy
one,” the colonel said, laying one hand upon her
arm.

Iustinctively she shrank away from his tcuch
and with a flashing eye, she said :

“Do not touch me, genor! I cannot hear the
weight of your*Tu'md. You may talk—tell me
of your purpose—tell of your wishes—of your
determinations; but do not touch me

% Aha l—yon are well posted up !"” uttered
Calleja, with a deadly look apon his’ features.
“ There has been another hand at work here.

But,” he added, lowering his voice, nnd speak-
ing in a hissing tone, *you must beware! I
love to see & womin of ‘pride and independence,
but I do.not like to be ireatéd as you' have now
dene. 'What I do not like I will not have!
Look ont that you do not make up for yoursclf
2 bed which will be most painful to He upon, for
by the holy Saiht Paul, Il make such misery
for you that you shall envy the very starving
dojs in the strect 1 Bewars 1”

Tsabel hnd folt her pride aroused when she
spoke befors, but it was only crushed now.
There was something so®terrible, so dreadful, se -
demon-like in the tone and Took of the man who
spoke to her; that ske shrank s ghe would have |

*| shrank from offending the wild tiger, She felt

sare that he did not speak dly.

 Alas I she said, when she mext goined the
power to speak, * why shonld you force me to
this? How can you WiSh for a wifo Who cannot
love you ?” :

“T'H tell yon,” returned. Juan Calleja, thh a
strangely burning eye, and a dai*k!mg, lurking
smile, “I'd have it, because it is minel We e,re
not fond of losing that which belengs to us.*

“But how will you find happmess without
love ¥”

" %Pl have love! If my wife cannot, or wﬂl
not love mee, she shall ot lenst obéy me, and I
will seek for love elsewhere. Love is easily
found, my fair senorita "’ -

Again Teabel shuddered, and after gazing for
a moment into the face of the man who torfured
her, she bowed her head and sobbed aloud. Don
Miguol was deeply moved. The words of Don
Juan hed struck chillingly to his hem‘t and the
misery of his fair grandchild eut him deeply.
He gnzed upon the suffering girl, and he remom-
bered how much of his own joy she had given
to him,—he remembered her smiles and her
laughter, her merry song, and her cheerful note
| of greeting, and for 2 moment he experienced a
gathering of tesistance in his soul.

“Don Juan,” he enid, “this thing must not
be. Tt will kill my poor child, and her blood
will be upon my head if I permit ie,” -~

“Ah1” uttered Callgja, clevating his eyo.
brows, and opening his eyes, while a sarcastic
smile gathered around his lips. “I was not
aware that you had anything at all to do with
the matter, Pray, senor, will you be so kind as
fo inform me wherein lies your power, cithei fox
let 61 hindrance,”

It lies I the fact that she is the only child .
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of my own son, and that to me she was gwen to
protect:?™ ..

“ Ay—to prolect, but not to keep There is a
rqlatwn -gtronger than yours, the ties of which
even ontweigh the bond that unites the parent
\and. child. I am ker husband I

% Not, yet I” gasped Don Miguel, looking up
mth & tremulous expression of countenance, a3
.thongh he were struggling hard to maintain the
part he had undertaken, * You'cannot say that
you are now her husband.”

“T am her husband, and all the powers of
earth cannot gainsay it!”’. returned the colonel,
turning a flashing eye upon the aged speaker.
“ It mny require & further ceremony if I choose,

_but even without such she is legally and truly
mine. Would jou deny it?”
% No—no,” stammered the old mam “I
would not deny it, but I would beg of you to let
her remain with me.”

e Ay,” eried . Callefg, with the most marked
bitterness and sarcesm, *‘you would have her
stay that she might become the wife of another!

" become the wife of the man who would have
kilied me! By the hopes of my eternal soul,
ere I would see that both she and myself should
sink into the lowest pit of eternal fire! What!

oo her given to Francisco Moreno? Ask'me o
give you my oyes, my hands, my heart--ay, my
very soul, ere you ask.me that ¥’

" Don Miguel Troxillo had said his say. e
could offer no more resistance; he shtank from
before the terrible man as the child shrinks from
the mind-made ghosggn the dirk,

- “RBut come,” added the colonet, after Le found
that Truxillo wonld make no further reply, “ 1ot
ug retire to the honse and forget all that is no-

pleasant about this affair. Xhope itis under-
stood now what my business is, and that ¥ am
not to be tarned from my purpose. Let matters
move along smoothly, and when I reach the
capital, the marriage ceremony shall -be perform-
ed'in the émperor’s ewn: presence Come, let us
in now, for T am weary.”’

Don nguel led the way mta the house, and

follow., She hesitated an instant, but Her bettor
judgmeni bade her not do more now to cause
farther rupture, and she took the proffered arm,
but she shuddered when she did so,

After they were seated within the large draw-
ing-xoom, Don Miguel rang for the servant who
waited npon such occasions, and wine and re-
freshments wore soon bronght. Calleja drank
deeply, and the portion seemed to revive him.

Truxilio, a8 he sat down his glass.

“ Qnly iill to-morrow,” returned Calteja.

“What l—return o soon ¥ J

#1 must, for my presence is needbd. There
i8 likely to be disturbince in some of the distant
districts, and though T am not yet hardly able to

Tt will be ensily quelled though—only a few re-
hels have arisen.’ b3

“But you will not take Isabel with you so
sgon ¥’ - )

* Of course. It is for that I have come, an‘ﬂ
surely T shall not go away without her!”

Isabel heard, and her brain reeled. " So soom?
Then hope was all gone! She sat thers ih her
chair, and with one "mighty effort she calmed her

freezing night.

Callejn offered his arm to Teabel as he turned to

“ How long will you remain with us 7"’ asked -

bear arms, yet my counsels must be forthcoming,

wild emotions ; but it was the calmness of the

CHAPTER XVIIL

No!

Dox Juaw Catrisa hed retired. He com-|

plained of his weakness, and asked to be ex-
cosed ; but before he went he hatt exacted from
Don Mlg‘ucl a solemn pledge that his property
should all fall to Isebel. He introduced the
subject boldly and unblushingly, and ss much
as intimated thet by such a course alons eould
the old man make sure of his life, To Traxillo
it now mattered little, He was to lose his sweet
angel of joy, and he cared litile what becams of
his property when he was gone.

“And must I go to-morrow ¥ the poor girl
asked, af‘ter Calleja had gone.

“I*Fnuot help it,” answered Don Miguel.
* Heaven knows I would if I could! Alas! my
child, yon must go from me 1

Isubel may have hoped that her grandfather
would help her—that he would have offered
some assistance, or some suggestion, even, for her-
aid, but he did not. He had no hope to give,
words for cheer-—~he could only bemoan nh daﬁk
loi that had fallen upon themd. The l'halden
bade the old man good night, and then she re-
tired to her own room. She set her lamp down
upon the table, and then threw herself upon her
bed, and there she lay for half an hour. Dur-
ing that half howr she only groaned with the
thought of the g:&:rnble fate that now wrapped

mind. 1t was a startling thought, for she start.
ed up from the bed, and stood crect. She swept
the long tresses baek from her face, and then
clesped her hands upon her brow. The tears
had all lefi her eyes, and the pain-marks had
nearly left her face, and in their stead had come
the fitm, wondrous €xpressiox that tells of sud-
den and important impuise,

“0, my soulf” she murmured, gazing upon
the burning lamp, as though she sought light
upon the subject that had thue unbidden come to
her, * why should. I stay here? If to-morrow’s
sun finds me in this place, my earthly doom is
forever fixed ! If I flee from.here, it wilk not be
leaving my poor old grandfather, for I must be
torn from him at any rate. Be still, O my
heart, and leave me calm to think! Among
the mountains 3 may find safsty. O, among
the mountains I shall be safe, for some there
will know Franciseo, and they will lead me to

him "

The subject had come suddenly upon her—for
the ides of fleeing from the place had dover be-
foro ocenrred to her,~but now that it had egme, .
it cnme with a power that was not to be resisted,
And then the last thought—the hope of meeting -
some one who would conduct her to Francisco—
was 8 vast weight in’ filvor of the plan, She
knew that her lover was well known among the

her about like ghe mantle of night; but at the
end of that t1r§c & sudden thought came to her

mouataing, and that all those who dwelt apd
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wandered there were enemies of Calleja and the
emperor, .

For some iime the maiden paced to and fro
across the floor of her room, and ever and anon
she would stop and gaze down as though some
heavier consideration had presented itself. At
length she stopped and sat down, and when she
did so, her mind was made up., She opencd a
small inlaid eseritoire, and having drawn forth
pen, ink, and paper, she wrote & note which she
addressed to both her grandfather and Calleja.
She simply wrote that she had fled, and why she
did 20 ; and when it was finished she folded and
direeted it to thedm both, and laid it whers it
would be seen when any one should enter the
room. She did this that her grandfather might
not be suspected of conniving at her escape. -

After this, Isahel knelt down and bowed her
head in prayer; and when she hsdl prayed, she
arose and prepared the dress she would wear.
Of course she selected a dark one, for that
would be less easily discovered at night. Havw-
ing picked out the one she would wear, she pro-
ceeded at once to put it on.- She did not forget
that money would be & very handy thing i case
of need, and she took as much gold as she felt
safe to emrry. Upop her head she placed &
close-fitting, dark-brown, corallike hood, and
upon her foet the stdytest pair of shoos she had,

Afterashe wes thds prepared she sat down
and reflected ohce more upon’ the conrse she
was planning to pursue ; but she did not falter

!in her purpose. If there chaneed to come a

_ thought in oppoesition, the very face of Don Juan

wag enough to drive that thought away. No—
the mountaing were her destination, for she
knew how honorable gven a brigand could be to
& defenceless and suffering maiden. She thonght
onee more of Calleja—of the words he had
spoken, and of the character he had shown, and
her‘mind was mado up as firm as the very moun-
tainto. whtch she was about to turn.

Tho Ti¥ge  clock in the lower hall struck the
hour of lmdmght. Tsabel went to her door and
listened. Then she opened it, and passed out
into’ the corrider, and there she listened again ;
but ghe heard no sound, save the deep breathing
of her own maid who slept in the adjoining
room, and whose door was partly open. As
soon as she was assured.that there was sio one
stirring in the house, save herself, she returned
to her room and extingnished the light. Then
ghe went back into the corridor, and with a slow,
poiseless step, she descended the stairs, In the

i
i . %

hall she ‘hesitated a m and Theh moved on
towards the hack pa?tﬁ»%use. " She passed
through the kitchen, out into the water-voom—

frofii there to the wood-house, unlocking all the
doors with the keys, which were either in the

lecks or hanging by the side of the deor. One

more step, and she was in the open air, and here
she stopped beneath the deep shade of the build-
ing to look about her,’

There was no moon, nor would there be one
until near morning, but the sky was clondless,
and the stars shone most brilliantly. ‘The air
was gomewhat cool, but by no means was it
uncomfortable.

. Xsabel did not stop long to consider or reflect,

but a3 soon as she felt sure that there wasno one

near to observe her, she moved along under the
shads of the building antil she reached the cor-
ner, and then moving across inko the horse-path,
she glided away among the trees. Onece she
turned ; but she felt sure that she was not fol-
lowed. When she kad reached some little dis-
tance, she thought she heard the hum of voices
in the direction of the stable; but she did rot
stop to listen—she only hurried on the faster.
At length she reached the point where the path
separated, end for & moment she hesitaled to
consider which way she should take. There
were three ways from the place where she now
stood—one of which wag the wide road to Pe-
rote, and of course that one she had nothing' to
do with. The next one, to the lefi, led directly

to the mountains; but it was a hard, rongh -

path, The last, and the one to the extreme left,
also 1ed to the mountaing; but it ran some dis-
tance around, striking the road to Guanaxzwato
before it turned up to it higher point,

After 2 while, Tsabel resolved to take the mid-
dle path. Tt was. the mest difficult, she knew,
but it was the safest, and would the soonest lead
her whither she wished to go. She set forward,
and had taken some dozen stops, when she heard
a footfsll near her. For a moment she was
nearly paralyzed with fear, but on the next she
gathered all her strength and bounded: forward,
It was starlight overhead, to be sure, but there
among the stunted trees and shrubbery it was

| very dork. Isabel turned her head, but she

could sce no one, though she knew that she was
followed, for she heard the coming ' footsteps.
The path was rough and unever, with stones
and unearthed roots in the way, and the poor
girl knew that she covld not make her wawany

- faster, for several times already had she stum-

1]
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bled.i Yet ehe moved on with all the specd she
dared to exercise,

After. travelling some seventy-five or eighty
rods, she camse to a place where the path led
down a gentle slope into = sort of basin. She
knew the. playce well, for she had often been
there. When, she resched the bottom -of the

_ basin, she thought to Took back, and as she did
“%0, she saw, revealed against the starry sky, the
- form of & man., With a quick prayer and a

lcaping heart she started on up the ‘opposite rige,
There was no chance for her to hide, for the
way was flanked by deep tangled wildwood, full
of briers and thorus. If she could only reach a
few rods further, she could leave the path. She
did not think that her pursuer wonld have the
same opportunity to see her when she reached
the top of the rise that she had a few moments
hefore to see him, or she would certainly have
contrived some mueans of working her way in
among the wildwood. Bat it was too late now,
She had nearly gained the summit of the oppo-
site slope, when she heard a quick ery behind
her, sccompanied by the sound of leaping feet.
She made one more effort, but it was her last,
for on the next moment a heavy hand was
piaced upon her shoulder.

“Ha! senorita, I've caught you at Jast. - Let
me see your face I”

Instinctively the poor girl struggled, but it
was of no avail. In doing so she exposed her
face, and as soon as the man saw it, he immedi-
ately exclaimed : 4

%1 thought so—the semorite Truxillo, Bat
upon my fuith, lady, you take o strange time to
ramble in such a place as this !” '

* Fer the love of Yeaven, senor, do not trifle
with me ¥’ uwitered Isabel, gazing hard into the
man’s face, and recognizing him as one who had
accompenied Calleja.

“0, I meant not to trifle.”

“Then let me go. Do not detain me now.
1 agg fleeing from mors than death !”

“ ¥ wont detain you, senorita—only I muet
change the dircetion of your conrse & little, and
then you may go us fust 85 you wish,”

"% Do you mean to take me back 2"
£ Of course. You don’t think I would come

. go fur for nothing.”

~ “One moment, genor: Have you a child 2"
£ NO I - -
“ A sister ¥ |

¥

“ Yes—two' of them,” -

0, then listen to me, Suppose it was your
own sister who was thus fleeing from a horrible
fate. Suppose her heart was all broken and
bleeding—that a fate worse than desth hung
over her—and it laid in your power to avert it,
0, would you not do it 1"

“That would depend upon clrcumsmnces,”
replied the man, still holding Isabel by the arm..
1 am a soldier, and my first duty is to my com-
mander. He has ordered me to couvey you to
the house from whence yor have come. Iis
word is law,”

HBatitis only huma.n law. There is a law
of God, of Heaven—a ldw in your own heart;
(, obey it, and lel me go.”

“You mistake me, senorita. Iknow nothing
about any laws but such as my commander
makes. If there ave any others he knows mora
about them than I do, and you had better talk
to him about them. So come along. Don't
resist, now, i"or I don’t want to hyrt you.”

The poor girl saw at once that there eould be
no impression made upon the soldier’s heart,
and with & deep groan she gave herself up to her
fate, and shorily afierwards she wus on her way
back to the house. They met other soldicrs at
the forks of the road, and when they reached the
house they found hoth Don Juan and Traxille
apon the verandsh. b

“Ah, my pretty one,” uttered Calleja, with a
bitter Jangh, as the rays of a lantern shone intp
her face, * you thonght to give me the slip, ch?
I thought of this—T mistrusted that you would
start off without company, and so I set my men
to keep watch. Fortunate, wasn't it 7"

Isabel oniy looked wp into the bold man's
face, mad then she passed on and fled to her
own room. Her faithful maid followed her, but
she could offer no consolation.

“Go to your bed, Ynez, and leave mu” alone,”
murmurcd Tsabel. “I would only
pray.”

The maid apeke not, for she saw thas th€ 201-

and then, with+her eyes streaming with g
thizing tears, she left the room.

Isabel looked up, and she was alome, Then
she clasped her hands and esank down by her
bedside, and her prayer was wild and incoherent,

| for the shaft had shattered hor heart,




CHAFPTER XVIL

THE COURIER.

Tx was & week after the events had transpired
which were related in the )ast chapter, and the
day, which was drawing towards its clese, had
been one of tnwsnal splendor. The san had not
yet reached the tops of the tall trees in the west,
when Francisco Moreno rode up into the yard of
Truxillo’s dwelling and dismounted from his
horse. e allowed his beast to take s accns-.
tomed way towards the stable alone, and then he
" turned towards the piazza. Heexpected to have
peen some friendly face there—some one to
greet him-—but hp did nat. The cireumstance
was strange, for he had left word when he last
weni away, that he shonld be back at this time.
Surely some one should have remembered -
and if they vemembeted it, why were they mot
there to watch for him, This made him nneasy,
but why he could not tell.

The youth advanced to the hall, and yet he
saw ne one—he entered the large drawing-room,
but the place was vacant of life. He hesitated
2 moment, and then he turmed his-steps towards
Dop. Miguel’s library. Jt was,on the second
fioor, and as he ascended the errpeted stairs
each step scemed to give back a hollow, morrn-
ful sound which struck heavily upon bis soul.
‘Once he stopped, for his heart beat so strangely
that it made him weak: There was something

geemed like the low voice of the prave. He
heard no bustle, ro voices, but sll was hushed
and stiil. He gazed sbout to loek fr some one
of whom he conld ask the cause of all this, but
no one appeared.

Francisco moved on. Slowly and almost
noiseleasly he approached Don Miguel’s door.
He hesitated there & moment, sad then he rop-
ped—lightly, as thongh he were afrald of the
very sound he made—as though it might raiss
sorae evil spirit to strike him. He heard a voice
from within that bade him enter. He pushed
open the door and passed in. Don Miguel sat
there alone. He was pale and wan, and uporw
his furrowed choels there were traces of tears.
The youth sat down—he spoke a werd of grees-
ing, but the old man did not answer him. Then
the trembling visitor spoke again :

“ Don Miguel, what has happened ¥7 He‘aah-
ed the guestion in & hoarse whisper,

“Alas I groaned Traxillo, I am all alone ¥’

“Alone?’ echocd Francisco, in a hollow
voica, ¢ Tell me of it.”

The old man looked up, and after much effort
he told of the coming of Juan Calleja-—of: nis
purpose, and of his words—of Isabel’s escape,
and of her capfure.

terrible a blow it would be. Calleja tore her

about the very atmosphere of the place that

- eral{momenis, W'ﬁen he looked up again his

. from his clair, and clasping hig hands, “I wilt

* grow the pang.”

«Q,” he concluded. “Y knew not then how .
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awsy, and all weeping and moaning she went. I
begged and prayed, bui to no efféct. o had

ne cars i¢ hear, and no heart to feel. Ho took |

ber from me, and #bw she is. fo his hands
forever " y

The youth ibuwed farward till his brow rested
upon his- ham!s, and thus he remaned for sev:

face wee a1l wef with tears, but they had ceased
to flow from his eyes..

-“Don Miguel,” he snid, speaking in a tone of

strange, unnatural calmness, I was not pre-
pared for this—1 had hoped—T—1 had thought.”
His voice was choked, and as he stopped speak-
ing the tears burst forth afresh from his eyesd.
He conld not be calm—it was ofno’ use—for his
foclings were not to be controlled.

“Don Miguel,” he continued, starting up

follow that villain to the ends of the earth, if
thence he tekes his course, for by the Eternal
throne of Him who sits on high, T will not rest
until I have rescoed Isabel if it lies within my
powerso io do. I can live while she may be
saved, but when she is ircecaverably lost, then I
may die. 0, Truxilo, this is very hard to bear ;
but you have wept, snd you will not think my
tenrs bespeak undue weakness. I cannot help
weeping."”

“Alas, my son, I have wept tears enough to
save arepentant nation. Nong can ever know,
savemy God and myself, how heavily this blow
hag fallen apon me. Tsabel was the very light of
my life, the joy of my home, the smile of my
board, the angel of Blessing to my soul, and the
staff of my dectining years. She was part df me,
& portion of my inner life, and now that she is
gone the lamp of life htas pone out with her, 1
may never recover from the terrible stroké—1
am even now upon the verge of the grave, But
you, my dear boy, are yet young—-you may eat-

“0, say not so, my father,'f returned the
youth. “Tknow Iam young, but such a blow
shatters the heart so that it cannot be healed.
Nothing but Isabel’s. return to our embrace can
make me smile ever again”

“Alag, Francisco, be net too sanguine in the

hope you would picture. T have grown calmer
now, for I have had time for refloction. Think

not that you can wrest our sweet Jewel fmm :

Calleja's grasp. He holds her with too power-

Memu:. and perhaps the marriage ceremony has
been per—-

“—~sh! TFor the love of heaven, speak not
s0,” interrupted the youth, clesping his heuds
and sinking down, once more into hia chair,
“Do not picture the thing worse than it may be,
I will atonce to the capital, and I know that by
some means I can gain admission to Don
Juan.”

“And what then ¥ asked Truxillo.

“ What then?” repeated the youth, with a
burning eye. “Ask me not,” he added with a
strange shake of the head, T will see him, and
then—"

He stopped. Perhaps his mzud was not made
ap further.

Don Miguel now arose from his chair and
crossed over to where Francieco sat, He placed
his hand upon the young man's head, and with
his eyes turned toward heaven, and his cheeks
wet with falling tears, he murmured:

“0, thou Ged of all thingg, be with us now.
Hold us up in this our bitter trial, and be with .
her in her sufferings. Listen to us, snd smile
npon us. O, let the right be dona, and let the
wrong perish.”

Ashe ceased sponking ho bowed his head and
wept more profusely, and for & long ‘while no
other words were spoken. They koth suffered
keeniy, and they both seemed'te be mentally
praying. At length Don Miguel turned towards
the door.

“Let us walk,” he said. “Lot ws seck tha
cool, fresh air. I would be ealm if I could, for
I cannot overcome the fate that lowers yponme,
Come, Franeisco,”

The young man arose and foliowed his host

‘from the room, 2nd when they reached the piszza

the sun had disappeared hbehind the tree tops.
Don Miguel scemed to bo upon the paint of
spesking, when the attention of both was dircct-
ed towards the road,
“Hark " wuttered Francisco, whose ear was
tho quickest. -*“That is the tramp of a horse.
Are any of your people out *”
“ No, not that I know of.”
In a few moments more a horseman could be
secn coming on at a swift gallop, and both the
old man sod the youth gared upon him in silence
until he was noar enough to muke out his dress.
* Xt 19 not the regular courier,” said Truxillo.
“ Nor Is it & soldier,” added Frageisco.
“ God grant that it be no, further evil mpon
us,” the old man ejuculated, fervently.

ful & kond. By this time he is in.the city of




74 THE WANDERING GUERRILLA.

“Thers can be nothing worse than has al-
ready come,” returned the youth,

Before they could speak furtfler the rider had
dismounted, and was approaching the place
where théy stood. He was & middle:aged man,
with a frank, open countenance, and habited in
the garb of a common hunter, FHe bowed low as
he came upon the piazza, and after looking from

. ome to the other of our friends a momgnt, he
said . '

“1 seek a young'; man named  Francisco
Mereno.” k

#1 am the individual,” amswered omr hero,
regarding the stranger with an inquiring glance.

“Then I bave aletter for you;'” 2nd ag he
spoke he drew forth the missive and handed it to
the yout . 3

Franciseo tore open the letter and read as
follows :

#To Frawcisco Moreno:~The time has
come of which we have often spoken. The
sword is even now unsheathed, and the fires” of
battle ave kindled. Hasten at once to the moun-
tains, if you are not there when yon rcceive
this, and collect your men, Call together- all
you can, and then repair with all pessible dvs-
patch to Puente del Rey, where you witl find
Santans, who will give yon all necessary instrue-
tion. Do not delay, for all depends now upon
expedition, Ere our dosigns are fully discover-
ed, or our movements made ]inm_vn, we must
have an effective force regularly organized.

# T have heard of the fate of Isabel Traxillo.
Delay not on her acconnt, for T will do all Lean
for you to wrest her from the villain’s power, and
I can do much more than you can do. A once’
to the mountains——raise the standard of the
Patriot Guerrilla—gather your, brave men, and
then hasten to the South.

«“For (od and our country, Boguirra”

. - -

Afier Francisco had read this through . the
gecond time, he turned towards the man -who
bronght it, and to him he said : '

#] ghall obey these instructions at ence. Do
yon know where Boqailla is 1"

“Boquilla ¥ repeated the courier, raising his
eyebrows in surprise.

Ay, the man who sent me this letter.”

# 7 know of no such man. I have heard of
soms wandering guerrilla by thag. name, but 1

_ know him not.” '

“ Then who gave you this letter 37

¢t was one Bernardo, a capinin in the Patviot
forces.” .

“Al, yes, Bernardo, I know him,” murmsr-
ed the youth to himself. #But do you know the
contents of this letter 7 ‘

“No, only that they are of -importance, for I
wae 50 told when I took the errand.”

"G they ere important, and you may tell
Bernardo that I shall hasien £ obey them.
Now come in and have some tefrcshment and
rest, for of comrse you will not depart until
morning.”

< T must start on my retarn, immediately, for
[ have o long distanee to travel ere the next
rising of the st But you can gyant me a great
favor, nevertheless.” -

“Name it.”

My horse has beem npon the road for the
last six-and-thisty bours almost at the top of his
speed, and I fesr ho will not hold out to carry
me back as I could wish. If you could ex-
change horses with me it would benefit me much, -
and the Patriot cause more. Mine is a noble
beast.” .

Don Mignel at once offered to make the ex-
change, and while the groom was making the
necossary preparations the cowvier went in and-
partook of such refreshments as were at hand.
Inless than helf an hour afterwards he was
mounted upon 2 fresh, strong horse, and witha

- polite adien he set off upon his journey back.

“Now I must be off,” said Francisco, after
-the courier had taken his departure.

«t Not to-night, my son,” returned Don Mignel,
earnestly. : )

“ Yes, I must be mmong the meuntains and
have my couriers out before morning.”

wand then I shall be imdeed left a)l alone ¥
the o}d man uitered, with much feeling. -

# But you mubt remember the cause,” quickly
replied the youth, at the same time laying his
hand upon his old friend’s arm. ‘It is a most
sacred duty I go to perfoxm—a duty Iowe to
myself, my country, and my Ged. Yom willnos
repine.” : . ’

+Of course yon must ge, and, perhaps, if |

you succeed—if you overcame the tyiant o
peror—yon may--bring back—"

¢ Igahel, you mean,” said the youth.

“Yes, yes,” theold mun added, while fresh
tears started to his eyes. .

“Thope I shall he able to do that,” resamed
Francisco. “T know not how you fegl, but for
my part I place great confidence in the words of

M
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Boquilla, so much so, at least, thatT shall go
abont my other duty, fully believing that he will

do more for Isabel than I conld possibly do,”

“ God grant that he may,”. was the old man’s

fervent cjacnlation,

~ In an hour afterwards our hero was on his way
to the mounteing, and he was armed, tao, in a
way well befliting a guerrilla leader—ot alnog;

with arms to overcome the lives of the cuemy
but with these necessary to the solidity of his:
own command. Don Miguel had given him
near five thousand dollars with which to pay his
way with his troops if necessary, ,

By miduight the youth reached the cot whera
Boquilla had resided, and there he found Tepec,
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and several others of the mountain ranpers. He
told them’ of the letter he had reccived from
Bogquilla, and that he was ready to set out ag
soon as the men could be got together, “And,”
he sdded, “you may inform the men that th'.:.y
sh.all be Bure of ample pay, for If it is not ob-
tained from the povernment I will pay them from
my own pocket.”

Messengers at once set out to different parts
of the mountains, and by the hour of sunrise two
hundred stout men, all well-mounted and armed
were ready to set out. Franeisco received them:
with a proud eye, and when lg}l wos ready he

placed himself at their head afd commenced to
lead the way down the mountafn.




'CHAPTER XIX.

AN ‘EMI’EROE IN THE DUST.

Now let us note the fulling fortunes of the ty-
rant. ‘In ¢ne of the great rooms of the im-
perial palace of Mexico was Aungustin Itarbide.

"He was & man of fair stature, well bailt, and
of a commanding appearance. His features
were regular, and were very strongly marked,
and the thost prominent characteristic which the
physiognomist would have found there was am-
bition. 'That feature was the more palpable be-
cause there were no fices of genins beaming
“there to Boften or concezl it. He was a man
with great ambition, fruitful of great projects,
but without genius or judgment.

Near the emperor stood an old man, whose
hair was white, and whose step was weak. He
was habited in the garb of a bishop, and though
there were some few iraces of religions devo-
tion to be found upon his countenance, on a close
examination, and which might be only the re-
galt of habit more than the offspring of any in-
ward feelings, yet the moat of his face was writ-
ten over with the langmage of physical in-
dulgence.

“My good lord bishop,” said the emperor,
stopping short in the -nervous walk he had bee_n
taking, X want to ask you a question. Why is
it that the people hiate me ¥”

t Beeanse you oppress them,” returned the
bishop, without hesitation.

¢« Byt I have done them good, too,” resumed

Iturbide, )

 Not so much s you have done them harm

and i injury.”

«ijd T not abolish the infernal Inquisition?”

“Ay, but the people did not fear it under a

Republie. When the royal power waa overthrown

the terror of the Inquisition was goune. And

the people know, too, that you only ‘&id the decd
in furtherance of your own ambition. What
else have yon dene for thezood of the people ¥’
Iturbide bit his lips and made no reply. FPer-
haps the old bishop was the only man i_n the
empire who would have dared to speak so, a:nd
even he did not do it for the purpose of point-
ing out the emperor's faults—he only did it for
the sake of maintaining his own importance and
privilege.

“My lord bighop,” at length joka the em-
peror sgain—and this time his lip trembled—
“ there is sound of rebellion in the land. Do
you think it can be successfully earried on?’

“ T know not, Augunstin, You must ask your
generals that.”

“But my generals fatter me with hopes that
have no fonudation,”

« Ha, ha—and have you just fonnd that ont *

men in absolute power ¥*

" dren ?” he askad,

Did you not know that such was the fate of all.
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Before the emperor madd eny reply a small
private door at one corner of the apartment was
opened, and a female entered.  She was richly
dressed, but yet from her manner of obeisance,
only & servant. Tturbide noticed her, and start-
ed towards her,

“How now, . Clara, have you found the chil-

“No, sire,” she returned, trembling a8 she
spoke “We cannot find them.”

“ Has the palace becn hnnted all thmugh it

¥ Yes, sire.” : “

“And the chapel ¥ . S

(13 It has ” !

“And the gardens 7

“Xes.” i

“And the prard-rooms

* They have.”
© *And no traces of them %"

*“ No, sire—they cannot be found anywhere,
Every nook and corner has been searched, .but
without avail.”

“By Ban Jago, that is most erange * cried
the emperor, with much emotion.

*“ What is it ¥ asked the Hishop,

“ My chlldmn good -bishop,” returned Teur-
bide; ““my thres little ones—my two boys, and
my litile angel girl—are gone. They have been
missing since morning.” '

* Perhaps they have wandered off in spors,”
suggeated the bishop,

“It may be so,” responded the father, w1th a
look of pudden hope. And then turning to the
female he added: * Here, Clara, go you to the
capiain of the guard, and bid him that he send
ont his men instantly to all parts of the city
afier the children. Let them be found, or by
the diadem I woar I'll have the heads of every
one who has a eharge in the children’s depart-
ment.  Go, go, Clara, and let the work be quick-
ly done. O, myheart will break if they be gone.
But they must be found somewhere. They
cannot be lost.——But what wait ye for 1

The femalo had waited to hear her master
ont, but at these words she quickly turned and
left the place. Shortly afierwards a door in
the opposite direction was opened, and Doy
Juaan Callejs entered.

. The very man I wished to sce,” exclaimed

the emperor; as he noticed his favorite servant

and tool, “ Don Juan, you must at once to horse

and-grouse our men, for by my soul this smell
of rebellion is strong.”

totake place,” said Callgja. “And even then
¥ou must not place too much upon my shoulders,
for I am not strong,”

“ Ceremony 77 repeated the emperor, thought-
fally. “Al, yes, I remember, Your infant
bride is here.” '

“Ay, she is, sire; and I would have the mar-
riage ceremony Pt once performed. 1 have
promised that it should be done, and you will
remember that you, too, promised.”

“Yes, I do remember, Don Juan; and T will
‘keep my promise. But you must make haste,
for these are busy times, and none to waste.”

“Iknow it, sire, and henes I have sent f.he
bishop on ahead, as you may see.”

““Ah, then it is to your work that I owe the
presence of our good bishop 2 ’

“ 1t i8 s0,” said the bishop.

* Then bring on the bride,” resumed Tturbide,
“and we will secure to you both the maid and
the dollars.”

Don Juan turned and left the imperisl pres-
ence, and in  few minutes he came back leading
Isabel Truxillo by the hand. The pocr girl was
pale a3 marble, and her eyes were red and swol-
len with weeping. She gazed abous her with a -
halffrightened look when she entered, and her
frame trembled violently,

“We are ready,” said Don Juan. “Let the
marriage ceremony proceed now as quickly as
you please,”

Tsabel heard thoso words, and she started up
with a sudden impalse. . First she gnzed upon
the bishop, in his canonical robes, and then her
eyes rested upon the empetur. A quick flush
started to her face, and with one effort she broke
from the grasp of the man who held hér, and
fell upon her knees before the emperor,

! Bire,” she cried, clasping her hands and
raising them towsards Lim, “ O, save me from
this! I do not wish to be the wife of Don Juan
Calleja. T cannot be his. It will break my
heart. O, save me, for you have the power.”
The emperor gazed down into the maiden’s
upturned face, but there was no sympathy in his
countenance. He did not look stern, cither, bot
be rather wore a look of mnlignant disregard of
her appesal.

My lord bishop,” le said, turning towards
the prelate, “you understand this matter. Is
not this maiden the don’s truly affianced bride ¢
“ Shp is, sire.” :

“And pledged by her father ¥

o« You forget, sne ‘the ceremony which s ﬁrs(;

“Yes.”

s
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* Then let the ceremony go om.”

0, for the love of Heaven, gire, save me!
Save me, and all good angels shall bless you.”

“ Pl bless youw, my wmistress !’ uttered Calleja,
between his clenched tecth, as he stepped for-
ward and lified the meiden to her feet.

Isabel looked up into his face, and she was
frightened by the terrible expression that rested
there. Itwas a deadly, vengeful expression, snd
ite shadow fell far into the futuve, easting & dark,
gloomy shade over her path, which ended only
where her hopes found the last resting-place of
earth—the grave. '

“Now go on,” Don Juan continued, ternisg
towards the bishop.

The maiden uttercd a deep groan, but she did
not faint. There was a power in her soul that
sustained her, for she had not founded her hopes
all upon the present—she had tried to school her-
gelf to bear the bitter burden until the hour of
death shonld throw it off, and she had so far
suceeeded phat life remained with her, even now.
She now stood by the side of Don Juan, and he
had taken her hand in his own, when footstops
wers heard in the adjoining eorridor.

“Have yon invited .wiifesses ?”’ asked Cal-
lgja, of the emperor.

#No, I have spoken to no one,” replied
Ttarbide. '

#Bag there is surely some one coming. Hold
a moment, my lord bishop.”

Before Don Juan could speak fusther the door
opened, and a man hebited in the garb of a
priest enfered. e was a powerful man, of a
toweriug form and commanding presence, and
the emperor and his companions were not a lit.
tle surprised at the strarge interrnption.

“How now, siv priest ¥’ cried the emperor,
a8 the strange intruder advanced up the reom,
 what seck ye here ¥7

#71 have come to seck you, Don Augustin
Tturbide,” calmly returned the stranger; “and
I find that I have come justin time.”

“Dog ¥ gasped the emperor, coloting with
passion, “ do you know to whom you speak "

« Very well,”” was the calm response; and as
the strangeman spoke he threw back his robe
and cowl, and revealed the noble form and fea-
tures of him whom we have known as Boguilla!
The emperor, the bishop, and the colonel start-
ed as though they had been shot, while Tsabel,
when she noticed the friendly face, ujtered a
quick cry of hope and sank anee more upon her
koees.

“Now by the holy Saint Peter!” gasped

Ttarbide, * your life i3 in my hand. Abe, you

shall die now, traitor!” .

 Hold a moment, Augustin Tturbide,” spoke

the patriot wanderor, while his cyes burned with

a deep, massive fire, ““it is you who are in my

power. Stop, be not in too much haste, or you

may repent it Ha, are you drawing your

sword, Don Juan 9 he continued, turning his

gye upon the coloncl,and at the same’ time draw-

ing a heavy pistol from beneath his robo and,
cocking it. “Beware, for I would shoot you
with the same relish that I would crush a
tarantule I { .

Juan Calleja cowercd before the terrible look
of the wandering guerrilla, and his sword fell
back into its seabbard, The emperor, too, was
strangely moved by the man's look and tene, for
he changed color, and his kps trembled. *As
soon a8 Oglleju’s sword was put hack, Boquilla
turned again to Tturbide. :

«Now, Augustin,” he continwed, “listen to
what I have to say. Your three children are In-
my power.”’

“ Ha, villain ” ‘ :

“ Be galm, and it shall be the better for yom.
They are in my power, and there they shalf re-
main as hostages for the safety of this girl, I
had them stolen away from your garden this
morning and carried away in sacks. They shall
be well eaved for, and no harm shall come to
them while Tsabel Truxillo remains safe from the
power of this villain who now stands in our
presence; but let him make her his wife, and
your three little ones die "

Tturbide trembled and twrned pale. He loved
his children, for they loved him, and, with the
exception of his wife, they were all he had on

Ll

gympathy and kindness.

“Gire,” cricd Juan Calleja, purple with rage
and mortification, “put the braggart rebel to
denth at once, Y.et his traitorous head be sev-
ered, and then let him carry out his diabolical
threat if he can.”

« San Jago, o it shall be I gasped Furbide,
gtarting towards the beil-cord as he spoke.

% One moment,” calmly interrupted the guer-
ritla, “Ifyou slay me you will d¢ more death
than you count upor, If I die to-day, you will
veceive the headlesstrunks of your three little
ones to-morrow!  T)o not think that Thave come
here {o be entircly at your mercy. Bewsre!

with 1",

carth towards which hiz heart could turn for

Angustin Teurhide, for 1 am not to be trifted -

J
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The emperor turned pale again, and a deep
groan escaped from his lips. He gazed frst
upon the guerrilla, then upon Challeja, and then

upon the maiden, who had mow risen from ‘he

i

upon all the present bearings, and I find that
you are whelly powerless to disobey or harm me
without at onee signing the death-wareant of
riyour own children, Now let us know your

kneeling position and sank down apon a chair, | mind.”

I:Ie knew not how to act. His pride, his ambi-
tion, rebelled 'against submitting to the demands
which were thus made, and his hands itehed to
put the bold man to death; but his father’s
heart spoke in a language that could not be

overcome. At length he turned to the prelate

“My lord bishop,” he said, ina trembling

tone, “what shall be done

“Do. as you pleage, sire. You are emperor,
afui are not prone to seek my advice.” The
bishop cared little for his fmperial master, for
%ﬁs office wouli be the same with or withont the
imperial aid. He had foresight enough, too, to
see that Iturbide’s power was but transitory, and
he did not deem it prudent to make much show

of supporting him—he never had done so.
.“But i this case, good bishop,” urged TYeur-
bide, *“ you might speak.”

?’!‘or & moment the emperor wassilent, Tt wns
evident that a powerful struggle was going on
in his mind. It wag a hard task—hard, very
hard, for him to be conquered in his own palace
by his bitterest enemy and s rebel, but it was
- i harder to give up his children, The struggle
was botween the cnperor and the father, but the
JSuther conguered. .

* She shall be sent to her Lome,” he at length
said,

“And Juan Calleja confined here?” added
Boquilla.

i Yes"’

“*Then so.be it P’ and with these words tho
guerrilla turned away. ’
“Hold ! cried Tturbide. “ My children 3"
“Bhall be returned to you unharmed when

“Then T should say, lot the matter rest where Isabel Truxillo is upon her road home, without

itis. Save your children.”

At this juncture Calleja drew his sword and |

spran,like a tigér upon the guerrilla, bat his
wmovement availed him nothing, for Boquilla had
watched him narrowly. As ke raised his sword
the guerrilia dashed its point aside with. his pis-

the gates of the city."
* But how shall I be sure ¢

“ By the word of & man who never told a lie,”
returncd the guerrilln.

"The emperor sank back upon a seat and cover-
ed his face. Boquifla turned towards Isabel and

tol, and then with one blow of its butt, he felled | Placed his hand upon her head.” ‘

the fnad colonel to the floor.

i “Now, Angustin Ttarbide,” resum. 1 B uill,
“this fellow is stilled for the while, 1.t us unf
deistand each other, Let me ses the Laly Isa.
bel Truxillo on her way home, with Ceuela de-
tained heve, and your children shall be sent baek
to you e not hasty, now, nor influenced by
wrath towards me, for 1 have counted carefully

* Benorita,” he whispered, ““ take heart, and be
of good cheer.  You ave not without friends,”
So he spoke, snd without waiting for any re-
ply, he turned abont and strode from the apari-
ment. The -emperor dared not stop him, nor
dared he even to lock upon him again, for hig
anger might' overcoms the father’s heart, and
his children be doomed to death, '




CHAPTER XX.’

e

"~

Trszn was o straggle in the empire. Menof

nohle heart and powerful arm eame up and |.

made war upon the usurper, and the imperial
erown began to grow pale and heavy. )
Francisco Moreno had joined Santana’s army
with his strong men, and he had stru?k nobly
for the eause he had espoused. One th.ng alone
amid ﬂ;%!ory and honor he wag winning came
to cloud his happiness and make him sad. He

© mHE TWO COLONELS.

.
and Francisc}was left nlone with the general

« Now, Captain Moreno,” commenced San-
tana, locking with a smile upon the young man,
r wo will attend to our business. Thus far we
have doue nobly, and you have brax.rely done
your part. We are now within ﬁfty‘x'mles of ;{1{;
capital, and the victory is our’s. ]!1:5!3 of 8
have a colonel’s commission for you. :

Francisco started with a wild emotion. Such
an hemnor was beyond his utmost hopes.

had a8 yet heard nothing from Isabel. Every
returning spy had he questioned, but he could
lcarn noihing further than whathe already.knetf.
Tarly one morning he sat in/his teat, v:'rzth his
mind apon this very subject, when he received an
order to wait upon the general, who was quar-
tered within the town of San Martin, Our hero
wmade his toilet as quickly' as possible, and
then hastened to obey the summons. H'e found
the general in & small private room, W.lth onl_y
two secretarics in his compeny, and having paid
his due respects ho awaited the orders he was to
receive.

Gantana was & fall, darklooking man, and

A colonel’s commission !” he uttered, in blanl’:’
surprise. ¢ X hardly deserve so great &n honor.
«Then it is fortunate that there are some who
know your deserts better than you know th.clm
yourself,” returncd Santana‘, m.th a smile.
i Diublo | your sword is like lightning, a'nd your
body like a thunder-bolt. But never m;.nd,——Wf
know how you led your men, and here is & col-
onel’s commission, all signed and sealed. )
The youth could find no words to express h{s
gratitudg” He only placed his "hand upon his
heart, a\f{; in a fervent tone he said :

«7 accept the gift, and God grant that my fu-

teful I
though one in whom the people had not the |tare deeds may show how deeply grate

fullest confidence, yet he was honored now, for
he was working nobly for the liberty. of hig coun-
try, and he had done much to convince the. peo-
plé that he wag not actuated by undue aubition.

am.”
« Y understand you,” said the general, “a.nd.
now we will let that pass. How would you like

a farlongh of a month or s0 2"

Aftor o while the two secretaries withdrew,

= I

«J could not ask it,” quickly returned our
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hero. ' “ While hostilities continue, I will not
leave my post.”

“But thereis a fair senorita in the guestion,”
continued Santana, with a peculiar, twinkling
leok. :

‘The youath started np and clutched his hands.

“Y¥ou memn Isabsl Truxillo?” he said,
convulsively. ‘ ‘

*“Yes. She hag been sent home to the honse
of her grandfather.” ‘

““8he has |” cried Franclsco. ' Then. God
be praised.” .

* But wo'have heard from a faithful spy, who

- eame from the capital during the night, that the
Don Juan Culleja was shout.to set off after her,
\ Calleja has joined the FPatriot forces, and fled
from the emperor.”
- “Juan Calleja hecome a Patriot !V’ uitered
Franciseo, “And in pursuit of Isabel!” he
coutinued, turning pale with fear.

“ He has joined the forces,” said- the general,
“Lat you can judge as well as myself how much
patrictism there is in his bosom. How like you
the idea of his gaing to Don Miguel's dwelling,
however ¥

* General,” spoke the youth, fearfully agitated,
“I do not understand all this. What s it?
Does ke go as Isabel Truxillo’s legal hushand ¥*

“0, no. A certain wandering guerrilla,
ramed Bequitla, put a stop to the marriage, and
made the emperor promise that he would send
the lady home, which he did. Now it seems
that Callejn, suspectivk that Tiurbide will abdi-
cate, has joined the enemy and poes once more
to claim his promised bride. Now do yout un-
derstand v ;

* Mercifal Heavens, yes!” gasped Francisco,
clasping Lis hands upon Lis bosom and gazing
wildly into the face of his commander. 0, if
it would not be a negleet of duty to leave the
army and go--" o

““Fear not on that account, colonel,” inter-
rupted Santama, ““for we shall have no more
fighting to do. The courier who came in this
morning brought most important news. The
emperor has called the remnant of his Congress
together and tendered his resignation, and he
asked that he may have two weeks ip which to
leave the country. Of course thers will be no
more force needed, and you may take sach of
Four men &8 you may choose, and hasten away
tg meet Don Juan as soon as you please,”

“God bless you, noble general,” ¢jaculated
Travcisco, springiug forward end grasping his

commander by the hand.  “If it is as you say,
and I can feave with honor, then I will awny at
once.” .

“Just a3 soon a8 you please,” returned &an-
tang, with & warm shake of the hand, ¢ You
may call out your men, such as'fg;x- want, and
they will at once be detached. Ouly let me
hope that we shall sce you in the capital ere
long.” -

‘I will hasten back as soon as possible,” said
our hero, with a flushed cheek and burning cye ;-
“for I must see the Fiag of the Republic when it
fioats over the great city.” -

Once more the youth thanked his commander
for his kindness, and then, accompanied by the
adjutant, ho returned to his own qnarters. He
selected twenty of his men—of those whoro he
had brought from the mountains—and they were
&t once relieved from duty, and detached “to
actompany Colonel Morenos on s mission of im-
portance.” 8o read thorecord. .

Before noon Francisco was ready to depart,
and having seen that all his men wgre in good’
travelling order he sct forth, taking the grent
Vera Cruz road to the northenstward,

It was not until the morning of the next day
thet Franciseo struck upon the road that led to
the capital, and of course until this time he was
not upon Calleja’s track. Near the middle of
the forenoon he stopped at a wayside ina for re-
freshment for his men nnd beasts, The host
was & Mestizo, snd a Patriot, and he hastened to
set before the traveilers such articles of refrosh-
ment as he had on hand. First he placed a
pitcher of pulque upon the table, but only & few
of the men tasted of the fiery siuff, and in lien
thereof he firrnished some goat’s milk which was
far more acceptable. He also found some brown
Indian coke, called tertilla, sud from this the party
made a hearty meal. While the men wern eat-
ing, our hero called the host aside and asked hj
if he had seen Don Juan Calleja pass.

‘" Is he a colonel in the Patriot army %7 asked
the host. ' "
*He is an Imperialist of the most outrage-
oug—" The youth stopped, for he happened to
remember what Santana had told, and in an
altered tone he added: “He has professed to
join the Patriots, but he is a villain, not-
withstanding.”

“T think such & man passed here yesterday,
somewhere about the middle of the afternoon,”
aaid the Mestizo, “and he had a female in his
company.” ‘

2
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“ T34 you see her?” gnickly asked Francisco,
starting. i
. th her face, for she was kept veiled, gullltef
should judge her io be a young person, a;; g
voice was swoet as the warbling Ofi bird, thoug
i wonscience sake. )
sad enough, in all conscienc
“ That -;«ras he. Whai company of men hed
ke with him 7 .
« Twelve heside himself, and all w:}}-armed‘
#And he travelled to the eastward?
L3 YEB.)’
« Yesterday afterncon ¥’ .
% Yes. He left ahout four o'clock.
« Thask you.” :
Francisco rejoined his men, and bade them
muke all possible haste. |
t Bat the horses,” suggested Bernardo, who
was the young colonel’s right-hand man.
2
< They need more rest.” . ] -
" Bit they canunot have it,” impatiently rci1
snraed Francisco. « They have already reste X
half an hour, and if they are likely to give ::u
we will find soms means to excbange. them. .
Bernardo said no more, but went d'1rectly a:.n
summened the men, and ere many Txnums “?5
in i i The afternoon w
re again in their saddles.
::ol -aﬁd pleasani, and the horses held mxt'j well
until they reached the little vitlage of Igualada,
which was abont half sn hour after gundowrl,

a party of horsemen to view, Francisco .dast:;
od on at a headlong pace, and 1;: g ?wﬂ‘t}:‘;sa
i e looked firs -
as up with them. Be : x ¥
1;21 “;.nd ll:c saw her on ahead, witha wan riding
her side.
by"lHult ' thundered the youth, o8 he dmahmlil
up to the head of the party with his own me
hard upon his heels. ) o
n’rI'heEA teader of the party turned ia his saddle,
and sceing the strength of his purst}ers‘he dr:la.t;
in his own rein, and his men instinctively di
same, .
th?‘ What means this?’ he asked, lo‘okmg at
the youthful colonel in Erembl' surpns;.- .
Put Franciseo made no reply. He drov
Isahel's side and placed his hand npon }mr ali-lm.
She hed recognized his voice and raised 1'E:
veil, and & quick cry of joy escaped from her lip
’ .
by her side,
she found her lover by
33“ Isabel, T am with you—fear not. But whpre
is Calleja®” ) ' )
’ T:;Le Jmaiden pointed to a litter which was
borne batween two horses, and the youth saT B
tuman form upon it, and npon 2 .nenrex .v;ev;
he recognized it to be Juan Cﬂ.llcja}. ;Vllt axnd
i d again to Isabe d
wondering lock he turne: o
asked the cause, but she was too much 9xctﬂfeti
by the thrilling emotions of the :-ﬂ.:;r;}:abxl1 °
speak, 0 he turned to the man who rode by he
t]

i use of him.
Here our hero learned that Celleja had passed | side, and asked the ca

tirosgh the place Sury b s 1o 108 h%;ﬁ the hill,” retwrned the man, “and I fear one of
7

stopped only a couple of hours to rest.

y .
this the youth af once exchﬂﬂged liis hD‘ESeS, and | his Iegs 18 b[(ﬂsen

« o was thrown from his horse at the fuot of

So you will not detain us,

after restmg an hour he szet out again, A d rode W ing of e lord O Truxi lo is no¥
3 (i e!hnC th ford f %il 1
i BE bl e | for the g
ﬂ“ nmg nd the following mornin he fﬂ,]‘ from her 3 and e would reach it a
i ht, &l on 1.4 B : [+] W t a3 soon as
fouu‘d himself at the foot of Il}e Steep Way that po‘ﬁ”@ible.

‘here stood Don Mig- ; unickly as
* led np to the tu]';!e 1and‘;:h:;re wayworn  and | Franeisco, and you may ride on as g ¥
FE,

uel’s estate. '
fatigued, but they thought not o_f stopping nc;w
for they could sec by the tracks in the path tha

« e ecourse I will not detain you,” replied

ou please; and to facilitate your progress }11
E {Jill rolieve you of part of your charge. I wil

the i][‘t,y of Calleja Ollld not have been one he maiden under my own L3CoY t, and
ll t,akc tl 1l it ¥
c g
2} hen

along a great while.

i onx
you can devote the more attc‘}t1ou oy &

¢ ader.”
They had sscended half-way up the rugged | wounded leader

isco’s loud snort
way when Francisco’s horse gave a

and pricked up his enrs.

«There’s something abead,” said the youth,

turning to Bernarde, who rode by his side.

« Yes.” reiurned the licutenant, and T think | response.
¥

I can hear the tramp of hoofs. There! Di
. younot hewr that 1

francd ing his horse
i Yeg," anywered Francisco, RIgig his

on at & gaicker pace, O, on, My I;I:el'l, for
think we have the game closc ab hand.”

o, no, senor,” quickly replied the capt&in,
for sucl; he appeared to Dbe from his uniform.
“ You cannot do that.” L

"(;Sut 1 must do it,”" was Francisco’s calm
«You will go with me ?” he added,
a | tarning to Isabel. -

y d. .
“Yes, O, yes,” she uttere
At this j:mctt;re Calleja aroused and gazed }}g
1| st what was going on. A Ditter curss escap.eh
from his lips when he saw Francisco, and wit

H 1 \ L
n 1()[!(? an aby Ll[)t» turn in the I?tbth b!Oﬂg t au the Eﬁel‘g? hc (’,0“1(1 co Ul[ﬂand, he exclalmed .
LTS =

,

, he thus spityout his vengennce, Francisco drew
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““Put the villain to the sword
keep the senorila in your own charge,”
“By the mass, Juan Culleja, you had bet

count your cost before you give such orders. If

you wish to tvy the temper of your weapon
s&y g0 ; but you'll find it ¢xpensive work,”

" Don dusn literally frothed af the mouth with
mingled pain and rage, and in the meanwhile
Francisco took the bridle of the horse upon
which Isabol rode and led the animal one side,

Then ke turned 1o the captain and said :

“I don’t think you'll e so foolish as to obey | -
your leader’s order, so T will take the maiden

and ride on in advance, and inform Don
that yow are coming.”

The man was evidently uneasy, but he dared
not resist.  He luoked around upon Franciseo’s
twenty stalwort men, and then Le locked upon

his commander.

“tColonel,” he said, approaching the litter,

s captain, an
tg has Deen kind,
T

Miguel

\'P
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ri added, while a flush suffused her checks, “.God

I hove not suffered so much as
I might-—nothing yet from which I may not
recover,”

s, Franciseo realized how much he had to he
thankful for, and all Iis thoughts were light and
buoyant with hope, Ho turned once more to
the being he 5o fondly loved, and warmly said : -

“Forget the past, my love-—forgetit, and Jet
it be a8 one of the things that have rolled away
#6¥-T more to retarn. We have hope now he-
sre us, Our cawse has triumphed—the foul
mycror is overcome—and I have fricnds now
who are powerful and noble,”
But Tsabel ¢id not seem to receive joy from
her lover's words, for she still looked sad and
wunhappy. - '
“‘Alas " she murmured, ** what hope have 172
The eniperor sent me home-—or rather sent me

on my way, but a private courier overtook us
*to resist them now would only endanger yonr.

self. There aro twenty-one of them in all
-well-armed at that.”

Calleja raved and swore terribly, and while

off his men and started on up the path without
the least resistance being offered. 'When he was
out of the way of those he had lefi behind him,

he drew close to Isabiel’s side, and Bernardo in
stinctively drew back. ‘

“Tsabel,” said the yonth, showing by kid look
and tone that Le was deeply moved by the
thought that was uppermaost in his mind, “you
are not harmed ¥ '

 No, Francisco,” she returned.

“And your—yowr—present fate? You are
not Celleja’s wife v

The words céme hard, and they were spoken
otly in a low, trembling whisper.

“Thank God, no!” busst convidsively from
the poor girl’s lips, while the tears started down
her pale checks.

‘The youth pressed his hand upon his heart|
and murmured a fow wild thanks 'to God. Then
he tmrned again to his lovely companion, and in
atone of the deepest sympathy, he said ;

“But you have suffered much.”

, and

and stopped us on the road, snd for two wecks
have I been keptin n miserable hovel, But at
length Calloja came and took me away, and he
says now that he will be my husband. Ile has
jolned the Patriot troops, and they are in
power.”

“He shall not be your husband !” ittered
Francisco.

“Q, it T econld feel assured. But I have been
so long the mere foothall of fortune,”

*“ But do not fear now,”

“Ah, but I eannot help it. Francizeo, you do
not, I fear, sec the whole force that operates
agninst us. The change of mere political powor
does not affect the boud by which I am bound. -
That is a recora of the chjrch,” andtha “hély
church alone can 63 it out”

Franciseo saw it all now. His hopes, started
by sadden impulse, had overlenped this fact, but

it came to him now, and it was the, subjert of no
very agreeable thoughts, Yet he did not des-
pair.  He tried to make hie companion hope for

o better fate, and he sueceeded 80 woll in his en-
deavors that Tsabel finally Inoked up and smifed
upen him.  Bat it was o smile like the dim and

distant meteor in the midnight sky. Tt guickly
passed, and could not be ealled hack again.

0, more than I can tell, But,” she guickly




CHAPTER XXIL

THE LAST BTRUGGLE.

Dox Micuer Truxirro had reccived ifis
darling grandchild with open arms, and Francis-
co had been pressed to his bosom with & proud,
fond embrace. Juan Calleja had come, and the
family physiclan, an old, experienced gurgeon,
had exaniined his injury. There was no houe
broken—the hip had been put out of joint, and

_some part of the flesh much bruised. The in-
jury was yet severe, and the sufferer was long
confined to his bed. .
Nearly two weeks passed away, and d}mng
thet time Francisco saw Isabel many times.
They spoke not of their love, for they had both
made to Don Mignel z solemn pledge that the?r
would speak not a word upon that subject until
Juan Calleja had recovered, The old man felt
himself placed in an embarrassing position. It
wag the wish of Calleja, expresscd in the form
of a command, that Francisco should be driven
from the house, and not allowed to see Isabel- at
ail, for he still ctaimed the maiden as his bride.

But the lord of Truxillo would do no such

thing as that, though for the good of all parties

concerned, he thonght it best for the young peo-
ple not to add too much fuel to tho flames which

were already burning so wildly, and to this end

he asked them not to speak mpon the subject.

Tsabel had cxplained to both her grandfather
and lover the circnmstances of the visit of Bo-

quilla to the emperor’s apartment, and of he'r
temporary release from persecution.  Dut it
seems that the emperor himself must have been
false o his pledge, for otherwise Tsabel could
not have heen stopped upon the road as ghe \ﬁfas.
Ghe had bheen stopped by an imperial courier
her conduetors sent back, ard she placed under
the keeping of some women who -held her fast
until Calleja came to take her away.

Francisco remained a4 the house, and there }_xe
meant to remain so long as Juan Callejo staid
there. Ile walked with Isabel—he pressed t}er
hands—he prayed-with her, and he wept with
her. Sometimes he even held a thought of
bréaking the pledge he had made, and spesk
boldly of the ptans he would carry out. He.ofsen
thought of the far-off countryi where }1berty
dwelt, and he would have flown there with the
angel of his love. Bus his honor was Foo sacred
& thing to tarnigh, and. he rema ned silent upon
the subject—silent so far ag words were CORCHIL-
ed—but there was a spoken language, thongh
silent, which was not to be misunderstoc:&.

And Isabel. Alag, the blow fell heavily upon
her. She felt the weight of it more than could be
seen, for hers was a state of the most agonizing
suspense. 'The sword hung suspended over her
head, and she knew not when it wonld fall, )
and night she sow it.  When she walked it fol-

1

. the holy man, bat he managed to hide™t in time
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Towed her—when she reposed it remained with
her, and when she slept it worked its way into
every dream. Day by day she grew more pale
and wan, and the last hues of health were fading
fror her check, The bloom of her youthful
3oy uad long since departed, and the darkness of
despair was close epon her.

Juan Calleja became able to walk out, aund he
significd his intention of returning soon to the
capital.  1Te had given in his vath of allegiance
to the new government, and had made a tender

of his purse and sword to the wants of the exé-,

cutive, and he felt it to be fortunate for him that
he had done this before the emperor had abdi-
cated, for it wore the appearance of having come
from the heart. .

An aged priest who had for long years hoen
the spirvitual adviser of Don Miguel was at the
house, nnd thoe old man asked his assistance in
the jll-starred business that was upon his hands.
Don Jusn was called into the drawing-room,
and he found the priest and %is host there. A
curl of scorn worked around kis lips as he saw

to greet him with an appearance of friendship.

“ Don Miguel,” said Callcja, as he sat down,
*you have sent for me, I believe. 'Was it upon
matters of importance ¥’

“ Yes, scnor—of the utmost importance,” re-
turned the old man. He had brought himself
now to a bold point, and he was resolved to
speak ashe felt.  “ Tron Juan,” he continued, in
a tremulons veice, * you know all that has trans-
pired as well as T ean tell you. You know how
my poor grandchild suffers, and yon know for
why she suffers. Now why will you persist in
this outrage upon her feelings?”’ :

“You use hard words, my good lord,” re-
turned Calleja, with a wicked twinkle of ihe
eye. '

“Not half g0 hard as the acts of which you
are guilty, But no more of this. T have called
you to beg that you will let alone this plan you
have heen so long engaged in, and allow Isabel
{0 go freo of your claim. T am aware that is
was originally my son’s desive that you should
Znherit his property, and you shall haveit. I
have had all the nceessary papers drawn up, and
the inventory can e placed in your hands at
any moment; and in addition to this, senor, I
will give you something handsome from my

own purse. Now wlat say you ¢

*8imply thzt I shall have nothing to do with

| with o look and tone of impaticnce,

“But consider, Calleja. Just consider what
you are doing. What can you want of a wife
who can obly fade and dic the mement you take
her to your home 2"

“Qut upon theo!” uttered the colonel, with a
bitter, burning expressipn.  * Think you I know
not how the wind blows? Here stands a wait-
ing youth to catek the fruit the moment it shall
foll from my grasp, and you are now to shake
it from me! Hark ye, Den Miguel Traxillo,
sooner than your grandchild should full from my
power would I see ker dead at my feet! She
must be mine ! X should be less than man to give
her wp now after such p siege of trials and dift
fieulties. Yow have tried all in your power to
thwart me, even with death, and now that I
stand clear of the dangers that have Beset me, .
you cooliy ask me {& give up the prize and
sneak away from the ficld! . No, sir! It js not
so much the wife I want s it is the rig/t which
is mine. You need say no more, for you can-
not move me.”

“T'hea I will have recourse to the Iaw of the
land,” quickly exclaimed the old mam, disguat-
ed and pained by the pure malevolence which
had been shown.

“Ha, ha, ha,” lauphed Calleja, with bitter
seern.  “And that will most surcly go against
yon. Here sits your holy adviser. Ask him.”

Truxillo turned to the priest, and the old
divine mournfully shook his head.

“Ah; Don Miguel,” he said, “the man of
words is right. The law will give you no aid.
The compact which is signed by the maiden’s
father is solemn and binding, and the civil law
cemnot break it. 1 fear your hope is gone.”

As the priest thus spoke he turned to Callefa,
and after regarding him for some moments in
silence, he said :

“My som, why will you persist in this? Tt
me entreat of you—let me beg of you, as you
vetue your own future welfare, 1o leave this poor
old man and his child in peace. You are seck-
ing no benefit for yourself, but only carrying out
a bold, bad revenge, which can do you no goed,
but which must work to your own harm. And
then just think of the utter misery you are en-
tailing upon a poor, defenceless female, Think
of it, my son, and let your—"

 Puace, old man,’” hastily interrupted Calleja,
“1 tell you
once for. all that Isnbel Truxillo shall be my

Four proposition.”’

6

wife, and all the poewers of earth shall not pre-
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vent it. Now let me hear no more of this mat-
ter, for if T do you shall repent it.”

with & shudder—“a very wicked msn., Foot
¢hild! God be with thee and guard thee. I,

Both Don Miguel and the priest saw that it falas] ean do no moxe I

wounld be useless to speak further, and they gave
up the subject. Calicja only waited to soe thay
nothing more wad to be asked of him, and then
he aroge and turned io leave the apartment.
After he had opened the door he stopped and,
looked back.

#Tou Miguel,” he safd, #I shall not much
lonpger intrude upon your bounty. Tam almost
strong enough to sct out, and I assure you that
1 shall remain here not one moment longer than
is necessary. You can bear thisin mind, and
be prepared to act accordingly.” .

With these words, and without waiting for a
reply, he went out.” After he was gone there
was o silence of some minntes, which was at
Tength broken by Don Miguel:

s Father,” Le said, “ this is most bister. a,
and is there no way by which it can be stayed ?”
«1 can think of none,” returned the pricst.
«(Phe last resort has been tricd. . Alas, for poor
Tsebel! She has her hope now in God alone.
1 had not thought Don Juan so bad a man.”

As the old man spoke he clasped his hands

over his eyes, and the big tesrs trickled thyough

his fingers. His groans were deep and hearts

rending, and his frame shook with the fearfu}

emotion that moved him, ‘To him the moment

waa the most bitter of his long and weary life.

e had allowed himself to hope that Juan Cal-

L;ja might be influenced to pass ever his claim,

but that hope was now crushed, and its wreck

was like death to his own soul. It was like

putting out the sun from the heavens, and shut-
ting away the stars from sight forevermore. The
only cord that reached to his jnner sonl was to
he snapped in twain, and he already folt the
dreadful pang stinging through the chambers of
his life. He arose from bis chair and tettered to
the door—he passed out into the hall, ahd sought
his own chamber, and when he had reached it
he threw himself upon his bed with a decp,
agonizing groan. The aged priest had fellowed
him, and with & fervent expression the holy man
kneeled down by the bedside and prayed,

« e s a very wicked man,” said Truxilie,

© thus leave all misery bohind as,”

CHAPTER XXIil.

“BECINNING

Dox Joaw Cirrera was at length able to
“:ﬁlk frecly about, and he had set the time for
his departure, Trancisco still remained at the
house, and he had thus far kept the promise
which he had made fo Don Mignel ; but he had
resolvéd not to keep it longer, and to that effect
he went to the old man and informed bhim that
he wished the obligation removed.

“Ioas you plense, Francisco,” returned the
u.nh&ppy man ; I shall place no more injunc-
tion upon you. Isabel is not what she was to
me, for she is lost now.”

T Y Not if I can save her,” uitered the youth
with compressed lips. W

Half an hour afierwards he found Teahel alone
in the garden, anit he told her what had passed
between himsclf and Don Miguel,

“And now,” he continued, *“ why shonld we
suffer this terrible calamiry? Tet us Aeeo, ‘and

. Isabel looked up with a mournful expression,
and slowly shook her head,

“ Francisco,” she replied, with a tone of ealm
consideration, “ ¥ fear that what you propose is
impracticable.  We cannot flue where the law
cannot reach us, and that Inw hinds me to the
fata we dread.” .

“You mistake, dearest one, There i a home

0r THE EXD.”

not: There is anotker nation iz America—tho
g&:;:::'?f free and noble men—the United

“And would yon leave the land of your birth 7
mutraured the maiden, looking up with a
thonghtful expression.

“ Most assuredly T would, when that land be-
comes the home of incvitable calamity and wos
O, Isabel, we live for the rights and joys whic!;
God has given us to enjoy, und we have a heay-
en-sent right to seck those rights and hold on
upon them. Shall we not do so, then? Think
of it, love.” C

The maiden did think. It was a new thonoht
to ker mind, and she would not judge ha.sL;i_v
She would not marry Calleja, nor would she bf;
a fugitive wpon the face of the carth for the pur-
pose of escaping him. But one thought, mere
than all others combined, weighed 2131[)(;11 her .
mind. Her religions views were sober and pe-
flective, and her ideas of peligious duty were
deep and operative, She !few that by an eecle-
siastical law she was bound to marry with Don
Juan, and she knew, too, that her father had
placed her in his hands, and with his dying
breath had enjnined upon her grandfather to gee
the contract fulfilled. This poini had been most
foreibly presented to her by the old bishop at the

we can find, where the foul Iaw can touch yon

capital.  He had worked upon her religious
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and hesitating, and his hand rested nervously

upon hie sword-hilt. He sought Don Miguel,
and after a deal of effort he made out to com-
municate what had transpired. The old man
was frightened by the colonel’s manner, and his
limbs trembled violently. Don Juan was very
savage—raving, maniac mad. Hiz lps were
livid, death-like and compressed, his eyes glar-
ing and wild, his nostrils distended, and his
thick black hair matted and dishevelled.
“Let Francisco Moreno pass beneath your
roof again while Y am here, and enter my pres-
ence, and his heart’s blood shall pollute your
floor. I you care for your own life, too, you
will look to this matter yourself.”
Tt is no fault of mine, I assure you," return-
¢d Trwexiflo, I cannot be responsible for their
conduct, for I am old, and canrot follow them.”
‘1 know not that you are to blame for what
has happened,” resumed the colonel, speaking
in a tone less exeited, “but you can forbid thé
young vitlain to enter your doors again.”
Don Miguel was saved the trouble and per-
plexity of replying to this, for at that moment
the heavy tramp of horses .was heard, and on
Iooking out at the W
six horsemen riding into th
were soldiers, and he who led

Jniform of & major.  Caligju recognil

Apadoca, an officer of the Patriot forces, with

whom he had formerly been on terms of intimacy
and friéndship.

It must be some message from the eapital,”
he said, as soor az he saw who it was ; and

W, they saw a party of | conld not

eralissimo,” replied the major.
duly understood, and you may Le sure that your
inability to join the army has lost you nothing

“ Not more 50 than I am to meet the gallant
Major Apadoea,” replied Calleja, with n Iook
and tone of well modulated flattery.

“I was just asking our worthy old friend if
you were here,” resumed the=mnjor, with a
smile, “and you mast pardonme if I do my
mission first, and dwell npen others masters
afterwards.” ] .

** Of conrse—that ig as it should be,” respond.
ed Callgja, who gathercd from Apadoea’s face
that the business was of an agreeable kind.

- “Then my message is this :—I am directed
by the Congress of the Republic to bring the
Colonel Juan Culleja to the capital, or to ses
thathe receives due notice of the order, for it is
the wish of the rulers that all our fricnds be duly
assembled at once, that proper n{ﬁéﬁs may be
distributed, and the necessary measnres adopted

to establish a beneficent and harmonious
goverament.”’

sclf-gratulating'smile. “Then it sedms my lat- .
ter of nllcgiance was reccived ¢ '

0, certainly.” ‘ -
“X'was s fry,”" resumed the colonel, * that T

t once take up arms and join the

“Ahb, yes,” said Don Juan, wil:{: a bright,

fiiends #my country in the heat of the conflict;

most prostrating sickness alone pravent-
I hope this is understood.””

0, yes, that was all appreciated by tle gen-
“ Your case was

stren ) of m 8010 do I l()Ve 231 hono SWOT W S the bn L]
hol t tl: d, he leap(’}d like o ild tlaer upun
whole d i s

g ¥ R3E

eart is yours, and my—"
yog.hel:;[bgp;::;i:pt;aking, yfor her feeling over-
came her, and the warm tearsfburat forth from
her eyes., This was & talisman to the soul ?f
onr hero, for his own emotions would refmsuln
under contrel no longer—and they wept freely
tOg“B gl,e :x'ay Yife of all hope_on earth, t!}:;s thu:]g
muat not be,”” burst convuﬂlswely fron‘x the yo_t:l mg]I
man’s lips, as he clasped the wcepmig1 ma;mm
wildly to his bosom. “We must flee from
here. Every duty we owe t,_o ou.rselves_a;mme
our God demands it. We will not be mis

H "

th{?;%:; lr:lliex;r, ot now,” murmured Ysabel,

coward, and knocking the S‘;.vord-'lrm down’mhi
dealt him u blow upon the side of the head tha
felled bim to the earth like a dead man. .
«Tool!™ the young man gasped, us he stpo
sbove the fullen villain, ¢ you should have kn 11;2
me by this time. Lay there and calm yourse b. .
And as he thus spoke, he turned to where Is.n ed
had raised herself upon her elbows, and a'ssmte
hﬁf‘ tgol:xzfif:;zct one,” he said,  let us go now
to the hm;s'e. Leon upon my arm. You are
H t»" .
We;};: :?):fl ;irl did not speak, but huvitflg cast‘
oné trembling look upon the prosirate oxglk od
Don-Juan, she turned with her lover and walke

i i wly away from the spot.
Yes, yes, now is the fime,” passionately | slowly ¥

ed the youth 1
::gthe terrible fate of which we speak.

iscolored.
aever willed that one so pure and lovely as your- | pale and discolor

fore Calleja return-
It was full half an hour be ;
o o epen. d%gzg ed to“;he house, and when he came his face was

His step was trembling - .

" to welcome the new-comers,

again ho blessed his stars that he hed given in

his adherence to the Patriot cause before the
overthrow of the empira.

The coming of the soldiers had served to

bring Den Mipuel back to something like him-:

self, and he at once proceeded to the verandah
Cullja went to the
mirrer, and having smoothed his hair, and
placed his feutures in as respectable a condition
a5 possibls, he followed the example of his host.
When he reached the verandeh he found the
major already in conversation with Truxillo, and
he thought ke heard his own name prorounced.
As soon as he caught Apadoea’s eye he stepped
quickly forward, for, though he apprehended no
danger to himself, yet Le way anxious to know
what was the ohject of the present mission.

“Ah, colonel,” uttered the messenger, advanc-
ing and extending his Land, “I am gratified to

of favor, for your influence is not the least im-
paired thereby, and your presence in the council
will be just as much needed. Now when can
you sct ount ¥ ‘
“At onee,” was Calleja’s emphatic reply,
while an exaltant look overspread his dark face.
“But,” he added, after a moment’s paase, T
shall not go alone. I lavea eompanion to ace-
company me—my wife."”
“Ah—married 2" uttered the major, evincing
much surprise.’ ’
“ Well—no—not yet. Not exactly married,
for there i3 no pricst here to peform the cere-
mony., Bat the senorita will accompany me.”

“ Certainly,” said Apadoca. *I think T
heard Bantana speak of that matter,”
“Ah—and what did he suy 7"
“That he expeeted there wonid be a wedding -
soom after your arrival at the capital. He seem-

meet you."”

ed to speak as thongh the matier had long heen

pending, and that you wished it brought to o
termination.”
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# Xe was right. I know Santana well. Early
te-morrow morning, major, I will be ready to
set out.” '

Afier this the conversation tocok a more gen-
eral turn, and the party adjomrned to the draw-
ing-room. Afier supper the major sought Fran-
cigco and held a long commanication with him,
and shortly after dark our hero, accompanied by
three of the men who had come with Apadoca,

rode off towards the valley road.
(n the follewing morning, Isabel was prepared
to set out on her reture to the capital. She
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upon her cheeks, for the fountain was wept dry.

She was pale and rigid, and ler features seemed
to have become petxified into a cast of utter des-
pair. She did not seek for Francisco, for she
dared not sce him sgain. She only allowed his
name to rest upon her lips in prayer, and then
she shut him wway in her deeply suuken heart.
She bade her weeping servams farewell once
more—she returned her aged grangire’s kisg-—
received his blessing—and then turned from the
house, Juan Calleja assisted hor to her saddle,
and in a few moments more she was borne along
at a brisk pace towards the capital,

moved about mechanically, and her motions
were slow and heavy. There were no tears

* CHAPTER XXIIL

COXCLUBION,

In nlarge apartment of the vieerey's palace
at Mexico, were assembled some of the principal
officers of the new Republic. Santann was
there, and so was Garza end Guerrero. 1t was
one of the chambers of state, and the imperial
insigninhad all been removed, and the Repub-
lican badges substituted. The large door at the
head of the room was opened, aund Pon Juan
Calleja was ushered in.  He entered with a pro-
fusion of bows and smiles, but hc received no
smiles fn return, At first this appeared strange
to him, bat perhaps there was perplexing busi-
ness before them, and hence their apparent

he met only a calm, steady leok, and after 8
moment’s hesitation he gave an uffirmative
answer.
«Then we will have her brought hefore us,”
said Santana. .

« Rut whercfore 7 asked Don Juan, not'a lit-
tle surprised at the order.

« T thought it was your wish to be married fo,
the Senorita Isabel Truxillo ¥

« S it is, excelloncy—not only my wish, but
my legal right.”

 Then lot the. maiden attend us here. We
hove heard much of this affair, and have also
heard that it has already been a source of trouble.

coolness.
 General,” said Ton Jnan, approaching San-

tana, and extending his hand, “I helieve my
presence has been requested at this place, and
at this time.” ) .
saly, Don Juan Calleja, if Timistake not?”
+ returned the general.

“ The same, at your sefvice, excellency,” res-
ponded Calleja, bowing low. “1 think I am
not mistaken. I wasinformed that my presence
was needed.” :

« Certainly, colonel; but not yours alone. I
think there is & fuir senorita in the question. Is
it not so 7"

Callcja gazed hard into the general’s fuce, for
it sounded to him as though the words were

Under such circumstances the sooner it is sei-
tled the beitor.” T

¢ Perhaps it is,” replied Callcja, beginning to
think that things might be right, after all.

« 8o we have thought,” added Santana; ** and
you may go and bring the maiden before uws.
Mujor Apadoea will bear you company.”

Juan Calleja turned, and in company with
Apadoca left the apartment.  There was o short
consultation among the officers afier be hed
gone, and some of them smiled, while some, on
the other hand, looked grave. Ire long Don
Juan returned, and by the hand he led Tsabel
Truxillo. She gazed fartively sbout her with a

halé-frightened look, as though she would have

spusen with more than ordinary meaning, Bus

gearched among atl those present for a friend.
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“Excellency,” snid the ecolonel, approaching
{'he‘ place were Santans stocd, ©this i3 the
meidon of whom we have spoken.” ¢
o Lady,’: spoke the gencral, looking kindly
into Tsabel’s fuce, “do you know why you have
been bronght hither 17

" ¥es, scnor,” faintly arficulated the poor
girl, .
“And for what 17

" To be made a wifu?” she whispered,

. " Bo—you are right there”
At his moment the door “again opened, and

that task, and made & failure of it,"” replied
Suntana, ’ .

Culleja started beneath these words, for they
were gpoken in & tone of sarcasm not to be mis-
understood.  He wag a man of wild, ungovern-
a_ble passions, and he felt now that ha was for the
time, at least, being made sport of. J

“Sa.ut'ana,,"' he said, in a grinding, hissing
tonie, while his hands worked nervously,  wilt
Jou interpose your authority to wrest the maid-
en from that man's grasp ¢

“Upon my soul, colonel, the maiden seems

Francisco Moreno, drossed in the full uniform of
a cavalry colonel, entered the apartment.- He
gazed abont him with blank surprige, and his
Very manner showod plainly that he knew nos
why ke had been sent for. His eye had wan.
dered half around the roorm, when it chanced to
rest upon Isabel. He uttered a quick exclama-
tion." The sonnd of his voice struck quici;]y

vastly well satisBed where she is. I am not
used to nsing force to drive & defenceloss girl
from her own heart’s wish.”

Culleja grew more and more purple in the
face. He hissed like a serpent, and mads
anether movement townrds the epot where the
lovers stood, :
“ 0, Francisco, save me! gave me!” cried

upon the maiden’s ear, and she raised he

y I ¢Yes.
They rested upoa the face of her lower, and ‘zibh
the first wild impulse of her blecding heart she
Sprang towards him and pillowed her head upon

Isabel, as she saw her persccutor’s movement,
! For the love of Heaven, do not let him touch
me.”’ ’
“ Not while I live skall his foul touch pollnte

hits b?sorn. ITe, gll thoughtless af the presence | YOU 2E3I0,” pronounced the youth, with one arm
of his superiors, wound his arms tightly about absut her fuir ferm and the other cxtended tg-
her, znd _stmined her fo his quickly beacing wards his sword-hilt, “ When next he places
heart. his hand upen you he must pass ever my dead

“Death and destruction ” exclaimed Callejs, | 294¥.”

darting, towards them;  décs the "hoy villain
)-et__?’
“ Btop, stop, colonel,” spoke Santana, at ti';e

“Then be itso ! yoHed Callejs, as he made

a wild leap towards the youthful pair,

But he did not reach the ohject of his wrath,

came limc,lnying his hand rashor heavily apon for the strovg hands of half:a-doren of thuse whe
Don Juaw’s shoulder. “This is 2 now phase in staod about were 1nid npon him and held him

the affuir, 'What means jt 2

“ Means 27 gnsped Calleja, turning  first
ashy pale, and then purple-in the face. * It
n_w:ms Lt that villaiz has sedaced the best affue-
tions of my young wife from me.”

* No, no, colencl—not your wife

“To all intents and purposes she is my wife
senor, and all the power of the land cannot an:
nzl the contract without first tearing down the
authority of God’s holy church.”

“Ah, then the bond mnat be sttong indeed,”
remarked the general; with something like 2

back.

" Don Juan Calleje,” spoke Santana, “if you

value your own life as anything, you will be
e:*tx‘cful how you condurt yourse!f in the presence
of your superiers. Let your acts be n little
more circamspect.”

“But you shell not drive me to desporation,

then,” utterad the colonel. “Let this' business
be at onee sertled, At your hands I demand my
affianeed bride.”

o . s
Yon must await the coming of one more

powerful than T,” ealmly replied Santana,

smile wpon his fuce.
“It' is stromg—so strong that it cannot be
broken, She is my wife, and ¥ defy any power

. to unmake the fact. Let that dastardly vitlain

?)e punished as ke deserves, or let me take him
in my own hands and chastise him.”

“ Methinks, Don Juan, you have already tried

“ Moro powerfsl?  Who 7
“ The president.”
“And you—are you not the raler in Mexico 2

“HNo. But here he comes, Make way
there for Guanarours Vicromis, President of
the Meaican Republic 1

The door was alrendy open, and the president
entered. Both Frantisco and Isabel gazed into
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his noble features, and a simultaneous exclama-
tion of astonishment burst from their lips, for
they recognixed in the grest and noble Victorin
none other than their strange friend Boquilla,
the wandering guerrillal

Ang Calleja, too, recognized whe wes raler in
Mexico.

“ General Victoria—president!” he gasped,
“while he shook at every joint.

“Ay, my bold colonel,” replied the chief
magistrate, I am elevated to that office, and 1
am the more pleased sinee T shall thereby be
enabled to mete gqut to you the reward which
your noble character and distinguished services
80 richly merit.”

Don Juan wes confounded. He kuew mot
what to do or say. 'There was a fear, however,
taking possession of kis mind, that all was not
going to end so well as he could have wished.
He looked first upon the face of Guadaloupe
Victoris, and then upon. the faces of these who
stood around, and he knew that he had neta
frisnd among them all. e could read it in the
countenances too plainly to be doubted. He be-
ghn to think he was afool fur having trusted
himselfback in the city, but lis thoughts were not
very cxtended, for he was soon called to attend
to the business upon which his presence had beca
requested.

“ (olonel Juan Calléja,” resumed the presi-
dent,  you must excuse me for having kept you
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course hag been ons of the most reckless vil
Iany and vandalism. You remember when you
were stopped among the mountain passes last
summer. I think you recognized me then?”

Calleja mande & painful, nervous sign of
afirmation, and Victoria continued :

“At that time I mistrusted your mission, sad
I determined 1o know the truth. T did keow it
and I found that you were bound to deliver up o
score of noble men to death—men who never
harmed yow, nor harmed the base goverameny
under which you worked ; but thoy were to die,
because fou hated them. I was enabled to frus-
trate your bloody purpese, and you retarned
‘empty-handed. But yow were not satisficd to
have one work of blood ata time on your hands.
You must needs conspire for the death of your
own best friend ! For the sake of o faw bags of
gold you would have Don Miguel Truxille
killed ¥’ ‘

« 3t jo false! false as the father of lies ¥
gasped Calleja.  “IHe who—""

= Qilence ¥’ thundercd Vietoria. “I am not
telling you of my smspicions, but I am telling
what I know: Let me inform you that your
immediaggfricnd and confidant, Pedro Reyna, is
dcead. Hﬂi@d in prison. IHe wag taken while
acting 28 & spy in the Patriot camp undger your
directions ! and before he died he made some
curious confessions. But emough. Your fate,
Juan Calleja, is scaled.”

waiting, but I had an unexpected eall, and was

cbliged to attend to it. Now, however, we will

pass on at once to the sutgect, and T truss that
" justice will lose nothing by the delay.”

“J hope not,” said Don Juan, who tried hard
10 assure himself that none would dare to harm
bim since he had sworn allegiance to the Bepub-
Yie, and that his wife would alsobe given to him.
«And to commence the administration of justice,
let the Senorita Isabel be restored to me.”

< That cormes ngt first, Don Juan,” calmly re-
plied Victoria, ““ There are other matters to.he
&isposed of ere wo can reach thas, and to them 1
must call your attention.”

Calleja again lost bis self-assurance, for there
was something in the tone of the president, and
& certain kindling fire in his eye, that betokened
no good. ‘

“TListen, now,” continued Victoria, speaking
in a deep toae, and looking sternly into the face
of the colonel, * We well know the character
you have sustained sinee troublons times first

" ¢ame upon our belaved country. Your whole

¢« But you cannot harm me, I have sworn
allegiance to the Republic,” exclaimed the poor
villaia,

“Ab, my bold colonel,” retnrned the presi-
dent, with a ook of centerspt, it takes two
parties to form on allegiance ; and let me assure
you that the party which I have the hovor to
represent, want no eonnection with such as you.
No! added Victoria, while his voice changed,
and his look grow more dark. * Your sins are
kuown, and your crimes are on record. Your
whole 1ifa has been one continuous plan of vil-
lany. For your many erimes you are sentenced
to death! Lot him be removed ¥’

A dozen men moved to Culleja’s side, and era
he could think of resistance, he was bound and
led from the place. He cursed and swore, and
begped and entreated, but he was nes noticed.

¥or a while after the villain had been led away
there was & profound silence in the greai apart-
ment. At length, Guadaloupe Victoria stepped
down from his seat of state, and approached the

| spot where stocd Franeisco' and Lsubal

A . .
My friends,” ke sald, with a warm gmile, at { But Guadalow

the same time extending both his hands,
know me now, and you will readily anderstand
why one whom the emperor both feared and
Bated should have chosen to remajn unknown
and secladed. But I hope my wanderings are
now over, and as my first aim is to remove all
wicked enemies from our midst, so that our
peace shall he seeured, so my next shall be to
reward those who have snffered persecution
under the regime which has passed away. Col-
onel Moreno, you are a poble man, and I know
that you love your free country, and to.sach

youiand he folt perfect]

/
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pe knew that she wept for joy,

¥ satisfied with what he had
doge, : '

* * #* * *
‘ '.I‘he soft breath of spring again found the
foliage about the house of Don Miguel Truxillo
One bright, warm day thers was a great gnthqr-l
ing in thic capacious old dwelling. The Mexican
president was there, and so wore numersus
c:ther officers of the government. Don Miguel’s
time-marked faco was all lighted up with smiles
for he was happy, very happy. The oce-usiun,

shionld the carq of our faireat aanghters b given, [was the uniting of two true and noble hearts by .

Is.abel, I have known you long, and X know the |
Wlfi.hBE of your good old grandsire, You may
smile now, for joy .is all before you, and the
clouds of durkness have rolled away. Hence-
forth you must look to Franciseo for protection,
and if you want a husband I fear you will hsv:e,
to make yourself contented with him, for the
3nan‘t0 whom you were affianced while .yot an
infant, and who has since claimed your hand, I
must take from you. I think the change w’ill
not be painful, witl it 2" ;

But Tsabel could not reply. Sho could onl
Lide her fa

ce in her lover’s bosom and weep.

outward ceremony, for inwardly those heasts
had been united for years. Irancisco and Isa-
bel stood mest prominent in the group, and if
they did not show their joy in such clt;stcrin'* “
qrﬁl(gs as heamed about them, it was becan o
théif “gratefal hearts were weighed mote deeply
down by solemn thoughts, They dwelt not
alone amid the flowers thut now clustered nbont -
them, bat their thoughts stretehed away into the
future, and their prayers wore with God—thag
he would keep them in the path they had chosen,

50

and not let their weight of Jjoy blind them to
¥ | the stern and noble dutics of 1ife,

[‘

.
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Ix a small village, a few leagues from Paris,
lived an honest peasant ealled Juquet, whose
wife was familiarly known as Mother Mosctée.
The former was a hard working, incffensive man,
but ignerant ; the latter was move intelligent and
better educated than most of her class, and had
gained considerable infinence among the sar-
rounding peasantry. Hers was a sympnathizing
natore, who had a cheering smile and a kind
word for atl,

One night as she sat thoughtfully gazing into
the fire, while beside her was a cradle, in which
lay & young child, a gentls knock fell upon hey
car. 1t was late, but Mother Moselte was not
timid and immediately opened the door.

A well-dressed man entered, bearing an ob-
jectin his arms which Le carefully deposited
on a large arm-chait,

* Look at it,” he said, in a respect{nl tone.

The good woman cautiously opened the folds
of an ample cloak, and heheld o besutiful infant.
She started back in surprise.

e The child is confided to your i:are; she is
ealted Estelle. Her parents are well-horn; at
some fature time she will be claimed. They
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and virtwous; that you will gﬁ{u'(} her from
moral as well ag physical evils.”

«“By what name aré the parents known ¥ ‘
asked Mother Mosette.  °

« ] am forbidden to tell. But do wot fear,
my good woman; the child need not blush fo_r
its parentage. Here is a purse of g:old ,;’when it
is exhansted, more will be fortheoming. ‘
Mother Mosetés drew off the cloaly wrapp.ed
about the gleeping infant, She glanced inql‘.ur-
ingly at fh# stranger ae she remarked the rich-
negs of its clothifiy. )
« That finefy must be put out of the way; 1
will only attrget attention. You will know hes,t:,
what is proper} under the present eircumstiances.
The woman stood a moment Wwithout speak-
ing, ps though considering the proposal. )

“ You do not hesitate ¥’ said the man, witha
concernced expressidi. .

“] am fcarfnl}’,shaﬂ not satisfy—that it ma}"’
not be for the best, We cannot read she futurs,
she replied, irresolutely. :

#True; but be assured you shail su.(ﬁ':r ne
loss by bestowing'a mother’s care on this inno-
cent one, I would she could pass as your own
¢hild 2 he added, turning abruptly to merk the

kave good reason to know you are kind, honest

effect his words might produce,
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“ That cannot be,” was the quick reply, as
she pointed to the credle which the stranger had
not observed.

The latter looked disappointed, but seeing
her munner was decisive, did not urge the point.

“The child wears a pearl necklace,” he
continued, aficr a pause.  * Preserve it reli-
giously ; do not part with it on any considera-
tion. It is highly valued, as a family memorial.”

The good woman hent over to examine the
ornament. It was of exquisite design. A lock-
et was attached to it by a small gold chain,
whieh, to all appearance, contained a miniaturo.
‘When Mother Mosette looked around, the strang-

~ ¢t had disappeared.

“Gone!” she exclaimed,

At that moment the child opened its eyes,
looked up in her fice and smiled, ag though im-
ploring her protection in ite helplessness.

The kind-hearted woman took it up, kissed
its dimpled cheek affectionately, and inwardly
resolved it should never lack a mother’s caye.

" She would divide her heart’s treasures between

the little Estelle and her own Lucine.

Juquet s not particalarly pleased at finding
his family so0 unexpectedly incressed; bus his
good humor returned by learning that the child
was amply provided for. . o

A sad event oecurred next morning. The
infant daughter—the loved Lucine—sickened
suddenly and died. 'The mother grieved sorely,
but weeping would not give life to the dead. At
length her saddened thoughts turned to the
stranger child. 1t seemed providentially sent to
fill the void in her hoart. With an inxpressible
yearning she clasped the little stellc to her ho-
som, and from that hour the child knew no oth-
er parent. It was no difficult matter to pass it
off as her own. The simple peasants had no
suspicions, and although it was remarked that
Mother Mosette looked pale and sad, no one
knew the loss she bad snstained.

In infancy, Wstelle was singularly beautiful,
and as years rolled on, .they but added to her
lovelivess.  Slight in figure, but of fanltless
proportions, dark-eyed and dark haired, she was
a model specimen of bronette beaufy.  Amiahle,
artless and unselfish, she won all hearts, and call-
ed forth general admivation.

Bat onee had Mother Mosette heard from the
stranger who hiad left the child in her keeping.
About twelve months afier his first appearance,
a well-filled purse was thrown in at her open
door, with.a note which -merely said that her

conduct had been satisfactory, and that the meth-
er would soon visit her child. ‘

Years passed awny and she camo not. Tha .
good woman was obliged to belicve Rstelle’s
friends had forsalen her, for she vainly looked for
any tidings from them., Yet she was as thought-
ful of her young chargs as evef, relaxing not an
offort to make her happy, and giving her sach
instruction as her means would allow. She
loved Lstelle as sho had Lucine; she knew no
difference.  The worthy Jaquet had suddenly
Jeceased, and Mosette was thankful God had
given her so good o daughter for her solace,

One day Mother Mosette and Estells sac by an
ropen window, The latter was now fifteen years
of age, and able to be of sume agsistance. At
this time her work lay untouched, her usually
nimble fingers were idle, while her dark, pensive
eyes were fixed on the floor. At length she said:

“ I dreamed last night, mother.”

““Don't you every night,” replied the woman,
pleasantly,

“But this was not a common vagary of sleep,
resumed the young girl. “1 thought we lived
in a large chateau with grand old trees about it,
The stairease was wide, the rooms high, there
were corridors and saloons, we had servants to
wait on us, and cverything was very magntficent,
O I should like to live in just such a place 1”

Mother Mosette glanced at the lovely speaker
in comcern.  “You are disrontented, then 27

“0 no, my mother; but that was such a
pleasant dream, I have thought of it much., I
even remember the Jarge pictures that looked
down on me from the wall.  One of them was a
beautiful lady, who seemed to regard me so ten-
derly that T loved her at once.”

Mosette fult mncasy. Why Gid the girl have
such fancies. Were her intnitions whispering '
the truth?  “ Such imaginary things are of no
accofint ; they should be forgotien.” |

“Isuppose so,” said HEstelle, sadly. *“And
yet,” she added, her conntenance brightening as
she spoke, “and yet who knows but some dey
we shall have plenty of mouey, and not have to
work so hard ¥
*“Don’t talk shout it any more, wy child.
Sing to me,” refurned Mother Mosette, anxious
to change the suhject. 1 like yoursinging bet-
ter that you‘r dreaming.”

Estelle gniiled, and did as she was requested,
At first, the tones were of surpassing sofiness
and sweetness, then they grew loader and clenr-
er, and anon the melody filled the room,
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“Ylove to sing, dear mother,” said Hstelle,
88 the last ¢cho died away. “1 cannot express
myself in any other way. It makes me better,
happier, My spirit scems to speak i a h?.n-
guage of its own, while cvery pulse thrills with
delight as I strive to give it utterance.”

Mosette was ahout replying, when her eyes
rested upon the figure of & man near the win-
dow. As she looked up, he came forward.

“I conld not avoid listening to such rare
muosie. I have been too much charmed to
move,”? he said, courteonsly. o

, Istelle colored, and her companion invited
kim to enter. )

A wonderful voice,” he cbserved, seating
himself.

“ Do you think s0 ?” replied the woman.

+ I never heard it excelled, If she could have
gdod instruction, neither of youn would be oblig-
ed to do that hard work any longer,”” he added.

“«O how nice that would be!” exclaimed
Estelle, ‘

“You will spoil the child, monsieur,” s.ald
Mother l\IoEﬁette, with slight coldness, resuming
her work.

T ghould be sorry to do that. I dobut
speak the truth,” retwrned the gentleman, warm}y,
« ] ghould like to hear mudemoiselie sing again.
1 am a great lover of musie.”

The young girl looked at her mother.

 8ing, my child,” said the latter, ‘

Again a strain of delicious harmony delighted
the ears of monsieur. He bent forward eagerly,
lest he should lose one of the bird-like tones.

« Fxcellent, excellent 1 he exclaired, when

Tstelle had ceased, and was timidly looking at

his face, which certainly expressed wpyunder and

admiration.

# My good woman,” resumed the gent]emar,x,
turningto Mother Mosette, after o mombnt’s
pause, “such a voice was Dot given to your
child for no purpose. Sheis capable of becom-

ing a distinguished prima domna. I am man-
ager of theaire, and ought to know some-
thing abont these things. Permit her to go with
me. I will procure her the best masters ths‘xr.

Paris can afford, it my own expense, and in

two ycars she will be prepared to earn hel:self a
" pame and a fortnne. Do not decide without

thought,” he udded, perceiving that she was

about to reply in the negative. * Look at tbe
matter deliberately. Refleet on my offer, and
give me an answer iv a week's time.”

ing him, and bowing low to Mother Mos:ctt’e, he
departed. B Co
Estelle sighed, looked wistfully in the diree-
tion he had taken, and hoped he would come
aéain. ‘Mosette was silent for some time.
When the proposition bad first been made, she
was on the point of giving an indigaent refusal,
A little reflection made her paunse.  Bho re-
membered, Jaquet was dead, that time was al-
ready silvering her own haivs. Whoe wm.:ld pro-
tect the girl when she was gone?  Might not
her wondrous beauty prove a fatal® gife to her?
These thoughts passed rapidly throngh her
mind, The kind woman had always cherished
a secret hope that Hstelle would one day oceupy
her true position. She was aware that the girl
had an uncommonly fine voice, ¥rom infancy
she had warbled like a nightingale, makipg ill-
humor venish, and gull days pass cheerily. DBut
whather this gift could be turned to account was
aquestion. Perhaps the nnknown had ovcrrate;‘
her powers, But then, if Estclle succeeded, she
would be placed beyond the reach of want, and
better able to take care of herself, should she be
lefs without a protector. She might astract some
attention, and by that means her parentage be
discoversd. 'This last thought had more weight
with Mother Mosctte than. all the ress. Estelle
should decide. o o .
* Estelle, my child, what are you thmkmg.of 2
she asked, looking searchingly at the fair girl.

¢ Y was singing, imimagination to & large au-
dience,” replicd Tstelle, frankly.

“t Foolish one!” exclaimed Mosotte, in a play-
ful manner. Do not look so sad. T am not
displeased. You are younger than I am,end
look at things in a different Iight. Bl{t., my,
dear,” she continued, speaking more seriously,
“it is for you fo say how we are.fo rep_ly tf:
this strange gentleman. It shall be as you w1s.h.

« Then lot us go,” said Estelle, with vivacity.
# T have go longed to see Paris. Yoz will be
with me, and I shall fear nothing. I will s.tv:dy
hard pnd earn much money that your declining
years may be made comfortable.”

The point was dctermined; they would try
their fortuues in Paris.

Trae to his word, Monsienr Delonde—as he
announced himself—made his appearance at t'he
appointed time., He heard their decision with

ittle joy. ] .
no“h;% ng on this condition, only,” said ,}he
woman ; *“that we shall not the separated.

Thanking Estelle for her kindness in gratify-

No such sacrifice being demanded, Mother

i

_in my dz-eﬂlgl” she exclaimed. * The same

..~ 0, where did you get it, my mother "
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Mosette felt move at ease, A E'e::}weeks found
.the two females comfortably installed in Paris.
Lstelle was at onee put under the tnition of an
exccllent mastor, ands initiated into a course of
scientific training.

Nearly thyee years possed on. It was the
night of her debnt.  Clad in simple white, with
a few natwral flowers in her dark hair, Estcle
staod before Mosette, who gazed on her with
fond pride for a moment, and then took from 2
small box the pecklace which had been left in

her keeping.  Estelle looked nt it with curfosity. |

“It has a miniature within, Ekamine it.”
Estelle touched  spring and the locket opened.
“ It is like the picture of the lady that I sew

beautifal smik, the same loving face as that!

“Bome time I will tell you all about it. * Think.
now of what js before you. Act maturally, and
you will act| well. If your courage wavers,
think of this;jpicture and be strong, You will
sintg admirabi ¥—I am sure of it.”

Mother Mdsctte smiled on her fair charge,
kisged her tenderly, and abrapily left the room.

Estelle glanced again af the miniature, press-
ed it hastily to her lips, and then closing it, gave
her hand to Monsienr Delonde, who at that mo-
ment made his appearance, ’

"The cartain drew up, and the young debutante
wasled wpon the stage. Rapturous applause
greeted her appearance, followed by a deep si-
lence. Fora moment, she was perplexed and
irresolute. The timid glanee she cast at the
andience, assured Lor that all eyes were fixed
onber. Ifer youth and beauty had already se-
eured the approbation of the house, but of that
she was igmorant.  For the first time she seemed
to feel the erushing responsibility of her situation.

She avertod her gnze before so many glasses
and curious faces, and wished she was again be
neath theé humble roof of Mother Mosetis,
Thoughts rushed through her mind like light-
ning—she lived an hour in # sccond.

*“Courage!” said the kind voice of Delonde,
as the orchestra played a few bars,

Thellittle word acted upon her like magic,
Her bosom throbbed onee more with hope—her
brain thrilled with the inspiration of song.
Raising her eyes, she broke the oppressive si-
lence. Her voice, tremulons and weak st first,
soon swelled into full and delightful notes, and
gaining confldence as she went on, had conquer-
od the diffidence of a first appearance. ‘

Eistelle forgot that thousands gazed upon her.
Her slight figure scemed to grow taller, her chest
Leaved, and she gave herself up to the inspiring
theme. She sang wonderfully. The applauso
was enthusiastic, and o general buzx of admira-
tion gave evidence thas the audience coutd ap-
preciate true geniuas.

The young girl had indeed achioved a triumph,
but the approval of Mother Mosotto, the worthy
manager, and her kind 0ld teacher, was valued
more highly than anything clse.

Now, of course, the fair prima-donna had
many sdmirers. Much prrfamed note paper
was wasted by the inditing of numberless epis-
tles, all conched in extravagant language, and
begeing the honor of an introduction, while
some conteined jewels of value, which the de~
butante was desired to wear at the next opera.
These numerous offerings necessarily reached
Estelle through Delonde, who, agreeably to
Mother Mosette’s request, invariahly declined
glving her nddrese, well knowing that the socie-
ty of most of the disappointed applicants would
do her no good.  Fstelle langhed at the missives,
and returned the ornaments with polite assuran-
ces that she did not aceept presents, ‘
One day Bstelle, closely veiled, sought the
residerice of her kind master. She ¢id not no-
tice, on her return, that o young man watched
her steps, and surveyed the honsc attentively
which she entered.

This was Paul Treville, the adopted son of a
neobleman of wealth and influence, e also had
been fascinated by the charming prima-donna,
and had been eager to make her acquaintancs,
By chance he had learned what so many were
anxious to know, hut he was too honerable to
take an undue advantage of the circumstance,

His wishes were soon afier realized, however,
He met Delonde, Mother Mosette, and  Estella
one morning on a public promenade, and tha
former, who kuew his name and high moral
character, made him known fo his eompanions,
e was invited to call upon them ; and one visit
succeeded another, until he saw Estelle daily.

Panl Treville was endowed with rare musical
talents himself; possessing a voice, deep, rich
and melodions, he and Estelle passed many pleas-
ant hours in practising duets together. Mon-
sieur Delonde had his head fall of husiness, and
good Mother Mosette—simple soul-—sceing the
muiden was happy and content, went quiectly
on with her netting in & corner; and so neither

suspected the two young people might take it
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into their heads to fall in Tove with each other.
But they did notwithstanding, aithough the kind
woman was a long time in coming to a know-
ledge of the fact. One day Paul found Estelle
looking extremely unhappy.

T mnst practise alone in future,” she said,
in reply to Lis anxions inquirfes. “Ihave been
impradent ; T should ret have seen youso often.
My mother has-talked to me very kiadly, and 1
must be governed by heradvice ; buf I feel very
miserable about it.” -

* What was her advice 7’ asked Treville, striv-
ing to speak calmly.

« That I should see yon no more.”

« Does ghe know my feelings towards you ¥

7 tried to tell her,” murmurd"d Estelle, avert-
1nghef eyes, “but I fear she docs not think as
youf do.” )

‘o Paul,” sheadded suddenly, “ do not attempt
to see me again; it is best. Remember what
you are, and what I am-—a nohleman’s son, and
n peasant’s daughter, Think what a gulf there
i3 between us, and do not try fo cross it.”’

4¢ You have beauty, talent, worth, genius, and
an imherent nobility of soul; what care I for
more ¥ excluimed Treville, vehemently.

“But yoyr father, Panl—the Count de DBeau-
mont,” =aid Estelle, laying her small hand upon
the young man's arm.

Treville's countenance assumed a disconsolate
expression ; he recalied the prejudices of his
benefactor against those of low origin, and was
confident he would never recognize Estelle as a
daughter-infaw. Pael was too truthful to de-
ceive the maiden in the slightest degree by any
false statemcnt.

A long conversation followed, which did not
gerve to make matters look more hopeful, and
Punl Treville, who was a full believer in the
maxim “that what can be done to-day onght not
to be put off till the morvew,” left Estelle and
sought his father, to learn just how much oppo-
gition he might expect to encounter.

« ] have come,” said the young man, deferen-
tially, “to speak to yon on a subject of
importanee.™

“In love, perhaps,” retorted De Beanmount,
torning a scarching look upon Panl.

“ Unfortunately, that is true,” replied he.

¢ Well, who is she—a gri.. tte, a ballet dancer,
a third-rate selress, or an opera singer ¥ asked
the count, somewhat contemptucusly,

“« A primadonna,” said Paul, in s penitent

# A prima-donna ” exclaimed De Beaumont,
dropping the book he had been reading.

“ An angelic creature, I assure you,” Paul
ventured to remark, without looking up.
“Perhaps you think of marrying her ¥ pur.
sued the count. o
“VYith your consent,” rcjoined Treville.

“ OFf course I shail not withhold my consent ;
bat I shall have to look up #ome worthy person’
to inhetit my name and fortunc.” '

fore you condemn her ! She sings divinely 1"
 Theless you will need my name and estate,
then,” retorted Beaumont.

* Promise me you will sec and hear her, be-
fore, you give this matter serious thoughe.”

“ Such prodigies are not so rare that I need
put mysell out to see them,” returned the other.
«This one isso rare that it would be worth
going a hundred leagues to see.”

Tt has affected your scmses already,” said
the count, compassionately. :

« Will you go 2 resumed Trevillo,

# Yes, 1 will go. My carriage shall be at the
door at the proper honr. So dress yourself like
a monkey, and make yourself ridicnlous with
perfamery, that your silly tricks may attract the

brosia delight her olfactorips.”

Paul was well pleased with “this consent, al-
though so mograciopsly given ; for he Was fully
persuaded that the young prima-donna would
ey the count’s good opinion by storm,

Estelle bad apain churmed the Darisians,—
Count De Beaumont and Paul Treville sat ina
front box. The lutter had expected to suffer his
companion’s raillery, but to his satisfaction he
was silent, with his cyes fized intently upon the
beautiful singer, .

The attention df our hero was divided between

ous smile that had curled lis lip, on his entree,
had given place to a singular play of features.
Doubt, curiosity, interest, each in turn was dom-
inant wpon his countenance. Between the pieces
Lo rested bis head on his hand, and mused deeply.

The young man did not understand De Beau-
mont’s mood ; he was nbt sure whether it wounld
be prudent to propound guestions, So afier
making a few: observations, which were very
bricfly answercd, by the nobleman, Fanl conclu
ded 1o awuit some farther demonstration.

The carriage drove up, and the two stepped

tone.

in. The sen‘or gentleman drew his hut over his

 Al, my benefactor, you should sce her be-,

eyes of your charmer, auE your borrowed am- -

" knew certuin whether he had left his chamber.

the stage and De Beanmont. The contemptu-’ -

' proper, to admit him, do 30, returned Estelle,

\

fa?e, and the junlor leaned back in s corner to
think of one who was every day becoming dear-
er to him. Not & word was said until they
reached home, and Panl was sbout to take his

leave for the night ; then Beaumont spoke.
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complied, somewhat intimidated by tho conrtly
bearing of her unknown visitor.

* Pardon me, mademoiselle,” aaid the visitor,
*nor imagine 1 came here merely to stare, you
out of countenance. I heard you sing last n¥ghs,

(13 0 . -
I would spesk with this prima donna,” he You nmequitted yourself nobly, but I have not

said bricfly, « Wheaa cax she be found 7

come to fll your ears with fulsome fattery,

T £ +
i m:me was at first too much astonighed at | You wore a pearl necklace, which ¥ now sce
unexpected request, to make sn immediate | lying upon the table. Allow me the liberty, if

rejoinder. -
* You do not reply,” added the connt.

. “Excuse me,” said Pau), slightly confased.
Bhe has rooms at the Rue St.——"

 That is sufficient. Good night.”
De Beaumont tarned away, and Paul Treville

you please, of examining it for o moment. The
workmnnshilp‘ appeared to me very curipns--heing
somewhat of a cennoissear in snch matters,”
Mosctte inspived n deep breath, and grew
deadly palo ; and her hand tremblod exceedingly
28 she passed the ngcklacé and Jocket to the

repaired to his own apartment. That night he’ stranger.

slept but lle, for he could not forget the singu-
]u.r' condact of hLis friend and benefactor. In
vein he taxed his imagination for some reasona-
bie eRuse of the strong interest Estelle had exei-
ted in the bosom of the count. He awoke ju
th:a moraing with such thoughts still in his
mind, nor could e dismiss 'them. His wateh
hed stopped during the night, and he was igno-
rang of the time; nor did heé think to ask the
servant who came to bring his f)reaik!'ust, 50 that
when he had -paced his roem for am hour, it
,seex_ncd to_him two; and he began to be i,m:
patient for Beaumont’s retarn, gwen before he

F_Leaving the nobleman’s adopt&g‘:{oln to battle
with hig impatience as successf’uily as he can, we
will visit Hstelle, Ar an early houyr, Delt;nde
came to inform her that a middle-aged, respect-
able looking gentleman begped the favor of a
few moments’ conversation,

“You are aware that T do rot often see stran-
gers, Monsieur Delonde. What is his busi-
nass ¥ she inguired.

“Ican form no conjeeture, or rather nothing
but conjectares in relation to that. Judging
from h}i appearance, you need not hesitate
about giving him an interview.”

“I. trust it all to yonr judgment, monsieur;
T believe it hag never misled me. IF you think

¥ Ifet him come mp,” said Mosette, . “ T will
remain here.” ’

Presently the door was thrown open by al

servant; and a gentleman of distinguished de-
portment was ushered in.  He bowed pblitc]y to
the prima-donna, who had arisen at his enirance,

It wns now Estelle’s tarn to be amazed, and
s}m timidly raised her eyes to the gentleman’s
varying countenance, who with nervous haste
now opened the locket,

¢.Mon Diea M he eried, with startling earnest-
ness, and was in the act of earrying the~picture
to hislips, but suddenly checked himself, *May
T ask,” he added hurriedly, “if this is a picturs
of yourself+”

* Mo, monsigar.’’

: :; Then, for beaven’s sake, tell me whose it
is.

“That indeed T do not know,” rejoined Fa~
tele.

“ You trifle with me ! Tt must be your moth-
er’s,” added the visitor, muck agitated.

“ No; my mother has the honor of being be-
fore you,” answered Lstelle, pointing at Mo-
scite. . ’

“It is falso I he oxclaimed energetically.
“ This is a likeness ofher who wag your mother,
Nature hersclf cndorses this assertion, for you
are her lving cowiiterpart. It was your re-
semblance to her, that so rivetted my attention
tpon you last night.” :

* Trust me, monsicar, you are deceiving your.
seif,”’ resumed our heroine, with some firmuess,
““ How eame this in 'your possession 2"

I never saw it wuntil the night of my debat,
when my mother placed it upon my neck.”

) “1 v.viil prove my words true,” he said, with
increasing agitation. “On the reverse of this
locket is'a secret spring.”

*‘Tknow of none,” caid Estelle, whose voice
was nOw (uite tremulous, and whose counte-

nance expressed more interast than ghe had
avowed. o

azd begged her to he seated. Blushing, she

“When I touch this seerct spring,” resumed

i
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the sl:mngér, “ the reverse side of the lockes will

open, and display, engraved these words: * Iis-
- telle De Beanmont, born July 10th, 1782.”

“I have mever seen them,” returned the
maiden, who kad now qutte lost her self posses- |
gion.

“What does all this partend_l” she exclei med,
glancing wildly at the necklace, the stranger
and Mosette ; for the agitation of the latter could
no longer pass unneticed,

“Tt menns thai you arc the daughter of the
Connt and Countess De Beaumont,” ke replied.

“No, no ! thig is but a wild vegary, here is my
mother; sho can say. Mother, speak to this
gentleman ! say that I am your own danghter!”

* 1 cannet 1 gasped Mosette.

¢ 1 knew it ¥ exclaimed the stranger.

“Who are you'? said Mosette, in a choked
voice.

“ Iam De Beaumont—her father,” he answered.

-‘?Yes, it must be true,” added Mosette.

“ Do you hear that my child ! Have yon no
embrace—no werd of greeting for your father 2”
he asked. }

But De Beanmont’s words fell upon inscnsi-
ble ears; Iistelle had swooned. The count
caught her in his arms, and while he waa press.
ing her eonvulsively to his heart, Paul Treville
entered unannounced. Hestood amazed. What
had tramspired ? "Why was Iistelle in De Boeao-
mont’s arms ¢ He advanced a few paces, and
looked heseechingly at Mother Mosette, -

“ Estelle has found » father,’’ said the latter,
in enswer to his mute entreaty.

« T was informgd that her father was dead.”

“ I am her father,” said Beaument, abruptly.
¥ ¥You are confounded, and I will explain the
mystery. I wedded Tstelle’s meother clandes-
tinely, without the consent of her parents. Her
brother and an intimate friend of mine were the
only witnesses of the compact. One daughter
was born of that marriage, whose birth we deem-
ed nccessary to keep sceret, At a tender age,

she wag entrusted to the care of my wife’s broth
er, who found, as he thought, & safe retreat for
her, and w cereful nurse. Not long after this
| event, being an officer in the army, I was sent on
sctive service in a long campaign, In my ah-

Lsence, my fair young wife died. When Ireturned,

after three years, I learned that my brothee-in-lawe
had gone to Ametica, with Lafayette, and had
been slain in an engagement. Thus, 1 had lost
all clue to wey daughter. TLast night, at the
opera, the prima-donna’s resemblance to my de-
ceaged countess attracted my attertion, and
afterward the pearl necklace, which had once e~
longed in my family ; for, on account of its pecit-
liar workmanship, I thought T could not be mis.
taken in regard to its former ewncrship. Nor
did the evidence cease hore ; for her voice was
that of my sainted Bstelle, who was happily
gifted with the power of song. So much was
my curjosity excited, that it led to this visit, and
the present denouement.” - : -

Estelle, who had heard the greater part of this
narrative, now opened her eyes and smiled faint-
Iy upon Treville; and Delonde having entered,
the eame story was related to him, after which
Mother Mosette gave those incidents in the lif
of her adopted daughter, which the reader alv-
ready knows, | .

Do Beaumont conducted the whole party o
his chateau, whcre the chain of evidence was
rendered complete by & full length picture of his .
wife (covresponding to the likeness in the lock-
ct}, and sundry documsnts in his possession.

When our heroine found a father, the musical
world lost ontd of its brightest ofaamcents ; for she
never appeared again in public.

De Beswmont forgot his prejudice agamst
prima donnas, and when Paul archly asked him
if he had yet **looked up a more worthy heir,”
he shook his finger at him playfully, and reforred
him to his danghter, for an answer to that imperti-
nent question. The response which he received
was given at the altar some months afterwards.




