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CHAPTER 1.
PETER BUBT.

The balmy winds of the Ses slands went rip-
pling across the green belts of intervening water

to the main land, breathing blandly on plen—

tations of éotton and swampa of rice, break-
ing, finally, in languid*waves on a far-stretch-
ing, barren sljore of pine W?bdﬁz il_u the narrow,
irregutar iqp‘aninﬁq of which” might be seen
scattered, at varying distances, the 1il-cobstruct-
ed huts of thriftlesy whites, whose indolent, yag-
abond habits form a peenliar and distinetive
feature of Bouthera life. ’ :
At a certain point in. the foregroynd of this
ine belt, between it and the sen, stood, at the
Beginnin‘g of the ¢ivil war, the hunible cabin of

oné Peter Bust, known for his eccentricities and

wandering propensiida all along the tide-water
séation, frdin Beaufort to Lake Drummond, and
whose menns of exjstence was a subject of mys-
tery and speeulation. 'To gomé, he was kuow

ag & wood-chopper ; to others, as a still-hwriter ;

* procuring the simple necessities of Iife by long

and silent trampsin’ the barrens, ranging at in-
tervals, when 1t suited his mood, “the éntire
coast- to the distant Alleghanies; while fhere

ware a few poor whites who shook their torpid

Ligads dnd hinted at darker gime, and a° more
lucrative pursuit. S
,Alighough Peter had a dwelling at the some-
what ‘ambignons E]ace we have named, it wne
1ed by the suspieious and idle
that he had other haunts, and, ;dgspite ‘his seem:
ing loneliness, comrades and nceomplices in the
obscurities of the forest. Not choosing to as-
goointe’with the lazy and (he lawless, nnd keep-
ing setrietly hig own eompany, ke made cne-
miee of thosg who, under any cirevmstances,
would gearcely have made good . friends and
trodty ¢ompanfons. o
When the South srose in flaming wrath to
welgomo her Northern neifhbors« “ with bloedy

\4

hande to hospitable graves,” Peter Rust was 5
marked man ; and none ge hard upen him as
those hutted drones who had nothing to lose
in the game of war. ‘ ’

- Within ecasy eye-range of Peter's medesh cab-
in, rising on the ereat of a graceful swell, was a
mangion of unusual size and nrehitecture. This
habitation, though built in a land of beaunty
and visited by soft, southern suns, had nothin
warm pnd cheéerful in its ontward aspects, nn
repelled rather than invited the appreaches of
the'eurions. It was-surrounded by a village of
negro huts, which swarmed with Jifé of every
hue, from the eighth drop of the octoroon to
the full quota of the genuvine black, -

One morning, Peter Ruet sat at hig eabin-
door, ecleaning his double gun, when a map,
whom lie had seen prore than once lolling in
the dun near a smolky shanty in one of the pine
openings in the vicinity, swaggered up to him
with an air of importance tliat had much na-
tive impudenéa in it. ' Peter 8id npt notice lis
coming ip any perogptible manner. The per:
gon, after staring 2t him o moment, opened a
moirth that exteaded from olicek to cheek, and
said, between & grunt and & growl, pointing te

.the large dwelling on-the slope :

v Wanted over gon I” ‘

“ Which # m;ig Peter, earclessly, eontriving
to squirt some black water from tl}:,c vent of Lis
gun into the nan’s eye.

“ Wanted up to Lowenthal’s,” he answered,”
wiping the sooty liqnid from his face with the
baek of a hand that was g stranger to the uses
of water. ’ .

* What's the handle to sich a tyke as you-
be #” ssked Peter, pouring more water into thé '
barrels.” S

- The fellow scowled and sngrled at this casy-
style of address. ~ T ‘ !

“If you mean my mame, it’'s Ben Dykes.
Ben Dykes, of the pine opénin’s. Ben Dyles,
of the turpentine woods. Ben Dykes, the long=" = -
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range shooter. Ben Dykes, the dog-trainer.
Bed Dykes here, and Ben Dyles there.”

“ What & useful bein’ you must be " respond-
ed Peter, aiming another jet of water at Ben
kaes‘ other eye. He squared off, and mutter-
ed: -

“Don't squirt no more o' that yer, mister I”

Peter laid bis twin barrels across his knees,
and stared at Ben's mouth abou$ long encugh
to boil an egp. He shook his head gravely.

“ Wonder it hadn’t took your life,’" he said.

“ Wonder what hadn’t took my life ?” agked | 1
| imps of malice sitting eross-legged and jubilant -

Bea, sulienly, o .

“Ifie haJ gone an h:fh further, "twould {ook
your head off I'" goniin ed Poter, with ineress-
ing seriousness, :

“ What took my head off " growled Ben.

“ ¥ow did it happen ?™ added Peter, impres-
uive]ly% )

. _* What happen, you slow-spoken pup?* yell-
ed Ben, losing all patience.

“Why, that gash under your nose. Hardly
left enough for & hinge for the top to turn on—
didi(':‘r?l” | lank, slap-sided, la ‘1 d

“ G'long, you lank, slap-sided, lathy-legged,
l&t;l:rx;‘n-jaweg, bob-tailod setter! Thac! —take

-Ben Dykes drew in a column of air that

renched to the bottom of his tattered trowsers.

“One o' the white trash, a'n’f ye, Ben?®
queried Peter, again turning to "his work.
¢ Better run baek o your. pups, hadn't ye?
Some o’ them nigger-dogs that you're trainin’
of may want ye. It must be interestin® to spend
your lb,ime ‘mong p'inters, blooders, and bull-

ups !’ . '

4 ater threw encugh eool contempt imto” hig
voieo to provoke Ben to his fighting teinper.

“I dou't mind your fling at the dogs,” he re-
torted, ot with anger, ‘“Enap nt ’em ag'in, if
you want to. As for my mouth, it's as natur’
made it, and I'd thank ye to keep out on't.”

“"Twan't an acoident, then?' said Peter,
thonghifally, his eyes wandering as if mechani-
cally to the debam{;]e mouth. )

«If you don't stop, pivlapin' at me in that ar’

_way, I'll give ye a gash worth havin'!” men-
aced Ben. +But "a'n't’ my time o quarrel
As I tole ye, yer wanted up to Lowenthal's.”

* What 1f I don't ehoose to go?" asked Peter
Rust, quictly.

« Try it! try it!
it’I” . }

; Ben Dykes was glecful over this.
"+ Tell Lowentita} I’'m no man’s man,” an-
swered Peter, calmly, = :

“Bartin! Sarlin P11 tell him. He'll give it

Bhould like to have ye try

yp, Lowenthal willl” He rubbed his two palma.

together in o small spasm of satisfaction, and
griuned dreadfully. - :

“ Look out there, you Ber Dykes, or the kiv-

er of your mouth'll tip back’ards!”. cried Pe-

. ter, warningly. “'Twould be curlons to sce

your head bringin’ on your shoulders, like a eo-
quettish gal's %onnet. 1 & hot day.”

A ebange passed over Ben's face st that mo-

ment, It was g if 8 ray of mischievious light
had fallen upon the angry darkness of his ex-

pression. He blaged up with exultation, His.

visnge said, distinetly :
-# have you now, Peter!” .
% Look at me straight, you woo per."”
“ I'm Jookin’,” said Peter, whose seﬂ'—possea—
gion seemed never to forsake him,
“8ay Cofton ts. King I" dietated Ben, with

in his eycs.
“ Which ¥*inquired Peter, placidly.
“You've got to mouthit! cried Ben,snap-
ping his fingers as nedr Peter's nose as he eonid
without Litting it. “Everybody's got to say it
that's asked it, and anybedy may ask it. .Rell

it as a sweet morsel under {our tongue, you -

thin-blooded, weak-kneed Yankee¢ hound! The
Shibboleth, Lowenthal ealls it, and woo to them
yer as can’t pronounce it free and yearnest.
Come, now; out with it. Here goes! Cotlon is
King I ‘ \

“I do nothin' on compulsion,” said Peter,
setting the twin barrels carefully on end agiinst
the eabin. “ I don't keer,” he went om, * wheth-
er Cotton or Sweet Potaters is king. I'd os
soon it "twould be one as ‘tother, Have which
on ’em you like. Letit be Hemp, if you ohocse,
or Flax, for that matter.
it'll make to & white trash whose king. . As for
niggers, you never owned one, and never will,
You ean loliop round in the sun like'a dirty al-
ligator, and thai’s about all you're: good for. If
you know when you're well-off, yon'll take that
mouth o’ yours to head-quariers, and Jet it for a
comrizsary storehouse ; it’ll shed vain if you
keep the kiver down.” : -

“ If *twasn’t on other folk’s business,” mutter-
ed Ben, drawing & knife from one leg of his tat-
tered trowsers,” I'd out yer into long, thin strips
and hang you on a pole to dry I”

Having cast this possibility at Peter, he

stropped his kuife on siz inohes of hare browa.

arm.

1 I fall afoul of ye,” rcaponded Peter. with

a, steelish sort of plimmer in his quiet eyes,
“ you won't know King Cotton from Northern
wool, You've got no eour

Ben Dykes slowly sheathed his weagon in his.
trowser's leg and backed cantiously away, grim-
acinp provokingly. : )

«Sledaddle I eried Peter, rufflod by kils grin:
ning diabolism. *Go to: him as sentye,.and:

teil him I've my own affaira fo mind.” = .

Ben performed n series of sinister panto~“

mimes, and walked off with as mueh baste as his,

lounging habits would allow. L
Peter Rust-went on with his task in & mopd.

less oheerful. He wiped the twin barrels dry

A deal o difference.

' e, and yon know.
it.  Put up your cleaver and be séuree!” . . -
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and replaced them in the atock with speeial
ears. ‘Lhe gun was a fine pitee of workmaa-

. ahip.  The barrels beautifully finished, and fit-

ted to the wood as if they had grown there,
were of different weight and calibre, and for dif-
forent uses; oue being s shob-barrel and the
other a rifle.  Poter Rust admired the weapon,

and secemed never weary, of looking at the hair- |,

line-gettings of the blue steel mountings, the
thoreugh and flush-edged lock-work, the eurli-
ness otg the sturdy old piece of Eaglish walnut,
the smoothness of the oil finish, and the sym-
metrical completeness and perfection of the
united whole. Dykes bad looked at it more
than once with covebous cyca.

The following evening, while Peter wos re-
eling, half-agleep, under the branchee of one of
the fine patriarchs at his door, he was surround-

.ed by a dezen mounted men, and informed that

he was a prisoner. . . L

" % Whiok?". nsked Peter, rising and placing
his back {o the tree, )

The word ¢ prisoner. -was repeated by some
one. -

“Who are ye?” inquired Peter. .

“ Confederates,” apswered he who had before
spoken, . s

“ Confoderates I repeated Peter. * Two,
four, six, eight, ten, twelve, . It only ook from
twelve to a dozen of ye to take mel And I
ain't quite taken yeb. I could make a prefiy,
fight, if P= in the mood on’t. Bui don't be
a.i%nrd. T'll keep the peace ns long a8 you.”

“Up to Lowenthal’s with him ! said a voice
that Peter knew very well.

o Hillo ! eried Peter. * The man with the
hinge j'int on the back of his head, is hereabout.
Pusl: him along, so I can see him. Ruther see
him thaw a carpvan. In all my still-walkings,
up &nd down,Wlbng and athwart, erosaways and
lengthways, coastways and inland, I never run
afonf of a eretur with his head eut off, afore.”

I:l'etc,r stared in inimitable wonder at Ben

kes, :

“ Bet it over night, and what a Tat-trap “twould
make!” . K ‘

The men laughed. Ber muttered some pine
barren invocations that were not brotherly.

“Thee will come along {” said a large mau,

.who had hitherto remaincd silent.

Peter turned to the speaker instantly. The
style of address surprised him. .

“ Ag there appears to be one decent man
among ye, I'd like to ask that man, if it a’n't
takin’ too mueh liberty, who he is, and what's
wanted of me ?* . :

-, #Lam,” answered he of the plain \lunéuage,

" one Mirtin Broadbent, of whom you viay, per-

chaoee, have heard, overzeer of this, plantation,
agent, tool, instrument, and,as it Wwere, right-
hand of ohe Roscoe Lowenthal, Jandholder,

. slavehoider, houscholder, gentlemnan born, gen-

teeman bred, and rightful dwner of the ground

you stand upon. I am duly commissioned to
conduet, convey, transpert and earry, one Peter
Rust, wherever foand, to youder house on the
hill.  Beyond this I knew net. Dispute my

~authority, whicl: is derived from said Lowenthal

himself, and of a truth I will coerce, conatraing
foree, enforee, and gompel theo to go.”

This avowal was made with a semi-relfzious
earnestuess, in singular contrast to the hluster-
ing, profane manners of the erentures who sat cn
their queer horses, squinting at Peter.

“ Wus ever the like heard I exclaimed Peter.
“Was words ever so piled up? inng that
solemn Qualer tongue in Ben Dykes' hoss-shed
of a mouth, and there’d be & voice for ye I”

“No ‘more a lossshed than your ownl”
grumbled Dykes: . :

“My time jen't worth nothin’,” continned
Peter. * Sprinkle some more words out o’ your
pefper-box. Myr. Broadbent.” : _

Peter looked so quizzieal, that tho lawless
erew laughed in concert. The Qualker, however,
retained liis gravity, which grow more ponder-
ous as the hilarity of his nesistants inereased.

# [ the name, style, title, and temporal desi
nation of thy outward corporality, Peter Rust
he inquired, with the utmost scriousness.

“ Wihich ! quoth Peter.

* Martin Broedbent repeated his question with
dorupalons presigion. : .

“I never denied my name,” eaid Peter,
“though a namesake of mine, once on a fime,
told & monstrous and eownrdly lie” -

¢ Then thee will come along.”

Then to his aids: .

*If hie comes not peaceably, lay violent hands -
on him, end coustrain him with- the strong
arm.” .

“Ii T must submit to this unlawful proceed-
ing, 'L make a wvirtue of necessity, and go
uietly. But I shail hold ye, Mr, Overseer,”
'eter added, “respensitle for this treatment.
With your born and Lred gentleman I huve no
business, that I know on, and don't care to have

any'" .

ﬁust cast & wishful Jaok at his cabin, and wag .
pushed and jostled toward Lowenthal's, by hands
not over friendly. Ben Dykes lingered, and did
not overtake the party for some minutes. Peter
believed that the knave was looking for his
double gun, but held his pence.

CHATTER II,
e - LOWENTHAL.

While being Lurried up the acclivity, ho friod
to make conversation with Martin Broadbent,
but drew nothing satisfictory from him. That
a man of lie sober faith should be engeged in
such n questionable ealling in the' cottun-fields
of South Corolina, was to him o subjeet of
astonisliment,

_The evening was considerably advaceed when
Peoter Rust was ushered iuto the house of Lowge.
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‘snthal. TTe cowld not but notiee, as he entered,

ihes the place was mueh like & military eamp.-

He sow, n little way off, shimmering in thé
moonlight, o eluater of white tents, recently
pitched.” - ) .

» Lowenthal was a man between thirty-five and
forty years of age, six feet in height, compsaotly
built; fentures thin and dark, éxpression hard
and keen. Ambition, eunning, and misanthropy,
had made their respective writinge en his face
and charaeter, :

Martin Broadbent, hiving condnetad himi to
thie sidibter presecew, withdrew without re-
mark, :

Peter Rust wits eix feet and two inehies in

height, straight as his owt gun-barrels. " He

was never more rigidly perpendicular than when

" Lowenthal was Tooking him over with hia; ecld
eyes. He bore the serutiny with patient firm.

ness, While Lowenthal stadied his
studied his. .

% You weré born at the North#" gaid Lowsen-
thal, by and by. . )

“J might have been born at the SBouth, had
my mother been there at the time,” answered
Peter, deyly. .
“ Eéep your Yankee wit till it's wanted,” said
Lowenthal. .

1) keep it at ta doorin calling distance, in
case there should be a demsnd for it. Paor
market for it here, I allow,” replied Peter.

“For the work yon're wanled for,” resumsd
Lowenthal, with eomposurs, *Lincolnite, abo-
Jitionist, bleodtub, or mudsill, ara all éne to me.

man, Peter

It not your brains I wanb bat your greasy,

mechanieal gkill,”*

*Go on,” shid Peter. L

“T am told,” Lowenthal eontinued, * that you
ean turn your hand to any craft. T have gent

- foryou fo put your aptaess touse. . You needn’t
speak. I il-do tlie talking myself.”

Lowenthal fang a beil, then taking a revolver
from n ohse, slipped it into 2 side-pocket,

With woriderful guickness tlicre appeated 's
negro of such gigantie proportions, that Pyter
‘Rust eould do nothing but look ‘at him. Hia
body was i great column of flesh that towered
above his'own height like -an cbony Colossub.
His bend was.a maes of evispy hipir, giving back-
ground and moral support to an ineredible sur-

eo of fuce, compounded of lip and nose, mix-
od with eheek and ehvin, teeth and eyes, in a'very;
"Africen manner. Hie sooty visage was searred:
and hacked in a disagreeablo fishion, * One of]
his naked arms wns brinded—the letters, deeply:

inted in fire looking like letters of iron ims:
dded in'the flesh. .
% Bnbel,” snid Lowenthal, with o wave of the.
‘hnd, + light wsup.” :
The black, whe had obviously been expeeting
- 8 summons, brought a large lamp which burned
with a clear and steady flame, and, without an-
swer, obeved his mastor.

Peter followed the giant, and Lowenthal wa.x-
‘ed behind, thus placing Peter between the two,
He went forward firmly, for his nerves were not
‘ensily disturbed.

‘They. sstended & flight of steps in a remote
part of the mansion, prssed throwgh an upper
hall, and finally Wounted incther staircase,
Peter was purprised nt the caprciousness f the
house, which, when viewed frem the outside,
did not apfpear ‘80 ‘gpacious. Babel paused at
thie door of & room just mnder the voof, which
was barél,
With the broad, red flame of the lainp falling
on hiy pug-nose, and two banks of lips, and the

Satan gs anything Peter could think of.
“ G in " gaid %Zowen’tha"l.
Bebel ehuffled in. :

found himself in an apartrent about ten feet by
sixteen, having two parrow windows snd & eky-
light ; the latter being go arranged that, by

| stepping in & chalx, & person of ordinary height
eo‘rﬂg rench a ]oop:ad.cord by which itrzonidg*be'

raised or lowered ss ventilafion required.

“ You see those windowe and the roof-fight »*
eaid Lowenthal, . .

Peter Rust Trephied that he did,

. “Now look fo your left. You see these onk
joiste—don't you?

1 gee ‘em,” gnid Peter, ,

“ Very well.  With those daken hars you sive
to seal up those windows, strengdlien this doer,
‘ind repair the weak places in the walls.,”

“If I agree to!” muttered Peter. '

“There is but one will in this house,” con-
tiqu'e?“ Lowenthal; tmperiously, *“and that is
‘ming !

. He made a motion o the blagk, who, placing
the lamp in & Wwooden brackeb went to a little

tice, and thence took & gun, with a short brass
barrel and biass mountings. The cplibre of
this ancient fire-arm wes such that a hand of
moderate gize might have been thrust in af the
muyzzle. Under ordinary cireumstances, Peter
would have smiiled at sight of it ; but matters
were growing too serious for smilinﬁ.
“Is it loaded ?" msked Lowenthal, ueing his
right arm as if it were a Tamrod. . ‘
‘Babel nodded his woolly globe of 'a hiead,and
Leld up four fingers, to signify that there wete
four balls in the blunderbuss. ~ He then; opéned
the powder-pan, to show that the piece wis
'primed. PR
P Peter Tost nothing of this dumb show,
“Stand at this door,” addéd Lowenthal, in an
even, inflexible voice. - * This mudsill is not to
o till the work is done.
iig way hence, shoot him.” .
Peter remarked that es often fis Lowenthil
addvessed the black, he gestienlated in a singn-

lar manner, and that Babel kept his éyes stead-

bigh enough for him to stand erdet. -

white rims of his eyes, e Jooked a8 mueh like

Peter erossed the thresheld dablously, and .

euthal like the lightest zephyr

8§ out of it.

od Lowenthal, with ne apparent inetense of im-

olgpét that had, till then, eséaped Pcter's no- -

Bmen, You ‘
@ housen to live in, if 'twasn’t for Northern brains

g sleep tinder the open gky, with your slaves, if
1 %ou had fo trust to your own bone and musole.

@ ed his lips. He needed wonderful self-power to,

If he attempta to force -
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fstly fastenod on Lis lipe. Ho seemed to spesic ],

fram ithe force of habit, bub to gesticrilate for]a:

the negro’a npprehension. o
“Is this the way you gener'ly got
done ¥” Peter demanded, meeting.

your work |
o éyea of |

yws. THs face grow mior

expression, Tt was cpgy t6 sée that'h
habitually ebeyed,  Babel, with;
at bis shoulder, plasted. Bis. great )
door. ..

“ Work !” said Lowenthal, " -
_ T am no workman,” aaswored Peter,
“ Most of 'my life hias been spént i the we
with my gun for my, GQmP{llgi!?;l;,.ﬂ[Pd.,tb o
game for my food, T knaw Little of the

common lifé, You hdve mady
my handiness, ingenuity, and all -that,.
the whole ﬁhipg’g;ﬂ bluuder, I'll go iy

yt aver a frozen
t The still-huntér ‘might as wéll have
thrown up a window and dropped his answer out,

“ You're down among thq:mﬁdéijlg',”_ﬁaﬁﬁwér-:

Ppatience ; but-the tenor of his vojce Wwaa hard
a8 iron. * Never lived drudging Yankeé that
couldn’t. do whateyer wag wanted. "Hammers
and planes, chaffering 4nd gaing, ave théir nat-
ural weapons and aspiratiors. As their fsthers
were, so afe they, Werkl” - )

' The white hand of the planter went quivéring
toward the windows again. ‘ .

Thé cheeks of ‘Peter Rust burned red, af first;
then they paled slowly. . There was something
Tile white Fighr;ning- lekering in his eyea.

“I-am but a a‘imple-minged‘ man,’” he eaid,
“ and know little more €han simple honesty. I
s'posa tools and work are’well enough in their
way, but a deal too’ eomman for born gentle-
eople down here eouldn’t have

and Northern planea. Youw'd be obleeged to

ut what's bone and imuscle 7. Bone nnd mus-
cle isn’t for born gentlemen and born ladies, of
course! Bone and muscle is for miggers and
Northern workers 1" ‘ ) )

Peter looked down dt-the floor, and eompréss.

govern his feelings, but he struggled for the vie-
tory, and obtdined it. | i
owenthal's lip curled sedrnfully, but he
vouchsafed no.other véply. He paused on the
threshold, g8 he padsed Babel, and said, touching
his lips and his breagk: o
*Give him.neither food nor drink i1l the

N

| mebilit

o b0 the egili

. The .-ﬁiqnt jerked hia head like a great black
nlomaton.,- ' . :

m ST ‘
4TV¥e'no tools,” muittered Péter

. Lowenthal poinfed ko & ehgst in the.closet,
and went-away. o o s

THR BOOF.

'

Wy i DHDER, THE  R0OX L
Riet, eat down g the Tninber and pen-
it Fotaiiod fis
of a.atone atabog.
Toom ; ke notéd the Wi
closet, nnd ]l?mhel. i}

ftion with the im-
Petor examined the
wa, the ‘wally, the
datter. sngaged his at-

finquiry. . i
of . hearing him, the

ot rolled ypward

of biis éyes being
 Peiei mado a piotion to atfrast: his attention,
then repedted his question.. .After a strange,
sub-lingual r;‘linb}lil}g in his throat, he pointed
to his ears.and month. - . UL

4 Deef 'und gumb I” exelaimed Peter. «Might
85 well falk to o graven image, . Thoeught Low-
enthal made a good maany motions,, Words for
ey motious for’ Aim. . Well, this is partisar -
fine, this is, sliut up with e black mute and a
londed Mundetbuesnl}']{ C ;

Peter. pondered 8giin, and bit upon, signe.
Sigus were Just the thiog, He had talked with
Choctawa with signs. o

“1.have hitn on .fthe kip, now,” seid Peter,
‘spesking aloud, I'll talk with this deef and
ﬁli)lmb devll, in spite of his tegth1”

suggeited by the white fleam-of Babel's masti-
eators through'the Ted deptha of hislips. He
wanted to ask him the use of that ﬂfm,’ but
(when he came to look'over his stook of panto-
mine, he found it less copious than he hed im.
agined. . He swept his hand asound the obam-
ber, and then aimed a forefinger dead ak the
giant ; aiid on his not seeming to understand,.
repeated it with the words: ' 7 .

* What'll he do with it, youox? "~ .
_dBu'b'el‘s head rolled negatively from, gjde;to
side. o S

“ What a fool 1 added, Peter, in strong dis-
gust. “ A nat’ral idict ought; to knowed what
that meant. Tf I had & plantition- bir!, ticas
T'd bring him round a¢ he'd kaow signs ro
I be, shet wp with' a mammoth ox, that can't
gD] lnothin’ but shake his head and twist his eye-

alls.” . ' ‘ :

Peter, being baffled, drew on his thinking-
cap determinedly ; but speedily forgetting the
deafnées and dumbness, broke out with: — .

“Look here, you gorilla! Let ms out o'
this, and T'll give ye a dozen dollars. A dozen *

work is Jone. When it is completed, inform me,”

Twe dozen—ihree, or even four, on 4 pioch.”

spoke %o him, aftertem -

. The conpluding word. of this resclution was I

1
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"+ WHiéré whs no chatige in the silent Ratices of

Babel ; thoy were as fized and nurésponding as’
cbefope, e n e e

< Pahinfd < Whiat's ‘the wse talkin” tos, bulk:

that can't tell thunder from singin’#”
* Ah! now I'm gure of him I !
Péter held up’hiz’two bands, with all their
_outspread’ fitjers ‘and thumbs, 'fiye distinot
~“fiinby’t ther walkéd About the’ Foom Sth” the
-+ Mmosy, swaggering gir of freedom he.eculd put’
. 'ﬁ'n”" SR, M FEREIE E57 SNSRI T i

"l Thra 1" %o aeiéd; trininphantly. - « Thab
f‘lmle:é‘igssfﬁft' Hollara and Eberty 17 7~
: 6;1"3‘5‘;»51.--/‘ T:Fe‘k‘é‘pl; Tiis. miite Wateh; hatd on

1, dyes ‘o’ Péieri' Pdter looked Tor regults’;

or & lig 1tin5£u of the du lj?cqiifh‘l;eﬁ.aﬂée ; for]

. B gleaun OF grtefil {ntelliginde, fory
| ‘quiver of thi ebohy museles.  'He &
oof that hnthpe; " 00T et b
. “Nouse] nousal” murmured Petér. . * He's
-~ got'bbriend tiusele; bt no Brains, If Liis mas-:
: "ter shiolild push hir from the door; and tell him
" hWe'wn free nigfer,"he wouldn't sbnse 'it. Give
, him his owu soul and hib[oWn"bddy.‘ab, B pres-
* ent, and he Wouldn't know the va]};i;< of ’em, mor’
| thank y¥ for tho gift. 't T bie'putir’.” Hu
" was mide ¥ 'Work, ad'a‘clock ig’ to dtrike ; and
. :i’.'.‘.’ff,‘-'l.'%"? flone: thiat, you've got' to the-end of
P st AR R I o
Looking up. just then, Peter' catight’ Babel's'
: "whitd’rijrhi%gélned on bi in 2 bt blngular
wanger, Ut o o v R L b T
. . “If-he bad the .wit of @ chilg,'Td tell Wim
" mbout, the ;war, and what. légs was mddé fon,
* mused'thie'wood-chopper, alowd.” « But 'twould’
- be timg wasted. . ‘Wonder ‘what hacked and
' ebdrped - him so? 'That's his affair, and not
“Umirle’ MY budineks, &b prefent; Is With one Pe-
“ter Rugt, mow hére, and ready to augwer to his
- yipne;s Peter ! Peter! What ard ydu' goit’ to;
oy Dt e Y B
o Thig ealling to hitmbdld out of te deptlhs’ of
kil 'windl "the" wiindering ‘dweller of the pine
““harteqs tuyrtied dver' Lis résoveds for g fitting
+ answen, Should hes woblc ér '¥efgad ®  What
~wera windows latticed’ fnd" Jodrs "baered for ?
‘Lo make a prison. * A’ prifofi'wis for a prisoner.”
" 'Whd was the prisoneiiy - . c
.. This was a nnteral chain of reasoning ; but |
" he Eould.go'.p‘p"ﬁ\,}:ﬂxep for want of ddtn. e
- sthrted off from! anoi;l\i'é‘ﬁjpoiht., If ho gonvert-

. ail'the ‘shambier'inte & prison, necording to tire
best of ‘his ‘abilities; would that ba thé end of
_the miatter, ko’ .‘r;apf b lwas personally cont
<gérned?. Wag' Uhis'to be 4’ geeret transtol jon,
known only to the confidential agents of Low.
“énthal? Sofar as he had the mians of judaing,
he betieved it'wds.  In perfortiing the labor

. forced npon him, did he not became’a porty tof
- the procdveding, and hold f1i s hand a clue to
“1t8 exposure? Now cime the cssentinl ques-

-’dxﬁlﬁiﬁaf and lierty. prodyesd' no Ceffect |-

into a prison being clearly a thing of the great,
et importanee to Lowénthal, Peter thonght he
‘peredived that' hig new and extraordinary diffl.

[ Toydl man wis hdld in 'light esteem. Startling
rumors reached him daily.. , Tiumble as was hia
position, he was conscious thet ill-nature, mal
i sugpicion Ngd followed himi to his quie
'The windows barred, the wainseotting sheath.
d,'tha doo# made maseive with oak, the labo

14 and the bolt shot home, would Lowentha
| deruple to have him marched out and shot as o
Federal triiitor ? - “Would he hesitate to huvel

him put to death in an{. other manner that was
_ebnvenient of expedient ¥’ ¢ .

“Thé dnewers to thése questiond wore so evi
,dept. ‘to” Péter,” that hé mentally jotted thém
‘down s géftled. " . -

" "Heiwdild ‘not- work. He ént on the, onlen
ptuff Gl ,midnight. The first hour was long,
the’ decofid ' lomger. Babel squattedson lig
Hatihchea' like an’ overgrown toad, and sccined
ylivicus 'of’ wood-choppers, still-buntcrs, or
I“ai?%'living‘ creature, - 3

though rather-vagte, wae gradually forming.

. At one o'clock he arose, eid looked at ihe
tools ; {and,” fifteen iminutes later, snuffed.the
Jlamp with his thumb and finger, and bégan to
‘mensurd,” mirk, and calenlate. DPrescntly, the

saw efthked ifi'the hard Jumber, nnd Petir was
nirly o 'wodlt, o

- "Babel; Who biad fat rhotionTess, evinoed mare
life'; “he: nodded,  grimaced, and twitehed Lis
shoutdéra; “If thia lunipish ahima) ever l:ad an
ides; it wag In'lim ilien, strugglitiy and twist-
"ing, and erimped for room. : But the idea—if it
| was one—died out after a liftle while, and the
[ white-rimimegd e‘jé;l . grew cloudy . with eleep.
Petor noticed hith as Hitle-as porsible,” He had

*|'guelt’ i sfetifing of sélf-abserption, that he might@
liave Teen thinking of thc man in the moon, Torlg.

-auﬂlt‘les custodian know.

on well,
maintained at the .gxpense of shniiber relaxed

more and more. * The white rims grew loss and|

Jeas, - till there were but two hair-line eweles,

‘which finally vanished. . )
Peter’ queried whether blacks saw from the

pupils of their eyes, or from the surrounding

parts. He thought it a pity to disturh Batellt’

aiid Inid down the humpmer which he had’ jnst

-tien, Having accomplished the weork. would he taken up-

‘bei P l{i]:i’l;'téd"tb" o “his way, without eondition}R.
ér-liindranté ¢ - The' conversion' of the placefs

wlties wonld not end with the Iast blow of they
tier, arid the last'sthake of the saw. .

1o’ 'taljed to mind the troubled state of thell
‘gountiy, and the persqettions that harried those3
suspected, of Union. sentiments. The life of a

' 'irivg of ipnetion, Pétor. glaneed ocensionnllyy
at the'akest” of impleinents. - A plan of sction,§
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There was a slight, a ver{ slight sound some-
¥ where ; it was the woft rustle of a garment, and

the gentle slipping of 'a foot on the fleor.  Peter:

Rust felb, rather than saw, 8 presence, at first;
but, leoking over Batel's head, his eyes were
greeted with an unexpected sight, 1t was some-
thing altogether mortal, however, It was a

g young woman of gizteén or sevembeen yéars,

who stood gazing at him over the squat figure
of the black, with a terrified and wondering ex-

l pression. Her face, neck, and hands were white

a3 a lily. - ‘
Peter spoke not, nor wished to. Never had
feminine shape so aurprised him. He was real-
Iy very practical and animaginative ; bnt odd
fanoies for a moment disturbed him. The elear,
) singularly earneat eyes, with the dark and beau-
N tifully-arehed line of brows above them pen-
g ciled 50 exquisitely on the snowy skin, bewil-
dered his simple nature, and eonfused his natu-
rally calod mind. IIad the souls of young girls
lived in lilies, the pear]y whiteness of her com--
lexion would not have astonished him.
B had always aupported the common-place phi-
losophy that flesh was flesh, and elay was clay.
But here was a pretty piece of humanity that
i entirely upset his theory.
The circumstances, the hour, the terror,

y timidity, and benuty of the white-robed visitor,

all had their effect on Peter, who knew not
8 whether to advance or retreat, speak or remain
silent. DBabel was the stumbling-block. Babel
§ was between them. Babel banned his tongue,
Babel was a black doubt; a miserable uncer-
N tainty, :
] Being an honest and well-meaning man, he

ut his hand on his hesrt, and stood respect-
ully before the gitl, who appeared ss much at
a loss a2 himself, besides betngtirightened.  He
knew that young women did not fremble with-
out eause, and his good sense immediately sug-
gested one. .

Was the negro asleep? Was
slegping or waking ?

The brain is inventive wnder diffenlties.
With chalk, he wrote, in large letters, on a
piece of stuff :

s Is this for you P” .

He held the writing up in the ligh$ of the

he really deaf,

mp. :

She read the words and seemed Adistressed,
but made no sign. He wrote again |

“ Jt is o prison.”

BShe moved ler head affirmatively.

% I amagorking against my will.”

She smiled fajntly, and assented as befora.

Peter understood her ms well as if she had
gaid : “ I know ity I know it.” -

 What have you done £ he wrote, .

Bhe elasped her hands and looked silently
upward, .

“PIl swear that you never harmed a human

i

"and wrote :

Ho'

11

being I” he wrote, A grateful glow suffused
her features.

“ For lgvel”

Peter soratelied this question on the rough
beard with some hesitation, and was sorry when
he held it up—that he had been so bold. He
was treading delicate ground.

The girl’s "ineoraparable whiteness did nok
change much., There was a slight smile, and |
4 momentary drooping of the eyes, and no
more,

Poter did not feol answered, He stroked his,
board, as if he had been guilty of an offence,

L Fﬂr m F?’ -

He watohed her eagerly.

She stood unresponmsive an inetant, glanced-
apprehensively at Babel, sighed, and Peter he-
lieved it was Yes.

He was at & loss what to do next; coaxing
his invention a moment, his countenance be-.
came animated. He wrote:

“ Can I help you |

Bhe shook her head doubtfully,

4 I the black deaf ' he addﬂ{ ,

.Bhe nodded quiskly.

“ Then why not—began Peter, in 8 low

.voice, A warning gesture, and a terrified look

stopsed him of a sudden.
dresdfully perplexed.

Her stortled manver convineed him that he
had been guilty of an indiseretion. Her amall
hands thrust toward him deprecatingly, made
him feel ltke & eriminal,

She now seemed in the attitude of listening,
but to what, he ecould not tell, for he heard
nothing. "While stunding expectant, wondering
what next would happen she Hitted from the
door, and out of sight.. -

Peter looked a moment at the spot where
he had last seen her, then fell to work induas-
triously, making a grent elattering about the
cars of Babel, who, 05 far as he eould discover,
wag in ho manner disturbed by the din, Rais-
ing his eyes presently, he saw Lowenthal at
the door, watehing Lim. .

The flight of his mysterious visitor had led
him to antici;lmte the coming of this man.
From Peter he looked o the black, whose eyea
were etill elosed. Without a word, he rnised a
small walking-cane which he had brought with
him, and gave him a-sroel cut across the face,

The negro sprang up, enraged, but secing
Lowenthal, he gradually relapsed into his for.
mer stolidity, with the exoeption of an ocea-
glonal twitehing of the museles of his face.

“Bo you have gone to work?” said Lowen- -
thal to Peter. “1 thought you would. Who
has been here #”

Pcter measured a stick, and began to saw.

“Who has been here " repeated Lowenthai,
irqwn_ing_; . '

Poor Peter waa |
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. Teter neither paused, nor looked up, nor an-
swered, Ile pusired the saw doggediy. ‘

“ Why don’t you speak ? Are you deaf and

. ¢ahy, toe " exelaimed Lowenbhal. .

“ 15 - my geessy.nechaniesl skill that you
want, nad hothing more,” answered Peter com-
ey, .

1- “E40lborn ass!™ muttered Lowenthal.

“ Brama aud intelligence ore for born gentle-
menl” retorbed Peter.  ©1'm nothing but bone
and nscle. Go away! don't talk to bone and
muncle 3.

“ What's that writing 2 asked Lowenthal, ab-
ruptly, as his eyes fell on some of the charac-
ters I'eler had traced. :

Peter was damb agoin, .

“AVIhat is the meaning of this#" added Low-
enthal, angrily. \

“ Yo who ean write, and read writing when

- ib 33 written, ought-to know,” replied Peter, in-
nosanily, . .

“Ta it Babel ? mused Lowenfthal. ¢ N, the
blaek eannot write noe read.  Who would be so
presmnptuvas as to learn & nigger of mine to
rend? Tt ig not the work of Dabel.”  'Then to
Peter: “ Be not deeeived 3 1 know you Novth-
men: you.are full of tricks and devices, non-
sonse awd notions,. ehaffing »and  bargaining,
erafli and subtlety. You are a raee of itinerant
selipolinasters, possessing the corming of learn-
ing withous its dignity. Those that won't work
will pedlle, The South has broken from the
dograding nesociation with sueh. She will give
Iaw to the North, but she’ll take none.”

%30 T've heerd! How'll you have that door

" fixed, squire ¥ answered Peber, without appear.

ing to lave nnderstoed Lowenthal in the least.

* Sowething has passed here,"” resumed the
Iatter, glaneing at the charaetera that he was
too proud to approach! aud examine, “ But
treason lurks everywhere ; even under my own
© rool”’ o

“ Enough,”

dozen Leanediet Arnolds.
I don’t know.” .
¢ Dettur not fry to know!"” responded Low-
_enthal, i a sinister tone.  ** Knowing too much
has made many a man koow nothing. I knew
a persen, euce, who lknew foo mueh. I ob-
served that it person was short-lived.”
_ A ypeeanliar smile flickered across the man’s
Lhin lips. .

«I Jave say you're vight, though I don’t un-
derstand a word on’t,” Peter responded, care-
lossiy. ‘ I

«The devil may trust him I murmured Low-

“enthal, and then looked at Peter five minutes
without speaking. . ‘

“Fix tuis door first,” he said, by-and-by;
“ adjust to.ib a stout bolt to push into n socket
on ihoe oulside ; and see thus you do it thor-
ouzhiv.  Anattempt to trielz me will not ba for
your advantage,”

matbered Peter, “to puake &
What more there is,
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“Porhaps all this that you're doin’ 1 o to [
1 your, adviaitage,” thought' Peter, but Le didn®,

say ik,

. %1 know what you'd like,” added Lowenthal,

“ but you ¢an't go! Be content. Work [,
He walked toward the stairs,. and then caune
bag’s, and said :
« Don't jook after other men's scerets. Do
a3 gimple-winded ag you seem ; and when you
go frow here—"" he stopped, and looked sirange-

ly at the wood-chopper; “and when you go f§

from lere,” he reponted, with singular slowncss,

“ dor't tell what you have seen” '
Peter felt weak in the knees. Uncommonly

wealk in the knees felt Peter ! There was notli-

ing the mntter with his nerves, thoy had nlways |

answered his purpose. exceedingly well, Dan.
gers he had met in foreat nnd field, end faced
thein manfully. But eold dinbolism wns new
to him. e had traced cunning beasts of prey,
whose hahite were familiar ; but here was a
kind of subtlety that he bad pever " followed.
Here was a thing that trod silently in a path so
hidden, that he was af a lues to find tlie masked
trail. .o

¢ Don't tell what you have seen !” he mentally
sald. L
Te went to the door fo look altér him over
Babel’s head. He heard the word, ¢ Work!"
and bnd & glimpse of Lowenthal’s vanishing fig.
ure, He returned to-his labor with less ardur
and more seriousncss. He was absent-minded,
made frequent panses, stroked his beard in deep
reyerie, and now and then stared at Lalel g if
Lo were a long way off. :

T
CHAPTER IV.
ON TUE BALCONY.

The young girl wie had appeared to Peter Rust
go mystoriously, was the step-daughter of Lowen-
thal 5 and ther¢ was notiing supernainral about
her, ‘exeept her beauty, whieh was so remarka-
ble that Peter may be forgiven if he thought,
for o’ moment, thot an angel had ¢ome to him.
Bhe was not an angel, and: had no wish' Lo be
one. Angels are not common, though this
young girl was pfetty, and, I Lelieve. guod
cnough to belong to that anomalons race.

A very interesting ohjeet is & Jovéiy feminine

‘| ereature of seventeen, in a white dressing-robe,

trembling with fear and timidity.

This girl’s name was Milrese Dorn.  Her his-
tory ia what I propose to relate.
+ When Milrose flitbed from under Pefer's eyes,
ghe passed through an adjoining ehamber and
down'a private stairense to her own roum, Hhe

cloged and locked her door, and listened at the §

leyhole. Presently slie heard Lowenthal de-
seend. He stopped,,in passing, and sofily tarn-
ed the knob of her deor. Finding it locked, he
went on, and she soon heard his footsteps be-
low. .
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28 on her dressing-table, and being faint and heat-
i o1, threw up a window which opened upon a
¥ haleony. The eool air wooed lier, and she step-
ped ont. The night was dim, though balmy.
[ The shadowe of eome large trees were thrown
88 around her sombrely. The narrow walks look-
8 od like mystie aisles. The guietude had a calm-
ing influence on Milrose. ~She leaned ' against
the balustrade. Her heart was beginning to
 boit naturally, and elie was putting her thoughts
together in connected form, when & voies said:
M. - Milrose ™ : o
8ha looked up, for the named seomed to drop
from the air. ‘Theré was a rustling among the
branches of a tree, and a young man dropped
at her feet, 2
She did not stir
g Joss. .
“Have I terrified you?" he asked. . -
“You have done more than that, sir;
bave offended ine,” she answered, hastily.

‘Surpzl'ise kept’ ‘her motion-

B “Did I come too abroptly? I will go back |

and eome more leisurely. Nay, Rose; frown
not till you have heard me. If. I make not
good my cauee, then you shall be angry,” he
said, with an air half.penitent, half-playful.

é ¥rederick North,” returned Milrose, re-
Fro&chfu]ly, “yon ptesume too wuch on my
orbearance, ' Theré“sre some things that a
young woman csnunof forgive, One of those
things is—" ' : ‘

Y Bay it not, dearest Rose! et not those
kind lIips give me pain. I had little' thought of
seeing you,” repliod the young wman, earnestly.

Miliose pointed to the trée. PR
f “Are you of the monkey .race; Frederick?

Do you live in trees? Do you sleep in trees 2"

# No mors than you are a lawyer, Roso. Fol-
low me not so closely with your good wil.

Queation you can, and closely. I ask bub a pa-

tiont hearing." R

% 8peak loss bollly, then, or thosé :will hear
who are far less mereiful than I. Frederiok”—

she sunk her voice to a soft whisper—* you im-

eril not only my good name, but your life.

his is ¢ Caale Dangerous,’ No one can ap-
grou’eh it with impunity, even in the light of
ay. - At nigit the risk is greater. Lowenthal
sugpescts you.  Our interviewa, 1 fear, are: not
knowa ‘to ouraslves nlone. . There may bo un-
cerfainty in his mind, but jealous suapicion
arms even doubt with double malice. Hae would
kill you at my feet !?

ilrose had “permitted him to advance, but |.

not to take her hand... 8he wished, for his own
ood, to make him miserable before making
puin hippy. - ' :
[, If you musl speak;” she continued,  spenk
in whispers,” . S : :
* How can I speak in whispers when youn keep
me so far from: yonP F
breatlied to one’s ear,” he gontly answared.
“#Trifle nob; for in a moment that window

Milrese extinguished a wax-eandle that Lurp- §

yoi: i

A’ whisgper must be’
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will be eloged, and you will be slone. I wonld.
not be barsh, but I o sure you will foree me.
to it. I have been too eaay with you, Fredericl,
i must assert myeelf, or you'll forget what's due:
me.’ . - ' L
-+ Forget what is due you! I inow what is:
due you. Respect, Love, Worship—all that the.
heart of man d¢an yield. I adore youl”. :
. His voice was full of pathos. e
“1 tremble with terrorl If you sheuld be

Leard, Fredevick! . If you .kuew what I know!

<! You should mo# bie here, - I ought to banish.

you. I know how angry I ought to be. Rob.
bers prowl at this tine of niglit, Frederick.”
‘Her voice indicated renl distress. ..
- % There js seeming justice in-your reproachs
es," said Frederiok, getting possession of her:
hand. * Indeed, remurse is mized with the joy
of seelng you. 1 know 1 endavger you; but
Lave is of such a nature thit it dares every peril
in the world. 1t defies and overcomes every
difficulty. It ecorns worldly wisdem. It Rica
into the face of impossdhility. It secorns mis-:
consiruction and torture. If faces Denth. Love
is the rinsy, the Last, and the emearzer. Jb
brings me here. It casts mie at your feet. It
makes my homage my happiness—my humilia-
tion, my oxaltation—iny shame, my glory. My
heart crice, * Hose, Rosk! and wiﬁ never ba
satisfied, 'Though it run over with thee, it will ,
never have enough.” R SN 5
He stood veq1 near her'; he whispered very
gently ; hefel her breath on his cheek. . ' =~
“ My own Rose, white and pure! how muoch -

- T ]omou, every trisl and every aet of my.!

life shall.show ! "I haunt this place bécause you
ave here ; beeause my hope énd my world are .
here ;- because my roul flies’ away from me, and
my body must go eiter.it.: Soul, did I eay?:
Half » sounl, 1 should have eaid, which runsto : .
thee for its whole, Ce o .
“The young man expressed himself like an en- .
thuaiast, as he was, ! : Lo
* Are we so poor, then, that we have but one :
soul between us, Frederiak ¥ ghe. spked, half .
playfully, c .
' ** 8o, rich; rather, that the two parts are units .
¢d, This is not poverty, it is wealth " he an ;
swered, quickly, - ; . :
“1 prefer two perfect souls,” returned Milrose,:
thoughtfully, * that one may receive happinesa .
from the other. If Ihad bu$ Aalf & soul, lp think
it would move out.” . T
“It would find nothing pure emough to in.;
habit.” +. Ce - Co
*There, go ; for I doubt not the serious. bugi=-
ness you came upon iz donel You seo my
weakness. You perceive bow I have permitted-
myself to be cheated of my digeity by your
false tongne, If you really {:)ve me, go, before.
you are discovered.” R
Bhe pushed him from her with gentle foree.
* Bomething I came to say. Your life seems
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to me a mystery and a contradietion. You foar |
Lowenthal; I will not call bim your father.
You tremble at his name. Why is this? Come,
Rose, what éa i P -

“JIf the word DaneEx fang in your ears con+

ik3 - Tmagine a bell, with au iron ton?“e’ that
ringa but one peal from morning till night, and
* that, the warning note of Dangsr!” S

Her manuer was hesitating-and slow.

¢ L belicve in dnuses, Rose, . There is more
than you tell me,” returned Frederick, anxious-
ly. . #16 ecannoé be’ he wont om, ‘““that this
ruinous rebellion. thatis daily gathering strength,
seriously affeats you. Is he d good, a true man "

The serious- way in which he spoke, indieated
thet. his doubts of Lowenthal's ‘eharacter were
moge than. passing fhoeies. .

# I cannot answer now, but soon, soon I may
be at liberty tmeak freely. Thers will be »
change heve. not what, for I can searcely
foreace its nature. I hope, Frederick, we may
meet again.” ' T : : T

“ We .ehall, Rose, wo shall! You will -be
watehad over ; you shall be proteated. Heaven
will rafse ug friends to see that every violated
right be vindieated, and avory abuse of priviloge
punished. He who.is a traitor to his eountry,
will ba false to every.obligation. T have heard.
that you have never been a favorite ; that since |
the death of dyour mother he has looked apon
you with :eqld and jealous eyes. Perhaps you
ptand in the way of his. ambition and pride.
It'is snid that yop inherit your mother’s for-
tope.” . s -

Frederick .stopped, as: if siraid of going too
for in & matter so.delicate.. - - -
© "4 Lowerthal,” he.ndded, #néeds but s powsy
ful motive to wrge him to: ernelty and possibly
to- crime. ;.1 apeak thus fo - make you watchful
of yourself and observant 6f him. Anry. other.
villainy may grow sidd by sidqawith treagon, Should
Lie oppress you, should he throw his strength
against your weakness, shonld yqu really feel
thnt Dangsn. which foliows you. kike. a- warning
bell, endeavor, in some manner, to communis
cata with me.  There.dwells.in a oabin, not far
from hers, on. the. mnrgin of the Barrens, one
Peter Rust, whom I think, in emergeney, you.
might trust. ‘With this Peter1will leave same

- elue fo my own-wherenbouts; for. zomstimes,
Reoss, I am. not easily: fountd. Although this.
mun leads a wandering life, and is called, by

turig, . wood-chopper pnd still-hunfer, he:tha
yare qualities of ﬁead and heart, and is true, not

otly to his friends, but'te his eeuntry.” .
) B{lli‘nse. stood, with olasped hands, lislening.|

to her lover. - She was in painful doubt what.to.
eay to him.. Bhe knew.not swhether to. express
her foars, ot 4o keep them shut up in her ewn
breast; whether to give voico to. n terrible pus-
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He waa about to entreat her to bestow her ful)

that startled him.
cient to determine the movements of Frederick,

of a pistol.

to her bod, She had scarcely laid her eoufuse

known rap of her maid at the door.

her- The girl was excited, and eager to speak.

Angeline, with open eyes and. uplifted handa.
‘here she stopped short, most grovokingly.
AT don't know, I'a sure,” sai
to sggn}_g with indifference.
Master's shol somebody that was prowling
round the house I -

“Dox’t know who 'tis nor what he wanted.
Like's not, Miss Milly, ’twas a burglar, and
like's not *twas one o' them dreadful Yankees.
"Fwae B yon an, fryways, master eaid,
Goodnees, Miss Milly, Ym.scared! None of us
18 agfe, now'days. ﬁe might climbed right up
te your room and frightened the breath o' life
ouf_of your body.
bel -

|- ¢ Silly ereature!” cried Milrose. ,“Bring me
my. salts, and then sit down and bé gquiet. Do |

not ehatter till I give you leave.”

4 Love o’ Ged " muftered Angeline, sotto voce:
4 Mistress haso't got no nerves. We all might
be murdered, and she wouldn’t make no fuss
about it | - Well, some folls isn't like some other
 folks ; but if some. folks was like other folks,
folks would all be alikel”

herself in her misiress’ easy-chair, with the air
of .8 peveon of onneciuenoe. N !

Milrase, thongh full of womanly sensibility,
'did not belonk to the fainting solivol of heroines,
Vexations and trials but ‘served to bring out
her bidden strength. Although her brain reel-
¢d dizzily under the announcement of Angeline,
ghe did not wenkly: and unwisely yield to out-
ward expressions of ;grief. Lying with closed
,ages, her white face shaded with as white o hand,

jeet, and presently began to doubt the truth of
the ssory. Recaling all the noble quslities of
Frederick North, she found it impoessible to be-

pleion, or to remain silent. Hen agitation did
not eseape the gnick eyes of Frederiek North.

lieve that he had met a fate so unworthy of
him. : .

confidence upon him, when ehe placed a hand
upon his lipa, aud whispered with a suddenness §§
“ Go. instancly!  Sume one has raised o win
tintially, like & bell, what would you think of | desw.” : ] ‘

The alsrm Jdepicted upon her' face was auffi-

He seized the nearest limb, swung himeelf from |
:he baleony, and immediately she heard him drop &
a the ground, and mumultaneously, the report g
Greatly terrified, she eprang to her §
ehamber, closed the windaw, and wenttremblinﬁ
head on the pillow, when she Lieard the well. it appenred on his face,
Calming her festures, she 'arose and admitted §
. “Well, Angeling ¥ gald Milrose, encourag- [

ngly. . S T ]
“What do you. think, Miss Milly!" eried

Rose, trying B

Rose sank upon her bed, guite wesk and faint. [ -
~ haps, they can’t 1" :

ord, miss, how pale you @ clin 'sleeplt{en minutes, Fll eare men\;fbut th?'?hdé

ngeling, &, smart-locking quadroon, settled §

“put his shoulder to the dczgr and burat it open.”

" - @r'you to oppgse me. My hotse is niy castlé.

she thought rationally azd sensibly of the sub- } I can wall it up o buen it if T will.”
2

\
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CHAPTER V. .
BEKAKS HIS MIND. "

PETER BPRS ‘ .
Peter Rust worked. ' "He had in‘the first place

yesolved not to touch a tool, or yield in the least
degree to the despotic will of Lowenthal. But
—ns men often doi—he é¢hanged his mind, as
has been seen. He fixed s wooden bolt-to the
doot in the ws
had anticipated, the momént it was done, that
very door was closed and: that' identigal bolt
drawh upon him. This did bdt digappoint hian
in the least; for it reliaved him of the sight of
Babél, ¥ho now kept hik vigil outside. Peter
réjoiced, in fact. ~ A smilé that had:enaning in

- By this time it 'was broad day, ‘The.sunlight
tivered in at the windows, very golden and
cheerful, saying . Good moining I to Peter
Rust, who, looking ont, saw soldiers drilling i
the distange. L a A

“Am T a nigger,” quoth Peter,” * that X
-should do this thing? It ain’ constitutional,
be hanged if "tigP* s co

“'With these reraarks, he went to work snd’ put
a long bar aeross the door, and fastened it.

“ Thire I said Peter, wiping his' forehead—
‘“thers’s a bolt on both sidés now, I guess,
Perhaps they can gét in, if they want to. Pe-

 Having surveyed this job 4 Jittle whils, 'he af-:
fixed additional bars; n.ngl made stronig ‘his po-:
sition., e e R
T take' a Hitle nap,’” said Petor to Wim-
self. ' **Sleep i o sharpener of the wits, IFT

o I
. He atretehod bimself upon the floow, with a’
picee of joist for a pillow. He had no sooner!
shut his eyes than he heard the bolt drawn apd
ah' attempt made’ to enter.” Thep there was'a
knock—a double' alid triple knoek. R
% Compe in |” said Péter. "* Come in 1" .
' Bomebody kisked the door épitefully, -Peter
heard Lowentlial mutterinig and cursing.. '
# Don't stan’ on ceremony, ’squire. ~ Oall ‘on
me often.  Shallbe in.all day,’” added Poter.
““ In #ilt you starve 1 come through the barred!
door, in tonés mest ominons. -’ L
Then Lowenthal"evidentiy'ditected "Babel to

4 Push ‘away ' aaid Pe
me Enow.? 7" ot ,
The giant faade Liie great jointe cravk fa vpini
1i8 mister, snraged; beat him, and seeméd in-
expresiibly snnayed by Peter's dovies: - "'
U Lot me i " oried Towenthal, ' «It s folly’

T

“ Jty’ #o 1™ said' Péter. * % The Irjshoean burnt

Ahis barn to kill thé wédeel.” *- 7 v
. “1 ¢am starve you out. Nobody is proof

against hunger,” threstened Lowenthal, |

he had been ordered. As-he,

| ehanged hia

'
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squire,” returned Peter, carelessly. “ You
wanted & specimen o' my greasy skill, and
w've got it. As for breins, I was born too
ur North to have 'em. ~ Bone and musele isn't
of much consequence, you know. When you,
force' a free man to' do your villainous work,
you must have everything accordin’. When,
you take. to coercion, ocercion it must be.
hen it’s a thing o strength, bring en your
strength. 'When it’s a question o’ cunnin’, trot
up your eunnin’. When it’s a maiier o' justios
and right atween man and -man, make manifost
Your fustice -and right, and stan’ to it. Make
things equal, I say. But never rely on him ag
works on compulsion. Here I- be, fortified in
-your den. Gleb me out, if you ¢an,”
“I can order the wall eut down with axes,”
said Lowenthal, hoarae with anger. ‘
“Ay! Yon ean cut away more in an hour
'zl;an you can build up in a'day,” returned Pe-
™ .

. The ootton-planter refleeted a little, then
olicy.
“(ome, be reasonable. Open the door. Per-
form the worl, end you shall be Liberaliy re-
warded. You ma rely on something youdon’t
antieipate, when.tiis little job is done.”

“It'e: that very something,” thought Peter,
“ that I'm afraid of 1 .

- - But he Very carefully kept the thought where
thoughts are made.

““When honest men have honest intentions,”
ke replied, .*,h‘eg don’t drag in an honest neigh-
bor to do their dishonest worl, There’s a dif-
ferénde "atween a_nat'ral-Born seoundrel and &
nat’ral-born gentleman. In my opinion, you're
a d—d cold-blooded villain I :
‘"Peter said this with & little more heat, a little
more eng'i-igx, and a little more everything else
than wsyal” His contempt and indignation now
ahd then eseaped like pent waters, =~
i % Yon didn’t take me at the flood-tide of my
dod-nature,” Lowenthal answered, in his most
B ‘g'gzt’i:ltopea. My momentary weakness is ebb-

¥ Lot it 'be low water a9 quick as possible ™
quoth Peter. “ Your flood and your e¢bb tide
are the same’ to- me, Our'views are different. |
Wo oan't think nor aet alike. My notions ara
free where you nat'rally take to eotton and nig-
gers, "We're enemids, and there’s no disguisin® '
on't. “Had. you kept your hands off, you'd had
;lgot.hin’ to fear from Peter Kust. But after this
night 'hin namé will ;be to yon o dread and' a
séerel térpor. * I throw the glove at ye fairly
and sqiisrely. 1 give ye warnin’ duly and truly,
T tell, ye owenthal, that vou've got n elow-
trecker after ye. Blow-trackin’ is my business,
and Hes been Tor seny and many a year. You

| know ‘what & atill-hunteris, T s'posa ? A still-,

huoter ie one .as hunts without dogs—one as
trusté in himself, and not in the instipets of

* Carry on the fordard movement as you like,

brute-beasts — ome as has confidence in hig




 alays!”
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powers—one as goes far and goes slow—one a8
steps lightly and makes no noise, and comes up.
with the game elore it's aware—one as 13 not
heard till he eirikes, and never strikes uill he
eter'a voice, as he praceeded, took on nore
and mor- an earnest and impressive tone. There
was a Ktwd of quiet solemmity in his enunecia-
tion, Lowenthal never felt 8o strangely in his
life. 1Iv kuew not what he had caged. |
« Perhiaps yon think.you've got a nigger here,
~a poor, oppressed, eringin’, gniverin’, beggin’
nigger, that'll .ery out ‘O mors'r! margr!’
with every blow you give him.  You're mis-
taken! I'm no more a chattel than eotton is

king. . Peter of the Pine Barrens is no white

traste—no Ben Dykes, or apostibe Quaker—bub
8 man, that in the end wiil give ye trouble. You
got me-up here for. some monstroge villainy.

You want & sceref prison in, your ‘own hpuse.
Beeause you command a hundred slaves, and |

the Lord kpows how many hundred traitors,
you mean to rule without regard to the rights
of others. While aallin’ cotton king; you king

it yourself among the deluded ercturs. that are.

dnily swellin’ this rebellion. You'yve got power.
Very well! Iknowit. Whatam 1?¥ A pris-
oner. 1 know that, too.  But I've got wit—a
free gift of Mother Natur'—and that's all I've
%ot to stake ngin your undisputed suthority.

here! Nuw'I allow that you know some’a$.

about Peter Rust.” : :

Petor ocnsed, and waited soma time for an

angwer.  When Lowenthal spoke, his voice was
steadicr and calmer thon before, but far more
dangerous. PRI
“1t docs not hecome my rank and stption,”
he said, * to waste Line and words on.a low-born
fellow, Slow-tracker and stili-hunter as yow

" are, I don't think you'll be able to slow-track or

stiil-ans your way out of my dwelling tack to
your beggnrly barrens!™. . Co

Peter Ltuat looked through a small hole in

the doer, that he had made for that purpose,
and saw the planter sock a revolver and direct)

its muzzle to a panel, then waited, evidently,
for him to speak. o

Petar didu't spenlk, but, stepping out of range,
tapped on the panel with a stick. o

‘ininking Peter’s body was where the. sonnd

wag, Lowenthal let fly a ball, which, tearing’
through the door, went out at the window, op-
posite. ‘

Peter sprang upward as faf as he eoyld for

the esiling, and came down, sprawling, near the
door. Everyihivg in the room rattled with the
shoek, i

Lowenthal put up his pistol and listened. It
peemed to him that be had dope mischief;
but that didn't distarb his equanimity at all,
He was used to doing mischief. He had shot
runaways often, and winged o few Unjon men of
late. :

He heard nosourd ;- nad eoncluding that Pe.
ter was very. dead or very depeitful, he went
elowly down-stairs to his breakfist. .

7

. CHAPTER VI .

. ... SWAMPSEY, )
Peter Rust, being neither hit ooy hinrt. arose.
It was now g plain matter of deadly enmily be-.
tween Lowenthal and, himself. The jutcntions
of the planter, there was no longer room fo
doubt. But Peter did not regret speaking hia
mind. Hefelf lesy like 8 hypoerite, and more .
ii_,l,ce o.-man; less. safety, a_iné_ more, deternina-
101, e - L
:The way. the ease gtood, it was a question of
esgape, or something worge, Exehange. places,
in imagination, with Peier, and the diffteuities
and embarrnsaments will bLe, hetter apprehend.
¢d. The windows were a long way from the
ground. .» One eould not drop from them, like
Brain from a tgee,; pnd yun awoy unhurt, There
was 8 poor chance of eseaping in that dircetion.
withont an oufside assistant. IHe looked duwn-
ward wishfilly, and thot was all he conld do. °
. He raised. the ekylight, then drawing the
chest alomg, and plaeing some lumher on if, he
mopnted high enough to examine’ the roof.
which had a piteli so sharp ae to render walking .
upon it unsafe. There was o light iron paling

just beek of the guiters, but it looked as if &
slide againet it would earry it away, .
The view befope Peter wos not 2 eheerful one. '
There were. the slippery tiles that no feet could
etand.npon; there was'the oblique surfyce, with |

| nothing for the hande to grasp; there was ihe

increpsing veloeity, when one got started ;- and
below wag the fatal fall, wilgh,'seemingly, mthihg.
but a cobweb bdetwe_en to\prévent it. I
Peter Bust did not wish to break his neck to
anve his life ; but he resolved to trust himeself
on the reof .as'goon. a8 it was dark, if no 'more”
feasible method presented. Ie would bave
made thg{%t(riali then, had not. the whole planta-
tion heeplnstir. It was fortonnte for him thet
he exposed so-fitile of his person ; for just aa

lurking suspiciousiy about the grounds. :

. % The lazy wiliain!? muttered Peter. « He's

got a bankerin®.after wy double-gun.”’ .
Poter drey jn hie head, closed the skylight,

and continued his observations fron the win-

| he was withdrawing, he discovered Ben Dykes €

.| dows.with little or no satisfaction.
. . The day wore on very.slowly. Ha ealled on.

his patience, and his equanimity did not fail
him. Ha.heard Babel walking to and fro.in.
the passage, and, save his shuffling footsteps,
no other sound jn,the bouse. Humgry he was,’
ond. thirsty.; but, hunger and thirst, wére ol
-ecompaonions whom he had met on the piaict;
and in the forest. He could bear their gompes”
ny very well for a day or two. "He was not gy

ing to be put dowu by a day’s fasting.

JASINVMEY TILITT
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He momnentarily expected Lowenthal, and
s perpléxed at lis absence.
While peering eautiously from a window, late
n tle afternoon, Peter saw & small negro boy
wandering about listlessly, with his hands erosas-
ed behind him., Althongh this little fellow
Mcemed (o have nothing to do, and to be of not
$¥the least consequence fo anybody, Peter Rust’s
Boountenance Li qhbed up the mioment he beheld
him. - .
i “Thevo's Swampsey,” said Peter, much pleas-
¢d. ¢ There's that little black dog, Swampsey,
Bst:addlin’ about, lgokin’ for his master, 'l war-
Brent. I'll throw o chip at him.”  Peter threw
Blout o little block, which fell near the boy, who
B ooled firat at it, then upward, to see where it
Meame from:. Immediately he began to throw
fllsomerseta, and pitehed about in a surprising
Mnanner. For a minute or two, it was diffienit
¥io tell whether he was on his head or hig heels.
fWhen he had ended his performances, and
Hitood upright egain, with his hands behind him,
8hic countenance was plecid enough, and there
rere no signa of unusual exciternent. about hi
[ As he stood there, with his faee turned slight-
Mty upward, he was a wonderful little object,
Wquzint and grotesque beyond deseription.. His
sooty countenance wore an expression of care-
less indifference to all things. Tt seemed to
look at him, as if anything ‘and everything
might bappen without disturbing him.
Swampsey was just a yard long, in his bare
Wfeet. His toilet was of the simplest Southern
d ; a tow shirt without any sleeves, - - Swamp-
sgy eould change all hie elothes in a minute. -
Peter Rust had picked him out of the mud of
B AHigator Swamp, on one of his .long tramps,
and from this circumstance named him Swamp-
By, This incident happened two years before,
Jfznd since then the boy had net grown an inch;
and, in faet, hed given up the business of grow-
ing. In this way, Peter had acquired & very
small but very faithful- servant,
Swampsefy was a natural whirligiz. He was
bern full of squirm and twist, whirl and twirl.
B He eould spin like a top, roli like a wheal, elimb
like a cat, and hang by his toes like a monkey.
He had a - marvelons -equipoise, He could
stand and walk on anything that had been stood
on and walked on. " In making this swamp-
foundling, fear had been left out of his comapo-
gition, He didn’tknow when to be afraid, No-
body wanted Swampeey., There wasn't a plant-
er.mor a “ trash ” within 4 hundred miles that
would give » pod of cotion for him, But that
4 troubled hima least “of all, - He was eontent to
g follow Peter Rust. - The only eentiment' he
knew was devotion to Peter. "The rest of the
world was nanghbt to him, - . C
“He sees me,” muttered Peter. .+ He gees
me, the little feller does! Now, I wonder
what's passin’ in that head o' his'n? If he
hasn't got wit enough to know I'm in trouble,
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he’ll be in the house dirvectly, tryin' to find me
—same’s o dog would. Should hate to have
him hwrt.” b o
* Peter watched the boy anxiously, who show.
ed no disposition to goaway. So Peter stared
down at Swampsey, and Swampsey stared up at
Peter. The lalter eould think of no wey of
communieating with his small friend on- the -
ground, and there was 1no cerainty that his
small friend on' the ground had nng olear idea
of the situation ‘of his large friend above.

Peter wae ab & loss for expedients. In this
case, the most fruitful mind could suggest noth-
ing’ practicable. -He bnd rcached the eud of
invention. He could gaze at the black pigmy,
like an expericneed owl in 8 oypress-tree, that
malkes great eyes at everything he sees of a per-
plexing-nature. : .

Swampeey dropped on the grass, presently,
ag if Peter had shot him with his eves. Then
Swampsey hicked up his heels. '

“ Never expected to be a slaveholder,” mused
Poter ; “but I be. I own jest one yard o’ nig-
ger. Couldn’t help it, though; ‘couldn’t sell
him nor give him away. e didn't seem fo be
worth savin' when I fished him out of Lis moth
ar mud., But there’s a good ’enl o' somerset in
him, now. He's as fuli of hop and elimb as an’
ege is of meat. Don't s'pose he ever had an
idee in his-life. Can't say that slaveholdin’ is °
very looerative. Bat the outgoes is small
I've no doubt but that tow: shirt 'tl-last himy an
age. When it wears out, I shall get a gununy-
bag to put him in. Tisn't wmuch trouble to
dress niggers; and' as for eddication, it's easy
g8 death.  The less they know, the mora thoy're
worth. T've been keerfnl not tc apile Swampsey
by makin® him wise. His ignoranee makes him

A pearl o’ great’ price. Tm afeard he wouldn’é

kpow the letter N from a goraffe |”
Peter looked wondrous theughtful, and seem-
ed to be lost in the question of negro yroperty.
“Poor Gymoastyous!” murmured Peter,
dreamijly, menning the boy, whom he often
called by this name. ¢ Poor little Somerscter ..
It's better to bave & dog te love ye than no-
body. What'll he do, if he loses his only
friend? He's o very small eretur to be alone
in a very large world :
Fill the afternoon wore quite away, till the sum
went down, Swampsey lay on the grass, airing
his heels, and ceoling his brains, and peering
up ot Patér, - ’
Till the afternoon wore guite away, till the
gun went down, Peter sat at the window, glntie-
ing now and then af the dueky soles and orispy
head, till Swampsey and the. night got mixed te=
gether, and hopeleasly lostin unity of color.

'CHAPTER VIL 3

" MISTRESE ANE MAID. '

“Angeline,” said Milrose, the following mors--
ing, awaking from a troubled: sleép.
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. Well, Migs Milly,” eaid the waiting-maid,
yawping. ., . © L
“ What do you think of this liouse?” ,
-This straightforwerd quesiion caused the gir2
o look wonderingly at her mistress. S
“Love ef God, Miss Milly 1” she exelaimed,
with less affoctation than usual. “Idon’t know
my own miud two exesutive minutes together,
Sometimes I think one thing, and sometimes
another. But if I's sick and wasn’t goin’ to
live, and was goin’ to die, and the doctors had:
give me up, and there wasn’t no hopes .of me,
and I was goin’ to.speak the truth for the last
time, [ shonld say that this is a mighty queer
house anyways!”  Angeline lefs her easy-chair,
approached .the bed, and thrust her two hands
into two little pockets in her apron. When-
ever she put her hands into those pockets, it
was agign that she wns on her mettle, and meant

to bave her say. “I'm goin' to speak the |

unconfined truth jest as out and out ss & white
person.’’ L

8he turned ber eyes toward the " eeiling, dep-
recatingly, and Mjirose prepared to hear un-
eommen Words with uneommon applieations.

“This is o boume, Misé' Milly I "That's dead
sure, Tt's a house, and no mistake. But js it o
honse where people feel a8 pagy and happy sud
eontentions in their minds as some other pec-
ple? Ja it a house where folks walk about like
other folks, as if they wasn't afraid o bein"
seared at their own noises ? | Jo it a house where
you hear cheerful falkin’ and hearty Inoghin’ ?
Does anybody even smile jn an equivocal and
detrimental fashion, like folke who've experi-
mented in religion? Is it 8 house where theres
no locks and keys to reciie curcsity.? Is it a
house whera the marster wears a gunshiny fage,
and has & word of kindness and desolation for
all? Who knows what's done? Who kuows
what's above or what's below $ . Who kuows
who comes and who goes? Who koows the
meanin’ o' this or the mearin' o’ that, or who
can put it all together and make unicorn
sense of it? Tell yon what, Miss Milly, some
of us is comin® to grief; and that is what I
think of -this house I . o

 Don’t speak quite so Joudly,” snid Milrose.

¢ Never said so mueh afore in this gonpesti-
ble house, and if Mars'r Lowenthal was to
“ect e raonin’ on in this way, 1 should be cut
up drendful, and p'r'aps vanish of a .zudden,
and nobody know where to. Tell you what,
none of us feels safe hera! What's mcte, don't
durst say so to one nother ; for we're watched,
anc?’euu’t. extinguish thé spica from the rest of
us -, .

# Slaves arve not blind, after ali I ‘sﬁi& Roag,
thoughtfully.

“ No, indeed, Mige Milly! Course they ain't,
They sce lots and lots. But they don’t tell I”

Then drop,ping: her voice ; ‘
. “Deen dreadfu]ly worried 'bout you, demr

| mothin’,
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Miss Milly. Sometimes been most refraoted in B

my mind by the car'in’s on. The grim fages |
and the bluck looks is 'nough to seur sweet 3
mill. Now, mistress, what you goin’ to do? |
You ain’t happy, and haven't been sinee your
pretty mother married mars’r, though you's
only & ohiid then.. But ehildren, like niggers,
find out things.” N .

-« Angeline, on this poosasion you have spoken
very well,” answered Milrose, * Your remarks
about this house are, in the main, correct. I no §
lgnger feel safe here, - T must of necessity, trust 4§
some vne ; I will truet you.” '

Lord, Miss Milly! Never had no donbt hout
trugtin’ me, dig ye? Who ean you trust, if nof
me? If I betray ¥ou, you needn’t never put no
confidence in anybody. Love you, and_that's
all about it! ®o tell me what you want, dar-
lin’, end T'1l go through five and water for you.”

The quadroon spoke with warmth and’ foel.
ing. 8o far as Rose cculd judge, there was no
biypocrigy in the girl's Lieart. She thought of
the- strange tales she, iad heard of Angeline's |
parentage, and, wondered ir they had ever
renched her ears, She looked in vain at her
fair face tor some feature of Lowenthal's : there
was no sinister bend of the brow, no guile in
the-eyes ; no.eraft about the mounth.

+.Gio to the door,” paid Milrose, * and see if
any one is in the passage.” |

“Lord's, merey, Miss Milly! How you do
scare one with your strange ways! Your eyes |
'pear so wild-like and dreary.” ‘

“ Angelipe opened the door and looked out.

“ Not_a- breathin’ soul I she said, closing it §
and returning. *“You esn spesk your mind
without pregerve.”

“You use peouliar words, Angeline,” gaid
Milrose, smiling, S §

“*Laws, mies! Don’t 8'peet T’ talk like nig-
gers and low white folks, do ye? Ain't a pig-
ger, anyways [” S

“ 1 must léeave Lowenthal,” eontinued Mil-
rose. - C s

5 Goodness! You don't mean it, Miss Milly!
Better let somebody go that hasn't so. good a
right to.stay. All $his here—" Angeline made
a wide sweop. with her hand— I’lopgs to you.
B'peet you own a beap o’ property.”

- & Property, indeed I” answered Roge, sighing,
“I know but little sbout it, I confess ; mue

® at mars'r than me. Always shake in my shoes
¢ when he speaks to ine:

ents up dreadful with "em. . There’s been terri-|
ble works, first and last. Tlhere's been right-

 time that trouble was comir’ to ye. I've boen

 slsted the girl, enrnestly. ¢ There's a dreadful

less than the servants, I presume. Whetever
belongs to me, I knéw I have control of noth-
ing, That man Lowenthal “~~her face exprees-
ed atrong contempt—* never refera to that sub-
ject: It is seldom that I sec him, and he chills
snd terrifies me, to begin with. In money, m
poot girl, none are poorer than your misfress.”
“ Lordy, Miss Milly! youra an  heiregs.
Don’t run on in such a respendin’' way. ;I
woulde’t have such a rejection of spirits{ for
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“I'm going away, Angeline. You are f},he
!

Rknow soon enough, I warn
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only one I depend upon to help me. I go, be-
canse I eannot stay iif this house. I hope T
have always been kind to you, Angie P’

Rose looked steadily at the girl. She wanted
to read her mind ond understand® what was in

¢ How ean you donbt my retentiona, my dear
mistress ! eried Angeline, throwing her arme
pround  Rose's neck, “ Nobddy'a moere sedred

Lawa!l he thinks no

more o' niggers than he does o' cattle! He

down murders on this plantation, though "tain’t’
go bad since the new overseer come. If you go
from here, I go with you. Don’t eare what
eomes of it, My mind's made up, and I'll fol-
ler and foller, to the wdrld’s end. I've tried to
be cheerful, mistress, and to be deceitful, to’
keep up your courage ; but I've knowed this long

spyin’ about, weeks and weeks; lookin’ ab this
and that; dodgin’ hers and there; slyin’ and
pryin’; askin"questions of one ard t'other ; put.
tii’ 0dds and ends together ; and you may put
it down for certain that this is a wicked house !
The man that'l kill niggers in eruel ways, and

think nothin' on’t, in a little while’il kill whita |-

folks. If he Kkills niggers and loses money,
won't ke kill white folks to gain money #"

“You are talking frightfully, Angeline![”
shivered Rose. o :

“Be shut up, first thing you'll know I” per-
Yaukee to work up yon. Tried to kesp all the.|
help outthe way. But Lord! that isn’t easy
in a place like this, If mars’r goes or as he's
begun, ‘this houwe’ll be n milingtary follyfiea-
tion, courge o' the summer. " It's full o’ guns,
ard awords, and bayonets, and balls, and pow-
ders, and animation, and bum-shells, and six-
pound swivelers! And to-dey they're o bring
up some mortars, snd God He lmows who's to
be pounded in ’em I’

“ How you mix {kings ¥ said Rose. ‘

«7 don't like that business up stairs. Mars't
meant it should be a secret. But it's mighty
gecret, ain't jt¢ Folks can have a good many
seerets when other folks are watehin® 'em. A
wooden erge ot the top o' the house! And
somebody’s to be confirmed-in it! I don'tsn
who's to be eonfirmed in it ; but the person 'l

2 !l! H

“ Being a slave, Angeling; you may be pur-
ued, if you go with me,” anid Milrose.

“I'm your slave, if I be. Between you -and
me, I doubt as whether Mars’r Lowenthal owns
e nigger in the world.” . .

“ Theae ave strange ideas!” replied Milrose,’
grently surprised. * Where did you get such
botions 9 ‘

“&lole "om, here and there, ns erows steal

n

oornl” answered Angeline, Isughing. * Leave -
me to find ont things, mistress! 1fyou go, I
go, slave or no glave, hunt or ne hunt, dog-or ne
dog. When ’ll you start, Miss Milly

“To-night! I eannot go too soon, or too far, -
Whatever righta I-have here must be settled
after thia dreadful war, ' The disturbed staie of
the eountry gives my stepfather most dunger-
ous power. When bad men have power, It the
wenk beware. To-day you shall make upa bun-
dle of clothing, snd we’ll ereep away from licre,
befriended by the darkness, And; Angeliae ™

* Yee, Misn Miily.” . .
“Find out if anybedy was really ehot last
night 7 L o

Milrose kept her countenanae remarleably well.

“ Ves, Misa Milly. But e'posin’ thera was,
'taint no *count.. Folke will get killed anywaya.”

Bimple-hearted Angeline! She could not see
into her mistress’ heart juel then. '

“ We must git used to firin’s and shootin’.
Tell you what! They aay the Yankees are com-
in* down to Beatfort to settle this here trouble;
and the South Car’line slnntem are goin' to puk
their heads 'togethier, and jest wipe ’em el’ar cut
I g’pect. the Yankees are the wiskedest, and ateal.
in‘est, and murderin’est folks in the world.
Ain’t they, Miss Milly " S

“ No't* gaid Milrose, decidedly.
© “Love o’ God! T thought they waa. Heard
tell they's goin’ to steal the niggers and car’
’em off and sell ‘em, and that the planters” wom-
en-folke' wouldn't be safe a minute after they
leave their ships.” . :

“ Believe little that you'hear,” answered Mil-
roge, with a fuint smile, “ Women and ohildren
have nothing ‘to fear from Northern fréemen,
These idle tales are sent abroad to inflame the -
populay mind. Bring me some coffee, Angeline
anS' he disereet. Remember that this is my last
day at Lowenthal.” '

CHAPTER VIIL
. WANT HIM dor ovUr! .

With the night eame clouds, and with the
olouds, dntkness. Both cloads and darknesk
peemed to favor the intentions of Milrose.. "An-
geline had been faithfully busy. Sueh- parcels
a8 she eould comfortably carry had been made
up, and'been put oub of sight, it readincss for
flight; and mistress and maid waited in mushi
agitation for the hour of departure. The enter-

rise was not without romantie coloring.  Roide
Ead been wonderfully suggestive, and Angeling
equally wonderful in execution.

The latter had suceeeded in obinining, by
much finesse, the uniform of a drummer-boy for
the disguise of her inistress, and, by the same
happy management, the gecond suit of a youth-
fal trumpeter, who had Been somewhat intoxi.
{;’\ted, by her beauty and two glasses of Bour-

11
These garmn's, neatly fo'ded, sl placed fn
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two iehairs, Milrose was looking ot with very
wide eyes. . : ‘

- ““Lmws, Miss Milly! They. won't hurt yet
these things won't.. Needn'i be queer bout ‘em.,
Xowll look jest as handeome ss you ean live!
‘Can’'t make ye look ugly, nnyways.” .

In spite of those. friendly dssurances, Milrose
stared a grest. deal at the gray jackets and
trowsers, and the jaunty fatigue-caps, Could
alve ever get used to sieh comical things?

. “Love o' God!” exclaimed Angsline, putting
her hand puddenly oniMilrose’s head, * What’s
%o be done with tgis hair* T done forgot it.”
¢+ “{an’t you atrange it somehow, Angeline
- aigked Milrose, with a startled look. . .

# Blees ye, no, mistress! There’s more’n two
eapfuls of it.. And such hair! It's finer'n silk,
znd bincker'n Babel's wool. Can’t fix it, no-
ways " S, .

*Cut it off,” answered Milrose, with an ex
.¢usable ‘sigh ; for her halr was incomparably
beautiful. ‘ <

¢ Can't do it, Miss Milly, anyways! Haint
got the henrt to lay a soissors to them silky
eurls, Tell you what, it’s wicked, True's I
Yive, "twould be designation I .

“ Degignation, or desceration, I must submit
/o it Get your seissors, and begin.” .

. Wouldn't tried to make ye a boy, if "spected
this I muttered Angeline, most unwillingly be-
- ginning to olip the long and shining locks.

.“No boy ever had guch hair. Coarse stuff,
boy's hairis ' Declar' I feel like a manefactor!
To think how many would go erazy for this Laiv !”

The dark tresses fell one after another. An-
geline fotched a great sigh at gvery stroke of her
scissors, It appeared to her that their troybles
kad really begun.

*“I henrd something,” said Milrose,

“So didI; I heard my heart thumpin® with
grief, ahd the olip, clip of these horrid soissors !
responded Angeline, petulantly. -

- &It was at the window, I wish yowd open
i, said Milrose, uneasily. .

. “In half n minate, mistress. *Most done,”
;fghed the girl, lingering to complete the sac-
. She had severed the last curl, and was
in the nct of obedience, when the window was
wﬁl{ Eusht_zd up from the outside, and g little
blaek boy, in a tow shirt, appeared, standing in
the open space betwgen the sash and the floor,

. This littls blnek boy was Swampsey ; and he
had his hands behind him. . But this Jittle black
‘boy, with his hands behind him, made as much
sensation as if he had been a8 lnrge as the giant
of Gath. Two paivs of bright eyes turned their
fires on Swampeey, Two pretty faces paled with
fear, and mistress and maid thought they were
betrayed. oL

“ Want him got out I” said Swampsey.. Not
a musele of his smnll body moved. -
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Swampaey waited a reasonable time.

“ Want him got pus I” .

“Love 0> God!"” eried Angeline, .

“ Want him got out I’ repeated Swampsey.
- “He waitts him'got outl” echoed Angelin
with the blankest of faces. .

“ Wan't whom got out ?” asked Milrese.

% Mara’r Poter P

Fhe voice seemed to come from .an infanll
gepulohre.. It was low-pitehed, and stpaight ol

It was a seriogs matter with Swampsey.
“ Mars'r Deter?”
dark, . ‘

“Up you!” said Swampsey, 'je‘rking his beall
Jupward, . . : '

~ “Peter Rust!” exclaimed Milrose, rapidly
connecting several fractional, facts, i
: Instantl{‘ Swampsey threw two forward scm
et:aets to the contre of the room, eut o caper o
hisown invention, and olapped his hands he
bim again, . . ;

. Milrose was amnzed. This was her first uof§

queintance with Swampsey. :
4 Gracious.! what a frog it is! Didn't knowl
there was such a little” straddle-bug on {hd
plantation.”
Bwampsey winked and blinked. E
“Tell you what, too,” continned Angolinf

“ Shouldn’t wonder if this was the little blacy ‘ ‘

midget that follows Peter of the Pines.”
Swampsey’s grave head bobbed up aud
down. : ) . |
“ Want him got eut,” he sald, with an eye tof
business, ) 4
* He's your master 2 asked Milrose.
“ Mara'r Poter I answered Swampsey.
51 can't help your master, little fellow,'§
gaid Rose. “1I wish I could, but I can't.” §
Bwampsey winked vacantly, -He eould rof
understand her inability, He studied her faod
moset wishfully, ns dogs ook at their masters to
Kknow their minds. '
“What's your name, you curious chicken ¥
demanded Angeline.
“ Swampsey,” replicd the boy, with a doubly
wink,

“ Laws! Bwampsey 1” said Angeline.
can'’t git him out, enyways.” :
The featurcs_of Swampsey remnined hope
lessly vague anll unsatisfied. '
“ Can’t gl6 herself out, you litié sbupid nig
ger! Shubt up here, we be, as if we's fightin

Fed'ralists. "Go *way 1”7 ‘

Swampsey semersaulted haek to the window!
gill. 1t was a sign that he had an idea.

“Want a rope!” he. said, when he hal)
crossed his bands behind him again.

. Go"’long, with your-tow shirg " .

Angeline didn’t mean to be cross, but he
mistreas’ business was of more importance than
Peter Rust's, o

* Want o rope ! persisted [ wa upsey.

i Sh

Milrose and Angeline began to breathe, and
levk at cach ofher, M

“Can’t you get him a rope, Lngeline I i

queried Angeline, yetin th

Colaws,
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Milrose, recalhiag vividly her singular fnterview
with Peter. 1 know tlhot Peter Rust is wy
friend. But what can this small thing do with
arope ’ .

Shie coueidered him again. The Lilliputian
body ; the fixed seriousness of the face; the
bacgward carringe of the head ; the even, un-
varying tone of the voice ; the steadiness of his
demands, and the remarkable eccentricities of
molion that he cceasionally indulged. in, ren-
dered him an object of more than ecommon eu-
riositv. L. :

‘“ Can't do nothin’ with it,” said Angie, with
a toss of thé head. * Better let me drop him
out the window, mistress; he’s a ei’ar bother.
Aud tell yon what ; his eyes are sharper’n a eat’s
1f Peter of the Pines don’t git ouf o’
that yon Hill this shrimp gits him ouf, he’ll
atay till he's done rotton ™

The maid was growing plucky, and the mis-
tress, though more than wiiling to assist Peter,

. knew of no present method of doing it.,

« If I's shut up in the top of & large construe-
tion, and was repelled to stay there tili this tod-
dlepole freed me, I'd just write my own epi-

_graph, and prepaxre for the hour of delusion.”

“Rope I sald Swampsey, utterly’ unmoved
by the opinions of Angeline,

“#Caun-t this boy help jus 7 agked Milrose.

“No!” answered the girl, tartly. “ Couldn’t
help o humming-bird”? 7 - -

¢ Help Marsa's Peter,” drawled Swampsey, and
flang himself out of the window.

#'What is beecome of him ?” exclaimed Rose,
slarmed. .

, ¢ Goodness, Miss Milly; he ean go anywheres!
Ho isa't a bein’ nor a nigger neither.”

# A banshee, perhsps ¥’ replied Rose, smil-
ing. .
il Laws, mistress, "twasn’t a she-at alll” re-
torted Angeline. ** And he's as likely to be no
kind of n sect as aryways. Some the plantation
handa has seea him toti’after Peter in all weath-
ers, and they just "eluded "twas Peter's devil. But
whatever is, 1t's time for us to be gittin’ ready.
The night's dark, Miss Milly, and it looks Jone-
soie-lile outside ; but if you've done gone made

up your mind to go, put on them there things,

and we'll.try it.  Dou’t be squeamish *bout the

trowsara ; lief wear "em as tother things.”
Angeline elosed the window, and, for greater

gecurity, the shutters also ; and pouncing upon

. Milvese, dressed lher in the drummer-bey's

clothes in & twinkling. .

Milrose not being troubled with sickly senti-
ment, and posseasing a liberal share of eommon
gense, assisted, rather than hindered her prae-
tieal maid.

“ They set like gloves, I declare, Miss Miliy !
They couldn’t be Lefter in the legs, and as for
the jacket, with its bright milingtary buttons,
‘it gold Juce on the sleeves, and 1ts little pearl
collar, it is perfestly reguisite, and makes you

| transformation,
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Jook like a smart litte corporal. Now ‘{"ur the

cap! Put it on n-bit sideways—so. A side-
wiys enp wakes a feller look saucy, anyways.
What 4 boy it is!
be done with them hands? What Lands ther

to be stuck out of a secesh jacket! Too small,

too white, and too clean.. That's dead surel

Puot on your stoutest gloves, miatress, and keep

the little things curled up."

Angeline paused and ran her cyes down
Rose aill they reached her fact. )

“Tove o' God!” she exu&laimed. in dismay.
“ Here's ‘nother trouble. 'Speet a drummers
boy wouldn’t have sich feet as them, nownys.
Tliey look like puss-paws in &id slippers.” -

Milrose looked at her doll-like feet in silent
panice. . -

“Good in & ball-room,” muttered Angelire;
“ but oub o place here. Them yer trowsirs
covers all but the tips of ker tues. Cal'lnte
I've got a pair with high heels and shiek solis,
thut'll do better'n these, 'nongh sight.”

Angeline, who appeared to raise difficulties
merely for the purpose of overcoming them,
van to & press and brought out a pair of thiek
walking-shoes, inte which the tell-tale fuet wire
thrust, boots and all.

i “Look in the glass, Miss Milly,” said Ange-
ine. . .

Milrose looked, and was astonished at the
The extreme dolieacy of her
eomplexion, and the marvelous beauty of her
face, were in bewildering contrast with her
masenline garments.. She counld not readily
reconeile herself to the ehange. She saw a boy
in the glass, with her own features ; but it wona
boy that made her blush, and smile, and trewa-
ble. . -

Angcline soon east her feminine husk, and
slipped into the trumpeter's suit. Her darker
shin and stouter figure gave her o masenline
advantage over lter mistress ; but she was, in
truth, & very comely youth. No one would
have imagined, locked he ever so eritieally,
that she had Afriean blood, The novelty of
the situation was such, that they gazed at each
other for some moments with the utmost serious-
ness, . :

The house was quiet; indeed, it had been
quict.2ll the day and evening. It was between
the houre of ten and eleven. Milrose took a
gmall box from a drawer, and placed it earefully
ingide her drnmmer-jaclket. Angeline dropped
her bundle from the baleony, and it only re-
wained for them .to leave the house, Rose's
perturbations had subsided. She grew calmer
as the time of danger grew near. She was
now very pale, but firm,

Angeline opened the door cautiously, The
lLiall was elear. Aecting as leader, she descend-
ed a private stairoase, followed elosely by Mil.
rose. At the bottom of the stairs was a doop
that opened upon the garlen. It was locked,

But what the gooduess 'l . o



it

24

Rose heara the girl trying to open it; and be-

" lieved they shouid be obliged to. seek some
other avenné of escape. Tiey abood in total
dirkness. While Angeline fumbled at the lock,
hesvy footsteps crossed . the garden, and eame
deliberately to the deor. T

Milrose cauﬁht Angeline by the shoulders
" and drew her ciosely to the wail, Her mind, in
en emergency of this kind, acted quioker than
that of her maid. '
7oA key waa fitted to ‘the lock; the bolt was
$urned; the door was opened ; the key was
withdrawn and placed on the other side of the
‘lock; while the gerﬁon who did these things
came irf, closed aud relooked the door, and went
ereaking yp-atairs, leaving the two runaways in
. apainful suspense, '

" "Milrose’s tact nlone had prevented discovery ;
for when the door swung open, they were nes-
tled in & very small eorner behind it. Deliber-

- ately the shick brogans went up. . -

“Martin Broadbent !’ whispered Angeline.
;{ lﬁno!w him by the way he walks. Come, Miss
-Mi y ", . . ‘

The lumbering steps were now in ‘the hail
sbove; and the girl, while she was spesking,
turned tho key and opened the door, They
"quickly passed out, and, with little chills of
fear, found themselves in the dreary darkness.

CHAPTER IX.
MARS'R PETER.

‘When Peter Rust oould ne longer see Swamp-
sey, he felt more lonely than ever. It wiseome
-eonfort to look at the little black figure that
had followed him so long and'so faithfully tum-
‘bling about on the grass, ‘

Feeling about in the tool-chest, he found a
-ghalk-line. Slipping the looped end over his
finger, ho dropped the reel from the window,
which went whirling and unwinding to  the
.ground. He feared, ss it awirled downward,

. that it was not long enough; but when it was
all ran out, he wag plensed to discover that he
could fathom the distance. Taking ‘a turn
-around & nail, he let it hang there—pulling at
it oceasionally, as if lie were fishing for floun-
~ders. It was his magnetic connection — his
Bwampsey telegraph. g

Peter Hust sut there, musing, hour after hour.
The absence of Lowenthal atill perplexed him ;
but Babel he could bear, at intervals, shuffling

" to and fro in the passage. :

The large lamp hung unlighted and dark in

' the bragkét. He had the means of lighting it ;

- but he preferred the anlighted prison, nor cared
to make himaself  n better target, He had re-

-solved to defer his attempt to escape till a late
hour ; and it required the exercise of no little
self-control to remain passive till then.

Bobbing at the line, by-aud-by he thonght he

"had coaxed a bite ; for it had grown heavier,

:Heo began.to pull in, and the resistance grew

MILROSE; OR, THE COTTON-PLANTER $ DAUGHTER.

more palpable. Up and sp came the line, a: g
up nud up went Peter's curiosity, When, hand
over hand, Peter had drawn in'all- the line, e
eause of the extra weight appeaved in the form
of a.rope knotted to the reel, Seizing the end
of the rope, Peter tied it to o stout joist, which
he placed across the window in s trice—then
paused to think, .

‘Tt ean’t be the little chattel,” he muttered.

% Bwampsey wouldn't never thivk of a rope.. [§

He's ohock full o* somerset ; but there izn’t no
contrivance in him. . If he could git me out by
stannin’ on bis heed, or unj'intin’ his legs, or
by any kind of a4 trick that bas's good "eal o

squiri init, hed do it. Butarope! Oh mo! §

Couldn’t git & rope out of him. I've got a
friend somewhere *round, and the bein's above
oply know who 'tis; for I don't.
of nobody in this mis’rable, rebelliouns, king-
sotton country that'd go a step out of his way to
do me a good turn.” . ] o

Peter roflected ; but memory refused to grick-
er him., e examined the rope. It was rather
-small, but new and strong. He believed ha
mightieafely trust Lis weight upon it. It would

be hard clingingto it ; but Feter had seasoned .

palms and tough fingers.
He glaneed out tv see how far he could fol-

low the white track of the cord. His eyes

traveled about fifteen feet, and were thrown off
the track by a biack object that locked like a
football.  Qver thig footbell Peter puzzled o
moment ; but when he paw it moving wpward,
he understood. It wds Swampsey, climbing the
rope ! Swampsey, pushing up through the dark-

ness! Swampsey, dencing in the air, like a eork :

on & trout-line! Bwampeey, swimming like a
frog andxbounting like a monkey! Swampsey,
not in the least disturbed, prusing now and then
tp. awing by one hand, or hang by his flexed
legs, head downward. -

Petor was mute with wonder. He shivered

| somewhat, too, at the wild sntice of the boy.

He drew back, expéoting to hear him drop wp-
on the ground, and was going to speak to him
elmgply to make him eantious, when the black
head shot up above the window-sill. For an
instant the pigmy elbows rested on the sill, and
the serious littlé face was turned upon Peter.
The attitnde and the expression touched Peter,
He stared at Swampsey.

“ Mars'r Peter I”

There was infinite content on his etill fea-
tures. .

Peter cmight him by the arme and dfew him

in, end set him on his feet with' surprising.

quickness. - :
Swampsey straightened np his yard of length,
elapped his hands behind him, and eaid:
it Mara'r Peter I" . -

The two words were very simple, but they

spoke the one sentiment of the boy's life—love

for Peter!

Oan’t think g

- -breath to listen for footsteps. She was
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The white six feet two, looked down henignly
‘at thie three fect nothing in.tlie tow shirt.

“ Poor Swampsey ! quoer little nigger
" Peter's voice was kind, und there wus a note
of pity in it. o+ .

#I was afeard you'd break your neck.”

‘Swampsey joggled his Lead, to sedif his neek
was right. | . L

“*Fain't broke,I guess; but you might broke
it," continged Peter. “Bubt who put ye to
comin’ up ?* Whe got the rope and tied it on "'

“ Toic fies, Stolerope, Help Mura'r Peter,”

_apswered Swampsey, in his st,rulght-on style.

v What, alone? Well, leavin’ out the lyin’

‘and sbealin’, which eomes nat'ral to niggers,

that's extr'ordiner ! There’s more ih that tow-
slirt than there looks to be. It'li hold, Is’pose
—won't it¥ -

Peter took hold of the rope, and Swampsey
nodded violently. X

s Theu slide down, little nig, and I'll be after
ye in no time. Ge keerful, and don't stop to
cut shives.” . . . o

Bwampscy spraiig to the window-sill, and was
out of sight in & moment. )

' Pefer followed him more leisurely, and, after
some dangerous swinging, reached the ground
gafely, but with wounded and smarting fingers.
He paused an instant to breathe, glineed at the
fiouse with & guiet arile, and stalked silently
away, with Swampsey running at his heels.

CHAFPTER X.

FLIGHT, :

Hureving across the eultivated ground, shun-
ning the mogre quartcrs, ehoosing the shaded
‘walks, and stepping softly, mistress and maid
left Lowenthal behind.  The plans of the fugi-
tives were not very definite, They hoped to
find temporary shelter in the hnt of a poor
white, and on the following day put in practice
tliose sumewhut cvurde schemes which- they had
talked over. Lo .

Angeline resorted to a eingular expedient to

"entertain Milrose on the way ; she related vari-

ous startling things that bad Lappened.dn the
pine woods, and on the borders of the planta-
“tions.  These tales did not ingrease the young
lady's eourage. Her imagination beecame go
excited that she momentarily expected to have
in frightful adventure, She often detected her-

igelf looking to the right and left for some un--

her
nally
chliged to rebuke the untimely voluliility of
Angeline. . .

Althougl the darkuess covered her flight,
Milrosc's situation was so new that its gleom
eonstantly made her shiver, She had trodden

welcome objeet, and involuatarily holdin

. those winding paths in sunshine only, whén

there was no oecasion fur fear; but that night
reversed everything, and turned another leaf in
her life. .

25

They renclied n cabin standing among some
trees, -They -might ensily linve passed withous
secing if, bad not the footpath led directly o
the door. . ’

“ What is this " asked Milrose,

4 Peter Rust lives here, Miss Milly. We onn

o in and rest a minate or two, if you like.
ou bréathe kinder hard, that's ei'ar.”

* Poor Peter ! sail Rose, :

“ Laws, Mistress, he's n Yankee! Ain’t ne
*sount, nohow !” answered Angeline, slightinﬁ-
ly. *Got no plantation. Own's no nigrers; he
don’t. Isnt muei s'perior to Ben Dykes, and
them.” . = .

"Angeline resolutely pnshed open the door,
and Milrose reluotantly folowed her in.  With=-
in, nothing wne appreciable but darkness. Rose
poused, eiraid to step. Angeline, less timid,
went feeling and stumbling about.

# ITere's o atool, honey ; sit down, snd don’t
be flurried. Wun't nothin® hurt ye. Jest'ns
safe a8 Mars'r Dan'l was 'mong the lions.”

“I canmot thiuk of stopping in this dark
place, 'We may ot be alone,” answered Milrose,

“Lows ! nobody here, . Nobady'd be likely to
be here; 'cept thdt little toddicpole. Gould
wring Ji8 neck guieker’n you couid blow ouf.a
candle!” : : ‘

+ I ‘was told that T could trust this Peter Rust,"”
enid Milrose, reflectively.

“You can't trust a man that's shut up in
constrootion. Standsto reason! 'Notherthing,
he ain’t no company for n born lady shat owna
a heap o’ 'niggers: Ought to practice o deal o
ciremmnflection "bout your s'ciety,” said the givl,
oracuiarly. ‘ . .

“ My position is cerfairly envinble!” langhed
Milroge. “ What do you suppese I am worth,
girl ¥ ] '

“ Eight or ten million, I'spect. Laws! I
don’ know, May be more’n that,” replied An~
geline, promptly. - i

“You have strange notions of figurcs,” snid
Milrose, amused in-spite of herself. I am, real-
iy, but a peor runaway. Ihave so liltie money
in my purse, thrs Ishall be obliged to pawn my
jewelry ; a neocssity thint Lehall yieli to assvon
es I can find o money-changer.” .

* Bless ye ! ‘speet I knows one that ar' kind
o' folks. Mars'r goes to him to get money. I
done found that omt myself Sells money.
Queer !” oo . . i

Angeline stopped te think about selling mo-

ney. '
Z}Ie lives & long lstretel from the plantation,
thougl,” sheadded. ' ¥ Curis name, too. Mnrk-
thaler, ’tis. Mara'r Lowenthal’s been to him
more'n once. Mighty ecross when he goes to
Markthaler’s, and mighty set up when Le comes
home." .

¢« To-morrow, Angeline, yon must take me to
the town where his ueurer livep. I amsurpris-
ed that you koow so much about my mother's
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busband. You, must have been very observing
or very meddlesome. ' If all waiting-maids were
like you, masters and mistresscs would hiave few
seqrets.”

% Can’t help it! Eyes and ears wasn’t made
for nothin’,. Mine woen'f, 1eastwalys.” .

HCome, Angeline! I don't like this dark
;»Iu.cc. Lead me, if you ean, to the poor white
‘family you spoke of.” .

. Milrase groped her way out. Then the fugi-
tive. pair joined hands and walked on,

Fairly i the forest, new fears assailed them.
The barrens abounded with wild animals, which
might lark in their path. Then there were oth-
er creatures, of the Ben Dykes order, to be no
less dreaded. As they passed under the lofty
arches of the pines, these dangers, to their dis-
turbed minds, drew mearer. Keeping closcly
to%:lther, they hastened forwardin silence, An-
geline’s garrulity was tamed ; and . Milrose half

¢ ret:ﬁd that ehe had not remained at Peter's
esbin till the day began to dawn. But that was
too meéar the prison she wes flying from,.and
that truth gave strength to her foet and, firmness
to her will. Lowonthal wne a greater terror
than bensta of pray or, the starﬁsa gloom of
night. She urged on her companion, whose
* fears equaled her own, but whose mind had less
force,and whose aclionshad & feebler impelling
motive. .
They heard dull and distant eounds in the
forest. Angeline wighed to turn bask; Rose,

, more practieal, stopped to listen,

*

“I declar’ for't, Miss Milly, my couraga is
done gone! If them ain’t catamounts a comin’,

- W'l be the merey o’ God 1" said Angeline.

“ You've not a particle of renson,” snswered
Milrose. * A wild beast wouldn come 1upon
us with guch & clatter as that. It would oreep
without noise, or lie in wait and spring on us
before we had warning of danger,”

“Tell you what! that's werse then "tother 1

way. Orcep, creep, creep! Crawl, crawl,
erawll Scemsas if I could bear one this min-
ute, eomin’ without s bit o’ Noise.”

* Your sense and courage have gone togeth-
er, Angelive,” Rose replied. Do be quiet.
That whioh makes no neisd eannot be heard,
The sounds that you ean really hear are made
by horses, and not by dangérous beasts. Do

ou not hear the iron thud < | their feet 7’ .

“1 do b'lieve *tis, Naws, yes! And there’s
folke ridin’ 'em. Knew "twiowt nothin’, You
git seared dreadful easy, Mis- Milly.”

Angeline wos now very brawz.

“ Tolo ye ther='s folls on '¢?%,” ahe went on.
“ Con ‘hear 'em talk, Been #<ve in the day-
time, time and time ag'in, and never wns the
lenstest natom seared. Don't W™
in' flustered, though. It Jooked wone pokerish
_for a spell” . ,

The voices of persons could now be plainly

 Tell you what! there’s marsr's voice,™ add-
ed the voltble maid, % Shouldn’s wonder if
he’s purauitin’ of us.”

. “1f he was pursuin% ua, he wounld be quite
likely to come from ‘the opposite dircetion,”
Milrose sharply replied.. : )

“Bo he would, come to think! Shouldn’t
meet him if he's follerin’ sfter us,
a head-piege, anyways.”

“TLet's. get out of the path,” sald Rose. * He
is near, and my beart beat's fast, in spite of
Ime. .

HMilrose and the girl glided. from the path and
gat down among the pines. The former, al-
though there was not much danger of discovery,
“exaggerated what there was, and awaited the

passing of Lowenthal with soxiety. He ap-
proached, ialking fiercely of the war. He, and
those with him, were excited with liquor. Like
all persona more or less intoxieated, they were
pot-valiant. They defied their Northern foes ;
#nd said they would makeé every batile-field a
Boll Run, here would be a large “erop of
Bull Runners. ‘The new army on the Potomae
was but a Manassas egg, that would socn yield
o nestful of Bull Run chickens. Thus they
made merry. :

. Port Royal, and hoped the Yankees would soon
sppear, 8o that they might give them a taste of
Southern steel. They would make the invaders
bow fo Eing Cotton g;fore they were half done
with them. ‘ -

Had they not traveled slowly and™ialked loud-
1y, a8 vaunters are wonf, Milrose could nothavd
lieard 8o much. ~Their words were audible both

distinet sentences ghe henrd were bitter fulmina
tions ngainst spies and informers, whom they
intended to deal with most summarily.

Milrose made no effort to see Lowenthal and
his companions, Sitting silently under thi
branches, shrinking and fearful, she was content
to be passed unnoted. But Angeline, having
more curiogity, strefched wp her neck, an
availed herself of every opening in the foliage

we ye for be-|

heard, and Lowenthal's among them.

to look after them. Had nof the clouds lifted
s little, she would hnve seen absolutely nothing.
But 8. spectral spray of light, falling throug
an embrasure above, came opportunely to her
aid, Bhe protested, after hoofs and voices werd
out'of hearing, that she had seen the partics ge
by, and that on) one of the horses sat a young
man with his hands tied behind him. « Fhis per-
son, she declared, rode with his héad down, and
had o dispirited look generaily, .

“Your eyes,” snid Milrose, * must have beer
sharper than th‘eiri_ were o while pinee.” .

“ Lawa, Miss i]]ér! Don’t 8'pose ' pere
ventricate, do ye? Got one good look at "em,
and. that's the truth, A little ribbon o light
come down through a hole in the clovids, and

that’s the way I got o peep ab em, Tell you ,

|

You've got

Then they spoke; of a4 rumored invasion of |

before and after they had passed, and the last
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rwhat! They had'a prisonet, and'his arms was |

opinionated abind hita,".x- - . R

% Dencribe hiim,” enid Milrose,. inefedulousiy.
. And, to save timey let'us walk on.'*

. % (an't ’seribe him-much. . Only got a glim-
‘merof him, you kiow. Couldr's see his physi-
ology very well. Was' droered: in ‘black, eiti-

- zan’s elothes, e was. . He had black hnir and &

black cap, and I shouldn’t wonder .but he was
boandsome. He wasa, pavilion, anyways.”
“ Goodnesa ! - A civélign, Angeline,” . . .
“Laws! means the same: thing. . He was in
trouble, leastways. ' He sot 6n: his horge iike an
. anthomagbon, and o more injected repression T

never gee. Tell you what, ’twas some Union, ;. )
| who had long since arrived ab "the conelusion

smbjolition traitor that they’ve got held of”
. Although Milrose. waa ‘ot inelined. to give
full eredit to the girl’s eyesight, she was mueh
troubled by her deseription of :the prisoner,

- .whom ehe could not help conneeting, in some

unaecountable manner,: with Frederiek North,
If that young man hed fallen into such bad
hands, the worst might .be.anticipated.  She
fried to believe that -he had not. only' es-
ceped the pisiol -of Lowenthal, butall subse-
" quent perila, Thinking these thoughts, turnin

over a hundred: things in her mind, making an

unmsking predicaments, starting af . évery
gound, walking, now hurriedly,” now dlowly,
Tooliing not backward, with hot syes fixed o1

sthe blaek and thread-like vista through which

the fmﬂ)way ran, she did hér best for esoape
cond Bbaty,. . oo oo '

CHAPTER XL

IN 9HE FOREST.

For. sonié time they conld feel the path with |

their feet: A hard indentation, Qistinetly ap-
reciable, sssured them that they were follow-
ing o beaten track. Imperceptizly.‘this little
foot-groove grew shallower and less apparent,
.and by-and-by it wad lost ; but the trees. stood
so far apart, and the, way was so unobstructed,
that the fugitives did not immedintely percsive
.that they were walking where there was no
-poth. The pine patriarchs loomed up grandly
around them. Soft; baleamic edora impregna-
ted the quiebair. . =
" Milrose pansed. ‘The forest was a eathedral.

The pine odor was the insense, swung silently:

to and fro before the. altar, by the hand of Na-
ture. Milrose was awed, vet tranquilized. The
vail of darkness drawn over the woods had
more significance andless terror. This fem-
porary qalm_ues‘s: made her bear with more for
titude the discovery which shé now made thag
they had lost the friendly guide: that had led
Abom on with bopefniness and tolarable courage.
“ Where ia the path ?” Milrose asked. |
“The Lord, he only knows, mistrees! It's
done gone. Never was so turned round.” An-
geline feit and Iooked vainly for the path,

“Think you san find the but-you spoke ord™
agked Rese, nervously, ;| = - : v
. % Might-ag well hunt fdrapigeon’s egg!" on-
swered: the' girl. ¢ Fact is, I'm el'ar run. out.
Don' know which way to go. B'peet we're loat,
and shall have to stay in the woods. all. night,
anyways: Thought l’sc derd sure of the wuy.
JIf the wild critters don’j "eat us, sud we. don’t
stapve to death, and nothin’ happens to us, we

shail-do well 'nough.”

. Angeling tried to speak with all the- courage
the eituntion requirved, and as it appeared, with
far more than she possessed ;” for Milrose could
hear her teath chattering. ' S ‘

“ So you advise-us-to give up ¥isnid Milrose,
that she must trust in herself and not in. Ange-
line: .., L .

“ Don’ know what's the pood fryin’. Betier
set down and eave our;strength, than to ‘be
walkin' ‘bout. - 'Sides, Miss Milly, my oournye
i fost encozin' oul o' my fingers-ends. DLt
don't.be in a state o' perpetration, my dinr
mistress. . 'We can't be more’n killed, anyways.
All gotito-be killed; sometime.  Fed'rals "1 fill
us, *if- marg’r; don't. Won't :be nothin' Lut
‘killin® and-ravagin® for the next few months.” .
. . With this cheerful view ‘of .things, Angeline
dropped upon the ground in utter desolatiun.
Per )Eaxed as she was, Milrose could not hut
smi}e at the ludierous hopelessness of her nte
tendant. . - - T
- HPears like Loan hear 'em ereepin’]” ahe esn-
tinued, her mind running on every species of
danger, @ - S Sl Lo

“Get up, and come along!" said Milrose,
sharply. L .

“ Chn't, Miss Milly.l.. My limba are jest wn~
alyzed with fright; and that's the tyath
. Milrose was now obliged to exert her authors
ity. - R ) Lo
Perceiving that, her mistress was in’ earnest,
Anpeline erose and followed her, woudering
that sheishowuld be 8o brave, - .- w

‘Trusting to her judgment, Miltose struck off
through the more open part.of the forest. with a
gtrong reaolution not to give up.. She had ob-
gerved that the ground graduslly sscended as
they reeeded from the plantation, and.fell off
whenever they: appronched it, and this. peeuli-
arity of ‘the land guided her. Her reason and
angacity proved more relinble than her maid;
for after walking about haif an houe, they were -
cheered by the discovery of .a hut, . Oheered?
Under. better eireumstances, the word could
not have been used. It was, in fact, a most
miserable hut ; a smolkie-blackened, forlorn; and
thriftless hut, with all the mutc yet eloguent
witnesses of aloth fround i, .

Milrase’s first emations of joy subsided as she
silently stood and contemplated this wretehed
nbode. The clouds had drifted rway from
overhead, and the blurred light thrown on the
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_orazy roof-boards. revealed gaping ‘erevices' for

wind and weather, and & tottering. stick ehim-
ney at one end; . Poffs of piteh-pine smoke' re-
volved lnzily from the top of ihis chimnay. -

The nttention of Milrose wes - unpleasantly
- drawn from these ‘matters by s gredt outery of
dogs. There was.a dire. uproar inside; ‘s
seratehing, whining, barking, howling, and- yelp-
ing. Little doge, and large dogs, hounds, eurs,
end terriers, small voices aud: big voices, nnd
anon a human voies, united in one grand- over-
ture. C o :
“Love o' God!" cried Angeline. #You've
taken me to Ben Dykea' 1" . .

% Ben Dykés [ repeated Milrose, in conster-
‘matiom. o - .

“ Ben D[Ykes, the dog-trainer; Ben Dykes,
the nigger-hunter; Ben Dykes, the poor, geod-
for-nothin’ white trash!" muttered Angeline,
-gompletely at fault. . s i

# Huph }” whispered Milroge, he is opéning
the door, I am afraid of those clamorous dogs.
It is too late to retreat; If we runm, those eav-
_ age brutes will ‘be: after us: Now, Angeline,
- do try and be prudent. Remember that you

are a young man and belong to the army.” .

“Laws!" I ol'ar forget I's 4 young man,”
enill Angie. “And by.the same token, you're
8 boy, Miss Milly. I #’pect the whele thing'll
leak out.” - e oo

“PBe eilent! - Do not spesk exeept when
"~ apuken to, and then in the briefest  manner.

A ndilich and imitate me,” anawered Milrose, hur-
riedly. R S .

“ What's the matter out yer!” eried Dykes,
Down, pups, down! Stop your bother: Can’t
hear mg own talk. What's up, I say ¥ )

Ben 4
the napes of theif necks, and held them, at the

game time kioking over & brace of cowardly,
yet noisy young balls, .
Milrose was going to reply; but at the first
trial her voioa failed ber. -
“Whe's thar? Who's out yon? I zee ye,
hidin’ in the dark!"” shouted Ben. % (ome out

o' that yer, or I'}llet the dops loose. Bhouldn’t |

" wonder if you's runaway niggers.'’ c
¢ You're mistaken, {riend,” said Milrose, ad-
vonoing, and using the most masculine voice
she conld make. It was not the best articls

in the market ;. it was inferior in quantity, if not

io quality. There should have bden more of it.|-

% What you squeakin’ about? Toddle u
here, where I oan ses ye. Have ye got pistils:
and-aich? Don't try no shootin! game on me.
Jeff and Bean'il be onto ye, fust thing you dun-
.not” vogiferated Ben, wurningliy*, piuching thé
dogs’ necks to mnke them growl, =~ -

i Don't be afraid, sir !’ added Milrore, walk:
ing eantioualy among the eanines.” “It's our
business to protect, not to hurt people.” She

- said this with a condescension that guite eur-
yrised kerself. ’

ykea seized two of the stoutest dogs by |

s Soger follors | - soger : fellers!” muttered
Ben, a8 the two fictitious young. fellows drew
near...  They must'be dratted bard up for so-
gers, down yon. All I ean say ’bout it is, that
they might made ye bigger. - Rdekon you erawl

through: the: vené-holé to ssve turnin’ round.”

. “Fine dogs, sttanger; fine dogs!” said Mil-
rose, with a careless. sweep of the hand.

* They're .sweet ‘dogs, anyways,” interposed

Angeoline, in beantiful masenline. '

' #'Wal, they be some; persimmons, them pups
be. Some on ‘emn has been brokein. These two
T've got hold on'll fake arter niggers- benutiful |
’Stonishin’, the inatinets o’ hounds jz. But the
runaways don’t see it. One of the black vil-
lains tried to kil this yer very pup.no lenger

by the throat.” .
Ben: Dykes fetched » aigh from tha bottom
of his thoray, in view of the awful depmviti

oecupied with his unexpeeted visitors.

*What kind o' killin’ do you do, mostly,
youngsters ¥ he rather ' sarcasticnlly askeg.
“ @hould think you might make the worst kind
of a pahie in a poultry-yard. Got little straps
.on your. jacket, ha'n’t ye, bubby! This other
ﬁghﬂ ‘s got, some on his'n, too.
higher officers’ than you be-~be there? As I

made ye bigger™

Mr. Dykes opened his mouth and laughed
& fearfully wide laugh. :
< Tell yo whiatl™there's something they
couldn’t made bigger,” put in Angelineg, in her
very successful maseuline, . .

& Oh;'_gn'u’ve pitohed into my mouth, too!
Everyhody ‘pitches into. my mouth!” gnatled
-Ben. “Darned if I ¢an bave my joke'’thout
gettin® a fling in the mouth, XKeep out, young-
ster! * Tell ye to keep out1” . -

" Milrose apologized for Angeline's personali-
tigs, and regretted that she had eccidéntally
‘disturbed his reposs. '

% What wedpons do ye earry ! he asked, eye-
ing them curiously. :

“ Nothing but ‘pistols, ot present,” Rose an.
swered, with well-acted - indifference. 1 be-
h'gge(']l have seen you at Lowenthal's,” she
added.

git the bang .of ye, nohow., Yook here! Aln’
musicioners, be yo 7 -

“You've just hit: it," replied Milrose, with
moisgiving.. “ My friend is & trumpeter; I beat:
the drum,” .

“You beat me, too. Hanged if you don',
Drummer and trumpeter,” mused Ben. “I've
gof a drum and a trumfget. Git ye to play
‘some tunes on ’en .the fust thing you dunno.

Come, tumble inside. My shanty’s” plenty big
enough for & brace o' musioioners.” . ]

into the eannon to olean ’om, and creep ouf

| ago than last week) jest *eause he ketehed him

of niggers. But his attention was now much

There nin't no -

amd ‘afore, all I've got to say is, they might -
- dogs. The woman, clad ir unadultersted rags,;

ing her head, kept her eyes fixed - vaeanily on.

‘not worth mentioning, *;There was nob much of.

« Be 'ehot if ever I see you down yér. Can’t -
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¢ Thank .379'1;,?’ said Mil;'os.e, to. this; polite in- |

vitation. o — ,
Dykes went in, and all the dogs rushed after
him. For & fow moments the door was.effectu-
ally blockaded. e R
# Come on, you what's-yourmames|” .cried
the dog-trainer, from. wifhin, - - .
« Clome, Dick I'” said; Milrose, briskly, giving
Angeline an admonitory squeeze of the ‘arm,
It is needless to sny that she felt littla. of that
pmartness that she artiully. threw into.. her.
voice. Her mind was in a tempest, of agitation.
Her courage was more than cace atthe slipping,
point, Here she wae, unsexed, and, infinitely.
out of her sphere, in . the sgciety, and.-perhapa
power, of a person whose name had.always been
to her a synonym of villainy. Her own dgli-
cnoy, refinement, and benuky, were now. her
greatest betrayers. During her wanderings
that night, she had tried to stain her faog and
hands with the juiee of leaves; but with what
gucoess, sha did not know. e
Pushing her way in, she mef darkness and a

wedley. of stranga odors. . 8he heard Ben, put- |

ting the brands togethgr,.and pregently.there
was a blaze on _the stone hearth. - The light
revealed children angd dogs,.and a dirty woman,
The children were dirty, teo, snd moptly
naked. . . T
Milrose conldnot tell how meny thors were of
them ; but they were lying all about. .Some of,
the newest ones were nestled with the nawest,

raalined on a benech, with g, teething.baby in
her arms. The storm .of the world had evident-
Iy wreclied her hopes. She now lay. watep-loge.
ged on a stagnant sea. ; D{otilfing wae left of the,
frejght she had started in.life with. Wlole-
%ome‘ pride and expeetation were gone by the.

oard. e Sl P
Sheid not even look np when Milrose and
Angeline entered, but with her: hand support~

the moaning ohild.. . Mrs., Dykes’ elothing was
ity to begin with; and.what thero was, was

threadbare and untidy, and clung fo her, like-
her own poverty. - She.was ;the vigtim of lagi:,
negs, children, and - pups, . There, was not;
gnpugh lefs of the original. Mra, Diykes.to pwear

;{,‘,Don’t be:afesrd,” ssid-Ben, enconragingly.
% Stumble up, and elap,down anywhere: you-
epn find a place. Be kiterful, and not step onto
the pups.” I A S B

Ben did not congider fit worth his whila to eau-,
tion his visitors about stepping on the ehildren..
The dogs were the mogt prafitable,. If the.
ahildren would liave brought mency, he would:
have sold them. DBug ‘theg were not exactly the
right color for tyaffie, although a.great deal of.
miscellaneous dirt had worked through the eu-
ticle, and imparted an anomaloua leaden hue.

“ Yowre right an the way-question, I low, o
{unimou]dn’t be in the army. Cotton’s king.

e min’t goin’ to jhave mo meddlin’ with eur
niggers,.yon know. If themn yer Northern ber-
Liarians want niggers, let.'eta-buy ’ew, and not
steallem.”,. ... ., -

“Yon keep aheap of "em, don’t ye 2" inguire
%d Angeline, in & tong that greatly troubled -
‘eﬂ-’A\_';‘_‘,k" ot L o

. Wal, ean't_say I do,” he replied, uneasily;
for he hsd.a singular dread of being quizzed.
% Can't eay' I keep 'em, what's-yer-name. DBut
we ain’t goin’ to be brought to poverty by them
yer. Xankee mudsills, We're bound to be a
darned great republie one o' these days. Down
thers, Jeffl Hold yer noise, Brunc! Mister
Drammer, jest rap that yer pup -nearest yo!”

Having stirped up.a tolerable blaze, the man
sat down. on. & pine-block, and stared at his
gueats with' a qurigsity that seemed to Milrese
more than gomnimf_ohlelher gafety.. -

CHAPTER XII.
fo 0+ .. 1OM AND DICK. - .

“ What did I understand yer. name to be,
emall un ' ssked Ben, presently, shaking him-
self aluggeishly out of o snarl of thought that he
had. fatlan.into. L ‘ :

- Milrose had no ddubte 4o whom this question
was direoted, for he was: leoking at ber .

“Tom,” she suid, taking the first name she
sould. think,of —+ Tom IV .

Tom I repented Dykes. . - .
.. Mrs. Dykes looked up for the first time sinoce.
their .entranece, .on -hearing Milrose’s voice.
Something in;dite necenisseemed to strile ber -
dull ear. Milrpge noticed.it, and felt a painfal
distrust ' of hier ;powers of nasauline imitation.
Her voico was really too soff by half. Her
‘heauty, too, conld not be put ot of sight ¥,
leafsthing and o dransmer’s’ jacket. She%ouko ’
& brave youth of foirteen or fifteen—that is,.
Whera the.goloring liad been successful; but:
thera ware little. patehes. of white skin about the:
chin snd necl.that the short collar byt imper- -
featly conoealed. Angeline dissovered this dige
erepincy witli diamay. The pure alabaster lin-:
ing shining $hrough the dark stains wae startling.
enough, . " .ok o .
# Keep your ohin-close,”, the girl whispered.;

:{ . 1t's;drendful . white in spots I™

It is a well-established truth, that a sense of:
the -Indierows will -oredp into every situation.
Had it not been for this, Milrose wonld not hiave:
been able to mastel her'terrore. But the dis.
tress -of Angeline; dnd the predicament itself,’
appealed o hersende-of:the protesque, ns well
aB;to 'her fesira,;. and-betweehi these conflioting:
emotions she ‘'was kept:from self-betrayai. ‘
" % Tomt"® reiterated .Ben.  “ A short Tom,'
Not ‘s. long Tom; by ng means. Tom is all, X:
a'pose I’ N } .

“ Yea,” ‘sald Milrose. . After she had said yesy
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she perccived that it‘should have been no.- But
it waa too Iate to mend i€ and she let it dlone,
* ¢ Yer-folks was very ekernomical,” continned
Ben, ‘-Baves time, Tom does. Tom’s ' long
. bandle "zough for & short boy.”- : = - "
There never was gueh a thrilling in her blood
before. Had thiswhite Bavage' of the pine bar-
rens already ponetratdd lier seorét? -If mo, was
not her position perilous ¥ It was, unquestion-
ably. From hbis civilization ehe could hope noth-
ing, beeause he was not divilized ;" from his hon-
or nothing, for he had none; from’ liis honesty
nothing, for he had none of that: 'She longed
for the morning. Then ghe -thought that even
the light miglit bs-dangevous. = So there waano
end to her embarragements; if there were, she
lmew not where to find it. o
8he looked to Anpeline for strength, and was
ehecred to sec that she was biohaving very well,
having. from- habit, fawer seruples to: tontend
with than herself. ~ Besides, she was the hardi-
" est and best-skinned boy, and though she had
proved fnint-heartedin the woods, was now mora
at ease than her mistress. - Perkapa the girl did
not see the danger, or, seding it, put ‘& wrong
estimate upon it ‘ s
The tecthing baby moaned, and flung its thin
arme restlessly about. Milrose, glanein -piby-t
ingly at the womsn, met her mournful geve,
which, to her quick apprehension, grew to won:
der while she looked, * ) -
Some people’s eyes seem stolen from the
brute-races, and express only the eraft necessa-
Ty to seize their prey, and provide for their dai-
ly-recurring ‘appetites. ' Sueh oyes ‘had Ben:
Dykes, - Both eyes nnd instinets were for prey.
And thus Roge interpretéd them,. =
< Does Poter Rust live far irom here?” she in-
quired.. -~ .- o . ot
* Peter ,of the pines " gnid-Ben, fishing a'
fraotured pipe from:the atiok-¢himney, and rap-
ping the bowl on his thumb-nail. : “ G up'you,
and ask Lowenthal about him.  Them As éan't:
aay “Cotton is kiu%"' i3 no company for-me.” -
" -2 Toll ye what 1" said Angsline, resdlutely,:
St doesn't make the ledsteat differénceto them
. that hasu’t got no cotton, nor no miggers. . You
ean’t lose & heap, war or no.war.: You'ré oune’
o’ them poor whites that’s jea’ outside all-‘cress
tion, 8o what's thé good talkin'#?> . = -
Although seoretly glad to hesrthis rebuke, it
put Milrose in.a pande; . 0. o L7
- Ben filled his pipe;and throat it into a cofner
of . Lis ‘mouthi- R T T
# Diek " be muttered. - ¥ Dick the trumpeter.
That's you!” ' He nodded toward Angeline.
““A trifle largor hoy nor Tom:
marcior. Uottonand niggersyer bothetin’aboutt

‘Wall, Iha'n’t got nary one; but if 't had breen |

*totherwise, I fuight.a lad milliona ¢! bales o’
one, and thousands o' tlother.. So: blow: yer
trumpet ag'in, if yer likes.” ' s

. Ben buried {ha tofy of his liedd in smoke,

Longer: and{

‘any than in South’Cer'line.
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His motithi, xéen- through the tobaceo-fisgs, look-
od like g rift in the chimney. . e
- “Don’t bé -imipertinent to the gentlenmian,”
enid Roee, wishing to smiooth matters,

“ Don’t be worried, comrade. Kaow how to
talta - eare of wmysélf. Carry some little fellows

under my jacket thiat aré 2 heap o’ company.” .

Angeling tapped herself on the breast with a
wiseair.§ 7 - - ' )
' “We srmy shaps,” she ndded, complacently;
“ have to beright smart with pistols and thinga,
Shot s dozen fimes the other day at a soldier’$
eap, and you coyld cover.the whole of “em with
the palm of your hand. But that’s nothin’te
what I could do'when I's in practice. Don't
want to hurt nobody, anyways”. Angeline
yawned, and appéared very much af ease. ‘
- The_apathetic -eyes of Mrs. Dykes wandared
from Milrose to Angeline. There wae fascina~
tion in the voices of the delicate youths, What
gdaoeiations ‘they awakened in her lonely life,
none may know. - - ‘
~Ben inkaled his chéeke full of smoke, end
blew it out' with'a great deal of importance. He
was frép’arin : 40 be belligerent. o
“1T'm Ben Dykes,” quoth ke, "+ Ben Dykes,
the equatter—Ben DyKes, the howlin' dervish of
the pine-woods-—Ben.Dykes, dog-trairier, nigger-
hunter, shoulder-hitter, Confederate, and what
#ot® - He' stretelied his' ragged legs, and his
ragged arms deliberately, and wrinkled a threat-
ening frown from the bridge of his noze to the
hair on his" foreheed. *P'm a ndt'ral suv'reign
of .the 'sile,” 'he resimed. “Ican sleep all,
ni‘gi\t'and' fast all @y, or T ean eat all'night and:

‘sleep nll day: T can eat any kind o' grub, from!

I can outdrink
I stick to cotton
atiil the Constitution. And I raice dogs. And
I bate work, Goddlemity, how I hato work I -

» #)re,’ DyKen sighied. " A sickly crosk came
from the  ohild, while' two young hounds guap.
réled over &' bone. - - o
2T ean Jag tén hourg whar it's hot 'nongh™to
bake airthern ware.- 1 -like a row as much ns' I
bty work, - 'Wheh ;thats s fight, I'm thar.
Whién & hound’s 'to be slipped on a runaway, -
D -thar. "'When anybody treads on miy toes; -
DI'mthar, too. Deon't bitzz round me, littls’
frumpeter. - Some’at!ll: happen, fust thing you
dunne,” | . ' L

- “You talk’right emart, Mr. Tykes,” replied
Angeling; coolly.
Why doid ye-’lisb$ ¢ Lord's merey! whaf
scatterin’ you'd make *mong the Yankees!'
Comet; go down yon and jine” o
- “When I'tant advice, Ull ask for't,” snid Ben,’
somewhat mollified, “As for Lowenthal, I know-
hit vight well: - If- L ain't his right-hand man,
prehaps you'osn: tell me whois. What 1 duns’
no *bout this yen'war, wouldn't be worth goin'

a leg ' o' badoh' to ab'iled owl.

| to the deor to-find out. -Theme great mi[it’r{
1

men have to have gonfidentinl agents, to pu

8 dinno.
towaids ye.”

| you'll jés’ pub u3 in the

% Yow're ellar grit, anyways.
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the wires and set the machinery sgoin’. But,
mind ye, I say notinin’. I hate braggin’ worse'n
I do plison. Mebbe I ha'm't*helped to seare up
an army, DMebbe t'otherwise! "Ask them that
Ask the fugt man you overtake comin’

- % Love o’ God |" exclaimed Angeline. *'Pears
1ike you'rs the mainstay of this here resurrec-
tion, When the Yankews land st Port Royal,
you must go down with your pups. But it's
about time for Tom and I to be goin’ to camp.

B You gee, we.was on. the way to Brimlow's, and |y

got turned round in the darkness, Perhapa
ath ; and for your
trouble, you shall have a leng pull 2t my can-
teen whenever you come to the quarters of the
Palmetto Guard.” :

# And I'll #peak a good word for you to Col-
onel Lovelace,” said Melrose.

“ Thanl’e, dtummeoy!” responded Ben, grin-
ning the whole width of his mouth, *P'r'aps
T shall jes’ mention ye to Lowenthal. Wha'
knows but he'l &)ermote yet  '"Twoulda't be
queer if he should give ye a high sitywation!”

Milrose thought of the prison at the top of
the house. There was something horribly re-
pulsive end sinister about the wide-mouthed
man. ' .

“He'd take mightily to a little cosk-robin
like you—FLowenthal would. Do for a page.
Oould hold his stirrup, or toddle arter him with

' his sword. Great milit’ty people ara fond o’

pooty boys. Goddlemity !"

Milfrose shiversd. What did he mean %

“The war'll be a short one,” he wad® on,
with a low ghuekle. “ We'll send out drmm
and trumpet, and sound o parley. What arms
Wa've got in our army! And what legs, also!”

Ben's oycs rolled leisurely and exultingly over
Milrosc. = He- was about to proceed with his
stariling pleasantry, when the door of the hut
ereaked on its wooden sockets, and Swampsey
stallced solemnly in. He had approached so
#oftly, that even the dogs had not heard him.
Some of the hounds, to vindicate their watch-
fulness and teaining, aroese, sanffed tound him,
and growled. Bat the little foundling of Alli-
%&tor Swamp was undismayed, While Milrose's
eaiures expresied wonder, Ben's swarthy face
evinced decided dissatisfuetion. ’

" What you here for?  Who asent ye, yer lit-
tle vat ?” he demanded.
' Swampsey looked steadily around him, and
took in quictly the whole scene. On Milrose
and Angeline bis eyes finally settled.” He did
not auswer Ben’s questions, ond that free-born
lord of the barfens grew impatient. The spu-
rious Tam and Diek were afrdid to apeak fo the
:.yek pigmy, whose fized gaze was every mo-

ent growing embarrssing, .
© ¢ Come "lang,” said Swampeey, presently,

* Come along where " Angeline asked.

% Come long Bwampsey.” .

Ay encoura
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* Do you know the way ? she added.

“#Know ithe way,’" drawled SBwampsey, wink.
ing and blinking viclently. ¢ Come 'long
white folks ! )

“He knowa the way,” said Milrose, eagerly
*and he will do just a3 well for a guide as an’
older peraon.”

Swampsey bobbed his head perseveringly.

“Git out, you stunted mud-nigger!” roar-
ed Dykes, quite disturbed. ¢ if you ain’t out
o' tlhis yer in a minute, I'll set the dogs omto
e [ .

Swampaﬁy looked wishfully at Milrose, who,
arising, said : : )
¥ Thank you, Dykes, for the shelter of your
hut. We won't trouble. you farther. The boy,
1 think, knows the way to eamp. Don’t let the
dogs hurt him.”

. f}en jumped from his bloek and seemed per-
plexed-and dubious. That he did not wish his
visitors to go, 'wae evident, Miirose trembled
for the result, L

*“'Tisn’t near mornin' yot,” the man mutter.
ed, scowling wrathfully at Swampsey, * But
if ye chaose to foller this yer imp in the tow
shirt, why, foller ; but if ye git lost, don’t blamé
me for't.” )

This nequiescences came in so surly a manner,
that Milrose’s fears were rather increased than
allayed. She perceived in him an unwilling-
ness to lose g ?nt of them.

" Swampeey flung a somerset over three dogs,
and was out of the hut in 2 sccond. The girls
did not linger. It was yet.dark, but the dark-
ness was, weleome, DMilrose went panting from
the thiok, ehoking atmosphere within, to the
elear, reviving air without. Never had she ex-
{)erieuced such relief. She heard Dykes quiet-

inE the negro-hounds to attack their
little friend ; but for sote singular reason, they
gmelled dround him without offering him barnt.
Giving the frisky quadrupeds no notics, Swamp-
sesr get his face in a partioular direction, and'
led off. As he trndged along, he secemed tor
Milrose like & small black speck in the path.

When they were some distance from the hut,
Angeline asked : ) :

“*Where lycm goin’, Bwampsey P

“ Gola' "long,” he replied. _

“Know you're goin® along; but where you
takin’'us? Don't want to be lost in the woods
ng'in,” persisted Angeline,

“ Won't be lost,™ answered Swampsey.

“What do you think you're doin’, anyway ¥
eried the girl, losing patience, -

* Goin’ to' Mara'r Peter,” said the boy.

“ Who sent you " asked Milrose,

# Mars'r Peter.” -

“Tell yo what " protested Angeline. * This
toddlepole ean't say nothin’ but ¢ Mars’s Peter1
Mara'r Peter?” Look lere, you talkin’ anthoms
aston!’ We a'n't goin’ to Mars'r Peter noways,

- 1Glad we're el'ar o' that nasty dog-kennel, and
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by the same token we ain't poin’ to be .demur-
eg in the top of a construation.”” - | .

4 Porhaps Peter Rust Lap eseaped,” obagrved:
Milrose, L

# Helped Mars't . Peter,” spid Swampsey

u Stole a rope; Mars’r Peter pulled up de rope
with a string; elimbed de ropé and mars’r epme
down.” o, ‘ L

“ Laws, Miss—Tom! he can talk when he

tries. Don't *pear like he:conid help Peter git.

away. - Now, what yon, sfeur. he thinks *bout
us P said the girl, euriously. o

 That is & question I epnnet answer,” replied
Rose. “I confess I do not understand this. lit-
tle fellow. He does not know us, surely.” -

Swampsey wagged his bead strangely, then,
walked on his hands, with Lis body in the air,
in the shape of a bent bow. .

# Lord's meroy ! exelaimed Angeline, “Iim .

afrnid this young nig is the Old Nick hiagelf, or

_one ¢ his family. Deel'sr!: don’ know 'bout,

goin’ muel further with sich company. . Got. a
aoul to be saved; I'spest, and don’t want to lose
il : . ol -
- Forming varioud conjectures, but giving, ut-
terance to none of them, Mijrone followe
wonderful Swampaey. - .

_CHAPTER XIIL
THE TURN OF 'TBE ROAD.

“Tell yeo what!” said Angeline, “ Always’
believed in things myster'ous, There’s some.

that don't believe in the devil. Speetit’a m,ighty,:

wigked not te believe in the devil. . How’s Jolks
to git religion, if there ain't no devil? TLaws,
OOISdl;l‘ﬁ git along “thont him, noways! The
preacher-men 'd e ‘ol'ar .good for ‘nothin’ i
‘twasn’t for the buginess Old Nigk gives *em.
Bible snys he takes all soits .o’ a{:ﬁp’as, wod, to
© dpacive fotks, pometimes. deforma himself to an
angelof delight, Wow, if he lia san do that, he
qan, do "topher things. If lie can look- like an
angel, by the same tolen, be ean look like-a little

nj vy, . -
) iiﬁgoseﬂdid'nbt anawer ; and Angeline, gave
her tongue full Tiberty. R .
“ Soa what-shines them be for a morfal bein’ !
Do ye speet réal niggers, with souls to be saved,
walk on their heads, and i)itch‘pole about'in that
there way?  Gocs as well one way as another.
an't tell which énds up Lalf the time. ,ﬁ?"n
reg'lar swivel!l, Godd Christians, Miss Milly,
stick to the yearth and the flat’ o' their feef;
but " this Wil o*-the-W hisk sticke neitlier to one
thing nar ’tother), bt jes' skeddddles atweer
Tem.” - . p o .
The subject of tliesd uncharitable reflections
tnmbled on the tenor .of his way, totally uninov-
od 'thereby, until he reached a part of the forest
that was darker and gloomier. Ha athpped,
ogased his antics, and stood sedately on his nim-
ble feet, looking baakward.

the’
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Milrose and Angeline, who regulated thelp
movements by his, paused also.

. ¥ Promally,” whispered Angie, clinging to
her mistrese’ arm, * he's goin’ to turn into some-
thin’! He's likely as anyways to be big as »
mountain next.- He can {ranémogrify hisself
eagy as nothin’." |

“ Hush !” said Milroge.
tening.” . ) ‘
“ Lnws, Misz Milly, he's only waitin’ to be meta-
mortgaged into something frightful!  When he
changes shape, I shall dump down in & swound.”

¢ Angeline, be stilll” exclaimed Milrose,
“ You talk tor much., If yon will be o ehild, I
must be severa with youw." . '

_ % Don; know bow to be severe, I speet. Never
give me o blow'in Your life, and I love ye bet-
ter'n 1 fear ye, darlin’ Miss Mitly ™ -
“ 1o yom hear ¥ added Milroge, in'a voice. of

“ Te Aeems to be Ha-

resl displeasure. |

¥ Lord’s merey - I'll be quiet as & mufiied
drum. “What a solemn little fo'hdling 1

"There were a fow moments of silence. Swamp-
sey stood like n charconl image.
- “})o?g—_nggn,pft!er g3, he said, * Must run.”

“1 it:ar tracks I” protested Angeline, trem-
bling, and elutching Milrose's arm, who gave
ber an andomonitory shake, and listened.

“1 ean hepr mothjng whatever,” -she aid.

1 Are you sure, Swampsey 2

;% Come .all, the 'time,” apswered ‘the boy.
¢ Heard him walk, walk] Come 'long I
" "Tha lad ddrted forward, snd the young women

Atibted after him as fast as they could. Angeline
‘ma‘mng d to embarrase Milrose by her uncon-
\ble ¢

trolla owardiee, which eontinually prompted
her to.get in the way, and make blunders.
They proceeded rapidly, and began to think they.
were clear of the danger. . ‘

The path made a short bénd to the right
Swampscy halted suddenly, Milrose saw a figure
just beyond him. It was too familiar mot to -
know it; and lier fears named it Ben Dykes be- .
fore the features orept out of the darkness.

" The dog-trainer had taken a ghorter way, and
struck in ahead of them. There he was, with.
his two favorite hounds. | .

'« 'Peara like we wasu't fo part company so
eagy,” he eaid. ¢ HereI am afore ye.” "Then’
to Swampsey: *You ean’cut diré, little nig.
Go anywhar; to the devil, or the Dismal Swamp.”

_Bwampsey, threw himself heels over head into
the bushes. T C .

“ Jea’ na I tole ye!” eried Angeline, swinging
gep hands. “ He's led us astray, and now he
isappears like & jack-o™-lamson. The hend o'
the family has come now, Bay Your prayers,
darlin’, for we ghall be eard off, and never brung
back 1 ot

“ Come, my.short Tom! Come, wy dandy
Dick! I'm yér gnide now. Tl take ye over
you in the twinklin’ of astar,” eontinued Dykes,

w
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B casting aside all meekness, and sinking into his
B natural swaggering style. »
& ] do not want you!” answered Milrose,
i cortly.  “Go your way. " If Jou interrupt ua,
& it will be at-your peril.”
B “Whataincident itis!” retorted Ben. *It’s
B o event for n cent'ry, this yer is! I'll he dog-
§ zoned if ’tisn't foo rick for the stomach.”
B~ The wide mouth grew fearfully facetions. |

« This way, my warriors! This way, my ca-
nary-legged musiciners! Know every foot of
 the piney-woods—I do. No danger gittin® loat,
Be in a beantiful shanty, fust thing yoy .danno.
i Lead ve through this yer straight as an’ arrer
g the darkest night.”
M “Choose your path, and begone!” replied

Milrose, with surprising steadiness, “ We stir
B not at your bidding.” .
“ Clome along, or I shall have to fetch ye !’
¥ oxclaimed Ben, advancing upon Miirose. She

ghrank from him, and Fooked hopelessly for
Bwanmpsey. The man seized her wrist, and
il dragged her forward. The climaz of misfortune
seemed to'Ye reached. Shestroggled resolutely ;
but his hand was harder than the pine trees, and
held her remorselessly. She thought her wrist-
biones were being _ernshed in his greedy graep.
8he knew her secret was out. She perecived
_that no ecommon motive was moving Dykes' con-
duct. A powerful spell was on him, and there
was a frightful zeal in every action. He appear-
¢d ns one under the intoxication of hasheesh.
§ IHere was the parallel of the dove and the
3 hawlk. The one was fluttering, and exerting its
3 foeble strength in unavailing resistanese; the
-other, fleree and pitiless, had fixed its talons, and
was bearing off its pre{.

She entreated ; she threatened, and called for
help. The barrens echoed to her voise.

Anpeline, in a position endirely new, her mind
muddied with superstitions fears, proved utterly
useless. She might, perhaps, have thrown her-
eslf upon Ben,had mot the two houuds, Jeff
§ and Beau, emelled sround her as if their noa-
trile had eaught the seent of megro blood,
Bhe had a wholesome dread of trained dogs.
She had seen runaways brought back, torn and
worried. - 8he conld not forget the tervor of those
wnfortunates. She loved her mistress, and she
did make a ﬁﬁhh with her foars, '

As Dykes led on his vigtim, she followed, at
first moaning and muttering, and finally, find-

hergelf actually alive and uninjured, Eur]ing

in

alfmanner of epithets at Ben, who, leaving the
beaten path, pushéd iito the woods as faét a8 he
eould urge the nowilling feet of Milrose.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE MESEENGER.

The moment Lowenthal left Peter Rugt in sued i !

a state of unecrtainty, n messenger arrived on a
reeking lLiorse, and pushing aside the guard that
oppused his entranee, strode hurriedly into the

% .

mansion. Hearing quick, heayy etops in the
hail, Lowenthal went to meet -the unceremond-
ous visitor, in whom he recognized a Confedes-
ate offiser. )

“Colonel Lovelace!” exelaimed Lowenthal,
“ This is an unexpeeted pleasure, What bringe
oun?”’ C

They shook hands. ‘

“ A horae, covered with foam, which requirea
careful grooming,” replied the officer, excited-
ly. «The Yankee flcet Las appearcd on our
coast. Walare expecting an attack at Port.
Royal” . :

“ 30 near!” snid Lowenthal, with a start.
“ They have threatened us a long time; but I
doubted whether their temerity would lead them
go far. They never san pass Hilton Head, Wa
have soil enough to bury them on if they eficet
s landing, colonel [

“We care nob thus to enrich our seil " an-

 swered Lovelace, with a shrug.

“ I wish Lineoln would send down an army
of gentlemen. It's too bad to put us to kiiling
cobblers, tinkers, and tailors I said Lowenthal
“You are o great deal spattered and blown,
eelonecl. I hope there’s no panie down there,”

£ Panics are for Manassas. We leave those
for the ¢ On to Richmond’ people!” ’

Lovelace laughed.

%1 was just eibting down to breskfost. A cup
of coffee, I am sure, will be aceeptable {o you.
Tliie way." ‘

Colonel Lovelace threw off his military over-
eoat and cap, and in A moment had his military
lege under T.owenthal’s table, The planter
touched a bell, and o colored girl came in to
serve. i
. Lovelace looked at Lowenthal inquiringly.

“ Babel is away,” ssid the latter, angwering
the glance, * but you need not fear to speak
ffee]%r. M{lalnves never leave the plantation.”

# That black Goliah was mighl‘.{ypfvenieﬁt,n
replied the solonel, * because hewould betrsy
no secrets, Pity the whole race wasn't deaf and |
dumb! But we eouldn’t malte soldiers of them .
in_that case.” '

“Yon have not come for nothing, May I ask
your business, colonel ¥*

“Hurry up the men! Everythingand every-
body must be pressed into the service ns rapid-
ly as pessible.” We must arm the slaves. Your
niggers 'H ficht, won't they " :

I don't koow,” answered Lowenthal, refleet-
ively. * “Our traditions say they'll fight for
their masters. We have many pretty legends
about the devotion of our chatvels, I sliould
think they'd. fight to perpetuate their bond-
Y e!" '

Lowenthal looked at Lovelace very meaning.

¥ - .
-t A glave chain and an overseer's whip ought
to be the deviee on their banner.”

. Lovelace gmiled over this plensant conceit,
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# Tlig'nigger devotion is 2 damned humbug " |

mutiered Lowenthul,  Bat it's a humbng that
we must keep alive. It's o lie; but we must in-
flate the lie 6ill it puffs up like a balloon, Yen
are going to slay bere, I hop.e, to aid In thia
work. I've hustled a drove of fellows together,

_ by one hoous-pocus and another ; but I'm soryy
to say that my little army is made up of con-
founded poor ‘trash, Thé-worst of it is, they
baven't ﬁota cursed thing to fight for! I've
stuffed them with eotton and Southern rights,
till I'm héartily sick of it. And by G—4, eol.
onel, you must make some speeches1”
" “Fm n goldler,” answered Lovelace, * and
hate alpp-tvap; bat the spirit of Fevolution must
he kept aiive. The tagrag and bobigail, the
unwaghed riff-raff, that, like the lilies, toil not,
neither spin—that own not a slave, nor a rod of
land, nor & pod of cotton—must be flattered,
cajuled, and, if necessary, coerced. What are
Bhey good. for, but to push against Northern
wls:dls 9

“ Wolhing, aud searcely that,” anawered Low-
eunthal, with an emphatic gesture,

% Lot me teil yon, Lowenthal”* added Love-
Iace, leaning toward  his friend, and lowering|
his voice, ““ shat there is one danger that we
ominob ignore or lose sight of, The niggors,
sulk and muotter. Tt's my solemn opinion, that
if the Federals disembark from their gunhoats,
and achicve anything like a vietory, there will
be & gensral stzmpede of the blacks, ' Our in-
stitution will take to itself lege, and run away.
That ian't all They'll raise the devil, when
once their own masters, If, by any possibility,
the encmy should demolish our defonces at Hil.
ton Head and Fort Walkez, and the inhabitants
ke forced to fly inland, S8ambo might not wish
to keep them company. Think of the scenes
that might onsne! " Possibly a new cliapter of
borrors would be written in our history.” - ’

These words made adeep impression on Low-
enthal. Ile was silont a I;ong time, then sent
for his overseer. While a servant was gone on
this errnnd, Lovelace, who had been ooking
about uneasily, asked : “ Where is Milrose ¥

** 111, in her own room,” replied Lowentlal, ab-
gently. ¢ Girl's heads, I believe, are always out
of order.”

“ She's loyal, Isupposa I the colonel remark-
ed carclessly,

“Bo hanged if T know! Rather thiuk she’s
for the Union I .
_The plaster Jooked &lyly at Lovelace, who,
supposing a matrimonial jest was meant, was
pleased. . : i .

“I I oould flatter myself that there was any
hope!” he sighed. '

N A young lady knows not her own mind,”.
eaid the planter, uneasily. « However, T will
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" .]E’i]ow and heavy steps were heard im
sll,

Lovelace smiled.

“ Yes,” said Loweuthal, «

:‘i& safe one 2 I :

* I trust so, as things go,” replied the |

Martin Broadbent %pgel;red.lj His ﬁggizn‘ten!;
remuarkable. In his rounded coat, his long
waisteoat, baggy trowsers, broad-brimmed liat,
and thick brogaus, he presented a very respect- B
able outside. " His face was grave; too grave g
for cheerfulness. He did not take off his hat,
and without a bow, or any kind of greeting,
stood sericusly before Lowénthal, ’

_ Lovelace considered him with earefal atten- [
tion. He was noy much acquainted with this
gpecies of man,

“ Martin,” said the planter, * - |
derly and Well-behave}:l L ary the hoys o |
* Yea, verily!” replied Martin,

“1 wanb o yes and verily ! Are the niggers
sulky, or not #* ’
“ Aveording to my observation, they are well
eontent,” returned Broadbent. - % Yot were I
to" answer thee,” he added; reflectively, *in
striet triath, I miglit make some Fow exeeptions, §
‘Iit"t_therth%ve tbi?n mlifm111'ings7nmong the se- f

itlous, T trust that wholesor iscipli .
had its perfeet work.”T e discipline hath §
“The devil, sir! Give me loss of your eir-
eumlooution, and speak fuster, manl Huve
you used the whip theroughly " retorted Low- §
en!:h%], i]mpt{ttiently. X

* Traly, friend Roscoe, T ha i
shepherd to the binak lm;lbs.”ve been 8 ithiul 1
- “Black lambs be d——d 1" eried Lowenthal
“Have you out them up, I say
Y Verlly, T have labored with the econtuma-
oious, with stripes and imprisonment. Thanks
to timely severity, the incipiont avil is checked ;
and there is not iow one among them who would
hesitate to take arms at my bidding. The pions
of thiem }gay daily for a mighty wind that shall
sink the Yankéo fleef, and bring confusion upon
ou‘l; %?Em:eﬂ.” g 5 :

. we've gob to wait for the prayers of the
niggers to sink the Yankee fleet, %’myuf'raid the
war will move slowly I" laughed Lovelace.

“ Look you, Martin! T do not feel entirely
acquainted with you. There is something curs-
edly New.Englandish in your speech. You are
watchéd, my man; so have a care. However,
8o far us I ean see, you have been faiuhful; sk
though, if there were less whine, drawl, and
eant about you, I should be better plensed, I
ean tell you a fow plain rules for the treatment
of the Llacks : If they are lazy, wikip them ; if
they are smart, whip them ; if they are happy,
}vh:p them ;- if they are low-spirited, whip them ;
if they talk much, wihip them ; if they are sul-

it is my elephant.” §

speak for you, colonel. In fact, T will use my
infleence, Really, the match would be very
suitable, Here comes my overseer.” i

them; it they are eringing, whip them ; az

len, whip them; if they are stubborn, wlnH: .
in ghort, always whip them.” :

| the great expounder of krolty questions.

| gkin and the museles.” .

be cast out.

- menitor, his conscience, and his savier.”
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tMhee loves the whip, friend Roscoe ; and, business. I subdue the black animal, or the

truly, there is a sweet music in it, as it goes
humming through the air. e that epareth ihe
rod spoileth the'cehild. These black Saxons are
our ehildren, and we do not well if we beat
them not soumdiy.” o
Broadbent sighed, and turned lie eyes up-
ward, He had a long face just then.
" «This is edifying ! sncered Lovelace
4 1n reforring to the willip; friend Roseoe, then
unwittingly bouched an interesting article of my
faith. I believe in seourgings oft. The whip 1s
1 13
& mighty reasoner. It overcumeth the flesh
end ihe devil. It is sharper than n two-edged
sword it, Jayeth bare the back, and divideth the

Broadbent stopped, and made a longer face
than betore.

1 A false merey,” he went on, ©often doeth
misehicf. Too much tenderness is a devil to
The negro is subordinate unte
man.” .

“ Spbordinate unte man I repented Lovelace,
with a quedr lodlk.

t Being thrown upen our protection,” resum-
ed Martin, with growing fervor,  like his broth-
ren of the fiekd. the horse and the ox, it becomes
onr duty to teaeh him obedience, The resem-
blance of the negro to man shonld nob l?lisl'ea.d
us.’’! '

“ By no moans " observed Lovelaee, highly
entertained by Martin's singular viewa.

“To gubject the black to the arts of industry,
and make him useful to the human race, is in-
deed a benevolent object.  Let the whip swing ;
let it hn and whislie from morning till night ;
1tk i6 cut and sem-ifj', flay and blister, minee and
macerate, till the brute instinels of tha man-
animal be sabdued, econguered, and extinguished!
They arc unworthy masters and inistresses who
are startlod at the sight of bloed, I tell thee,
friend Roseoe, that the whip is.the selioolmaster
of the negro; it is his book, his education, his

The voice of Martin was steady, -cold, and
ealm. There was 1o pity and merey in it

Lowenthal stared at hiw in strange perplexity.
He thought he could fathom men; but here
was one whose deptha be was not sure he eould
sound. He did not kuow what to say, or how
to deal with him,

“This person is gebling horritle ! said Love-
lace, moving his ehair, *“ He has the cold-
blooded aruelty of the North, without the im-
pulsivences of the South, IMe should whip no
nigger of nine!” .

“The horge and the harness, the 'ox and the
yolke, must be well acquainted,” said Maréin.
i The Dbenst that is best broken does the nrost

biack animal sphdues me.
ternative.
iim, Therefore, 1 eay
alash, and, if necessary, shoot, hang, and burn!”

by and by.
eontent.
and weleome,

I see ihe stern al
‘You muet trample nmbition out of
agellate, flog, cut,

Broadbent's eyes, whieh had been fixed in

thoughtful contemplation on the eciling, rolled
calmly down upon Lowenthal, who was studying
him with all his powers of concentralion.

“He’s just my man," muitered the planter,

“ or he's not my man et all.,”

_“Tmpadsive devill” eaid Lovelace.

#1 yive yon carte bianche,” eaid the plantew,
“Whip and pickle to your Leart’s
If you hear any mutinous (nlk, ehoot,
And it would be well to creep
among the quarters af night to see what's going
on.  There are alarming whispers on e wind.
HServile Insurrections are feared. We dons
want our throats eut by cur sleves, The Yan-
kee flect is off Port Royal, the colonel informs
me, and there’s likely to be fighting. Allow
not & hand to leave ihe plantation. Den't et
them be loitering about, and have them in their
huts at dark. -the-by, how is that runaway
gir! that Dykes bronght in the day before yes-
terday? Youdidn'4 quile finigh her, Tsuppose ¥7

“ghe is an example to all that behold her.
The dogs, perhaps, took Lold somewiat sharper
than wae needfu, and in my wrath 1 was rather
too free with the rod, considering that she was
weak from fasting and weariness; but she ean
lie on her face with tolerable case, and if fever
doeg not get in, she will be well in o few weeka,
I am not a hard man, friend Roscoe.”

“.A very Jamb !” muttered Loveince,

“ One word mote,” added Martin. I would
have the man Benjamin, whose surname is
Dyles, nse more diserction in the laking of run-
awaye, . Jt is not well to have them returned
bitien, and so faiok from loas of Llood that
the whip eannot be profitably employed.. I
know my buginess.’*-

“1 think you may be trusted,” answered
Lowenthal, deliteratdly. He then arese and
walked with Martin te the door. “ If you prove
what you seem, you have a friend in me, IT
you play the hypoerite, the devil may be soon-
or-deceived than I. T way have work for your—
eonfidential work. That Peter Rust has not
not turned out well. He's a mulel”

Broadbent noddéd, as if he understood.

“ Nothing goes on up there as I expected,”
added the planter, with n lowering of the voice,
and an upward motion. ¢ If I eall on yon for
aid, there will be a seeret to koep. A short
time will determine, Go, and look well to your
business. ’

“Fear not for me,” rosponded Martin, with
that puzzling equanimity and steadiness that,

wark, and takes to it most kindiy. The relatien
of man and negro j& not one of mutunl agree-
wment. kb i8 the relation of Force, I know my
j ' ’ .

at times, were so baflling to the planter, *In
{rutk, I will be prudent, discreet, circumspect,
and, as I may say, wary.” "
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With no more coremony than he made at en-
tering, Martin Broadbent went with heavy and
meagured tread out of the house.

CHAPTER XV.

ELA.

The following night, it will be remembered,
was unusually davk, The negro quarters were
remarkably quiet. Martin Broadbent, with an
everscer's whip under his arm, psssed among
the huts, and entered the meaneet and most sol-
itary of them all. An observer might have re-
marked that his movements were quicker and
kis steps lighter than common. Pushing open
the door, he went in softly. Over a small fire
of pine-linots, & young girl sat shivering, with
the most forlorn and hopeless expression. Sho
was about eighteen yearas of age, with a eom-
a]exion whiter than Martin’s, a handsome

ce, and a lithe and graceful figure. Her
ayed wers large and soft; her features re-
fiied and delionte. Her hand, on which her
liend was resting, was white and tapering, with
no dark tracery of negro blood on the nails
Si]lf was protty cnough to make cne’s heatt
&che;

Hearing tha ereaking of the doeor, she looked
ﬁ Janguidly. - Seeing the athletic figure of

rtin Broadbent, with the whip under Eis arm,
a-prolonged shuddering seized her. With trem-
bling fingers she drew n tattered shawl about
her shoulders, and breathing hard and hurried-
by, wwaited silently the pleasure’ of the man
whose power she bad reason to dread,

Martin Broadbent ee¢med in no hurry to be-
gin his cruelties. He steod with foldeg arms,
watching the mute terror of the girl. In that
beautiful young fece he found something to fix
hig attention., His chest heaved, and the pirt
glain]y saw his quickened respirntion. She

ared not lift her eyes, nor entreat, nor remon-
strafe. She knew the meroy of overseers.
8o understood the 'erime of which she had
been guilty.
. ®Hla—thon art called rla, I hear,” saaid Mar-
thy: Brosdbent, presently—-thou hast run
amway 1 : i

A shiver, only, answezed hinr '

“To yun away, is to defraud thy Jawful mas-
#ex, wito owns thy soul and bedy."” .

The ahawl slipped from the white shoulders,
mnd Martin saw them thrill and redden.

“Slavery,” cootinned Martin, somewhat
hoarsely, *is snid to be one of God’s own in-
stitutions; and to run away from it is to fly in-
to the face of Providence, Ahem!” Martin
stopped and coughed. The Adam's apple in
histhreat appenred to be ehoking him. * There-
fore"—he coughed agaln-—* having run away
from an igdulgent master, whose will is thy law,
and havigg no. right to thyself, and-—and—" the
Adnme’s apple troubled him again—‘“and hav-
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dogs, not to mention the money paid to By
Dykes, it becomes my duty, ae a faithful over
seer, to give thee a severe whipping.” '

There was another paunse,” She drew th
shawl more tightly shout her person. '

“Drop thy shawl, Ela. It thou hast forii
tude to bear thy punishment, I will spare thef
the shame of the whipping-post.”

Contrasted with the glare of the blaze, the fea§
tures of Broadbent were ghastly white. ‘

«Strike " murmured Ela. “I will bea
it.”

* Thy ekin,” answered Martin, “ is soft anjfg
tender, and my hand is strong. I fear thyy
wilt pive me trounble. I strike not senseleuf§
eloth.” The overseer made a show of measur
ing the distance with his whip. :

Ela reluctantly let fall her shawl, She let it
go a8 if modesty were going with it.

“ Whig, but do not ehame me!™ she eried
leaning forward, and pressing her hande overff
her eyes.  She held her breath for the.expect.}
ed blows. . -
“ Beourging is for the back 1" muttered Martin,
“Do rot mind. The elothes are thin ! sob-
bed Ela. “ You ean strike the hardér, *And it}
you'll give me death, you will be my friend.. Il
I could die, I would
The heart of the girl scemed breaking, As
she erouched there upon her knees, with her}
head bowed, and her person quivering, she was B
s living realization of heauty in- grief. Y

it had been a serpent. .
Feeling no blows, the'girl timidly leoked wup.§
Martin was contemplating her with an expres.

sion so singular, that she knew mot what to

think. : .

“ Girl, arise " he said huskily.

- Bhe obeyed mechanically. .
“Ahl you will bo so oruel [éhat I shall notff
have strength to stand.”

“Heartless monster! "Why do you prolong
my suspense ¥ she added, seeing Martin stand-

ing still and silent,

“What put thee upon the mndness of pun-
ning away ¥” asked Martin, abruptly. :

“ What matters it ? I ran away, was bronght
back, and am to be murdered by you!” she}
nnswered, instinctively crossing her arms om

. | her bosom to shield it and them from the lnsh.

. % Thy spesch is not that of the eommon ne-
gro,” said Martin, trying to be calm.

“ Negro!” exelnimed the girl, indignantly. \
* Bmooth-voiced hypoorite! God knows I am &
not a negre. Look!” She turned upon him
in burning anger and blushing shame. &hel
sobbed convulsively. * See this white skin!
See these hands! Hee this leng black hair !
Her air, her gestures, were full of dignity.

ing given him much treuble to cateh thee with

Maidenly pride and. modesty outraged, found
utterance. ]

The -pine-knots- sent up 8 blodd-red flameg .

Martin Broadbent threw down the whip as if ‘
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«What was thy crime ", demanded Martin,
with pale lips,

The girl drew herself up
ing at him steadily, said :

“ Virtne 1 ' o .

The tone and the manner thrilled him. Ho
get Dis teeth firmly together, and curbed the
strong feclings that seemed on_ the point of
overpowering’ him. o

s How long hast thou been there?

- Martin made a motion toward the house,

Three miserable wecks, shut up like & erimipal,
and kept from those whom pity might tempt to
ask questions. Oh, if you were human, you
might know why 1 was there, and why T fled!
Thege rags are not mine ; they were foreed up-
on me to humble me. X sald I wmf’ld not be
that, and he said I should be a slave.

& Lowenthal ?"* said Martip.

"« Ayl It was whispered in his housghola
that be had a refractory slave-girl shuf up in
the west wing. 1 suppose the infamous tale was
helieved, I can betray no one; but I had sn
oppcriunity t% leave the house, and you know

at happened.” . .
" tl)idp'gxe dogs wound thee ?” asked Martin,
harriedly. - ‘ \

. She held up the torn ghawl; there were spots
of blood on it: While she was giving this mute
testimony, she was dseized g;‘_ith another porox-

m of shivering and {rembling. .

b My God!” %xclaimed Martgin. “Tn this the

eivilization of 1the; nincieenth century? My
oor, poor girl "

P W]l?mt. ?”gmurmured Ela,  What

words are these 2 Who speaks

# Thy friend speaks.”

\ « My friend? Alas, I have noneI” .

«Thon hast. Behold him! He iz before
thee.” .
" Martin advanced, his usually stern face soft
and gentle in its meaning. Ela clasped her
hands and gezed at him. with inoreduliiy, then,
" with & ery of joy, souk on her knees at his foet.

“Thou art an angel,” she cried, "‘ and not a
mar| . God has transformed thee; if not, I am

going mad.” .

« Mad thou art not more than I am an an-
gel. Be ealm,” responded Martin, greatly af-
fected.

“What means this goodness ¥ sobbed Ela.

#Will you save me from him? Have you tho

power to proieet me?”

«Hegr .me, unhappy girl! I swear {0
thee, by every object that T hold sacred, that !
will stand bétween thee and Lowenthal. To

proudly, and look-

vacantly.
?” :

harm one hair of this head”—he touahed her hair
ently—" be shall first kill me. Be assured.

friend ¥ am, now and forever!"”

b ) .
l%a'rbin Broadbent spoke in & voice low and
solemmn. His tunes dropped on Ela's ears like

notes of heavenly musie.

1had passed through his brain.

8y

eat aceents should have dissipated my fervovs.
And yet, 1 thoeught you were stern.” - Bhe seized
his band
“Now
dresming. 1
my . thoughts flow upwar 7 "
pasilsed, then ndded: *Am I, am I not mad?®”

and pressed it to her hot forehead.
I am eafe,” she murmured, like one
“ Now my soul grows ealm. Now
rayerfully” She.

4 All is well 17 . .
Martin turned to the door guickly. He saw
a form or a shadow through the erevice. At
first, bo was in doubi; but shadows muke Be
noise, and this did. Ho tonched again the silky
head of Ella, but so significantls, 8o warningly,
that she looked up. She eaw that hand she had
so lately feared, held toward her in silent ad-
tonition, and knew there wos danger. She was
in the attitude of prayer, and she mentally
rayed. )
P riin drew a pistol ; he leveled it ; he fired.
There was a fall and a.groan. Ela saw the
movement and a flash, and the report ncarly
stunned her; but she did not stir.
Martin went out and drew in the body of &
man. She dared not look.
_ «This will ruin you!” she gasped. L
% Nay, it saves me! Be not in dread. This
was a epy of Lowenthal's, Had he gone away
unseen, both thou and T were indeed in danger.”
A light from the pine brand stresmed upon
the man’s face. He wos dead. Martin's bullet
14 js a negro,” said Ela, in an awed voiee_.
“ Wo,” answered Martin, serutinizing the stiff-
ening features, “It. is a white man, with his
face end hands blackened.
He considered 8 moment. N L
“ Hagt thou the courage to remain five min-
utes alone with this body 2 he asked.
«7 have,” replied Ela, firmly.

Give me thy shawl, then,”

The young woman gave him the ehawl. He
covered the face of the corpse with it.

« Now I am goisg,” he said. * Canst trust

f, Ela?™

th%ﬂﬂftér what has paseed, what have I to fear #
ghe answered. 'Then she heard Martin walking
away. She was alone with that which the liv-
ing fear. What was it? Clay. Harmiess lca{r,
now, for the evil bad gone out of it. Devils
and angela dwell in these elay houses, and when
they have moved out, neither good nor evil re-
main, The devil of féhis ‘ti.ene:;nent being gone,
there was nothing to dread. .

She thought t]%ese thoughts ; but the wail of
darkness around her, and the red rays of the
pine knots darting agaiust it, and creeping over
the body like serpents of fire, create unpleag~ -
antlimages in her brain. -

LHAPTER XVL
BABEL.
Martin Broadbent walked rapidly teward the

+T should have known that voice. Ite lght,

house, his mind ’mueh agitated by rece‘nh
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etents. The same stillness proveiled in the 'seemed sivronger. His firm voice infnsed into @8 ‘ y .
slave-quarters that was obscrvable when he | ber being mysterions cuerzy. . g i
passed over tho same, ground a short tiime be-{  “ Babel,” he.snid, pointing to the body, “be- § il
fore. Ags he approdehed the mansion, he threw | hold my worlc!  He epme fo botray, and I elew Bl //-’7/7*.*”’,{’”'
inquirvivg looks upward to the window where | hipi.” : . L ; 7y ‘//////////f’

Peter Rust was in custody. There was no light.):© ‘Lhe blaclruneovered the face and examined it | . - //f/f”

. there. A Nght had burned there- the previous| % What thinlkest, Babel”

night, whish he had watched with intevest. - Iis
suggestive brain shaped many conjectyres-as hp
drew near that house-of mystery. . It was dark,
. fark. He stopped near the angle of the gable.
Tie henrd a sound:like the (rattling of .cordage,,

or the erenking-of. & .gate, and by fixing his

eres stendfastly, he. discerned .a dark. object,
swinging to. and .fro.in the air. He stepped
backward to.sereen himaeglf from sight, @ndl? HRW
the vibrating body slip gradusliy:to the groynd
aud hurcy away. Ie knew this fo be Peler
Rust; nnd somethinmg, which ho first -thonght
wasa little black dog, hut whicl. proved to be,
n little blackiboy, in a tow-shirt, fullowed him.
“Thank Heaven!” muttered Martin, A
burden‘is lifted from my econscienes.”
Passing to tho rear of the house, he' crossed
the garden -and emtered by a privete door,
Without knowing it; he passed Milrose and An-
geline in the dark,marrow hall. He went di-

rectly to the top of tha dwelling, where Iiabel |
wag keeping his silent wigil. ' Ho found him |
1y Péter Rust has eseaped.. I did nut ien

“S.I*:;"P' Laying his hond on his shoulder, he
said : . . S :
“ Awake, Babell® . . - S

The black elutehed Lis blunderbuss, and leap-
-ed nutomatically to.his feetc .

- Come, Babel 1" .

The giant rubbed his-eyes, S

 Bhalke off thy stupor,” resumed Martin.- “I
have need of thep.” Lo

Babel looked st him inguiringly, ..

“Thou mayst have tongue aud ears,’" added
“the averseor.  # Lowenthal rode away in haste
this morning and bas not yet come back.” . |

“ What do youswant, my master ¥ asked Ba-
bel, recovering his lost facultics.. One might

have expeeted a hargh voice from:that Xepuls-. |

- ive faee, bur it was simply deep dnd atronlg. * It,
ftad been iocked up by his iren will, bubt never
. lost, . . oL :
¢ Leave your.gun.ang follow me,” :
“To death, my master " .

Placing liis blunderbuss against the wall, e |

- swent with Markin submissively. No more was
- eaid $ill they reached the: hut-where Ela and
the body wege. . . :
2 Hast kept thy eourage ™ S
. il have kept tlie shidows behind me,” re-
. plied Ela. ¢ Thinlk of yourself. Here s &
mur--I mean, here is.a'death io0.be geeounted
for. B is 'a descrved death, T do believe; but
it way he featfuily embarrnssing. I tremble
¢ for you't” '
“ Bewanine:, Ela.”

., He.shook his head, and glanced at Bl- |

 Féar her not, Thy tongue must. ache with
silence. -S8heke off its, droadfl muteneas for a
few moments. 1t will do thee good.”
. “Master, when you bid e, I gpeak.” . .

« A miracle1” exclaimed Ela. “The deaf
and dumb hears ahd speaks!” o

"¢ Hagh seen Babel; then ¥ asked Martin, sur-
Jpripeds ‘ co
. I have geen him-often from my window,and
I have heard Lowenthal boast of his dumb dog.
But do not heed me till this ghastly witness Is
temoved, ;I gqu;l%t ‘fp;get that it was for me
that this deed was done,” . ) ‘
"% Not for,thee, ouly. The worid will he bet-

ter for ib, as gardens are better for. placking up
the weads,” Mactin answered.” - .

¢ Master,” said Iinbel, * since I may talk, it
shall-be te the poipt.. Tthink T can.take eare of
this.  But I must wash off the black.”

“ Do a8 thon wilt., I can trust thee,” Martin
replied, watehing the negro’s countenance close-

thee, but he s free.” = =~ .
« “Ehat.is good!- I ‘thought Le would get

4 1

away, aud its bptter for my plan.

The black went for water, and returning wjt:]x -

-some, washed the -burnt. gurk from the dead:
man’s fage and hands, He then toolk up the
body, and started off with it. Martin follow-
ed him. He earried his bupden toward. the
honge. - .

“Babel { Baboll What wouldst thon do 27

whigpered Martin,

. “Master, yop said you would trust me,” au-
swered the biagk, pausing just beneath the-win-
dow from whieh Poter Rust hau escaped.

% Yeg ;. L remgmber,” - retaroed Martin, reflee-
tively. ¢ L.will not recall my words.” -

Juet then s hand touehed the rope that still

dangled, ftom the window, . . .
“ Ahl what is this?” he agyid, “Tt is the
rope by which Peter descended.” s
CHa@Five mao the end of if, master,” said Babel.
Martin handed Dbim the .end of the repe, nnd
makifig n noose in it, Bahel slipped it under tha
-arms of the dead man. :
“ Clome, master. My work is above, now.”
Babel huzried through the private door and
the winding stairease to the place where lie had

Lejt wateh, Martin at his beels. e lighted a .

lamp that hung in the passage, and drawing the
ontepholt of the door, threw himself against it
with sueh foreg that the jnside fastenings gave
wav., What eeuld withstand those broad shoal:

Whemver Martin said 4o lier, ““ Bo.ealm,” she

deis, when the will woent with them ?
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planter, frowning.

Martin followed his movements with wonder
snd curiosty, The giant darted to the window,
eeized the rope, and drew up the body. It fell
‘into the room like a elod, 28 it was, Babel un-
. fastened the rope from the joist, coiled it up, and
gave it to Martin, saying: ‘

. ‘{1 t\)!';hen you go out, master, put it out of
sight,

gAﬁer this, he shut the window, and dragging
the body, preceeded to place it a little upon ene
side, with ene arm partly under the hend, where,
- in his judgment, Peter Rust wonld have fallen,

‘had Lowenthal's shot taken effect, When he |

hed arranged the corpse carefully and skillfull

. ke dirceted Martin’s attention to the bullet—ho{;

in the door; and the overscer began to eom-
prebend his purpoge. . ‘

¢ Master, it iz done,"” said Babel, . * He lays
a8 if a ball through that door had killed him,
You see, he was shot through the head, and
died without a struggle. Master, have I dome
well ¥ , .

“ Thou hast done welll” " -

Leaving the prison, Babel closed the door,
pushed the bolt, and resumed his blunderbuss.

While Martin wos going baek to the hut, he
heard Lowenthal returning, )

CHAPTER XVIL
. IN JUDGMERT. .

Lowenthal came home excited, and in cn ex-
ultaut wood. He drank deeply, ate nothing,
weut to bed, slept heavily, and awoke in the
morning with a headache, and in o detestable
temper. Having breakfasted with Colonel Love-
lage, he hiad a prisoner brought in for examin-
tion. Though Iiu)ln:ling no regular eomrhission
from the psuedo Confederate Government, he
exerted an authority that was semetimes both
lawless and summary. The man who controls a
few lundred negroes and a plantation which you.
eannot see neroas with a glass, is, in all essentials,
au autoerat and a despot. .
- 'The person brought in to be interrogated and
adjudged, wes a young man of twenty-six or
seven, of good fignre and firm benring. His
eomplexion was clear, his face exhibiting none
of those marks of dissipation that charaeterize
men of free ideas and convivial habits. Al-
though pale, he had by no means & sickly or
effeminate look, Ho had ealm eyes, and a
quick, vigorpus intellect. :

He appeared in the presence of Lowenthal
and Lovelace, guarded by three tall, stoop-
shouldered fellows in gray clothes. TLowenthal
put a glass to hiz eye, and looked him over
supercilionsly. He was about to make an in-
sulting remark, when a servant announced that,
there was o gentleman at the door who desired
to gee him immediately. )

“ Let him wait I'' sald Lowenthal.

The sevvant replied that the person would not
be refused.
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“We will see,” anid the
“ Begone |

The elave was backing tremblingly from the ,
room, when he was uueeremoniounsly thrust
aside by the person secking sudience. He- en-
tered, followed by a stout negro. He was a
man of middle age, with black eyebrows, gray
hair, and leng gray beard. Hewore green .
spectacles, which concealed the eolor and ex-
pression of the eyes. Had it not been for the "
silvery beard, ene miplt have said tuat there -
wig a young face on an 6ld head. '
This not-to-be-denied visitor was of slight.
figure, yet sirikingly compaet and shapely.
Hie motions wére remarkably quick and springy ~
for one of his age. Resclution.and deeision
marked every look and gesture. o

The negro who attended him was taller than
Babel, straight as a flag-staff, and in symmetry
& bronze Hyperion. 'The African lips, the flat~
tened nose, the low forehead, the eriapy hair,
were entirely wanting ; there being substituted
for them, comely lips, a straight nose, a broad
brow, and dark hair. His skih was of a soft
yellow, by no means displeasing. There was a
certain air of repose in his features; that indi-
cated self-reliance and power. He was plainl

‘| yet respectably dressed. He kept very near his

master.

Lowenthal was annoyed at this intrusion, and
whatever fecling eounseled forbearance, it was
not good wiill. Co. - :

% Markthaler, I think your business would
have lLept,” were his first words of greeting,
spoken ungraciously.

“ Buginess I replied the other. “That is a
word I like to hear. Come; let us atlend to it
at onee.” .

“1 am busy. Matters of state at present
oceupg' my attention. When the safety of the
Confederacy is econcerned, I have no time of my
own,” anewered Lowenthal, leveling his g]aas
again at the prisoner. “You will oblige me,”
he added, « by retiring a few moments, while I
question this suspleious person.” '

* Pardon me, sir,” said Markthaler, familiar-
ly. 1 What is your business is also mine. Qur
interests are somewhat the same, I think. If
the South goes to the devil, T suppese you and
I, individoally and respeatively, will go with it
80.X will just sit down here and look over my
ptpers, while you look over your man there,
with his hands tied. Jacob, stand behind me.”

Markthaler dropped himeelf carelessly into

the eagiest ehair in the room, and the yellow

Apolio placed himself behind him,
dwenthal gnawed his lips with vexition.

Lovelace looked from one to the other in su-
preme surprise. He was not cccustomed to
hear Lowenthal addressed so cavalierly. He
whispered ;.

“ Throw him.out of the window!”

“ Unfortunately,” muttered the planter surli-
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Iy, ¢ he's the only man in the world that I can’t 2] gsses of people among ue, friends and foes.”

the window.” - . ‘
mlf?{:’ﬁ;‘: ;;f he " Leveiace asked, in the same
t??‘e.:& money-devil! A dwd Llood-suoler
answared Lowenthal, settinghis teeth togetheli'.

« CJan you not get along v._vnthout(blood—gpcd-

ers 7 Lovelace inguired, gtill move surprise 1i
“Yonr fortane g princoly. “Yuu can buy o
oll the usarers in the eonutry,’ ‘He added. 1
“It's an extroardinary erisis,” answered ¢ 13
. planter, fiuehing, nnd—-rgnd;r-:n,pluol:t, I nee
" money. Lounsare sometines wondekfully eon-
tent.’” .
"reﬁ‘:vel}tée geannad the planter's face for a mo-
d said no more.
mﬁ?%r’;r;tdon’t head me,” said Markthale‘l", _pu.lll-
ing some papers from his sont-pocket. Whte
ou are sendjng your saspicions fellow to lBl
shot or hanged, I shall afiuse myself very we1
with tirese columus of figurea. I hope you fee
quite well, my dear Towenthal, Youhave E;.ho?s
heats. and ehills yet; I observe. You shou
take quinine.. Quinine is the stufl for these in-

imittents,” - ] .
te]’.i"r:mnt;mutcr elutched the arms of his chair
with his wiite hands, and tried fo look {ran-
ql]“l‘].I have no need of meney-devils,” aaid Love-
lace, leaning towsrd the planter.. * Igan throw
him out of the wipdow as well as not. .

The eolonel started towa'rd Markthaler, ae if
he mennt Lo put hiis threab in execution. ‘

The firat chstnole he et were the eyes of
Jicob, which beamed on him ]1ke infernal fur-
naces ; the pecri{nd was the voice of Lowenthal

ing him back, . .
@1‘{1(1}%1.0;91 Lovelace, Ihtllnink i &ald the money-
or, nodding slightly. * Happy to mee
?)?x?gslf’ You'll lookg mity for the Yankee fleot,

*H warraut.? :

HLngmc'c returned to his seat, unncoountably
put down and baffled. He was dissatisfied with
Lowenthal and with himgelf.

“ Heed not the naarer, eolonel. Mo_ney.lend-
ers, like death, eannot be done away with. .Pety
ple must die and, be buried, you know, which is
a great nuisance,” said the planter, in & hurried
under-tone. Then 6o the prisoncr: Y;ouug
man, look at me. I want your attention.

The prisoner tarned upen Lowenthal eyes so
clear nud ateady that he was confused, and be-
trayed move guilt thun the aceused.

" What is your name ' he demanded.

“ Fredorick North. Had it been unknown tg
you, you could have nsked it with better grace,
replied the young man .

* Confine your remarks to the questions,” re-
¢ As for know-
ing people, my knowledge i wsually limited to

turned the planter, haughtily.

gentlemen.”
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ev,” retorted Lowenthal. * There are but two

% You are accused of being a Unionist,™ egid
Lc:yﬂa;féadful crime [ said o v'oiee,‘that seems
ed to come from Markthaler's direction.

- Casting an angry glanee that way, Lowenthal
saw him busy with his papers.

* Are you both aceyser and
ick demanded. . -

“T can produce witnesses, if necessary ; but
it is my.pleasnre to question you in the presence
of Colonel Lovelace. These nre not times to
be over niee,  In South Carolina we have a re-
markably short way of dealing with traitors. It
is, well- understood that your language, on sever-

judge 1”’= Freder-

al ouonsions, has been tressonable ; and, in fact, .

that you are inﬁ?og-espondence with the enemy.
might have ha
svhengyou resisted my men ; but I preferred to.
condemn or acquit you out of your own mouth.
Were you not il‘quil:g;;?out ray house, at s late
night before lastt™ .
ll0“‘1Il"%redger‘icsk Noeih's cheeks flushed, and he
replied, after a momén of eqnfua.mn; R
«1 deeline to answer that guestion. "
« You hear, colonel ¥~ He refuses to answer,
obgerved Lowenthal. “Do you, or do you net,
believe in the Confederacy ?™ he added.’
« g what Confederacy do you refer?” asked
Nc:‘r%l(; the Confederate Sﬁat}es of Ameries !” re-
plied the planter, pompously. .
Ph‘?‘% 1:ha\rle hear’dp of psuchjia coneorn,” said
Frederick, eoolly ; * but I know of no such gov-
ernment on earth.” K
" Ingolent!” exclaimed Lovelace, - .
# He ignores the government he lives under!
resumed Lowenthal, with affected astonishment.
% Perhaps, young man,” he went on, Wlth in-
ereasing geverity of manner, “you _wﬂl nexb
speak il of the President, Vice-President, and
of the Southern Congress ¥ . e
 He cannofitise to such a sublimity of infamy
as that!'" interrupted Markthaler, with smgul{lr
o froid. o .
m,‘l‘ﬂ\{ill you mind your business, sir?” eried
Lowenthal, guite thrown frem his moral equi-
ibrium. . ) .
: “ I have never froubled the President or Viee-
Prostdent,” replied Frederiek, quietly.. * As
for the other tEing you mentioned—the Souths
ern Congress—I have never metit anywhere in
my travels, All I wish is liberty and my natut-
al rights. You have seized me like a felon,
end grngged me here with vielenee and insult;
and if the time ‘éver comes when I can moet
you face to face, oh equal terms, as man s_‘hould
eet his fellow-man, T will reward your friendly
offices na they deserve. At present yon have
the ndvantage. You are surrounded by your

« Of what am Lacensed ®' asked North.

tools and ruffians, and itonly remaing for me to

" . this subject seriously,” said the eoloncl. It is

on shot down yesterday .

- to the-cotten-fields with your negroes.”

B the colonel,
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“Let us put an endi to this," aaid\anelace,
impatiently, “Will you or wont you, fight for
the new Hag1” a

“New flag? Show it to me ! replied North,
maintaining his provoking ¢nmposure, )

“It is for your interest, Mr. North, to ‘tredt

easy enough to see which way your sympathics,
point, bk we choose t give every man b chanée
to vindieate himself If you enn purge your-
self of treason, T shall not be sorry; bt if you
go on in this disrespectful and contemptuous
manner, you must not complaid if we award
you the fate of traitors.’ - Lo

** My eondémnation is a foregone conclusion,
1 enn soy, conscientiousty, however, that [ have
taken no part in this rebollion. I\fear no man ;
and I do noet mind teiling” you, plainly, thet I
cousider this inswrestionary movement a ' stu-
pendous wickedness, which will soofi enlminats
in overthrow and disgrace. If thera-is trenson
in that remark, yon are weleome to it.”

% Will you aceept a lieutenant’s eermmission
in the Confederate army #” demanded Lovolage,

“T will not!” ansvered North, witl digdain,
1 would soonet take a plantation-hos and go

4 Ho's ab our niggers 1" snbered’ Lowenthal.
Then to Fredevick: #1am glad yon thought
of it, sir, for we intend to put’ the mudsills to
Taising eotton aftor we have subjected the Novth.
Go on, sir; you'll soon bhang yourselfl”

“QColonel Lovelaee,” sdid “the Young man,
with earneatness, “if I loved. your oause, if it
was & high and worthy one, if it descrved the
support nnd eommendation of manking, I would
fight for it . '

*We are struggling for liberty,” stammered
Lovelace, quite embarrassed by North's bold
and outspoken sentiments,

“It is nmob true, sir! You are arrayed in
arms againet human frecdord.  You are making
these fair plantations .the grave of Liberty.
8hame on the men who lend armies in, obedichao
to the despotie wills of n few lordly cotton-
planters ! “What do these cotton-plantets com-
plain of? Grown insolent and mmperious hy
ewinging tho slave-whip over half-naked ne Toes,
they wish to Jegrade li?r.ee labop to the level of
chattel labor, That ambition is vain. Munt
and kill Union men as rigorously as you will,
the Union sentiment dan never be extinguished.
I have had my say. Go on with your ‘ntigér-
erable mummery as fast ns you pleage.”

“You were born at tle North$” ) o

“Thank God, yes! angwerod Frederick.
“My heart has 'not beer corrupted by your
¢herishod institutions, The enchantress ug not
yet captivated me.” - ‘ C

“This iz a very dangerong person,” observad
“He might raise the devil amon

couragingly.,
rass you,”
you will lgse that sncer,

{ hie liair de
hedn’t been' thar long; and war not lookin® for'

nethin’, and war not spectin’ nothin’, avd wap
not—" ' ' )

I war geltin’ under g tres.
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“Hang him " sugrestod Liowenthnl, -

;‘ ‘Burn him " gard” Marktliclér, like o distant
acho, ‘ .

Lowenthal gave hiim o-savage look:

Lovelace frowned., : -

Neithér were pleased. These uncxneeted in-
berrnptions were singularly 'dis‘tastefu[,’pm‘hieu-
larly lo the planter. ! . ‘
© “You have certainly a ver
when people ean be hangedy
jury 1" fetorted Novth, ~

*A'fow hangiogs would no doubt be salu-
tary,” said Lovelace, reflectively. «But it is
my opinion that thiy person had better be kept
a few days for fature examination.”

" Before ‘you expross yourself more fally,
coloriel,” observed Lowentlial, hastily, “ we will
hear what one of thess men hos to 8ty coneern-
ing our prisoner,” . T

He pdinted to one of
eante 1n with North. - ‘
“ Step forward, Mr. Hillhouse.”

The man made an awkward advanee. A more
singular fizare it would be diffieult to hnagine,

Ttice government,
without judge or

the gaunk fellows that

Nature bad ‘clieatad’ him in the measurc of his
chest, and heaped him up in the mensire of his
back. "H& was hollew-breasted and stoop-
shontldered. .Genemlly speaking, the individual
whom Lowenthal had” for the firgt time in his,
life addressed.ag Mr. Hillhouse, was thin enough
for kindtings. Hoe had bilious eyes, bilions face,
seragey beard and etiff hair, neither of which
wera of any partisular color. His tecth were
snage, and his snags were very black,  His voiee
was & contralto. Hiu ideay of timé and pince
wete exceedingly vagne, and in giving his ovi--
denae he continnally lost the unities.
Hillhouse was a specimen sill of Southarn 1ifs.
Lowanthal's object id bringidg him forward,
wds to plant & burnihg jealonsy in the heart of
g operate fatally’ agninst

Lovelace that shou)

Frederick North; and' the- testimony of Hiil-
hotise, whish was well ealéninted to exeif¢ nn-
easiness in the heart of & lover, will be found in
the fullowinig chapter. ‘

—

CHAPTER XVUI,
. LOYEYYMND TREAGON.
“ Bpealk up boldly, sir,” eaid the planter, en-
“ Don’t let tlie prisoner.embar-’
Then, to Fredetick : “ Young man,’
presently.”
““Wal, yo ‘see,” begnn the' witnoss,

3

‘866 drageing
spetately with Lis hooked fingers, « T

" “ Had not been where

long #" asked Lovelace,
“ No, I hadn't !

resumed the witness. *“And
A blaeker night I

never seed nowhars, ' The darkness war so thiek

niggers and wosk-minded people. Yet I hard.
‘ that you might hung your elothes on’t to dry.

e . < L
+ Of everything but loyalty to the Confeder. ' bear your injustice and brutality as [ may. Iy know what b0 do wite 1w b
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« il you inform me where Fou were I in-
terposed the colonel, em hatically.

“ Under a tree, a8 I fole ye 1" said Hillhouse,
curtly. ¢ And it were awlul right down dark.
1t war so dark you could see i6 a stiekin® through
the openin’s in the trees, like the eends o’ burab

iné Jogs. I'd taken a leetle white-fase with

en Dylkes, whieh had settled in my legs some-
'at; but my mind was oncommon cl'ar
haven’t geldom felt better.”

* (et to your story as soon 23 you egn, 6om-
fortably,” amid Lowenthal, nervousty, ]

s As I laid there, with my hea§1 in the pine
tree—with my 'megination” floatin’ beautiful—I
growed mighty patriotic; and gez I to m self :
“What's liberty without Jife # sez L 'Tain't
pothin’,’ ez 1. ¢ Give me life, or give me liber-
ty, sez I. *If T oan’t have one,’ Bex I, ‘giveme
*tother,’ sez 1.” ' . -

4 Never mind what you said to yourself, sir,
interrupted Lovelace, making a wry face.

« Betier let him goon [ observed North, with
o smile. “He’s a representative man.”

 Hia is very important evidence I gaid Mark-
theler, looking up from under his green glasses.

«If you continue to interrupt these prooeed;
ings, I shall insist upon your leaving the room!

eried Lowenthal, angrily. i en e
«T am not an easy gergon to get rid of,” eaid
the money-changer, acidly.

# Wal,” resumed Hilthouse, * I hearn ‘em
talkin"." :

 Heard whom talking
petulantly. .

« Him and her ! said Hillhouse.
was I hearn.”

demanded Lavel;ace,

& Them it

“Him and her ! muttered Lovelage, - This.

is simple nonsensa, Lowenthal.” .
Bl Tgey stood on the baleony,” continned the
witness.” **What 'ye up thar for? sez she,
right smart. ¢ For you,’ sez he.  It's danger-
ous,’ sez she. ‘I don’t Jeeer,’ sez le. You'll
compromise me,' ses she. ¢ Not for tho world,’
sez he.” ]

« Stop o moment,” said Lowenthal, anxious
to save the remeining patience of the colonel.
Waa one of the parties this young man

“Bo I should jedge,” responded Hillhouse.
# Tt was his voiee, and no mistake, And as for
her'n, there ain't another like it in all these yer
parts.  Wal, mebbe her talk was like melted
musiec, and mebbe not!”

R

Lovelace was now attentive, bub not ab ease. |-
He wished to agk who it was that had & voice.

Jike melted music. HeJknew of but one person
who had such a voice.
not, to believe it was that person.

Lis tongne.
 Rmse.

‘| ed to Jacob.

e wished not, ke dared
He had hiot

the courage to ask the question that trembled on

‘window, ‘ Jacob,” enid Markthaler,
with s disgueted look. ¢ There is 4 strong odor
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The yellow Hyperion opened a window, under
a heavy fire of irowns. R

« Stand behind me, Jacob,” added the money-
éhanger. '

« I%: war mighty dark, it war,” farther deposed
the witness. - ”
“8o you have informed us several times!’
gnid Lovelace, throwing bimself back in his
chair, with a hopeless groan. i .

“ You. eould gee thg fag-eends of the night
atickin’® out ntween the trees, like chunks o
charconl. 1'd took some old rye, I had, and my
mind wae right ol'ar. ‘Here's treason, I reck-
onl gez I. ¢ Here's love and ‘lopement,’ sez I
to myself. ¢Fine times these be,’ sez I, ‘when
young mén-drop down on the belcony, llke‘ ripe
Bpples, to talk nonsense o young goks I al-
yose! Milrose! gez he.” ‘
Tovelace started, and grew pale around the
lips. His fears were confirmed. If this man
were reliable, the trath was out. Milrosg Dorn
had s lover, that lover was a Federal, and that.
Federnl was before him. - His feelings were nob.
to be envied. ) :
An insidious smile lurked on Lowenthal's lipe.
e oast a eidelong, searching glance upon him.
He had ealeulated where the shaft would strike,
and now, without pity, saw it qiuivermg in the
wound. He looked from Lovelace to North—
from hig unconecious instrument %o bis vietim.

fallen mto it.

‘em. 'The pine tree war right close to the bal-
sony. She seemed skeered, but not the lenstest
mite put out. " He got hold of her hand, I allow,

o’ gave in, and listened to him patient. TLowen-
thal was épolie of,and it whr sort o’ ‘greed upon
that fhere war some kind o’ danger.” = -
Frederick North tried to eenfuse Hillhouse by
the steadiness of his gaze; but he might as well
have stared at the wall,
The cotton-planter enjoyed the seene, )
« She didn’t say what the datger war; but it
*peared like the idea haunted her day and pight.
It r'ally seemed s if the poor gal was afeard o’
bein’ shet up, and pub out the world i some
strange way.’" - : .
Markthaler 1aid down kis papers, and looked
at Lowenthal as if he would read every thought
that; 'was passing within him. He bhen whisper-

Lovelace turned in his seat, to get a better
view of his friend, -

“# Confine yourself to the treason of the pris-
oner,” said the ‘planter, coldly, trying to sup-
press the witnesa with his eyes. .

« Be gniet, Lowenthal ! said Lovelace, hastily.
« Look at me, Hillhouse. Did Miss Milrese
geem really afraid of Lowenthal 2 -

“ Wal, she did, and no mistake ! answered

of whisky Lerel”

Hillhouse, promptly and emphatically., * And

Jter. "Twar a geniwine case, and it war all right

He had laid his trap ertfully, and both had
« Wal, if I hadn’t been near, I shouldn't heern

and talked about his feelin’s, Finally, she sort:
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ahe said she hadu't never had no control of her
roperty. But that dido’t seem to worry her

ike *tother thing did.”
Hillhouse ¢hanced to look at the
was confounded to see him pile with rage. -
“ Your witness,” said North, sarcastically

“1ia like a two-edged sword ; he euts both ways.”
“You are drunk, sir!” eried Lowenthal, se-

' verely.
The witness
another.

“ Proceed, sir,” said Lovelace, who waa in a

eold get"spimtion.

“*Twar right down love-makin’,” eaid the
witness, dosperately. ¢ Never hearn sich, nev-
er! “To look at him, you wouldn’t 8'posa- ho
could speak in such a chaffin’ sort o’ way.
war ‘like hearin' & book read, full o’ Aamber.

they did. T allers' thought I war some ‘mon
gals. But Lord Iove ye! this yor chap took the
conceit out of me mighty suddent.”
: % What said tha young lady ¥ faltered Love-
Roe. ' :
“Wal, her talk war jest as good as his'n.
'Long towards the last on t, "War better 'n bet-

abween 'em. While he was vowin' and promis-
in’, a winder war shoved up. The gal tole him
to go ; and fust thing I knowed, down he plump-
ed, right aside me. ~Then somebody firad a pis-
tol, and this here ehap run nway ns fast as his’
legs eould take him over the ground. Wal, I'd
took a leetle old rye with Ben Dykes, whieh had
setbled in my lega; but my mind war mighty
eFar.” Hillhouse dragged his hair again with
his 'hooked fingers, in an unsuccessfal effort to

fit, beonuso it war not so interestin’ ga “bothor.!

rake out a new thonght. * Ye see, I'war set-
:Lq’ ];md?r a pine-tree, and the darkness it war so

iek—* ‘ )

*That will do, sir!”; interposed Lowenthal,
Then, to Lovelace: “I .hope you are satisfied,
solonel ‘ s

“T am soticfied that your step-daughter has a
lover, sir!”* answered Lovelage, with an ill grase,
“ There are other matfers that I do not eo well
mderstand.”

“ I ean see the love plainly enough,” observ-
ed Markthaler, dryly, Ebut Ju;nt theg treason ¥

* Tt i quite immaterial what you see, or what
you do not see!” retorted the planter, in bad
temper. )

“Thar war treason enough to hang a dozen’
men,” snid Hilihouse; “hut I didn’t wention

Encouraged by an approving nod from Low-
enthal, he went- on.

“!The new flag is a rag,’ sez he, ‘and the re-
bellion 4 monstrous wickedness,’ ez he. * Don't
fay that out loud,’ sez she; ‘and keep out o

\
i)lanter, and

glanced wonderingly from one $o

)i
gasted words ; but they all come in might? pat, | ed
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war very bitter on the *Federates, He wardown
on sotton and niggers, ‘Tt war dresdful aggra.
vatin'to hear him ran on about our-cotton and our
niggers, It tetched me in & tender apot, it did.
I'd took some old rye, my.legs war weak, but
, | my mind it war mighty ol’ar. I wanted to-see
his face ; but it war oncommon dark, snd you
motght feel the fag-eends—" .
* There is too much draught on this man,
Lowenthal. ' Turn Lis dsmper,” interrupted
Markghaler, with a smile and a ghrug. Then to
Lovelace : % Whieh will you punish, colonel ;
the léve or the treason 7"
The Confederate officer gnawed hie lips and
ened with anger.
*“I bave soldiers within ecsll,” he retorted;
“ ond if you should find your way to the guard-
'hme;ee, or the whippitg-post, do not be surpris-

TEi

- The tall, symmetrieal figure of Jacob loomed
higher and higher behind his master's ehair.
His nostrils expanded, hie cyes shot rays of de-
fiance. : .
Markthaler sat cool and unmoved, toying with
a slip of paper.

“ You represent,” he answered, calmly, “ the,
soldier-power, while L represent the cash-power,
Cush ig jgreater than cotion, Cotton is loeal,
cash universal, With oasli in hand, we marry
the prettiest girls, and live in the finest howses.™
This remark, though quietly uttered, touched
the officer in the most sensitive spot. He wish-
ed to marry Milrose, but he had no cotton. Ha
wished to marry Milrose, but he had no negroes.
He wished to marry Milrose, but ke had no
eash. The eolonel’s chattels had been knocked
dowr by the auctioneer before the siego of
Sun:tter; and his ecotton, unfortunitely, had
perished between the seed and the pod. Had
16 not been for this, there is no knowing how
much he might have been worth. As it was,’
hié sat there with # commission from Jeff Davis
in his poeltet, a largo capital of family pride in
his head, & good deal of rebellion in s heart,
a‘major-generalship in the distance, and a splen-
did sword with which to slay the enemies of the
South Carolina Nation. ‘
“The eolonel, though young, brave, and good-
Yooking, had o heart-disease, and that henrt-dis-
ease was Milrose Dorn; and that young lady
unconecionsly kept him in a painful palpitation
of hope and fear. He had tried to get cured of
Milrose, but after geveral efforts, yielded to the
-malady, which had made fearfu! inroads on his |
pence of mind. . '
The singular testimony of Hillhonse revealed’
to him a sebret of which he had been profound-
ly ignorant. It eetounded him more then a
burst of urtil]e?r. A feeling of disappointment,
impossible to describe, swept over him ; then

the way, or yow'll eome to grief,) sez ghe.
‘They'll hang you for a spy,’ sez she, And
there war more more o’ that kind o’ talk, and he

e

came chagrin, and a desire to 'be avenged on
gome one, and whom so proper o subject of ven~
gence a8 Frederick Noith?™ He had alingering
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wish to he just; Lut -jealouny and justies got
- mixed together, and disturbed the viee, equi-
poise of the Lalsuee which he etaphorical-
woman bolds in ber hand, . .- . }

*The treatinent gf- this opse: js.very plainly
indieated,” snid Lowenthal, sterply. , “ Extra-
ordinary emergengies gall .for extraordipary
measitres, A file of men, colonel, twanty paoes,
a short, shagp word of pommaad, and we; are
freed of a disioyal, traitorous gitizen.”

“You didn't ulention a drum-head eonrte.
martial,’’ observed Markthaler, with a slight
gnaer. o S

.. He oan _axpueet no less,”, eaid. Lovolnge,. ex-
citedly. “We have more .to feqr. from,; foes.
within, than from foes: srithouty . If .we, spiire
hﬁl{ the cord, hé may thank our forbearpnge.
fer b L .

* How grateful T ghodld ba'for this Confed:
erate compussion ! exclaimed , Froderdel,, with
geurn. . © But,I confess that I dor.hot,.yef sen)
your merey. If ‘nocturm_ﬂ,i_ugd perhaps, iimpri,i: )
dent, love-wmaking be a cﬂ.pittﬂ ctime, pien
guilty, and have no defence to gffer.. Even you,
gallant colorel, mny have cominttted that, grave,
offence. P T
. Lovelaco writhed, and studigualy, avoided
meeting the young maf's eyes.. 'Lhis was &
thyust that mortified and.epraged bim. . |

s Ilnnging,” observed. Markthaler, with an
air of abstraction, ¢ is no more than he deserves.
Byt hereds o paper that puzzles me.” Ideheld
up a elip of. paper, adjugted his green glapses.
methodically,.and. studied it.with apparent in- |
terest.  As I was saying:” he added, ¢ hangs
ing is none too good. for, him ;. but yepmyebr—.
the slaims of merey should nop.be disregprded,,
Let him be shot. This is # most remarkable.
signature!”’ .. . T

‘Markthaler pushed up his gpectacles, pulled.,
them down, snwed them sidewise aeross his nose,
and heeame more.intense in. his expmination of
the paper. . . I A
4 Ag I remarked, friend Lowenthal,) he went
on, ¥ thig young man merits.a good shooting;,
and yet-—ghom—and yet—hgw very adnoying;
this writing is!” e e e e
" By this time, the planter hadi his eyes fizpd
on the troublesome. paper with-a vague: misgiv-)
mng. < . . [ A Lot e o
ﬁ" Y.was abous to add,” resumed. Markthaler,
“that treason.is a erime offansive alike to. ?ﬂds
‘ angi men; but that merey comments [itsdlf, to

pthy . e _ ol s

bo“Jusf.iuc is a prineiple o uall)[gir,qperat‘i,ve.,”

. returoed. the planter, & eol pe;'spil_'qtign.;ap—‘.

pearing upon his forehead, «while hpman, mer-
ey s often mistimed and misplaced,” ., Alluw
- me to observe that your remarks are inoppor-
tune . and impertinent.  And as for your papers,
this is not s fitting plage. to examine . them.
Yon may-bé very useful, sir, in your proper
aphere, and there ave times when your dirty

dollars give. you jmpontanee’y but if you' pres
BHIIE Loo. uneh, upor your _;me_negéche,stﬁ, you
will commib an ervor, futal alike to youpinter
egt anil your safegy.” .0

The plantsr wus chokingly. apgry, but, ens
deavered to, assume. a dignity. that o weathfol
man ean, seldom snacessfully affcot. Lo

" . Erideriek. North, Jgoked: inquisitively at the §

monéy-clmngar. There was an inexplicable
semephing aboul thedalter that excibed his guri-
osity. and eontinnally drew his attention.

. No. doubt: bat you arc entirely correet,”
paid  th® usurer, drawing from his pocket; a
wateh (studded. with dismonds, 1t refleeted a
tigusand pays'of light.. Lovelace had a vague
remembrance of eceing. the Jate Mrs, Lowenthal
woar the same. oestiy fimeskeeper. This recol-

| leotion, awpkened mnplessant, suspicions, .and :

gave free seope to doukts and conjecture. .

. Lirenthal’s confugion jupreased, and he kepé
glancing: pt the mysterious paper which the
wmoney-chinger still beld ap,, | Wicked thoughta
entered: the; planter's - heng.‘

holding 2 sword over him. Here wag o calm,
impudent fellow, ‘covertl?r menaging him with
destrugtion. . Here was a low-born usurer aspir-
ing ta be hig,master. This could not be endur-
ed. His pyide vevolted at sueh a censorsbip.

. H“i,s{hutred; rew equal.to his anger. He silents

Iy sentence  Mprkibaler. .. .

: J-]{et\yelgn- the time of taking. out the wateh
apd the time of xeplacing it, the. plaster had
n]%r;tqil’y pessed aver, n, great deal of pround,
and arriyed at p.very startling eonelusion, He
tyrned to Tovelnce. - N .
. % Dispose of this persen as youplease; but I
would suggest giving Lim his choice of death,
or the, ranks, Leb.himxslmq}den o musket, or

"stand at twenty paces bofore the miuzzles of a

dozen’ of themy, What do yon say 2 .

: ';Tiae,qﬁcer!‘ljﬂﬂecte&,!jﬂ; indeed, he was capa-
ble of reflection at'that moment.

, % The ‘suggestion is a.goed one. Young man,
chaose quickly, Will you take the gun nnd

haversack, or.the alternnbive 1" S
-4 1a het this]rather ﬁumﬁary ?’Las_kgddii'red-
eriek, indignantly. - ¢ By whatauthority do you
dispense ﬁ'e audy_élegthl??y’,: P o
“ By the nuthotity of ‘power!” eried Love-
lace. ~* Encamped yondur are o' thousand men,
that, fn a military sense, are a thousnud auntom-

| -atong; They mareh, they countermarch, they
| wheel, they load, ithey fire, at mybidding. The

eountry is inrevolution; =Is not that enopgh "
“Hoyw, ‘onﬁ time do.yon grant me to decide
whether I will suffer death, or fight against the
best gowernment. in: the. world?" demanded
North. o . .

- ¢ You will answer-at onoe,” replied Lovelace,
loftily, - R o
. Frederick was on the point of rejecting the
gun and haversack with proud contempt, when

- Here was.a man §

"AD0I0E OIIEVOEVE ¥

it ‘
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a warning gesture from Markthaler made him

ause.

P Lowenthal drew the colonel to a corner of

the room, ahd conversed with him in a low tone.
i Availing himself of the opportunity, Markthaler
{appronched the young man, and eaid, hurried-
Iy:

# Acaept the musket and the bhaversack, and
all will be well,” Having thus spoken, he went
baok to his seat and sssumed his former indif-
ference. .

Frederick” was so much surprised that he
eould not.withdeaw his gaze from him. Jacob
made nn affiemstive and encouraging motion.
Those two persons grew more enigmatical to
him every moment. They exerted upon him a
secret inflnence—a silent power. :
© Was thiz Markthaler his friend ? What rea-
son had he to be his friend? His words kept
running through his mind: * Aceept the mus-
ket and the Laversack, and sll will be well!”
By a sudden revulsion of foelinfr, he resolved
to be governed by this advice. When Love-
lace returned and said, preremptorily :

“Your answer, sir ¥

North answered :

“T yield to cireumstances, sir. Give me the

un and knapsack.”

The colonel heard this announeement with
gurprise, - He had expected the young 'man
would make a different decision, and adhere to

. it to the last. He coqld not wholly concesl Lis
disappointmént. : . '

“ You will find the gervice,” he enid, haughti-
ly, “somewhat Jifferent from nocturnal love-

) mﬂking !11 . . .
- 41 ghall have the honer, at least, of gerving
under o very chivalrous officer I” replied Frod-
eriek, with irony. -~

“One who wiﬁ have an eye to your eomfort,
certainly,” returned Lovelace, with i
meaning. “You may flatter yourself with
probabilities of eseape ; but it will be my plea-
sure to redece these probabilities to impossibili-
ties.” . '

# Your good will, Colonel Lovelace, T caniob

doubt,” answered Frederick, with dignity. I
ghall bide my time with patience, and wait the
turn of the tide.” :

% Awny with him "' said Lovelace, imperious-
ly. “ Wateh him well. If he nttempis to run
the guard, don’t be sparing of your powder.
Put iim into Company A, Captain Middleton.”

I have much to thank you for, eoloneil”
said North, with a smile of contempt.

He was immedintely hurried to camp, depriv-
ed of his comfortable garmeuts, and hurried in-
to a suit of dirty gray. Gun and eguipments
were assigned him, and, agrecable to orders, he
was kept under surveillance. * A position more
woenviable eould not have fallen to hig Jot,

eculiar.

o
CHAPTER XIX.

MISSED.

When the three cadaverous soldiers had de-

arted with North, Lowenthal approached

arkthaler, and zaid, in a low voige : .

“You have taken an unwarrantable liberty,
gir. This meddling in my affaira is not to be
endured. You mean to eontrol my setions by
holding over me that paper; but if you presume
much on your power, you will commit a fatal
mistake, I tell you. Beware!” .

* Beware you!" answered the money-chang-
er, with firmness, *“You know the prover
about threatened peo]gle ? Aforgery, my friend,
is no light affair, aithough it i sometimes the
last delusive straw that drowning gentlemen
‘cluteh at. It is a throw of the dice on which is
staked that which is worth more than life, snd
which by far outweighs the evil it is intended to
‘sure.”

“Be quiet! This is no place to diseuss such
8 subjest,” rejoined Lowenthal, much disturbed.
“ T will yet retrieve all:”

 That is impossible I exclaimed Markthaler,.
in & fone that startled the planter. * You can-
not oall back the past.  You eannot make a
fairer record. But that is your metler, not
mine. Rush to ruin if you will, but do noet
draw others after you.” '

1 want not your morality, but your money "
sicered the planter, looking uncasily at Jacob
and at Lovelace. . )

The latter was drumming on & window-pane,
in a state of gloomy abstraction.

“] cannot ruin myself,” said Markthaler,
“ Money can not be had for the simple asking.”

“ Meet me to-night at Peter Rust’s cabin,” re-
turned Lowental, hastily. * You know where
that is—over yonder by the pines.”

The money-changer gave him & searching
look, as lie asked : .

“ Why chooze a spof go solitary ¥
© “Itisneedful. Do notfail to bethere. What
have vou to fear ™

« Nothing. . I did not sey I was afraid. But
tometimes, Lowenthal, you are impulsive.”

The pale lips of the money-changer eurled
with contempt.

At thot moment Babel entered the room, In- -
terrupted by his heavy stepe, each of the partics
looked at him. ¥e walked straight to Lowen.’
thal, and stopping within a fow feet of him,
gtood motionless. ‘ ‘

“‘Fho planter made an impatient gesture. Ba-
bel. pointed npward with his right hand, then
made the motions of hammering and sawing,
The planter nodded that he underetood that e
mesut Petet Rust.  Babel fired a pistol in dumb
show, then clapped both heands te his head,
elosed his eyes, and simulated death the best
way he eould, standing up, which waa not ver
well ; but his pantomime was perfectly intelli-

gible to his master, who, making a signel for him
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to sbop his gesticulations and follow, left the
Toom. ‘ i

Alene with the giant, he caused him to re.
hearse his mute story, and afterward directed
him how to dispose of thé suppositious body of
Peter Rust. It is not necéssary to detail his
methed of communication, but Babel was in-
structed to take away the body at might and
bury it in the pine woods. Having received his
orders, the black went his way, and Lowenthal
returned to his friends. Re-entering the room,
to his surprise he perscived that Markthaler
and Jacob Ymd gone. '

“ Lowenthal,” said Lovelace, rather moodily,
* I'am forced to remind you that I have not yet
seen Milrose. You do not keep the ladies of
Your household under look and key, T trust "

These two men, 8o like each other in some
respects, and so unlike in others, looked at each
other sharply. - Suspicion was a guest mutually
entertained. Lovelace no longer felt that he
eould trust Lowenthal. Some portions of the
evidenge of Hillhouse digturbed his confidence
and gavé vise bo strange conjeetures, Miirose
and the vebeliion were the abzorbing thoughts
of his life, and Milrose stood firet in import-
ance, .

“Wo bave been so busy sinee your veturp,

that there has been little time to attend to
lddice,” answered the planter, coldly. 1 wag
about, bowever, to make you some amends by
sending for Milrose.”
. He summeoned a servant while he was spesk-
ing A eolored uirl appeared, and was sent for
her mistreas. She came back with a dismayed
eountenance, and- the almost ineredible an-
nouncement that the youn%lndy was pot in her
ehamber, and eould not be found. The-girl
told her short story with chattering teeth, for
ke knew the temper of her master.

“ Where's Angeline #’ demanded Lowenthal.

] '; Can't find hér nowhar, mars'r,” faltered the
il

Lovelace stared at his friend in amazement.

“ Tell some of the house-servants to look for
her in the gnrden,” said Lowenthal, * Some of
ﬁu’“ he added, “will get cut up. Begone !”

en to Lovelace: * I must go and look inte
#his, colonel. Btay here; I will be back in an
instant.” -

Lowenthal hurried to Milrose's ghamber. One
glanee sufficed to enlighten him. There was a
runaway air about the room that was plain to
see. ere was o nameless look of desertion
and disorder there,

The planter was utterly confounded. The
bird of golden plumage bad escaped. He re-
turned to Lovelacs, startled and wonder-atrick-
en, To the inqguiring look of the colonel, he
answered, briefly ;

4" Gone !!l
- “Qone " repeated Lovelace, vaguely.

% Where?” aslked the officer, trying fo get
his understanding out of the fog. C

‘; The devil knows ! retorted the planter, an.
grily. . ‘

“'This surpasses my comprehension,” mut-
tered Lovelace. # There is a reason for this.”

* There is a renson for everything, sir, but a
& woman's actions,” voeiferated Lowenthal.
“While you are trying to find the reason, I
shall try to find something without reason ; and
that is the girl, sir1”

“1 am entirely mystified and amazed; but
Jou may eount on ivy sssistance. At loast, I
shu]}m You as faithfully as you bave aided
1me.

Lovelace expressed, in voiee, if not in man-
ner, the misgivings which he fult respecting the
planter. The latter understood him, and being
in-bod temper, answered, curtly :

“ Do you aceuse me of bad faith, sir?” * -

He nssumed that dignity which he eould
sometimes suecessfully put on. It is & remark-
able fact that guilty persons sre apt to think
themselves neensed, and by a singular latality,
name the very thing they are guilty of. fn

abont their hidden sins. ‘
“ I am sorry that you have accused yourself,”
said TLovelnce, coldly.  “ Chiidren who hide
things always betray themselves by looking to-
ward the spot where they are concealed.” .
* Bir, sir I” stammered Lowenthal. * Thijs—
this Ianguege, sir, demands explanation.”
“There are other mattera thpt need ex-
planation,” returned Lovelace, haughtily. “ Let
ue wait tifl the hour of explanation comes. I
am a firm friend, but & poor dupe.”
"Lowenthal bhad sense and shrewdness. He
saw that they were hurrying toward a deadly
quarrel ; an-evént for which he was not prepar-
ed, and by which he might, in many ways, be
the loger. Besides, he knew Lovelace was rave,
8 good shot, and a stickler for Lhonoer.

benefit, also, Ha swallowed . his riging wrath,
and after remaining silent a short time to re-
gain his somposure, said : :

_“I oan forgive much to & mer in love, espe-
ciglly when he holds a weak haud : therefore,
colone], Xoverlook your hasty words. This. ig
really an unpleasant affair, and takes me quite
bf gurprise ; butI must not be held acaounta-
ble bf you for the frenks of Milrose. Excuse
me ;' I must goand look after her.”
Lowenthal bowed, and left the room with
seeming oalmmness. ’

. CHAPTER XX.
THE COLONEL AND THE QUAKER, . -
Colonel Lovelnee seized his hat and hastened
from the house. The air, he thought, was close

¥Gone!" reiterated Lowenthal, with an oath.

and suffocating there, and he felt that be should
never breathefreely again within those walla.

“of one’s understanding without effort.

 tude and precision.

nine oases out of fen, persous sre sensitive .

E He flat- .
| tered. himself that he counld use him for his own
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The eolonela regiment was called the Beau-
fort Guards ;. and their eamp, which was about
a hundred rods from Lowenthat’s, had beun
named Camp Royal. To Camp Reyal Lovelace
directed his steps. The rewiment was drilling
by companies. Notwi_thstauding the pre-oecu-
pation of his mind, he paused and looked at
them, Conpparisons arve natural ; they ﬁow{]?)lut

it
Confederate officer wug the subjest of these

" niental caleulatious. His eyes searched inyain

for large numbers of those ehivalrous gentle-

_-men eaid to have shouldered arms in the de-
fence of Southern libertics.

Instead of knights-
ervant in gallant srray, e beheld o motley mass

. of poor and ignorant men, ill-clad and rough.

In the midst of this nadisciplined crew, he saw
Frederick North, with a gun on shoulder. To
his surprise, this new conseript appeared not
the' least embarrassed or put down. He went
through the manual drill with notable prompti-
His handsome ecounte-
nanee, straight and graceful figure, contrasted
atrangely with those about him. He made no
mistakes, and evidently understood the exereis-
és hetler thau the driil-officer. )

Their eyes met. Lovelnce blushed ; North
smiled and tonched his cap. The former felb
ne triumph inhis advantage. The young man
made him think of Bunker Hill and the old
flag. He sighed and tirned away.  Milrdse and
the rebellion were still in his heart ; but Milrose
first. His hopes had that morning received a
fatal wound, He wng amnazed at the depth and
fervency of hig love for Milrose, whieh the
evonts of the Jast hour had revealed to him.
He wondered at his own wretchiedness, Ile dis-
trusted Lowenthal. He resolved to gee Hill-

- honse privatety, and question Lint elosely. -

While thinking of these things, Martin Broad-
bent approached him. This 'man's deportment
always drew attention. Wherever he want, poo-

te pansed to look at him. This was beeanse
Ee iffered from others. He was one of those
persons that enn be felt when they are near.

. Lovelace bowed regognition from foree of
habis, - o
“Traly, friend Lovelace, this is a goodly ar-
ray of the ehief captains and the mighly men
of war,” Ire remarked,

“Huamph1” said the colonel, with # slight
jerk of the body. .

#These be the men,” continuad Martin, so-

norously; * who take their lives in their hands, -

nod go lorth, without purse or serip, to fight for
their substance and their ehattels.” L

“"They have setip enongh, God knows|” rve-
torted Lovelaee, impatichtly. -

“Thou art eaptious, friend, and speakest af-
ter the manner of the ehildren of this world, I
fear thon feelest no enthusiasm at & spectacle
Qike this,”

Martin stopped, then went on.

1 pray thee note their warlike bearing.
Belold how brightly their bayonels gleam n
the sun I” , .

“ It happens, unfortunately,” said Lovelace,
dryly, “that but few of them have bayonets.
If a” few hundreds of rusty shot-guns gleam,
why, then, they gleam.” .

“Phou carpest agein,’ resumed Broadbent,
« But if thou wilt fault their guns and eguip-
ments, I will call thy ettention to the alacrity
of their movements, the perfeetion of their drill,
and the military ‘ardor that influnes their
fices.” . :
“You are either o wag, or a great [anatic,
Mr. Overseer. [ like wholesome praise; but I
Lave a horror of exaggeration. I can see
neither alaerity. of movement nor, perfection
of drill; and, to epeak pininly, their faces are
oftener inflamed with whisky than with milita-
ry ardor. I should like to fiud all those manly
and soldierly qualities you talk of ; but I shall,
have to lock fartlier, I'm afraid: The fact is,
thege are the dregs of our socinl system. Fow
of them are in good condition. Most of thenr
liave been cheated of fair proportious. Low
and thriftless habits de not develop manhood.
Yonder ia a feliow ail legs and arns. He is
lank and uwngainly, lantern-jawed and stoop-
ahouldered, If you %lanca around, you will
find many like him, It comes of being at the
wrong end of the ladder. Now that is not the
mmiterial for an army.” .

* Bus, friend Lovelace, the cause will inspirc”
these people. Refleet that all they possess ir
the world is staked in this contest.” .

“Bah! All they possess in the world woult
nof, suffiee to buy them a pair of brogans cachy® -
eaid the offieer, anngyed by the persistency of
Martin. - .

“Thee must remember that slavery is ai
stake, and that it is necossary to-the eottou in-
terest that thoe negro race should be subject to
man,” - '

Broadbent looked gravely and ealmly at the
Confederate officor, who answered, dubiously ;-

“ You are a singular person. I wish you
would go away.” ’ ’

“Traly, friend, T eafinot depart, for here
hath Providenee east me to lahor fujthfally for
the snbjugation of the black Saxon. Yeu, ib i
my duty to strike, whip, castigate, flagrllate,
and subdue such as are intrusted to my care.
Verily, I will ery alogd and spare not; and
reason with thew powerfully, even to the eruei-
fying of the flesh.” I am not a hard mau, and T
know my business.” . : :

“T am o Southern man, and a rebel of the
darkest water, but I losthe barbarity. 1 confoss
I am somewhat -airaid of you, Mr. Overseen,
Youknow too mueh or too little, and I lave nof
wit enoagh to tell ‘which, In either case you
may be dangerous. My head is not eo large as

1 yours, Mr. Broadbent; therefore, we had better
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keep uparf;. I go in for fighting, but not for! Martin Broadbeut sl;nke earnestly and more

min¢ing up negroes I

Lovelace folded his arms, and partly turned

Kis baak on the Quaker. :

“Thon knowest the maiden ealled Milrose?”
aaid Martin, abruptly. )

Lovelacewas now ready to hear. Martip had
touehed the right string, Ho turned hastily.

© 1 know Miss Dorn,” he gaid.

I was of that-epinion,” continyed Martin.

“What did you wish to say of her?” naked
the colonel, somewhat coldly.

“ Not mueh, friend Lovelace. She was not

%‘;,i-he happy, I thought, when T saw her last.

haps the rebellion troubles har, er her prop-
erty needs looking after. Young girls, it is
said, find ways to make themselves miserable.

And, of n truth, there are gossiping people who
_tell strange stories; or, rather, I shonld say,

vagne whispers drift in the air, and reach the

ears of some, who, verily, may be prying per-
sons given to minding the affairs of their neigh-
bors,” answered Martin, ﬁxh.lﬁ his eyes incident~
ally, appavently; on Frederick North,
© “Your meaning is dark, friend Broadbent,”
gaid the colonel, whose interest was now thor-
oughly awakened. “ Which way do your suva-
pitions poiny, or what em I fo infer from your
words ! Céme, sir; you.can frest me.”
“Of a verity, there is a young man in the
ranks with whose figure and bearing thou canst
find no fault. I do not remember fo have seen
* him in the rauks before,” observed Mertin,
“But, a8 I was saying to thee, the maiden up
Fonder "—he pointed to the house—¢ may have
more cause for fear and unhappiness than thoa
thigkest. Thou art a man of honor, according
- to thy prejudices and beliefs; and I may safely
say to thee that the house of Lowenthal has its
mysteries.” .

Lovelace loaned eagerly toward Martin.
Every word he nttered was full of startling in-
tereat.

" % Do you not knew,” he said, * that Milrose
kas disappenred 2 ‘ .
tin“ Heaven give Ler safoty!” exelaimed Mar-

' That implies,” remarked Lovelace, thought-
fully, ¢ that she has not been gafe.”

v “The construction was thine,” responded
Martin. ‘¢ Where has the damsel gone 2

“ Those who ran sway, seldom leave word
where they are going. Tell me, sir—has Low-
enthal—"

*“Of Lowenthal I say nothing,” interrupted
Martin. * Thou hast eyes, and ears, and sense :
vse them. Why ahou{d I take away another
man's understanding?  Nevertheless, were I an
honorable man, desirous of doing good, I weuld
lay aside nil rivelry awd jealousy, and, rising
sbove partisan hate and private vengeance, seck
to befriend & demsel forlors, who hath fallen
into the fowler's anare.”

.| rapidly than vsnal,

| bridle-rein’t

Lovelace thought of the
testimony of Hillhouse, and his vague conjec-
tures began to take form, ) o

“Thou knowest thy business, colonel, and I
know mine. Thou art 4 ehief eaptnin over men,
and I the humble ruler over negroes. Thoun
art & diseipliver of heroes”"—Martin’s long,
white fingers made o thrust toward the Beaufort
Guard—* and I the subjugator of chinttels, For
King Cotton thout swingest the sword ; for King
Cotton I swing the whip. We serve the same
mighty Moloch. Great is Diaha of the Ephe-
sians!” , )

The two men faced each other.. The axes of
their eyes met. Martin was firm and steady.
The officer ‘wea held in stienee and doubt. He
recoiled, putting forth his hands, as if to push
Morbin bael, Martin raised his arms, till they
secemed to tremble over all the cotton in the
Bouth, and eaid, in & suppressed voice :

* Cotton, all hail! Thou art indeed a king,
clothed in purple and fine.linen. Thou goest
forth conq‘uering and to conquer. Thou leadest
men captive. Thy chariot-wheels ecrush old
and young, and the blood flows even to the
Hail, all Lail 1

Lovelace gasped, like a drowning man. He
brushed his hand acress his brow, and seemed

terrified. His gaze wandered over the broad

cotton-fields. A vision of fire and blood swam
before his gight. .

“ What are we,” resumed Martin, solemniy,
“that we should fear to die for the king? Tet
us east ourselves under his greaning chariot-
wheels. Let us perish with our wives and sweet»
hearts ; with our mothers, fathers, and bLroth-
era. Men die but once. How gloricus to fall
for_the purple monareh! Like the Moslem
Jender, we may proclsim, ** Paradise to those
that fall 1” :

Lovelace did not spesk; he could not. He
was overborne by Martin, He saw armies, and
bayonets, and banners, artillery and bursting
shells, red shields and txsmpled felds. :

 There will be a sound of mourning in the
land,” continued Martin, in a tremulous toue.
+ Mothers weeping for their first-horn, and wives
wailing wildly over slaughtered husbands. But
what of this¥ Cotton is king, end England and
France, and all the nations of the earth, kneel
at his bloody shrine. Goon! goon! Coung
not the cost, God will emile ak the earnage,
and applauding angels elap their hands. Bid
the birds of the air to the feast! Long live the
sovereign that lhes but one institntion, and one
rallying-ery to battle " ‘

He paused a moment,

“Thou to thy work—I to mine. Bhake ont
the etars and bars! Down with the Union and
the Constitution '

Loveluee turned away from Martin in wonded
aud dismay,  Never had such pictures beem:

\

Bresiste
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When he locked

painted on his imagination,
place where

up to make an angry retort, the
h&rtin had stood was vaeant.

' CHAPTER XXI.
* PETER RUST. TR
We left Milroge in & pituation 1;w.un'ul and
embarrassing, from which every fawinipe in-
ginet of her nature shrank with terror and
bathing. She saw no means of eseape. She
at every step; but, opposed. to hijs
rough strength, her feebie hands wevq wnavail-
ing, Perceiving that sho wns wasting her pow-
o3 fraitlessly, she made o resolute endedvor to
regain thet self-possession so negdful in moments
of danger. - . .
Having a vigorous fntellect, 8 commanding
will, and & quick wit, she would, no donbt, have
succeeded iu overcoming her excessive fright,
and subduing that weakness that injured instead
of aiding her, when the timely appearance of
Peter Rust put an entirely new aspact upon the
whole matter. Peter of the Pines eame sud-
denly from: among the- trees, and advaneing si-
lently and ewiftly upon Ben Dykes, tripped. up
his hieels and laid bim upon the ground. The
two dogs made 4 feeble nssault upon Peter's
legs, but o few well-directed kicks sent them
yelping away. - o :
ykes remnined where he had fallen, quite
breathless and amazed, with his feet entangled
in & eluster of laurel. ' :
“ Look out there, youngster!” said Petor,
warningly, to Milrose. “Den’t step into his
mouth I  Better get your foot into a bear-trap,
than into them there jows.”
Milroge ,was upable $o speak; she was m a

flutter of joyful emotiom.

“Don’t be afeard,” said Peter. ¢ The dan-
ger’s all over. This eritter, you ace, isn't in a
sondition to hurt ye.” )

White Peter wag apéaking, he gave Ben gome
shorp strokes with his foot, and added, after-
ward ol

woods, and fake yourself off in double-quick!

[ We'll have a settlement of our aceounts one o’

these days, I guess.” .
Dykes extridated his- feef, arose, and flew af
Peter, who parried his wrathful blows and trip-

ped up his heels again.
Juak then Milrose discovered Swampsey, a

little beyond Peter, outting eapers with wonder-
ful rapidity. . ‘

As for gngeline, her courage came back in &

ost remarkable manner.

% Laws, Miss Milly!" she exclaimed, forget-
ting hev réle. ¢ Tole Yo 'twa’'n’t nothin’. What's
the use bein’ scared at & Iow white trash like
Turpentine Ben ?*

Milrose gave her maid an admonitory ehake,
to bring her back to prudence.

.

“ Get up, you dog-trainer of the jurpentine’

&
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Ben Dykes got up and sneaked away, mutter-
ing thrests and cuvses, -
- Day was vow dawning. Faint rays of light
foll on the pale face of Miltose. Peter. of the
Pines contemplsted her with. manifest embar-
rassment, [ T
- “You need not, tremble,” he gnid, encourag-
ingly. “Iknow enough of you'to undergtand
how you should be treated. Don’t lock down
and blugh. I like spirit and bravery. Folksis
spmetimes forped to do what they’d rayther not.
Baf the best way s, to draw & cheerful face and
malko tho best on't. I remember yo well. How -

.eould I forget that face? I counldu't — never,

never! It come to me up there”—he pointed
toward the plantation—* like an angel’s, Iown
I neyer ‘saw nothin’ like it, and for a momentor
80, I allowed you was supernat’ral.”

“ TLove o (God I oried Angeline. *'Pears
like our seeretis cl'ar gone 1”

“ Never mind your seoret,” replied Peter,
“ but.come with me. What I can do for you,
1'li do with heprty good-will, and with no more
cur’osity then is nat’ral to human natur’.”

“I tbank you for your kindness,” said Mil-
rose, vecovering her confused faculties. ¢ I am
sure you are very considerate. But do not mis-
take my feelings; I.do not regret the step I
have taken, nor de I blush at these garments.
I am young, but not a child, sir. 1 have no in-
 clination to-play.the fainting heroine. My story
iz bricf. I was in danger under the reof where
I should have been entirely safe. I determined
not to remain Ghere longer. Imade my escape;
therefore, by a combination of eircumstances
not foreseen, I am here, and in this aftire.
Abashed 1 may be; disnppointed I certainly
am ; but return I will pot! “ Do you understand
me, Peter Rust ¥

Milrose gpoke in a firm yet eweet tone of
voice, and her consistency and courage had a
favorable effect on Peter. .

“ I was born and brougbt up, mies, in n eoun-
try where women are middlin’ well understqod B
in a country where the people are some’at given
to the extreme of right, Lut a good country,
nevertheless.”™ . :

"Peter, who had all the while held his-double-
gun in hie hand, laid it ecarefully in the bend of
bis left arm, studiously keeping its muzsle
poinied from Milrose, i .

" «I can say, miss, that I think I keow your
meaning,” he added, “Don’t let your little
heart have a-quiver of fear or a throb of mis-

| givin", 1 like your spirit; and from the knowl-

edge I have of Lowenthal, I jedge you haven's
eseaped an hour too soon. You saw me there
at work ; and who that prison was for, you ought
to know as well as 1" - .
“ My ewn convictions terrily me !” answercd
Milrose. o
“Lordy ! How that little nigger does swivel

round!” exelaimed Angeline, who gould not kecpy
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her ¢yes from Swampsey, whose ground per-
formanges were to her a continual surprise.

*Oome 'dn, mizs, and we'll talk as we go,”
said Péter of the pines. - “ It ain’t well for nito
‘loiter hete. ~Theré’s no tellin’ who may be after
us, I expected, to be hum;eg, and I am sure
you will ‘be, - Take this path;
go-n’ different direction, and mislead them ag
‘may follow. 'If*T know Lowenthal’s abject, he
‘won't be likely-fo let You gét away without pur-
sitit ; and ke wouldn't'riind ‘séndin’ & hundred
of his men tobeat the bush for such a bird.” -

' % Be you‘a Unicher P 'asked Angeline,
yot be, you won't stad’ no chisnce at all ; for
they's down on‘the Unicders, anyways ! ' /"

* The Tnioners, as:you call *em, will' speedily
be down-on them. ' Wa shall soon liave startlin’
news from Port Royal, The thundér of Yan-
kee gung'll soon awake tha South from ite—"’
ed himsslf suddenly. .

*#The ‘eolonel pays the Seseshers have sunk
torpidities dowh’ there at"Royal, and ‘laid all
soris o contkaptibns to blow 'ém up. Guess
there'll be- 4 ‘sonttlerin’ among "em; leastways,"
remarked Angeline, her eyes ‘still following the
movements of Swampsey. oLt

Nobody replying, she ssked : et

 Can’t that toddlepele sny nothin® bat Mars'r
Peter? The little lippartygibbet serambled u
to Miss Milly's winder, and we thought, for aﬁ
the world, that the old Nickérson, herself, had
come! He said ‘ Mars'r Péter, and wanted &
ropoe.’”’ Lo e

“ You must tell me about this strange little
oreature, Mr. Rust,” gaid Milrose. ihi
fested a great desire to help vou. ' Poor fellow!
Hed too ymifll to’'be’ of ‘muah servics,” ‘ o

“0hl" answered Peter.  You 'was speskin’
of Little Dismal.. 1t 'ain’t the size of a peraon
‘that makes him usefal; T reckon. I owe my
liberty to Swam]psay. smail ag he is,” '

Peter then relatell the manner! of his-essape,
-not neglecting to give the lad all the credit he
.deserved. L ' e
_ “Why do you eall ‘him Little‘ Diemal #* Mil-

rroge inquired, easting o euripus glanee at the
~0bjédot of their conversation. =~ "7 -

“Beenuss T found him-in' Alligator Swamp,
-which Is ‘also eulled Little Dismal, and lays
cheek by jowl with the Grest: Disimal. T eall
‘Liim all #orts o' namies, and it malkes no differénee,

Pater Rust apoke with earnestness, nnd cheel- |

‘1 fishicd him out o’ the mud, you see, gnd lie's |

) gooty‘mu‘ch' $he edlor op’t.” I'm s’ slaveholder;
ut T didu’t *vest no ready money. Fo's an'in-

- stftution, though he never planted a'sced o cot-

‘ton, or pickéd's' pod { But'he éan sudk a sngar-
- cang, - éat 4 sweet-pertater, or steal a chielen
.with the hest of ‘em; nof to mention his perfi-
eienoy in jumpin'.” ST
“ Laws, Peter! He ain't big enough for a
institution neways! ’Pears as thougll instita-
ations was set np higher from the ground, ‘and

iag ; for we niust

“TIf

‘“ He  mahi- |

i
'if T did know that you hadn't n friend fu thh
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wad  bigger. ‘crossways,” affirmed Angeling
“Why dow't you make lim decenter? |
*twasn’t for that tow eontraption, he'd be domn

one naked !” .

¢ Little Dismal is such an ongommon modes
boy,” quoth Peter, looking queerly at Angeling
“that he don't need sé mnuy clothes as som
that ‘are Whiter., He las, besides, all the goo
qualities of the dog; he is faithful and happ
withi his master.. He Hasn't mo tail to waggle,
but he waggles his eyes berutiful !  As for talk
in’, he can falk betfer nor any parrot you eve'y
see. Not that Bwampsey is a great talker, fo
he ign’e.” © S
- % He ean pay “Mars'r Peter ' retorted As
geline, mimicking,

“Ay,” replied Peter' warmly, “he can say if
88 nobody élse can ! hat he says-is always i
tlie p’int"’ [ Y . . h
“1 éun witnese to that,” observed Milrose]

% for'all his wislies were compuised in: ¢ Wau

Marg'i Peter got-out !’ -

_*:And be got me out, gpite of Lowenthal, Ben
Dykes; and the whole of "em ; and that’s a de
for-a hop-o’-my-thumb - eontraband to do,” an
gwered Petet, warmly. .

My maid,”’ responded Milrose, “is ratie
forgethil.

She’ shonld remember that Swamp)
sey piloted us from the dog-trainer’s hut ve
skillfully, though le, no donbt, had his instrae
tionis from you. Therefore, Mr. Rust, ailow ms
to- thank you-and him. "Your name was favor
bly mentioned to me last night, by—by a friend
T was told that, in an emergeney, I might tras
ow: - i L
"« Aid that-friend’s name, I' guess,” eaid Po
ter, “is Frederiek North.” .
i “Milrose felt’ the blood guickening in Tier
cheeks ; while Peter of the Pines assumed addid
tional interest in her eyes.
“ Since you are ncqueinted with Frederick, |
am sure you will be my friend ? she aaid, i
genuously, dfter a moment of reflection.
- “That you may dépénd on,” returned Peter
heartily.” “If I dido't know Frederield Nortl

world, T'd be your friend all the same, for you
‘own sake, and for mothin’ else,””

“1 am glad I ‘have fallen into sweh handy
Tliesd assuranees give me strength and hope,’
Milrose answered, quiekly. “And now,” sl
added, “ my friend, where are we going 7"

- To-g hidin*place, I hope, miss. e mus
penetrate far into the piney-woods, where th
hounds of Dykes and the human hounds of Lowlf -
enthal won't be likely to traek us. How is
with you, mise? Are yon mighty tired? You't
‘had & diemal time on't. sidbe last night; bnt §
you ean stan’ it g little longer, shelter, apd food
and rest, will work wonders for ye.” -

Milrose professed herself able to walk a lon

distange forther ; and, with niany encouragin
wanls, Peter Rust led them onward.

‘BHANLAVD SIH CNV SAHAC NZT
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CHAPTER XXII,

"~ THE PLANTER AND THE OVERSEER,

The scene with Ela, in the slave-hut, mads a
decp impression on Martin Broadbent’'s mind.
JLike a faithful guardiam, he kept watoh near the
hnt till morning. His anger wae equal to his
vigilance. It was a steady snd unguenchable
flame that bwned withis him. There were
many dangers to be averted from her head. To
save her from the maliee and baseness of Low-
enthal, was his fixed purpose. He feared that
he might visit her secretly, and dizcover the de-
ception that had been practiced ; in which event,
it was diffieult to foresee what might happen.

Martin was a man of regolution. His conrage
was of a calm and elevated kind. In a just
cauge, he wag full of noble daring, In the
preaence of Lla, he had thrown off the repul-
sive character which he had asaumed. He had
stood before her as he really wias—a revelation,
most surprising and agreeable. Her feelings it
is not possible to describe; they were of a
mingled and turaulinouns nature. There was first
 dizzy whirl of wonder ; aftertrard, a stoggering
ineredulity ; then, an eleetrie glow of cenvie-
tion; and finally, & full and joyful conscious-
ness of protection, In her esteem, Martin
Broadbent grew to fair and heroie proportions.
He came to her us an angel in s place where
there was no light. His quiet face was eontinu-
ally in her sight, strengthening her through the
long nighta.

‘When, after some hours of restlessness, she
fell asleep, she drenmed of Martin, and beheld
him towering like o giaut between herself and
Lowenthal, While her mind thus instinetively
clung to her preserver, he was keeping eilent
vigil over the but that gheltered ber.

n the morning, when other dutics called him
away, ho placed a trusty vegro in charge. .

After his interview with Colonel Lovelace, he
was slowly returning to the negro-quarters, when
he met his employer., Lowenthal was exeited.
‘The fulleffeets of the disappearnnce of Milrose
were upomw him. e was amazed and alarmed,
‘With these two emotions, there were slternations
of anger. This meeting with Martin seemed to
him opportune, He wanted semebody to venti-
late lus wrath npen. ‘

“TFhis plangation, sir, is rather loosely con-
ducted, sir! My danghter has run away, sir!”
be exclaimed, in a Joud and fault-finding voice.

#1 am not thy daughter’s keeper, friend Low-
enthel,” nnswered Martin, wilcﬁy. My duties
are limitéd to the negro vace. It is nof mine to
eontrol men and women but to govern chattels!”

% But you should have your eyes about you,
Bir I retorted the planter, + Vou ought to see
what is going on around you, Mr, Broadbent.”

“ I tell thee, friend Planter, T have nothing to
do with thy daughter. The serviees that I give
‘thee for a stipulated sum, touch not thy liouse-
hold. If thou thinkest I would undertake to
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confrol & woman, young-or old, thou art greatly
mistaken. 1 know the sex are rebellious; and
the yvounger and comelier, the more rebellious,
Heaven defend me from the care of damsels!
I can use the scbhoolmaster—which is the whip
~=with some smail ekill aad success, I can flag-
ellete, castigate, macerats, score, and under-
soore, With acceptation and profit; but when it
comes to the nicer manipulations and mangge-
ment of woman-kind, I confess my inability and
weakness.” '

Broadbent rolled up his eyes, and sighed.

*“ Bah!” said Lowentlal, contemptuously

“ Didst thou ¢ Bah® to me, friend Lowenthal
T'd rather thee wouldn’t ‘Bal’ to me. I am
not o goat, that thou shouldst ‘Bal’ to me
after the manner of such 1” . g

“Not a goat, but a donkey I sneered theo
planfer, .

% The animal thou likencst me to, is. 8 most:
nseful, though not comely beast; and like the
blaek -ehattel, worketh well when suljectied to
man.  Yet I would prefer to be likened to the
noble horse thet combineth utility with beauty
and strength. And that remindeth me that it
scemeth a great mistake of Nature that the
Black Saxon was not made to go upon all fours,
like his ¢o-worker, the ox.”

Martin looked pericus and reflective.
employer stared at him,-

%1 can class the world under two heads,” lie
8aid, keeping his eycs on the Quaker. ¢ Take
a sheet of paper and draw a line through the
aentre of it. At the top, on the lefi of the line,
write foels; on the vight, write knaves; and
under these two headings you and I and every- .
body else may find our places.” ) ‘

“ Nay, ‘there are some foolish kraves and.
some knavish fools,” answered Martin, witl: im-
perturbable philegm.

“That is but a variation on the same two
strings. You may ring the changes on them,
eut them into half-notes, quarter-notes,” or
eighths, flatten or sharpen them to your tuste,
and they will still be the same. Pure folly und
pure knavery may not often be met with, but
we can afford to give the name to the prepon-
derating article. 1 have not clasgified you, yet,
Broadbent, and I'm gometlmes afraid that you'll
go far to upset iny syatem ; but I'm after you,
likke Agassiz after & fish; and if we don't die-
agree, we shall be good friends, DBntI'm watch-
ing you, Martin, “Don’t get in my way, and
you won't be stepped on.” .

~The Plnnter gave Martin o meaning glance.

“1 should hate to have thee step on me!”
observed the latter. -

“ How is the givt Ela?’ asked Lowenthal,
abruptly. 1 hope you haven't been too hard
on her. I didn’t mear o submit Mer eatirely
to your damned crueity. I trust she is well
enough £

He walked about uneasily.

His
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4 Be not concerned. Thege runaways are not
so easily killed,” replied the nonchalant Mar-
tin.

¢ Martin—" -

Tiie planter pulled out his wateh
&f it nervonely, :

Broadbrim waited patiently.

“ What did she gay, Martin ¥ -

“What those with a smattering of white
blood are apt to eay,” answered Broadbent.
“ Verily, thig mixing of the races is 4 sin and
aslame! We want no white blood in the veius
of the chattel. We must give hini no half,
qunrter, or eighth of a soul, by illicit admix-
ture. I protest thet we must give him not eo
much seul a8 there is in one drop of pure An-
glo-Saxon blood, If we give the megro soul,
we enn't lash and cut him ; and I tell thee there
can be no well-ordered slave-system without the
whip,” . : .

“The girl is guite white. I bought her at
Port Royal the other day. Got her cheap, on
geeount of the times, and the diffleuity of
managivg her. The fact is, she was too smart
for her misiress, who is rather too woeak to
practice the neceesary soverity. She told a
pitiful story, I suppose "

Lowenthal avoided Martin's ¢yes, and pre-
tended to look at the distant tents of Camp
Royal. Martin, who was always seen with Ius
whip in his band, gave it a Sourish, and made
it anap like a pistol.

“I make it o rule,” he said, daliherately, *“not
to let them talk much. Bilence is the word
when punishment is the neeessity. We should
have enough to do, were we to believe the
chatterings of negroes. With me, it is a word
and a blow ; and I think it most politic to give
the blow first. An overseer must inspire fear.
I would have their jaws rattle like castunets,
when they hear me coming! I am not a hard
maun, bat I know my business 1"

Martin contracted hia featares till he looked
s ugly as a heathen god. :

“Yon'll spare when I tell you to spare!”
wanttered Lowenthal. » “Keep Ela under strict
restraint, but do not strike her, Give her food
from the house; and see that you -close your
ears to ber artful tales; for she has that curse
of all slaves—eduoation. You said the dogs
worried her. Now I charged that shiftless Ben
Dylkea not vo let tooth of hound toueh her; and
if she is mueh hurt, T'1l bave him torn to pieces
by his own howling pack "

Martin felt his blood thrilling, but maintain-
od a guiet demeanor. Lowenthal infueed un-
‘usual energy into bis voice, and his manner did
not indieate that indifference which he wighed
to affect. '

“ Ben-Dykes is gomewhat too willing to slip
the leash,” returned Martin. “ We want our
runaways eanght, but neither maimed nor lacer-
ated ; for ehattels heal not readily of dog-bites.

and looked

‘
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Henee we are defrauded of their labor. But
happily I find, upon examingtion, that this gis §
Ela was not setiously harmed, though her gar
ments were torn. Ithappened, strangely enough,
that the dumb ereatures hesitated about taking-
hold of her—deceived, no doubt, by the white-
ness of her skin; which comes of wickedly
mizing the blood of man with the chattel race.
I must inform thee, moreover, that the best
tracker of the pack was, by some- depiorable
‘agcident, killed outright in the seufle. It wos
thy new dog of great power and beaunty, Diana.”

“What! Isthat eplendid ereature dead? I-
had rather have lost the best nigger on the
plantation I :

Tt was not killed outright, but died shortly
after, in spite of the beat skill of tho plantation-
doctor, aad the c¢areful attentions of the man
Ben, whosé surname is Dyles.” ‘

Broadbent thrust his whip under hiz arm,
sighed, and cast his regretful eyee skyward.
His sympathies seemed much drawn out for the
luekless Dipna. :

« Had it been the dog, Floyd,” be added, with
mournful eadence, * named after the great finan-
cial appropriator, I should have minded less the
loss; but that suimal only had a leg broken
from being stepped on by one of the huunters.” -

% A hound that I would not have sold for a
hundred doliars!” exclaimed the planter, angri-
ly. *It was done by one of them daummed nig-
gers, P'll wager! You can’t trust ’em. While.
appearing to help you, they’ll always manage to
do mischief In deviltry they're infernally in-
genioue! If gy of our fellows were to blame,
go and thrasW them. Poor Diana! Her eyes
always glistened at sight of a black, She would
worry the houss-gervants in ‘mere gportiveness.
They were all mortally afraid of ber. One day
lagt summer, when I struck Babel, she sprang

on his shoulders and gave him s right smark
nip in the cheek. And there's Floyd, too!l
What & glosay coat he has! There isn't such a
flog for poultry in the wholegsountry. - Oar

people conidn’t keep a chicken but he'd steal it
And o for a long race through the turpentine
woods, there are but few doge can keep in sight
of him, Have his leg ({;roper]y gat, Martin, and
see that inflammation don' set in. There ! that
will do for dogs and niggers. Now about this
traant daughter. Tell: me frankly if you have
seon her lately.” : .

 Nay, I have not seen her for two days, and
ean give thee no elus to her present abiding-
place,” answered Martin,

“Jt's an unsccountable thing 1" observed Low-
enthal, abstractedly. “T am greatly disturbed
by it. Make inquiries, Martin. Take some of
the most relinble boya, and seareh iu the vioin-
ity. I have alrendy trugted somewhat to your
diseretion. You lelped me about Peter Rust,

who, by the way, proved to be a Yankee spy.”
Qu searching him, impoertant papers were dis

MILROSE; OR, THE COTTON-PLANTER'S DAUGHTER.

covered, which put his character beyond a
doubt. Ile made a dastardly assaulf on me, and
Ighot him. There! that disposes of -him. Ho
perish all enemics of Southern rights!"”
Lowenthel gnve Broadbent a sidelong gianee,
o nicasure the amount of his belief or unbelief ;
to see if Liis countenance said, ** It js well ' Buf

| Mertin had control of his features, and there

were obseure pages in ancient books easier to
read thaa his face. :

I conid have made Peter of the Pines serv-
iseable had he not- been eontumacious,” re-
pumed the planter. ¢ But it is now of ne con-
gequence. If you know anything that you do
not quite unleratand, keep it to yourself, Silent
men are the safest.” -

With these words. impressively. spoken, Low-
eirthal left Mactin. : -

CHAPTER XXIII
WHAT MARTIN WOULD DO.
We will not now give the history of Ela, At
regent we will eall bher by the simple name of
Elu. Afterreeeiving the general instruetions of
Lowenthal, Martin Broadbent hastened.to the
hut where ghe had remained sinoce Ler attempi-
ed escape. Tt was with varied emotions that he
fownd hiziself in the presence of thir interestin
girl. Ier face, thongh pale, was now animate
with hope, - She had made efforts at tidiness.
fhe had smoothed her diserdered hair, and made
the most of her poor garments: .
She received Martin with a faint smile and
cheeks that glowed with pleasure,

#“I hope thou hast vested after thy fatigues
of mind and body ¥ he said.

¢ Better than seemed possible yesterday,” she
snswered.  “But I thought I had found a
friend, and that thought brought sleep with it.”

“ Thou art.still anxtous,” added Martin, watch-
ing her expression. .

“J am gometinges afraid that yon will not be
ablﬁ to proteet me,” she replied, with a troubled
ook, : '

“ A natural fear, but one which thee may dis-
miss from thy mind. While I am mfe, thou
shalt be.” . . .

The Quaker gazed earnestly at the young
woman. Her beautiful eyes darted rays of light
that went like magnetie eurrents to his heart.:
This fair Eve that-he had found, threw over him
& sweet and bewildering influence that was both
ﬁleasing and novel, yet -wondrously strange.

e felt that he was looking too much at E%a,‘
ond that her ides already existed within him as
& part of himself. Thia consciousness kept say-
ing, “Eia! Ela!” His intelleet and his affeo-
tions echoed the word. Hissoui was Jike a whis-
pering gallery, and -“Ela” went floating and
sighing through its mysterious arches. ~

“ What will you'do with me, Mr. Brond-
bent 2 i

8he locked up into his face. ‘What would he

N .
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do with her ! * The simple question thrilled lim,
His ealm fice flushed. MHe thoupht - what he
would do with lier, if she would say “ yee " to a
certain guestion, He drew upon Lis imagina.
tion for.a very pretty little home. '"his was -
much for Martin t6 do. It *was the only draft
of thekind he had ever made. He marveled at
hiz'own haste.. : )

“If ¥ had my own way, I know what-I woild
do with thee,” answered Martin, glaneing med-
estly at Ela. “I would marry thee ! .

Ein reeoiled. This pirin eonfession seemed,
for & moment, to confound her. 8he looked at
Martin, saw his earnest, honest face, and was
not offended. o

“Tbere should be no offence when none is
meant,” she eaid, sericusly.

“In word or deed I would not willingly offend
thee,” replied Martin, quietly.-  ¥e who wonld
wantonly wound thy deliency, would be sohe-
thing less than & man, and I wonld treat Iim as
my enemy. I am not one to uee vain end un-
meaning speeeh. . Thou pleascet me, Ela. I call
thee Lin, for this simple npwe is 8ll I know of

thee; and having seen thee and heard thy voice,
Tam content with it. Bince yesterdny <Ela’
bus  become ihe eababictic werd of my life.
‘Why should T not tell thee so? 1f the truth
dispienses thee I will never repeat it, and thera
the matter will end. Thovgh I sometimes dis-
guise my chareeter, I trust that character is als
ways true to the right.  Therefore, when | ray
I wonld marry thee, I n.ean it partly for thive
onn safety, nnd partly for mine ¢wn bappinces.
This straightforwardness is not after the men:
ner of the world. Delay and falechood are 1he
cohmon methods of courtelip. But he whe
Toves, will not Jove better for seven years’ woor
il?. She whao iz wooed seven years and desert
ed,is out of market sud of her good name, &he
who is wecoed and wedded ina dny, bath love
to plead, the youthfnl romance of hope to sup-
port, snd more fhan an equal chance for happi-
ness. And if it happen that she repert at leie-
ure, she cannot eay that she Laih Leen utierly
cheated of life's sweetest delusions. Pardon
me, Ela! T am beld; but it is the soul's pio-
phetic voice that giveth me boldness, 1t is my
soul that speaks to thee. Thuu hearcet a voie.
but. that which addresseth thee maketh o
sound, and- ie silent forever[” -

Martin turned hLis large blue eyes on Ela:
they were full of quiet devotion and lefiy senti.
ment. A soul of glowing sensibility and tender
passion beamed through them.

Eia, who was shonked at first, smiled when
he began this long Pesponse, was interested by
the time he reached the middle ¢f it, and
blushed at its conelusion.

“You talk well, Mr. Broadbent, and I thenk
you for the compliment conveyed in your pref-
erence ; but wait, gir, il you know me,*’ sha
answered, gravely.

]
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“1 never shall know thee better!” gaid Mar-
tin, impressively. . ¥ The heart knows when it
" finds its mistress ; the soul is ¢onscious when it

is near it is kindred soul, and the contact and
ghrill of an anawering spirit is unmistakable.
I am not a man of theory, but a man of prac-
tice ; yet practicality itself flows from the ideal.
Bt I will not weary thee. Forgive this much
to a simple-minded Quaker. Thou wilt not be
less safe for having inepired me with such feei-
ings. My love shall be about thee as a wall of
fira. Reflecs on my poor offer. Accept or re-
fuse, as shall seem good unto thee. Meantime,
prepare to leave this evil plaee.” )

“ A thonsand thanks for your flattering opin-
ion ¥’ returned Ela, whose self-possession was
now measurably restored. ‘The unstudied utter-
anoes of a noble mind -eannot but be received
with deference and gratitude. * Your goodness
ghall not be miseonstrued by me, Your senti-
ments neither shake my oonidence ner inspive
disteust. I have faith in you. Let the future
decide your views of Ela. ~ In regard to leaving
thia place, I am entirely ab your diseretion.”

She said this with so much modesty and
grace, that Martin’s previous impressions were
greatly strengthened.

# We nre friends,” he said.

“In token of my friendship, here id mg
hand,” answered Ela. They shook hands, an

- bo held hers some moments-in his; then, with
gome cheerful words, left her to make prepara-
tions for leaving the plaatation.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE MEETING AT THE CABIN.

Attended by Babel, the ﬁ]nuter appeared at
Peter Rust's cabin at the appointed time.
Markthaler was there. He was sitting at &
rough pine table, and Jacob stood behind him.
The swall interior was lighted by a single
lamp, whieh threw a fitfin] glare on the pale face
and gray beard of the usarer, whose young fea-

.tures contrasted most aprikingly with his flow-

ing white hair Tlhierp’ was a certain elassic
defioacy in the arch of the brow, the twrn of
the chin and nose, and the eut of the meuth,
that could not escape the attention of even
a eommon observer. Thera were, at times, &
sublimaied sneer upon the lips and a hanghty
quivering of the eyelids, thai gave occasional
intimations of what was passing within.

[ expected,” said Lowenthal, evidently dis-
appolnted, « to meet you alone.”

he ‘money-lender pointed significantly ot
Babel. - :

“ He's a deaf mute,” replied the planter to
this silent gutery. , .

“ Jasob 16 a 'deaf mute, when I wish him to
Ye. Besides, he i3 not sueh a monster as your
Babel.. You pereeive that. dacob has regular
features and a fair person ; but yours is a very
Caliban, hacked and seamed, iike a barbarie

!

ehief, It is well e cannot spealk, for onse-
might look for a dreadful voice oub of that
body. Why didn’t you bring the devil with
you, without any ceremony ? .

Markihaler drummed on the table with his
small, white hand. Babel, standing just” be-
hind his master, kept his large eyes on Mark-
thaler while he was spesking, and there was
something approximating to wonder in his ex-
pression. A thought, new and suggestive, wag
working in his mentality. .

« Stand behind me Jacob,” added Markthaler.
« 8t there, ‘Lowenthal, and g_ut your moon-ealf
where you like. Therel

want " ’

" % Not guite so fmperative, good Jew!” an.
swered Lowenthal, frowning. * You are not in
your money-den ot home. Howevet,” he said,
in a milder tune, * he that holds the purse con-
trols the sword. My want is not & new one ; it
is chronie. You kmow, well enongh, what it ia.
What ean you dofor me ?”- .

# Nothing I replied Markthaler- with quiet-
ness.

“ You will do nothing!” repeated Lowen.
thal, eontraeting his brows.

“ That is it, sir.” .

The long taper fingera of the money-lender
still drummed lightly on the table. It was an
ristocratio hand. The planter wondered why
it did not belong toa born gentleman, instead of
& usurer. . .

“ Conoerning those papers?” he said, and
stopped. .

“ Go on.”

(Hancing over the plauter’s head, Markthaler
saw Babel's face working with emotion. The
idea that had orept into his dark hend seemed
to bave something startling in it.

“Have yout brought them !’

al.

« Jaoob has them. Hold them up, Jacob.”
Jacob held up a bundle of papers.

“One of those papers 1 must have!” said
Lowenthal, depressing his voiee.

“ Must ia for kings and usurers,” replied Mark-
thaler. “The fuet is, Lowenthal, coffers have
bottems, and sll thinge bave anend. Qur busi-
ness is about Jone, I see mo way of turning
you toeny future aceount. You have no prop-
erty. Whatyou had, and what you appeared to
lLiave, is tied up in those papers. The negroes
don’t belong to you, neither does the plunta-
tion, I liave given you money on ¢verything
that you possessed before your second marriage.
I Lwve even lent you on some of your step-
daughter's diamonds. You represented to me
that you owned everything;
is the legal owner of the estate and its belong-
ing#. Ngow, what do you propose to do?”

The two looked at each other across the
table. :

asked Lowen-
th

« 1 will tell you,” answered the planter, pres

ow what do you .

ut Miss Milrose'
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cnily, leaning towird the wsurer, and apesking
in & low voiee; * I will marry Milrose i
© Maricthaler recoifed from the scheming face
that Lowenthal thrust toward him. For the
first titne during the interview, the usurer man-
ifested surprise,

“ Marry Milrose I” ke repeated, with a startled
expression.. o

* You are sstosished,” said’ the planter, dry-
Iy, “Yoeu are vot proof sgeivet all the emo-
tions of human natove. Puale, sir, tog=——pale !
Whai basioess has & usarer o be pale, uuless
liis monoy-bays-are in danger? But.this does
uot 'pat your coffers in penal; on the contrary,
it wiil lielp &il them,  Yes, I will marey Mrss
Dorn! &nhé is eaited my step-denghter. Bat
what of thnt?  There is o bloed relationship,
The womman I warried bud a doughter; thas
dauglter is grown tu womnn's estiite, ' Her
mother wite lust af sen. 1 am now eimply that
young lady’s gusrdian,  She is very rieh.”

» Vary veusible, indeed! I suppuse the girl
will beigind to marry you "

Mavkthaler's Hps cursed, and Iis nostrils di-
latod. . : T

@ There is sumething offensive in your tone,"
saikl Lowenthel, tartly, =If T marty Miss
Dorn, you need give yomself ne uneasinees
abeut hier -feelings. Your business s with
money, and not witl women."” '

“Bhe s pretty, T believe,” remarked the
mones-leider, . ’

b Bha i morethan that : she s beantiful I

Y But there is'Lovelsce 27 ’

* Pebuw ! Lovelace is but my tool, and he s
peor. I eannot marry her to & beggar.,™’ ‘

(M course mot b You will warry hep your-
self. whieh wilt be a very different thing.,”™ -
- "Whe usurer smiled.
JThe plavter's face veddened.
angry look at Marichaler. A
“* You lave an vye to the niain eh anee,” sdd: |

ﬁe darted anr

od ‘the latter. + When this little furmnlity of |

wnrriage is eomfortably shrough with, I will
take your sceutities, and you shall have money ;
il then. I must old the poor paper I have;

“and wnke the destof it

L have not inforined vou,” faltered the

© pinistery ** thae Miss Dorn is not, at present, at

lrue. 1 B0 faet, she has. disappented - dather
mysteriously ;-but I.shall soou find her,”t

& AhLibat is rather important. You eannot
ntardy. her fill yoi have found her. - Liinduln,
you okiow, ennnet bang: Mr” Davis il b
eplelies b . e

had ot m denbi,

I “You chooss to be sareastic,” said the
| planter, repressing his resentmenmt.  * But
susurers are very facetione gentiemen.”

“dhyloek was,” answered Markthaler,

" ¥ Be Luonwen, my friend,” continned the plant
er,in a euncf!iatury munner.  “Return e a
cerlain paper. You canvot wish to ruin one
out of whow you are coining mioncy. Give it
up, and be assgred of my triendship and pro-
teetion.” . T

*That paper is my rod,” snid (he neuver,
amiling. ¥ When you are contumacious, I shall
gve yor o blow. The rod. you know, ie a
Bouthside medicine. . Your everseer believes in
i, you believe it, and so do I. I must nob.
be shorn of my strength.” .

" By ~——11 will not be trified with, sir 1"

Lowenthal gavesthe deal tuble such a Liow .
that it hopped cu its Jegs. :

* Markthaler, don't go too far! T alsd have
a rod—a rod of power.” 1fit fall on you, it will
grind you to powder! Let me tell you that
Fou are even now an objeet of distrat -~ 1f you
provoke me to it, FH bang you higher than
Haman's gallows 1"

Lowenthial wa ina forious presion,

“ Btand behind me, Jacob ™ to1d 1he money-
lender, ealmly, then planced uf Labed, whowo
disturbed Teatures were becowming tranguil

The yellow Byperion being nirensy Lehind
lais-mﬂstell"s ch:tir,ﬁmowd Lot o mnsele,

“how mean micelicf,” added the usurer
“Very well.  Yeu will alwaye find me prepae-
el thiough steel and poisin are difilexhl 1o cvadea
These troubled days give the murderor wnd as-

sesgin o good ehance to ply his inlaniens Trade”

Lowenthal fumbled in Lis breastpochiet,
Jaeob beld up the bundle of papers.
“16 will not do,” said Muarktialer.
eannot safely kill me here.  Jwooband Jure a
mateh for Yor tnd ‘Bobel,  You want toucy
and Milrese, nob blood,  Byv-the-way: how dud
you Hiki the workniaaelip of Peter Bhsg » -
The plarter-did ot miawer, '
o Why did you wikht to Lmld n prises o your
house ¥ said Marktha ler, T
* Bo not meddie with my joivaie affuies!?
muttered Lowenthnd, ool anded asd warraed.
“CUPlew doo bot theouton e, | have teab
till.‘mnuu roi, you see ¥ 3 need by 1w easit-
gate you with Perer Ligst.»” .
Ln\l‘vir&]ml worndered i the nsurer koow Lo
Lad sl Poter Rustofhraveh the door s aor tea
i e fhg igpuked 6 Poior of i e, e
Ihe was ¢ athy b e

“ Yo

- Fhe plunter bithis lip. :
4 the quieker you make your propesal o}

FWe ate hiue oo the roadet o0 pey o Gon

he stmitmered, ™ and o0 neis vl ot it

this prefly ereature, the better,” ilie wstred eof- { vt privice, evninot he e ured b the oo

tinated § © sottle the matter at oiee,”
4 As soon as I enn diseover whore sho is)™

[Bbemdund, mor pbpery bt 1 0 oy .o p
{stored, wad Vi soate T

& 1 1 . : * .
U Dvid she leave you beeanse she loverd von® ed fingerss We nre n whe, a

her vwn ¥ Young gmls are singularly fanbastie,”

AV :
Was it maiden euyness that mide her fly Trom Statenupotes sev e doi <,

L sludl sbiltin feom BUALOnay ¢

§
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«1 bave no such thought,” replied Mark-
thaler. “ You will endeavor fo remove every
obstacle that stands in your way. DBut this is a|
profitiess conversation, Neither of us will at-
tain our objects by childish reeriminations.
You mnust be brought face to face with this
young lady, who has golden gifts ; or, what is
equivalent, a pinatation and negroes.”

“Jaeob touehed his master, and raised his fin-
ger warningly. The gound of appronoh:ng

steps oould be plainly heard. The usurer au
the planter looked at each other saspieiously.

CHAPTER XXV.
BABEL'S BRAND.

The door was presently opened, and the grave
face of Martin Broadbent sgpeared. He was
evidently surprised at the sight that met his
wyes in Poter Rost's eabin. Notwithstanding
his eontrolling power over the museles of ox-
pression, hie corld not conceal his astonishment,

%1 expestod not to sge thee here, friend Low-
enthal,” he eaid, apologetically. « 1T have dis-
tarbed thee, and I will withdraw.”

“ Not so fast,” angwered the planter. “ Wharae
are you going? Or rather, whyare you here »

«(n bosiness of thina,” said Martin. *1
. have been searehing for the young woman .eall-
¢d Milrose, whoese surnama is Dorn.”

wA lnke hour to be Iooking for stray dam-
gols,”” returned the planter. * Who is that be-
hind you?" .

Broadhent had remanined standing in the open
dor, whieh his large person nearly filled ; but
Lowonthal's watehful eyes sawa figure outside.

“A young chattel that gooth with me,” an-
awered Martin, ’

« .ot me look at him,” said Lowenthal.
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his value. Io time, we shall Jose the pure ng-
gro stock.” ’ . ‘
% D—n the pure negre stock I exclaimed the
planter. * I don't want to hear anything about’
it. I have weightier matters to think of If.
you have any ciue to the runaways,follow if
speedily. - As for this boy with you, he looks to
me more like a gitl than a boy.” .
Markthaler, who was watching Martin, saw
an. expression of alnrm fit seroes his fage;
while the boy called Marcus shrank back out of
sight. The usuver, sharper than the plaater,
had already detected a woman in the garments

lantation in this disguise; and wishing to see
Eeter Raust, and thinking there was a possibility
of finding, him ab his cabin, opened the door
and entered, as related. . :

His feelings during the foregoing interview
may be.imagined. Ela, brought into the pres-
ence of the man she had s¢ raush reason to
dread, was greatly alarmed. She expected that -
he would instantly discover her-artifice, and at-
tempt to sake her back fo the plantation, and
perhaps would ‘be abla to do se. When order-
od to talte off her oap, she donbied not but the
gaeret would be revealad; but her hair was so
ingeniounsly tucked away, that the cheat esoaped
his eyes. . : L
“Xhis is your champion of the whip 7" inter-
posed Markthaler, eyeing the Quaker with curi-
osity. ¢ Doubtless he had the eutting-up of the
follow behind you?” - He nodded smilingly to
Babel, whose face now assumed a ferocious ex-
pression.

“Babel,” rejoined Lowenthal, earclessly,
“ gwes his ugly marks mostly to me, Hewasa
savage beast till I tamed him, That was not

# Come in, Marous,” said Broadbent.

A good-looking mulatto-boy entered réluot-
antly, with his cap on.

“ Pall off your cap!” muttered Lowenthal.
“ 'l have no niggers round me with eaps on.”

The bay shrank back, terrified.

¢ Yea, 1t i seernly that thou shouldst uncov-
er,” quoth Martin, with n steady look at the
youth; who very earofully removed his cap.

“Idon’t remember this nig, Martin,” said
Lowenthul, )

“He’s from aneighboring plantation, and not
one of our people,” anawered the Quaker. © Ha
hath given me souie information in regard to

the fugitives, which may lead to their discovery. |
Stimulated by the hope of roward, he goeth
Speak him kindly, for he is a faint~
hearted ahattel, and hath been spoiled by over-
muoh petting by his magter. This timorous-
neis and inefficlency cometh of that eyil of
which thou hast often heard me complain—of
mixing the blood of man with the subject race.
Bleaoh the negre to whitencss, and you loge

with me.

him.

long ago, however ; I haven’t owned him but o
year. Though perverse. at first, he seems now
a8 patient and faithful an ox as any among
thém, . And Martin,” he added, with a ehrug,
“ has had scaroely s blow at hini.”.

inte his arm ** agked the usurer.

The planter turned fo the giant, and seizing
his large, neked arm, held it toward the light.
Each letter. was a fiery wound. Markthaler
formed them inte a name and date, which read:

. BABEL. 1660,

Even Martin, as many times as he had seen
this terrible writing, advanced a step to look at
it again ; while Ela stood timidly behind him.

thrown into them ;| but save s slight accelera-
tion of bis respiration, he stood as impassive a8
a bloogk of wood, =~ ¢

* is a keepsake I gave him. On account of the
counfusion of his tongue and ears, I christened
him Babel ; and that he might never forget hif

EBvery drop of white blood depreciates' nnme, I burned it into his black flesh.”

of the mulatto lad. The simple trath of the |
case was, that Martin was teking Ela from the

+What are those metallic chardoters burned

1 _ated ull Milrose's feat were faltering—till her
im

Babel’s eyes grew red, as if blood had been:

« This,” said Lowentha); in a eold, hard voice,. '
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Martin bonehed the arm, and looked warning-
ly into hheygixmt‘s eyes, whici flamed more than
ever . ‘

“ It took four men to hold bim,” added the
planter, in the same henvtless tone.  “ But wien
faivly conguered, he bore the hot irens without
flinching ; but syeh a look a8 he 'gave me wag
never before seen, I think.” -

Lowenthal east the great arm eentemptuous-
Iy from him, with : ,

“So much for Babel I” ’

The black stepped slowly back to his place;
he exehanged a glance with Jacob, and set his
teeth hard together. His Inrge lipd were as
white as Lowenthal's, and quivered vervously.
Jacob watcehed him a moment, and his yeilow
fage kindlzd with intelligence. A short silence

Nowed. .

_ Markthaler was grave and thounghrful, lovk-
g wouderinygly, now and then, from the plant-

to the mute negre. He marveled at the
ofindness of one, and the self-control of the
ather. He saw the fatal error of mistaken con-

§ence, and the bitterness of hate, in marked
-il stavtling contrast,

Lowenthal, ‘callous ns he was, felt the pres-
Wwre of ather people’s thoughts, and was afraid,

‘“Wknew not why. Trying to shake off a cling-
J'ug sense of evil, he said, by-and-by :

“ Begone, Martin !
But Martin had alceady left the cabin ; and
with Ela clagping his arm as if it were her last
hope, wos Lureying though the pine-woods,
CHAPTER XXVL
AT REST.

Where the pine trees grew thickly, and ran
p straight into the sky ; where the aged.moss’
ung in meshes from the boughs; where the
a}xrel grew rank and clustering; where the
iry vines ran like serpents along the ground,
oiling around bnahes and starly trenks ; where
irds made their nests undsmsturbed : where tire
ootsteps of man never 'trod ; where aolitude
nd sileuce, reigned ; where the quictude z2nd
epose of Nature gave promise of security,
aused Peter Rust, with his weary chargo. -

They iad walked till the snn was higlior than
he spires of the pine patriarchs; thev had

g trembled, and she was faint with exertion ;
hey had walked on and on, where there was no
ath, and the foliage grew thicker at every
tep. .

ll:}i]rose was glad to stop. Just ahead, dur-
g this flight, went Little Dismal, turning, now
ndk then, bis livtle, old face over his shoulder to
bok back nt Mars'r Peter and the two counter-
it youths. :

“ Here," said Peter Rust, “ we will rest.”

e pointed, ns he spoke, to a conical huk,
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“1 am sorrf, mis,” he conlinued, *thas
you'reso tired ;- but betber be tired than in dan-
ger. 1 ean walk day after day and not feel it}
but there's a ditfercnee atween nren and gala.
* Laws, yes, Puter! Men have instilutions
like iron; but girls. s o general thing, are
powerful weak.  Miss Milly’s got the elar grit;

m', - $he’s afenrd o casamountaing and jacke-
dmnsons, and sich. But 1 don’t give up to them
thingg, anyways,” said Angeline, whose tongue
weariness had kept under restraint a long time,

“ You're une the brave ones!” answered Pe-
ter, drily. ** 1 obsarved, when Ben Dylkes had
hold »f your mustrees, you was full o’ eouraga .
and spirtt.” - .

“ 1t wasn’t Ben Dykes I's seared at,” said An- .
geline, tessing her bead,  but I's alcard he'd
hurt Miss Milty.” - -
“Uome along, miss,” said Peter, kindly,
stooping to enter the hut. ¢ Here’s a seat for
ye that the Queen of England might sit en
"thout complainia’.”

He pointed to a,couch of boughs, covered
with the skins of animals, ’

Milrose sank upon this luxurions couch with
n feeling of exhoustion she had never Lefore ex-
periene- 4,

“ This is a relief 1" she sighed.
here, Mr. Rust

1 think so. Ounly dogs can find us, least-
wise,” he replied, thoughttully, . )
2 Dogs ain'e of no ‘count,” said Angeline,
‘with contempb.  “ Wag brought up mong "em -
—lived with ‘em, Dogs knowme well enough,”
The girl seated Lerself near her mistress.

_ " Tired niost to denth, T do believe,” she cone
tinued. “Do fly round, Peter, and get ua
something to eat.” Don't ‘gpect we're goin’ to
live on nothin’-—do ye? But you necdn't be
purticlar ; a strong cup o’ coffee, n tender ven®
son steak, and some nice bread and batter’ll do
well enough. Lawa! we don't enre what we eat,
ANy WAy,

*Youll have to content yourself with some’at .
less nor that,” returned Peter, smiling, = I dont
keep a hotel hers in the turpentine woods ; but
sfch as I ean get, you shall have, vight wiilin’.”
Peter very cheerfully kindled a fire, and while
he was busy improvising a mea), Milrose and
Argeline fell asdeep. The still-hunter locked
at them compassionately. The henevolence o
his nature was fulE‘y nwakened. Milrose, se
young and fair, filled him with a soft and tender
admiration, She was more like a ereation of
his ideality than a real flesh-and-blood maiden.
Peter Rust hail drenmed of sueh a heing in
some of his happier slumbers in the forest ;
nnd now that he hiad accidentally fallen upan
the substance of the noeturnai shadow, he was

“ Are we safa

pade of pine rift. This simple.structure Joolk-
i to Milrose s sylvan palace.

both pleased and surprised. Tut Poter had ne
thought-of Joving Milrose otherwise than ha”
would love a flower or a besutiful pietare.

though she's mighty apt to git seared at noth- - -
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Beeing hier overpowered by sleep, and resting
calm!y afier Ler agitation, he kindly forebore to
disturb her; aud leaving Bwampsey to feed the
fire with stieks, tovk his beloved ‘dounble gun,
and, with soine hesitation and inward debate, left
the hul, and disappesrcd among the laureled
patriarchs. i ,

Swampsey stood on his hands a_little while,

then on his iead, then poised himself on one toe, |-

then tried all his joints by various movements,
and finding them all vight, aud that the whirl and
twirl and twist was still in him as good as new,
be subsided inte a sittiug posture by the fire,
with his solemn eyes on the sleepers. «The
grave features of Little Dismal were, on that
ocension, worthy of study. The wonder that
Milrose hiad produced in his {antastic mind, had
steadily increased, and it was at that moment
grenter than gver. The tawny beauty of An-
gfline had ne charm for Swampsey. It was

ilrose that fixed his eyes in dn unwavering
gﬂze. The yellow tint upon her face, imparted

y the juices of leaves, detracted nothing from
her loveliness in the sight of the boy. He
studied her reposing features with intense eu-
riosity. The exquisite beauty of the mouth,
and e marvelous delieney of the other fea-
. tures, put Swampsey to thinking thal there was
o higher race of beings thnn bis simgle experi-
ence had mude him sequainted with, Il arose
and took & nearercview, then retreated to stare
from his forper position. So, ‘Wwith watching
and wonder, and want of pea, the little fellow
forgot his fire and went to sleep.

The fire burned out, the day waned, and the
plcepers slept. The black foundling, though
the last to sleep, was the first to wake. He be-
gan to stare at Milrose precisely where he left
off. When, with a languid sigh, she opened
her eyes, the -first objeet she saw was Swamp-
sey, magnetizing her with his enrnest gaze. He
was sitting by the ashes of the dead fire, with
his tow shirk drawn tightly over his Kknecs,
where it was held by two little black hands!
. Over_the angle of his flexed litnbs, Swampsey
aimed his two-gun battery. )

Miirose was at fivet bewildered, then startled,
and finally impressed with o sense of the ludi-
eroug. She endeavored to meét his glunce stead-
il and gravely, but it was impossible. She
emfled. ‘The hoy's mouth slowly opened till he
showed his while teeth ; it was ‘the nearest ap-
proagh to alaugh that she had seen on his fuce.
. *Whot time is i6?" asked. Milrose, leugh-
mg. :

§‘ Mosg’ durk, Mars'r Tom."” .

"~ # Mara’r Tom ! inwardly vepeated Milrose,
- than glanoeing downward ab her figure, remem-
bered thut she wag Tom.

" Bwompacy s eyes had by this time got down
to her feel—oxhnustlees t{mmus of specalation,
Their smaliness worried Lim, e wag afraid

théy wouldn't answer the purpose, but give out’
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at o time when they were most nesded. He
i}-h c;ught them impracticable and marvelous little
et - ' :
“ Where is Peter I she added, ;
,“Dunnol Gone off,” replied Swampsey, in
his most straight-on style,
“Gone off 7 When will he be back®” cons
tinned Milroge, disturbed by his reply.

gone off.”

“He will purely return,” she said, thought-
fully. *I must have slept a long time. It is
nesr night.”

‘ﬁ‘yﬂrs’r Tom been 'sleep. Fire gone out
Ootth. ! B

Swampeey hopped to his feet, winked
biinked z}:t t{e ¢o clljnshes, and added : . oot

“Noffin to eat! Tole me to put on sticks
Bpect Mare'r Pete’ll be mad | Make up dis yer
fire, Mars’r Tom.” - I}

Fall of these luminous idess, Swampsey ran
off, and was soon back with his arme full o

sticks, whieh Le threw down beside the dead

brands, then pointed to a mateh-box on'a shelif:

“ Rub ’em and they’ll burp, Mars’r Ton,”
Following these quaint direetions, Milresy

assisted Swampsey to light a fire, and was thuf’

emwployed when Angeline awoke. .

“Love o' God, Mise MillyI” she exelaimed
rubbing lier cyes.. « Whatyen doin’?”  Ain'§
buildia’ a fire, be ye, for that lazy toddlepoled
There he stands, with Dig bands Lehind bim,
as if he never done a hand’s stirein’ in his life.”
_ Bwampeey ahiswered not a word; but discov:
ing & fair imprint of one of Milrese's feet in the
goft earth, put cne of his own naked litile ped
nls into it, to measure its relative size. 'This
serions business occupied him till the fagod
blazed readily, and Angeline had riehed to th
reseue of her mistress’ dignity, of which sl
wis very tenaeious,

“Laws! what's he at now? Want's to peq
who's got the largest feet, What queer-notion
for & mere picaninny! If he isn't o jackalaw
son or a anhotomaton, he's something worse.”

While Angeline was speaking, two men sud
denly appeared at the door. One was Lovelace
the other, the poor white, Hillhouse.

CHAPTER XXVII.
MILROBE AND LOVELACE,

Taken entirely by surprise, Milrose stood
amazed and silent. She had believed herself
far beyond the reach of Colonel Lovelace, og
any other person who might wish her to returs
Lo the home she had deserted. Lovelnee paus
ed on the threshold of the hut: he lovked ay
Milrose. Hie gaze, ab firsh, was wandering and
nneertain ; but directly grew fixed and positive.
From Milvese's flashing face he glanced at Am
geline.  The fugitives were recognized !
form and features of Milrose were too deepl
graven on his mind to be effectually disgulse

“Dunno ™ said Swampsey, “Mars'r Peter

' 1
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or forgotten. He was much perturbed by this
fiscovery. Before bim was the lovely girl he
dored, attired in musculine garfoents, flying
from Loweunthal, and influenced by motives
which he counld searcely conjecture.

‘What might he infer from this singilar flight.

How would it affect his hopes? ~How should he
wddress her? All the generous impulses of his
nafigre indicated the line of delicaey to be pur-
hued.
“1 will atfempt no concealment,"\he eaid.
41 know very well in wlose company I find
myself; but T'must inform you that it"is more
from accideut than from any knowledge of your
place of refuge, that I am here.” Co
“He hesitated, and while Milvose was collect-
ing herself to answer fitsingly, he added :

“I do not question your motives, but thoy
must have been urgent, to impgl you to a step
w0 important.” C

#1 thank you, Colonel Lovelaee, for your
charitable constraetion of mly conduet,” she
nnswered, with frankness., *T eannot sny that

Iam glad to see you under such circumstances,

¢t I appreciate your delieacy.”
T trast,” returned Lovelace, © that you will

“Rthink better of this malfer, and return to the

plantation.”
“ Let ue not talk of that, colonel,” zaid Mil-
rose, coldly. I have acted from reason, not
from impulse. I would sooner pass my life in
this hut, than go back to the tyraray from
which I liave escaped.” h ‘ ’
" She expresséd herself with much earnestness,

“To me,” responded Lovelace, * the whole
subject is wrapped in profound mystery. You
know,” he adged', with emotfon, * the hopes I
have fed, end _the aspiratidns that have led me
un." il N ! !

Lovelaze stopped and grew pale; for he
thought of -Frederick North. ’ C
“'# I am seareely worth pursyit,” answered Mil-
rose, in a playful voiee
te some worthler objeot. Believe me, there are
many who would not only feel honoved by your
R‘reference, iut responeive to your emotions.

herefore, Colonel Lovelace, let us understand
¢ach other, and act like beings endowed, with
reason, aithoagh gitls of my age are not always
eradited wilth that ueeful ecommodity. Act like
& sensible gentlgman, ne you are, and forget one
who forgets herself, and goes masquerading in
male attire.” ‘ ’ )
" Her veice was gentle and kind, aud her man-
eer not ealeulated to wound.

- %1t 5 easy to talk, Miss Dorn,” said Love--

Tace, dcspondingly. “Words cost but little
effort; but, falling from soma lips, they strike
deeper than Federsl steel. * While anpihilating
my hopes, you yet strengthen the magie ¢hnin
that binds me. I fear I know too well the fata
obstacle that stands in my, way.’” :

'I‘llg “ Zet down, Mare'r Colonel,” said Angeline.

“Give your thoughts.
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“ You look mighty faint. Swampsey, drag along
that beneh,”

Swampsey didn’t stir, and Angeline was oblig-
ed to plage the beneh herself. T

+ Exence me, Misa Dorn,” muttered Lovelace,
_sitt.ix:g down. “Ium gnite exbansted with walk-
ing. . . o
’ %iillhousé, during this ‘conversatiop, “stood
looking and listening, in an uneasy state of sus-
pense and surprise. By degrees the truth
dawned upon him, and his wonder gradualiy
turned to enriosity of the stropgest kind, e
luoked at Milrose with a steadfastness that was
tireless, Ppretiness finda admirers in wihatever
garb it puta on, - 5

+ Peter Rust will return presently,” said Mil.
roge, shikinking beneath the sinring eyes of Hill-
hoise, % aud 1 doubt nob he will give, you hoa.
pitable trentment. Will yoyr friend be seated,
ecolonel?

Slie pointed at Hillhounsa, and Inid some stress
on the word friend, ‘ . . :

“ He will take esre of himself outside,” repli-
ed Lovelace, carelessly. ., ' .
. *It war about noon,” quoth Hillhouee, comb-
ing his bristling bair with his fingers, *“ when
the colonel he come to see me, and sez, ‘ Hill-
house,” gez he, ‘the gel's gone.) ‘Want to
know! gez I. *Jes’ se,’ sez he. *Gune, hook
und line, bob and sinker; and I wants you to
pilot me through these yer woods s quiek as
never you can,’. ¢ I'm yer mam,’ sez 1;- and with
that, we started off. And 5o we went and went,
‘tirout regard to the p'ints o’ compass. He war
oncommon narvous, and’give me o dreadful
sweat]” Wal, "long toward night, we wer. goin’
long, and war not geéin’ nothin’, ner thinkin'
nothin', nor ‘spectin’ nothin’, nor keerin’- for
nothin’, nor stoppin’ for nothin’—" :

“ Love o' God!" broke in Angeline. *Nor

. youf ain’t & comin’ fo nothin’, peither! Never

hearn such i stéing o’ nothin's noways, Reckon
now you jest "'mount to nothin’, and that's what
you be. Tell ye what! take your nethin’s and
go out with 'em. Mistrese don't care to have
10 NONSENse ANYWAYS," :

“ As I' war sayin’,” resumed Hiilhouse, *i§
war about nean. - I had took a little sip o whig-
ky, and war feelin’ mighty fine—"

“ Retire, and wait for me,” interposed the
eolonel, abruptly. .

‘Mot in the least abashed, Hillhouss ehuffled.
from the hut. ‘

- Allow me,” edded Lovelace, in an impress-
ive manner, * to agk if youyr decislon is final?
I would nof propese this question here, situated
8 yout now Are, were not the times maost peril-
oug ; and thet the eortingencies of war may eall
we away at.any hour, to conflict in the chances
of battle.  If my lbn%anﬂ sweet delusivone muat
really end, better to know it beyond peradven-
t.lll‘]8, than tmeherish expectations that must die
ab Jast)’
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“ Really and truly, Colonel Eovelaee,” Mil-] without plenly o’ trouble, nor without findiy

tose answered, with eqinl seriousness, “ 1 eannot
muke my lips belie ny heart. Destiny has not
written what yon Wish. 'We must follow fate.
Bow to it gracefully.. Accept my friendship;
end if I raay not love you, let me ever be able
to respect your character, and honer your high
and ehivalrous nature.” ) '
She frankly beld out her hand. Lovelace
toole it wadly.” - ' '
. *Lowenthal favored my ambition,” he aaid,
in & mournful tone. . ’
- % You were deceived,” angwered Milrose, ear-
nestly.: “;Iﬁd m, hmnit nlelsponded to your suit,
no ¢gpe would so bitter! ave o d v
Lowetithal.? - . ol pposed you as
<# Is shis possible #* exclaimed the eolonel.
“*You riced not doubt it. If he played one

part with" you, with me he acted ‘suother. He'

80id to me: ¢ Bewars of Lovelace! His lands
and his negroes dre swallowed up by ereditors,
He has nothing but his comimission and ‘his
gword.” Therel I have been frank with you.
It is- but justice to & man of honor!”

. Tire Confederats officer held the little hand an
nstant in his, then rélmquiébed it, with a sigh,
His face was now flushed with resentment.

- Yout voies is truth,” he replied, much dfs-
turbed  “You have opened my eyes ; I begin
%o see clonrly. He who deceives me once, will
not deceive me sgain. I<have been misled.
Look, Milrese !” He pointed to the opes door
of the hut. “ The sun ig going déwn: so eink
my hopes; but, like thesun, they will not rige
again. The night 68 my disappointment has
come. | But I shall not grope, whinieg snd ¢om-
})lnmmg, thirough the darkness. I will'bear my

ife-long regret like a man.”

_“You speak in a wanner béeoming your dig-
mily. " Itrust I shall contioue to desérve your
good opinion, I left Lowenthal, becanse T was
not safs there. A sense of danger continually
haunted me. That man was the hnsband of my
mother; bat in him T feel that I have anenemy
of the most malignant character.” -

" For what reason is he your enemy §"' Love-
. lace asked, “ He is botnd by every law of hu-

manity to protect you.” R

“Tell you what, Mars'r Lovelace!” eried An-

geline. - “He was goin' to shut her up in a
congtruetion ab the top o' the house. What did’
he put Petor Rust up tEei'e for, anyways ?  What
did they tote up so moeh lumber, and saws, and
hammers, and nails for ¥ Be them kind o eon-
tiaptions wanted in & 'spestable family ¥

: “IA“ this is inexplieable !" exelairhed the col-
enel. ’

‘ '"It don'q 'pear like myster'ous to me,” re-
gl‘xed Angeline, with decision. “ A young lady

hat owna two or three hundred niggers, and a
big plaiitation, and a fine howse, and a good *eal’
o’ Jsrnpert}'! and lots o' di'monds, *and money
and things, isn’t likely to get through the world

-gianee to the old flag.

somebody willin® to rob and morder her, ang
F:zen her, and put ber to death, and take her
ife, and all she owns, aud her niggers and hey
Plantation, money, and di'monds |

Angeline relieved Lerself of these expressions

with lgh-fressure rapidity, while the Confeder-
ate officer listened with increasing wonder.
. Milrose was terrified by the volubility of her
maid. It is o notable fact, that plain people are)
#pt to speak the plain truth. A porter will tell
mgre truths in an hour than & prinee will tellin
a day, o .

“ My maid,” said Milrose, “is in the habit of
sp(’a:kag her mind without consulting my wish.
€s. .

“In this instance, T am glad that it ia so,”
answered the colonel; “for her simple and
gtrg}ght:forward deelaration has given me a ne

insight into your life, and the character of your
stopfother. "I must believe that I Lave been s
dupe, however humiliating the thought. From
this moment, Miss Dorn, count me among your

"| friends.”

. He recalled the evidenee of Hillhouse, and;
elthough it revived unplensant associations, it
operated powerfully againet Lowenthal, Anger
and pride served to elevate his feelings, If he
could not be an accepted lover, be conld at lenst
be n faithful friend, and the protector of Milrose,
Hin line of eonduet was guickly deeided upon,
and ' reflected credit on his manhood.  He
blushed at the recolleotion of his injustice to

Frederick North. Blinded by his unfortunate®

fassion, and hurried on by a false devotion to
he rebel enuse, he had been guilty of an aot of

oppression which, had it not been for the singu-

lar interforence of the usurer, might have gone
on to erime, -

As he sab there, with bowed head, he passed
through a great erisis of his life: He felt faint
and sick; be trombled, he gasped ; and—and—
he rell_nquuhgd Milrage.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL
. FREDERICKE NORTH DESERTS.
Frederick North did not intend to remain Jong

in the Confederate service. He.accepted the

gun and knapenck as the least of two evils, He
had no partieular objection to being n soldier in

A entise Teceiving the sanction of his conseience ;

but to bear arms againat his country was whoily
repugnant” to his feelings. The purc flame of
patrictism burned brightly in his heart; it
could not be exbinguished by the lawless ruie of
the rebellious leadevs.
order of things might be broken up; eivil war
might prevail ; terrorisma might reign ; Union,
men might be bunted down like felons; and
Eerseeutlo‘n appear in its most revoiting shapes ;

ut none of these thinge conld shake his slle-
-

In his recent arveat and moek-trial, he plnin-]y

b
'I’Y:‘e long-established /)
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fiscovered the malice of Lowenthal and the
jealonsy of Lovelace. His personal danger did
hot eause him so mueh uneasiness as the peril
{hat sesmed to surround Milrese Dorn. The
words siie Lad hurriedly spoien during their
short intarview on the baleony, had been u fruit-
f2l sowrce of fear and doubf. His arrest and
detention could mot have oceurred at a time
more unlucky for bis purposes ; and though he
bate his impressment.into tle rebel ranks with
outward caimaess, his mind was in a whirl of |
upPl‘ehension and impatience. Inwardly, he
shjured the reven-starred rag that Hoated over
kim, zod held in seorn and eontempt the preten-
tiens of the psendo Government.

Frederick North was eleeping outside the
srowded littla fent to which he had been assign-
ed. It was the seeond night of his stay at Camp

oyal. Wrapped in n dirty gray blanket, he
was dreaming of Milrose, when he was awaken-
ed by & gentle pressure upon his arm. Open-
ing liis eyes, he beheld a large negro standing
bver him. ke Jooked at this dark apparition
with a momentary fear. The moon was shining
on bis sooty fage and Lereulean person. Fred-
igk Baw ugly sears on hia fage, that, appavent-
y, grew ghastly in the moonlight a8 he looked
i them. .~ His lips were notably African, while
is eyes showed two white rims beamin y lilte
wo dull stars. On one of his brawny, naked
hrms; o observed ourious indented lines, as it
of irons had been driven into bis fleah.

The black stood motionless until nssured that
rederio was fully awake, then madé signs for
pim to arise, The young man threw off his
blanket, and arcse. I3abel tonohed Lim on Lbe-
brenst, then touched himself, and pointed tow-
brd the pine borrens.

“ The sentincls ¥’ whispered Frederiok, mak-
ng A gesture to the outer limits of the camp.
Babel put Lis finger to his mouth and ears, to
bive. him a knowledge of his feigned infirmities,
hnd the next instant drew forth a bewie-knife
hof muel smgller than a broadsword. This
urmidable weapon lie kept ingeniously coneeal-
bd under his gurinents, ,

Frederick was perplexed.  He knew not

hether to follow or refuse. Eseape was para-

nount in his thoughts; but this might be a
rap et by his enemies, He eould not guite
inderstand Dabel. When he touche.] his mouth
ind ears, be knew not whether he was warning
i to eilence, or indiealing the ivability of
Ihgae organs. There was no time to lose. The -
Btdlstion was to be decided quickly. He looked
Le biack over onee more. The white light fatl-

bg ou his dark arm revealed the tracery of

laracters. He read the word * BameL,” and
emembere 1 baving heard Milrose mention him.
lﬁi'he Leen seat, or had he come of his owy

ill

These thonghis passed.rapidly through Fred- |

rick’as mind, and when Babel turned Lo go, he

was ready to follow. He soon perceived that
he had no inexpevienced ‘guide.  He evidently
knew exaetly where to-go. He did not ap-
proach the guard in a diveet line, bus in- a eir-
oié’ that swepy lialf way around the oamp, and
that fell within the live of shadow of an avenue
of trees. o . S
Frederiek's faith in Babel increased at every
step ; so-did Lis desire fo get sleer of the camp,
e expected every moment to be challenged
by a sentiuel ; bt nothing.of the kind vceurred.
The giant soon erept-upon one, but he lay sta-
pidly drunk upon the ground. The negro bemt,
over, him, unclasped hus resistless fingers from
his gun, and geve it to Frederiek. :
¢ They. pnssed on, and were soon beyond the
limits of Camp Royal. The black walked fuster

‘aud fastér; he strode toward the long margin -

of forest with great trides. North spolie to
him. several tiwes, by way of experiment, but
roceived no notiee. -

He saw Lowenthal's mansion lying pale un-
der the moonlight. - While lecking at it, he
eould think only of Milrose. Ier presence had
hallowed it. H{L‘ idea gave a silent aliarm to
the dwelling and all conneeted with it. .He
thought of Milrose as still there, exposed to that
unknown danger of which ehe had vaguely spolk-
en, Ile stopped, without knowing it, and con-
tinued gazing, Babel's hand upon his sheualder,
drawing him onward, aroused him from his rev-
erio of Milrose. Presently, he found himself
standing before Peter Rust's hut. A few daye
before, he had flatterad himsell that ke sbould
meet Milrose there; but now that pleasing
hope seemed fir distaut; perhaps it had bes
come impossible. He . sighed gloomily, and
looked avound for Babel; he was gone. He
stoo.l’loue before the cabin of the stili-hunter.

CHAPTER XXIX.
. THE LITTLE GUIDE. .
While Frederiek was wondering ot the disap-
pearance of Babel, he saw on objeet coming
toward him. He thought it was an svimal ; but
presently it proved to be a black boy of very
gmall size, who appronched him in 2 uovel way,
tambling. beels ever head, and revalving ltke
an animated wheel. He struek finally at Fred-+
erick’s feet, like an India-rubber ball; the next
instant, his yard of length stood upright, and ag
guietly and soberly as if he had always walled
the earth like other mortals. .
Althongh taken by surprise by this unexpects
ed appearance, the young man now recagiized
the little creature as a faithful follower of - Peter
Rnst. -
. % Well, Swam
Frederiek. ‘
Littie Dismal winked and blinked as fast a8
he could, but did not apen his month.
-4 I Peter in the cabin 7 continued Frederiek.
Swampsey shook his head solemnly. Every-

peey, whatde you wanf ¥ nsked
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thing relating to Peger was, to his apprehension,
& matier of the first congequence, ’

“ Mara’r Potor's gone,” he replied.
© #Gone Where ¥ .

“Come 'long Swampsey,” paid the boy.
¢ Murg's. Peter leff dat yer.”” He-:nodded his
head at the eabin, % Mars'r Poter can’t stay. in
dat - yet. - White folks want Mare'r Peter.
.Mars't Peter got away from white folks. Keep
el'ar on ‘em, now.” o

The swamp-foundling kept his blinking eyes
ateadily on Frederick, and his lLittle face grew
marvelonsly serious, - " :

“Hag Pater been in trotble 2" ‘

 Shut him up, down you. Couldn’t git ou

~Mars'r Peter eouldn’t. (ot a rope for him,
and be elid down from dat yer bad place.
Bpeet dey won't “eotch him ag'in. - Dat’s sll
'bout die yer: Come 'longt”
. Bwampsey gave Frederick but little time to
deliberate, ‘but atarted off promptly, and with &
velefity of movement that.the young man did
not care to imitate. There avige‘nt]y being de-
sign in. this, he followed his unigue guide, eon-
fident that he would not lead him into danger.
Bometimes, Swampsey was so far in advance
that he ecuid with diffienity see him;.and in
several inetances, when he thought he had en-
tirely lest htim, he came upon him unezpected.
1y, passing the time of waiting in turning som-
ersets and walking on his hands. On one of
these ccesions, he was considerably siartled to
find the Loy confronted by & ‘thriftless-looking
than, with two dogs: at his heels, and who was
threatening him in a boisterous manner. His
elocution went after this fashion.

“You're Peter Rust’s little nig—be ye?
You's dug out o’ the mud-—waan't ye? Wall,
now, I reckon you're a fine speciment of & ape.
Can’t mind yer own businese, I s’pose—-can ye ?

‘Have to meddle with mine, promably! Had to
- eome up to. my shanty te tote off my little
drummer and trumpeter.. That war not your
work, though ; you's put up to't by that am-
berlition ne-"count, Peter Rust! He sent yo
up yon, though the Lord he on'y knows how
ye had wit ‘nough to git thar, and remember
what was said to ye. 1 made up my mind, then
that I'd jest -malte’ a el'ar cend of ye; and I'm
now on the p'int o’ doin’ it. These yer doge, I
reckon, 1l pull ye’ to pieces quicker mor they
would a possum.” 5
- The fellow stopped, made great’ eyes ab

Bwampsey, and whistled to his dogs. :

 Mars’r Peter tripped np yerheels I anewer-
ed the lad, winking and:blinking rapidly. “You
oan't do noffin with Mars’r Peter)”

¢ Here, Joff! Here—here—here !” cried Ben
Dykes. ** At him, pup! Take him, Beau "
. "Bat Bean ¢rouched on the ground, and Jeff
alone mustered courage toi aseanlt Swampsey.
He sprang ot the Jad's throat, but Swampsey

.
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I'the bound, which rashed on madly ngainsty
tree. Turning to renew the aténck, I met wity
no better shecess; for Swampaby came dow|
on his back, aud putting his black arme roun]
Jeff's neok, choked him till both eves an]
tongue protraded, and he howled with pain ang
suffocation. Stung by pais, the hound did il
utmost to rid itself of its persecutor, and a hu|
ry-seurry struggle ensued. Sometimes the doy
was uppermost, ‘sometimes the boy, and thes
wag a vielent seattering of leaves.

“ Have done there I' vociférated Ben, alaim
ed for the safety of hishound, © Come off tha
yel.;’pup[ Wouldn't kill a innocent dog, woul
yel” -

But Swampsey had no sympathy for an ina
eent pup, and kept steadily at his business.

¥ Goddlemity | muttered Ben ; * what a spiy
oritfer he ia! "Should think he’s made of eely
and wild-cats. Git out there, or I'll cut you
weasand 17 ‘ "

Ben drew bis bowie-knife from his trowser!
leg, whero he slways earried it, with the’ poia
‘sheathed in bie boot. It was & novel applic
tion of a ecommon adjunct of low Southern s
ciety ; but Benjamin Dykes found it exceeding
ly convenient and within reach, and when drawg
oufi in-n swaggering manter, that plece of sted
had an excellent moral effect on the beholden
‘end on viridus oceasions had ‘done mpore h
abash his adversaries than itd actual uséf ’

Cutting the air with this wgly instrumen
meking a disagreeable, whizzing sound, the dog
ing to make a thrust, at the eritical moment
when there was uo dog between Swampsey ang
the ground.

* Goddlemity 1" exclainzed Ben, lugubriously
“I'm ofenrd some'nt 'll happen to Jeff, Ho
they do Bop over and over!  Bean, you sneak
in' pup, why don’t you go in and win? I
nothin’ but a no ’count nigger, anyway., T
browse you, my lad, for this!” Let go, nig ! Je
go, dog!” : ‘

Dykes poised biz knife over the floundering

pair, but there was no time that it could de
seend without endangering the eanine, and tha
tender-Iiearted owner perspired with eoncern.
- At this juneture Frederick North, who had
been a silent observer of most of this scene, nd
longer able to repreas his indigvation, advanced
guddenly upon Ben, and with the barrel of hij
gun gave him such a sharp rap aeross the knusk
les, that he dropped his knife and dansed abpl

be not quickly taken himself away. Having

sarformed thin meritorious action, he reached

own, seized the hound by the riape of the neck
fore him from Swampsey’s grasp and flung hin
ot his master with such foree that, striking hin
aeross the stomach, he drove the breath from

flung himself intv the air, and alighted behind

his Iungs and knocked him flat upon his baek.

~ thiroat cut, fust thing you dunno!’

trainer advanced upon ilie ecmbatants, intendg

like a trained bear in & menageris, He wowl
also have tickled his ribe with his bayonet, hil*
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Swampsey hopped to his feet as good a3 new,
and threw & somersault of delight at the dis-
comfture of his enemies, then subsided very
quickly to his eharnetdristie gravity.

* Who are you?” demanded Frederiok, stern-
1y, turming upon Ben while he was recovering
his feet. . .

“Who be I, ¢h?® hissed Ben, spxtefu]}y.
“I'm Ben Dykes; Ben Dykes of the turpentine
wooda; Ben DPykes, the dog-trainer; Bén
Dykes, the nigger-hunter ; Ben Dykes-here, and

i~ Ben Dykes there!”.

Ben Dykes gwelled: prodigionsly. He inflated
himaelf with the idea of his own importance.

“ What's Lowenthal without Ben Dylces " he
went on,  What's the rebellion without Ben
Dykes ? -You'll be strung up and have your

¢ Why did yon set your dog on this ¢hild 2”
asked Erederick, wrpthfully. = “ Had you no
betiter business for your cars? When you seek
£ quarrel, take ene of your years, and not an
infant.” g ’

# Goddlemity! He s infant ! sneered Ben,
sheking a menacing finger at Swampsey. , * He
a infant!
fant. Ie¢'s a soupernat'ral and an onnat'ral.
Dog-on-wie if ever T see such anig! But I'll
swaller him, sometime. T'Il cut l\im'up into
long, thin strips, when I epme sorost him I

Ben glared at Swampsey savagely. Havin
expressed himself in that diseetion, he turne
his uttention to Frederick. He cautiously ap-

roached him, and read his face and exprestion
Ey the mooulight. . .

# Happy to know ye, Mr. What's-your-name,
@1ad to meet ye. Hope I shall see ye ag’in.
Cotton is King. Be kind enouglh to say that

er, won't ye ¥ :

« 1l eny what I please. If you bave regard
for your. safety, you will start immediately for

our shanty, wherever it is, You look to me

ike o persun who has o hungry wifs and sterve
ing ehildren at home. Takeyour shark's mouth
‘away.”’ )
* Frederick advanced and Ben rotreated.
# There’s my cussed mouth ag'in!” he mut-

tered. * Nohody can keep out o' my mouth.’

The devil's in my mouth, I b'lieve. If “twasn’t
for eatin’, I wishi I hadnt no mouth.”

« Here comes Mave's Peier ' drawled Swamp-
sey. S
Jiien glaneed‘about in alarm, and discovering

Peter Kust approaching, prudently put most of
his body belind a tree. . . )

« Mare'r Peter! Mars'r Peter 1" cried Swamp-
sey, exultingly, spinning around én one leg,
and elapping his hands. o ]

Peter Rust had his double-gun. He tapped
it,‘fsigniﬁcmltly on the barrel, and leveling a fin-

* ger &t Ben Dylkes, said :

« Qkedaddle ™

Then I'm a infant, and you're a in- [

7

Ben Dykes, the dog-trainer, ran away lil\:e &
cowardy

. CHAPTER XXX. L
“ Marg'e Peter!’ said Swampsey, winking
wider and eftener than usual. )
Peter came up rapidly, and gomewhat dis-
turbed. He glaqced_gmxiously, at North, and
the little foundling; then examined the scene
of tlie iate conflict between the latter and Ben's

dog.

%[e leancd on the muzzle of his double-gun,
and asked : ) . .

« What’s happened to Liftle Dismal?
trouble, kere, [ reckon.”

“ Yen,” answered Frederick. “A fel.low eame
along with 2 large hound, and maliciously et
him upon Swampsey."

“ 8top, some’at !” said Peter,

Been

«T think I ean

‘deseribe that varmint. Had a mouth that nigh

on't took his head off—badn’t he "

T had a very foir view of him, as I same to
Swampsey's assistance;” replied Frederick, « and
I did observe that he had a mouth of nicom-
mon width.” ) ‘

« Faet is, Mr. North, the kiver of Ben Dykes
mouth ia hung on o hinge,-and he’s obleeged to
be awfnl keerful when he laughs, to prevent the
top of hie head from tippin' bacl’ards. IfIhad
sich a mouth as that," continued Peter, amiling
grimly, “I'd let it for a milit’ bzu:mcka, oF &
institution o' larnin’. He ealls himself- Ben
Dykes ; Ben Dykes of the Terpentine Woods;
Ben Dykes, the gog—tru.iner ; Ben Dykes, the nig-
ger-hunter ; Ben Dykes here, and Ben Dykes
there. Well,” added Peter, * he's all that,
and more. Ho's a pine-woods politician, and a
thriftless vagabond., He lives in a hut that
wonld disgrace a savage ; raises pups and ehil
dren—eddicates the pups, but neglects the chils
dren ; talke ahout Southern rights and free in
stitutions, and never combs his hair nor washes
his face; boasts of the great Confederate re~ -

ublie with his whisky-drinkin’ companions by

ay, and sleeps with lis dogs atvight, Wanted
meé to say Cotion is King, Ben did! Wanted
me, Poter Rust, to say Cotton is King[”

Peter slowly raised himself from the muzzle
of his gun, drew his six feet two inohes of
height as straight as the twin barrels, nnd look-
ing up ealmly at the skies, and lifting his right
arm jn mild protestation, repeated ; )

« Wanted me to say Cotton is King "

Every purt of Peter told how impossible it
would Lave been for him to say, “Cotton I8
King!” . o
“El‘hey may go on,” added Peter, deliberate-
ly—* they may go on with this here business.
’%’hey mdy gather armies, and fly their rebel
rags ; théy may arive Unionism from the land;
they may bring misery and deselation on the
cotntry recently doited with penceful and hap-

And Ben Dykés of the turpentine woods,

Py hemes; théy may burl all their strength
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against the North in fracticidal war; théy may
rejoice in their rebellion, and revel, for a time,

* in blood and pillage ; but all these things shall

be as short-lived ag a passing dream.”

It was seldom that Peter Rust said so much,
or delivered himself with so much earnestness.

¢ Your heart is in this matter, Mr. Rust,” ob-
served North. . .-

“ Right, 1ad, right! The heart should be in
every matter worthy of pursuit. Cotfon’s no
king for me, Frederick, If I have any favor
‘ites in that line, it's sweet pertaters and hemp;
and that's what I told Ben.” - Then to Swamp-
gey : “ Did the dog hurt ye, Little Dismal ¥

“ No, -Mars'r Peter,” answered Swampsey,
with an ineipient grin. “ Couldn't. git Iwold of
Swampsey, dog couldn’t. Rolled over and over
—made the leaves fly!” ‘

The black foun lin%‘ of Alligator Swamp
winked and bligked in bis most effective fash-
104, .o

“ Come along, My, North,” eaid Peter, shoul-
dering his double gun and moving off! * You
didn’t stay long in the rebel sarvice, I remark ?
Don’t much blame yo for secedin’ from sich a
lot o' tatterdemalions. The further yom can
git from Camp Royal, the better; for the Beau-

" fort Guards ’ Fbe arter ye in force. Nothin' Il

- snit Lowenthal better than to see ye hanged as |,

& desarter,” . o
“1 shall do my hest 'to spare him that trou-
ble,” responded Frederick.

~ _ They bhad gone but a short distance, when

North saw two persons just beyond them, who
scemed to be awsiting their appreach. :
“ Who are those P’ he asked, stopping.
“ None that you need fear.”
Frederick went on again, and was soon near
~enough to the parties to recoguize the man
Markthaler and the mulatto Jacob, both of
whom had been present at his examination at
Lowenthal's, He could not but recall the sin-
gu]m‘: deportment of the weurer ; hig oseasional
Anterruptions during his reock trial, his quick
aeonsoicusness of all that transpired, and the
wtrange effeet of his eceentrie interpositions,
He had mora than excited his enriosity ; he had
created a deep fee]iug of surprige, which had
-been but little lesgened by the interval that had

-elapsed, It was with pecaliar emotions that bd™ .

Alvew nenr this person, and was introduced by
Peter of the Pines. o
% Mr. Marhibaler, Frederick,” said Peter,
Jbriefly, . .
Botl bowed, and Jooked ot each other sharp-

yIn the white shimmering mooalight, the pale
face of the usurer luoked paler, and his white
hair whiter. His eyes shoue with the brillian-
ey of a woman's flirough the glasses that par-
.tially obscured them. Frederick was partien-
farly strock, a8 others had been, with the fresh-
~mess and smoothness of the faee, contrasling

 responded the wsurer.

answered  Markthaler,

strongly, ns it did, with the gray seiting, There
was a peculiay delicaey of miouth and feature
shat was also appareat. There wus a severe
gymmetry and elegance about the man that did
not alt gether please Frederick, who lad a
marked vislike to anything like dondyism.

-Lifting his eves just above the pgurer’s head,
they rested on the statucsque: fireportions of
Jacob, whase countenance still wore that un-
bending placidity that had characterized him at
Lowenthal’s. Both master and man were mdy-
vels, in their way. Doth had points of resem-
blance, yet they were notwbly unlike.

" #“'We have met before,” ogscx!ved Frederick,
- # T remember,” answered Markthaler.

“ J am impressed with the idea,” continued the
young man, with gome hesitation, “that you
were usclul to me on that ocension.”

* A pleasant serap of imagination, I think,”
“Yon may recollect
that I was st that time decply immersed in im-
portant papers, which left me bat emall oppor-
tunity for your business. I do remember, howt
ever, that yeur loyelty was questioned; that
something wae said about putting you to death ;
but I could ot find time te give youmore thau
aasual notice,” )

“ 4nd yot the few words that you uttered ap-
peared to have s determining influcnee ‘on"my
judges.” )

“A mind cxeited by danger iz apt to give
meaning to the, mogt common-pince things,”

The luminous eyes of ‘the usurer were bent

on the young man with particular intentness, ns §

if to scurch out the secrets of his lLeart, if he
kad such. : o

% Something of that mature eame up,” eaid
Frederick, coloring. L

“The man Hillhouse, in his evidence, men-
tioned a lady, a balecony, and a midnight inter-
view. I supposed that s Iady, a baleony, and a

~midnight interview might have something to do

with Jove.”

A smile curled the pale lips of the usurer.’

Swampsey, with his bands crossed beiind him,
Jooked up gravely at both, and winked and
biinked, : o
Peter caressed his double pun, while the yel-
low Hyperion, Jacob, stood In inpassive tran-
quillity behind his master. )

« It appeara.that those important papers did
not wholly abserb your attention,” said Freder-
iek, embarrassed, . .

_ “Shall I go on? asked Peter, looking at
Markthaler. . b3
¢ Lead to_the hut,” answered the latter. “ We -

will follow.”
Tohe still-hunter moved forward moderately,
and the others kept near him without cffort.

The path was narvow, and the usurer walked be
fore Frederiek, talking as lie went.

“You were gecused of
love, a8 well ge treason, if I remcmber rightly

¢
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] sometimea have a double conseiousness,’”
%o said, ansivering the young man's last remark..
%1 confess that I felt sufficient interest in you

" to mske s trifling effort’ to save you from the
malice of Lowenthal, and the jealousy of Love-

. lace. Your seeret ¢ame’out during that some.

"“whut extrnordinary téial.  Pardon m¥ frank-
ness, for I am, to a considerable extent, interest-
edin the affairs of thé’ cotfon-plantél. *I'have

- -gertain claims on the Lowenthal estate that may

soriously affect thic fottunes of his step-daugh-

ter, Miliose Domm,” | o ‘
¢ Tt is not the young Indy’s fortunc I segh,” re-
plied Frederick, tartly, . ™ Mohey probably as-
sumes a8 higher value in your estimation than in
iztine, beenuge it is your buginess te deal in the
article ; butat my time of life, thereis something
infinitely highier than a mere asgumaulation of
wealth, aad which rhore nearly affécts my hap-
piness. I eannot coneeive how yow'! businces
telations with Lowenthal give you ahy right to
interfere with the affairs of Miss Duen, or to'in- |
trude your adviee wpon ¢ne who hoa not asked

. - !

Froderick believed that this rebuke would si-
lence the usurer; but he was mistaken ; he did
not geem fo mind it in the lenst.” There was no
Irritation in his manaer; when he continued :

51 have more interest in the lady than you

" thinlk. The truth is not always seen at a glance.

- Life is shaped by invisible threads thai we un-
. knowingly followm here and there. Some of

these invisible threada unite me, peréliance, to

the fortuncs offMilrose Dorn.”

“You are,in truth, a romantic mohey-lend-
er1” gneered North. * Milrese would ne doubé
be flattered by yonr invisible threads.”

“Would you. marey her without fortune?”
demanded Markthaler, peremptorily, pausing to
mark the effect of the quastion. ~ ‘

“ Ay, without a farthing!” exelaimed Frode-
riok,  *Perbaps, however,” he added, sarvonsti-
cally, “a certaih usurer has better claimg' fo
that distinetion.” .

“I know of no young Iady, at present, whom
I would marpy,” answered Murkthaler, smiling,
and looking at Jacob, “ Do I know any lady

‘Whom I would marry, Jacob ' he asled..
© *No, mars’r,” replied Jacob, gravely.

% Think you I would marry Milrose, Jacob?”

Jacob shgok hia head. Lo

1 fear your servant puts but too modest an
estimate wpon your mirits!” observed Frede-
rick, with irony. - : ‘ .

“ Possibly,” responded Markthaler, dryly.’

« T must add, alse, that you, yoursell, display
&' measure of self-abnegition that is qiite re-
‘freshing! I wonder that you do not bear off
thia pretty prize at once.” R

* Frederick frowned, and glanced contemptu-

‘ously down at the emall and tidy figure of ‘the

.

folly. Events of the gravest eharactor are dai-
Iy transpiring, changing the fates of men and
fortuncd. That which you may secure to-day,
may be forever beyond your reach to-morrow.
I can tell you things. thint have happened since
your impressinent inte the tebel ary, that you
fitls dreamh of. T am familiar with the affairs
of Lowenthal. Our business relations lave
been ¢lose and of long continuznee. I have
absorbed yonder plantation. My coffers have
‘closéd “bpon a Nuudred dnd fifiy negroes. I
may be said to have swallowed Lowenthal; cot-
ton, chattels, and all.?

" % And dare you makes boast of your infa
mous extortions? Should you not rather blush
to eonfess to your Jewish robberies?" eried
‘North, indigonantly. In defrauding Loewen-
thal, you ‘defrdud Miss Dorn. In impoverish-
ing one, you beggar the other.,”

" “Youlg man,” said Markthaler, coldly;
“but a moment since you would marry Milrose
without a farthing, Now you are wrathful, for-
sooth, beoause of her poverty. We do not al-

| ways toueh the seerct springs of charactér af

first, but if we feel for them earefully, we are
gure to flad them,; at last.,”
" The eountennfige of the money-lender was
now severa in its expression, Iis displeasure
was manifest, and not to bé ignored. -

Norfh was eonfused, He had not expected to
be gurded upon in this abrupt and novel man-
ner. ' - h

“ My heat,” he said, presently, * arises not
from any expectations of being benefited by
the worldly possessions of the young lady in
question, but from a nataral detestation of over--
reriching cupidity hnd waurions knavery. Know,
once for all, meddling Jew, that I.entertain
small hopes of being anything more to Miss
Dorn than I now am; but I do, and shall ever
feel, a deep interest in her prosperity and hap-

iness. - Rumor has whispered it sbroad, I
now nob with what truth, that yonder estate,
compiising its chattels, one and ‘all, rightfally
bélonged “to her, being inherited from her
mother deceased.  If this be the cage, I am at &
loss 0 know'in what manner the pluntation and
its belongings could be conveyed to you as se-
curitiés for moneys loaned.”

MarKthaler ha&'stopped again, and steod con-
fronting North with & goze so fixed and_pene-
trating, that the young man involuntarily re-
eoiled. . oo )

“Do you hear what he -says, Jacob ? mut-
teréd the money-lender, frowning. * We have
inmasked him, at last1? ’

“ Noy mars’r,” interposed Jacob, anxiously.

“ Do not eccntradiet me, Jacob! [ say we

-

‘have unmngked himl”?
* Markthaler looked ;mgrily at his servant.
“I say we have not!” retoried Jucob, firmly,

usirer. :

yet 'in & tone of respect, “ He ia honest,” he

A temee to badiuage! * This is no time for [added. ¢ He istruc.’ e is angry with the ex-

A
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tortion and the extortioner, and his grief is not
. for the logt fortuns, but for ber who loses it.”

“You abuse your master’s goodness, Jacob,”
eaid Marktholer, softenéd somewhat, - ‘

“1t is his goodness that makds me speak
plainly,” answéred Jacob, With humility. -

This scene bewildered Frederick. He gtared
first at one, then at the othér. Imexplicably
enongh, the meney-lender was obt.u.injug &0 as-
cendeney over him,, ;

They ‘walked on slowly, ench thoughtful, and
Frederick in a maze of doubt., =

“And so You love lier, young man?®” gaid
Markthaler, by-and-by, turning mpon North,
guddenly, o

o one aeked me that question, entitled to
& oalm and truthful veply, 1 shonld have answer-
ed with tlie frankiess of & boy, * with all my
heart!" Nor would that have expressed the
depth and intensity of my ‘devotion, She has

_“Whe eomes! Who comes !” .

“ Pyt up your little joker, colonel,” answered
Peter, « for there's no danger. . Must have been
?leeping pooty sound not to have heerd us com-

.’ .
© T have not been sleeping,” snid Lovelace, in
to himy, | ‘

The man’s tones made Frederick's heatt jeap
under his Confederate jacket. Lovelace, his
judge, and his rival, stood before him. -

Frederiek atill wore the rebe] jean. His knap-

eontaining several rounds of powder and ball,
he had brought away ; while upon his shounlder
he_carried the musket which Babel hiad taken
from the'sleepiu% sentinel.

Fhere he was facé to face with the colonel of
the Beaufort Guard—a desérter “discovered in
the very act of flicht. But the circumistances

. beeome a part of my existence. If my soul haa

an aspiration, it is for Milvose ; if it has a voice,
it continually speaks her name: my . thoughts,
my drenms, are of hor. But %au, sir, know
nothing of a passion like this, If you hewea

love, it is the love of gold; if you worship.

sught, you bow the knee and the spirit lo bonds,

‘deeds, securities, and bursting coffers.” .
Frederick made a gestare of infinite contempt

toward the usurer, L ' ‘
“ How well he reads us, Jacob!” ‘eried the

money-lender, with a singular blending of mirth ) .. The ider :
- ‘| went sweeping through his'imagination, ¢oloring

and bitierness. :

“Think of your hoards, and trotible me no

more,” added Frederick, moodily. )

“ Think of whom yoy will, and comeé along '’
retorted Markthaler, And the parties walked
on silently.
CHAPTER XXXIL

AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT.  °
. It was nearly morning whén Peter renched
the hut. The t{ rkhess'that precedes the dawn
lay heavily on the pines. Emerging from the
thiek inelusure of trees, Frederick entered the
little opening in which the still-hunter had
built his bumble habitation. The first thing
that met his sight was o cheerful five blazing
ruddily a few yards from the door of the hut.

The next object that drew his attention, was'a|.

figure wrapt in a military coat, reelining wpon
some pine foliage near the burning fagols.
Upon this recumbent form young Novth fasten-
ed his cyea with groat interest. There .was
something in the 3g,uet outlines of the unknown
person that seemed not unfamiliar to him, ~ This
silent guardian was eitlier sleaping, or mentally
lost in reverie; for he did not change his athi-
tude antil Peter Rust was elose vpon him. He
started up, however, in alarm, before Peter waa
near encagh to touch him. R@tréatm% in a be-
wildered manner, he drew a pisto! from his
breast-pocket, exelaining :

were such that be bad ne qualms of conscience
respecting the desertion, and yet the rencontre
was, for various reasons, vnpleasant. Peter of
the Pines hie eénld rely upon in any emergerney,

not so certain.  As North’s surprise abated, a
feeling ‘of proud reséntment took its place. He
recalied ‘the recent arrogasnee of the man,at a
time when he had bim wholly at his merey;
nor did he forget that to Lovelace he waagin-
debted for his unjust and proscriptive degrida-
dation to the rebel ranks. . The idea of Milrose

and intensifying his feelings.

The two men stared at each other. . To Love-
lace it was n moment of bifterness. The sight
of Frederick made him terrribly sensible of
his cwn disappointent. To that overpowerin
grief which the final rejection of Milrose ha
oecasioned, was now added a darker and more
dangerous sentimént. He struggled bard to ro-
Press the sterner and fiereer part of his nature,
and fo practice that magnanimity which he had
1-esolve£ upon while in the presence of Miss
Dorn. Seeing the young man before lim, whom '
he was conseious he had dealt harehly with, all
his powers of self-control did not suffice to pre-

manhood’s instinetive tribute to hionor,

But something must be said ; a fact of which
‘Lovelace waa weil awnare. i .

“ How dare you leave your regiment, sir 2
he demanded, haughtily. . )

Fréderiek threw his musket contemptuously
to the ground, He advanced deliberately upon
the eolonel, and folding his arms upon his cheet,
confronted him with 4 most natoral and digni-
fied assumption of pride.
like a furnace ; but he tried to be ealm.

“It is time to drop this moekery, sir,” he
said, with-folerable composure. “ You may
have a regiment, Colonel Lovelace, but I .have

¢

-, sou}, but know, sir, that T am for the Union and

a hollow’ voiee, his abetracted air still elinging .

sack hie had left at camp, bnt his eartridge-box, -

L but of Markthaler and the yellow Jncob he wag .

vent a slight reddening of his cheeks; it was

«]. on here, anyways!

Within, ke glowed -

~ matter clear to his apprehengion, when Peter
- Rust advaneed briskly, with IMa double-gun in

nene, - You are ‘in this rebellion, heart and -
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"the old flag! Talk not to me, sir; of regiments

and subordination ; 1 seorn such contemptibile,

assumptions of guthority. ~Think you I can
* forget that shallow ‘mockery at Lowenthal's,
which yon called & trial. You cannot ihaké a
rebel of & man by forcivg him into a suit of
rebel jean, and giving him a musket and a
Enapssck. Treason must be in the henrt, sir!™

“8ir! sir!”? stammered Lovelaee, ¢ You for-
get your position! T order you back, sir[”

* Let' this  arrogance ocease, sir,” answered
Frederiek, indignantly. “I am your equal b
birth and education ; and possibly,” he ‘added,
with a pereeptible sneer ; I may not be below
you in fortune.” . T

“Do not insult me!” gaid the eolonel, biting
his lips. “I am not in a mood to-be tiifled
with.” - : ] ’

He laid his hon@ upon his sword.

“1 have no swerd,” resumed North, - but
shouid be most happy, when equally armed, to
give you overy satisfaction in my power.”

“#1 have pistols,” replied Lovelace, wlose an-
ger was getting the better of his diseretion ;
“but perhiaps,” he continued with evident ¢on-
tempt far Lis adversary, “ you lave no predi-
‘lections for lead.”

v Pietols will do,” snid Frederick eagerly.
* Produce them quickly, and away with words.”

‘Markthaler, who had been an enrnest ligtener,
aBProaehedv and eaid to the colonel:in a low
voice : . ' ‘

“ You are forgetting your rank, sir.”
| North keard the words, and they fired his;
Leart. :

“If he takes refuge behind his rank,.he lsa
‘ecoward|” he exelaimed. :

“Love o' Godl' interposed another voice,
with sueh emphasis that Frederiek turned invel-
untarily to look for the person who had spoken.
Guided by the fire-light, his gaze rested on the
ﬁtg_ure of a youth of sixteen or seventéen: yeara
of ‘age, wearing, like himself, the Qonfederate
jenn. A species of faseination kept hini from
withdrawing his eyes from this mal-apropos
intruder. C :

Tt "pears like they’re going to cut each’
other’s throats. We ean’t have no sukh carr’in’a’
Laws, Peter! why don’
Eou step in and stop that yer! Someébedy 1
e swoundian’ away, the firét tlilng you-dunno 1
_Frederick’s wonder grew to exaggerated di-
mensiéns. Had he heard that voice before? A

latent consciousness told him he }tad heard one |

wondrously like it; but it was assoeiated with
one of the other sex ; while here, standing dis-
tinofly in his sight, was a dark-skinaed, but not
uncomely boy. He was trping to make this

“These here are my premises, gentlemen,
and I'li have nowranglin’ on”em, I allow! Liva
folks are worth some’st, but dend ones nin’g
gcarcely of no aceount whatsomever. Put up
your tools, men, nnd settle your differences
sont'ers else.” ‘

‘Bwampsey wént and stood just beside Peter,
and winked and blinked in hLis most solemn
faghion. The contrast between the two was no-
'table; but none of the partiez found leisure to
mark the striking differenee between ‘six feet
two and three feeiwthing,

There was a Iullin the storm. The principals
in the altereation scowled and looked away from
each other in a-most unamiable manner,

- North' was abaut fo address some apulogeti-
aal words to Peter of the Pinés, when a new
claimant to his attention appeared, in the ghape
of another youth very similar to the first, al-
though more delicately formed, more regular.in
features, and of lighter complexion. '

Lads of fifieen and sixtean, and near that pe-
riod of life, have certain characleristics in gom-
mon, and few of themn attract particalar notica
when met easually, cither in the street or any
other place; but this youth, ns he hesitatingly
drew near the parties, instantly and unnccounti.
bly beeane an object of interest to North, The
blnzing brands reflested a strong light upon his
fnoe, the delioacy and hesaby of which migh
well éxense agiizo of wonder. His figura, too,
Lad ‘equal elaimis for obsorvation, presenting
those rounded lines and symmetrigal proportions
that give grace and harmony to the lumin form,
P‘erplexef, without knowing why; bowildered,”
without apparent cause ; interested without any
renson.he could think of, his incidental glanaca
became s gnzé, and his gnze a stare,

The youth made n beseeching sesture to Peter
Rust, digplaying, as ko did so, a hand ohildishly
small. Frederick idoked dewnward, and saw a
poir of feet to mateh the hand. )

.The silent adjuration of the boy had an.ime
mediate effect on Peter. .

“The young man seems to Liave forgotten the

pistols,” anid %ove]aee,,derisive}y, watching the
direction of Frederick’s eyes.
“ Quite the eontrary I rétorted the young
man, his anger,  which had subsided a little,
flashing up again, “I think you will never’
find an entagonist more willing to_meet you
than L. Let Mr. Markthaler arrange the pre<
limindries without loss of fime, Any terms
that are equal will suit me. " Twelve pades, or
twenty, or muzzle to breast, are tho same fo.
me.” o . : )

Frederick’s depurtment was usually distin-
guished for its moilesty and the absenee of every-
thing to draw notice wpan himself; but now his
air was bold, dnd his bearing proud and confi-
dent. The taunt of Lovelaee had stung him,

his hand, and said, with a depresating sweep of
hie long ntm: : :
® " '

and he was hot to renew the dispute _and end it
by an apped! to the deadly dush. = -
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# Poter Rugh!- Peter Rust!" eried the youth
who had last appenred, jmploringly, . .
‘w1 tell you that this can’t go on,”, remon-
gtrated Pefer. “If the matter must come to
pistols, let tlie pistols and you be.in some other
lace.” . o
P Peter stepped between the prospestive com-
batants. Planting the breagh of his deuble-gun
on the ground before him, and standing with his
Jeft hand upon the muzzle, he presented a giim
and formidable figure, as he glanced rebukingly
from one to the other. - r DR
# If you fight, men, it musl be through me 1
Menntime, the voice of the youth had done
more to divert the wrath of Frederick than.the.
stern conntenance and remonstrative words of
Petor. A feeling far stronger than euriosity
held every other emetion in_suspcnse, and sent,
the hot blood thrilling thrqp{;h -hig  veips.,
Markthaler, too, seemed similarly affected, for
«he eould not keep his eyes from the Iad ; and
Angeline notiged that his color continually went
nnd came. It appeared to Fredericl that he
saw hefore hink the veritable, face aod form of
Milrose, and that he had not beard her voice.,
. He asked bimself tow such a thing could be.
His reason answerkd, that it was impossible.
But love is sharper than reason ;. and Fieder-
ick's henrt knew Milroze. “Logic is.a le‘%l ard,
. and love ia lightning, whieh travels far and fast.
‘%1 am content to let this quarrel rest for the
present,” sjammered Prederick, in & -gonfused
mAnNner. C o e
"Lovelace resafled hig promise to Milroga, and
regratted that he had so soon forgotten it. .
“He had snid that he would be her friend, frue

end faithful.  Had be acted in conformiky with |’

this agreefinent in insulting the man wig loyved
her, and whom he was painfully foreed to be-
lieve oceupied the first place in her affeetions?
fhe gave him n gianca that syficiently mani-
fe'sf.e(f her displangure, He dropped his pistol
to.its acenstomed op[;et.)auva lamentipg liis im-
ctuosity, waliked from the spot, with, his head
ar less ¢rect and haughty than o moment be-
{ore. . B C . .
“Murkthaler, pale and faint, leaned agninst a.
tree for aupport.. Jacob, whe had been wateh-
jrig him ever since the appenrance of Milrose,
approached him with fhe greatest anxiety; and:
gaid, hureiedly: 0
“#Pe frm, master! Do nob yield to this
wenkness. Thug far you have been, strong.
Bear the trisl 4 while longer”
“¢ Why did yon not t6H me, Jacob? faltered
arkthaler, muelil agitated, “I will not forgive
!n.lr'_ PR S oS e L
y_‘ ] knew. it aot,” responded Jagoh, exrnestly..
% Mngter, no one .told, ma. that, ghe was here,|
And s it not g8 weIl!f The longings,of your

-| wonderingly. -
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tween his master and the light of the fire, se
that he was mostly sereengd from observation.
& Why is ehe here, Jacob, and in those gar-
ments? There is something' that we do nob
know. .Q Jacob!.you have %een unfaithful 1"
« I have acted nceording to my knowledge and
ability,”. answered Jacob, much depressed by"
the rebuken of his master, “ The. danger may
have been nesrer than [ judged.” . ‘
% Yes, much nearer,” said Markihaler, whor
trembled like e woman. *The poor girl has
been foreed to fly from the tyranpy of that in-
fomous man ] | Stand behind me, Jacob. I
would behold, that eweet.face once more.”
«Wait till you are calm,” entreated Jacoh,
«azard not sl at once. AIl will be well

this. a8 a_happy chonce, than as a misfortune,
“What better opportunity ¢an you have for ob-
serving her charncter?”

“True ! true " murmured the money-lender.

 How beautifyl she is!” continued Jacob,
following up his advantage. “ Did mortal eyes
ever see spoh & figura? I wonder niot that the,
young man sdores her. Bhe is an angel 1” .

.« Coase! cense!” sighed Markthaler, © Ishall

be ealm presently.” ‘ R .

A this time, Frederick's eyes were directed
to the mysterious youth; and his heart kept
erying: Milrose! Milrose I .

Beeing the danger of an immediate encounter
averted, the counterfeit draummer, startled ai her
own, boldness, retrented precipitately Lo the hut,
into which Frederick's gazé eyes Tollowed her

. ,CHAPTER XXXII
THE PARTING WORDS OF LOVELACE.
Lovelace, having calmed the tumulh -of his
feelings by reflection and second sober thought,

entered the hus. . .
: A’I‘ﬁe, night had passed,and the first rays of the
rup were. reddening the east. Crimson beams,
like threads of go%d, crept through the foliage
of the trees, and struggled into Peter’s little
shanty, snd fell shimmering and trembling on
the pale face of the maiden. . Lovelace went in,
with depressed head aud hesitating steps. Mil
rosg. turned upon him with some asperity. of
manner, and;apid :
Thig, Colonel Lovelace, is yonr friendsbip I -
“Be not annoyed, fair Milrose,” answered
Lovglage. .. ¢ Youy lover. is safe.”

ligr, sharpnegs. vexed him, and he could not

Milrose binghed.

soul will he sptisfied with secipg her. Goard
]foqr seeret, 1 heseeeh you m )
Ja{:uhimmmged te Interpese bis person be-

.« I gan understand you,” she said, in a quiet
voiee ; “and knowing the disappointment you

have suffered, enn hardly blame you for the re-

»

This duel shall be prevented, Rathér look upon .

bonverged. 2 moment with Peter Rust, and then .

"4 ¥ou have kept well your promise, ai’r‘l_

e .Copfederate officer hiad intended to ‘né,
very. hymble in the presanoe of Miss Dorn ; but .

farego the opportunity of vexing her in return.
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lover, you, doubtless mean Frederic
Enowing the danger to which Le has been -ex-

osed, I ean readily seeepb your assurances of

is safoty,” i
Milrose looked up, snd smiled. The eolonel
moved unensily, and bit his lips. - C
& A fair retort, Miss Dorn,” he réplied.
“And given without maliee, believe me,” re-
turned Milrose. * Have younot done this young

. man injustice ? she asked.

The.colonel's eyes feli before her steady look.
.« ] ordered him back to his regiment,” said
Lovelacé. “But I came not to speak of this;
I came to take leave of you.” - ’

#1 enn believe, sir, that it is not & subject you
like to dweill upen. It is scldom ngrecable to
recall a wrong we Iidve done to another. I have
heard the details of that moek-trial, condieted
by yourself sud Lowenthal. Some other feeling

., than loyalty governed your eetions. Sir, I am

not a lawyer; but a eimple sense of justice
teaches me that your duties bad nothing to do
with Frederick Novrth, and that the whole thin,
was an unwarrantable streteh of power, discred-
Mable to you and the other party concerned.
You foréed liim into the ranks of your regi-
ment. Wishing to degrade, you cevtaiply ex-
hibited great'diserimination in your sentence;
for if there is anything degrading to an honora-
¢ .man, it is, to be thrust into the sociéty of that
dgnorant, intemperate, and ,raggled craw, ealled
tho. Beaufort Guards. Colonel, T believe not in
-hig " rabellion ; and had Frederick Norih es.’
pouged the unrighteous causg, and ¢onspirad

" against the Jawful Government at Washington,

no word of friendship, no look of encgurage-
maent, no smile of approbation, would he have

-rpoeivéd from me.”

‘Milrose spoke with enthusjnem, her warmth
ingrensing ns she wenb on., ' Her fjoe wag glow-
ing wiien ghe ceaged, and the goldén light fall-
ing upon it th¥ough the creviges of the hnt,
made it look inepired add besutifal. " The high
and noble qualities of hie aoul were spontane:-

- epsly drawn forth,” She looked, indeed, a fuir
. prophetess. .., "
" " Lovelage sighed.  That sigh eame from his,

beart; his heart go empty, so hopeless, go dis-
pairing. S L

"1 Liave never read in his_tm:x,’” resuped Mil-
?‘05,9.:‘(“ that a traitor aonld bgizjl]g_lie Az !&'icgqbn
ig lﬂ:lﬁpl'%'gl.lﬁ;'ﬂlm”'; of lionor, the blight of teuth,
and the parking kuell of yirfuous ambition.”.

. The colonel’s ehin sank lower, and lower upon
tis ehiest. - a T

" He looked vacantly at the inspjred Python-,
&, He gasped for bredth, His poor logic, his,
bid reasons, his fatal sophistries, Tecelved un-
éxpected and staggering blows. .,

“If Frederick is loyal,” added Milrose, # my
-eart will rejoice in s loyality.” -

" #Loyul to what?™ asled Lovelace,

0

roach contained in your last remark. B mjr I
0 k N{)rth.

“ To liberty and the Union.”

“Then it iz as' 1 believed,” said Loveldce.
“He is s secret enemy of the Confederate Re-
public. In making this avowal, Miss Dorn, yoy
place your lover in a dangerous pesition. Do
not forget to whom you are speaking.”

“T am speaking to a rebel officer, responded
Milrose. ° o

The dolonel’s face flushed in a moment.

“1 would thank you, Milrose,” he returned,
curtly, “ t0 beatow on me a name less offensive,
We ave Revolutionists, not rebels.” S

« A dietinetion, sir, whieh the world will no§”
make. History will record a different verdiot.”

I eare not,” resumed Lovelace, aftera panse,
< what history calls it, Posterity Is for others,
and not for e, In loving you, I lose fame,
name, heart, and ambition.”” ' o

Emotiod choked his utterance. A few mo-
ments passed before he was able to proceed.
Milvose was too much affected by his mournful
tone to interrupt him.

#.The motive-power of life iz gone. The
hopes, the expectations, the napirations of ex-
istenee have departed. I care nut what wind
drivea me out to sea. I shall float aimiessly on
the tide. (fien and often my thoughts will re-
vért to thee. Thou art the pole-star, the lode-
-stone of my soul ; it turns to thee like the hee-
dle to the north."" ’

"He stopped again, but quiekly added :

“ Enough! Thisis painful to you and to me.
I ghall, trouble you uno more. Duty will soon
onll meé away. I ehall go hence to meet the foe.
Bt not the red g]a;-e’ of battle —not the thun-
deroug peal of cannon —not the deadly hail of
niugkétry, Bot the bristling of bayonets, nor
-the shoek of ehdiging squadrens, shall turn m
th_oqghl:si from thee,” mor pale my face wit
fear.” ' © ' '
“#.Ga, sir, T entreab of you!” exclaimed Mik
rose. “You grieve me beyond measure.” -
“It iz the last time, Milrose. Have par
tignaa.” : o
His_tones were sadder than lis face.

“ Hear my eonfession, I will not be an utter
trajtor to honor. Let Frederick North keep ous
of my wgy. I hate templation. God Knows
what'T might do-"I do not. The man that ex-
cites, your love, excites an opposite emofion in
mg. Yoy have bestowed upon Lim life and
hope ; but I—Hegver pardon me ~—would re-
verse thése gifts. If you would save me from
being a vilain, send him from the country at
onge. , Let him fly, and look not behind him.
What is.he but a robber and an assassin? Ha
has robbed me of your love; he has stabbed
ray bappiness.” ) ‘ :
He hesitated, breathed hard, and sdded :
“While in your, presence. my better nafure
struggles for utterance ; when 1 am gone, .the
darker devil will, perchance, awake and exert
Lis baleful power, .Be warned in time. " I feel
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withio me a n}fmrk of Iatent hate, which may be
fanned to & fame by the' time 1 reach camp.
Hide him ; hurry bim henee ; sereen him from
the reflox tide of my jeslousy. There! I have
done my duty. If this Frederiek North, if this
abolition traitor, this seoret enemy of the Con-
federacy, meet with a trogieal fate, remember
that you were advised of it beforebhasd. And
now, Milrose, I go. Bhou!d we meet again on
earth, may it be to be happier, or to find the
glowing passiona of our hearts burned ons and
dead. Better to be o olod; than to Jove in'vain,
Betteir be insensible to the softer touches of na-
ture, than to feel a passion we cannot ourselves
inspire.” ’

owing low to Milross, Colonel Lovelace
passed from the hut with slow ateps and héavy
heart, leaving Milrose in a whirl of unpleasant
thoughts. Withoust spesking a word toany one,
the Confederate officer went silently and sor-
rowfully from Peter’s retveat, and it was some-
time befure it waa known to the parties without
that be had gone. Co

] UHAPTER XXXIIL
PETER SPEAKS HIS MIND AROUT MILROSE.
Frederick saw the Confederate officer entew

the hut with feelings of jealousy and alarm. ]

Why did he follow Milrose® What relation did
they at that time sustain to each otherf Why
was Milrose thers? ‘ ;
_He reflected. A most painful thought erept
‘insidiously into his  brain. The.girl had’ per-
haps forgottén hLer sweet assurandes, and fled
with Lovelace in the disguise in which he bad
fotind her, He asked himself if that was not &
natural inference growihg oub of the situation,
The probabilities, it sttnek him, were strong in
favor of this” view of the cnge. He tortured
himself with that possibilicy.  Hia dielike of
Lovelaee inereased. His protracted sfay in the
hut terrified him ; it confirmod kis worst; fears.
What right had he there ¥ 'Why was not Ange-
line with hier mistress ? Why did she sit sleep-
" ily' at the door, while Lovelace was admitted
to the very sanctuary of innocence? He per-
suadéd himself that shere was more in this ats
tachment, of his rival than be had hitherto un-
derstood.’ : ' o
Ha seated himself on the eouch of boughs
zecently ocenpied by Lovelace, with feelings of
distraotion and bewilderment thnt rendered him
miserabie. . ' ‘
Peter was busy for a time with Mdarkthaler
and Jacob. e saw thoss persoms conversing'
apart, but engrossad in his own doubts and fears,
gave them but little notice. -+ . " ° -
Presently Peter came to him, and bbserving
'his depression of spirits, said, in ‘& kindly tone’:
“Cheer i}, Iad! Nothin® is so bad as it
seoms at fif§E" Gals is an uncertain thing ; but
they are ensy maunged arter you get the run
en ‘em.”

“I am afraid,” answered North, desponding.
Iy, *that [ have never been so fortunate as
to get the run of them ; to use your own
words.” - -

“There’s ' some,” added Peter, shaking his
head in, perfect conviction of the truth of what
he was saying, “ that ean't be.trusted.”

then added, with & benevoledt expression :

“ Then ag'in, there’s them that ean.”

« Explain all this,” eried Frederiek, no lon»
ger able to control his suspense, “Why is she
bere ?. Answer me without delay.”

“Go and ask her,” avswered Peter. “If you

woman and ask her.”
¢ [ thought you might save me that trouble,”
| said Frederick, moodily. o
“But I won't,” returned Peter, bluntly.
“What she wants ye to know, shell tell ye;

know, I aha'n’t say nothin’ abeut,
tray none sich as her. Bhe’s too good and too
pretéy not to bave her own way about every-

ing.’

“% thought she was an, angel not Tong since,’™
said North, eyaically. :

“ Well, what do you think ofilier, now ¥ agl.
ed Peter, grafily. '

the pine barrene, in male attire, attended b:
Colonel TLovelace, an old admirer. In their
good company thete Is but -one person, and

same anomalous guise. Think of the time, the
place, the hour; then pub all these together,
and spedk hopefully to me, if you ean.”

“Be eareful what you eay, young wan,” an-

would have hap¥ened to him afore he'd got
through with it. I remimber well enough whera®
I first see her ; how onexpectedshe came , what
a pudden wonder came over me ; bow my blood -
thrilléd, and my thoughts went and came doubt
in’ly ;" how white she was, and what brighfness
beamed from her droopin’ eyes! Do you think

ever pnsg away? Nof I see her now, standin®
ahind Babel, ber long robes sweepin' the floor,
heralight' form tremblin’ on the threshold.”

The still-hunter pressed his brown right hand-
upon Lis hieart, and sighed so softly that the
sound was like the murmuring of the pine
leaves, Fredeviek’partially raised himself, and.
looked at Peter Ruet with new interest, He
could no$ yet understang the dweller among the
pines. His allusious to Milrese were utterly ime
explicable. )

“I was at the cotton-planter's honse,” resum~
ed Peter, “I had been sawin’, and hammerin’,
and workin’, for some’nt as I didn’t understand.

"The great dumb nigger set at the door, with his

Peter glaneed mildly at the newly-risen sun, -

ly, %when we see a person's character in a

want to know some’at of a woman, go to that-

and what she don't want ye to know, that I -
I don’t be--

|« Apswer that yourself, Peter. ‘I find her in’

that person ‘a miulatbo girl, & slave, and in the

swered Poter of the Pines, sharply. * If enother .
bad’ said what you have been sayin', some’at.

1 shall forget it? Do ?'ou g’pose the image will,

droad face dropped on his broader chest, his
blunderbuss layin’ aerost his lap, and the great
white rims of his eyes eolipred by the slum-
brous lids. X locked up, and there was a sight
fur ye!—a white angel Loverin® over a biack
devil! I thonght the sight would melt awny
into air; but it lingered, and it was Milrose
Dorn. When my breath had ¢ome back, and
the blood had stopped stingin’ the eends o’ my
fingers, I knew there was some'nt wrong, and
she was goit’ to be shet up in that prison.”
© &1 knew not that you had seen her!" ex-
claimed Frederick. * Thisis very strange; buy
touclies not the guestion.” - ' -

% There's . times,” continued Peter, reflective-

minute ;: when we kuow "em root and branch ;
when d-ubt yields to certainty., Well, that was
one o' them times, and Il swke my lile upon
her truth and goodness I” o :
“Did you converse with her,” asked Freder-
ek, completely absorbed in Peter's story.
. % Which ? queried Peter, abruptly.
“ Did you talk with her ?”

© Yes, I talked with her ; but T didn’t say
suythin',” answered Peter, gravely,

# Explain,” ‘

“1 wrote questions in large letters on the
stuff I was at work on. Bhe read ’em, nand an-
awered by signs.. That's the way it was.”

“] am mystified,” muttered Nortl, shaking

 his head dubiously,

“If you love her,” quoth Peter, bluntly,
“go and tell her on't. But in course yon love
her]  Everybody does that gits a eight at her1
Even Swampsey is enamored, and does nothin’

"but roll his solemn eyes at her whenever he's

near her,  Go and tell her, L say!” | )
_Peter, Rust pushed Frederick toward the
“buit. - S , —
'E I have told her,” snid Fredarick, doggedly.
“ (o and tell her ag’in,” persisted Pelers “If
she loves ye, you ean’t repent it too often; if
she don’t, the Tenst snifl the soonest mended.”
Swampsey had stood by, n grave and earnest
listeper. Judging from his dreamy insensibili-
ty, no one would have thought that there was:

" any whirl, and twirl, and somerset in him ; but

when Frederiok started for the hut, his hoels
went up and his head went down,.and all the la-

tent action in his little body became mnrvel-’
‘ o.us‘lg active. e trundled like & hoop ; he
1

tumbled like & harleguin ; he rotated, revoived
and eirewmvolved ; stood- on his hend, on one
hiand, on two hands; on one leg, un two legs,
and on nething at all L ‘
#Tell ye whot " aried Angelipe, in a warn-
ing voiee, yawning off her morning slunbers ;.
% never eee sich ear'in’s oni since I eome ta the
ears of diseription! "Peprs like thab little
ackalampsen is cl'ar done gane and lost his
genasea. If I's Peter Rust, I'd tote him back to
Alligator’ Swamp, and stick him down into the

5
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mud, "zactly where he took him frow, tow ehirt
and all!  If I's sick, and was goiv’ to die, and
wasn’b expected to live, and the deetors had
give me up, and I was takiy’ physie, 'and

TJspeeted every minit would be the next, I'd any

atween the breathin’ spells, that it isn’t nat’zal
for a nigger to walk on his head!” o

Angeline held up her hands like two large
exclamation-points, . )

“If I didu’ts own buk one ya.l'd of nigger, and
that one yard a nigger swiveled about in this
*ere way, I'd swap him off for one of Ben Dykes’
bull-terriers, and I'd throw the tervier into o
well. Or, if I didn't do that, I'd stick a piu
through him, as they do through lugs that
they keep for epeciminta of eur'osity.”

“He's an jnstitution,” enid Peler, who had

 advanced, and now stood near enough to hear

Augeline’s views. ‘ ‘

« ron't eall such & contraption a8 that an in-~
stitution, do ye? A institution is more’n 2 yard
long, any waya.” T

Swampsey, hearing his name mentioned,
came and looked very eericusly at Angeline,
and was seized with a violent winiing and blink-
ing.

% Go way, you todlepole!” enid Angeline,
disdainfally. * 8kedaddle, you tow-shirted swive
eler I : . .

This powerful appeal was accompnnied by a
gesture of good-natured contempt, the meaning
of which fell hurtless on the mute little head of
Swampsey. .

T o——

. CHAPTER XXXIV.

L LOYE IN TEE PINES. '

Frederick stopped. near the door of the hut,
doubting whether to go in, not knowing bt
Lovelace was yet with Milrose. Angecline was
at hand to resolve his dpubta, He asked her if
‘her mistress was elone. . For amoment the girl
was in o quacdory, She knew not what charae-
ter to eugtain, . One glance at her jacket of
rebel jean settled the matter in her own mind.
8hi lnudably determined to sustain the eredis of
the trumpeter whone garments she wore, )

“ Love o' God, young man " she exalajmed.
“ What ye falkin’ about? . Ain’t got no mis-
tress, anyways,  I'm .a honest trumpeler, , I
don’t want to hear no Jissimulations about’ my
character. Go 'way, you expisious, evil-minded
valentine |” . e

Angeline jerked her eap smertly over her
eyes. and assumed move dignity than her size
seemed ta warrant, .

“What is your name ?”” Frederick askéd, wil-
ling to favor the deception somewhat. .

* Dick, eirl Dick, of course!” replied Ange-
line, ourily. . % :

“ A ghort name !’ Frederiek observed.

“T'm. o shovt| boy,” veturned Angeline,

“ Quite I snid Frederick, dryly. ~* And your
friend’s name o




.7

- He pointed to the hut. o
“Tom—Tom, thé drummer, sir.
ghort boy, with a short-name, sir.”
- "Angeling spake briskly, and with notable pre-
‘efgion: - - Ve T
“¥'suppose thot thess short names are attach-
&d to something else 1™ remarked Fredetick, in-
“tekrogatively. ‘ o 3
. ‘“'Penrs like you are mistaken,” vetorted An-
-geline, with spitit. + They 'ain't tacked on to
notliin’, npways, Tell ye 'what, & long’ name
“dob’t *mount to ‘gothin’ in-thesé yer times, Any
more uestions to sk, sir I .
i“Yes, Is Colonel Lovelsed within
“Went mway' ten minutes aga. TP you are
 goin’ in, mind " 4nd be e¢ivil, for tliere is them
'ln_exl-’m’t,bouta that is right smart with pistils and
sich. Lo e R ‘
Without waiting to hesr more, Frederiek
- North passed juto the tut, ahd stood inthe pres-
- eneg'of Milrose Dorn.  Bhe nrose ak he entered.
. The sun was now above the veirge of the lo-
‘rizon. Tt guivering Yeams' lay “horizontally
-along the tops of the treed, dartying light and
-hent to-the depths of thir foriast. - Titd eift-wood
hut was illuminated with goft, fluctuating rays,
which flonted in fithil wivés ovér the maiden’s
*fagg. - Having Peitoved hel eap, Irer Tong hair
had fallen over her shenlders in masses of wavy
‘ribiletd. * Her whits neek vontrasted strangely
. With this bath of- daflk tresses. ' Frederick be-
“hdld before him- the’ tenlizhtion' of that jdeal
face that had hauuted bim from childhood, f1i--

Another

ing his soul with vagye, dreams of heppiuess, [~ =

He longed to wm'shi‘p hig ideal tn’the real. He
wished to appreach her, sndedly’:
& Thine, thifte oul§ 1 - Forithbs T Hvbe I
Just then clifiie the thouglit of fiér Hight and
of Lovelace. IIe’l&;i& read it bodka that maid-
ens having the fadel of dagels hud been false.
‘Ha hdd hedrd, a%ain ‘and again, that bearity is a
cHnarg and that tho fair Beeming covers the de-
-teptive dding.. He had come to bring' Milrose,
b A gtrict Account for Her vonduet, and he
‘weuld do it and rot e cheated out of his firm-
ness by the incompayihle lovélindss of her fage.
“I ‘once kdew#t pirl ealléd. Milrose,” he be-
-gaf.  * This girl Milrose was-fair. ' Her beauty,
. o e, was liké the béauty of Angels;, and her
purity of soul lilké the whitehéss ot lilies.” -
- Miitose smiled faintly; and supported hérself
egainst the wall of the hut. C
©o M The girl i Mileose,” "gontined Fraderick,
wwas the perfeeted type of My youthfnl imagi-
intion. She filled my conception of graceful
-womanhood.” ' o b
“ Cut short your peroration,” imarniored: Mil-
rose; with impatient gesture. t This is ttio sub-
limated. Come to the point, Froderiek.” -
“ Ol you are geing to be practieal ! said
Frederiok, eoloring and ‘quite diseoncerted,

MILROSE; OR, THE COTTON-PLANTER'S DAUGHTER,

¥ Go'on, Frederick,” she faltered, “Youcom.
menced exceedingly fine. * What, have you to
gay of this-girl, Milroge ¥ . :

+1 have much to say,” answered Frederiek,
seriously, “ But I'am met with levity on the
very threshold of my subjeet.” T

"¢ You'eonte ps-iny aceuser, I' perceive. - You
didn’t tee to" domie to me as an accuser; Fred
erick.” s i s

‘Her voice was éweet and subdued. It touched
Frederick ; but lte was résolved to be firm.

<1 was going to tell you, when you interrupt.
ed me, whiat passed belween her and myself”
© ] know all that, The girl was very weak,
and believed §ou. Now fof the aceunsation
said Milrose, gaining cotirage. ' '

“ ¥on foree e bluntly to the point. IfT am
rash, blame your own imperativeness,” =~
J ‘Frederick glanced at'the exquisite face, on
which the morning sun wis quivering, and liis
con 1i\‘g'e nearly failed. o

* Migs Dorn,” he began, then stopped, blush-
ing and donfused. o

i Miss Dorn,* repeated Milrose, in avery gen-
tle tongé, ° * Proceed, ny friend.- Miss Dorn is'
good to begin” with, but it dew’t convey a very
intelligible idea.” . : :
| " Frederick dido’t trust bimself o look up dgain,
but said, with & kind of déspetration : i
“1 oiimre to seek somne explanation of your
récent condaet. ' I dido't ‘mean to say condust,
exactly, but flight; end not exdetly fligik, eh-
tirely, but-—bui Lovélace.” A
: iy, Frederick - what a mixture yor faalke
of it,” obseived Milrose, wlio, being a very sen- |
sible girl, determined to keep back teory dnd
fathting to' the very last mifiate. She believed
that sendible words were better than a'few erys-
tal drolsa' from’ the “eyes, and ‘that a-firew.and .
graceful deportment went further than s dowii-
right faint, o : .
“ For Heaven's sake, ‘Milrose, think of the
cirqumstances! Ifound you here, uind your old
persecutor and admiréy Keeping faithfiil watch
over your person.  Forgive me, Milrose ; but,
taken' in eonneetion with my detention nt the
rebel edmp, the known wishes of Lovelace, and
your owh ginguler flight; I confess that my faith
‘1o you wag most eruelly shaken” -
rederick looked p, gasping' and tremblin
‘with excitemient. He met the calm cyes
Milrose.” - B T
“ 1 snspected,” she answored, with emaotion,
“that it was this that brought you here with'a
face so davk aud troubled, and manmners s6 cold
and gevere. Frederiek—her voice grew a little
firmer—* I'.must not be doubted. The man
who loves me”—she nvefted her oyes, and heér
white forehead crimsoned—* must love nié With
sueh faith and confidence that my trath ennnot
be dimmed by the black ghadew of gugpicion. 1

4 Dreadfully practieal,” stamiered Milrose,
' in doubt whether to laugh or to ery.

have not decided whether 1 ahall forgive you. ‘I
ratlier think I will not. There are different
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kinds of doubts, Frederick ; yours was little less
than an insult, Had jyon hastened to me with
kindnese in your mannee, and friendly earoest..
ness in your ¢yes, and asked, * Milrose, what has
happened?” 1 would have answered you as glad-
ly and ns truthfully as you could have desived.
But-now I must. punish you. Do not expeet
wme to be forgiving,” -

. Casting his doubts to the winds, and no long-
erable to repress his idolatry for the young girl,
he sprang across the hut and knelt at the feet of
Milvose. . :

S You speek like an angel, Milrose! But n
man in love eanuot alwaye be reasonable.  I'll
doubt no more. Expluin nething. . But do
not frown ou me thus. Tusm not from me

-those degr eyes, Exeuse the madness of a mo-

ment. Everything eonspired to blind me. The

" insolenae of Lovelace; bis interview with you ;

my infinite wonder at finding you here: all
these misled me.,” .

Frederiek seized her hand, which ahe made a
feint of withdeawing. .

“ Arise, Frederick I glie said, smiling. « Do
not make love to me while I am in this ridieu;
Jous attice. Why, it is noneense, Frederick "

A lover, propetly defined, is one who is eub-
jeet to every wind of pasaion; one who reacta
from ohe extreme to another the most opposite
and distant, without appearing to be conscious.

. that he is in any manner inconsistent.

“ To. me you are the game!” he exelaimed.

' Mo disguise can coneeal from me those graces

of character and those beauties. of person that
exgite my love snd adoration. To me you are
Milrose, now and forever. One beaming look
from thoso bright eyes chass away every cloud
of uneertainty from my soul. The soft melody
of thy voiee, speaking, as it ever does, kindiy
and sensibly, ebarms away every fear,and in-
mpires within: me lhope and.coursge. In the
night-timé ; in the morning, when the golden

. tna dries the dew from the nodding grass ; ab
- nooh, when his meridian rays stream fervidly

upon the sweltering carth ; at all times, whither
light or darkness prevails, my heart bas but one

‘watchword. aud one rallying eory, and that is,

*Milrose! Milroge!” I am never weary of hear-
ing it. 1t never fails tamely upon my ear.”
- Do not turn my head, Frederick,” answered
Milroae, softly, “Thou art a peet. Poeta are
dangerous.” e

. %L.ove mnkes poets of us all,” responded
Frederick, with enthusissm,  “I were a dull
olod not to feel the influence of Milrose; I were
‘unworthy of her faver, not to be inspired by
ber smiles; I were a cold worshiper to allow
another to kneel ab the eongecrated -shrine.
Speaﬁ to me; speak to me, Milrose.” .

“ What shall L eay, Frederiek? There is lit-

tle that maiden may say., Look upward, Fred-
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that light means Liappiness, and that this wmorn.
ing hour flings eountless treagures at our feet,
But life is ehangefal, Frederiok, and the ehances ;
and changes of time destroy a thousand pleas.
ing illusions. Bow not too submissively to the
ideal ; it iz a treacherous divinity, that ofitimes
dieappoints the hope of the devotee, and leads
him a weary pilgrimage, to be retraced with
bitterness and tears. I6.is sweet to be flatters
ed; there is- delight in the faith of another
mind ; but I iremble at the thought of being
laced toe high in the glitbering palace your

imagination has ereated. Give me your hend,
Fredevick,” - :

Bhe stretehed out her hand with unaffected
grace and simplicity. ’ ‘

“There," she ud(f;d, swiling, * I restore you
again to rmy faver.. Doubt me,and you lose
me. No great loss, perhaps, and yet you would
not care fo lose me. Be very, very sensible.
Do not make an angel of me.,  Make an angel
of me, and I shall fall to pieces of my own im-
perfections. Frederick, my dazzling Euet, try -
to scein me something very buman, but very
tree, and very carnest.” S ‘

“ Jomething very true and very earnest,” re- .
peated Frederick. :

They looked into ench others’ eyes, and were
‘silent. Frederick thought for the moment thas
his ideal world had beeora real, and that Mil-
rose and bimsell wers to inhabit it. ‘

A footsiep stortled them. Raising their eyes,
they beheld Markthaler standing iike a shadow
at the door. —_

CHAPTER XXXV,
WILL YOU TAKE HER WITHOUT FORTUNE{

Upon seeing these two persons standing, hand
in hand, Morkthaler did not retire, but slowly
approsehed them. Frederick was aunoyed;
indeed, a much stronger expression would ne
more than do justice to her feelings. But there .
wag something in the manuer of the money-
lender tha prevented Frederiek froin treatin
him, with rudeness. In iact, that person hnﬁ
been to him, from the time of theil firat weet-
ing, on icereasing mystery. ‘The youthful face,
the feminine eycs, the white hair and beard,
bad played & promincnt partin his dreams ever
singe the exarhination at Lowenthal's, Mark-
thaler hiad erept into his consciousness, and he
could not east him out. ‘The eonversation of
the night just passed, had added, in a marked
degree, to his previous impression. Nothing
was niore natural than that his alinsions to Mil-
rose and her fortune should, at that moment, be
remembered. What the usurer had stated eon-
eetuing her property, had not only vexed, but
pained him ; for his " love was of go unselfish a
eharacter, that her welfare and worldly pros-
perity were things of pargmount importsnee in

erick. See the seatiered fragments of life falling

upon us like threads of gold. Let us believe

bis mind.  As Markthaler atood looking at
them, Frederick thought of bonds, mertgages,
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and securities, " That he had penetrated the dia-
guise of M}h‘oae, he did not doubt ; bis depori-
ment suffisiently evinced that knowledge.

“ You secem to be looking at us, sir?" eaid.

Frederick, with a slight movement of econtempt.

4 Haz your buginess anything to do with bcmé)s,

- mortgages, and .collaterals ‘
* It has much to de with what you cannot at

present understand,” answered the money-lend-

er, oalmly, :

* Nothing can be. more correet,” said North,

eold{y:
“I may have interests that underlie all
Yyours,” reswmed Markthaler, in & clear and
placabls vuice. 3

While speaking, he took off his green glasacs
and put them in his pocket. This made quite
8 change in the expression of hie face ; the dark
nod brilliant ein being more fully revealed, and
the heavy arched brows over them adding to
their effect. ' :

Milrose folt neither anger nor annoyance, The
usurer’s presence exeibed more wonder than
trepidation, - ' P
. “If bonds and mortgages,” sneered Freder-
iclk, «“ lia deeper than the dearest sentiment of
the sppl, then your interests may underlie mine,
Your interests and wine are guite different.”

“ Veory probably,“. gaid Markthaler, dry?
“ But, possibly, there may be other interea‘g
than tliose that aceumulate on moneys lent.”

He now fixed his regards on  Miirose. .

Do you flattar yourself, young woman,” he
said, in & ealm and even tone that was not with-
out & toueh of severity, ¢ that you couid dis-
guise & face and form like that by the simple
putting on of male attire ¥ Hverything betrays
you Your face, your eyes, your Lair, your-
white skin, your hands, your fget, the vounded
lines of JYour person ; and, above all, your timid
end hesitating mauner betrays you.” ’

"‘I feared ‘as much at the outset,” replied
Milrose, not in the lenst offended. ¢ Had vou
found me here through some impulse of girlish
folly, I should have reason to hide m;,'tieltg from
sight ; but the mutive heing good, and the at-
tempt; landable, I thiak I should be held blame-
less by all chivalrous gentlemen.” ‘
. Milrose spole very becomingly, bat blushed
in defiance of ber wishes and her graseful self-
eontrof.

“ Most sensibly apoken,” eaid Frederiek, en-
eouragingly. v .

Tie bright eyen of the naurer were averted :
an instant ; he raised them presently, and ask-

* Permit me to inguire, Miss Dorn, why you
have lefi your step-father and guardian inthis
sisgular manner

Frederick was about to give a lmstg reply to

this question, but Milrose prevented him b

mot irritated by the boldness of Markthaler.
01_1 .most occasious, she was not wanting in
gpirit ; but here was & person with whose Jiber-
ties she could not feel indignant,

* Beeause I believed that safety and even life
required it. Reasons (e most urgent made me
fly from Lowenthal,” she answered. -

“Life in danger! Reflect, young Iady; it is
a grave charge. - Cruel step-fathers do not gen-~
erslly devour their pretty step-daughtera. Be-
think you, Miss Dorn ; call in your soher judg-
ment. Was it not a sefter impulse that drew
you from the paternal roof at might? Was
there not an expectation of meeting this young
man at somie designated place 2

The money-lender’s voice quavered, somes

motive that prompted him to thege queries was
strong, -

%1 aseert, most elearly and emphatically,”
replied Milrose, hastily, y‘thah I hlx)nd no s]g:;h
expectation. - Your guestion, sir, ia not fatter-
ing either to my judgment or my delieney. I
hope, sir, you are satisfied.” '

% He will not be satisfied,” interposed Freder~
fok, “ till he has taken possession of your resi-
denca and - plantation. His business r.lations
hnve_beeu such with your guardian, that you
are lllfel to be defranded of the fortune which,
I am informed, was left you by your deceased
mother.” . .

Inatead of flashing ug at this inginnation, the
money-changer received it with the utmost com-
poﬂu‘t}e. He simply said :

ery true, young man.”
Milr(m); trem% g
arm. '
“It is well to kpow, Mr. North,” continued
the money-lender, “ whether you ave in enrnest.
If you take the young lady at your side, who
certainly seems to hiave some faith in you, you
will take hér without fortune.”
The deportmeni of Markthaler was inexplica. .

dignity eame from, or whenee he derived his au-
thority ; but both were apparent. The exquis
sitely feminine face of Milrose was whiter than
génow. Her soft eyes were dilated with wonder
and a sort of vague, undefined terror,

“ With ox without fortune, Milroge is all the
same to me,” answered Frederick, with glowing
enthuginam. * She is one whose gifts elevate
her far above the fluctustions of fortune. She
is inestimable in herself. To me, thongh roh-
bed of ber worldly wealth, she will come freight-
ed with treasures of the soul, far above compuy-
tation, should she bestow upon me that hand
which I would dié to ebtain.’ !

_ ' Don’t overrate me, Frederiok, for this man .
is a magician ; he will tear away every flimsy
flattery, and show me as [ am. 1 am afraid of

placing ber hand upon his lips. A strange fael-
ing was upon her, St:‘angery enough, glie was

him',” yet he fasoinates me. Go, sir! Leave
me!

i

what, a8 he proceeded, It was evident that the -

- line's eyes.

led, and olung to Frederick's -

bly impreesive. It was hard to tell where his:
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" «Re quiek, Milrose,” said Frederick, who also
felt the power of the usurer. « You are agitat-
¢d. « "I'he unaccountable pertinacity of this man
terrifies you.” - .

* Pear me not,” auswered Markthaler, quickly.
“There are others more dangerous than thie
money-lender. By and Ly, Mr. North, ] wish
to ses you alune.  If you have courage and dis-
cretion, I may put you in the way of something
which may prove greatly to your advantage.
Do not answer me, for I know you will come-to
me. When you have soothed and comforted
this damsel-errant, I shall expeet you among
the pine patriarehs.” . .

He looked at Milroge, and passed from the
Hut; but his silvery voice still lingered upon
tho ears of Frederick and the young girl.

CHAPTER XXXVI

: THE DISPATCHES. .
“ How do you like Tom " aslked Angeline, as-
Frederiek left the hut to seek Marthaler, né the
appointed time. There was mischief in Ange-

“ Mueh better than Dick,” retorted the young
man, smiling, -

4 'Pears like you do,” said the girl, quite will-
ing to foligw up the Interesting subject, =« Stay-

“ed a good while,that's cl'er. Laws! How long
have ye been so fond o’ boys ¥ Didn’t take to
me like that, anyways. Fact is, Master North,
didn’t know whether. you's in the seeret or not.
Thought I'd try reception, leastways ; but I
ain’t a boy, more'n nothin’. Never was o boy.
Laws, no !’

Angeline said this with so much good-nature,
that Frederick was amused, and lingered a mo-
ment to give her some friendly words. ‘

“We didn’t put on thele yer things because
we wanted to,” continued Angeline, looking at
her masculine apparel, “ not for & frolie Tike ;
but beeanse we couldn't help it, and was "bliged
to ‘eeape, and get awny, and leave, and run off,
and take to flight in the night-time, when it was
dark. We had lots of trouble in pickin’ eur

" way here and there, snd was scared ¢’enamost
put of our senses more'n once, nor twice, notly-
er. Love o' God, Mars'r North! Mare'r Low
entho] was goin’ to shet Miss Milly up in a con-
gtruction at the tep o° the honse. - Bless your
body! they've got all sorts of contraptions
down, yer to worry Miss Milly. Tt's a queer
house, that is, down yon. If  wasn’t well, and
was compluinin', ang was siek abed, and was
down with the measles, or some other contig-
uous disease, and waz give up by the doctors,
‘and wasn’t s'pected to live, and my life was de-
spised of, and every minute was the next, and I
was Ilayin' at the p'int of aheelytion, I wonld
say and. deelar’ without squalifieation or pre-
gervation, leastways, anyways, or endways, that

‘Tt is impossible to.describe the elocutionary
power whici: Angeline threw inte this Jong and
impressive declaration. Fredeviek stared at her
in silent admirvation. e had seldom or never -
been out in such a shower of words. The inev-
itable Swampsey, who had, by some strange Lo-
cus-pocus, arisen from the grouud in themw im-
mediate vicinity, opened his eyes wider at An-
geline thian they bad ever been known to he
opened before. “He tried to grin; but selemni-
ty got the better of him, und the incipient form-
ation was lost in a wondering dilation of the
mouth, North bit his lips, but eould not en~
tirely sontrol his sense of the ludierous. -

« No wonder you iaugh, Master North," add-
ed the girl, looking contemptuously at the
foundling, *“But he ain't of no ’count, sny--
ways. Foutd in the swamp—he was, ’Spea
o can pick sich out of the mud anywhara
Ain't worth piekin’ up, though, "Wouldn's tal
& doztn of ’em, if anybody 'd give 'em to me
What's he goed for? Jdes' thfee feet long
That makes a yard o’ nigger. Can’t plant
cottor, ner pick the cotion—n yord o nigge:
ean't. Laws! couldn't lift a plantetion-hoe
For my part, I can't precieve what Peter Rusl
wanta of sick a little toddlepole of a mud-fo'nd
lin’, Ruther have a'dog, any day. A dog'll trot
along ahind his master, like a decent and “spect-
able kédrepid, and you'll never see him pitei-
polin’ about as if he had a gill o' ved peppers in
tiis stomich.” ’

Extricating himself from the volubility of
Angeline, Frederick North approached the fire,
where hé found Peter Rust busily engaged in
covking, to the best of his limited means, The
still-hunter pointed toward the clustering piues,
and said : .

% Yowll find him and his man out there.” -

4T have much to thank youn for, Peter Rust,”
answered North, gravely. * You have prepar-
ed for me the Lappiest surprise of my life.”

« Acoident, Fred—mere aceident. It happen-
ed so of iteelf.  Chance, my friend, is sometimes
greater than our hopes. To chance you owe
flis, I trust, young man "—Peter Rust spoke
impressively—* that you will improve this op-
portunity in a way that you will never regrot.”

. He roge from the fire and stood upright, with
his right hand traveling thoughtfully to and fro
across his forehead, " N

«If I was what T am net,” he said, reflective-
ly; “if I could be what I would ; if my privil-
eges had been equal to my honest wishes ; if T
could speak and act as some 08 I know of; if T
wns younger nor I be, and the world was all
afore me, and i was thrown into ibe ecompany
of such 8 young gal, 1 know what I'd feel, and -
I know what I'd say. T'd feel no feelin’ that
wasn't true and kind, T'd say no say that wasn't
proper for gich to hear, and ’d neb no aetion
that would throw reprosch on my motives.

it is a queer housc ; & done gone, right downy
up and at-ye queer housel”

¢

There! that's what I'd do.”
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o . - o ; v, He will go. e
Peter Rust poused and turned on Frederiek | information of the number of rebel troops that . : r thet relates | ¢ Ha hes decided, maxs's, sav aud eour-
two eyes, .honest, but a trifle humid. ‘I'he will eppose the landing of Dupont’s and Sher- Iibgrty you hwq_tztken ina n:l& ?téeancels the ob- | will bear ibe digpatches m['h, secreay a;lw-qo;};.
shecka of the forester were somewhat redder | man’s i}‘] orees, the number of guns mounted ag . ;ﬁ’h"t].ly to herselt and me, nearly . age,” adgcerllclﬂbici,lil‘ mpre ¢XPressive pls
than asunl, and there certainly was a needless | Forte Walker and Beruregard, and comprise 1gaton. e onrefu! ‘what you  tomime Jor rreceriek d.0nb
shamefacedness observable about his brown |teo, s plan of the furtificztions themsolve[;. 1 ] ' Let me entreat you to beﬁ d Weigh well |« Jacob is ight,” gaid t;he]atter,";.rg" "iqnthg
countensnoce, : will not attempt to coneeal from you, Mr. Korth, sy, ultg}‘po;iigzc;ﬁ;é?:ﬂﬁﬂ: yll' B 1 his _fgul_'l‘nfs._ﬁﬂ@ %1'?3. ute entrex |ea‘ o .

*t Your notions,” replied Frederick, in o sub- | that this will be a mission of donger. The yotr woidls, P il thaler, suthor-| glave. 1 will go,” o £o cotey will be ready
dued voics, “ are 8o honorable, so ju’st, and 80| bearer of tiwcse dispatehes wiil hnv%a to pass |t De s‘]el“‘t’lﬁe&:! .j,?‘,ﬁ MM‘IIE "ﬁgsi?':;_wapy his !  “The papers Jon are ?;dcﬁ? -,z;lhey?ieﬁdér.
fitting to the oceasion, that my reapedt for your | through the encmy's country, which, as you are Hazively. if he will. . I hac hoped that he | for you jn sy hour,” r %P -ou will have fur-
oharacter is greatly enhanced. I have endeay- aware, fa in @ distirbed and lawless state; your Jast chance, If he o d zeal, and that he.would | When you receive them, you ou are to take’
sred to say and act in the manner you hava in. person snd mivements will be subjected to sus- possgesed gonrage A ] i‘; whose name I will] ther ingtructions, and the rene you a T
dicated ; but I fear with less of g}ature's own | picion and senrch, while %'ou have a certaint El’i‘; l“’ﬁiﬂt;‘,ﬁ?rt‘hy O mo WA L &Wiilllbf.ﬁ it}ﬁi,ﬂ;tﬂﬁe‘];" S : .
épontancous elogquence than s man I know of | of being hanged as & apy, if you are discovered.” nok prot 4 "money-lender ; the | Ile argse o go. . PR ‘aderiek,
would have employed. I oonfess that you have Marlkthaler Wmteheg 'Frg:!erick's face very The-smadﬁ-lsg 'ma'k|0f1 'ﬂ‘: 21{6 'ythé startling I~ “ Is therg no more, 8N mﬂ](ed fFﬁierEé?,
given ma a meaner vpivion of myself, and a closely while making these statements, . . severa t"}“if. o “Ir,g;c :;11:.??,-1&'(] and eroborrassed | anxiousiy, .5 Did N_Q% 'mt‘,"aléﬁl ; t.p from your
- n}onr: ]fxa‘i::dheta?‘:u’!n'eheusion of the teachings P "qu Jlr(ou Eog own 2 plantation of negroes $ %’:ﬁggt o Tt :;c[ged Eo"hixﬁ'tﬁéﬁ a new plfaaessd :;f ,1\“";?:-&!35,10_‘ ?pt.,lgf,t' ta ipfer é ’ lI!., ) 'd& N

o one s . rederiek asked. s « ‘The,. maoney: € 1B+ . ok en

Peter sighed incredulously, shook Lis hoad, {  «1 do," replied the money-lender, o the subject was Tesent&g an ,anﬁlsiﬁﬂyto Mil-]. Morktbgler turned upon Fred;wh :uhad ngé

and pointing again, gaid : “You have much treasure_in gold end si) bad, unguestionably, mada. an sliiey By what |ond soid, with an earnestngss that b .

a ?I:'ou’ﬂ i%udghiu; down there.” ver ?”Oaddle“d the yiung mu]Lr -0 8ot and sl rose. What was the meaning of this? By what, Ciied hafare dup

solling influ- | exhibited hefgre duping the inferview :
Perceiving that Petor wished to 88y no more, | I have” right-did he pretend to exert a controlling infla exhibited hefore during
Frederick walked on, and by-and-by eame upon| - « Perhaps

‘ . Y thy of Mil-
] ,thﬂﬂg]lts ] 'Be eontent, eiv 1 If yOl] are wor i da
ence over thab y(‘;,q,ng_.lnay?* Fhese, thou e shall be yours’; if not, after this day
Markthaler and Jacoh. The latter watehed his | cotton o - 00 127 ™00¥ thousand bales of coursed throngh his mind vory ropidly, r?lf’nﬁy' ﬁei'er‘ngiin behold her. T hold her
coming with that t.ramiuil dgmeal(:gr ;ufl :epos: ¢ K (]).'“h-ave." ‘ - “ Your last remarks,’ S‘?ﬁd F-rggf.‘!;fhro’ézhhﬂ: ﬁéstinies in my hand. AsI will, almb:nlltf?:it-
of feﬁtulres that always characterized him. The| ©You fhink the Union forces will save ihp :é‘;‘;d,-,me to inforences thob are . 1 As T decree, eo-shall it happen. Do s ky.
maoney-lender was sitting upon the trunk of ! countr and insure every right guaraztced b rhld - H orth over | poper.”’ . H illi
tallenytree, and Jacob s%oo behind him. The |the Co{’stitution g 9 BN E o by Jaeol ;nz,xde signifieant mqmonstow PDThe'WQPdB of the usyrer fellk;v ifhwu‘:,’fﬁz
former pointed to another similar seat. “ 1 do,” gaid Markthaler. hi¢ mgster's head, the read to Milrose and | effect upon Fnede,l‘lck He wou P & trangely-
“1 prefer to stand,” eaid Frederick, coldly. | “If, then, you own plantation, and negroes, “ I have offered you the 3 Jender, impress- | ot these declaratipns, had not :,eﬁa‘rd g 'grn
1 presume what you have to eny to me may | and g:ﬂd‘ and'silver, and cotton, and believe the fortune,” nswored the mo::l}j;. take i ! brilliont exes of Markthaler been :%f EIF o
be soon enid Northern troops will restore the old and rence- jvely,” and you have rofus to fed ¥ exelaiin- | him with impressive inensity. Whits was
“ And said it will soon be,” answered Mark- | ful order of things, why de jou not ¥ «lmrse]f « How can [leave her un igceiesﬁl‘niuﬁ which | orbs were beaming on him, and ﬂ}igtdv'(t)‘lge‘ liie
thaler. “Cam we trust him :]’aeub 7 he added, | bear the dispatches l‘.:) the Federal commanders 2 ed Frederick, throwing o solings. . -ringing in his cars, he eould not 11‘ It it
turning to the malatto ’ . TR was the purpose of Frederick o observe ]’e“!m‘d m;)[l)oseiuﬂrgg{;_ hz;itfwlﬂgh‘ Miss Dorn,” | heart {o digbelieye. eams dveredibla I he
“ We may trust him,” responded Jacob, the fentures of Murkthaler during this question. . 1'“}]]1;16 13} frigidly. * Sheneeds not your| What you tell me 15 trange sense of he-
' Fredel‘icglooked with curiosity from master | ing pracess and its ¢limax, and sce if le could - sald Mark }3‘ fe;lii'%er from danger. To other | stammered, turping, with ”‘: 3 QE&GI‘- Not Te-
to man. .He folt that he ought to treat all this | detect an sign of insigeerity or double—dcaling; : °°“1_"{“ge-tifb e'inti-ué.ted the gare of her person. wx?d_ermxent from thel ml?"lil _‘:1 6 moTaent aftor,
with indifference, but he founq it imposgible to | and he aghered to his intention with steady per . f hands wi -‘-"i will bo far from hore.” ceiving any reply, holooke 1 k i
glo 80, Lidm-kbhaleg imposed a restraint wpon |tinacity, The money-lender met his gage with Tojizﬁ,rogogéfr;‘;\:d to gesticulate Dehind his|and pereered that he was alone. '
im which he could not break through. ; |

.. | Brmness, but not withous evident annoyaneo. rick was beginning to seo that . : .
“Iam informed that you are loyal to the The yoliow Jaceb. evinced surprise. Ilis" large, mastor, and, Fraderick b

. nline wi hose power was great- VII,
Wuion,” said the moncy-lender, abruptly. " | handsome eyes dilated wide on Frederiok. he ‘ims %Lnllmf,_ﬁw::g{?;]i?s?j gusg}ectcd. But the ‘ OHAPTIﬁI;n%EDXEgDE- 4
« “Ido net know but you Iosy use the confes-{ “ Vou are o philosopher, sir,” anid Marke or than 1o BT batfled him. e feared he , THE MERSH d to the hut, meditat-
sion agninet me,” answered Noxth : * but T free- | thaler, dryly. a socret of this power be 1 mistake. He bastened | Frederick North returned to hi ’ age, Fe-
Iy own that I em for the old flag and the Wask-| 1 hope our logie 8 not greater than your had already niade a fatal migtalie, ible, the place | ing upon what he had heard. In this ease, e
ir{gt.on Government.” P ; pntriotislr)n.yPossibly the danggeris greni‘.cr than t"r]‘ju;imle "Es}’s‘tfjf ,:;)t::lgril i::liz :3{111?; Bsimn'ge ml::n. | flection brdughg JJOI Ihgd'}fl- ﬁo;l‘g‘gm%vusgtg’limw_
; T i ; " : he Lad lost in the catee by 3 o is- inad unsolved. He did not ey
be“gols:rj;i?iﬁ:f‘?oﬁ;:rfialisM;;tth:x]':r.bo;dI m}&I yo'?Yv\FTZEldIec?it;si)gge];igrsiccept the commission * Be not in Iraste, sir, };le mtzlgzngéﬁldt?ﬁi}gltso Eﬁa’tﬁ Marktholer was an objeet ?ltl !“m:ﬁi‘:lg
fi . . 4 i ; e B S st Y 13 extraor-
Arusty messenger is wanted, to communigate | you offer, personal dangeriwould weigh nothing. oonderted. ©1 hlave n}c_) a)atclléa'you have mep- | curiosiby. Hijssingular mﬂﬂﬂells‘};?,u- lbxi
with the Federal flect Iying off Hilton Heéad, [in the aecount,” answered Frederick, little be the beal‘el‘.ﬂlf"-msc N 3s§.llat voii-have held out | dinary face were c.;,lm';mallyl]; ‘:e An Fellin.e stood
- There is important information to ba conveyed pleased with the manner of the usurer. If I re- :’;‘“L‘;sdi )fm‘ii‘f.nﬁw;‘;;ﬂ"c;meng I will not pre- | He “(’!ish:fd;eogs?ﬁ Mggﬁs;' uu' : ﬁ%r mistress,
s maoans U o wish me to.bo. tho Lo Dians 1 vigw.s | ¢ Peowuse L have fond Yo eoy that every o O antey, | and rofused N sdimission-Miss iy, %o
bearerlof di;?:?ztche;l ?"ﬁgliec{lsl':‘r::i:rigk. i e To Iilll)ger, doubtle.ée, by the side of yc:;nder AR i“ﬂ“encﬁfﬁb 15‘;2,103":;}%p§{§e' t{léfy arcana of said, was tired, .and,ll.cgg .fto-.ll;.:’ng!‘]”f“a?:dl’)'im;
Marckthaler answered in the affirmative, maiden, while your country is in danger!” re- my God’vi:ﬁmce. T ‘ Fredert,c;,k‘plaﬂ?d t,?f ?:; hggr" he x!?cturnml ond
¢ There are several things to be considered,” plied the money-lender, in a tone of rebuke, of Y o le an approving motion. ] At the expiration of an o Lhim M peter and
observed North, *¢ Firet, your loyaliy; next,| *Mr. Markthaicr,” said Fredecick, gravely, :{Hﬁob m;:" ;qg‘r f,l:]}ijs infafuated boy, Jacoh ?” | found Merkthaler l‘?mtm%mfi', held o pac fﬂge
Your authority ; finally, the value “of your dig- | “ I have not intermeddled with your aflairs, and’ aqkedo ﬂgi-(’;imjer' appealing to the mniaito. t'l ',J“"}":b f“;fflﬁ'“i;ﬂ}eh“*:{ i gigiz from his mpster,
) ' i i B S e ) : f 1 i in his haia, WGl 0
Puﬁog‘::: my ]nyﬂty, Poter Rust will vouch.” :f‘. g;os:{li@s;e:én f}faiﬁﬁofglzlsgﬂe]i??:: If;?vl? y':)lg ’ “YES;‘ mars'v,”? Le replied. ¢ He is going to be apened.  Unfolding s}[}avel%]rélalgﬁzf{; he gpread
replied the nsurer. ~ « My authority is the same | no trifiing debt of gratitude ; but' T am sorry to ’ M?.ept' ! t encourage him, Jacob, TLet him | thewml on the ground, before
83 that of any secret agent of the Government. | say that your singular intrusion upon Miss Do _no by

| S alf gencrally aequeivhed with
Bob R . arkthaler, with |« Make vourself generally o UTplogs, ime
The dispatelies are so importans, that they give | Dorn's notice, and the well-nigh uopardenable choos.i for himself,” responded hlhll\tlm er, their eantents,” said Marksh ter. L.nh_,s, in
- . . - Reverity
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mingd."

“My 'decision was made an hour ago,” an-
swered Frederick, beginning fo examine the

apers placed before him, on one of which was
rawn elaborute plana of Forts Beauregard and
Walker,. Having satisfied himself of the value
of these documents, he again expressed his wil-
lingness to attempt to earry them to the Fed-
éral flag.ghip. * These plans and specifications

bad been made upon the thinnest and lightest of

paper, and Peter Rust, taking them in hand,
very ingeniously quilted them into the linings
of his coat. This consumed considerable time,
. ond ‘the afternoon was well advarced when
Frederick was resdy to commence his: danger-
ous journey. . He was to set out in no other
disguise than the Confederate gray ; and, in-
deqd, it would have been diffienlt for him to
‘have prooufed any other in the vieinity of Low-
" enthal’s, - )

“Who will guide me from thia wood ?” he
aisked, when there was no longer anything to
detain him. E

“T have a guide for ye,” eaid Peter. “ A

. guide. a8, is #s different from all others, a3 was
ever seeny (A guide ns will go ae no other cree.
tar ean, A guide a3 is not large in size, but
full of all mispner of locomotions and propul-

. ,.pions, - A peille” who loves nothin’, and fears

 nothin'” s C

| dhere i3 he ¢ inquaired Frederick, looking
&r . - ‘ .
LU show him to ye,” replied Peter, be-
fﬁm'if" to whistle 88 if he were aalling a dog.
- Imifiédiately Swampsey came somerselting to
the spot, in & most reckless and eccentrio fash.
on. . '
“There he ia," resumed Peter, as the lad
found a resting-place on the crown of his Leed,
with his two legs and the soles of two black lit-
«tle feet pointed like tridents to the akies.
* There he is, Mr. North, and it dou’t malie
“any odds which way le goes. Selfadjustin’
_and sell-movin, little Dismal s, Don’t have to
-toueh no springs to atert him, and when oneco in
" maotion, there ain’t nothin’ on nirth can come up
to him, ’ : )
Swampeey filliped over on to his feet, and
took on, with marvelovs facility, one of Lis
moset golemn and impreasive ¢ountenances, the
fellow of which eould not be found in the whole
of sottondom,
. %A yard long,” pursued Peter. “ An insti:
tution and a contraband, & chattel and a cattle,
- 88 Martin Broadbent would say ; but he ean
.guide you, not only eut of the pine barrens, but
~ to Beaufort ifself, and by highways and by-
* ways and slyways that yoi've no iden of™*
“This birak dwarf guide me to Beaufort I
- ;{mlaimeﬂ Frederick. “You are Jesting, Mr.
us .“

MILROSE ; OR, THE COTTON-PLANTER'S DAUGHTER. .
deed,” he 4dded, “you have changed your

little Dismal # asked Puter, turning to Swamp
e, - .

Ihe foundling winked and ‘blinked, and wag
gled his herd Jike an educated seal. .

* You needn’t be afeared to trust him,” con.
tinned Peter. *He don’t talk mueh, "but L
knows & heap o’ eunnin’ tricks. If Le don’
keep clear of the plison secesh, it won't be fo
want of the natur’ of the fox,” . '

‘1 have entertained a high opinion of you
Jjudgment, Peter, but in this instance I confes
I distrust it,” replied Frederick.

* Poor little gymnastiens I” said Peter, rel
flectively. ¢ lLobody trusts in him. Nobods
biieves in him; but he’s helped me moreh
once.” ‘

- “Help Mara'r Peter!” drawled Swampsey,
his dark ‘eountenance becoming animated
“ e]gn Mera's Peter I

“ He was my guide last night,” snid Freder.
ick, “and his instinets were sufficiently sharp

. 'hiin, in & friendly manner, the virtue of patienee,
‘ahd the value' of wholesome self-restraint.
‘Worth endeavored, by various expedients, to

.usurer, but was foiled at every point, Of one

“strangely survounded him.

" rrEDERICE DISHBGARDS THE ADVICE OF HIS GUIDE.

for the purpose. But the undertaking befory
me is a different. affair, and I fear the 1ad would
eneumber rather than aid me. He might be o
elog upen my movements, rather than the usel
ful crenture you are inelined go think him.”
“He'll be no drag wpon ye,” responded
Pefer. *“He ean take carg of himselfbetter no
most people. But I don’t just like that rcbel
Jjean that you're wearin'. towsomever, if you
can get beyond the reach of the Beaufurd
Guards, it'll anewer very well; but if Cap'n
Middleton gits hold of ¥e, yowll be shot as 2
desarter, If you haven't traveled that rond
much, you won't know whicl is the safest 5 bt
Bwampeey hag been thers with me at a time
when it wouldn't been safe for ns to be seen by
certain rabid disunionists. If you mee Lin
throw a double somerset and run 4s fast g
never he ean, why, take the hint and skedaddle
after him. Forewell, Frederick, and ¢ome back
asafe I ‘ :
Th%{eahook hands, but Frederick atill Enger-
ad. wished to have o parting word with
Milrose. He wus going on: an errend from
which he might never return, aud desived to re-
new his vows and bid her adieun.
** Go,” paid Markthaler ; « there is nothing to
detain you. I know why you loiter; bLut is in
vain, You have said to Ner all that you need
say. You have vowed by the moon and the
stars ; yon lhave sworn by everything movable
and fmmovable; you lave poured furth adors
tion hy the canto ; you'have sigiied by the lLioury,
and I see ng more for love-mek ingenuity to
perform.”
Although the money-lender tried to epesk
very gravely, his tones lacked titat severity
which he wished to enforee.
Fredericle was about to reply with some heat,
when Peter prevented him.  Taking the youny
man by the arm, the sbill-hunter walled witi:

. “Can you show him the way t¢ Beaufort,

him some distance on bis way, enjeoing up e

- before him. e asked no guestions, he made

" Thoughts of Milrose, Markthaler, Lowenthal,
.and

tri¢ flashes on the dead pine-leaves. | Frederick
" hed at that time little eonseiousness of his mis-

" gweet dream of Milrose upon him alf that night.
. Every

. of a buiiet passing nenr his person, and striking
. very high, and eame down very low, and looked

" had provided him with, and wae attempting to
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draw from Peter some definite knowledge of the

hing, however, he felt perfestly assured ; and
I:hubg\'#ns,' that ,Markthalg_r waa ,}1'191: what he as-
‘sumed to be. That he exercised, ot was sbout
to excreise, an influente over Milrose, he was
‘more than ever disposed to believe. Parting
from Peter, he followed his little gulde through
‘the pines, in a state of dreamy doubtand uncer-
tainty concerning the cireumstances that so

—p—
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Frederick pursued his solitary way. The
gombre shadows of night soon enwrapt the for-
esf like 4 vast mantle. He could searcely see
the litile fizure ¢f Swampsey as he ran along

no conversation with “his pigniy .conductor.

ovelace emgrossed him ‘for & long time,
The night grow older’; the stars came out, and
the moon now nnd then sailed out from among
the clouds, and cast upon his pathway soft,
white gleams of light, which quivered like elec-

gion. Itis true that he intended fo digcharge
hie duty with eourage and zeal, but there was a

kind word; every gentle look; every
tender flash of the eyes ; every beaming smile;
every stray. ringlet flultering over her white
cheelk, and all the graces of her person, were re-
membered and dwelb upon with all a lover's de-
liclous infatnation. . . ,

It is certainly a great pity to drag a lover
rudely from-kis first Aiden, and to obtrude very
commonplaos thinge upon his nttention in his
moments of exaltation; .but Frederick was
brought out of his enchanted catalepsy by the.
digcharge of a musket, and fhe warning musie

the braneli of a tree beyond him. .
Swampsey, on hearingy this salutation, saltated

sround very seriously. . . B
Freaericig drow uypistol which Markthaler

discover the source of dapger, when Swampsey
“gaid : .
o Mare’r-Fred,” and pointed with his finger.
North looked in the dircetion indjcated, and
¢anght glimpses of the Confederate gray mov-
ing about aroong the trees. IHe comprehended
tha situation at once. -Some of the Beaufors
Guard were out searching for him. The conse-

L

cided which way to go, not' knowing the num.
ber of his pursuers, nor at w:lmt. pointa they
might lie concealed.  Little Dismal settled the
inatter, and if he did not end the doubt, he did
the irresolution. ) _
“ Cpme ‘long, Mare’r Fred,” said Swampady,
and ran as fast as be could. .

‘North remembered the inl]unctwns of Peter,
and followsd him.” A harmless volley of mus-
ketry rattled among the trees just behind them.
It was to Frederick a very novel flight, but by
1o means wanting in the exeitement which dan-
ger lends to adventure. Swampsey's methods
of propulsion were exceedinply veried. Home-
timies %rederick was_confident that the black
dwarf was soberly adhering to the earth in-the
accepted order of nature, and at the next meo-
ment was equally eertain that he was revolving,
end over en%, on an equinoctial line drawn just
below his stomach. But in whatever fashion he
went, the young man had difficulty in keeping
up with him, and at the expiration of ten min-
utes, was in a profuse perspiration, and very
willing to. halt, if suth hed been the will of his
conduetor. They presently emerged from the
forest, and were fairly launched on the planta-
tions, across which Swampsey led the way with
tireless speed. 'This comtinued till Frederick
was nearly ready to sink dowr from exhaustion.
He had beard ‘pursuit at the outset, but lost
gound of it before leaving the woods.
Swampsey guided him so udroitly, %at they
evaded the {uusés of the planters andthe quar-
ters of the megroes. From a high ridge nf,
ground he could see, when he efopped, Luwen-?
‘thal's mansion, the roof of which was ‘silvered
with moenlight. The sight gave him mingled
foelings of pleasure and pain. It was there he
had seen Milrose ; it was on those silent grounds
thot Bis henrt had been captivated ; it was in
one of those pleasant walks that, with pale
cheeks and agitated voiee, he had dared to woo
her. .
5 “ Come . "long,

WAL psey. )

“Bl!:t ghere are we going, my lad 2 nsked -
N(:fléjt;in’ long, Mars't Fred. Runnin’ -'way
from the men with guns. Sogers kill Mars'r
Fred, if they coteh him.” _ "

“T must go toward Beaufort, at all events,
ndded Frederick. ‘

“ (o there with Mars'r Fred,” mutiered
Swampseey, ) .

w W[ixe:)'e is Beaufort #* inquired Frederiek,

Mars'r Fred;” admonished

| desirous of testing the knowledge of the lad.

« Down you,” veplied the foundling, nodding
toward the seagoast. :

As vague as this answer was, he wasforeed to
be content with it. His guide gave him little
time for reflection and eholoe, but led strajght on,

quénees of capture he well koew, and he ve-
solved not £o be taken aliwe. IIe wius not de-

across ficlds of eotton, through uS]nn& and low-
land, through wet and dry, regurding with sub
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lime indifference: every natural obetacle that
opposed his progress, The lightness and agili-
ty, of Swampsey. gave Lini a decided advantage
over North, who, although the boy had moder-
ated his pace, still found it diffienlt tokeep near
bim. . ce ‘
_A little ofter midnight, they reached a de-
serted farm-house, whieh th,er entered,  The
foundling signified to Fredericlt that he would
resh & short time, ad then go on again, ‘Bearee:
-ly waiting for this iniimation from s strange
eonduqtor, Frederigk stratched  himsell wpon
the bare floor, and 10 & few moments wag aslecp,
Never was slumber more welcome to his ex:
exlnusted frmme.  Ho forgotalike care and dan-
ger. If o single thonght crossed his brain, it
" was of Milrosa—a soft, aweet dream, e
- From this pescefu) rest he was dwakened by
* the foundling, before, it gemed to him, he had
slept ten minutes. . e opened hijs eyes vaeant:
ly. By the pale light of the noon, he saw the
iiy:\rurf'é faoe beside him; it bro_ke‘ in upyn his
dream like a dark phantem; it pushed away
the image of Milrose, and codupied her plage.
It was not till he had spoken”that Frederick
comprahended the situation, L o
 (ome ’long, Mars’r Fred,” said Swampséy.
4 Go away,” yawned Frederick, ond lay down
Bgain. : ‘ .
But Swampsey was mot to be put off so
oasily. :

« Mars't Fred mustn't stay here,” Ne persisted. |

« Marstr Troed 'ill .get eotched.
huntin® for Mars't Fred.” . ]
“ Qo to sleep,” multered Fredoriek. =
“ Marg'r Peler don't want me 'to gb to dleyp.
Mars'r Peter wantg them yer papers ear’d safe
down to them yer big ships,” added Swampsey,
growing mora earnest.. .
“ Lie down, my poor

Boger men |

‘bc‘ry," answered North,
wearily. * Yoursmall body woust be tited. 'We
have traveled far, and in this. refired 3,?9ﬁ &re

uite safe, So be content.” .
q Frederick dropped to sleep agqin._ The found-
ling awakened him by droning in' his ear :

S Mars'r Fred ! Mara’r Fred!” - )

 All right ! mumbled Frederick. *“'Go as
fast a8 you like; I am with you.”. . )

e wos ungonseious immedidtely, and all
Swampsey’s cfforts could not withdraw him
from a sleep that.overpowered every sense nnd
fagulty. o . :
" In the slumberous hours that followed, there
were more dreags of Milrose, wild, remuantie,
inconsistent, yet enchanting. ;, -

The drea;:n);.of night 9r§i slimber have an

. end; the uqcturnnl,wi@mheries,pf the imagina-
tiun, like every charm of the faney, fly away
with the morning dews ,a[_ld; the morning san.
The young man awoke, arose, aud looked arour?

gu; and-by
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hearthstone, He remembered where he wap,

[ and oni what errand he was going. He was 'ag-

tonished to diseover that he had slept so Jong.
Asccubing himeslf with ‘want of Zeil, he’ ap-

Proashed a ‘windew, and opening it, lesned out

and inhaled the ‘refresling niopuing air. Having
stood . fhiere” & feir moments, he thonght of

Bwamipeey, andl his eyes inptipetively wandered -

about in search of him, He, expected to see
him sleeping on the fleor, or basking in the sun,
gt the deoy; bub in this he'was disappointed.
Having satiafied Blmeelf that e was not in'the
housg, he went out hid caltdd hiin in asloud a

volee as he thought prudent.” There was no'sa- -

gwer ; mo bounding into “sight of the dwatf

gymanst ; no whirk gad twirl and somersat ; no

of two

solemy, fagd ;" o winking andgblinking
very grave ahd very white eyes. .
" ‘Frederick Was nneasy, ‘He reconnojtered
somewhut i the feighborhood of the farm-
house, but with' no. othier résult than the eop-
wigtion: thal he was deserted by his guide.
-He began to consider which way he should
¢ thonght of “his dispatches, and involuntarily
put‘i’h‘is'ﬁqnd‘ to _ﬁis'm?af, where Peter Rust had
eonoealed theim. Ha' did not feel them. Ha

presied hirder-—he apened his coat—the Huings -

‘were eit-—the papers were gone. Amazement

fop an instant ‘tewnsfized Lim. %o the spot; but

this emotion wis quickly followed by oonfusion
and gelf-repronch, e remiembered the warh-
ing words' p'f,Sivﬁ;hPsey, and péreeived p‘]amjy

"where hie'lnd rinde a fatal mistake. Fora time -
| b€ dould senrcely belleve that the preciobs pa-

-pers were abstracted, but his hagty and anxious
seareh niong theé several linings only confirm-
ed the too-npparent truth. -In.fack the long,
vertieal gash itee]f wag suflieient lo.inform him
wliat had taken plase. What farther evidence
wag needed? The dispatches were gorie, Swamp-

the ‘timeé,hé had settled that point, -

‘Marick was offered nothing in the way of goed
puheer, but more than enough in the wa¥% of

tpon North, whe began to believe, seriously,

88Y wid gone, and his honor gone, too. . Had he .

lost Milrose with ‘his dispatches? If the wo-
ney-lender was' to l')él;'fr_ugted, hé had, . Never
in his lifo had Frederick folt so keeuly & misfor-
tune. Bt these things do not come singiv;

‘they como in groups, and so it fefl ent With

‘him ; far ‘while he wos fumbling hopelessly'in
the linings, He was awnkened to o sense of da-
gor by the budden sounid of footateps approich-

ing, ab a doublé-guick, accompanied by the pe- .

culiar and unmistakeble elangor of mugkets il
bayonets. In a motnent, Frederick was- sur-
rounded by a corporal’s guard of Confederate

1 goldiers. ~He pulled out his pistol a3 quickly as

s

¢ A As the soldiers gl:ew hilarious they beeame

o

he eould, but, the rebel bayonets were glrendy .

“bristling ‘at iis breast, and £o have nséd it would
have been madneds. He returned it to his

piclet, and’ awaited the result of* tliis utix.

pected event. He was at once, roughly seaveh-

[ ed. and a pair of hand-cuffa slipped upon lis

with'an uncertain, Inquiriag glance.
The red sunbeas spreamed in ab the farm
house winlows, and trembled on the deserit .

wrists. DBy the time this was acomplisheds T
4iad recognized Corporal Bently, of the Beaufud

| man shot for desertion,” .

" phatically.
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Guards, a man whose pretty persecutions dur-
ing the few days he had been & conseript in
Captain Middleton's company, he had many
rensons for remembering, ‘

“# March him up to the farm-house,” com-
manded this doughty warrior. “ And after we
bave rested, we'll right about face for. Camp
Royal.  Arter that, my lads, you shall see &

“ Meaning me,” soid Fredetick, calmly.
“ Meanin® you!" retorted the corporsl, em-

North now eeased to ragret the Tost dispateh-
¢, for now there was & possibility that they
might have fallén into worse hands, or, at lens,
come into possedsion of those who would be
glad to use thew ta his disadvantage. }

He was hurried to the farm-house he had so
recantly left, gad dragged into it with move en-
ergy than {aadoess, With many threats and
muel roughness, he was thrust into a corner,
and ordered nob to stir, on pain of being som-
marily dealt with. The Confederates then un-
strang tuejr knapsacks, and distributing them-
selves abont th% room, drew forth the rations
which they had brought with them,.and began
to malke themselves ¢omfortable. Several sug-
gestive flasks appeared, which pnssed rapidly
frem one to another, and with marked affeet;
for presently they became boisteronsly merry,
and told wonderful stories of the cowardice of
the Foderals, and of their own exploits. Fred-

sbuge. They enlled him a great many hard
names, snd ussured hia, in every style of dee-
lamation, that be was sure to be shob as a de-
serter on reaching camp. Al this, 23 may be
believed, did ot havea very inspiriting effeot

that his last hour was near,  From Lovelaee he
could expect no favors. The relations which
they respeetively sustained to Milrose, left him
little room for hope. Loweutiral he had equal
reason to dread.  Between the two, he doubted
ot bus the fate promised him by the eorporal
and his rough evew would be remorsely meted
out : .

CIAPTER XXXT -
TAE FARM-HQUSE.

[Bquisitive, and in_searehing ‘about the house,
covered it keg of whisky. Now, for their
wn goed, they had better have found a keg of
npowder ; for gunpowder is cagily let aleue,
fut whisky is not. These gallant feilows made
fuch an asszelt on this dangerons magazine,
it several of themw were, in o short time put
lrs de combat, and were foreed to lay down both

‘remmaging about the house.

1

the truth, was but little better off, -was comeil-
ed to reraain at the furm-honse till hie' confeder-
akes should be in a ¢ondition to'shoulder arms *
and right about face, march, This was one of
the easunlities of war which could me more bo
providled against than battles or eannon-bails,
Corporal Benily awore an ‘oath or two, then
oiellified. and moistened his wrath by a pro-
tracted suetion at the keg.  After gebting lia
breath, which, for a fow moments, he thought
had slipped away into the keg and was lost, he
put two of the soberest men to guard Frederick,
then seating limself, with his hack against the
door, soon dapsed into & ram sleep, in whick ba
dreamed of Confederate cobbon, Confederate ne-
groes, and Confederate serip. Bull Run and
divisions of flying Federals doubtless antered
it the eomposition of his vagaries, together.
with a prophetic view of the: greatness and
prosperity of the magnaninous South Carolina
nation. s

: The two men set apart' to keep wabeh and
ward upon Frederick North, distrasting their
own powers of endurance, and willing to pre-
vide for contingencies, proceeded, in spite of
remonstrane-s, bo te thoir prisoncr’s nnkles to-
gether with a stout eord, whieh they found by
Having by thiy
retarkable foresight met the danger in ad-
vanee, they had more leisure to attend to’thelr
persennl comfort: Some of ‘their comrades,
who yet remained sober enough for that duty,
went out and examined the poultry-yard ; and
finding nothing to reward their trouble, came
back in bad temper, and were obliged to have
two respective and serious ‘struggles with said
keg before their disappointment wonld soften g
but the most obdurage ill-natare will yield, after -
o tine,' to the benign influcneos og new sorn
whisky that is a dead-shat at forly roda.

- If the author had time, he would raise a loud
pean to xye and corn, when sublimated to ‘the
form of liqwids atimnlant, rampant and benig- -
aant to man.. e does not feel equal to the task,
His ambition’ soars nof so lLigh, Humbler
themes emiploy his modest pen. He knows
that it js a good thing for rebelilon; that it ia a
mild accompaniment of eotfon and niggers;
that water injures it; that it forros the glorious
background of Southern war; that it takes

kindly to bowic-linives and pistols; in ghort,

that 1t renders one Southern gentleman folls
equal bo five Northern abolitionists.  With, this
mengure of knowledge, the uninspired author
subsides wpon hinself, and resignedly waits for
a loftier intellect to lifs the laudative chorus fo
an element so neeessury to the existence of man,
yeb so destructive to'women and ehildren, ne-
grocs and Indians.

It may readily be believed that Fredecick ob-

heir srws and their legs on the floor.  On ac-
pant of this ‘mialmp, the cerporal, who, tg tell

served tne movements of his eaptors with live-
Iy intevest. With seeret satisfuction be Lebeld
them, individualiy and eolleetively, apgiroach-

.
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ing a state of inebriation, whiel, in its progres-
8ive elages, was exhilarating, jubilant, vain-

. glorious, boisterous, maudlin, and, finally, inane
and stopid, ’

The corporal, awaking after  three hours’
gleep, made & great bluster among his fellows,
but failed to get them in a suitable sondition to
start for camp ; so that the remsinder of the
day and most of the evening were spent in
abortive endeavors to rally. heee lion-heart-
-ed ereatures had fared so badly in the serviee
_of Jeff Davis, that they were glad of a-little
freedom, and were in no huery to return to their
bondage and corn-bread. Eeing interested in
but one institution in the gountry, and what re-
-lating almost exclusively to the distillery busi-

: ness, they conld not be expected to display so

much alacrity in the cotton war as those who
actually owned thousands of bales of thaf arti-
ale. Whatever feelings .actuated tlhem, they
clearly, decided on improving present opportu-
nity, and se the whieky debaual went on with~
out serious intervuption,

Frederick waa faint and thirsty. One of the
Confederntes, better-natured than his comrades,
held a tin eup fult of the contents of the keg to

-his litps; but his’ kindness eame near being
meore fatal than his eruelty, for it was of & ne-
ture so hot and fiery, that the hero of this atory
Jiked to have died under ik, and barely saved
Rimeelf from strangtl)ﬂation by sspasmodio with-
drawing from the burning chalice. As it was,
ko becane very red in the face, nnd bis throat
smerted so badiy, that, as grfavor, he begged
the good Semaritan to take the cup away, and
give him gunpowder and water, or a mild prep-
aration of nitrie acid: -

Frederick was o gilent yet vigilant observer
of the progress of events. Ho hoped an op-
portiunity of eseape would occur. He made
various attempts to alip the handeuffs from his
wrists, but unauucessfully. He also made repeat-
ed endeavors to free his limbs from the cord
that kept Liim helpless, but with no better en-
¢guragement,

At night, some fuel was brought in-and Kkin-
dled in the wide fire-place. This fire, during the
evening, lighted the room, flashing fitfully on
the uncopth amusewnents of the nolsy revelers,
Having failed, as previously stated, to procure
poulhry, some of the more advegturous of them
went farther, and fared botter; eoming back
with o eorpus of & juvenile ewine, which was
Eut. to roasting as scon as sufficient heat had

een produeed. It wins the superintendence of
the martyrdom of this porker that kept most
of them awake after their first stupor, and the
dead sleep that followed jt. .

Despite the lose of bis dispatehes, and the
fate that menuced him, Prederick finally grew
weary with watehing and fell into o gentle
sleep. Ic knew not how long this lasted, bug
probably it was but a brief respite from fatigue

and anxious foreboding, for the awine w;f‘ts sti|
sweltering at the fire, rud the gleepy oues ea

Assisting- in this protracted eulimary proccs:
Frederick-beheld with surprise one who, ungue
tionably, bad entered during his slumber, amn
that person was Babel. His surprise was in
stant and genuine, The agency of this giganty
black in his eseape from Camp Royal, was sont
thing he could not forget. He owed him §
debt of gratitude. He bad often thought |
him ginee that night when he so unexpected)y
appeared to guide hini through the Confederat
guards to Peter Rust's but. - He recalled tld

sion ; also his inference from the same. Wi
not the coming of this seamed and scarred ng
gro & favorable omen? Ho was inclined to ¢
gard it as such.

He.watched Babel with awakened expects
tions ; he fluetuated between hope and fear ; b
watched his every movement. But Babel ke
at his work ; hefnrned the perspiring carcase
he dipped the reeking: juiceg, from thie vess
into whieh they trickled, and turned them apof
the blistering flesh. The white trash, sencible ¢
his superior gkill, had fallen back, and relio
quished the momentous business cntirely to hi
management, . Frederick tried to meet his-eye
but Babel appeared entirely nuconscious of b
presence. He was somewhat puzzled at this
but did not not lose heart and hope. Thj
peraccuted creature might be wiser and mog
pdiitie than he seemed. !

to believe what is.agreeable to lim ; and
Frederiok solaced him-elf with hope,
The cooking of that Confederate pig was the

over witnessed. He wished a hundred timed
that it would take fire and consume in ité ow
fatness ; bub nothing of the kind happened
The steaming, ronsting, basting, and burning
were secomplished at length, and the savory
objeet of eo much ¢are placed on a table biefor|
those whe had beeu so long expeeting its ad
vent. Babel then drew out of the lieg, into
}mil, what was left of its eintents, and sct it be
ore the happy subjects of the mew and gres
Republie, who attacked it with as much freedon
a8 if they Liid belonged to the emallest prine
polity of the Fejee Islands. It was a welco r}
sight to Frederick, for e was well nware tifl
sleep would follow satiety and excess of drink,
The belligerents had good appetites, and
their feast was provokingly protracted. W
he anticipated eame to pass, with a few exeep
tions. Three or four of them, instead of yield
ing to the stupelying effects of the fiery bever

"age, took on the wild and excited phuse thol

not unfrequently attends the drinking of larg
quantities of alsoholie stimulints, and prove

nodding and starting, impatient st the deial

1act that the man had not apoken on that oees],

. some of his men fall, and Babel standing over

If he had saved hily
onee, had he not the sante incentive to save Lin.
again? There is nothing so easy as for o mag.

most tedious process te Frederick that Lie hal

" deaf .

. the subjeot.
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not only aunoying to their companions, but
dangerous to the prisoner. .

They were at first content with insulting re-
marks’; but this not being satisfactory to ther
chivalry, they began to offer him personal in-
dignities! 'I‘iey amapped_their fingers in his
face, jostled him from side to side, priekefi him
with their bayonets, and were proceeding to
more serious treatment, when Babel, who was
now, apparently, ns drunk as the pest, arose
from the eorner where be had been pitting, to
all appearance asleep, his great head swaying
from side to side, and npproached the scene of
these unmanly Seggressions.’ Hin eyes shot
flashes of light, and his gigantie frame quiver-
ed with excitement. ¥rederiok marked him
slosely as he came. The sears on his face
stood “out more palpably,and he plainly read
read by the bright firelight the word “ BABEL,
charred into the sliriveled flesh of his arm. He
eanght the muskets from their hands and dart-
ed them through the window; then turning
upon-the men themselves, beat them down with
his greal fists. The neise of their fall, and
of the brief struggle that preceded it, awakened
the eorporal from his heavy siumbers. Seeing

them in flaming woath, he staggered to his foet,
and drawing his sword with mueh diffleulty,
shouted to hig fellows to get up and defend
themselves, for the devil or the Federals had
come. . : . )

The blacks quite undismayed, sprang-to the
table, seized the wreek of thé roasted porker by
the hinder legs, and swinging it over his head
to give it momeutnm,.let it Hy at the eorporal
with such foree and precision, that-he was awept
from his feet ns effectunlly as if strieken by o
eaunon-ball, Babel was now master of the
field. He quatehed the corporal's sword from
the floor whiere it had fallen, and set Freder-
iek’s limbs at liberty in & moment ; then, grasp-
ing him firmly by the srm, -hurried, or rather
dragged, him from the house. Some random
and very seattering shots followed them. .

. % Run, Mara’r North !” said Babel.

Frederick heard this with amazement The
dumb giant had spoken! T
could not refrain from exelniming : .

“You speak ! I thought you were dumb and

“ At times,” answered Babel, hoarsely, *1
-pm mute as the skies, nnd deaf as the clods we
walk on. But to-night my senses are unsealed.
I hear and I speak.” .
- Frederick hnstened on'in silent wonder, Im.
pelled by strong curiosity, he soon returned to

“ Do yon, then, control the powers of speech
and hearing?" he asked, considering, with some-
thing of awe, the grim figure at his side.

The younrg -man |
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not ! and lo!t 1 am deaf and dumb. No sound
roches my soul, and ne sound proceeds from
it"‘ < - - .

“ Why is this ?” inquired Frederick, his ou-
riosity still more thoroughly aroused.

% The time may soon come yhen you shail
know. Till then, let me be Babel, the deaf
mute. When my purpose is aceomplished, I
eare not what 1 may be, or whether I ahall have
any being in this dusky form. When wy work
is done, this black and unwieldy frame way per-
ish for aught I care. These corporate mems
bers mey lie down with their. sears, and séama,
and - unhealed wounds, to become food for the
orawling worm and the consuming mould. Te
mother earth resolved~~dust to dust, and ele-
ment to element surrendered:; then will engd the
career of the man-animal, Babel. I thank tha
mysterious powers of Nature that the white and
the black man ave hurrying to' one common
grave.,’ ‘ .

The black spoke with stirring vehemence.
His pent-up passions, like an overpowcting
tide, gushed forth without restraint.

“God is just1' answered Frederiek. -

« 1 know nothing of the Southern God I* ew-
clnimed Babel, fiereely, stopping suddenly, t}nd
turning upon Frederick as if he woull rend him.
%I gare not to know the Deity that would op-
press my race. ‘They are weak fools who ac-
cept the vile religion of their oppressors. It is
enough that they wring gold and pleasure from
our blood and vur tears. Let them not force.

whip, starve, and. break us down to the eondi-
dition of .cattle, whose patient necke bear the
galling yoke."” | . L

He paused; and swept the sky with his long
dark arm and hand. :

* The God I believe in, exisls in yonder star
ry arch ; but whether he dweils in the moon,
or in the sun, or in fields of light far removed
from mortal vision, I know not ; but if such a

one day plead their cause togéther.”

He stopped again, then added : .

“But I have-done. - Speech is n mocker of
human expression. Iehallsoon abjure it, and re-
turn again to be the dumb devil I was. Betray
me nob till the time comes. Telk to me ne
more ot present, for we must hasten and I must
soon leave you, Bg-nnd-;by, I will free you
from those irons, and you will be ab liberty to
resume your journey to Hilton Head." ..

Babel went formard again like a race-horse,
and Frederiok followed him silently. ‘

] do,” replied Babel, solemnly. I say to,
my tengue, Speak ‘nnt! I sny to 1y ears, Hear

« Ask me not,” ‘muttered Babel, sombrely.

upon ug B religion that .teaches them how to.

being lives, the white and the black Saxon will
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: CHAPTER X1.. '
THE REAL BEARER OF THE DISPATCHES FOUKD.,
Babel balted- presently, and with eonsidera-

ble bamuwering aidd ‘pryivg, rélieved Frederick

of the irons onhis, wrists, . . . .

¢ H.you would. go to Hilton Head,” be said,
ointing with big finger, “ your way is_yonder,
he Federal flect is riding in the harbor, and

you may be fortunate enough to pass the rebel
pickets nud reach it in-gafety.” ...

« % But why should. I go#” asked Frederick.
4My dispatehes are gone, and 1 fear my konor
ie Jost with-them,” . @ ‘ B

“{ know nothing of your honor, wheiher lost
or found,” veturned Babel. - % During my life—
my miserable and eppressed life—I have seen
little of the article you eallhonor ! I haveknown

Cruelty and Rage, but nover honov, in the white
men that have claimed to own my fleeli:and my
blood, and to guide my-museles and control my
will. -Cruelty and Rage bave I known, and Re-
venge comes next.” ' o

"The grest, white rinid of :Babel's eyes grew

yellow with wrath.  .IDis broad: chest heaved
and swelled like the waves of the sea, and Fred-
eriel beheld, with something like fear, the tre-

mors of his museular body. .-~ - . .

! “If is the key of my Iife 1" muttered . Babel,
huskily. “Revenge is.the key of my life ; tho
key thai locked up my.soul in silence’; the key
that kept me deal ;- thekey thot shud me in with
my own bui]inﬁ- and buroing passious, to wait,
with" weary and wearing impatience, the ds;
and-the hour, and the moment.of retaliation. 1t
ia near at hahds Not'mch more watehing. and
waiting ; not. mueh more refiling ; not many
mors blows ot many more blood-hounds.. As
soon &s the Northmen hinve taken Beaufort, there
will be such asiglhit aa. North Carolina never wit-
nessed -hefove. "A shout of joy will rise from
the gotton-ficlds and-rice-swamps, that will make
the white madters pale with ferror.”- ‘

I'# And what.do you. ihick of Lowenthal #
Frederick inquired:” ... ) v

it Mention hitn not !” eried: Babel, furiously.
“#peak not hin accursed pamet! Look herew—
gee this1? . . - . 3
. iuBabel lifted wp his:branded arm. The soft

lightrof the stars and the moon lay in white bil-
Yows on the Lirown letters. - « Basst, 3860", stood
out ag if avery charneter clumored for attention.

- %Jt burns at this moment, as if the smoking
irous were 8till eating into the flesh?” added
Babgel. . ¢ Each letter dembnds its separate ven-

eance. 1 .will give hiin pain for pain, blow for

ow, and death for ol 1Y o i
He gnashed hia- teethy, and: hia wrath grew

startling.  lolding hig arm toward heaven, he
exclaimed, with thrilling effect : .

% Let the God of the white man look down
. on this, and witness between the two rnces of
men |” -

North, amazed and awed, recoiled from Ba-

bel and averted hia eyes. Immediately, Babel
turned and strode away. Knowing it would be
-useless, the young man did not attempt to de-

tain him, but eteod thomghtfully whero the -

blagk had left him. . .

Bomething dropping from a tree and falling
begide bim made ﬁim,'umpﬁwith alarm, undep
the impression that a wild animal was about to
attaek him, Huch a. rattling and seattering of
the leaves followed, that Frederick could not in-
stently determine what kind of a creature had
oome ; but, by-and-by, by close examination,
he was able to, separate some black feet from
the revolving' mass; and very soon’ afier, the
crispy head and golemn fase of Swampsey wers
muiely presented to view.  His surprise was
great; for he had given up all hopes of again
seeing the foundling of Alligator Swamp. But
there he.was, lithe avd agile, and good as new,
There was monifestly as muoeh sguirm, and
twist, and leap-frog 4n kim, as ever. He recol-

-} leeted most of fhe unique names that Angeline

had called him, and could not help smiling aa
he eontemplated-the litile fellow.

- Bwampaey’s absence had not been unprodue-
tive of results. He reappeared to his new master
with some notable improvements in his foilet,
He had.discovered, somewhere in his travels, &
pair of homeopathio trowsers, which had.been
fenanted originally bi a very small child, and
into these SBwampeey had crowded his eighteen
inghes of legs, and contrived, by pulling and

"I tugging, to buttpn t_te waistbanis just above the

hips. The.gencral effect of these trowsers was,
to'mnke the foundling’s short pilasters look like
a pair of eandle-molda; and leaving, on ae-
gount of the shortnegs of the garment, a black
selvedge extending from the ankle halfway to
the knee. When Frederiel had time to take in
the full slage-effect of this costumg, he forgot,
in his senae of the ludierous, even t?e loss of his
digpatehes.. The tow-shirt, of which mention
has been made in divers and sundry places,
japanned with dizt snd glazed with faithful serv-
ice, was gracefully fucked undar the trowsers,
and fell in baggy festoons over the waistbands,

“ Where hoave you been, Swampsey ?'” asked
Frederick: X

¢ Been "way, Mars'r Fred,” replied the found-
ling, in a voice as straight on as yeual. ,

This reply was so obviously true, that North
had nothing to say about it.

“But why did you leave me?" continued
Frederiek. 1. ’ - .

“ Cause I went off,” drawled Swampsey.

Thia wes 8o exceedingly. rensonable, that ' J

Frederick had fiot & word to urge against it. .
“ Da _;ou kaow what happened after I went
tyaleep?” queried North. : :
#Tole ye not to go’te sleep, Mara'r Fred.
But you would go to slesp. If you'd kept your
eyes yopen, you wouldu’t gone to sicep. Soger-

nten come and took Mars’r Fred.”

. my duty and the responsibility o
O%.’[iii‘ose! Milrose I o
© “Got 'em. yor,” said Swampsdy, liying his,
hand 11{'1.011 the breast of hig tow-shirt. " Sewed
1 . T4 e
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| Bwampsey tried to insinuate -his hands into

i the pookets of his new trowsers, which were

drawn so tightly around Lis little body, that it
was i possible for him to insert nore tlian one
finger. This, NoWever, gave him ample satisfac-
bifon, 4nd he tlirew a somerset on the strength
of it. R oo
"¢ That was. not all, my sooty gymmnast,™ said
North. © Did you seé Peter Rust sew some pa~
pebs_ibto'the linings of my eodt ¥ - |
* ¢ See-Marg’r Peter put 'em'in,” answered the
foundling, -« Mars'r Peter wanted 'em ear’d eafe
own to them yer Yanks, a8 am- goin’ to ghoot

{ the rotten shot at de big forts.” Know what

Mara'r Poter’ wants, Wwell "aduglh; Don't want
them yor paperslogh” - " -
 “Lost they are, ot all evebts, to my ghame
gnd disgrace be it spoken ! éxclaigned Frode-
riek',xqeapoudingly. - Poor little fragmient of
life!” 'he added, abstractedly., “IHe: eannot
realize  iow much I havé lost in thoae - dis-
vatches, | Possibly I may Have o8 Milrose.
gfhét‘ fnysteriotis money-lendef intimated that
my suecess depended upon the frithfijlnéss with’
witich I diseharged this trust, Well, I have to'
thauk myself for it. I'was st.upitl}y‘fnrgetflﬂ of
my ‘mission.

‘em in like Mars'r Pétor.” *© "7 ,
A-gleam of jndesdribablé’ triumph flickered
ovér the foundling’® fage.  © o
‘Gt the diapatéhes ?” exelalmed Frefleriek,
iPﬁi‘edu!ously. e R

o To ver,” responded Swampsey, pointing ‘o
i PecTs POTEIRE | haps yoitr ‘plan iz the best. . So far, nt least,

i bosom, o PR
SIn there!” repeated Fredetick, g‘blﬁ'iﬂ;
doybt whotlier he undepstood hita, Vo e
“The black dwarf winked qud( b}ihk'ed'q.ﬂi[’mh‘-
ﬁvel}:;}- L
~ % flow did you et them ™ demanded Fred-
¢rick, somewhat sternly. ~ e
# Qut’em out Mare'r Fred’s cont. Mars'r Fred
e “sleep,” Fdplied Swampsey, ‘pgffeptely' seif-

- pusdeséed,

“ ¥ ¥out” eried Frederick; guite eonfounded:
*You cut tiie Jiiings of my cot!’ You take
it the dispatehes and niake off With' them !
" Vs, .hltlni-s‘r Frod,” responded Swatipgey,
atendily, with a benign wag of the headi™ ~ 1
o What for ® intorrogated Frederidk) whose
wotidés had not. abated.” Co o

4Py keep ‘em,” replied Swampsey. [ “Kuew
{'bu'cj'bc ectehed, and Mert's Péter wanid "énd
bolign down yon. Was goin’ down With "am!

Mot Babiel, Babel told mie to wait duk yer. and

I'walted. . 'Ehese bo'the papera.” ~ ¢~
"Swampeey presséd o ‘blagk finger #pon hi‘s

- Bréast again.

@{ive them to e, euld Frederielt, advane-
in’g‘und hoiding oit highand,” -~ °
©Keep 'em for Maig’r Fred,” answered Swamp-

gey, with immovable gravity, * Nobody wong
know whar' to find ‘em.” : e

“ What! you Keep them ?” demanded North,
who was nnprepared for this anneungement,
“ Wiiy” he added, with a smile, “if they are
diseovered concealed in your sliirt, you will be
hanged as a spy.” :
_ % Be hung for Mars't Peter,” said ‘the found-
ling. *“Don't ‘care what Lappens ii-they get

‘| the papers down yon,”

“ You are too small to take charge of them,"
rembustrated Frederiek, who was overjoyed' to
find that the dispatehes were not irvecoverably
lost, - + Besides, you wmay Jose'them in some of -
your ground and lofty tamblings.” -

* Bwampsey shook his head in solemn and ut-
ter eontradistion of this possibility. s

“Qan't 'git out. Fasténed in tight. Sha'n't
go to sleep.” : Co

“The ¢losing argument of Swampsey’s remarka
was one that eame close Liome o the conscience
of the young man,: He really felt: confused be-
fore “this odd little creature. Sleep, indeed!
It was well-thought of. - Tt was aptly spoken by
Stvamipsey. - Frederiek reflested. The lnd had
displnyed temarksble instinets. His myateris
ous foresight had probably saved his diepateh-
es from the rebels; and very probably his own
lif. Why should he not trost him?’ He had
proved ‘the more faithful of the two. There
wer: 0o good reasons why he should not nllow
Hitn to refain the paypers ; and a5 he wng resolv-
ed to de &o, whether e Hssented or dissented,
be made a virtus of neeessity; and made no
furtlier ¢fforts'to get pessession of them. .

Do as-you like,” said Frederick. * Pur-
you huve exerciped the utinost diseretion ; and,
1-truth, you are the hero-of this undertaking,
Now, Swampédey, as T appear to be thrown upen
¥bur guidance, tell me which way wo ghall go ?

f yots know of any place where we eaun procure
something ‘to ent,” without being too closely

-questioned, go thiere as fast a9 you ean.”” >

Swampsey wivked & few geconds, turned slows
1¢ about, snd started off with mote than ustial
modération.’ Frederick followed him with great~
er faith than on the previous night'; and justas
the “morning rays were gildingy the tree-tops,
osme in sight-of a house, toward which the
foundling divected bis steps.

-+ CHAPTER XLI'

~ ¢ WITH MARTIN BROADBENT. .

-Frederi¢l and :his guide moon renched the
house, when the latter signified that the former -
glivild kniiek, 'whidh 'he gid, although not with-
out misgivings. He heard heavy steps, and the
door being opened, he was surprised to see the
grave fice of Lowenthal’s overseer—a person
with whom he had had some acqaaintasce. 'The
surprise was mutual. Frederick knew not how
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to mest this man. He stood silent and uncer-
tain before Martin Broadbent, .

@ Epter,. young wan,” eaid Martin, * nad
make known thy business.” .

«My business is simple indeed —food aund
reat,” replied Frederick. .

‘The master of the house will deubtlessly
grant thy request,” enid Martin. Lo

Fredetick went in, and Martin, closing the
door, fastened it. Swampsey was the first to
enter, and appeared very much af home; as he
seemed to be in all places. Martin condueted
Frederick to a small room on the first floor,
‘the only occupant of whieh was a young wom-
an, who arose ot his enfrance. .

#1t is a friend, Ela,” said Martin. ¢ Thou
needst not be afraid: It is the young wman,
Frederick North, of whom I spoke to thee on
the way.' :

Frederick bowed.
murely into the room. . :

“‘P'liis is that strange little being,” added.
Broadbent, * of whom I also mrde, mention ag,
hiaving been found in the swamp by one Peter
Rust, to whom. he is mow greatly attashed.
Truly, he is very unique, gquaint, and wonder.
fully agile;. full of quirks, and eapers, sod aum:
berless eccentricitics. 1 would commend him,
to thy cars and kindness, beqause, of o truth,
ha loveth his master, and followeth him like
faithful dog.” . L

Ela made s gracefal acknowledgement . to
Frederiek, and greete® the foundling of Alliga-
tor Swamp with a pleasant smile. 1} )

7T goifess,” said Frederiek, recovering from,
hip temporary ambarrassment, * that 1 am sur-
prised to meet you so for from your planta-
tion."”’ Lo . :
{ @It ig the day of surprises,” returned Mar-
tig. “IfT can read‘the signs of the times, sur-
rises will follow surprises in quick sucosssion..

E have left my blagl: SBaxons to take eare ot

- themselves for a senson. But not for long; Tl
warraut, thee, Frederick, that I shall sce them
sgon.”
. % Sooner than
if the acoounts I have heard of you
anawered Froderick, with a smile, )
% Verily, I have had the name of eruelty,”
rasponded Broadbent, with n glancs at Ela,
whose cheeks flushed,  * Bub the time will come
when ail who know me may judge of my con-
duet,”

# T ennnot diseuss that point with you,” said
Frederick. *I take it for granted that every
man’a eonsgience accnged or aequite him. of in-
justice.” ) . Lo

“Thou art trueto theold fag, I believe ?” ob-
served Martin, thoughtfully. |

« Would yon have me traeor
manded Frederiok, warily.

Swampsey, marched. de:

‘they may desire to meet you,
T ¢ hos be true,’,’

false to 168" de-

-.and to deliver. .While here,
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«The Union forever!” interposed Ela, with
warmth, . , .
] ye-eoho the sentiment,” said North, ime
pressively. * Why should I disguise o feeling
that is honorable alike to the heart and the va-
derstanding ?  Whatever your views are, M.
Overseer, mine are in barmony with the Wash-
ington Government. If you live in sccordance
with the peace-loving religion which i;)(ou pro-
fess, you will not betray me to the Te cls. * To
be feank, I am beset by traitors, and my life is
D business is nok to betray, but to. sava
" iness is not to betray, )
Y 1 t!;'ust thou wilk
be safe.  But one cannot fell what a day may
bring forth, Thou tanst see from thia housa
ortions of the Yaukee fleet Jying off Hilton
‘Head. To-morrow, if I am xightly informed,
there will be an attack upon the rebel forts,and’
goldiers and aitizens will be marching and hue-
rying‘ to and fro, If the Confederates nre_de—
foated—whioh there is -good reason to believe’
they will be—by naseending yonder hili, thou
mayst be able to see them i’H; or witness their
eaptare by the Federals. ougli our troops
prove victorions, there will atill be danger to,
Joyal people. I,would. advise thee, friend, to
koop eloss within these walls until the battle
‘has been fought” - - . o
The Quaker looked earnestly at Frederiek, .
4T would that you would Bpeak out’ plainly,’
that T may koow you,” said North, hesitatingly.
“That may not be, friend, for I know not my-
.self, This young lady,” he pointed to Ella,” i
one who hath cxperienced the reverses.of life..
On her way, to the North, she fell into the hands
of Roscoa Lowenthal, from whom' she suffered -
insult and indignity. [t was my happy fortune
to rescte her from his power. Sha s ona-of
good fapily, but un{]ust;ly robbed of fortane by’
the wickedness of this rebeliion. I greatly es~
teem this 'maiden, and am willing to endury
much for her sake, 1 go'znob back to my black
jambs!? . , -
A good-patured twinkle appeared in Martin'a
eves, and he lifted his broad showlders siguifi-
eantly. “If I mistake not, friend Frederick,
the black lamba will soon come to me. You
will soon see stch a stampede amopg the slaves
aa wns naver dreamed- of in all eottondom,
Whei the thunderous guns of the Wabash give
the signal of general assaylt, 2 thousond fettera
‘will fall from s thousand limbs. A thousand, .
did Teay? Ay, ten thoneand! Thou wilt die
pover whether wen love alaver

best,, If. the justitution be mild and benevo.

'| lent, master and man, white Saxon and blsck,

will fly together, and together seek commpn
enfety and common good. This will be the test ¢
of the modern bondage. If it be good, the dos
cile negro will to it adhere, with all the tenselt

“ I would have thee do nccording to thy econ-
soignoe,” answered Murtin, .

of his gimple nature.  If it be malign and ergel,
from it he will kurry with joyful ateps. Let the

or freedom -
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Iz;liagk;t,hr‘:u_udombe weighed ina just balance, T

as| _Itl.o_mo:'e; whatever, happéns, it will be the

decision of Ged; for it is according to the Di-

Iv‘s_ntq”;-_ulmg. that evil should have its reward at

1 1:1 %

" Frederiek, during his brief aoquaiptance with
B@;otjdhent, had nobg seen hia. cm?ntex‘]}auee s,: in-
spired a3 now. )

“The experignee of this young girl,” hé ad-
ded, turning to Ela, “ adds ‘another condemna-
tion to the systemn of pegro elavery. I will not

- tate the ecireumstances. It were not seemly, or
t af fonst not delicate, to relate lier short history.”

. He approached her and respectfully took fier
hand, Ela arose. Her face glowed with grate-
ful emotion. “This yeung girl,” Marfin went
on, “hath been s pleastre to my mind and a
d({]!ght; to my eyes. Ihave been exceedingly
bold, friend Frederick. I liave thought it no’
hanq to tell her that she had east a charm upon
wy life. T have said to her, * I love thee, Elg
And why should I not say this much? If she
loves_me not, she can say : *1 thank thee, friend
Martin, for thy love, bui I eannet repay thee in
kind.’ 1If, on the eontrary, her soul responds
-t0 a declaratiop which thrills the heart of ‘every
woman, she might, perchance, reply: * Your
goodnees is greater’ than my merit: I'am pleas-
ed, but perpluxed by your preferenee.  Wait
,hljryon kuow me better.” " . ’
- ‘The voice of Martin Broadbent was tender
-and solemn.  Frederick thought he spoke as be-
eume & man ; and notwithstanding the pltc'sen’ce‘
of a third: person, his words were marvelously
apt and proper. .

" “Mr, North,” said Ela, raising her .. hurried
eyes to hig, *‘this man is of foo nobie m pature
te be trifled with and deceived. Aid me. to re-
gist him. I fear I shall be too essily won, I
am gregtly tempted to repent the answer he
haas so Kindly framed for fne. But I must not—

- I do not—had yet I do.”
Ela averted her eyes ; she gmiled, she trem-

bled, she blushed. .
-+ owe this man a greap debt,” she added,
resently, “and you.must pardon me, Mr
orth, if T treat him gs his generous and out-
spoken eharacter demands.”
I see no need of concenlment ; - we are rather -
Pleased with ench other,”. she went. on, with
raceful timidity. “Bubt we shall he very ra-
tional and practical; I am sure. He'll gét no
encouragement, from me, Mr. North, nlthough |
we have beed placed in mogt strange and thrill-
mg. relations.”
. Frederick wallied to.a window and looked out.
Something passed between them behind hia
back, he could not tell  what; but Martin
Broadbent looked gnite eontent and limppv.
when, by-and-by, he turned bis inguiting eyes

—t
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CHAPTER XLIIL

- TO PORT ROYAL,

Having breakfasted, Frederick North inform.
ed Martin Broadbent that it was impcratively -
neeessary that _;w sl'mugii resume his way, and
commuujeate, if possible, with the i i
Wabash. § he fisgship,

* I'will not detain thee, friend Frederick,” the
Quaker replied. * On the contrary, T will bear
thee company ; for I know of a'place close down
to the margin of the sea where we may, without
vigl, witnesa the grand scene that is” about to
open in the harbor.” .

* But the young lady you call Ela 2"
Frederick. ,

. “The young lady I call Eia,” answered Mar-~ ~
tin, w’x,th, a smile, * will give us lier good com-.
pany. '

1 1 draw mnot false conclusions,” added

Erederick, “ the young lady ealled Elu will find

Jou her good company for’a very long time,”

‘ As Heaven may ordain,” said Martin, softly.
. ‘1‘{ And ns you mutually agree,” eaid Frede-
rick, -

4 Verg']y,“ guoth Martin, “I should ask thee
;:g::gl,rmng one they eall Milrose-—the girl Miis

A beaming emile flitted Tike a glenm of sun-
shine over the sun-browned visaged of Breaa.
bent. The cheeks of North were suffused. He
eonld not honr the nume Milrose pronounoed
withont emotion; it eent 8ll {he Llood in hie
s}'stem_ de]icioualy thrilling through Lis veina,
There is such nagic in & beloved nime. There
issugh music in the sound that represents the
embodied imoge of affection! There is such &
tiwult of hope and expectation in a few cons
Joiued letters of the alphabet! : -
“Ask what.you will,” answered Frederick,
gravely.  “1 bave seen enongh of you to know
you, and to trust .yew. ' You have epoken

queried .

~Innme ibat I ean never hear with indifference.

It iz a vame that I hn\'e‘hoped to speak often,
and to bave slways near e, But faie takes
pleasure in beffing my expectations, and sure
rounding me, deily, with fresh diffieultics. - Mys.
tery attende me atevery step. I am like a fooks
ball continually buffeted about, now fiying in the
air, pow rollivg in the dust.” -

' Frederick looked so serious, that Martin tap-
ped hirn on the shoulder, and ssjd ;.

_“Be of good cheer, friend Fredevick, Tf the
girl loves ;thee, that is more lhan half,  If there
were no love, Iad, it would be n diffevent thing.
It is the mutnal love “that lends a charm te
these matters, and forms aliké the joy and the
terror of life,” ’

“Can you give me any definite information,"
Trederich asked, “ of & certain usurer, wheea
name is Markthalep 7 -

“I know there is such -a one,” réplied the .

| upon him.

P

Quaker, slowly, “and that Roscoe ILowenthnl
has often applied to him for money. More
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than this; I do not feel that'l chn tell thee. But
bere come the horses prepared for our use.
‘Wa will lose no time, but set ont at onge.”

Three negroes agpeured, leading as many
horses, saddled and bridled. One of them wus
provided with a side-saddle, for Ela, who was
presently assisted to it by Mortin; when, Fred-
eriek and the Iatter mounting, the party moved
«ff at o brisk pace, followed by Swampsey, who
stoutly refused to take a eeat behind his new
master, infinitely preferring Leels to horse.

Martin etudiously svoided thorsughfares,
choosing by-pathe and voads little traveled.
The reasons for this were obvious; for that
part of the eountry was now astir with excite-
ment. Blacks aind whites could be seen from
every hill-top, hurrying to and fro in confusion,
a3 if in expeetation of {mpending events. In
the distance, the beating of drums, the shrick-
ing of fifes, the occasional blast of & bugle, and,
now and then, the solitary report of a musket
or field-picee could be heard. The signs and
portents of war, the evidences of revelution,
‘were visible from every eminence and nt every
torn of their secluded way.

Frederick was much deceived in regard to the
distance to Hilton Head, having supposed that
two hours' ride would take them to the pen.
But the windings and doviations of their course
were such that their progress in a direct line
was slow ; so that it was gquite dark when they
reached Bluffton. It was, on the whole, a day
of adveuture. They were often stopped and
questioned, bub gave such plausible answers
that they wers suffered to proceed.. On one oc-
casion, a squad of raw Confederate reoruits, in
charge ‘of n sergeant, surrounded Swampse
with the intention of deeking him in & muddy

ool of water ; but a foundling has to be caught

fore he ean be ducked, and the only difficul-
ty they encountered in this Japdsble under-
taking was, that of catching him; for they
oould no more lay hands on Swampsey than
they could chase down a weasel; so the dis-
patches, which Frederick feared, at one time,
were in danger, eame off safely, and with many

- potetions and somersets that they never would
have had, had they remained on the more quiet
erson of our hero. L -

At Blaffton, they experienced fresh diffienl-
kies ; but Martin Lroadbent, by some mysteri-
ous shibboleth, amoothed the way, and finally
teached the house of a trusty persen, with
#hom, it appeared, he had had previcus eom-
munieation, Here they were generously pro-
¥ided with refreshment, of which they were in
great need. The night set in quite dark,  After
msting an hour, they again set forward, but in
}‘\ different maunner. Silently they embarked in
s boat, attended by the man who liad enter-
< iained them. Esch was enjoined not. to speal,
They left the shore, and the myffled onrs fail
lightly in the water. Swampsey lay enried up

in the bottom of the boat, like a liftle: blaek
terrier, as solemn as ever, his white eyes roil-
ing in every direciion. Nothing esczped his
vigilance that could possibly be
foundling's eyesight. If a eamp-fire blazed on
the adjacent island ; if a roeket wentup, break-
ing into a. thoussnd red-and-blue streamers
among the clouds ; if a signal-lantern gleamed
from ship or fort, Swampsey. saw it.

Frederick knew not, definitely, where they
were going ; he only knew that the little vesgel

was gliding moiselessly slong, Frequeaily they '

heard the chalienges of sentinéls, but passed on
unnoticed. The young man wondered that Mar-
tin would expose Ela to the imminent danger ox
being fired on from the shore, He observed
that he sat on that.gide of the boat most ex-
posed, to guard her with his person from rebel
bullets. With Lie massive form bheside -her, 1
deadly missile could not well reach her, saw
through the breast of the faithful Martin.
_ They floated for some time over the calm wa-
ter, At length, shooting around thé headland,
the whole Iederal fleet, or ns much of it as
could be seen by the moving lights aboard and
the faint light of the rising moon, lay dimly -
before them. It was a goodly sight. “The Btars
and Stripes, floating from the “ Wabash ’, made
Frederiak's heart thnill with pride. The great
hulk nodding gentiy to the slight swell, hep tall
spars thrown darkly agaiust the sky, were, to
him, a propheey of what she would do on the
morrow. It was with a strong effort that he
repressed the spontaneoud impuise to cheer the
glorious old flag. Higher and higher arose the
uoon. There were clonds lying along the hori-
zon, but the silver light struggled through
them, and revealed yet more plainly the Feder
ol fleet, -
‘Fhe features of Broadbent worked with emotion
Ela shed tears, The oarsman kept his oars lifted
a moment above the water to gaze at the forest of
smoke-pipes and masts, leaving the boat Lo glide
forward by the impetus it had received. Soon
after, one oar dipped, then both, and the light
vessel shot into a small ereck.
on the sand ; the boatman junped into the wa-
ter and drew it up, so that Ela stepped from the
bow to the shore. Frederick perceived thak
they were on an island very near Hilton Head.

CHAPTER XLIII

THE FOUNDLING OF ALLIGATOR EWAMP GOEN T0O

THE FLAG-SHIP, :

A short distance from the wnter was a growth -
of palmettoes, to which the persen who had
governed the movements of the boat nnd neted
as their guide conducted them. Sheltered and
hidden from view by the trees, they found a
dwelling of eonsiderable size, into which the
boatman entered with Els and Martin, Ireder--

jalc waited outside until the two men rejoined *
Lim. Ae for Swampsey, he had walled along

I

seen by & '

The keel grated -

MILROSE; OR, THE COTTON-PLANTER'S DAUGHTER: Com

7oty eoberly, and kept very near his new friegd.

The eountenanct of Frederick he now wate
very closely—seeming, like the faithful dog, to
Eﬁat the meaning of his master from his silent
e o L
Having left Elz at the house, the parties re-
turned to the shoge at & point where the land
ran:farthest to the sea, in the direetion of Hil-
ton Hepd. The' deferdive works of the rebels

ench of the guns, was the fing-ship with whieh
Frederick was so anxious to eommunicate.

were plainly distinguishable. ' Lying off, out of
3‘

" T Frederielt looked at it with wishful and restless

éyed. ' Bwampdey, the important bearer 'of the
diapatolies, ‘saunt;éred about with his hands be-
hind bim, apparently {he most unconcerned of
the party. He kept remarkably to the ground,
not onc¢e revolving likce & wheel, standing on his
liead, spinning round like a top, nor throwing a
'single gomerset, till their 'guide'draggt:ad & very
"small bost from dmong the shrubbery, and
Iadrfched it-upon the water ; then he cxecuted
one of the most wonderful aerial éaltations ever
recorded in history.. Having ‘ventilatéd his
feelings in this manner, he waited with lively
interest the development of events. . The boat-
man appeared it no hurry. His miotions were
notably elow and hesitating. e looked often
toward the Confederate batteries. -

F We are a little Wip," ho said, apologetioal-
Iy, “The moon jg gyirifle too high.”

"« Thé ‘danger ‘mus be encountired, at nll
€vents,” replied Frederiek, with deeision.

q,m‘-'r,his little euekle-shell ‘of & boat will be

éwn out of the water,” returned the boatman,
shaking his head dubiously. ¢ There aré plenty’
of glasses ‘sweeping yonder shect of woter to-,
night.' A'bunidred eyes will see you before you
bave passed half the distance, and a d?zen' ri-
fled-cannon will send their compliments.””

i Neither eyes, nor glasses, nof yifle-shot shall
deter me from diseharging my duty. ‘I ask no
oneto attend me, I know edough 'of boat-crafs
to row myself to'yonder ship.” ~

Bwampsey lost’ not 8 word of this discourss
and evidently comprehending the exact gtate of
affairs, threw himself ifito the boat with incon-
cefvable ‘quicknesss; 'and' seizing one of the
oars, ghich were very' light, pushed from ‘the
shore before any one could interfere to prevent
him. . Wher out of reach, he east overboard
bisth ears, ang taking up, a paddie that happen-
ed to be in the boat, began to dse it with skill and
rajidity. It was in vain'that the beatman shouted
after hime. 1t was in vain that Frederick called
“to'Him fp come back, The foundling of, Alli-
gator Swamp ndnifestly ad a will of his’ own,
aiid gave'no more héed to the frantic comimands,
aid gestures of Fredeviek than to the tumbling -
of the spriy, dpon thé headland, Away he
wént, 'dispatehes and all., Despite his chagrin,
the young man ¢ould not forbear smiling at the
absurdity of the situation.

]

-1 worke.

“You'll never gee that contraband again,”
gnid the boatman, shrugging his shoulders.
“ Yowll see & flash over yonder presently.”

Heé levéled Lis finger fpoward she Confederate
Meantime, Swampsey, perched upon
one side of the beat, plied the paddle briskly,
and the frail’ vessel glided éover.the long and

‘regular swells with much more veloeity thanr -

eculd have been expected, | .

The moon was high above the clouds; its
long white beams trembled like shafte of silver
along the heaving water, and bathed with mel+
low light Yoth fleet and battery, The same
great fountain shed equal blessings on friend
and foe, It was o spectiole that one might sce
But onee in a lifstinte — the sight of a century
—ship and transport, tug and steamer, compris~
ing the great naval expedition, riding ealmly at
their moorings in that magnificent harbor, al-
taosk within rasige of the Confederate batteries.

Between the rebel works and the Federal -

fleet, tossing on the waves liké an egg-shell, was
the little boat containing SBwampsey and the dis-
patehes, and which, though now but a mere
speck, sooit became an object of attention to
gliip and shore. 'There was a bright- flagh from
one of the island-batteries, and then s booming
sound rolled-out to sea; while, simultaneously,
& lazge shot went skipping from billew to billow,
finslly disappearing fix beyond Swampsey. But

the foundling heeded not this salutation, but’

continued to propel his bork with a steady pur-
pose. Shot after ghot followed this serious ad-
monition, Rebel balls fell like hail around the
impassive little blralk. Frederick beeame pain-
fully interested. With a glnss, which their
guide had brought, he kept an anxicus wateh of
the boat and its oceupant.

“ His hend js gone ¥ he exclaimed, as % thie-

ty-two-pound rifle-shot went ahrieking in fearful

nearness to the undaunted voysger, and Le sud-

denly disappéared. :

“ Nay, he j# u

a3 saved his head by dropping into the bottom
the beat.” . ’ )

* He"stands on the gunnel, dipping his paddle

a8 briskly as ever,” exelaimed Frederick, €x-

citedly. "+ The foundling of Alligator Swamp
bears.s eharmed life,  Really, T aml very dnxious
for'the saféty of this little fellow. "The Confed-
erates are firing for practice, and some of them
are very good range-shots. It in unmanly to
keep up such a thunder of artillery on so small
an ohject,’”” o = .
"The glass passed from hand to hand, and ench
expressed, Uy ‘turns; his- interest in Swampsey.

By-and-by, shells began to drop about him, -

most of them, foitunately for him; exploding too
soon of too late, A few, however, burst near

enough to throw great jets of watér -over him, -

and envelop Lim in smoke. Bui throngh-thia
furnace-blagt of shot and shefl glided the boat
in safety, and by-and-by, like a fly on the ocean,

again,” said Martin, “ e

3
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he disappeared under the dark bows of the ** Wa-

, bash”.” But a ahort timd elapsed before Freder-
iak saw something, which he supposed to be his
pigmy body, drawn up over the side, and de-
posited on the deek.

“His mission ia'ueubmg)lishgd " exclaimed
the young man, relieved of n unpleasent load
of suapense and responsibility. L

¢ And'all for Mara'r Peter,” observed Martin,
*Had Peter of the Pines wished those papérs
osonveyed to Foft Walker, they would have béen
earried there with équal fideliby.” ’ :

“He 'will ‘not come back, certainly,” said
North, somewhat uneasily. - o

“Verily, he will return, friend Frederick,”
answered Martin. © Nothing ¢an keep him a.
moment lenger $han needfal from his” beloved
Peter. Look ! he goesover the side of the ahip,
and —and now he is in his egg-shell agnin. He'll
ﬁome back, though a thonsand Uatteties roar at

im."” D T ‘

Broadbent wad right. Baek paddled Swamp-

-Bey, through bursting shell ®nd bowling ‘shot.
The iron hail and the salphurous flash wers the

same to6 him. Columbiad and mortar, vifled

* Armsirong .and Whitworth, carronads and swiv-

el, ten-pounder or hindred-pounder, were 'of
like significance to this unigie béaresr of dis-

patehes; and hé eared not thie snapping of a
thuml and finger for the whole of them,
Perched on the gunnel, his dwarfed proportions |
were the foens of hundreds of curious and inger-

eated eyes, Both enilors and soldiers watclied

his passage {0 and from the flag-ship, moment~

arily expecting to see boy and bodt a.wept from

the water liké a speck of sea-foam. o

——

 CHAPTER XLIV.
TIPINGE OF MILRORE. .
-~ “Althongh Frederiok had wished to be the spe-

cial beater of the dispatchéa tdlthe‘ﬂggfahi , he
was not disposed to murmur st what had oo
curred, or 'to envy the laurels Swnrhpsey.
The latter colébrated Mis suacess by four grand,
eonseentive double-somersets, the ﬁrsﬁ‘v .jthe‘
séries being thrown with unusual sprightlitess
from the bow ‘of the Bort. * He infused into this
performancé “at ‘least one-foundling power—

speaking after ‘the manner of horse-pawér and |-

dog-power, with bark-grinding and culinary re-
miniseendes in yley. T o P T

Ou being questioned, Swampeey was as clear
and lumiinéud in 'his anewerd ag hie 'had been at
any time since Frederick had, been blest with
thie inestimable treasute of his society.

“ Why did you play mé éveli a trick ¥ agked
Frederick, intending to be'guite stérn,

“ Went off in the boat,” answered the hero of
Alligntor Bwamp, his eyes Working at the rate
of o handred winks s minute. " Lef* Mars'r
Fred ahind.? oo )
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lips. “1It is & very sorry caper. Y was ve
a&iom to go to th'ey ﬂ‘sug—?;]ip \lr)nj'self," l?

“Mars'r Fred didw't go,” quoth Swampsey,
with the sane truthful felieity. . '

“ I certainly did not,” said North, who found
it diffieult to feign snger which he did not feel:
“ Did you deliver the papera®” . '

. % No, didx}'t &liver ’em, Mai%'r Fred,” drawl-
ed 'the’ foundling, his éyes revolving rapidly,
and instrong contradietion of the idea, as he un-

derstiood ' it, ednlained in the lnst._quer[:/.' o

"% What did you'do with them, then®" de-'
manded Frederick, considerably startled. '
| “ Giv’ ’em ‘to the mon with the gold things
on his shoulders. Tole him you brung ’em
from Mars’r Peter,” said little Dismal, with sol-
emn honesty of ook, ’ )
, “Thou epeakest beyond his comprehension,
friend’ Fréderick,” obseyved Martin. *Thon
shouldst uge simple langugge when thou eonfer-
‘est with such.” e e
. “What did the-ian with the things cfh his
shohiders say #” continued Frederick.

- *4Took “em down oellar,” spid Swampsey, ime
perturbably serious. = T .

. “He went down cellar ! laughed the young
man,  “Whet did Le do after lie went down
cellar®? :
Soop's I mee he could rx%ﬁ ‘tem, knowd, *twas
the man Mere'r Peter 's mted to have .'erh,
) sooked at the blaek

Somie more ilien gome & | )
matlkis, and I gomed *way." 'Wanted me to g
Tole 'em I didn’t ¢as” for blowin’; must go. to
Marg’r Peter. . Man' with - the .things on his
shioulder locked ‘at me sirange. Bailor-men wag
goin’ to Hold me, but .4 lipped down -the side
the ship afore they gould cokoh ma,  T'hen they
all hollered tp 'mie *to stay, dnd I wonldw’t be
burt, and be took -ca* on. Thein men with
kredt ewordd comeup out o the- cellar-place
and wisde motions, to mw, and I said, ¢ Mare'e
Poler, Mara'r Peter’, and went 'way.” _ = .
“Did the commiodere aay, that the papers

ereNv‘aluth;]?]" e d o S
" No ¢ aaid he liked "em,” replied Swam 5EY,
end the

repeilin%‘ t‘l)ny 4 solemn shake of the b
15

idea thal were valunble, o
~¢ Mars't Peter wouldn't have‘noﬂin’%o‘.da
'with papeis that wasn't goed.” —
* Tust then, a shell ‘from the, island struck the
‘water and exploded within fifty yi#R(E of them,
ca‘stin‘% Jots jof apray high into “the air. Fore’
[ tunately, seithor of the parties Wero injured.
“ With the gompliments of the
marked Frederidk, with a smiles # .
“Verily, our rebél neighbors yonder have
disgoveged us,” said Martin. “ We might as
well move away out.of range ; for shells, friend
Fréderiek, are not missiles to be ‘trifled with;
and go fot out of their eourse for any man,”

1 kuow you did,” said Frederick, biting his

They now returned to the spot-where they

« 3pread *em on & table. dnd looked at A ‘

. L4y
Said\l'd‘getwb]o 'd omt thé water goin’ bacﬁ b

Jgurec. 4
Befgon,” re- |

‘gotnes aftorward,” vegponded Peter.
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first landed. Frederiek moticed that another
boat bind been drawn up, fecentiy, on the sand
néar the one in which they had performed their
eilent voyagd. Incidents that aflerwnrd hap-
pened made him recall this cirgumatance, and
gave it signifieance, ,Tbéy walkéd,tnl‘t}le,hugse‘
among the
reached it, when Swampsey ran forwarfd with
the joyful ery of ¥ Mars'c Poter! Mara'r Peter I”

.. His Tévolving eyes had discovered; at a consid-

erable distanee, the tali figrre of Peter of the’
Pines. This erratie character would hive evad-
ed attention, had it been i)fmtiné‘b}e; but seeing
thit his presence was_detected, lie slowly ap-
proached Frederick, whose surprise was greaf.
. *“Beeing Is believing,” hé exclalmed. % But
£his is' o totally unexpected visit. I do nobask’
you whenee you eoine, but why'»” '
%I come because I watited to come; besause’
I wag tived of the pines ; beeduse [ had business
here; because the Federal fleet lays in the har-
bor, and the North and tiie South are about to
try each other’s conrage and metal; in short—
in’ ghort, for othep reasons as I do not hame;
all of which,” added Peter, iaesitqtinsly, and
n

. Dot guite ingennously, “ you understan

"“When an honest man departs from frank-
ness,” replied Frederick, laughing, and eordial-
lj shaking hands with Pefer, s what a mixg,d
mess he mukes of it! No matter what you
come for, T am glad to sea ¥ou."” '

North took the still-hunter by both hands,

and gave the eallonsed ‘palnis a hearty presiure.

< We ghall have stirring times in n day or
two. How did you leave—" Frederick stop-
ped as suddenly as if a téu-inch sholl had burst
at his feet. ) L S

“ Which? ssked Peter, demurely, enjoying
the young man’s embarrazssment. '

“Which did you ebserve?” Peter winked
and blinked & /e Swampsey a4 Joug as his good-
nature would allow him, ﬂ{éri added :

“When an lioneé® man departs from frank-
ness, how modest he becomes.”

The still-buater laughed quietly. o

“ Milrose was well when | see her last. Sle
looked well, she talked well, she acted well, and
that, I suees, is well enough.”” .

“I left somewhat dbruptly,” said Frederick,
“perhaps foolighly., I eonfess’ that I was
strangely influenced” by ‘that unaccountable
man who seems to be go much invoived in the
affairs of Lowenthal ‘and Miltosg. I doubt
whether I should have partted from her under

.the circumstances. I have thought, golnefimes,

that it was a trap to beguile me. I may be
wrong ; but'it now nppears to me that my place
was near her, ‘'Who 1ns a better right than I
te gnide and guard her "

*Like ;many wise men, your fol‘ethoulght
* Bat
don’t give yon'self no eneasiness, whatsomever.’

The ervokedest thing 'Ll got straight, arter a

almettos. ” " They | had gearcely |

.4
1t

,n:bﬂe,'._an'a thé blindést man'll see when s
Slg i
“man, and everything that is fo happen will bap- -

1t is restored, Keep a brave heart, youuy

pen.” Doi’t make a noige, Jad. Still-hunt your
fortin’, and slow-track it, and don’t, by no means
Wwhatsomever, foller it with dogs.”.

This was o figure, of speech borrowed from
Peter’s’ own manner of lite, and Frederiel un-
dérstood it as thoroughly as if the iden had
béen evuched in the plainest of dpecch.

‘“If gliz is safe,” pursued North, following his
fhouglits ; #if you pledge me your word that-
she has béen duly.cared for, I will endeavor to
be conteént.” - . .

“ Look at little Dismal,” answered Peter;
‘““gée him pitch-pele about ; see him ent eapers
alow and alolt. "Be ne' happy as be, Frederick
Noith. T tell ye, kind and true, thut there isn't
nitch frouble sfore ye. As I said nfore, if T was
young ; if I was good-lookin’; if I had 1'arnin’,
and eould talk like a printed book, and write
like a settled minister; if the world wae all
shead of me, with its sunshine, and its woods
and birds, and fields and wiid game, and I was
laved by Milrose, I should be the happiest hein’
in existeniee. It would bea goad world, and she
would be the light on't.” .

. The still-hunter sighed peusivély, and raiged

his ¢ap 2 little from his tanned forehead to let
the eool sen-breeze lift the matted locks of Lis -
brown lair. It breathed ecolly on his honest
head, and he steod quietly then, rapt in

 thought. Milvose, donbtlese; appeared to him

again in white, as on that eventful night ag
Lowenthal's, and wos the lost angel of his life.

CHAPTER XLV.

) STRANGE MEETINGS. .
‘Frederick wns conduaebed into the house, an
after some’ conversation with the Loeabtman,
shown to a:comfortable chamber; but he was
not in o staté of mind to sicep. Sitting down
&t & window, he looked out dreamily upon the
shadowy palmettos. ; The soft moonlight rests
ed on leaf and i ough. The varvied inecidents of
the day; the remarkable delivery of the dise
putelies ; the meeting with Peter Rusl; Peter’s
words cencerning Milruse ; the impression pro-
dueed by the Federal fleat ; the grand ind terris
ble events about to happen, conspired, with
maiy other things, to put him in a serivus and
meditative mood. ~Memories thronged him.
Many emotions were awakened, amouvg which
were hope, fear, and deubt, Milrese continually
glided jn and out among his fancies. She
came and went with light and with darkness,

with joy and with radness.

" A strain of voeal musie reached his ears. It
Wwas & woman's vuiee, bnt from what direetion if
flowed, Frederick wis at a loss to decile. He
threw up the window; the melody eame in
more audibly, but the words were not Jdistio-
guishable.” He listened with breathless” nlicn-
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tion.

The voice had an undefinable dream for

ture, the graceful tracery. of the spars againet

him. At one moment he was ready to believe | the sky. “He wondered, that he could have
it was not wnfamiliar to him, and at the next |thought of sleéping on such a night, with so

ho was left in ¢omplete uncertainty,  The sing-

mich to see and to think of, and with events

ing appeared to come fom the palmettos. Un- l'impending that were to beeome history forever.

able to bear the suspense longer, Frederiek

softly left the house. The notes that had be-

gui_led him forth, esssed for a tims, and he
waited for their recurrence apxiously. By-and-
by it wis resumed, but at a greater distance,

Frederick walked amang the trees ; he followed

thevoice which receded as he advanced. He

hurried forward, but the unseen singer becom-
ing E:l]ellt again, he was entirely at fault, though
not inclined to abandon the pursait. He wan-
dered abont u long time, more and more interest-
ed in this necturtinl myatery. Disappointed and

doubting, he was returning to the house, when a

sudden turn in the path brought him face to
* face with two ladies. The younger and slighter

formed of the two was uhicK]y vailed, and Fred-
erick could not sce her features ; but he mental-

Ly said : * It is Milrese I” Hé believed that le

could not be deceived in the graceful figure and

deportuent. Her companion was s weman of
riper yeats, taller in person, and netably digni-
fied in mien and bearing.

Both the Iadies and Frederiok stopped. It
was an unexpeoted moeting, and the parties
wore embartnssed. The ene that the youn
nan tool to be Milrose, was agitated, and clung
closely to her companion. He knew not what
to say. Ie bowed, and rather awkwardly
maintnined his position, losking frem ene to
the other. The fentures of the taller of the two
were peculiar and quite bewildering in their ef-
feet.upon the young man. He wes cenfident
he had seen that face, or one stran like if.
She met his confused looks with firmness, and
after regarding him attentively & moment, said,
quietly : !

“ Will you allew ua to pass, sir?”

. Reddening te the top of his furehead, Freder-
ick stnmnmered : .
“I beg your pardon; madam,” and stepped
agide,

Both of thém swept on, leaving Frederick
stupeficd with surprise and in an nnenviable
state of uncertainty, Had ke scen Milrose?
X he had, why this silence and mystery ? Why
did she not addrers some kindly words {o him
en passant§ Why this reserye and coldness?

If her heart confessed an equal love, would she .

allow him for even a moment to believe he was
-under her displeasure ?  Who was the dignified
~and seli-posscssed woman?  Whose features
did she vecall? It was easy to ask these ques-

thous, but impossible to answer them,
Frederiek changed his mind, and instead of
weturning to the house, walked toward the shore.
eat, down npon the bench. The Federal

e was aroused by the working of oarsin
the row-loels, and by the sudden appearance of
a boat which shot around the headland, with:
the ewiftness of an arrow, and touched the shore

dozen Confederate soldiers, and Colonel Love-}!
lace was the first to step upon the'sand. Fred-
erick, ag may be believed, recognized his rival
at once. His first emotion was surprise, on the
heels of which eame very just fuars for his per-
sonal saféty. He arose fo make his cseape, but
a dozen 'Confederate muskets were instantly
leveled at him, and he prudently stood where
he was. Colonel Lovelace approached him
quickly, and very soon he was, for the third
time, in.the hands of his cnemies.

“Well, sir, yon see how it happens ' said
Lovelace, addressing our hero. o .

“Tt js ugeless to struggle with fate,” answer-
ad Frederiek, despondingly. ¢ Nothing less
than my life will satisfy you, I peresive.” .

“ Wa respectively represent two sides of &
question to be decided by the deadly warfare
of conntrymen, ' The stern usages of war must
be complied with,” sald Lovelace. *I arrest
you as & deserter from the Cobfederate army.”

- “The punishment of whiely is death,” re.
sponded Frederick, with bitterness. '

“ 1 see that you need not be instructed on
that point,” observed Lovelace, coldiy. “You”
will get into the boat.” .

“ I must do as you bid me, but I assure vou
I would regist it I could,” added Frederick, with
gpivit. *If you want my blood on your hands,
why take it. I know well the reason of your
deadly "enmity, but my death will bring you
no advaniage. Those -that live, will live and
love the same. A drum-head court-martial
changes not the heart of woman.”

¢« understand you, sir, but your notions are
somewhat wrong. I have given up Milrose.
Such a person-no longer lives for nie. 8he is
dead ; deader to me than you will be to-morrow
night, when _a dozen Confederate bullets shall
have pierced your bosom.” .

Lovelage spoke in a hollow and mclancholy
voiee. -

“I owe Fou some reparation,” he added,
“gaud I will pay it. While my men are gone
to yonder house among the palmettos, to makem
further arrests, I will give you that opportunity
for satisfaction which you once demanded of
me, and which I prowmised, I bave pistols, if
they will answer your purpose.” :

By this time, in obedience to s gesture by tha
colonel, the soldiers moved off toward she pal-

fleet was in full view, the glorious moon and
the effulgent stars revealing, like » magie pic-

.

mettos, and the two men were lefi together.
The proposition of Lovelace was sc unexzpected; §

B
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immediately. This craft contained at least a§
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that for a brief epace Frederick was mute with
surprise. It was an exhibition of magnanimity
whieli he was wholly uaprepared for.

“ Surcly, sir, you are jesting,” he replied.
% Yon cannot for a moment mean to ecast
aside your advantage and ]lsut your life on
eqnal ehanees against mine. From what I have
kuown of you, I eannot expect t.h%a.” C .

«I make the offer in good faith: accept or
rejeet it,” nnawered Lovelace, seriously.  As
T informed you, I have pistols, Let tlla_dls-
tance be five, ton, or twenty paces, and either
will be sutisfictory to me. If I fall, you ean
take yonder bont and eseape. If, on the com-
trary, you fall, it wili save you from a desert-
er'a fate, to-morrow.”

The Confederate officer spoke calmly, and
without pagsion. His eyes were turned toward
the Federal flect, and his countenanee was pale
with melpncholy thought, Frederiek was im-
pressed by his tone and manner. He had never
geen him in such ameod. Indeed, he had never
deemed bim capable of such honorable eonduet.
Baot bere he was before him, grave, generous,
and, to a cerfain extent, just. )

A round shot from Hilton Head, just then,
struck between them, and plowed & deep fur-
fow in the sand. Lovelace did net move; he
regarded the now motionless messenger with
indifferenae, for life had evidently lost 158 value.

I gonfess that I know not what response to
make,” said Frederick, thoughtfully. I am
glud to change my opinion of you. If T sould
have my liberty, I should prefer not to lift my
hand against you.” ,

~TLet us go yonder,” answered Lowelace,
And they walked away togelher on the shorg.

‘ CHAPTER XLVL
THE RIVALS. .
Lovelace pauged occastonally fo look at the
unboats, which evidently gave him an uncom-
ortable feeling. He could not but remember
that, not many months since, he had an interest
in those same vessels, ships, and steamers, was
proud of the glory, and treasured the traditions
of the American Navy. o had lost all that;
it had slipped away forever, gmd Tye was in arms
against the flag under which Jhe was born.
Thouehts like these crapt into his mind. They
would not be repressed. Naturs asserted her
rights, and the love. of country was nob yet ex-
tingnished, . ‘
It is o glorions banner!” ramarked Freder-
ick, pointing to the floating flag. United, we
might have defied the world to mortal eom-
bat.” :
i Vea,” said Lovelace, alstractedly.
« Divided, we fali,” added Frederick, impres-
sively.

.
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tinued Frederick, ©If the peoplo of the two
seetions of the .country understood each other,
there would ba ne gquarrel. The North loves
liberty, education, gnd humanity ; while it de-
plores oppression, education, and cruelty.”

« Yes," said Lovelace, agsin ; and looked
dreamily. at the Federal flag-ship.

“ We need go no forther, I suppose #" Fred-
erick observed. .

« We nead go no further,” repeated the oolos
nel. # This place is good ns auother.”

Saying this, he mechanically drew a brace, of
pistols from bis cont. ‘

“They are revolvers,” he snid. * We can
fire six shots a piece. If you hit me the first
time, do not mind firing until your wenpon &
empty.”

o apoke with peculiar quietness, and was g0
different in his nir and besring from Lovelace ss
e hiad heretofore gseen him, that Frederick was
quite nonplussed. .

Just then the young man oest his eyes to-
ward the palmettes, and saw Swampseey ap-
proaching with more than. usual moderation,

¢ ] ghall toke no undue advantage,” Freder~
ick replied. “I ean not meor would not fire at
a digabled and brave antagonist. You scem pe-
rious to-night, eir. I doubt whether you ave in
a state of mind to fight aduel.  Indeed, eolonel,
I no longer fecl resentlul and vindietive. l.et
ue part without deadly erbitrament. Go your
way, nnd anffer me to go mine. Your death
will nuot benefit me, and the world is large
enough for both.” ‘

“ It may not be,” replied Lovelace, with firm-
ntegs, and with sadness, too. “I have injured
you. I Lave been unjust, I have needlessly
put your life in peril. 1 bhave permitted pas-
sious to ravkle in my heart which should not
have been there. T loved ; and love, while in
good Toen it exalts the sentiments, stirs into an-
gry strife the baser ¢lements of the bad. -In
loving Milross, I forgot all else, and my passion
overstepped my honor. I mot only deceived
myeelf, but, by a traitorous friend, I was also
deceived. The proscenium of my life was
bright, but the curtain has fallen, and you may
anuff out the light ns soon as you F]ense.”

rels, and stretohing out lis erm, held them tow-
ard Frederiok.

_ % Tuke which of them you will,” he added.
“They are both londed alike, If you will not
take my word for it, take out the ehambers and
examine them.” »

4 To-night, Colonel Lovelace, nuswered Novth,
taking one of the weapons, * your werd is nok
to bu doubted.” .

« [ thank you,'" returned Lovelace, in the same
quiet and subdued manper that had thus faz

«Yep," answered. Lovelace, ‘without bitter- | eharacterized him dJuring the singular scena.

« A Southern gentleman, in his better moments,

negs, - ) -
“ The South mi:apprehends the North,” eon-

knows what homor is. L'hat flag treubles me."

Lovelace graspad both the pistols by the bar-.

SEorSeter o n e
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He made a gesture toward the glorious flag of
the United States. glonious g
“ Stand gonder,'”he continued, “go that, in
firing, my face may not be toward it. IfI fall,
say to Milrose that my last thoughts were of
her. - Are you ready, Mr, North ¥ " If so, count
three, and fire on the word three.”
Prederick paced off twenty paces, and faced
Lovelace. Swampsey came up, and standing a
- llf.t!a at one slde, 80 as to form an obtuse angle
;nth the principals, winked and blinked earneat-

The combatants stood with their side-faces o
the ven. Frederick reluctantly followed the di-
rections of his now generous enemy. He be-
‘gan-to count. Ho was about to pronounoe the
word, three. Lovelace’s pistol-band had re-
mained pnssive at his ‘side, and he was in the
act of slowly raising it, when a shell from one
of the Federal ganboats ¢ame shricking over
the water, and burst in the air over him. In-
atantly Lis arm foll shattered by.his side, and he
sank upon the sand. Frederiek’s shet went
harmlessly on ite way. Heeing Lovelace fail, he
ran to him as quiekly as he cotld, and raised his
head from the earth. He was insensible, and
_ thr bload flowed freely from his wounds,
s Bwanipsey came up and looked &t him eool-

“ Where is your Master Peter ?” Frederick
nsked. Co
. “Up yon at the house,” replied the found-

ng, : :

‘While Swampsey was speaking, several shoty
wera heard in the direction of the palmettos.

“ Mars'r Pater end Mare'r Martin firin’ ot the
“Fed'rates,” said Swampsey. © Mars’t Peter il
hit ‘em, Mara'r Peter will! Better git 'way,
Marg’r Fred. Car’ ye off, them yer fighters
will,  Don't want to ear’d off, do yé P’ )

The grave wisdom of the hero of Alligator
Swamp never displayed itself more conspicu-
‘.Mslf than then. » .

~_#If 1 am carried to the island by those men,
} ]r;m assuredly lost,” said Frederick, thought-
fully. .
He looked 4t the unconscious Lovelage, and
0 added H
“Bat I must not leave this man. There is
yet life in him, and if Lo dies it shall Be through
*. o fault of mine.”
“ The firin’ ’s comin' nearer, Mars'r Fred,”
- said Swampaey, warningly.
He was right. The Confederates were, evi-
- dently, retreating toward their boat. The young
man hesttated no longer, but tuking up the body’
~of Lovelace, bore him as fast as he conld toward
ths pelmetto srove.
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little friend, Frederiek earried Lovelace across
the shingly beesh to the shelter of the palinet-
tos, and placed him earefully at the root of a
tl.{eea then dispatehed the foundling for Peter

ust, o . :
5, The Confederate officer began to revive. A
thrill of life went over him; ke sighoed, and
and opened languidly his eyes. His paze reste
€d on Frederiok inapprehensively at firat, intel-
ligibly anon.

“ You still here ! he asked, with considerable

You valae your Jife.”

“ Fear not for me,” replied Frederick.
# Look around youn. You areno longer on the
bezch.”

“1 am among trees,” murmured Lovelace.
“You must have brought me here, It was n
neoedless trouble, My, North. I care not to live,
I “;(’),uld, that the Liungry sands had drank up

“This is not a fitting frame of mind for a
wldier,” anewered Frederiek, gravely. “A
soldlor ghould not thus yield to despoudeney.
Nothing is hopeless in the world,
ia consolation for all; theve is happiness for
the miserable; penitence for the erring ; pae-
don for the repentant, and compensation for
every suffering.” ‘

iek.?
“That iy a very good doetrine for those in

golonel, witha faintsmile. * But your remarks
wers, in the main, just. It &5 not manly to
whine over disappointments. I condemn as

mutch a8 you that mock sentiment that s full of
ennt and drivel. But every man must judge of
his own condition, and of his ability to bear it.
When I tnlk of Being tired of life, T mean that,
Three things disturb me : .
The loss of fortune? the loss of Milrose : the .
loss of honor, To these losses I ean well afford
to ndd yet another,” ) ‘

no more and no less.

- He stopped, There was something in his

mind that he wns reluctant to speak.

“ I thought,” he resumed,  that I conld fight .

the Yankees with hearty enrnestness ; but when
1 beheld the well-known flag flying in the har-
bor, I felt o tugging at my heart and a_choking
in my throat,” C R

“ 1 understand you, colonel. I have nothing

to say. Your own heart shall be your monitor.
Your woands must be attended te,
arme seems badly shattered. - This sleeve must
come off.” - '

Your right

«If I lose but my slecve, it will be but g tri-

fle,” said Lovelace, with a melancholy smile.

“ Wouldn't do that yer I said Swampsey, not ! “ However," he went ofi, *“you have proved

plensed with this aet of benovolence, * Iiad ye

yourself exveedingly kind, and you shall hear.

. shot, if he'd car'd ye over yon. Was goin' to | o more nurmuring from me. If my wounds

-shoot ye hisself witen de rotien shot hust.”

are not of too serious a character, I muost return

Without heeding the remosnstrances of his

-

to Ifilton Head, and take part in the coming

eohtest. - I have put my hand to the plow, and

“are confidént that they ean siuk the.Liucoln

_it is regretted that s6 many shipa of war shonld
effort.  Why do you linger? Leave me, as |

-mie under restraint.

.sponded North. “Your wounds, I think, sre

- €& under entirely diffcrent cirenmstances, and o
“affprd me reparation for supposed injustice.

There . "But here come those whose faces are, perhaps,

The wounded'man looked steadily at Freder- -

health and ha >piness,” ‘said_the Confederate

‘. lings.
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muit nof look back. The Confederate officera
fleot in twenty minutes.” I
% I4 this belief prevalent at Forts Walker and
Beanregrrd I inquired Frederick. . ]
1t 36 freely tolked of, and fully believed in
by'officers and men,” answered Lovelace, *Bub

be sunk when the new Hepitblic has so much

need of them. But I bave béen too frank. I

ghould remember that we are ememi¢s. Con-

goiénoe or no conscience, I must be there, pro-

viding my injuries ‘pe’rmib, and you do not keep
I P ‘

t You will suffer 06 restraint from me,” re-

not'so seiious ag at first seemed probable. My
only desira iato be of serviee to you, and to aet,
#o far as I have power, the part of the good Sa-
maritan, I cannot forget that you relinguished
& crushing advantage to fu'fill youp word, pledg-

known to you. They will remove you to the
House, where your wounds will be properly
diensed.”’ . )

Peter Rust and Matin Broadbent appeared,
guided by Swampsey, whe moved along. before
them with as much self-possession as if war and
wounds had been hiz particulir businegs since
he wae fished out of Alligator SBwamp. .

Swampsey was none of your commen found-
He was picked out of the mud, but was
never muddled in his ideas, nor disturbéd him-
gelf groatly about any one save Peter Rust, who
was six feet two, wnd himself just three feet
notling. Gunboats and batteries wére to him
of 1o more importance than the tall trees of the
Pine Barrens. 'The biggest Columbiad ever cast
wis not” half’ so wondgerful to him as Peter
Rust's double gun. -

Peter and Martin took up Lovelace, and carr?ed
him carcfully to the housd; while Frederiek
thoughtfally followed, Swampsey making re-
markably long strides at his side, in an imita-
tive effort to keep pace with him. :

———

CHAYPTER XLVII~

. A GROUP ON TEE SHORE. )

Early the following morning, a boat, contain-
ing thres persons, fouched the island. Those
three persons were : Lowenthal, Babel, and Ben
Dykes. Like hundreds of others, Lowenthal
wae desirous of seeing the conflict about o tnke
lace between the Confederate forts and the
Federal fleéts ; hence his visit to the isIqu.
The sun was just above the horizon, and the
day promised to be unusvally fine. The gun-

108

" Leaving Ben Dykes to wateli the boat, he
walked toward the palmetto growth attended by
Babel. He loitered dmong the trecs, He
sauntered to and fro, thinking of the failure of
many of his plans, and querying what influenge
viotory or defeat would exeércise upen his for-
tines. Thiz was not a cheerful employment,
ond he often listened for some premonitory gun
from ‘ship or'shore, that, in the move exciting
soenc of the fight, his ‘mind might be diverted
from !person'al matters far from pleagant. He
could not feel that he had been very successful
in his aspirations § he eould not eount the gaing
of his intriguing life ; he could not reach out
his band and seize-the objeet of hig ambition.
He had built many eastles high in air, which he
was never to inhabit. . He sighed beeause he had
aceomplished so little 5 beeause his pathway had
been so erooked ; beeause vitlainy had brought
no glad froition ; because dishonesty hed been
losg, and ambition moekéry, and hope delusion.
He thought of the motherless giri, her wealth,
her plantation, her negroes, defrauded from her
by Eimself, and econveyed to Markthaler—the
keen, the eruel, the pitiless usurer, Ile knew—
how well he knew that he was in the power of
that pele-lipped man! He cherished u deadly
hatred for the money-lender. He meant t6 bo
even with Lim yet, ~ He would not be taunted
end modked at much longer. He motioned Bn-
bel:-to him. The black giant eame and stood
béforea him. ‘The meorning sun-rays full very
bright and golden on the sooty face, and the
broad chest, and the bare arms of the slave.
These nrms were erossed upon his breast ;- and
on'one of them the cotton-planter read, with a
strange shudder: . ‘
BABEL
' 1860
It was singular that his cves siiould fall on
‘those eharacters just tlien, when he was about
-to 'confer confidentinlly with his property., Ha
inwardly cursed the fatality and its propheey.
How should he communicate with this mute
creature ?: He thought of a wdy. He took out
hie puree, then feigned te put glasses upon hLis .
eyes, and imitated the gait of Markthaler. IHis
dumb devil nodded intelligibly and continuous-
I¥.. Lowenthal knew that the wonderful quick-
ness of the blaek hiad cavght his meaning. He
drew a dagger from his breast, unsheathed it, -
and holding up thé purse, made pasaca nf it with
the point. Babel nedded again 2s apprehen-
sively ag before, and pointed to his heart,

“Ves,” snid Lowenthal, momentarlly forget-
ting the déafuess of his slave. “ You are fo kill |
kim ; you aré to strike him dead "

Babel raised his branded arm, and levelad it
toward a pathway near et hand. Lowenthal
looked : there stood Markthaler and Milrose,
"I'he cotton-planter was never more amazed. 1le
did not stir—he did not withdraw his gnze—he

boats lay quictly in the harlier; but, with his
glass, he could sce-that the nien were astir.

[

.. waa not certain that he could trust Lis sight
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The two advanced-~the money-lender and Mil-
rose. w ‘

‘“ You informed me, not long sinee, that you
had something ito esy to this young lady. If
you were in earaest, and have not sinee changed:
your mind, you ean now speak freely.”

. % Not here,” answered Lowenl;luad),r quite eon-
founded. “Let us walk down to the shore.
Really, Tem confused. Milrose, how do you do,
child? What put you to running away * I was
infinitely paine}i by your distrust, my girl. But
I shell not acold you, Take umiy arm.”

“ Excuse me,” said Milrose. * It is enough
if I walk near you.” .

They proceeded toward the shore. As soon
- a8 they emerged from the wood, they saw the
“Wabash" moving straight on toward Fort Walk-
er, followed in regular order by such of the gun-

. boats as were going into aetion. -

“ Milrose,” said Lowenthal, sentimentally,
*This la destined to be a thrilling day. Before
tho Lincoln flest i3 sent to the bottom, decide
one thing for me. The relation that has existed
between us has been but a nominal one. No
kindred blood flows in our veins. Marry mel”

Milrose sfopped ; she looked steadily at Low-
ential. The girlish form assumed a dignity
that was new to her strange suitor. Inereduli-
t{, pride, scorn, and indignation agitated. her
thoughts. While ibe stoo§ thus, beautiful and
silent, a thunderous roar from the flag-shipghook
the fsland. It was Dupont’s first terrifie salute.
Milrose leéded it not. The audacity of her
mother's husband engrossed all her conscioua.
ness. :

Markthaler placed himself where he could see
her face, the other side of Lowenthal, and made
earnest gigns to her, and Jacob, who had just ar-
rived, repeated them. : ’

~ “ Wait n little,” said Milrose, restraining her
contempt. * There is one whom you shall eon-
gult presently. If that person consents, then
you shall hear my sentiments.”

Loweniknl thought he saw a glimmering of
hope; and he woa Bura that he eaw Frederick
North and Angeline approaching. This discov-
ery cceasioned him infinite surprise; and he
was little pleased with this addition to the party.
But other persons were hurrying to, the shore,
attracted by the roar of artillery; and he trust-
ed that he ghould eseape attention, on accomnt
of tho thuilling and absorbing mmferest of the
scene in the harbor. He did not feel entirely
aasured of this, however. He feared that this
obnexious young man would eome t0o near, and,
in somme manner, erogs his purposes. His first
appreliension waa guite right ; for Frederick and
Angeline scon added two more to the little
grcm po

“Love o' God, Miss Milly!” What ye down
here fur 27 eaid Angeline. *'Penrs like you run
away {rom the house.”

stant, she recoiled, in the greatest consterna-
tion.

“Laws, Misa Milly!” ghe added, in a sup-
pressed voice, “ Tell ye what! I’s cl’ar done
seared. If Peter or some on 'em don't take ear’
on us, we'll be toted right back te the pianta-
tion. And there’s that great silent Babgl and
Turpenfine Ben. Wonder what he wants?
Looks glum enough anyways !”

that her mistress wae unusnally dignified, and
that something serious had passed, er was pend-
ing, between her and Lowenthal. As for Fred-
evick, he beheld this intruder with astonishment
and secret fear. Heeing Milroge, his lingering
doubts coneerning the identity of the person
whom he had encountered in the palmetto-walks,
on the previous night, were dispelled. Why had
she kept herself aloof, when she, unquestiona-
bly, knew that he was on the isfaud,? Yes, it
was Milrose that he had met, and Peter Rust
‘muogt have been in the seeret of her coming.
But he could not understand so much socrecy.

upon her.  Something was in progress that was
both mysterious and alarming, Would she no-
tice him now? The guestion was quickly an-
swered, She torned to him with a kindly stlle,
and snid : .

* Good-morning, Mr. North,” .

* Goed-morning, Miss Dorn,” answered Frod.
evick, bowing. * Your presence here is gnite &
surprise to me."

“ And my own, no less,” interposed Lowen-
thal, with a frown and a menacing glance.

“ And yours, no less!” repeated Frederiek,
calmly. -

“Truly the firing is terrific!” said a voice,
whigh eaused the cotton-planter to start ns if
e had received a blow. Looking over his shoul-
der, he saw his overseer, Martin Broadbent, who
had hastened to the shore to witness the fight.
* Yerily, the earth shakes beneath ws.. The
slaughter will be great.”

“ Stand behind me, Facob,” exclaimed Marks
thaler. ‘

“8tand behind me, Bebel,” repeated the
planter, mockingly. Then, to Frederick: * You
are 10 time, young man, to see the Lincoln fleet
sent to the bottom of the sea. By nice ealeula-
tion, baged on infallible dats, the Confederate
engineers at Fort Walker have arrived at the
conolusion that it wil teke just twenty minutes
to sink the Yank gurhe) 5

iler eyes fulling npon Lowenthal at fhat in-

. Teeled and quivered to the sgaggering shoeks of
. artillery, Huge volumes of smoke rolied upward.

Receiving no answer from Milvose, the girl .
put her sharp eyes into use, and soon perceived

_encered the planter. .

me forget that it s fro lips that I am te
‘New influences must have heen brought to bear . . jae JOTEel Lanb 1k L W your up

hand to lead her away. .

" gilent.
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CHAPTER XLVIIL
THE ADIUSTMENT, . - .
The firing was now tremendons. The very air

The Fédoral ships, stenming up the inlet in an
ellipse, drifted baek slowly_b{ the '_Dutt.erles of
Fort Waiker, pouring in their broadsides aé reg-
ular intervals and with thunderous din, formed
» magnificent spectacle for the eyes anda dread-
ful diapasen for the eara. o . :
* » See!” replied Frederick, with o smile of
tridmph, pointing with his finger at the “ Wa-
bash”, which, followed by the smaller gynboats,
in‘splendid ordgr, dropped down ont of the fiery
‘¢ircle, uwnscathed.  Your Confederate engi-
neers will have to make another ealeulation, sir.”
“'T know which way %u.ur gympathies point,”
hen, to Milrose : ¢ Let

wg move 2 little apart from these people. This
{issomewhat too promiscugus a sompany for you.
Bosides, Milrose, you have not snswered me.
Even this grandly-exciting. secene eannot make

hear iny destiny.” ‘ .
He pronounced the closing period in a low
and tender tone of voics, and offered her his

* Bxcusé me, gir,” she answered, coldly. 1
¢an see very well here. This. battle, My, Low-
enthal, absorbs every faoulty of my mind. It is
terribly sublime! Do not epeak o me.” )

The eotton-planter bit his lips, and remained

_While all were straining their cyes toward
Hilton Hedd, and watehing fhe magnificent evo-
lutions of the gunboats, Markthaler snd Jacob
slipped away, uncbserved. No one saw Mark-
thaldér and Jacob come back; but, after a little
time, Frederiek saw Jagob quiatly approach Mil-
roge. Ye whispered to Angeline, who whispered
to her mistress. The latter smiled, and made
an affirmative motion of the head. Frederick
now pereeived that the tall lady whom he had
seen walking with Milrose was standing near the
group. She approached Milrose she took her
hiand ; she partially removed the thick vail that
concealed her features, and regarded her with
fized attention. The young man observed this,

- nnd thought there was mueh tenderness in her
eyes, DBubthere was domething singularly strik-
ing about her fage that greatly excited his cu-
riosity. )

Mijrose tarned to Lowenthal ; her eompanien
and herself confronted him. Babel and Jacob
moved up z little closer to the central figures of
‘the group; while the Quaker, with hig arms
sedately folded upoun his breast, watched the
grand naval deama with an infensity that was
quite apparent in his expression. Swampsey

was near at hand, ready to serve capers at the
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whenever sha fired a broadside, he threw a
double-shutted somerset.

“The person whem I informed you should
answer your question,” eaid Milrose, speaking
with firmaess, * is now before you.”

1 gnre nothing for the opinions of others,”
noswered the cotton-planter. - It is your own
 decision that I wish to hear.”

* She will speak my deeision with equnl cer-
tainty,” responded Milrose.

«lie views of your friends,” snid Lowenthal,
coldly, searcely delgning to notice ihe vniled

slightest consequence. "I your own hemrt fnvum
‘my suit, the gonsent oryefnsal of others will not
affect my happiness ” e

Ho poused, and ran bis eyes contemptuounsly
over the woman. ‘ . :

« Byt who is this person so highly honored
with your-confideace ¥ he added. “Is it ona
who has any elaim to guide your movements ¥
Haive you réposed in her the right to dispose of
your person-at will? I eo, If must bear ber,
from sheer necessity." o
« Laws, Miss Milly " interposed Angeline;ina
whisper. You doa't-mean to marry him, any-
ways |" -

,‘¥Out. of the way ! exclgimed TLowenthal,
stornly.  When your mistréss needs your ad-
viee, sho will ask er " .

« ‘Pears like she den’t want to be shut up in
8 construetion in the top of the house I retort-
ed Angeline; with spirit.

Lowenthal ‘was confused. Io was angry, and
T tried to coneeal both his anger and Nis eon-

that no one was deceived. ) .
He bit his lips, and said, with assumed tran-

quillity :

rose,”’

* Verily, this forwardness cometh of the ad-
mixture of the white and chattel races,” re-
marked Martin, making himself a party o the
eonyorsation. ¢ Tx-ulgr the negro may be sub-
jeet unto man ; but their blood should be kept
sncredly separate. The black Saxon, friend’
Lowenthal, must not know too mueh, To know
how to eultivate eotton and to know obedience
is enougli for the slave. Now this girl” (he
pointed to Angeline) * hath s skin as white as
thine, and thou seest what mischief comes of it.
1'll warrant .ehe. has watched thy duings well.
If thon hast had secrets in thy house, she hath
diseovered them. Verily, she huth just spoken

inearcerstion of a member of thy houschold.”
Marlin looked very sereme; but Frederick
thought his eyes blazed up a little brighter than
usual. .
The cotton-planter stared ot him, and Lis face

shortest notice. ~The * Wabash' geemed to
bave partienlar importance in his éyes; and

flastied. .
I« Mp. Broadbent,” he stammered,” your serv-

.
i

ladyy “as I have just atated, are not of the .

fosion ; but the eoncenlment was so imiperfeet

“ You should teach your maid reverence, Mil- -

of & prison conatructed in thy dwelling for the
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tation.”

“Truly, friend Rosvoe, thou art right. The
privilege is thine' to build a prison .in which io
reatrain the liberty of whom-$hou wilt, and to |
marry the girl ealled Milrose—wNose' surname |

is Dorn—even aj it is iy privilege to lash, gash,
' - mince, macerate, whip, seourge, Hagellate, casti-

Eate, and mutilate my black lambe! Truly, I

"know my business! "The whip is the school-
Tangter of the negro ; it humbles, it educates, it
saves, it subjugnates him to man. Cotton .ls
King—n purpte and bloedy king. Younder thun-
derous artilery at Hilton Head is to prove to the
world that Cotton i3 King. There could be no
king if there were no cotton; and if there were
no negroes, there could be no cotton. Verily,
friend Roecod, let ‘us shout, with.a loud voice:
¢ Long live Cotton ! long live the Black Sexons '

- Pardon this interruption, friend planter, and go
straight on with thy wooing, Be not vexed at
the volubility of a simple Quaker overseer, whose

tmﬁgut} EPelélia thutf‘r thmzl'lhia lash,” o

By this time, Lowenthal's lips wera purpl
with wrath, He was threwn inin:)px:!urpx-ima,lcjloull)gtfa
anc_l eonfusion. 'With all his powers of dism’mu—’
lation and self-possession, he was at'a loss how
Yo answer Martin.  With a tremor of guilty fear,
he began to see what a man he had about him in
Mqrt.ip Broadbent, "While he stood; inwardly

_ debating, and trying to put his thoughts togeth.
€r In a way fo relieve him of this unexpected
embarrassment, the tall vailed Iady ssid: -

“If I understand you rightly, Roseos Low-
enthal, you wish to marry this young lady #”

* Nothing ean be clearer than your under-
standing, in his -instance,” replied Lowenthal,
eurtly. ~ ¢ Bot be zood enough, madam, to spesk
in a lower tone of voiee, as, by some strange
coincidence”—he shrugged his shoulders, and
looked around uneasily — “ we seem to be the
eentre of a group of curious persons, whom 1
could heartily wish a thousand miles distant.
The devil knows how they eame here I

The planter ssowled most ungrasiously for
one who was expecting a grasious anawer.

“You wish to marry your step-deughter ?"
continned the lady, in a elear, calm tone.

“Mise Dorn lknows my wishes,” answered
Lowenthal, haughtily.

“ And I know them, too !” the lady exelaim-
ed. “Thank God! they will never be gratified.
You onn neither have her person mor her for-
tene. She knows you, an knows you thor-
oughly. Yonr éunning has been met'with eun-
ning, and I will bring you plot for plot. Your
transactions with Markthaler are known to Mil-
rose and to me. You villainy has renched its
culminating point. Henceforth your way is
downward. The estate you have called yours,
and which yon have frandulently mortgaged to
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ices; I Lelieve, are not required here, When I
want your opinions, I will ask them at the plan.

master again, Like Cain, you will go forth to
meﬁt your punishmgnt.” . .
¥ ah unaceountable fntal%' ‘the cotton-p
er saw the black giant's” Zl’ced arm, an?i‘lm.
words, o o L
) BABEL,

| . 1860,
abartid hiiixin in the fase,”
“I will eay little of that room where Peter
Rust was shot, and where he was compe]ledt:o
labor. . This girl's lité was in' danger. Orime
was In your heart ; you had taken it to be a
gompanion for your otiter vices. She was tp be
immured in that ¢hamber, and had not your
wxckedqe‘qs been ehesked, Heaven alona knows
how trdgic might bave been her fate.”
-Lowenthal stood aghast with amazement,

¢ Who—-who are you?” be gasped.

The lady quietly threw batk her vail, and re.
vealed a pale, yet dignified face.
1 _ *“ Lookand see who I am, Roseoe Lowenthal 1

she exelaimed; without losing command of voioe
and expression for one insiant. :
Liowenthal stoggered baekward, putting out

tanee, .

. “Woman or devil, begone!" he cried, while
terror snd incredulity were depicted upon his
countenatnee, )

“ Nay, it is you who must begone,” said the
woman, in afirm and steady voice. ‘ )
~“You arg my wife or Satan !" exclaimed Low-
enthal, greatly disturbed by fear and doubt.

#1 am a ereature of fesh and blood, and .the
unhaI‘)jpy woman you once called wife,” resumed
the lady. “T wes not losiyab ses, a8 réported,
but was providentially sdved from the wresk
without personal Joss. I availed myself of the
rumor of my death, however, to break a urion
that was hateful to me. -But I buve not been
fer from you. T have watched over ny davgh-
ter, and T have had, continually, a spy near
your person to watch you, and he has been
taithfal o his trust.” .

The lady glanced at Babel. .
I ghall not inform you who that spy was,”
she added, “ but yon wiﬁ learn socn enough—
too soon, perchance.” :

“Marktg

enthal, whose terrors now took a new direction.
“He je a fool who trusts in usurers! All this
seems ineredible ! :

 Lowenthal suffered the keenest tortures of
élgappointed ambition and thwarted villainy,
His aoul was agitated like the sea; it fluotuated
this way and that ; its dark billows rolled to and
fro. He was tantslized by anger and terror.
He saw himself ruined an expelled from Lis
fangied poradise, humilisted and disgraoced.
This wontan, his wife, had been more adroit in
her over-watching benevolence than he in bis
wickednesk. !

the money-lender, will never receive you as its

# Markthaler,” repeated Mrs, Lowenths

his hands wildl‘ »88 if to keep her at a dis-

aler has betrayed me " muttered Lows

[

_now, eir,” ghe “added, with a glow of indication,

“before I.Iet loose upon you the penalties of the

- not ‘onee remove his'eyes from: the fase of the.

- thal, hopelessly.

" trosted,” said the wife of Lowenthsl
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# has betrayed you. I have in my possession
ali the papers end voluables that he has re-
¢eived from you from fimé to time, as Becuri-
ties on sums of money advanced.” )
-4 A11 9" artienlated Lowenthal, faintly.

o AQ1?” reiterated Milrose’s mother, * Aad
T think yon niderstand why T ean angwer for
Mifroge. I, mykelf, st afi answer to your pre-
smpinous query--in answer 8o irrevoeable
that nothiiij ¢an doften’ or mitigate it, or, make
it megn anything but “No!" now and forever!
Go, sir, and hide your hend. in"some. place so
vemotd that'I may-tiever hear of you mare. Go,

Taw; of, if law has eeased to exist”in, South
Cavolifa, before I expose your frauds, forgeries,
and crimes te all who know you,"” S
- At that moment Peteir Rhat approached, and
puihing throbigl: the group of persons that sar-
rounded Lowenthal, quietly P're_sented“hlmaelf
béfore Lim. The effcet. of his appearance was
instantancous and’ palpable. , He recoiled, and
trembled violently. For the Hrst time in bis,
1ife hio expertented feelings of real horror. For
8 short space ‘be ceased to hear the continuous
thunder of ship and battery.~ .. .. ‘
"4 Thought I's plaited in the Pine Barrens,
I guess I” said Peter, fomewhatsavagely. . * But
1 aii’b oncommon easy to be pub out of the wa]{.
1t takes a lot o’ lead fo git me down and make
me sty down. Fly uplike akickin’ horse, I do.
Don't want no greasy meehauieal ekill jest at
this time, do ye? Allers can be relied on, Peter.
of the Pines can._ T hope that prison copsarn
is in fost-rate order! -Pity you didn’t git the
young wotan into it. Onge fastened up there,
without nobody’s knowin! it, you might a had
uilimited control. of ail her property, and ao-
mabryin’, neither” . oL L
" Whilé makigg this harangue, Pater Rust.did.
planter, whese consterpution gradually yielded
t5 move natural emotions, &lll terror and rage
were nbout equally mitgled. .
S8 T thought you were dead 1" he muttered.
. Not it 1 know myself,” quoth Peter. * Not
if 1 know myself, Lain't dead.”t .~ . . -
" The still-hunter frowned, and looked wishful-
1y at his donble-gun. Swampeey, at that mo-
ment, perceived. that it was: highly. proper for
him to thirow a double somersault, and threw-it
with neatness and dispateh. '

b

“ Duped by one, duped by all1” eried Lowen-
"'l friends of the wicked ave never to be

"« Markthaler shall suffer for this 1" ln'sued_ the
plantei. ** He shiall perish—~he shal} die igno-
miniously.” o

«T will show wou Markthaler,” answered the

"ways! If I was sick a
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doing the package, she took from it 2 gray wig,
o long white beard, and 4 pair of green spes-
taeles, which ale adjusted to her head and to her

1face with a covlness and graceful self-possession

that were quite wonderful. Lowenthal was foo
much astounded to speak, Before him- was the
pale visage of Murkthaler, the money-lender,
perfect in similitude, and identical beyond per-
adventure. - L
% Love o' God 1" exclaimed Angeline. “ Pears
fike, that money-man. was a woman, after all.
Never see sich cont.mgtions a5 them be, any-
ed, and was down with
the measles, and wass’t. very well myself, and
wasn't expeeted to: live, and wna give up by
the_doctars, and I had. broke down under-cal-
amy and bloo pills, I'd say, with miy respinin’
breath, that I never see a nat'ral-born lady
metamortgaged like this, nowaya ¥ .
Just at that juncture Ben.Dykes pushed him-
self throughi the eirele, and thrusting his un-
kempt head under Jacob's arm, and turning’ it
g0 as to command a foll view of the gray w;g,
and white, whiskers, and :green spectaeles; said,
in the. most ingenuous manner : * Goddlemity "
This was, with Dykes, a simple expreesion,
megning. & great deal. of surprise aud other
things, -~ .. - .
¢ Look oitt ; there’s a trap-door open!™ snid
Peter Rust; warningly. - . .
_ % No.move & trap-door nor your own bread-
trap!? retorted Ben. . * Allers”in my mouth,
that Northern critter is.: Everybedy’s in't.
Nobody ean keep out on't.”
.. Ben looked: about with an aggrieved air.

# Belter igt it for.a floatin’ hospilal,” suggests.

ed Peter, % or & row o' horse-sheds. It would:
keep, a.heap 0! poor animals out ¢ the reim,
It's a nat’ral curloeity, if ever thoie was o cur’es.
ity intheworld. & - Co )
s % A most: fonl conapiraey I'" murmured Eow-
enthal, pressing his bands to his brow. *You
are oll lenged against me. I have been most
damnably duped.t” . . ‘ -

e was hagtening away, when Martin Broads
bent touched his arm, and asied : :

- «Hagt. thou no parting werd for me, friend:

Rosece? Have T lashed and gashed, minced

and macebated all in vain #: Shall not eastiga~
tion,; fingellation, and mutilation have their ex~

ceeding great reward?’

. . Lowenthal was. forced to stop and hear the

valedictory of his overseer, e stared st the:
Quaker like one in a trance. .Had not so many

peeple begn around him, he would have deawn 8 -
weepon and laid him dead at his feet.

tRlal Blal”? cried Martin, -

The plauter started at the name. :

 Ela,” repeated Martin, “npproach and pay -
our respeets.to this chivalrous gentlemnn,
ll—‘erhaps thon wouldet like to inquire after hid

lady, quietly, making a gesture to Jacob, whe
approached and gave her o small packege.  Un-

housekeeping, and concerning the bealth of his
favorite dogs.” :
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Immediately Ela appeared, and stood before
Lowenthal, S
* Behold thy chattel,” said Martin, struggling
ranfully with the stern emotions that shook
him. “1 have held my temper, and been
ﬁ;ﬁ:ent with thee,” he wenb on. * Verily, at
o8 1t hath been bard work to restrain the
wrath ‘of man, and make it subservient to
reagon. If the sluves remain at the plantatione,
it will not be through fear of the whip or affeo-
tion for thee, but from i6ve of thy step-dangh-
ter, Milrose Dorn, and through advice by me.
Look! the rebel rag no longer floats over Fort
Walker. The Stars and the Stripes wave there.
The Black Institution will ba' in motion before
to-morrow's sun. The ehattels will go-and come
83 they plense; they will flow into the Federal
camp in dark stropms.” :
He prused, ther added, 'gointir'i‘g to tha Island.
* Bee the Confederstes fly! They die not in
the last diteh, as they swore to ‘perish. It
troubles them to find the last diteh.  Observe
that the negroes on the house-tops and emi-
nenees do.not run. But sufficient of this. I
havedone. Look ot this young #1 whom thou
hast ‘wronged, and ge thy way. The time is
neat when her young face will rise in judgment
against thee. I could find it in may heart to
rend thee in pieces’ but' I am o follower,
though afar off, of the Prince of Peace, aud
his sublime tenchings stay my hand. Go, un-
emitten by me, with all thy sios upoen thy head,

* God will find the instruinent of thy punish- |

ment, and that soon.”: :

By a most unaccountable fatality, Babel again
stood in the planter’s way, and  Basew, 1860,”
ohetructed upon his view, and the charactefs
composing the name and date seemed.to have
sunken deeper into the black muscles, o

Lowenthal strode suddenly down to the water,
followed by the mute-giant.: Presently, Fred--
erick saw them both embark in a boat, Babel
grasped the oars, and after rowing a short dis-
tance toward Hilton Head, changed the course
of the bont, and headed it to sea. Frederick
drew near to Milvose, and taking her uhresisting:
Land, watched, with & kind of fascination, the
direetion of the little vessel. When he was far’
outy 8o that his form was searcely discernible
through a glass, the boat stopped, and . they
eaw him raise a dork body above his head and
east it from him into the gea. Milrose shud-
dered and frembled, while the tall lady grew.
pale and faint. The girl ealled Ela jooked
away, and stood o moment with her head rest-
ing on Martin's srm. Even Ben Dykas, Ben
Dykes the dog-trainer, Ben Dykes of the tor-
pentine woods; bad & vague-1dea that someé-
thing terrible was sranspiving, and walked un-

. edaily aboyt, throwing anxious glances now af
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gea, now at Hilton Head; now at Peter Rualst.

deafening cheers came over the water from the
ships. . The amoke of batfle gradually )ifted.
The thunder of the guns ceased. Port Royal
wag ours, and the way was opened to the heart
of Houth Carolina, And the heart of Milrose
was open to Frederiek ; and smiling snd trem-
bling, he passed in to inhabit the charmed cita~
del.» Hand in hend they walked toward ihe
palmetto trees, and Milrose’s mother said « Yes”,
and l_lﬂfilr‘oae looked “Yes™, And eo it was settled,
and in low voices they talked over the evente of
thié reliable history.

By some stiange, wagnetic sympathy, Ela
was wondrously kind to Martin, wito thought
there was never such sn island in the world as
that island. 8o it appeared that these two had
agreed upon something that was mutually
plensant! R ‘ :

Swampaey oxeouted n somerset. Angeline,
for her part, was glad that “ contraptions” and

hands with his fiiends, and eongratulating them
in a few honest words, took a boat and erossed
over to Hilton Head. * Ben Dykes waited n Jong
fime for Babel to return, but the blgek not
coming back, he disappeared from the shore,
ond Frederick saw him no more.

On the following day, all the parties in whom
‘the reader ig interested, except Peter Rust and
Swampsey, were taken abonrd the flag-shi
“ Wabash”, where, I am sure, we shall be wil-
ling to leave them in the, galliut keeping of
Comritodore Duppnt, When last heard from,
both Frederiek and Martin had aecepted com-
issions in the Federal army, and’ were in a
fair way of promotion. Peter's kuowledge was
too valuable to be lost to the eounkry ; and singe
the bombardment of Hilton Head he bas been

faithfal 8wampsey eontinuslly sttending him
on his dangerous expeditions. ~ The yellow Hy-
perion iz with his mistress at the plantation
near the Pine Barrens, as devoted ns ever. Mrs.
Lowenthal réeovered most of her property, and
as ineredible ag it may seem, her chattels were -
8o attached to her, that the greater pirt of them
remained, In every emergengy she still gays,
with unabated tonfidenco : “ Sfand behind me,
Jacob I St .
1t is believed that a doubls wedding will soon
take place at the Eowenthal wiansion, tnd that .
Peter Rust and Swampey will be there. It is’
hoped that the latter will supply them with an .
abundanee of gomersets. ” We fenve Milrose and
Eld with nine prolonged and hearty cheess for
the Union, ‘
' [THE RRD.]
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The Dowager.—Frice 50 Cents.

The book is very sprightly, and the satire
clever and amusing, The characters sre well
drawn, and Mng. Gone's experience has produced
a moac readable novel.—Phila. Cily Lem.

- MRS: GORE'S NOVELS.
Cecil; or, The ‘Adventures of a Cozcomb,
—Price 50 Cents. . .

The old flag flavnted ibove Fort Walker. Some: § struetion with pleasing romance in thisrinterest‘-

“ gonstructions” had fallen throngh and “ wasn’t’
of no ‘eount, anyways.” Peter Rust shook |

moth useluily employed in secret serviee, the

Mrs. Gont, the authoross, combines moralin-

ing tale.—Scoltish American,

QOecil is fully equal to the foriner productions
of the samo writer, and is decidedly a book for
our homes ; chaste and de{igh_ti‘ql.-—l\ﬁ Y. Era.

Mothers and Danghters—Price 50 Centa,

Of this latost production of this tnlented.sm-
thoress, wo ¢can oply Bay, that like her previous
works, it iz a pleasing and delightful romancs,
a book of charming sentiment and reﬂne_d taste,
nnd,p‘reaeni'.ing a lively and agreesble picture of
fomale character.—N. Y. Dis_patcfa,.

A production that doés honor alike to'the‘ prin-
ciples gnd geniua of the authoress. EBy its r_eﬁne-‘
ment and delicacy-of sentiment, and its admirable
1ife lessons, it is just guited to #Aothers and

- Duughters.”~St. Louis Republican.

Custles in the Air,—Frice 50 Cents.
Brapy, of Ann Street, has republished in cheap
foxm, Mrs, Gonrg's admirable Btory of ** Castles
fw the Air.,” Innone of her tales has this clever
whiter dizplayed move of that keen percept.mn. of
cbaractor and close power of delineation which
g¢ eminently charaetorize her. Me. BRADY has
& e our novel-reading public & service in pre-
aeoting them with this reissue.—N. ¥, Herald.
fi novel from the pen of Msa. GoRE bx;;eds no

" pruise to cemmend it to the reading publie.
P (V. ¥. Dispaich.
'[his is 0, well-written story. Wit and wisdozn’
gparlkle through its fascinating pages. It will
‘b perused with more than ordinary jnterest. _A
el of proctical utility may be deduced from its
twnchings.—8t, Lowis Democral,

Price 50 Cents.
his work is writben with all the wigor that I?ls-
tinguishes thix lady from the many common-place
writers of the day. The story is pleasantly told,

and carried on its even tenor in & manner, that
will please those who love to find in & ?ovel that
regard for tho unities and tastefulness in atyle g0

‘Y26 014 a Bird to be Caught with Chaffl—

Mns. GorE's stories are distinguished for tl}eir
advocacy of scme prominent virtne of practical

life, or a keen rebuke of vices calenlated to injure
the peace of society. Xt is an admirsble picture

of modern manmers in the higher classes of ro-
ciety, The author's style is easy and lively.
This latest of her productions will be perused
with more than ordinary interest.’ ’

[8t. Louis Republican,

Percy; or, Fortune's Frolics.—Price 50 Cts.
This novel is writter: with positive power. I
may be called & highly-colored photograph ¢ J
English society in our own time. This book will
be remembered by the reader as standing out ha
gtrong relief from the dull mess of novels made’'n
this seribbling day.—Legal Inlelligencer.

Mas., Goer's novels are familivr to slmost every
household. They are both moral and high tone ,
and the virtues with which her herces and her »
inen are invested are good examples for waywa &1
youth,—XN. ¥. Digpatch.

This work has received high praise from tle
London erities, who pronounce it * the most bril-
linntnovel of the geason,”--N. T. Sunday Mcroury.

.

The Young Cadet.—Bx Carr. Brriew.--
Price 50 Cents, ™
This is a story of life in India, in the East.
Indie Company’s service, of which the author hag
ovidently had some experience. It is g storyin
which domestic life in the East, and spioy adven-
tures, are interestingly blended, and it is a book
thet will gratify and well repay perusal.
[Brooklyn Daily Eagte,

" Alively and spirited novel, full of adventures in
the. East Indies, &e. There is very little love-
making in this book, but in its place we have
interesting escapes by “food and fll” A 'plea-
pant companion to while away the hours.

- N. Y. Dispatchs

Annie; or, Contentment.—By Mzs. McEKzx-
zig Daxews,—TFrice 50 Cents.
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much to be prized by a writer whe would seck
public appluuss.—Home Journal. A

Wo do not know that Mee. Gors has penned &
povel superior io this, The parts are clever and
Byely, contrast well with certu.}u touches of
pathos and ‘scenes . wrought up with great feel-
ing: and the characters, though not_a.‘ltog.cther
new, exhibit features of suﬁ‘iclent'ongm&llty o
entitle even those in fmshionabtlie life to be con-

ble impersonations.

sidered 03 V e F [Legal Intelligencer.

Any Book in this Lisk sent free of postage to any address on receipt of price.

A well-written story, of no ordinary interest.
Tt ia full of grace and harmony, flowing and un-
affected in the style. The sketches of choracte
and soclety are more than the ordinary class
The dialogne is both lively and natural. Alto-
gether it is a story, the style of which will gen-
erelly please, and the maiter interest the reader

’ L8t Louis Republican,

This novel gives piquant ehetches of character

and socioty, and ie well written.—N. ¥. Mercury,
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Family Fa,il'mgs.——Price 50 Cents.

This nove! will find much favor with the publie; |
from its plessing c¢harneter. It ix striotly moral
in its tendency and gives n fine and trathfnl pie-
ture of Fuoglish domestic lifo of the higher elass,
The hero, “Horaco. Leigh,” is g fine character,
not over-drawn, and well worthy of imitation—a

_ fit subject **to point e moral or adorn o tale—ye}
not withont his “fa.mﬂy fallihge," which the au-
thor hes shown up in g clover manner, a8 & heacon
10 warn the voyager off from the shoald and quick-
pands of this lifs. The work is worth perasal,
and will repay the reader alike for his outlay and
trauble.— Scoitish American Journal,

It sims to represent the hollowness and super-.

fleiality of fashionable society, thie évils of merce-
nery match-making, and the misery snd wrong
which the estoms of an artificial sodiety eande o
fngenuous hearts and aspiring souls.. It is a work
of more than average power and intérost,-

{Home Joumal

Love and Pllﬁe.r.-PnBa 50 Cents.
. Few English fomale writers- -of fiction are o spoken
of more highly by the Englisk press, thin Mns,
Gurev. The plot of this dtory ia'gdod, and worf:ed
ook with admirable skitl, The characters n.re geen
in life-like picturce. The n:npuelence a,nd diakoli-
ci villsiny of the principal hotoes ean- sca.rcely be
egualed, whila the heroine s a noble and ‘beuutx—
fo! portraiture. Every chapter inerensés in inter-
eri, untit the story comes to o happy conclusion.
Rirad it.~Jouraal.

From a brief review of thiy book, we would |

foidge that it is & story of mueh jnterest, replete
wih most etirring and exciting incidents, and
ambudymg characters (1ra.wn more to th.ahfe t'hnn
] generu.ﬂy rrosented. in novels. ‘I'he plot is

[Mobzle .Daily Tmbune.

The Hen-Pecked Husband.—Frice 50 Cents,

This is & well-written novel, in st}le a‘bove the.
ordinary run of fiction ; c‘.hau'a,cters well concewed
and well presentcd, anﬂ nboundmg in dage plnlo-
sophical reflections on soeial life. " The' Enghsh
erities speal of its merits with unstinted praise,
and univerrally agreo that its keen snd deleate

. humor, its aceurste developments of female char-
soter, and its peculiar deliéney of seirtiment, enti-
tlo it to & vory hlgh rank in modérn literatuse.

[N X .Dmpatch

Wo de not know that Mes. Gnry. hae' penned
‘novel superior to this, The: pa,rts tha{s -are clever

 andiiveiy, contryst well with certain, touchea af
pathos and s ence wrough up with great feeling ;

and the characters exhibit features of originality
gufficient to entitle even those in faghionable lite
~ to be considered a3 very able impergonations.

Indeed, it is really a vory intereating novel.

[Pu'emry Fazetle,

Matchmaking; .or, Famxly Manmuvms.—-
Price 50 Cents.

Mutchmaking, or Family Muncuvres, is the
title of & new novel by the author of Jift, It ia a
eapitad story, and illusirates in the most amuasing |
manner-some of the peculiar phases of Engligh
society.—N. ¥. Herald,

A work of brilliancy and interest, a.nd asplendid |

| photograph of. the subtle diplomacy of female

ingenuity.- A story well calenlnted to disabuse
the reader's mind of the old fallay that mntchea
are madoe in heaven.—N, ¥. Dispatch. .

This is a repint of a capital and very succesaful
Enrrhuh novel, which will, we are sare, be quite a5
siiccenaful Here a8 itwas in England. - It is writen
in the hlghest style of senaationdl art.

[ Fizgarald's City Kem.

.Angehna .or, The Life ofa Beauty —Pne ’

50 Cents.
. The autbor of **Angelina” tells soine homely

ibruthl, and wo wish that they could be read hy

every lady in the land. - Years of misery

and unhappiness’ might be saved to young

girls with heads full of vanity and giddy nonsengs
by learning the lesson now, that the writer wonld
imprees upon the mind,— T, Meld and Farm.
We ~havecarefully vead this new novel by a pop+-
ular authorass, and have no doubt the book will
add not a little to the reputation made by other
wellwnt.ten works. The authoress is possessed of
an undoubted ialent, and deeply read in the mys: .
tenea of the hummn ‘heart.—N, ¥, Daily Era.

The 0ld Love and the New.—Price 50 Cta.

Tp dekineate with minute touches all the lights
end shades of male and femnle character is the
writer’s forte, and in this task she acquits hov
self most succeasfully.—8%. Lowis Republioan.

One of the most engrossing novels w¢ bave
taken up for gome time, It bears the impress of-
& master-hand. Its good style and exectition are
chaste and finished. 1t is the best novel we have
read for months.—Dispaich,

Thew HMarrying Man.—Price 50 Cents,

This novel, by the author of “The Jilt,” he-

Tonigs to the class of light romance, and is one of

the most amusing works of the kind lutely pubs
lished. It sboundsin both humor and sent;.
ment, each in its turn affording o refreshing con-
trast to the other, and‘ preventmg the least:
approach to dullness in any part. The book iw
well worth the price cherged for it. .
i [ Merryman's Monthly, -
It is smusing as well ns senaational, mcludmg :
crime as well as courtship. It is n most amusing
romance, and is one of those unigue producticns
which koep the mind alive with expectation a.nd‘
tun to the ond, — X, ¥. Dispateh, g

Avy Book In this List sent fres of postege to any addreus on receipt cf price,




