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"A NECESSTTY IN EVERY HOUSEHOLD."
Colour Cards showing 144 Tints, and Illustrated Descriptive Pamphlets of all our
Klanufactures gratis aod post free to any part of ihe world on application to

ASPINALL'S ENAMEL, LIMITED, LONDON, S.E.

N A M E L.
READ THIS FACT
" 9 4 , Commercial Road, Peckham, Juiy 12, 1889.
"Dear Sir,—I am a poor hand at expressing ray feelings on paper, but I
should lik& to thank you, for your lozenges have done wonders for me in
relie\ ing my terrible cough. Since I had the Operation of ' Tracheotomy '
(the same as the late Emperor of Germany, and unlike him, thank God, I am
still alive and getting on well) performed at St. Bartholomew's Hospital for
abduct, or paralysis of the vocal chords, no one could possibly have had a
niore violent cough ; indeed, it was so bad at times that it quite exhaustedme.
The mucus also, which was very copious and hard, has been softened, and I
have been able to get rid of it without difBculty.
' I am, sir, yours truly,
" Mr. T. Keating.

"J. HILL."

THE UTTERLY UNRIVALLED
REMEDY FOR COUGHS,
HOARSENESS AND THROAT TROUBLES.
" /Cea/mg's Cough Lozenges" arc sold everywhere, in Tins, ijii and
2/9 euch. Free by Post, 15 Stamps.

PERFECTLY
PURE ÄND
WHOLESOMIE.
INSIST on having BORWICK'S,

POWDER

which is F R E E from Alum, and
the Best that Money can buy.
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"Show me what you can do, and I will show you nhat you are."
^OBD STANLEY (UOW Earl of Derby), in an address to the Studeuts of Glasgow, ^ i d :
" AB Work is our Life, show me what you can do, and I will show you what you are."
"WHO ARE THE HAPPY, WHO ARE THE FREE?
YOU TELL ME, AND l'LL TEIL THEE.
Those who have tongues that never lie,
Truth on the lip, truth in the eye,
To Friend or to Foe,
To all above, and to all below ;
THFRE ARE THE HAPPY, THESE ARE THE FREE,
iV IT BE WITH THEE AND ME."
^her oim can man attain than conquest
01)3 r ?i»mari pain?

EMORY UNIVERSITY
LIBRARY

ING AN OVERDÄAFT ON THE
ilK OF LIFE.—Late Hours, Fagged,
,1 Bxcitement, Breathing Impure Air,
Food, Alcoholic Drink, Gouty, Kheud other Blood Poisons, Ferers, Feverish
fluenza, Sleeplessness, Biliousness, Sick
3, Pkin Eruptions, Pimples on the Face,
Appetite, Sourness of Stomach, etc. I t
Diarrhoea, and removes it in the early

ENO'S " FRUIT SALT."
isant, Cooling, Health-giving, Eefreshnvigorating. You cannot overstate its
ae in keeping the Blood pure and free
from Disease.

OUGHT to CONTAIN a BOTTLE of
95

IT SALT.

ts have been pnblished, t e s t e d , a n d
its CQsmopolitan popularity to-day
if commercial enterprise t o be fonnd
—Dou't go without a bottlo of ENO'S
State of the blood. I t should be kept
Be carelul to avoid rash acidxdated
event the bile becoming too thick and
3kiuess or adhesiveness in the muoous
pivot of diarrhcea and disease. ENO'S
i in the early stages. Without such a
!ly iucreased. There is no donbt that
Lsease it hasinmany instancesprerented

,
^
what would otherwise have been a severe illoess.
EADACHE AND DISORDEBED STOMACH.-" After suffering two and a half years
from a severe headache and disordered stomach, and after trying almost everythmg
without any beneflt, I was recommended to try ENO'S ' F E U I T SALT," and before I had
finished one bottle I found it doing me a great deal of good, and am restored to my usual
health. And others I know that have tried it have not enjoyed such good health for y e a p .
" Yours most truly, EOBERT HUMPHKETS, Post Office, Barrastord.
HE SEORET OF SUCCESS.-STEEL'NG HONESTY^OF PIJEPOSE, WITHOUT I-T
LIFE I S A SHAM!—" A new invention is brought before the public, and commands
snccess. A score of aboKinable imitations areimmediately introduced by the unscrupulous,
who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet not so exactly as
to infringe upon legal rights, exercise au ingeuuity that, employed in an original cüaunei,
'conid not fall to secure reputation and profit."—ADAMS.
fe
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T

/ ^ Ä I I T T / ^ N —Examine each Bottle, and see that tlie CapswU is markcA HNO'S " FRUIT
\jt%\> A lv.^iiM g j ü i - . " Without it you have been impo ed on bi; a worthleis irmtatioii.

Prepared onlyatEno's "Fruit Salt " Worüs, Hatehfim, London, S.E., by J. C. Eno.

FOK

INFÄNTS
A^'D

INVÄLIDS.
*' V, OOG'B Hotel,
" Grahanistown, S. Africa,
•'Ist Deo., 1890.
**G. MEL.L, N, Esq.
** Deal Sir,—I have much
pleasiire in eecdiGg you the
hoto of my little soa, who
belifcve would have aied
but for your FOOD, which
was the only th'ng he could
keep down for a long- time,
and now hs is very ttroDg'
and heartv. He Uvea upon
ib yet; he Is two ytara tdd
now, We tried him without
it a Short time back, biit it
would not do, he had to
have it again, and still Uvea
onic.
"Yours truly.

?

" J . T. M O R R I S "
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MELLIN'S
' FOOD
BISCUITS.
(Manufaotured by CAHR
and Co., Oailisle, steMaUy
forG. MELLIN.)
DIHKSTIVK.
JVOUItlNHIIVO,
For
Children
after
W e a n i n g , t h e Aged,
D y s p e p t i c , and for all
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nutritious, and
sustainiug Food.

Price2I-SfZI6pcrTin.
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OIL
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BARON MONTEZ
OF PANAMA AND PARIS.

BOOK I.
A

TRAGEDY

OF THE

KARLY

ISTHMUS.

CHAPTER L
THE RETURNING

CALIFORNIANS.

"ANITA ! "

" Fernando, light of my heart ! Returned from the
Pearl Islands ! " cries the beautiful Indian girl rushingto
his arms and covering Mr. Fernando's olive face with the
kisses of youth and love. Anita is but fifteen, and the
heart grows fast under the sun of the Equator.
Fernando himself is scarce twenty, but he does not seem
so ardent. He replies carelessly, " Yes, last night, by the
Columbus" pointing to that little unseaworthy steamer as
she lies languidly upon the blue waters of the Bay of Panama, about three miles from the town, and seven from the
lovely Island of Toboga, from which these two are gazing
at it.
" Last night, and you did not come to me ? you—away
five days ! " answers the girl, tears Coming into her eyes
that flash through mists of passion like topaz stones.
" Last night I had business in Panama—great business."
Then the young man says anxiously, " Is the Aincricano
well?"
" Yes."
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" And here ? "'
"Still here."
" He has not gone yet ! Blessings on God ! And his
wife—the beautiful Senora Alicia, the lady with the white
skin ? She has recovered from her touch of the fever
Panama ? "
" She is better. They go to the mainland this afternoon."
" Ho-oh ! "
" To-morrow morning they take passage on the railway, to Aspinwall, and then go on the big vessel with the
smoke to the great America beyond the sea."
"A-ah. she is well enough to travel ? "
" Yes, she is yellow no more ; her cheeks are red as the
blossoms of the manzanilla."
''For Dios ! She must be lovely as a mermaid oiLas
Islas de las Perles ! " murmurs Fernando half to himself,
but still not sufficiently low to miss the sharp ear of an
Indian ; for at his words the dark eyes of Anita flash
ominously, her füll, round bosom pants under its white
semi-transparent cotton drapery, and she mutters savagely to herseif.
" What are you saying under your breath, Anita ?"
cries the young man.
" Nothing ! I—I was only whispering a prayer to the
Virgin for the young American lady's recovery, in the
language nf my tribe," answers the girl hesitatingly.
''Diablo!
No more of the language of your tribe ! I
don't understand the language of your tribe I " sneers
Sefior Fernando, giving the girl a little slap on her
shapely brown Shoulder and a nasty glance out of his
bright eyes. To this she does not reply, as she passes
round the corner of the bamboo cottagc, apparently
overcome by some emotion she would sooner the gentleman who has been speaking to her would not discern in
her face.
" By all the saints of the cathedral, I believe the fool
is jealous of my passion for the beautiful A?nericana !
Anita jealous ! Did she but know there is an Anita at
Cruces, another at the Island del Rey, and half a dozen
more scattered between Aspinwall and Panama, little
Anita of Toboga would have fine cause for jealousy,"
chuckles the young gentleman, smoothing his elaborate
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and spotlessly white shirt front, and settling the bright
red saish around h\^ hips, in the conceited way peculiar
to South American dandies.
A moment after, he thinks : " What matters one Indian
girl, more or less ? Besides, to-day I have other things—•
they are going away to-day. How lucky I returned from
the Pearl Islands in time ! But now, For Dios!—everything is arranged for the departure to-night of the
American, his treasure, and his—beautiful—wife." He
lisps this through his white teeth, as he looks lazily out
over the Bay of Panama, and dreams a day-dream which
seems to be a pleasant one.
It is shortly interrupted by a hearty American voice
saying: " Back at last, Senor Montez. I hope you
have brought the pearls. I was afraid we would not
be able to wait for you. A gleaming necklace would be
a very pretty present for my little girl in the LTnited
States."
With these words, a brown-faced, hardy and stalwart
American, George Merritt Ripley, Steps upon the bamboo
portico and gives the man he addresses a hearty grasp
of the hand. Ripley's manners are those of one who
has been educated as a gentleman, but has to a limited
extent thrown off the veneer of society among the rough
and ready companions of Alta California.
This is apparent as he continues. " Light a cigar, my
Spanish friend, and enjoy the vievv with me, this beautiful morning ; " and, taking a camp chair, places his feet
lazily upon the bamboo railing of the veranda, making a
fine picture of a returning CaUfornian of the fifties in his
light woollen turn-away shirt, Panama hat, black trousers,
high boots and belted revolver.
" Gracias ' " The Spaniard accepts the offered weed
and then suggests : " Your wife, I understand, is now
sufficiently recovered, to continue her journey to the
United States."
" Yes, thank God! " answers the American. Then his
lip trembles a little, as he says: " Though our first day
in Panama, I was afraid my Alice would leave me for
ever ; " and sighs : " That would have been the saddest
parting on earth. My wife going to the embraces of our
daughter she has not seen for four years—since we left
her to journey to California."
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" Why did you not take her with you to the land of
gold ? "
" What! take a child of twelve across the Isthmus in
1852 ? With its boat travel on the Chagres—its night at
Gargona, amid the clicking of dice and the curses of the
gamblers—its morning of miasma, going up the river to
Cruces, and its mule ride through tropical forests infested
by thieves and banditti ? That would have been too
great a risk ; but novr, with the railroad, our return is different and safe."
At the American's mention of gamblers at Gargona,
and bandits on the Cruces road in 1852, a slight smile
has rippled the olive features of the young man to whom
he is talking.
As the returning Californian speaks of the railroad, the
smile on the Spaniard's features changes to a scowl, but
a moment after he assents laughingly : " Yes, it is differeiit." Then a gleam of diabolical hope comes into his
face, as'he says : " I am glad the Senora is well enough
to travel."
" Yes, we leave here this afternoon. That reminds me
I must thank you for yourkindncss of the week. Had it
not been for you, Alice would have remained in Panama,
and perhaps have succumbed to the fever ; but here on
this beautiful island, the sea breezes and the perfume of
the tamarind grovcs have been better for her than all the
quinine in the universe, and all the doctors on earth. So
I shall take her back to the East to meet our child, and
a re-united family will settle dov/n toa life of civilization,
blessing God for the gold placcrs of the Sicrras, for i
have been very fortunate in California. My wife will be
dressed very shortly, Sefior Montez. Would you mind
suggesting to the kind Anita that sea breezes bring
appetite for breakfast ? "
With this the gentleman returns into the little cottage
of bamboo walls and palm-thatched roof, and Fernando
Gomez Montez, looking after him, murmurs : " He has
been very fortunate ! " and thinks covetously of a streng
iron-bound ehest the returning Californian carries with
him, whose weight indicates that it contains the gold of
the Sierras.
Then his agile though sensuous mind wanders to the
beauty that he knows the slight bamboo walls keep from
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bis prying, inquisitive, hungering eyes—the beauty of the
American lady—the white lady whose loveliness he has
longed for since he has seen it—more than for the biggest pearl ever fished up from the blue waters of the Gulf
of Panama.
So he chuckles, looking over his own personal charms
which he thinks are great, for he has very nice regulär
white teeth and sparkling dark eyes ; his skin is a very
mild chocolate color, and his slight, wiry, petite figure
is clothed in immaculate white linen save v/here his bright
red sash circles his dapper waist and falls down his
right leg almost to his highly polished patent leather
Wellington boots.
Then hearing a woman's soft voice within the bamboo walls, he mutters : " The Californian is bigger than
I ; but she will forget him for me—the prettiest boy in
Panama!" and, gazing over the bay, sees in thedistance,
on the shore, the ramparts of the town, the white walls
of its houses, and the glittering domes of its cathedrals.
Back of it are the savannas, green as emeralds, that
glisten in the rising sun ; beyond, the Cordilleras droop
to the lowest gap of that great ridge that divides the
Atlantic and Pacific—so low here that twenty-five years
after, they will draw all the gold from the stockings of
the saving peasants of Brittany and Normandy, in the
vain attempt to make the waters of the Pacific and
Atlantic meet.
Behind the South American town rise two green hüls
—the nearest, called Anconj the other, farther back, an
advance peak of the Sierras, is the Ccrro de Filibusteres—
thus ominously named because Morgan, the buccaneer,
first gazed upon the old Panama that he and his two
thousand miscreants (gathered from all quarters of the
earth) three days afterwards destroyed with lust and pillage and rapine and fire and blood.
Looking on this, Montez murmurs : " Hov/ peaceful!
how beautiful ! " Even his soul is Struck by the lovely
view before him, though he has seen it a hundred times,
for to devils' eyes, heaven is sometimes lovely : and this
looks like heaven—though it is not.
The sea breezes bring to him the scent of the tamarind,
lime and orange groves. Around him is a mass of green
—feathery green—of palms and bamboos, brightened
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here and there by red and yellow blossoms, that are
strung, as if cn fiorist's wreaths, from tree to tree, and
often dangle and droop into the limpid waters that lave
the shore of fair Toboga Island.
In front of him, and round to right and left, are waves
clear as blue diamonds, in which the fish are seen as in
some gigantic aquarium : the white shark, mixing with
shoals of baracuta, and now and then a shiver of pearly
water thrown into the air by flights of flying fish, that
glisten in the sun.
A little to his right, concealing a portion of the modern
town of Panama, are three or four Islands—green to the
water's cdge. Were he nearer to them, they would also
be brightened by the colors of innumerable tropical flowers, and made joyous by the songs of tropic birds. Beyond
these, on the mainland to the south, lie the ruins of the
old town of Panama—the one that Morgan made no more.
Farther towards the Equator, the mountain ränge, growing higher, disappears in the blue sky.
To the southeast, but beyond his eye, lie the beautiful
Islas de las Pcrlcs. Around him it is all green and golden
yellow and brilliant red—the foliage, fruits, and flowersof
the tropics ; about him blue ; at his feet the waters of the
Gulf ; above him the ether of a fairy atmosphere. Its
dreamy effect appeals to his sensuous soul. He gazes
entranced.
But as he looks his restless eyes catch, just on the right
of the new town of Panama, a little smoke that goes
peacefully into the air above it, and mingics with it. It
comes from one of the locomotives of the Panama Railway, completed but eighteen months before, and a gleaming smile, as bright and sunny as the day he looks on,
comes into the eyes of Fernando Gomez Montez, as he
thinks: " O u r mtilateros and the Chagres boatm.en hate
this railroad that has taken from them the just dues
they filched from the stupid Gringos who travel across
our land. This iron track robs our honest banditti of
their chances of spoil and plunder on the Cruces mule
trail. To-night this helps me ! To-night I have both the
American'G treasure and his wife ! "
Then he giggles and chuckles to himself, emotions
running over his mobile countenance, as fantastic,
bizarre, and changing as the many drops of the blood of
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the various human races who in two centuries have passed
across this highway of the world ; and Montez of Panama has a drop of nearly all the races of the earth
within his despicable carcass, and each drop—the basest.
He has the drop that gives the cunning of the Spaniard ;
the drop that holds the bourgeois greed of the Frenchman ; the drop that makes the watchful stealth of the
Indian ; the drop that contains the savage cruelty of
the Zulu warrior ; the drop that gives the finesse of the
Italian ; the drop that comes from the Corsican and makes
undying hate; and, above all, one drop left by one of
Morgan's buccaneers, that makes him more dangerous
than all the other drops of wickedness in his blood, for
it gives to him the determination and the bulldog pluck
of the Anglo-Saxon.
Brüte and bully as this buccaneer had been, he left his
drop of blood to flow in the veins of this fantastic creature of all nations, to make him dangerous ; because it
gave him that unflinching determination that has carried
the Anglo-Saxon race to all quarters of the world, and
made it dominant in every one of them.
But Montez awakes with a start. A merry voice is in
his ear, a white, aristocratic hand is held toward him in
friendly greeting. These belong to Alice Ripley, who
with joy, hope, and happiness on her fair American face,
is saying : " Sefior Montez, our kind friend, you have
been to the Pearl Islands for us—another favor for which
to thank you ! "
"You are now quite well ? " he stammers, a little confused, though his eyes are bold enough to linger over the
beautiful woman, as she Stands before him, a white muslin
dress floating about her graceful form, and some ribbons
in her golden hair, giving color to a fair Saxon face, that
is lighted up by radiant, happy violet eyes.
" Yes—quite well! " she laughs. " So well, appetite
has returned to me. I am impatient for breakfast, which
kind Anita says is ready in the tamarind grove."
" You are—quite changed—you are more beautiful—"
" No," she laughs, " more happy. I am well once more
—my husband is by my side. In ten days I shall kiss my
daughter. Am I not a fortunate woman ? But breakfast. Ell avant, George, and forward Montez ! " and
Alice Ripley flits over the veranda towards the breakfast
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bower, made girlish by joy, and Stands beside the green
palms and red flowers, a picture that makes Sefior Montez's
eyes grow tender, and he would pity this lovely American
lady he hopes this night to cut off from husband and
friends, and home and child—but in all the polyhgema
drops that run in his vile veins, there is no drop of pity.
But there are in his body, drops of blood that carry
unbounded passion and intense desire, and gazing on this
fair woman's blue eyes, and white skin, and graceful mobile figure, his eyes grow misty, as he mutters : " A rare
flower for Fernando Gomez Montez of Panama to pluck
•—Ah ! This is a lucky day for the naughty boy of the
Isthmus ! "
CFIAPTER II.
" A TOBOGA B R E A K F A S T IN ' 5 6 . "
T H E N this little disciple of Satan runs over what has
brought him this great chance of good luck. He thinks
of his earlier days.
He is scarce twenty now, but people develop rapidly under the hot sun of the Equator. He remembers the quiet
little town of Cruces, in the mountains—at the head of
navigation of the Chagres, where the good priest taught
him his Faternosters, and where he chanted them each day
in his class, mingling his Latin with howls produced by
blows of a cutting rawhide in the hands of the padre's
athletic and vigilant assistant.
This mixture of penance and prayer pleased the young
Montez but little. His mother, who lived in a palm hut
by the rapids of the Chagres, did the padre's washing ; his
father was—Heaven knows where or who. There seemed
no way of escape. They were about to make him an altar
boy, and rebellious little Fernando cursed as he chanted
and saw no prospect save of a life of prayer and penance,
and candle carrying behind a decoratcd imagc of the Virgin, in its daily religious procession through the lanes of
the little town. But just at this moment Cruces—buried
from the world in the hills of the Cordilleras in the
deadly slumber that had fallen upon the Isthmus when
the route to Chili and Peru round Cape Hörn succccded
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the route via Panama, and the jingling bells of its mule
trains were no longer heard crossing the mountain paths
between Panama and Porta Bella—awoke and lived again.
The first rush of the gold seekers for California in '49
crossed the Isthmus.
Flying from churcb and prayer and penance, 3'oung
Montez dodged fasting and discipline in the hurly-burly
of that early Isthmus excitement.
At thirteen he peddled water, for ten cents a glass, to
thirsty Gringos. A year after he did a thriving business
in unripe bananas, oranges, and pineapples in the streets
of Chagres. Next taking up with a 7nonte shop, became
" muchacho diablo " in a gambling establishment at Gargona, where he learned card sharping and thimble rigging.
In the years 1851, 1852, and 1853 he was a handler of bad
mules, which he leased out at exorbitant prices to the
embryo pioneers and argonauts of California to cross
worse roads from Gargona in the dry season, and from
Cruces in the wet time, to Panama.
Perchance, he took a flyer or two, with one or two
successful bandits, and some looted treasure came to him.
He had a knack of recovering lost children who disappeared together with their native carriers in this rush
across the Isthmus, and restoring them to fond parents
for large sums of money.
And during this time he learned one great principle that
has been of much use to Napoleons of finance both in
America and Europe—that is, not to steal often, but to
steal much. The first invariably leads to disgrace and a
prison—the second often to honor and a palace.
While doing all this, his facile mind became educated.
He picked up French, from some Parisians crossing
the Isthmus. Spanish was his native tongue. A smattering of Latin he had from the priest. English came
to him from his vocation with the Californian adventurers ; and by devoting himself to one or two Portuguese,
who travelled tremblingly across the Isthmus in those
days, he stole from them a smattering of their language
and any doubloons and Spanish doUars they might leave
within reach of his grasping paws.
At length, the railroad completed in 1855 destroyed
young Montez's means of livelihood ; but by this time he
had sufficient to engage in other occupations, and turned
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bis attention to dealing in pearls, precious stones, and
other valuables he could pick up about the Isthmus,
sometimes making trips to the Pearl Islands, and once
or twice going as far as Ecuador and Peru, upon the
English steamers that were now running down the coast
of South America, and to Acapulco to the north, on the
Pacific Mail boats, trading always with a rare facility and
shrewdness that had come to him in a drop of Yankee
blood left by a New Bedford whaler at Darien some
hundred years before, and by a globule of the vital fluid
of Israel, that had entered his poly-nation veins from an
unfortunate Jewish pedler the Inquisition had burned,
before the time of Morgan.
He was even now considered well to do, and his
Orders were good in the Hotel Francais in Panama, or
in the restaurant of Monsieur Victor, the Isthmus Delmonico those days, but still as yet no grand coup had
come to him.
Some ten days before the time he sits upon the veranda of the villa on the Island of Toboga, the steamer
John L. Stevens, from San Francisco, brought its lot of
passengers from California, to take route across the
Isthmus by railway to Aspinwall, and so on to New York ;
among them this American gentleman and his wife, who
are occupying the pretty palm cottage this morning—
Ripley ruddy in health, Alice beautiful as a pale lily,
stricken with the fever picked up during a six hours' stay
in Acapulco, and too ill to proceed on her journey. But
for this, the American would have been the happiest of
men, for he was a successful pioneer to California.
George Merritt Ripley had left a clerkship in Baltimore, and taken his wife with him, leaving his little
daughter of twelve at school in the East, and had gone
to California in 1852. He had made his first start in gold
mining in Calaveras County, at Mokelumne Hill, and
being sensible enough to see that placer digging was uncertain, and that trade in California at that time was a
sure road to wealth, had taken his few thousand dollars,
and entered into business in the thriving town of Stockton on the San Joaquin. In three years he had accumulated some sixty thousand dollars, which, in those days
of cheap prices, large interest, and small capital, was the
equivalent to half a million at the present.
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Having enough to live upon in the East, his money
properly invested in the growing towns of New York or
Boston would in time make him even wealthy.
His wife, anxious to see her child (for four years is a
long time to a mother's heart), had implored him to return
to the Eastern States, which in those days all Californians
called "home."
So, though his life on the plains of the San Joaquin
had been a pleasant one, Ripley was delighted to turn his
face from the crudities of the early California, to the
more civilized existence of the Eastern world.
He had come on his way rejoicing, until the fever
Struck the woman he loved, so he had brought her to
Panama to rest there—perchance to die there.
His trunks, checked through to the East, had gone on,
all save one that contained their immediate necessities of
apparel, and the other one ; the one that never left his eye
—the heavy one—the one that took three natives to handle.
These, together with his wife, were in Panama, when he
chanced to meet Montez, who, having many arts and
graces of a gentleman, had soon made George Ripley
think him his friend.
Montez had recommended the change from the pestilent miasma of the mainland to the breezes that came
fresh up the Gulf to the Island of Toboga, and in these
zephyrs, health had come to George's wife, and despair
had left the heart of the streng man who loved her.
During these days of his wife's convalescence, in one of
his conversations with Montez, Ripley had mentioned a desire to invest a little of the gold he was bringing with him
in the pearls of the Isthmus—which were cheap at Panama
compared to Nev/ York. This treasure was all in his own
care, for Wells Fargo's charges in these days, for the
transmission of specie, were very high, and George Ripley
thought himself streng enough to take care of his own
money, having stood off bandits from his Mokelumne
Hill mine and possessing that peculiar self-confidence that
seemed to come with the air of the Sierras to all Californians in those early days. Therefore this foolish Ripley
had evaded Wells, Fargo & Co.'s charges, and had
evcrything he held valuable in this world with him in
Toboga this sunny day—»ave his daughter in her üastern
school.
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Musing over this, Fernando chuckles to himself:
"Brave Americano—fool Amcricano! "
Just here he is awakened from his reverie by the brave
Americano's voice in his ear, and the hearty grasp of the
fool Americano's hand upon his Shoulder. The voice
says : " Come along, Don Fernando Montez ! We are
hungry. The odor of the breakfast is delicious—but my
wife insists upon our waiting for our kind host." The
hand drags in friendly play tht petite carcass of Fernando
Gomez Montez to see the prettiest sight his sparkling, allnation eyes have ever gazed upon—the blonde beauty of
the temperate zone contrasted with the dark loveliness
of the Equator, surrounded by a tropic breakfast al fresco.
It is under the shade of the tamarind trees, the perfume
from which is mingled with the odors of a feast for the
gods !
The aroma of Costa Rica coffee just burnt and ground
comes from a steaming urn that Stands on the ground
near the fire of perfumed orange wood, upon which turtle
Steaks are broiling, and luscious plantains and mealy yams
are cooking in its ashes. A stew of rice and freshly
killed Iguano lizard, made hot with Chili Colorado, and
a slight suspicion of garlic—for Anita is an artist in the
cooking line—Stands ready to their hands ; and fruits,
gorgeous as the sun that gave them their ripe beauty,
lie about them everywhere.
The American lady, lazily seated in a hammock, looks
cooUy beautiful under the leaves that shade her—the
abandon of careless ease shows her still girlish figure in
graceful motion. Her blue eyes would be very bright this
morning, were they not wistful at times when gazing
towards the East. Anita posed like a bronze statue
Stands near the fire, her orbs sparkling also, save when
looking at la Americana they glow with som« unknown
passion like those of a Voodoo priestess !
So breakfast passes, Anita the presiding goddess of
the feast ; for to this Indian girl all the beauty of the
tropics has come in the fifteen years of her life. She is
robed in white—some soft clinging Isthmus stuff, which
drapes her lithe figure, and displays the beauties of her
graceful linibs at every motion—and her little feet, bare
as when she was born, step so lightly they hardly rustle
the leaves under them.
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The girl flits about, ministering to the appetites of
Senor ^lontez and his guests, which seem to be verj'
good, Montez apparently being happy, and a great jov
beaming in the eyes of the American. His beautiful
wife has roses on her fair cheek=. and in ten days they
will be in their Eastern home; with them the one child of
their love. Health and appetite are theirs, and their
breakfast is almost like that of Arcady.
The coffee is of the sweetest aroma, X'neIguano is done
to a nicety, and the turtle Steaks are juicy as those
from a twc-year-old buffalo cow. These being finished,
they revel in the fruits of the tropics—oranges green as
an olive, thin-skinned as a lady's glove, with one blood
red shot upon each, to prove that it has ripened; melons,
sweet limes, Avigado pears. and the mangoes for which
Toboga is famous.
As appetite is appeased, conversation becomes easy
•• Why did you not ask Anita to teil me that I was
keeping j-ou from breakfast ? It is such a good one,"
laughs the ever)'-nation gentleman.
'•' Anita did not seem to care for your Coming." returns
the American lady. '• Perhaps she did not think her
breakfast was as perfect as it is."
"Ah, Anita was sulky, eh.'" says Fernando, a httle
mocking snarl curling over his white teeth. '• Anita has
an Indian temper and Indian moods." He regards the
girl with a sneer, and she returns him several flashes from
her eyes, that would be reproachful, were they not almost
vindictive.
'• A little sullen, Anita—eh ?" jeers the host.
His tone would drive the girl to frenzy, did not the
American lady suddenly say, " Please don't be cross with
her. You do not know how kind she has been to me
during your absence and my sickness I'' Then she turns
to her husband and suggests : " We must not forget
Anita's ser\-ice5 when we leave her."
'• X'o," cries the jovial Californian. '• Anita shall have
the biggest pearl that Montez has brov.jht from the
Islands."
At this mention of personal adornment, a smile runs
over the volatile features of the Indian girl.
Fernando smiles also. What is Anita's is his. And
everj-thing is fish that comes to his net.
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A second after, he gives a start. The American lady
is remarking in gratef ul tones : " And what shall our offering be to you, Senor Montez, whose hospitality has
given me health ? "
"A present for me ? Mia viadre ! you are too kind."
" Yes, mention what you like and you have it, " interjects the Californian.
" Oh, if you wish me to say what I should regard with
the greatest favor, it would be your—your beautiful revolver. There is none like it on the Isthmus,—none
that shoots so truly, for I have seen your skill with it,"
answers Fernando, looking with longing eyes upon the
fatal weapon of the American.
" My revolver," echoes the Californian with a start.
Then he says, after a pause of consideration : " I will
send it to you by express from New York. Until this
journey is over, I cannot part with it. It has guarded
my life and my property before. I fee! safer with it by
my side."
"Yes," returns Alice, " a t his side by day, near his
hand at night. George is superstitious, I think, with regard to it."
This conversation apparently does not please Senor
Montez very greatly. The revolver has seemed to
fascinate him. All through the meal his glances have
sought the long Colt's pistol that carries six lives in its
six loaded Chambers as it hangs in the Californian s belt.
A little spheroid of timid Cingales blood, poured into his
veins from some East Indian ancestor, now brings a
coward faltering into his bright eyes. He does not seem
to enjoy the Avigado pear that he was eating with a good
appetite a second before. Throwing it away with a
" pish " of disgust, he cries : " Anita, quick, a cigar !" for
nicotine soothes this gentleman's excitable nerves.
The Indian girl, at his command, draws out from a
bündle of fragrant Toboga tobacco a fresh leaf, and rolling it in her deft and agile fingers, in half a minute it
becomes a cigar. Thirty seconds more, a second leaf becomes another cigar. This she offers to the American,
who follows his host's example. So fighting up, the two
men puff away contentedly.
A moment after, Alice gives a start of amazement, for a
third cigar has been tendered to "ler. and to her aston-
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ished refusal, Anita laughs : " You are not well enough
yet to smoke. I had supposed nov/ you are ill no longer
you would enjoy it as I do." Then throwing herseif into
a hammock, this lazy bird of the tropic surrounds herseif
with wreaths of smoke, puffing them out between her
white teeth, and playing with them as a juggler does with
his baubles.
The sensuous scene appeals to even the energetic Californian's senses. He mutters: " This v.'eek at Toboga
has seemed like a week of—of
"
" Of paradisc ! " interjccts his wife. " Since I have
become well again, we have made a fairy land of it.
Daytime in the hammock, sipping coccanut milk and
chicha under the tamarind leaves ; dinners at Jacques'
petite restaurant in the cocoanut trees, and moonlight
in a canoe on the water. George said," here the lady
blushes slightly, gazing at her husband with bride's eyes,
" that it was more romantic than our wedding tour."
" A-ah, a—new honeymoon ! " sighs Montez. Looking at the beauty of this Northern violet, as she sits
before him in the ease of this tropic Arcady—for Alice
Ripley has imitated Senorita Anita in the hammock
business, and sits lazily under the green leaves, one
perfect JFoot and one delicate ankle carelessly swinging
from under her white laces and muslin and ribbons—
this gentleman s face suddenly flushcs with a great
delight, as he thinks : " A new honeymoon !—Yes—
for me ! " Then visions come to him, entrancing as the
dreams of opium sleep, as he gazes at Alice Ripley
through the clouds of his cigar smoke.
Mingled with the rustling breezes in the tamarind
groves, as they sit there, the "silence—of—the—smoker "
Coming on them, is heard the voice of a rushing stream,
which issues gurgling and foaming from the hill-side,
and splashes into a little basin, a short hundred yards
away, suggesting coolness.
The day is already burning, and the noise of this foaming stream apparently puts an idea into the fertile mind
of little Montez, as he sits looking with sleepless eyes at
the big Californian, through his wreaths of smoke.
He says: " How is a cool plunge this hot miorning ?
Why not a bath, Senor Georgio Ripley ? "
" A bath—delicious ! " ejacuiates the American. Then
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looking over the green water of the bay, he suggests,
" But the sharks ! "
" No sharks here," and Fernando points with a httle
finger, adorned with some diamonds and a very delicately
trimmed almond-shaped nail, to the cool, limpid basin
worn in the rock by the unceasin|^ flow of the living
stream for centuries. " That is nature's bathing place."
So the two go off together, through the thickets to the
shady pool, bearing with them handfuls of javoncilla
leaves, that will act as vegetable soap and make their
skins soft as those of children.
Looking on its limpid waters, dark under the palms and
only golden where the sun steals in upon it through little
breaks in the leaves, the American mutters : " This is
perfection."
Then Montez cries, " Quick, I'll beat you into the water.
You need not fear to undress here. Toboga has no
deadly lance-vipers or coral snakes like the mainland."
So undressing himself in the little thicket of broadleaved palms and feathery bamboos, George Merritt
Ripley, as he takes his plunge into nature's bath-tub, for
the first time in his journey really parts himself from his
revolver.
It is but for a short fifteen minutes, and Montez bathes
with him ten of them, but leaves the water first.
But in that five minutes, that one last plunge for Ripley,
something has happened to his weapon of trust that
had saved his life and his treasure from the bandits
of the Sierras and the highwaymen of the Californian
trails.
Not knowing this, George comes laughingly up the
bank, crying, " That last plunge was the most refreshing
of my life ! I hope you enjoyed your bath as v/ell as I
did, Sefior Montez."
" Perhaps better," returns his companion, who has as
yet hardly begun to dress. Fernando is apparently a lazy
man, and he has had something to occupy him, and a
little file that he has brought with him, during the five
minutes of Ripley's last plunge.
From now on, a confident air seems to come over this
every nation gentleman ; and when his eyes look at the
revolver which the American is strapping around him
again, they no longer shrink from it, but gaze at it in
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confident triumph. So, Walking up the path to the tamarind grove and bamboo cottage, Fernando chuckles to
himself : " I am sure now—treasure and beauty. "

CHAPTER m .
T H E R A I L R O A D S T A T I O N AT

PANAMA,

ON the veranda once more, George Ripley suggests:
"Would you mind showing us your pearls ? My wife
is anxious to see your jewels, and we must be soon
getting under way for the mainland."
"Yes, the Illinois arrived this morning at Aspinwall," returns Montez. " Her passengers will soon reach
Panama. Soon there will be a Pacific Mail steamship
in the bay. The Golden Age from San Francisco is one
day overdue. When she comes in, her passengers will
be moved eastward rapidly. If you are not at the railway Station you may be left to spend ten days more with
US. That v/ould please me, mi amigo j but you—you
are an American, and in a hurrj'. You do not enjoy
life. You fly through it."
" And you dream through it, I imagine, Senor Montez,"
laughs Alice, Coming on the veranda to meet the returning bathers. Then she says archly, " Dream no more ;
show US your pearls, and become a man of business. "
" That I will! " cries Montez, as he displays his jewels,
and descants on the beauties of the large pink pearl he
has, and the perfection of the vv^hite ones he holds caressingly in his hands, with the vehemence and volubility of
an Armenian in the bazaar at Constantinople, and the
shrewdness of a Hebrew pawn-broker in Seven Dials.
Fernando's trading powers, however, are thrown away ;
for the American takes all the pearls at the seller's own
prices, which though exorbitant for Panama, are cheap
for New York.
" Come in and get our business over,'' says George ;
and Montez foUowing him and Alice into the bamboo
cottage, the affair is completed. Opening a large buckskin bag, that is part of his belt, after the manner of
early Californians, Ripley makes payment in gold-dust;
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for at that time gold was plcnty, though ccin was scarce,
in the Western world.
U p o n this yellow dross, Fernando's eyes linger lovingly,
and from it roam gloatingly to the heavy iron-bound
trunk of the Californian, and turning from this to the
beautiful Americana, who had thrown her pearls in a string
of white radiance around her fair white neck, his glance
becomes more longing than ever.
H e r e George laughingly suggests : " Montez, you think
jewels become h e r ? Alice should have had these pearls
when she stood in Edouart's gallery in Washington Street,
San Francisco, and had this t a k e n , " producing from his
pocket a tintype of his v/ifc, a style of picture just come
into fashion.
" Yes, I had two of them taken ; one for my husband,
the other for my daughter ; Mary's was sent to her two
months ago. It will remind her of my Coming," replies
the lady ; then blushes a little, for Montez, in his native
way, has cried out : ''Ah, Dios!
It is celestial—but the
sun has not done you justice, Senora Ripley ! "
T h e sun, however, has done very well, and the tintype
has the blue eyes and fair hair of this charming American.
So charming, Montez fears to stay ; his passion may
betray itself. H e mutters, " I will go and engage your
boat, Senor Ripley "
" Yes ! Get a safe one, I don't care for speed. Something there is no chance of capsizing," calls the Californian after him.
" I will be sure of that for my own sakc, as well as
yours," cries back the little gentleman, as he glides down
the pathway, brushing with a bamboo switch the dust
from his patent leather boots.
At the white glistcning beach he selects carefully a
boat, and is delighted to find among its crew a swarthy
boatman, who is called Domingo,
Addressing him familiarly, and slapping him on the
back, Montez says in his e a r : " O l d bravo, are you still
up to banditti work as in '52, on the Cruces roads ? "
T o this, Domingo, a gentleman with a pirate countenance adorned by two fearful scars, with a stalwart black
frame, and a stout black heart beating in his black body,
replies : " Si, Sciior, ir.ouchcs dincro, tnouchcs sangui,
moiiches Domingo."
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So Fernando knows he has at his hand, for this night's
work, a man who will not be turned back for pity, nor
blood, nor danger, from doing any wickedness that may
come to his hand.
While this has been taking place on the beach, Ripley
and his wife, during hurried preparations for their departure, are holding a conversation that makes the
Californian open his honest eyes in astonishment.
LIis wife says to him, under her breath : " Now that
Montez is away, I wish to teil you something : I am glad
v/c are going ! "
'•'• Of coursc ! To-morrow wc v;ill bc one day ncarcr
our daughter."
'• It is not entirely that," v/hispers the lady. ncrvously,
"but I fear to stay here."
'•Why ?"
"Anita hates me."
" Impossible ! No one could have nursed you more
faithfully during the fever, than the bright-eyed Indian
giri." _
" It is her bright eyes that make me fear her. Something new has come into them. Besides that, while you
were taking your bath she told me that we had better go
away as soon as possible. She told me
"
" Well, what ? " says the American impatiently.
" Only—that—if the fever returned to me here—I
would not throw it off again. Toboga breezes are good
for the first attack,—but after that,—like other medianes,
—they lose their value."
While she says this in a hesitating, disjointed manner,
a bright red flush has come over the features of the
beautiful American lady, for Alice Ripley is telling her
husband her first falsehood.
Anita's words had been to her : " Beware of Montez !
Montez loves you ! " and suspicion coming to her quick
feminine mind at these words, Ahce had noted some of
the uncanny glances the polyhsema gentleman at times
could not restrain himself from indulging in. But at the
last moment, even when warning was on her lips, she
has hesitated to teil her husband what she has heard and
suspects—because the very thought of the thing brings
blushing shame upon her.
So the modesty of thir, beautiful woman takes from her
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husband one of his ropes of safety this day—his one
chance of suspecting the man he thinks his friend, but
who is even now bent upon his robbery and ruin.
" Well, let US give Anita her pearl—perhaps that will
reconcile h e r t o our going away," laughs the Californian.
This being done, they leave the palm-thatched bamboo
villa, and come down the little rocky pathway to the
beach at Toboga, to take departure for P a n a m a .
T h r e e stalwart natives carry the iron-bound trunk, and
find it all they can handle ; another Swings easily the
lighter one that contains the wardrobe of George Ripley
and his wife.
Looking around, Montez is happy ; for there is only a
steamer of the English Steam Navigation Company in
the harbor, one or two trading brigs and schooners, and
the Columbus just returned from her voyage to the Islas
de las Ferles, and no vcsscls of war of any nation.
No
blue jackets can be landed to interfere with a plan that
he has already set on foot among the desperate native
classes of the town of Panama this fifteenth day of April,
1856.
Toboga is slumbering in the mid-day sun, as they
stand upon the sandy beach. A lazy steward from the
llnglish steamer is buying fish and fruit from a big
Indian bongo that has come from a neighboring island.
T h e r e is a drowsy hum from a few bamboo huts, and
pinc board edifices that do duty as shops, and ship
chandlers' stores, for this Island of Toboga is really the
port of Panama, as the depth of water permits vessels to
lie there at all times ; while off the jnainland, the tremendous rise and fall of the ocean compels ships of
bürden to keep three or four miles out in the bay.
" I am glad you got a good, big, safe boat," remarks
the Californian, " and I hope competent b o a t m e n . "
" Yes, that is all arranged. On board, mi amigo," cries
Montez, offering a gallant hand to assist the pretty
Americana.
But what the Indian girl has said to her makes this
lady blind to his attentions, and she carelessly and lightly
Steps over the gunwale of the boat, and tripping to its
Stern, takes seat under its awning of many colors, ignoring the gentleman whose eyes follow her, an unknown
suspicion in them. ,
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A moment after, they are under way, black Domingo
pulling a streng streke ear, and three lithe natives keeping time with him, and dashing foam that looks like pearls
and diamonds from the water, as they glide ever this
aquarium, in which Alice looking down sees countless fish.
As they move, she carelessly drops a dainty hand
into the cool water, playing with its ripples. The next
instant Montez quietly takes it in his and replaces it in
the boat.
Perchance, unable to control himself, he has given
its delicate fingers a tender pressure, for the lady's face
grows angry.
" Would you like to leave your arm in that fellow's
maw ? " is Fernando's reply to her indignant glance, and
he points to a huge white shark that is lazily patrolling
the water a cable's length or so from the English
steamer's stern.
Fellowing his gesture with their eyes, the crew start
and Demingo mutters: " Diablo l Toboga Bill ! "
" Yes, that is the gentleman ! " laughs Montez. " This
desperado has just come up after the Peruvian steamer
from a trip down the coast to Callae."
" So that is the terror of Panama Bay ?" queries
George, turning his eyes upon the great fish, who is as
long as a ship's cutter, and whose dorsal fin makes a big
swash of foam with every movement.
" Yes ! There will be one or two less native beatmen,
perhaps, before he leaves harbor ! " returns Montez.
Then he suddenly cries : " For your life, No ! " and
places a deterring hand upon the Californians pistol,
for Ripley is about to draw it.
" There is no danger in this big boat. Let me have a
pop at the desperado," says George, still fingering his
ready revolver
" No, no ! Your wife is here. He might Charge the
boat. He has upset canoes ! Don't use your pistol ! "
murmurs the little every-nation rascal, his lips trembling
and growing white.
" If he is so awful—don't shoot at him ! " gasps Alice
to her husband.
" If you trem^ble, of course not! " says the American,
returning his revolver to his belt. "Though I had imagined Montez had better nerves."
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This idea is that of the boatmen ; for one of them says
in Spanish to his fellow : " Caramba ! I never saw the
muchacho diablo tremible before—at a shark, too ! "
But Domingo knows his old master better, and
chuckles to himself : " What was there about that
pistol of the Americano that Fernando did not wish him
to use it ? Ah ! It has been tampered with. This man
and this woman are to be our prey." And from now on,
the whites of his eyes grow blood-shot when they look
on the Californian and his fair-haired wife.
As they leave " Toboga Bill " behind them, fear seems
to dcpart from Montez ; he regains his spirits, but whencver a stray gull offers a tempting shot hc looks nervous ;
perchance Ripley will test his pistol.
Three hours after, they make the landing at Panama,
having been assisted by the incoming tide, which has
just turned, and is here tremendous.
They come to the end of the long wharf of the railroad, finding there a little light-draft iron steamboat—
the Foboga—used in transferring passengers and mail
to the great Pacific steamers that cannot come nearer
than three miles of the town. Net six inches of water is
under the Foboga s keel. It must wait for the incoming
tide to free it, and make it float again, which will be
somewhere about ten or eleven o'clock this cvening.
Clambcring upon this wharf, which rises at this stage
of the tide quite high above the beat, Montez and Ripley
assist the American lady, who soon Stands beside them.
" There will prebably be no train for Aspinwall before
to-morrow morning. I think wc had better go to one
of the hoteis in the main town. It will be more comfortable," remarks Ripley.
"Very well," answers Montez, a shade of disappointment crossing his face, " the Hotel Francais. But what
will you do with your trunk—the heavy fellow ? It seems
all that the three boatmen can manage."
" Of course, George, they can never carry it into the
town in this hot sun," remarks Alice, who, having hoisted
a dainty parasol over her head, Stands watching the men.
" Let me suggest the Pacific House," returns Fernando,
pointing to a white board hotel just across the road from
the Station. ''• It is but a step for your v,'ifc—and your
trunk."
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To this proposition George assents, and they walk up
the wharf, followed by three of the boatmen, who struggle
under the heavy iron-bound ehest, upon which the Californian, turning ever and anon, casts a wary glance. Behind them tramps old Domingo, slinging easily upon his
stalwart Shoulder the light trunk containing the wardrobe
of the Californian, which does not seem to interest Ripley
at all.
Walking along the tracks of the Panama road, which
run upon this wharf, they soon come to dusty terra firma,
and find themselves in quite a crowd of passengers from
the Illinois, which has landed them at Aspinwall, on
the Atlantic side of the Isthmus, some few hours before.
These are making their preparations for departure, some
of them checking their baggage, and others having their
tickets examined ; a few, even nov/ (fortunately for themselves), are taking their families on board the Foboga,
as the Golden Age, the incoming Pacific Mail steamer, has
been sighted.
Hearing this, Montez whispers to the Californian :
" The train for Aspinwall will be sure to leave early in
the morning. The Pacific House is the one for you,
it is so near the railroad depot."
So they pass in, and registering their names with
McFarlane, the proprietor, soon find themselves in a little
reom on the eastern, and now shady, side of the house,
for the sun is already declining in the heavens.
This Chamber is one flight up, retired and quiet as any
reom can be in a house made of thin boards with partitiens of canvas and paper. To this the three natives
stagger with the heavy trunk, Domingo accompanying
them with the lighter one.
Here Montez says to the American, " Au revoir ! " but
while doing this, suggests : " Wen't you take a stroll with
me into the town ? You will find lots of the passengers
who are bound for California, seeing the sights. Why
not make an evening of it with me ? Dinner at the Cafe
Victor, and then, I believe, we have a circus in town
to-night."
" That would be delightful ! " cries Alice. A moment
after, she says thoughtfully, " but I am afraid I am too
fatigued for it."
" No thank you, Montez, old boy," answers George.
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" I think I'll stay here with my baggage and my tired
v/ife."
" Then au reroir agam ! " murmurs Fernando, and turns
to go, but the Californian comes after him, and seizing
his little fingers in his stalwart grip, says gratefully ;
" This must not be the last we shall see of you !
Promise to come back here this evening. My wife and I
must thank you again for your hospitality, and what you
have done for us. I'll not forget to express the revolver
to you from New York."
" Oh, do not fear—I'll return to you ! " answers
Montez, the Armenian drop in his blood Coming to the
fore, and giving his eyes a far-seeing, peculiar, subtle
look. " Until this e v e n i n g ! " and whispering these
words, he skips down the steps, giving one last longing
parting glance at the fair American lady, who makes a
pretty picture, her bright beauty being in s t r e n g centrast
to the bareness of the reom, as she carelessly sits upon the
iron-bound trunk. T h u s greuped these two treasures of
the American look very beautiful to Sefior Montez—they
are now, he thinks, so nearly his.
As he reaches the doerway of the hotel he suddenly
Starts and says : " But I have much to do ! " and so
passes rapidly out of the Pacific House, where there is
a good deal of drinking going on, and many glasses are
being emptied to the first sight of the Pacific, by passengers eager to reach the land of gold.
Left together Ripley turns to Alice, saying : " It looks as
if you would have a dull time, little woman, tili to-morrow
morning when we get upon the railroad for Aspinwall."
" O h , I'll pass a little of it writing to Mary."
" Why, the child'll see us as soon as the letter ! "
" Not quite. We'll have to remain a day in New
York prebably.
T h e letter will go right on. I'll teil
her of our week in T o b o g a , " returns the lady, taking
from her trunk the articles for a hasty epistle. " Had
you not better see about our tickets ? "
" They'll do in the morning," replies the gentleman
who is looking out of the hotel window. " Besides, the
crowd bound for California are giving the railroad
officials all they want to attend to just now." And
George amuses himself inspecting the movements of the
throng outside as the sun goes down upon Panama.
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After a little, his wife closes an epistle füll of a mother's
love to her absent dear one, telling her the day after she
receives it she will be in her arms, and says, " George,
just Step down and put this in the mail at the railroad
depot, before you forget as usual."
"Then the usual bribe," laughs her husband.
" Two, if you like," and the lady's lips receive his
kisses, for these two are as much lovers as when they
first became man and wife.
"Newhurry. For Mr., McFarlane's gong is going to
sound for dinner seen," cries Alice.
So George Ripley goes down and posts the letter to
Mary, his daughter, putting it in the streng grip of Wells,
Fargo & Co., but does not come back to dinner with his
wife—for this is the night of the fifteenth day of April,
1856—a night that at Panama severed husbands from
wives and parted children from parents' love.

CHAPTER
WHAT
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SAW

IV
IN

PANAMA.

MONTEZ, after gliding through the crowd about the
railroad Station, joins Domingo, who has been waiting
for him, and the two stroll together along the dusty lane
leading to the Cuinago, a quarter of the city composed
pf vermin, filth and native huts, in which the lower Orders
of this town of Panama make their habitat.
" You half understand my design, my worthy old desperado," murmurs Montez.
" Si, Capitano mio," returns the svvarthier and more stalwart bandit.
"Then I will explain the rest to you. Listen ! " and
Fernando hastily outlines a plan, which makes the other
grind his teeth together in a wild kind of unholy chuckle.
'' Diablo ! This will be a better night than any one ofc
the wild days of my youth ! " and Domingo had once
been a ship's boy with Lantte, the last pirate of the Gulf
of Mexico.
" Yes—it will he^fine I" laughs the other. " There are
women and children among this crowd of passengers.

3-'

BARON

MONTEZ.

These people are not like the advcnturers of '49. T h e y
are going to be California farmers, not miners. Few of
them carry a revolver ; fewer still know how to use it."
" But your American friend bears a very large one."
" Y e s , and is a dead s h o t ; but that is arranged," says
Montez.
" A h , trust el muchacho diablo ./" laughs Domingo, looking in admiration at his little menter. T h e n he says
suddenly : " But the plan you have mentioned, will take
much time. T h e natives must be aroused."
" I t is almost arranged now. You have but very little
to do. T h e keg of powder I have ordered is already in
those huts. You see our savage boatmen and muleteers
are prepared to use it," and Montez points to the crowd
of excited Indians, sam.bos, mulattos, negroes, Spanish
gypsies, and every other vile race of the Isthmus, who are
stimulating themselves in the streets of the native quarter
with aguardiente for some work they have on hand, and
are even now nearly all armed with old muskets, machetes,
or pistols.
Looking upon this, Domingo s a y s : " T h a t little
steamer," pointing to the Foboga, whose smoke-stack is
still visible at the end of the wharf, " h a s taken away
their livelihood from the honest barqueros here, by transferring the passengers that v/ere their customers. Their
hatred will be an assistance to us. Besides, the railroad
has ruined our ntulatcros—they will not be backward."
" Not with American plunder in sight," laughs Montez.
" But they will need a leader—Domingo, you are the man
for that kind of thing : you like blood !"
" A h , but, dcinonios ! we have forgotten the police ! "
" We have not forgotten anything ! " replies the brighter
scoundrel.
" T h e police are arranged f o r ; the governor, I think, is arranged for also. A Dios tili six o'clock !
Do your work here ; I will do mine in the town ! Remember at six—the railroad Station. There Montez will make
his Start in life."
Leaving Domingo surrounded by a crowd of his old
cronics and chums, whom he will excite with streng pulqt:c and bad aguardiente, Montez, turning away from the
native quarter, strolls through the Gargona gate, alonothe Calle de la Aferced, into the middle of the old town
of Panama.
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Here he sees many of the passengers of the Illinois,
who are buying jewelry of Choco gold and Panama pearls,
Sombreros de Guayaquil, and bright-hued stuffs, to take
with them to California.
T h e sun is going down rapidly, flaming lanterns are
beginning to appear in the shops ; a few Spanish ladies,
in short white petticeats and light chemises, scarcely
concealed by graceful mantillas and nelosos floating from
their dark hair, and draping their bare and gleaming
necks and arms, are tripping with slippered feet hurriedly
homeward.
T h e lights are twinkling in the Cafe Victor and the
Hotel Frangais. T h e tingling of bells announces mules,
ridden by dashing caballeros adorned with all the splendor
of Spanish horse trappings. Still the streets seem curiously deserted ; the lower classes have left them ; few
mulateros, boatmen, or ladrones are here ; they are nearly
all in the Cuinago, and those that axe not yet there are
hurrying towards the native quarter, as if going to a rendezvous.
Looking on this, Montez thinks : " This will be a glerious evening!
But to make sure, I must see His
Excellency."
H e passes rapidly to the street San Juan de Dios, and
Steps before a low stene building, in front of which a
negro sentry is parading, with dirty gun and bare feet.
H e says to h i m : " Colonel Garrido is h e r e ? "
"Yes, Sefior, inside."
" I must see him."
And Word being sent in, Garrido, Commander of Police,
makes his appearance. H e is half negro, quarter Spanish,
quarter cur—all devil.
Adorned with great tawdry
epaulettes, and buttons and sashes, and a big sword, he
wears long dark oily mustachic-s, which he strokes in an
affected and military way.
" A h , Senor Montez, mio!" he laughs, looking at the
little man who has already placed his hand in his pocket
and is chinking doubloons together. " Y o u have come
at last. I have been waiting for you ! "
" Yes, I represent the law," says Montez.
/ ^ e j - is
o-oincr to be an outbreak. T h e Americanos, the passen| « s \ t the railway depot, will attack to-night our poor
fruit pedlers."
3
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" Y o u told me of that yesterday."
" Y e s ! I am a prophet ! Are the police prepared ? "
" T h e police will do their duty. T h e y are now ready,"
and Garrido chuckles and points into the patio where he
has already mustered and armed the hundred vagabonds
he calls the police of Panama.
" T h e n the Americanos will bully us no longer," rejoins Montez. " I thought that would be your decision.
T h e Americanos have women and children with them,
also considerable sums of money with which they are
going to buy ranchos in California."
" But the men—those awful Yankee fighters," stammers
the police colonel, growing nervous ; " I remember them
in '49 and '50. H o w they handled thear revolvers ! "
" Now—they do not carry many, besides—" H e r e Fernando's hand chinks a roll of doubloons into the outstretched palm of the officer of the law. " Besides—they
are unprepared to fight—these rioters."
" A - a h , that settles los Americanos," laughs Garrido.
" B u t the g e v e r n o r — " suggests the other.
" Ah, the gevernor," mutters the colonel of police.
" H e is wavering."
" Wavering ? Diablo ! Caramba ! " means Montez.
T h e n the drop of Morgan's buccaneer's blood coming to
the front in this little man, he becomes tremendous. H e
cries out : " I'll see him at once ! H e shall waver no
longer!"
So he directs his way to His Excellency's house, and
bcgs that he m.iy see the Gevernor of the town of Panama,
init word is brought him that His Excellency is engaged.
At this Mr. Fra Diavolo grinds his teeth, writes four
words on a slip of paper, and says : " Give that to His
Excellency, curse him, and see if he dares to be engaged."
A moment after, the ansvver comes that he can see the
potentate of i'anama.
Young Fernando is received by this functionary, with
a suggestive snarl. H e says to this little every-nation
gentleman : " What mean your threats, Senor Montez ? "
" Nothing, only if the President at Bogota knows
what I know, the Governor of Panama will occupy six
feet of our quiet little cemetery within the month, thou"-h
he will not die of yellow fever. Shall I teil him '?" '^
" Certainly not ! "
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" Not if you do as you promised. There is no danger ! The American Censul is a nething ! If it were
Englishmen we were killing—Santos ! that would be
different."
" Very well, then ! Garrido is arranged for ? "
"Perfectly ! Besides, these people are mostly unarmed ; they have women and children with them. They
will be easy. Likewise, the plunder will be great!"
" And my share ? "
"Will be great also, as I promised."
" Ah ! then I will know nothing about it ! I shall go
to sleep ! I will not be awakened. Buenas noches, Senor
Montez ! Teil my people that I must be disturbed on no
account—net for an earthquake—not even if a riet—
nothing tili to-morrow morning ! "
" Very well, I will give your Orders ! " laughs Fernando. He is about to depart, when suddenly the
gevernor queries : " How will the riet commence ? "
" The Americanos shall do that! "
" The Americanos—how ? "
" There are nine hundred and forty passengers ; some
one of them is sure to be drunk. Drunken men are
quarrelsome I "
With these words Montez departs, whistling to himself a jaunty air from one of Verdi's first operas—the
ones with melody divine in them—for this little gentleman has a drop or two of Italian blood, that make him
a devotee to the Muses.
So passing along, he joins the stream of passengers
bound for the railway depot.
Arriving there, the scene is much the same as when he
left it, only there is a greater throng of passengers checking their baggage and seeing about their tickets. More
ladies and children are going on board the Foboga, and
the laughter coming from the saleens of McFarlane's
hotel and the Ocean House (a rival hostelry) is louder.
One or two drunken Americans are strolling about in
front of the depot, and bantering in an alcoholic way
some negro fruit hucksters, who are plying their trade
with a defiant bloodthirsty vim, for they are waving the
knives by which they cut up watermelons and pineapples,
in a threatening and ferocieus manner.
Just back of these Stands Domingo and fifty or sixty
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of his cronies, and perhaps a hundred more are scattered
from the depot, along the lane leading to the Cuinago.
Several American ladies, and their husbands and children, together with one or two Spanish sefioras of the
better class, from the town, are looking at the scene,
which is made picturesque by torches, as darkness is
Coming down.
It i s a peculiar contrast of civilization and baibarism.
On one side, the long train of yellow railway passenger
cars ; the giant locomotive, that is pewerless new because
it has lost its steam ; the railroad track ; the puffing
steamer at the end of the pier ; ladies and gentlemen
of Anglo-Saxon race, in the costumes of Paris and New
York, for some of the ladies wear little crinolines, that
are just now commencing to make their appearance on
the Boulevards and Broadway.
On the ether side, the flaming torches of the negroes ;
their black, swarthy faces; the waving palms and bamboos and coceanuts of the tropics ; the wild gesticulations
and Jargons of the savage races who are half clothed, and
seem to excite themselves not only with pulque and aguardiente, but with some more subtle yet potent stimulant,
for their eyes blaze under the torch glow with some unholy
fire.
Between these aggregations—one white and civilized, one black and barbarous—Stands one man—drunk
and disorderly—and he, alas ! of the Anglo-Saxon race.
H e is bargaining with a negro huckster for a slice of
watermelon. H e takes the watermelon, the v/atermelon
disappears ; the negro holds out his hand, demanding a
real.
" Go to the—the—d—devil ! " hiccups the drunken
American.
"A;7V7/, or your life's blood, Gringo; " •-.cxftams the
negro savage, waving his machetc in threatening gestures
about the American's head.
" Here's your ten-cent piece, Blackey ! Don't make a
muss," cries another Anglo-Saxon, stepping alongside his
compatriot, and tossing the negro the demanded coin.
" Curse it ! H e — h e was trying to b—b—bully me ! "
gulps the drunken American, trying to draw a revolver.
A second later, there is a sound of a pistol shot, and
riot and plunder, arson and murder, are let loose upon
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the defenceless Americans, who, in a foreign land, burdened with their women and children, are almost helpless,
in the presence of a debased and armed mob.
The bell of the old church of Santa Anna, in the native
quarter, near the Gargona trail, is pealing an alarm.
Hundreds of blacks are running up the read from the
Cuinago, with wild cries and waving of muskets, machetes,
and pistols.
On this Montez looks and smiles, and as he does so, a
hand is laid upon his Shoulder, and a voice cries in his
ear: " Stand the brutes off tili the women and children
get on board the steamer ! " Then George Ripley, drawing his revolver from his belt, runs down the Steps of the
hotel, and steps in front of the coming negroes.
A moment after, McLean of the Pacific Mail Company,
and Nelson of the railroad, stand beside him.
" Get the women on board the boat, quick ! If they
come another step, I shoot ! " cries the Californian.
" And I shoot to kill ! "
A moment more and he would try his pistol, and find
it useless, and thus perchance save his ov/n life, did not
Montez hurriedly whisper to him : " Hold ! the police
are coming ! Flear their bügle ! "
At this moment its clear notes sound ever the road
running from the town.
" Ah I then all is well! " mutters George, and puts up
his revolver.
Then a man named Willis, who has hastily roUed a six
pounder out of the railroad depot, and trained it loaded
to the muzzle down the lane running towards the Cuinago, which is crewded with coming blacks, turns it
away, crying : " Law and order ! we're all right now,"
and runs it back down the wharf, as headed, by Garrido,
the native police come marching with unseldierly bare
feet, and carelessly carried muskets, to the front of the
hotel.
As they see the police, a cry of joy comes from the
American ladies and children, v/ho have not as yet
escaped to the steamboat.
The bügle sounds again. A crashing volley from the
police.
" My God I " cries George. " They have made a
mistake ! They are shooting at us ! They have killed
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the child beside me ! There's its mother screaming over
it."
Another crashing volley!
Mistake no more ! It is no riot. It is a MASSACRE !
Attacking negroes rush upon the railway Station,
butchering those they come upon, and plundering all.
Trunks are brcken open and looted ; and a little baby,
torn from its mother, is tossed about by the savage men
and more savage women of the mob, tili it becomes a
clot of göre.
Again the police fire !
More Anglo-Saxon blood !
A delicate American lady staggers to Ripley and
gasps, " Teil my husband I—I was going to join—Harry
Nesmith of Colusa—how I—died," then falls at his feet,
a Minie bullet through her breast.
This sight brings recellection to the Californian.
With a muttered " My God ! my wife ! " George
Ripley rushes back into the hotel to find and save, if
possible, his wife and treasure. If not both, the woman
he adores.
Montez, Domingo and three blacks glide after him.
T h e register of the hotel lies open in the deserted office.
Tearing it to pieces, Fernando says : " There is nev/ no
record of the American on the Isthmus ! His fate will
be unknown. T o business ! "
A second later, amid crashing volleys. George Ripley,
one arm around the slight waist of his wife, who is sobbing on his Shoulder, one foot upon the trunk that
contains the fortune he has risked his life to gain amid
the Sierras of California, Stands confronting the negroes ;
foremost of whom, his eyes all blood-red new, is Domingo,
a vermilion glow upon his black cheeks and white eyeballs, as if they were painted.
T h e ex-pirate cries : " Death to the Americano / Save
the lady ! Her beauty gives her life ! "
T o this Ripley's revolver makes reply ; the lock clicks,
but no cartridge explodes. With a muttered curse he turns
the cyhnder.
T h e y are springing towards him.
Again the pistol,
that has never failed him tili now, when all depends upon
it, gives no report to his clicking trigger.
" My heaven ! Someone has tampered v.-ith my
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weapon !" he gasps ; and taking his wife's hand, turns to
fly, but at the door Stands the man he thinks his friend,
and he cries : " Thank God ! In time, Montez ! "
And Alice joins his shout: " Dear Sefior Montez, God
bless you for coming ! "
But tired of diplomacy, the savage drop coming uppermost in him, this little every-nation fiend cannot for the
life of him keep down a smile of triumph and a mocking
laugh, as Domingo cries : " Fear not his pistol ! It will
not shoot. "
Then suddenly the American KNOWS !
He gasps : " My ruined weapon !—that bath at Toboga
—it was you ! you ! YOU ! But, Judas, you go first! "
Reversing the revolver, with its butt end the AngloSaxon strikes down two negroes who spring upon him,
and seizing Montez by the throat, is strangling him over
the trunk of his desires.
But at this moment there is a flash ; and, with a shriek,
such as comes only when hope has gone, Alice Ripley
sinks fainting on the dead body of her husband. For as
he has foreed the every-nation traiter down, the back of
the Californian's head has come within two inches of the
pistol of Domingo, the ex-pirate ; and to the flash of its
explosien, George Ripley dies.
Looking on the scene, Fernande, rising, gasps—for the
breath has nearly left his body—to Domingo : " Quick !
the mules—before the massacre is over ! This treasure
is mine—all mine ! This beauty is mine—all mine !
Montez has made his first great start in life ! "
As he speaks, more volleys from the murderous police
outside teil of more bleedshed in the railway Station,
and more cruel massacre of unarmed men and helpless
women and shrieking children, that, were they English,
would have been atoned for by the blood of the Governor
of Panama and his satellites and police ; but being
American, is left to the shallying precrastination of a
languid censul, and forgotten soon in the rush of the
great Republic towards what it loves best—gold.
Will the United States of America never learn to
Protect its absent Citizens, and make its banner, like the
Union Jack of England, a bulwark of defence to its
Wanderers on the earth and on the sea ?
Some two hours afterwards, the moon rising high
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above the Cordilleras of the Isthmus, lights up the Gargona trail leading into the mountains, where, on the
back of a mule, is a defenceless woman insensible, in the
arms of Montez, who rides hurriedly along, bearing her
farther from any aid that civilized man can give, into the
recesses of the upper valley of the Chagres. Domingo,
ex-pirate, striding sturdily along in front of his master,
mutters : " This has been a pleasant evening ! "
The glancing fireflies light up the lianas, parasites and
creeping plants that hang from the great trees of the
dense torrid forest. The silence is unbroken save by the
tramp of the mule's hoofs as they scatter the decaying
leaves, or the rustle of a serpent seeking his nightly
prey—when, as he holds the fair victim to his heart, Montez Starts.
Her lips are moving—sentiency is coming to her. She
is shuddering, and murmuring: " My husband—killed at
my side ! "
And under that same tropic moon, far out in the waters
of the Bay of Panama, " Toboga Bill" and two other
tiger-sharks, are munchingover and playing with a something that was once George Ripley.
And, in a school dormitory, in far-away America, a
child in the white dress of night is kneeling by her little
bed, and praying, with happy eyes and expectant lips :
" God bless papa and mamma, who are coming home to
nie again !

BOOK II.
THE

FRANCO-AMERICAN.

CHAPTER V
BLACK BLOOD C H A N G E S TO BLUE.

I T had been a day of triumph for Panama and le
grand Fran^ais Ferdinand de Lesseps, this first day of
January, 1880—this day that inaugurated the opening
work of the Canal Transatiantique; that was to make the
commerce of all eceans one ; that was to wipe out from
the sailor's leg the tempestuous icy hurricanes ef Cape
Hern, and the more languid but equally retarding calms
of the Cape of Good Hope. By it France was to become
richer, the world happier, and Ferdinand de Lesseps
doubly immortal—this man of Suez and ef Panama.
Five o'clock on the previeus afternoon, welcomed by
the braying ef the one military band, and addresses from
the Committee, and President of the State of Panama at
the railway Station, he had descended from the train
bringing him from Aspinwall, soon to be rechristened
Colon.
The bridge over the track of the Panama Railroad,
from which the speeches were made, had been adorned
with the flags of France and Colombia.
In carriages, the finest in the city, though not of the
latest style, and the worse for twenty years' v/ear, Cemte de
Lesseps and his attendant party of engineers, politicians
and fortune seekers, had been driven through streets,
that for once in the history of Panama, and only once in
its past, present, or to come, were clean. They had been
swept by municipal order, that their foul odors might
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not affront the delicate nostrils of the great Frenchman.
Along the road from the railway Station, leading up to
the old Gargona road, and thence into the Plaza and the
Grand Hotel, the huts and houses were especially whitewashed for the occasion, to destroy germs of yellow fever,
er Cholera Asiaticus that had convenient resting place
upon their palm-thatched roefs and mouldy beams.
This had been the Suggestion of Don Fernande
Gomez Montez, by this time one of the leading
dignitaries of the city, banker, rieh man, and general
swell, who had impressed his views upon his confreres,
by this pertinent remark: " Caramba I If all those
delicate Eurepeans encounter Yellow Jack and el vomito
negro before they commence Operations, good-by to our
canal which is to make us rieh."
So the French party came with prancing of horses and
shoutings from the crowd ef creoles, negroes, and the
general populace, between two battaliens of native
troops drawn up along the road, as ragged, as barefoeted
and as badly armed as in the days of '49 ; for this man
and his nation were to bring wealth, commerce, and enterprise to this city deserted since the days of the early
Californian travel ; and Panama was to become even
greater, richer, and more populous and impertant than
the old town whose deserted tower Stands in tropical
jungle five miles to the south—the one that Morgan's
buccaneers destroyed two hundred years before—the
riebest city of its size on earth.
Among the äite gathered to meet the great Frenchman had stood Fernando Gomez Montez, apparently
not much older than when he had made his first great
coup in life from the returning Californian, since which
time he has devoted the plundered gold-dust of that
night to commercial pursuits, and has built up for himself a fortune, large for a Colembian city, but not great
for Paris er New York.
His poverty he has learned by travel, for he has been
both to France and America ; and his intellect, bright,
wicked, and unscrupulous as ever, has been made subtile,
cautious, and wary by experience. At twenty he was a
great villain, at ferty-four he is a great man, and therefore
greater villain. To the audacity of the bandit he has
added the finesse of the diplornat.
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During the preceding day he has made his address
at the railway Station and at the banquet of the evening,
and has been embraced by le grand Frangais, and petted
with diplomatic tact, and called the hero local of the
canal—for he had greatly assisted in ebtaining from the
Colembian Government the concession about to be sold
to French steckholders for ten million francs.
On this day he has, with the inaugural party, sailed in
the Fobaguilla around the bay, into La Boca of the Rio
Grande, where young Mademeiselle Fernanda de Lesseps
was to have inaugurated the work ef the canal, by digging with childish shovel the first little sod of all the
earth that separated the Atlantic and Pacific. But, as it
had grown late, in this land where darkness comes on
with sudden rush, they agreed to consider the entrance
of the steamer into the river as the opening of the werk
of the canal—and omitted the shevelful of Isthmus
swamp ; thus beginning the gigantic enterprise by a
makeshift—one ef the many that they made—tili makeshifts were ef use no more.
Returned from this excursion, to-night Fernando
Montez is at one of the minor banquets that take place
before the ball.
It is in one of the smaller roems of the Grand
Hotel. Several ef the attache's of De Lesseps are at
the table—a Paralta, a Diaz, and one or two others of
the leading families of the Isthmus. It is a gentlemen's
dinner party ; rnd though the great Frenchman is not
there in per?- :, all are enthusiastic about the canal
which is to give every one a chance to grab a fortune.
Among them sits one Anglo-Saxon—a man of about
twenty-eight years, who has a pleasant tliough weak face,
surmounted by light hair, and adorned by a meustache
and geatee, the cut of which are French. His costume is
rather that of Paris than America, as far as a dress suit
permits.
" The stock must be subscribed for at once !" cries
Montez. " The fever must not be let grow cold in
France."
" Oh, trust De Lesseps for that! " answers one of his
satellites, Monsieur Dirks, Dutch engineer, who has dug
canals in level Holland.
" Let me be the first to subscribe ! " says the Fjanco-
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American. Here he whispers to one of the French
attachds : " Please hand my name for the first one thousand shares to your chief, the Comte de Lesseps ! "
" The first one thousand shares subscribed for by an
American ! " There is a buzz of excitement around the
table. The Champagne glasses clink.
" A health," cries Montez, " to the great Republic and
the American, Mr, Frank Lerey Larchment ! "
" I beg your pardon ! " says the gentleman he toasts.
" Don't put me down as an American. Register me as a
Franco-American—Francpois Leroy Larchment."
"But you live in the United States? " says Jose Peralta
who sits next to him.
" I did once. Now I consider myself a Parisian ! "
Which in truth he does.
" This gentleman who takes one thousand shares so
eagerly—I know his name—but what is he ? " whispers
Montez to the Frenchman sitting next to him.
" Oh, he is very rieh, I believe ! That is all I know
about him. He lives in Paris, has the good taste to like
France, and very seldom visits his native land."
Then the banquet goes on, but during its conversation,
buzz and excitement, Montez' eye, sleepless and relentless,
never leaves the face ef the Franco-American who has
taken the one thousand shares.
Fernando Gomez Montez has determined to make
himself one of the rieh men of the world by this canal ; as
many more did about that time, some of whom succeeded.
He is shrewd enough to foresee, this cannot be by the
dividends it vvill pay to its Investors, but in the immense
ameunt of money that must be handled, and relled about,
and circulated from hand to hand and check book to
check book during its construction.
His subtle mind can easily grasp the idea that in this
great " grab game " some of it must come into his
clutches. This gentleman, who rushes so eagerly inte a
scheme just set on foot, whose face has a peculiar weakness not often seen in men of the United States, may
possibly be a very good chicken to pick in the great
pluckings and pickings that will take place during all the
financial evolutions of this great enterprise.
As soon as cigars pass about, and the formality of the
dinner becomes scmewhat relaxed, he contrives to get
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his chair beside that of Mr. Larchment, and their conversation, from being that of first introduction, becomes
freighted with some of the confidences of friends.
Mr. Larchment, to Fernandos deft questioning, informs him that though educated partly in America, and
his family entirely American, he has lived from his
seventeenth year mainly in Europe and Paris. " Paris,"
he says, " I regard as my home. I have a young brother
in the United States, who is only twenty now. I am
afraid he is too American to ever become a Parisian like
myself." But here their conversation is disturbed.
A dapper young man, with the quick address of one to
whom time is money, and the manner of " no time like
the present," enters the reom, and says : " Pardon my
stopping the Champagne, Monsieur Dirks. I believe you
are one of the engineers in control of the preliminary
surveys ef the canal ?"
" I have that honor," says the Hollander.
" Then, between drinks, permit me to ask you four
questions. First, when de you expect to open the Panama Canal that has been inaugurated to-day ?"
"Certainly," replies the Dutch engineer, astenished
at the abruptness of the address. " In five years at the
latest. In 1885."
" You are sure ?"
" So confident that I would write it in letters twentyfour feet high ! "
" Then can you teil me how you are going to provide
for the tremendous floods in the Chagres River that wash
down, each rainy season, dirt enough to fill up the whole
canal ? "
" That will be by means of a large dam and reservoir
sufficient to hold the average rainfall of a week."
" But when the rainfall is more than the average, what
will you do with it ? "
To this, the Hollander replies evasively: " Are you
an engineer ? "
" No ! "
" Then why do you ask engineering questions ? " he
replies sternly.
" It is because I am not an engineer that I ask engineering questions. If I were an engineer, I could determine things for myself."
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" Ah, then I will teil you. T h e floods in the Chagres
will be provided for—later."
" Then, the floods being provided for, what will you
do with the higher rise of tide in the Pacific than the
Atlantic?"
" T h a t will be provided for later also ! " returns the
Dutch engineer savagely. And others ef the Latin races
at the banquet look with angry eyes upon this young man
who stays their festival. Who is this creature that dares
Interrupt their night of triumph by impertinent queries
that tend to throw deubt upon their grand scheme ?
" Then, all this being settled, will you teil me how
you are going to build the canal if you don't get the
permission of the Panama Railroad, which by its concession from the Colembian government must give its consent before you can dig a barrelful of dirt out of your
gigantic ditch ? "
At this question, the guests rise with foreign Indignation and South American swagger.
" T h a t , " shouts Dirks, wildly, " will be provided for by
Monsieur le Comte de Lesseps. When he visits the
United States, he will obtain from the Panama Railroad
the requisite consent."
" Not unless he pays Trainor W Park pretty well, if I
know him," replies the young man. " I have just got
time to telegraph your answer."
" Ah, you are an emissary !" cries a French aiiac/tc.
" An emissary of the United States, that is now making
such a shriek about theaccursed Monroe doctrine ! "
" I am no e m i s s a r y ! " the intruder gasps, dismayed,
for two or three Latins have gathered about him threateningly, and one, a young Chiliatio, is handling a carving
knife as if it were a cuchillo. " I am merely a rcporter
for the New York
" H e can say no rnore, for at this
instant he is rushed from the room and hurled down
stairs, which perchance saves his life, as the Chiliaiw does
not reach him in time.
Looking on this, the Franco-American says disgustedly : " You see the crude manners of my countrymen. N o wonder I fly from them ! You will appreciate
my embarrassment, Senor Montez, at this uncouth scene.
I have been lately to New York, to try to induce my
brother Henri to live with me in Paris, but he declines.
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Over his actions I have no control ; but my ward, Mademoiselle Jessie Severn, as her guardian and trustee, I am
taking with me to Paris. I made a short tour in America,
and while in San Francisco, thought I would come to
Panama, to see the opening of this great French enterprise, and from here take passage in the Fransatiantique
line from Colon to France."
" The young lady, your ward, is with you ; " remarks
Montez indifferently.
" Oh, yes ; she and her governess and nurse."
" Ah, she is not a young lady? "
" Not yet. She is but ten. I am taking her to
Europe, to educate her in the manner ef my adopted
country. I do not approve ef the way in which girls
are brought up in the United States. Heiresses in
America become so bold and self-reliant. They even
assert their independence to the extent of selecting their
own husbands."
" Ah, an heiress ! " thinks Fernando, his eyes opening
a little wider at the news, for here may be two fortunes
to play with ; net only that of this rieh gentleman, but
also that of his ward.
So he proceeds to weave the first meshes in the web
of the Spider around this Franco-American fly. His conversation grows jovial, and füll of anecdote, repartee, and
wit. Incidentally, by adroit questions that seem more
suggestiens than queries, he learns what he wishes to
know of the other's character and life ; and, though it is
conveyed to him with reluctance, discovers that Mr.
Larchment's father had been at one time a tailor in Nev/
York, and turning the money he had received for dress
suits, evercoats, and trousers inte city real estate, had
become one of the magnates of Manhattan, though his
eider sen was almost ashamed to own him, notwithstanding the very handsome estates he had left behind him to
his two sons and co-heirs.
" Ah ! " remarks Montez, te this revelation, " no one can
avoid bourgeois ancesters in the United States ; it is land
of trade and money." And he sneers at the tradesmen
in his mind, as the robber always does at the merchant.
Then noting that the gentleman sitting opposite hira
seems somewhat ashamed of his commercial American
ancestors, and drags into his conversation every one he
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knov/3 of title or rank in the Old World, Montez' occult
mind divines that to thereughly and easily trap this man
who is ashamed of his commercial country and tailor
birth, he his captor must be of the nebility.
Then he mentions parenthetically : " Though you of
North America have no aristecracy, South America still
clings to hers. The Hidalgos of Spain never forget
that they are grandees. As such I remember my ancestors ! " and a drop of the blood of one of the Spanish
Conquistadores coming into his eyes, this gentleman
looks very haughty and exclusive to his Franco-American
acquaintance.
Shortly after, they stroll from the apartment in which
the little banquet has taken place, towards the ballroem. As they pass through the corridor of the hotel,
which is brilliantly lighted, a charming figure trips toward
them. It is that of a beautiful little girl, who is dressed
like a sylph in ganze and fancy flowers and whitest
muslin.
She is attended by a French bonne, trying in vain to
restrain her Charge, who comes eagerly towards the gentlemen, exclaiming, " Mr. Larchment—Frank—Guardy !
Look what the count has given me."
She exhibits one of the beautiful decorations the charming gentleman had had made for distribution among the
ladies of Panama—a mass ef colored enamel and solid
gold, and bearing the Colembian coat of arms, and an
inscription in Spanish announcing the Inauguration of
Del Canal Intcroceanic by Count Ferdinand de Lesseps.
These exquisite badges had been scattered broadcast
among the youth and beauty of Panama, little drops in
the ocean of expense that vras to come, but bearing
promise of the lavish manner in which gold would be
thrown broadcast over promoters, Jobbers, contractors
and employees—in short, on everyone engaged in this
gigantic enterprise—SAVE THE STOCKHOLDERS.
Delighted with her present, the child Stands poised on
tiptoe, one hand held upwards towards her guardian, one
little foot advanced. With bare white arms and graceful
pose, the short skirts of childhood displaying fairy limbs,
she looks to Montez like a ballerina idealized. For she
has the blonde hair and blue eyes that dark nations love
so well ; and her figure, draped in the light dress of that
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warm climate, gives promise of faultless development in
an early future.
" This is my little ward," says Larchment, examining
the pretty bauble she holds up to him. " Miss Jessie
Severn, permit me to present Senor Montez."
'•'•Baron Montez."
" Ah !" is the little surprised exclamatien from the
American.
" Yes, we are old Castilians, we Montez, and like all
Spanish Hidalgos, punctilio itself about our name and
our titles. You will excuse my mentioning it to you,"
says Fernando, with a pleased smile at his own Inspiration. "•Baron Fernando Montez."
But here the little girl breaks in upon them, and says :
" How curieus, Mademoiselle Fernanda de Lesseps was
to open the canal to-day, and you are called Fernando !
Fernando Montez—that's a pretty name ! I call little
Fernanda, Fototd; must I call you Fototo ? " Then she
looks at the little figure of the ennobled gentleman, and
gazes curiously at his jetty hair that is just beginning to
show a little silver on the temples, and notes his mobile
mouth play under his v/axed meustachios, and his very
white shirt, which has a decoration upon it—some old
Spanish order he had picked up in some Peruvian cathedral. Next the blue eyes of happy childhood glance up
fearlessly at the bright orbs of the new-made noble that
have Opal flashes in the gaslight; and, somehow, though
this child had never feit fear before, her eyes droop before
those ef the all-nation gentleman, and she is happy when
her guardian says: " Jessie, it is time for little girls to
be in bed." So mademoiselle trips hurriedly off to her
governess, followed by the sleepless eyes of Montez.
"You have made quite an Impression on my little
ward," v/hisperä"the guardian.
"Ah, you ravish me with delight! " cries Fernando.
And so he has; for the little girl is murmuring to hcrself : "Bluebeard, Bluebeard—naughty Bluebeard !" and
trembles as she runs along.
The Hidalgo is pleased to see that his title haa made
an Impression upon the Franco-American. He remarks,
for the beauty of the child still lingers in his senses,
" Miss Jessie will soon be ready to bless some happy
man with her hand—this little beauty ! "
4
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" Pooh ! She is only ten. That will be years from
new ! " says Larchment easily. Then he goes on : " But
I see in this tropic land the ladies develop early," and
casts his eyes over the bronze shouldered Inezes and
Doloreses, as they are trooping into the ballroom.
" Yes, we would marry her at feurteen here ! " laughs
Montez. " But even in France, in a few years she will be
ready for her trousseau—about the time the canal will bc
open. You might celebrate both fetes together, when
you have selected the husband."
Then the buzz of excitement Coming in through Windows that are always open, save during thunder sterms,
in this torrid city, attracts the gentlemen. They step out
to catch the night breeze that comes refreshingly to their
cheeks, and look down upon the great Plaza of Panama,
v.'ith its green plants and paved walks, in which the
crowd are promenading, the great cathedral Standing at
their left. For this is the old Grand Hotel—the one
that afterwards became the officesof the Panama Canal—
which is decked to-night for gayety.
Looking at the cathedral, a grim smile comes over the
face ef Montez, and he sees in his vivid Imagination a
bridal procession going up its great aisles to music of the
organ and chant of dusky altar-boys, and picturing the
bride with blue eyes and blonde tresses, thinks to himself : "Why not I for the bridegreem ? I am net old !
She is rieh. The man beside me is weak. Perhaps with
another fortune may come to me another beauty."
The noise of the moving crowds below breaks in upon
his reverie, and Larchment suggests : " Suppese wc see
the ball."
They go in to the dance where Spanish beauties, in
the ball-dresses ef Europe, jostle French and Colombian
uniforms and black dress coats ; and the grand old man
dances quadrilles with lovely Inezes, Marias, and Manuelas, to have his agility telegraphed all over the world, so
that doubting French peasants may invest their stockinghoards in his newest and grandest enterprise, still thinking
him the man ef Suez, when Ferdinand de Lesseps is in
reality beginning a dotage, awful in its censequences, to
his friends, his government and his country—because it
is unsuspected.
So the ball goes on to its climax, amid the strains of
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thfe latest waltzes, and the clinking of Champagne glasses
in the supper room, and the laughing eyes of Spanish
beauties, and the babbling tongues of sycophants and
hangers-on.
And on this night of triumph, when De Lesseps inaugurates the v/erk on the Panama Canal, this night Fernando
Montez gives to himself nebility and a title that will
give him weight in Europe and influence over weaklings
like the one he has set his eyes upon this evening. So the
black drops in his v^ins become blue, azure, and noble ;
even the little Congo negro he has in him changes to old
Castilian, as he exclaims : " Fernando Gomez Montez, I
enneble theo ! Mule-bey of Cruces, I introduce you to
Baren Montez! "
Füll of his preject, this very night he obtains a printer,
who, under great promise of secrecy, for which he is
heavily paid, furnishes early the next morning the following striking carte de visite.

JW
'(h/'i^^-^-a-T^-

tf /J/7^
'-y'/?-a.'?^^t
'^r.<

Panama
and Paris

This looks so beautiful to him that he cannot refrain
from trying its effect early next morning.
Old Domingo, who is older by twenty-four years since
the night he assisted to make Montez rieh, lives with
him, not as servant, but as kind ef half-way guest, for
the old man is well-to-do. The old pirate knows the
buccaneer maxim: " Every man his share!" And he had
had pirate enough in him to compel the moiety of the
American's gold due him from Montez.
On thisjie has lived and prospered, and though well
over seventy, is still as hale and hearty and old a sinner
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as can be found in South America—which furnishes as
fine a sample of rulfians as Hades itself.
" How now, Senor ? You seem happy ! " is Domingo's
greeting, as his menter saunters on to his portico, having
finished his alligater pear, sucked his orange, and drank
his cup of coffee. " How now, Senor Montez ? "
" Baron Montez ! " corrects the gentleman addressed,
severely.
" Caramba ! "
" After this, Baron Montez ! I have been ennobled,"
remarks Fernando, shoving his ornamental pasteboard
beneath Domingo's roUing orbs.
" Ho eh ! By the great fat Frenchman who is here ?"
" Yes, the great Frenchman, who will make us all

rieh."
" Sant Jago ! Another massacre ! There are lots of
them here now!
Beauties, too! Would I v/ere
younger ! " mutters the ex-pirate, his eyes glowing with
pirate gleam.
" No, not this time. They have more to give us if
we let them live ! " returns Montez in grim significance.
But the remembrance brought to his mind of that
night in 1856, does not seem to please him. He looks
curiously at Domingo, then gives a little sigh of relief ;
the appearance of his ce-laborer indicates he will be
ferever close-meuthed. Time has made the rest safe.
They are dead ; even the beautiful Indian girl, Anita of
Toboga, had become a hag at twenty-five, and died at
thirty. Beauty that the sun nourishes most fondly, it
soon scorches to death in these tropic climes.
So, v/ith a contented smile, Fernando strolls off, to put
his nev/ nobility to use.
He sends up his card, with its Coronet, to the FrancoAmerican, and very shortly fellowing it to that gentleman's parier in the Grand Hotel, is greeted by a " Good
morning, Baron ! " and an effusive grasp of the hand.
For one second he Starts, thinking some one eise is
addressed—it is not easy to get accustomed to nobility
over night—then, with a smile, the " new creation"
replies with affablc hauieiir.
Soon after, all others address him as Baren ; none
seeming to doubt his title, for these curieus reasons :
The French, knowing but little about him, think he is a
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true Spanish Hidalgo. His Colombian confreres, some
of whom have known him even when he was an altar-boy
in the Cruces chapel, think Fernando has received his
patent of nobility in some peculiar manner from le grand
Fran^ais De Lesseps. Besides this, they are very much
occupied about a revolution that they have been intending to put in progress, but have postponed, fearing their
political shooting and slaying might delay the opening of
this canal. They will, however, go at this quite merrily,
as soon as Monsieur de Lesseps leaves Panama. So it
comes to pass that the ex-mule-boy of the Gargona trail,
cl muchacho diablo, becomes accepted by men as Ferande Gomez, Baron Montez, and prepares to air his title
in the salons of Europe and the Parisian Bou^se.

CHAPTER VL
JESSIE S L E T T E R .
A F T E R this, the time passes pleasantly for the great
Frenchman and his party at Panama in picnics, Sightseeing, and excursions around the beautiful bay. They
run down te the Pearl Islands, and visit Montez' villa
at Toboga. They viev/ the ruins of the old city, and
finally, the preliminary reports from the engineers being
received, they one day put a little dynamite cartridge
into the great mountain of Culebra, which will be the
deepest cut on the whole line, and blow out an infinitesimal portion of its great side, little Mademoiselle Fernanda
de Lesseps teuching off the giant powder fuse, and announcing that work has really commenced on the great
canal.
Then they depart, Monsieur de Lesseps taking steamer
from Colon to the United States to obtain the proper
concessions from the Panama Railroad Company necessary to his legally carrying out his preject. Baron
Montez and his Franco-American friend, however, leave
the Isthmus direct for France, via Martinique and St.
Lucia.
At Martinique they stop a day or two, and chance
in a local museum to see one of the deadly snakes of
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that Island, the fer-delance, at which they all shudder,
but Fernando turns very white and trembles ; so much so,
that little Jessie, holding her governess' arm,_ says:
" Mademoiselle, why is Baron Montez so afraid of a
snake ? "
"Mon Dieu! my dear," replies the Frenchweman,
" everybody trembles at such hideous, crawling, deadly
things. You did—so did I ! "
" But I didn't nearly faint—and he is a man, and I am
only a little girl ! " And she looks with wondering, childish eyes after Montez, who has moved away from the sight.
But they soon leave this island. Two weeks later finds
them at that centre of the French universe—the great
city on the Seine—v/here Francis Leroy Larchment settles
down in a beautiful villa on the residential part of the
Boulevard Malesherbes near the pretty little Parc Monceau
with his little ward and attendants, and Baron Montez
engages fine apartments just off the Boulevard de Capucines, where he can be near the Press Club and baccarat,
an amusement in which he takes great delight.
He soon has hosts of friends, for he spends his money
freely, hoping to get return from the same in the near
future, with usurer's interest.
In this capital ef France, De Lesseps, soon after returning from the United States, inaugurates his great
scheme. The shares are taken by the peasants ef France,
every village has its subscriber, work is begun in reality
upon the canal.
Then comes the time of harvest for Montez. He
feunds the firm of Montez, Aguilla et Cie.—Aguilla being practically a clerk, with a nominal interest—and for
it obtains a contract for a portion of the work, at great
figures. He circulates between Paris and Panama, dabbling in contracts, dabbling in shares, and making money
in everything, for he knows what takes place on the
Isthmus, as well as what goes on in Paris.
All the time he is doing this, Investors' money is being
squandered like water, and the shares ef the Canal Company go lower and lewer. But Montez loses net. He
has become too near the Board of Directors to suffer; he
knows too much of the inside politics of the scheme to
permit its magnates to let him lose a single franc in
this Canal Intcroceanic,
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Besides, he, by the diplomatic arts of en'certaining and
open pocket book, is now a boon companion with many
a space-writer for the press—a class vigorously streng
in shrieking their incorruptibility, and very pliable to
the persuasive check book and bank bill, as impecunious
classes generaliy are. Again, he has a few easy deputies
of the Corps Lc'gislatifs under his thumb, ewing to postponed debts at baccarat and many little suppers at Des
Ambassadeurs and le Madrid and the Alcazar. In fact,
he is a power at which the directors of the canal stand
aghast, and v/ould strike down were their enterprise upon
a basis sufficiently solid for them not to fear what Fernando Baron Montez' ready tongue might hint to stockholders aiready becoming suspicieus.
But stock and preferences in a losing concern, to make
their owner rieh must be converted into money of the
realm and more substantial securities. To do this it
was necessary to find purchasers ; and to beguile, allure
and dazzle investors to transfer their gold to his pockets ;
for shares in the Canal Intcroceanic had been Montez'
first, great and continuous effort ever since he had
determined the enterprise must fall, even of its own
weight.
His ready tongue, unscrupulous assertion, and, if
necessary, direct and brilliant lies, had gained many
listeners and some believers, netably among them one
Bastien Lefert. This person, curiously enough, was a
noted miser, who had lived to sixty, saving his accumulations, adding to them franc by franc the product of
not only a life of teil, but a life ef absolute deprivation.
Beginning as a clerk in a small beoth, he had saved and
pinched tili he had become a shopkeeper himself. Then
he had squeezed and accumulated tili he was worth nigh
on to a million francs, each one of which meant not so
much profit, but so much Stint and discomfort and privation—even to lack of fire in winter and lack ef food in
Summer. This hoarded treasure he did not dare invest
in real estate—even city property sometimes depreciates.
He did not dare deposit in a bank—banks fall—but kept
his gold in safes ef his own and the streng box of the
miser.
All his life Bastien Lefert had said he was looking for an
Investment—one that would be sure as the Bank ef France
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but would return large usury—such an Investment he
had been seeking for forty years. Within three months
after Baron Montez strelled into his little magasin de
gants, on the Fue Rivoli, to buy a pair of gloves, the
Panama philanthropist found it for him.
Among those gathered into these Panama ventures
is Fran^ois Lerey Larchment. From the year 1880 to
1887 Fernando has been gradually invelving the wealth
of the Franco-American, who has become his bosom
friend ; and not content with this, has succeeded in drav.^ing into the financial maelstrom that is now running over
Paris, the fortune of the orphan, the little girl, that her
weak guardian had in his charge, and which should have
been secured in consols and cellaterals undeubted.
So one day, towards the clese of the year 1887, Montez
thinks it time to speak, for all these years the loveliness of
this graceful girl—this American beauty—this fairy beauty, who is still in the schoolroom, but nearly a woman,
has appealed more and more te him. He has looked
upon it, and says it shall be his. He has whispered to
himself : " These people are in the teils. I am wealthy
as a New York nabob ! I will marry this beautiful creature. The loveliness of the Bareness Montez shall make
her a queen in the fashionable circles of this gay capital,
and I shall be one of its princes—I, Fernando Gomez
Montez, once mule-bey on the Cruces trail ! "
Thinking this, he one day calls upon his bosom friend,
Franpois Lerey Larchm.ont, who is just admiring a newly
purchased picture, for this gentleman is a dilettante in
everything artificial, and dabbles in paintings, scores of
unproduced operas, and manuscript verses and novels ;
dealing with the prodigality of a connoisseur, and the lack
of knowledge of an amateur.
" I want to spealc to you, Larchment, ;;.'/ cr,ngo, on a
particular subject."
"Yes, but first admire the beauty of this picture,
INIontez. The head is that of a newly discovered
Madonna! "
"Ah, but not as beautiful as Mademoiselle Jessie, your
ward."
"Why, Montez, she is but a child ! "
" Nevertheless it is time she should marr;-, I wish to
speak to you of h e r ! "
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Turning from his painting, in his nonchalant way,
Frangois Leroy Larchment hears words that give hira a
fearful shock.
He remonstrates.
Then the easy tone of the friend changes to the voice
cf the master ; and before the interviev/ is over, this weak
and untrustworthy creature has given such hostage te his
enslaver that makes him ashamed to look his lovely
Charge in the face ; for he knows in his feeble heart he
has done the act of the dastard and the coward.
Now while this has been going on, several times in the
years betv/een 1880 and 1887, Francois Leroy Larchment has received visits from his younger brother Harry
Sturgis Larchment, who has come over from the United
States when his collegiate course has been finished, and has
assumed, in his off-hand, American style, the role of a
relative, and the good comradeship of a friend, to his
brother's pretty ward.
This has been done in the easy manner of youth.
Once, on his visit after his College days at Yale, he
had upheld her against guardian and governess in a way
that had endeared him greatly to Miss Rebel.
It was one Fourth ef July. Harry had come in the
dusk ef the day te dress for the banquet in honor of the
United States at the American Minister's.
He is talking to his brother in the salon which looks
out upon a little courtyard made pretty by flower beds,
and a graceful kiosk in which the gentlemen sometimes
take their breakfasts.
Flarry has just remarked, " Frank, I'm serry you sent
a regret to Mr. Washburn's invitation. It looks as if you
had forgotten George Washington and fire crackers."
" My dear Henri," lisps the eider brother, " I have
promised to listen te a new manuscript comedy. Farandel, le jeune, its author, thinks I have influence with the
management ef the Palais Royal, and may get it produced. As for fire-crackers and such juvenile nuisances—•"
Here he gives a great start, and cries, "Man Dieu! What
is that ? Dynamite ? "
For a loud explesion has just come from the garden,
and Parisians, in grateful memory of the Commune, always fear dynamite and Anarchists.
" I rather imagine that is a little piece of the Fourth of
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July," laughs Harry, v/ho has made Miss Severn a patriotic present of fireworks and fire-crackers this very
morning.
A moment after, Jessie, with defiant face that is
slightly grimed with gunpowder and burning punk, and
a bunch of fire-crackers in her hand, is dragged into
the room by her governess and an attendant maid.
" In spite cf m}^ protestations and commands she has
exploded them in the bed of daisies, iVIonsieur Larchment," says the duenna, looking with reproving eyes upon
her Charge who Stands pouting but unrepentant.
"Mon Dieu!
My white daisies ! " cries Mr. Franceis ;
then he remarks s t e r n l y : " This is most unseemly !
Jessie, don't you knov/ it is wrong to disobey your
governess—v/rong to make a noise, and disturb me with
explosions ? "
" Not on the Fourth of July ! " mutters the child. Then
her eyes flash, and she cries, " I will fire them ! I'm
American ! I ain't French, and I will fire them ! " and emphasizes her declaration by defiant eyes and stamping feet.
" Oh, this is terri'ole ! " murmurs Mr. Larchment.
" I f you would permit m e , " suggests the instructress,
" I think Miss Jessie should be put to b e d . "
" W h a t ! for being a p a t r i o t ? " cries Harry, intruding
on the scene. T h e n the young man goes on firmly,
" J e s s i e shall celebrate the Fourth, and I'll help h e r . "
" B u t , H e n r i , " expostulates his brother, " t h e gensd'arnics will arrest mc. I t is violating a municipal ordinance."
" T h e n you pay the fine, or I'll d e it for you," returns
the younger man. " Y o u go off to your comedy reading,
and Miss Jessie and I'll make a patriotic night of it."
"Will y o u ? " cries the girl ; then she comes to him
and puts her arms about him, after the manner of trusting
childhood, and whispers, " I knew you would. Y o u r e a
Yankee, so am I."
" You bet ! " says Harry, giving v/ay to slang in this
moment of patriotic enthusiasm. " You and I, Jessie,
are the only Americans in this h o u s e . "
" Well, have your v/ill ! " replies the older brother. " I'll
go off te the reading and get away from the noise.—Jessie, come and kiss me good-night."
" I won't," returns Miss Jessie. " You would have let
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Mademoiselle put me to bed if it hadn't been for Harry
•—Harry's my chevalier."
"You won't kiss me," mutters the child's guardian.
Then he astonishes his brother, for he goes to his pouting Charge, and says: " I beg your pardon, little one.
Won't that get a kiss ? "
" Yes, two ! " answers Jessie, and gives him three very
sweet ones, for her guardian is very kind te her, and generaliy lets her do her will except when it disturbs his
ease or puts him to trouble.
So Harry and Jessie go off to their fireworks, where,
amid revolving pin-wheels and colored lights, the little
lady in her dainty Parisian dress looks like a miniature
Goddess ef Liberty, though Mademoiselle, her governess,
shakes her head ; and the maid, whose white apron has
been soiled and her cap put awry, and her skin somewhat bruised by the struggles of Miss Rebel when she
had been dragged in, mutters : " If I had my way with
Miss Vixen, I'd smack her good."
After this Miss Jessie looks upon Harry Larchment as
her Court of Appeals from all decisions against her childish
whims. And when, some time after, a pretty trinket of
gold and jewels, commemorative of this event, comes to
her from New York, it does not tend to make her forget
her Fourth ef July champion.
This very year, v/hen he is making a little tour ef Europe, Miss Severn has renewed her trust in him, and they
have grown greater friends. The exquisite beauty and
grace of the girl have appealed to him, as they would te
any man, though she has seen but few, being still kept
at her studies much closer than Mr. Harry Larchment
thinks is necessary. For, on leaving for his German trip
he has remarked to his brother; " Why not bring Jessie
over to America, put her in society, and marry her to an
American ? "
" She is too young for society."
" She is not too young to have a good time. Give her
a chance at a beau anyway. Whether she marries or
does not, just at present is of no particular moment; but
her enjoyment is ! "
" I will consider your Suggestion, Henri," says the
brother, a wistful expression coming over his face, but
his answer is cut short.
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" Confound it ! Don't call me Henri, Do )-ou suppese I would ever call you Francois ? " bursts in the
younger brother. Then he goes on quite dictatorially,
" Frank, be an American, and a man. Leave this foreign
place where you are dav/dling away your existence ! "
" And what are you doing in America ? "
" Nothing ! "
" Am I not doing the same in Paris ?" says the other,
with an attempt at a laugh, which changes into a sigh as
he continues, " I v/ish I could leave Paris ! "
" What keeps you ? "
" My intcrests."
" Pooh ! your fortune is well invested, and you can
seil this pretty little villa at a profit, even new, notwithstanding Panama shares have gone down ! " answers the
younger brother. So, departing upon his journey, he
thinks he will have an heur in Dresden, a week in
Vienna, three days in Berlin, and get home for the first
Patriarchs' ball of the season in New York.
Curiously enough, this young gentleman, though a
man of fashion, has a good deal of action in him ; though
neminally he does nothing, he is energy itself, killing
time by athletics, hunting, pigeon shooting. He is very
good at some of these sports, which, if they do not
exactly elevate a man, at least keep his muscles in cendition, and his mind active. He has been a great football player, and is still remembered in his College as a
wonderful half back. He leads the German at Delmonico balls, with a vigor that startles the languid
youths who pcrferm in the cotillon ; and young ladies
are very happy to have his streng arm as a guide, and his
potent elbow as a guard from coUisions in the dance, for
he has not yet forgotten an old football trick.
His innocent looking elbow has many times caused
young Johnnie Ballet, who dances so recklessly, and
Von Duzen Van Bobbins, who prances about so carelessly,
le wonder why they so suddenly get extremely faint and
out of breath, when they come in contact with his deft
elbow. But they have not played on College campi, and
do not knew how effective this elbow has been in putting many a Princeton rusher out of play, and many a
Harvard slugger on the ground, in the desperate scrimmasies cf the football field.
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It is late in 1887 when Harry Larchment goes away
for his German tour, in the careless, easy frame of mind
il.at he has been wont so far to run through life. Three
days afterwards, at Cologne, he receives an agitated
ictter from Miss Jessie Severn, praying him to come to
her for heaven's sake, before he leaves for America.
Its end gives this easy-going young athlete a start, for
it closes :
" Dear good Harry, as you love the memory of your
mother, don't let your brother know I wrote this.
Your frightened to death
JESSIE."

CHAPTER VIL
" NO !

EY E T E R N A L J U S T I C E ! "

THE words are blotted with tears, and the whole
appearance of the epistle is such as to give the young
man a shock. He throws this off, however, remarking to
himself," Pshaw ! she's only a child in short dresses yet!
I presume she must have been naughty, Even if she has
been disebedient she needn't fear Frank, he is gentleness
itself to her." But this evasive kind bf reasoning does
not suit him. After communing with himself fifteen
minutes the action of the man comes into play. He was
dawdling by the Rhino. He dawdles no more. And in
one heur afterwards he is en route to Paris, as fast as an
express train can take him,
Arriving there next day, he goes over from the Gare
de VEst, as fast as a fiacre can take him, to the pretty
little villa on the Boulevard Malesherbes.
" Ah, Monsieur Henri, you have come back from Germany," says the foetman, opening the door, a grin of
welcome upon his Breton face, for this young gentleman
has endeared himself to the servitor by many fees.
" Yes, you need net mention the matter to my brother,
if he's at home," says Mr. Larchment, " but I presume
he is out ?"
" I think he is at the Beurse."
" At the Bourse ? That is rather astonishing."
" Oh, he goes there every day, now," answers the man.
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" The dickens ! " ejacuiates Mr. Harry, and this Information would set him v/ondering, did not another idea fill
his mind. He says : " Step upstairs, please, Robert, and
teil Miss Jessie that I am here, and would like to see
her."
" Mademoiselle Jessie is at her lessons," rephcs the
foetman, " and I don't think the governess carcs to have
her disturbed."
" Never mind about the studies, Robert, I have only a
few hours to stay in Paris. Just show me up te the schoolroom, and I will break in upon the lessons, and help her
with them," returns Mr. Harry, and walks up to find Miss
Jessie and get a surprise.
As he opens the schoolroom door and looks in upon
her she is prettier than ever, but not wearing out her blue
eyes over boeks, though there is a troubled look in them.
She Springs up with a cry of joy, and, as he gazes at
her, he notes that during his few days' absence^an occult
change seems to have come over the girl. Her short
skirts had seemed to him her proper costume ; now as
she glides toward him they appear too juvenile.
She utters a warning " Sh-h-h ! " and puts a taper
finger to her lips, then whispers : " My governess is in
the next reom. She thinks I am studying, but I was
thinking—thinking ; " ne.xt gasps, " Harry ! Dear good
Harry ! God bless you for coming to me !" and the
pathes in her manner, and look in her eye, teil him that
a great trouble has come into this child's life.
" I am here," he says, astenished at the girl's manner,
" to do anything you wish, Jessie ; but it seems to me you
should have applied to my brother, who is your guardian,
before coming to me."
" It is he who makes me come to you ! "
" My brother ? "
" Yes I Your awful brother is using his authority as
my guardian. After the horrid manner of the French, he
has betrothed me."
" Be—betrothed you ? " stammers the young man shortly
in intense surprise.
" Yes, to that odieus Baron Montez !"
" What, that old stock-jobber ? He's twice your age \
You are but a child."
" I am seventeen, and, in spite of training, an American
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seventeen | and that is old enough to know that I never
will marry Baron Montez ! " cries Miss Jessie, angry at
the Suggestion of youth, more angry at the thought of
Montez.
" Oh, ho, you love another !" lauglis the young man, who
tries to take this matter quite easily before the ward,
though great Indignation has come to him against the
guardian.
" No, I love no one ! I hate everyone. Rather than
marry Fernando Montez," falters the girl, her lips growing pouting and trembling, " I'd sooner go into a
convent."
Whereupon the gentleman says, in offhand manner :
" Pooh ! Pooh ! No convent for such a beauty as
yours."
" And you v/ill save me, even though your brother uses
his authority as my guardian ? "
" Certainly ! " says the young man.
" Swear it! "
" Very well, you have my promise," returns Harry who
is loath to take the affair seriously ; " but I don't think you
need have troubled me. Ha J you spoken to my brother,
he would have most assuredly not tried to coerce your
inclination in such a matter."
But here Jessie's words bring astonishment, disgust,
and displeasure against the man he calls brother, to the
gentleman facing the excited girl. She whispers: " I
have told your brother ! I have told him that I leathed,
I detested, I hated the man he wished me to marry ! "
" And he did net listen to you ?"
" No ! He said it was absurd for me to rebel against
bis lawful authority. That I must, and I should, do
what he told me."
" He did, did he ? Then hang him ! I swear you shall
n o t ! " cries the young man, for something in Jessie's
manner teils him she is speaking from her heart. " You
shall only marry the man you want to ! "
So he leaves the young lady reassured, and strolls ever
into the Parc Monceau (his brother not having returned
from the Bourse), and communes with himself in the exquisite little pleasure ground, looking at the beautiful
nawnachie and rock grotto, and would reflectively tess
stones into the lake, did not a gend'arme restrain him.
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And all the time his eyes grow more determined, and the
Indignation in his heart against his brother increases.
Then he strolls back to the house, and Mr. Franfois
Larchment being at home, walks into that gentlemans
library, with a very nasty look upon his countenance.
" You here ? " says Frank, starting up with unnerved
face. " This is a surprise ! "
"Yes," says the other nonchalantly. " In Gelegne I
received a letter from Miss Severn—I suppese we must
call her Miss Severn, since you consider her old enough
to marry. By the by, I think you had better have her
governess put her in long skirts; she's been growing
lately."
While he has said this, netwithstanding Harry's manner, Frank's face has become white. He suddenly asks :
" Did that stop your journey ?"
" Certainly ! An appeal from a woman would stop
any man's journc}". I have seen your ward. She teils
me what I find it very hard to believe—that you wish
to exercise your authority as her guardian, to coerce her
inte marrying this South-American stock-jobber, and
gambler—Baron Fernando Montez. Is it true ? "
'' It is," falters the ether. " I wish her to marry him ! "
Then he goes on suddenly, noting the look of disgust
upon his brother's face, "' Don't misunderstand me,
Henri, it is necessary. She has now arrived at the age
when it is best for her—for any young woman—te enter
the world ; and to do that in France, it is necessary for
her to take a husband."
" But not such a husband. "
" H e will give her title."
" Pooh ! titles are common here."
" He will accept her—and this is the impertant part of
the matter—without a dot."
" Without a dot 2 Why, she is worth a million dollars
in her own right."
" Nevertheless she will have no dot! "
" What do you mean ? gasps the other.
Then Frank bursts out hurriedly : " Don't look at me
so. I have lost Jessie's money in speculatien."
" Then you must make it up out of your own fortune.
You are a very rieh man ! "
" I was,"
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" Good heavens ! have you lost that also ? "
" Yes, it is involved. At present I could not, if called
upon, hand over Miss Severn's fortune, which was entrusted to me by her father's will, when I gave her to
her husband. In France it would be demanded at
once, if any one eise except Baron Montez married
her."
" And you have lost all this money—in what ? "
" In the shares ef the Panama Canal, I think."
" I n the Panama Canal, you think?" sneers Harry.
Then he scoffs : " You—you are the only American who
has not made money out of that giant fraud ? You are
so afraid of being thought a man of business, that you
have let that swindling South American make you bankrupt ?"
" I — I de net know—my affairs are involved, I have
entered into so many speculations with Baron Montez."
" Ah, he has your money ! " cries the New Yorker.
" He has Miss Severn s money. He has got the dot before. Now he will take the bride, genereus man, without it, but she shall not marry him ! I have swern
it!"
" Great heavens ! You would ruin me ! "
" I would ruin everyone to save this girl's happiness ! "
" You—you love Jessie ? " gasps Frank with twitching
lips.
" As a brother ! That is all. But it is well enough to
see she is net wronged by you ! "
" You forget I am her guardian ! "
" And I am her pretecter ! She shall not marry Baron
Montez ! I'll prevent it with my fortune—with my life !
Do you suppese I will stand by and see a lovely, beautiful, young American girl sacrificed en the altar of your
speculations ? No ! By eternal justice ! "
" You will save her ? " asks Francois Leroy Larchmon',
a curious wistful look coming into his uncertain eyes.
" Yes! "
" God bless you ! " cries the man, and sinks down into
a chair, sobs in his voice, but no tears in his eyes.
" Why do 3'ou thank me for saving her from your
friend ?"
" He is not my friend ! I hate him ! I fear him ! I
loathe him now, but I am in his power ! But Jhank God !
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Henri," and the weak man has seized his brother's hand
and wrung it, and is muttering to him : " Thank God !
you will save her—save her from marrying him—save
her for me—for me—I love her ! "
" Not for you ! " cries the other, breaking away from
his brother's grasp, and an awful contempt coming into
his soul. "You are not worthy ef her. You love no
one but yourself, and that net well enough to fight for
your own hopes, desires or loves ! When you reneunced your country, you gave up manhood ! But I'll
save her for some good American ! "
With that he leaves his brother, who has sunk down,
and is cowering away from Harry Larchment's indignant
eyes, and goes up to again see the lovely girl her guardian's weakness would have sacrificed, and teils her to be
of good cheer, that he will save her. " Only one thing—
procrastinate this matter," he adds. Then he queries
wistfully, " Can you be woman enough to procrastinate ?
Are 5'ou still a child ? "
" Why not defy him ? With you by my side I'll snap
my fingers in Montez' face."
" T h a t , " says the young man, wincing a little, "will
require a sacrifice from me." For he knows, if matters
come to a climax new, to give this girl her fortune and
keep his brother's name in honor before the world, will
sadly cripple his means and make him comparatively
poor.
Looking in his face the girl says suddenly : " No, I
see it is impertant. I am not child enough to ask too
much. I will do as you say."
" In every v/ay ? "
" In every way."
" Then procrastinate. Get my brother to bring you
over to New York for this winter ; put off the wedding
tili the spring—tili the autumn. If Frank demurs, teil
him you will write to me, and that will settle the affair,
I think."
" You—you are going away ? " falters the child, growing pale at the thought of his desertien.
" Yes, I am going away."
"Why?"
" T o save you."
" How ? "
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" Te find out more about this man, who has my brother
in his power—this Baron Montez of Panama and Paris.
Here he is surrounded by all the Panama clique ; there
is no rent in his armer that I, an American, unaccustomed
to the ways ef Paris, can pierce. If he has a flaw in his
cuirass, it is at the other end of the reute. I am going to
Panama. Please God, I'll nail him there! I leave this
evening for England. Then to New York, to arrange
several matters of business, for if the worst comes to the
worst
"
" You will permit me to be sacrificed ?"
" Never ! It is for that I go to New York."
" But if the worst comes te the worst, you" It is for that reason that I go te New York. Don't
ask me questions. Only know that I am ferever your
pretecter. What my brother has forgotten, I will do ;
his dishonor shall be effaced by me."
" His dishonor ! " cries the girl.
" What do you
mean ? "
" Nothing that I can teil you ; but good-hj, Jessie.
Be sure of one thing—that you need never marry Baron
Montez ef Panama ! "
" God bless you ! " cries the girl, and gives him the
first kiss she has ever given him in her life. But it is the
kiss of the child, not of the woman. The kiss of gratitude—the kiss that beauty gives to the knight that risks
his life te save her from the giant Despair.
Twenty-four hours after, Harry Larchment sailed for
New York on the Etruria, and a month later his brother
brought his ward te America upon the Gallia; but Baron
Montez said te him, " Remember, mon ami, you must
bring her back by Easter. Spring-time in France will
suit Mademoiselle Jessie's beauty."
Four weeks after the Larchments arrive in New York
a letter comes to Fernande, from a co-laborer of his in
the Panama scheme, one Herr Alsatius Wernig, who is
in America on some Joint business, and will shortly proceed to the Isthmus.
This epistle contains some curious news about the
Larchments.
After reading it the Baron's face grows grave for a
moment, then it suddenly lights up. Montez, with a

68

BARON MONTEZ.

jeering smile, exclaims : "What ? That idiot who plays
football and takes the chance ef being killed for
fun!''
A moment later he remarks meditatively: " There is
always danger in a lunatic I " and an heur afterwards
sends a carefully prepared cablegram to Herr Alsatius
Wernig in New York.

BOOK IM.
THE

AMERICAN

BROTHER.

CHAPTER VIIL
T H E STENOGRAPHER'S DAY-DREAM.

[^Exiracts from the diary of
Miss Louise Ripley Minturnh\
" A TYPEWRiTER, I belicve ? "
" A stenegrapher," I reply as sternly and indignantly
as an Itahan teuer accused of being in the chorus,
" stenographer ! "
" Oh, excuse me, mademoiselle ! Certainly, a stenographer—that is what we require. What salary will you
ask to go to Panama, to act as stenographer? "
" To Pan-a-OT« ? " There is an excited tremelo in my
voice as I say the words, for the proposition is unexpected, and the distance from New York perhaps awes
rae a little. " Panama, where they are constructing the
great canal ? "
" Certainly, mademoiselle. It is because they are
building the great canal that I ask you the question."
" What will be the cost of living there ? "
" That I hardly know. It will not be small, I am certain, judging by the bills of expense I have seen from
there."
" Very well," I reply, American business tact coming
to me, " if I go, we will say thirty dollars a week, and
expenses."
" You are able to take Stenographie dictation in English ? "
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"Certainly."
" And in French ? "
" Yes ; but that v/ill be ten dollars a week more."
" And in Spanish ? "
"Perfectly. Ten dollars extra."
" Ah," remarks the little clerk, who is half American
and half French, " your charges are high ; but every one
gets their own price—on the Isthmus."
Prernpted by this ingenuous remark, and actuated by
American business greed, I ejaculate hurriedly : " I
also take dictation in German, which will be another ten
dollars a week."
" L e t me try you," says the little man ; and in six minutes he has given me English, French, Spanish and
German dictations, to my astonishment, and I have
taken them down, and read them correctly, much more
to his amazement.
" Your work is perfectly satisfactory in every language," he replies. " You will come on the terms you
mentioned ? "
" That is, sixty dollars a v/eek, and expenses there and
back," I say, " if I go."
" Ah, you are not certain you would like to leave New
York ? You have ties here ? "
" None," I reply, a tremble getting into my voice, as
I think ef my loneliness, and ef my mother, who passed
away from me but a year before.
"You would like time to consider the proposition?"
suggests my Interviewer.
Looking around upon the dingy cepying establishment of Miss Werk in Nassau Street, the girls slaving
over interminable legal documents on their type-writing
machines, and thinking of the drudgery that has been,
and still promises to be my lot, I say desperately: " Yes,
I will go ! "
" Very v/ell. Remember, you must sign a contract for
•a year from to-morrow. That is tili the twentieth of
March, 1889."
" Yes."
" You must be ready to start the day after to-morrow."
" Certainly. Only, of course, as I said before, my
contract includes a first-cabin passage to and from
Panama."
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" It shall be as I have promised. Call at the office of
Flandreau & Co., No. 33-^ South Street, to-morrow at
eleven, for your Instructions and contract. Good afternoon—Miss Minturn, I believe your name is ?"
" Yes; make out the contract for Louise Ripley Minturn. But you have not told me the name ef the person
by whom I am to be employed."
" Montez, Aguilla et Cie., Contractors Construction,
Panama. You can ask about them at the agents of the
canal, Seligman & Co., bankers, or the French Censul
—are these references satisfactory ? "
" Perfectly," I gasp, overcome by the solidity of their
Sponsors as I sink back, before my Remingten, everwhelmed with what I have so hurriedly, and perhaps
rashly done, as the dapper little clerk, bowing with
French empressement to Miss Work, and with a wave ef
his hand to the other typewriting ladies, leaves the apartment.
Montez, Aguilla et Cie. Where have I heard the
name before, and Panama—the place my mother used to
talk to me about when I was a child. My mother—all
thought leaves me save that I have lest her ferever, and
tears get in my eyes.
A few minutes after, time having brought me composure, I Step ever to Miss Work, a sharp Yankee business woman of about thirty-five, and teil her my story.
" I supposed you would go, Louise," she says kindly,
" when I recommended you for the position. I am very
glad that you have got a Situation that will enable you
to save money. There is, I understand, plenty ef it on
the Isthmus. I presume you are anxious to go home
and make your preparations."
Then she settles with me for the work I have done, at
the same time telling my companions of my good fortune,
which makes a buzz in the room even greater than at
lunch-hour, as they come clustering about, to congratulate, and wish me a pleasant journey and good luck, and
all the kind wishes that come into the hearts of generous
American girls, which even teil and drudgery cannot
harden.
Just as I am going, Miss Werk, after kissing me goodby, remarks : " Be sure and make every inquiry about
your employers, and under whose protection you are to
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go out to Panama, as the journey is a long one ; though I
know you are as well able te take care of yourself as any
young lady who has been in my empley, and I have had
some giants, both physical and intellectual."
" T h a n k you. I'll remember what you say," I reply,
and turn away.
As I reach the head of the stairs, there is a patter of
light feet after me, and my chum and roommate, Sally
Broughten, puts her arm around my waist, and says : " I
shall be at home early, too, Louise dear, to help you
pack, and do anything I can for you. But," here she
whispers to me rather roguishly, " what will Mr. Alfred
Tompkins say to this ? "
" Say ! " reply I. " What business is it of Mr. Alfred
Tompkins, what Miss Louise Ripley Minturn does ? "
" Netwithstanding this, I'll bet you dare n e t teil h i m . "
" Dare not teil him ? Wait until this evening, and see
me," I answer firmly, as I step down the stairs on my
way home to East Seventeenth Street, just off Irving
Place, where Sally and I have two roems—one a parier
and the other a bedroom, for Joint use, that we call
home.
Netwithstanding my defiant reply, as I am being conveyed by the Fourth Avenue cars to my destination,
Sally's remark has not only set me to thinking about
LIr. Tompkins, one of the floorwalkers and rising young
employees of Jonold, Dunstable &: Co., but also of—
so:?u' one eise.
Mr. Tompkins' blond face fades from my Imagination.
His yellow hair becomes chestnut ; his English side
whiskers transform themselves into a long, droeping,
military mustache ; his pinkish eyes become hazel, flashing, and brilliant. His slightly Roman nose takes a
(irecian east. His wavering chin changes inte a firm,
streng, and deminating one. Flis five feet eight, grows
into six feet in his stockings.
In short, Mr. Alfred
Tompkins of Jonold, Dunstable & Co.'s dry-goods establishment, expands into Harry Sturgis Larchment ef the
United and Kellybocker Clubs, the leader of cotillens
at Newpert, Lenox, and Delmonico's, the ex-lawn-tennis
Champion and football athlete. I go into a day-dream
of stupid unreality, and call myself—IDIOT ! What have
I, one of the female workers of this earth, to do with
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this masculine butterfly ef fashion, frivolity, luxury, and
athletics ?
Still—I am a Minturn !
He dances with my first cousins at Patriarch balls. He
takes my aunts down to dinners in Fifth Avenue residences, and plays Cards with my uncles at the United and
Kellybocker Clubs ; a second cousin of mine is one of
his chums ; though they all apparently have forgotten
they have a relative named Louise Ripley Minturn, one
of Miss Work's Stenographie and typewriting band at
No. 1 3 5 ^ Nassau Street, New York, in this year of our
Lord, one thousand eight hundred and eighty-eight.
My drifting away from my fashionable relatives had
been easy : the drifting was done by my father, when he
married my mother. He had no money. Neither had
my mother, and so they drifted,
The thought of my mother brings Panama into my
mind, and I give a start, for it calls back the sad tale she
had told me so often, in my early girlhood, though before
her death it had become even an old story to her: the
Statement of the unrecorded fate that befeil her parents
upon the Isthmus, no detail of which was known to her,
she being a girl of sixteen at that time, at a school near
Baltimore,
Her father, George Merritt Ripley, and her mother,
Alice Louise Ripley, were returning from California. Enthusiastic letters said they came laden with
the gold of the Sierras, te bring all the blessings of
wealth and love to the one daughter of their heart. They
had arrived in Panama in April, 1856. Since that time,
no word had ever come of their own fate, or that of the
treasure they brought with them.
Their daughter had tried to discover—the lady principal of the school at which she was, had made repcated
efforts to learn of George Merritt Ripley and his wife
from the American Censul and the agent of the railroad
Company—but could never discover anything save that
my mother's parents arrived at Panama by the steamer
George L. Stevens from San Francisco and then disappeared.
'J'he lady principal, however, was kind; and my mother,
having no near relatives who would assume the care 01
the orphan, had remained at her school—partly as pupil,
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partly as music teacher—until Martin Minturn had met
her, after he was in his middle age, and had already,
during the 'War of the Rebellion, lost his fortune, which
he had invested in Southern securities.
Turning from the world, perhaps embittered by his
losses, he had become one of that class least fitted to
battle with its storms and currents—a scientist and philosopher. He was professor of chemistry in a Baltimore
university, and came three times a week to lecture at the
young ladies' seminary in which my mother lived a tame
and passionless existence as instructor on the piano.
Mutual sympathy for the misfortunes that had come
upon them brought them together.
They loved and
married.
Inspired by his love for her, my father had determined
to again take up the battle with the world. He had
brought his wife with him to New York, and after eight
years of heart-breaking disappointment as an inventor
and the maker of other men's fortunes, had died, leaving my mother with very little of this world's goods,
and burdened by myself, a child of six.
My father before his death had drifted entirely away
from his rieh and fashionable relatives in New York, who
once or twice, in a half-hearted manner, had tried to aid
him, and then had finally shut their doors against the
man of ill fortune who only came to them te borrow.
Too preud to ask assistance from these who had
turned their backs en her husband, my mother again devoted herseif to teaching, this time in a New York'school.
Here she had lived out her life for me, giving me all she
could obtain for me by parsimony and self-denial—a
first-rate education, for which God bless her ! my dear
mother, who has gone from me !
At last she died, and I, left alone in this world at
eighteen, was compelled to put my talents into bread
and butter. A fair musician, I was not artist enoush to
become celebrated. A poor music teacher is the verlest
drudge upon this earth. I had studied Stenograph}', and
was an accom.plished linguist. That seemed a better
field. To the moment of writing this, it had been a hard
one, though the previeus year had been to me generaliy
a pleasant one, and I had made a friend—not a fairweather friend, but an all-weather friend—Sally Brough-
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ton, v/ho sat at the next typewriter to me, at Miss Work's.
Mr. Alfred Tompkins of Jonold, Dunstable's establishment, and Mr. Horace Jenkins of the rival dry-goods
house of Pacy & Co., had also become known to m.e.
These gentlemen are chums, though the haughty
Tompkins, whose business place is en Broadway, rather
looks down upon his Sixth Avenue factotum.
Mr. Jenkins greatly admires Miss Sally Broughten.
Mr. Alfred Tompkins—but why should I mention a
matter that hardly interests me ? My life is so lonely, I
must talk to some one at times—though Mr. Tompkins
says, I am told, that I have a great and haughty coolness
in my manner.
I have also seen, irxet, and spoken to the athlete, v/ho
fills mjr mind, at the house ef his uncle, Larchment Delafield, the great banker.
Here the conductor of the Fourth Avenue ear disturbs my meditatiens by calling out in stenterian tones :
"TWENTY-THIRD S T R E E T ! "

With a Start, I remember Seventeenth is my destination, and jump off the ear, reflecting that my musings
have cost me an unnecessary promenade of six Fourth
Avenue blocks.
While making this return trip, my mind goes wandering again. It seems, new that I am about to leave New
York, to take me to the object that has most interested
me in it—the frank hazel eyes, that have appeared te be
always laughing, when I have seen them, and the graceful athletic figure of Harry Sturgis Larchment.
So getting to the little bedroom and parier en suite
that Miss Broughten and I call home, I take out my
diary, and in its pages go back te the time I first met
him.
His uncle, Mr. Larchment Delafield, had had a good
deal of Stenographic and typewriting work done at Miss
Work's office. Mr. Delafield, being anxious to complete
some very impertant correspondence, was cenfined to his
house by an attack ef gout. I was sent te his house on
Madison Avenue, one evening, to take a dictation from
him.
Arriving at his mansien about half-past seven o'clock
in the evening, I found evidences of an incipient dinner
party, A magnificent woman and very charming girl,
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both in füll evening dress, preceded me up the grand
staircase. T h e footman was about to show me after
them into the ladies' reception room, when I told him
my call was simply one of business with his master.
A moment after, I found myself in the study of the
banker, v/ho was apparently in one of those extraordinary
bad tempers, peculiar to gout.
" Shut the door, John ! " he thunders at the domestic,
" and keep the odors of that infernal dinner out of my
nostrils. I long for it, but can't have it ! "
" Yes, sir," replies the footman, about to retire.
" Stop ! " cries the banker. " Teil my nephew, Harry
Larchment, to come up and see me at once, H a s he
arrived yet ? "
" Yes, sir, with Mrs. Dewitt and Miss Severn."
" Of course—ef course—with ]Miss Jessie Severn ! the
girl with the plump Shoulders that she shows so nicely,"
says the old gentleman, v/ith a savage chuckle. " Teil
him to come up—that I want te see him instantly, though
I won't keep him long."
A moment after, Mr. Harry Sturgis Larchment stalks
lazily into the apartment, in faultless evening dress,
decorated with a big bunch ef blies ef the valley, and
looking the embodiment of neat fashion.
" Harry, my boy," says the banker, " I want to see you
for a moment."
" So I was just told. I'm awful sorry the doctors
won't permit you to join us," returns the young man,
giving the eider a hearty grip of the hand.
" Don't speak of the dinner," mutters old Delafield.
" My mouth waters at the thought of the canvas-back
ducks nev/. But it is of this I wish te speak te you. You
must occupy my place, as host, v/ith Mrs. Delafield. I
know I can leave my reputation for hospitality in your
h.ands."
" I'll do my best, sir," replies young Larchment. Then
he gives a sudden start of horror, and ejacuiates : " Great
goodness ! My taking your place as host entails my
taking that fat dewager, Mrs. John Robinson Norton, in
to dinner."
" I'm afraid it does, my poor boy," grins his uncle,
" b u t I spoke to my wife, and pretty little Miss Jessie
Severn sits on the other side of you. You have only to
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turn your head to see her blue eyes and plump Shoulders.
She has also exquisite ankles ; you should have kept her
in the short dresses she came ever in from Paris a month
ago. You're kind of half guardian to her, ain't you ? "
runs on the old man.
" It is necessary to drape a young lady's ankles to
bring her out in society," returns Mr. Larchment.
" Miss Severn is now out. Mrs. Dewitt is chaperoning
her. Besides," the young man goes en, playfully,
"you're too old for ankles. At your time of life the
ballet! "
" If you didn't know, Harry, that you were my faverite nephew, you wouldn't dare such wit," chuckles the
uncle. Then he goes en : " I suppese you feel so financially comfertable already, that you never think of my
will ? "
" Thank God, I never do, dear old uncle ! " says the
young man, earnestly.
" Besides, if you marry Miss Severn, she'll have a
pretty plum," goes on old Delafield.
At this the nephew suddenly looks serieus, and I
think I detect a slight sigh.
Somehow er other, as I look at Harry Sturgis Larchment, I begin te dislike the pretty little Miss Jessie
Severn. I had seen this gorgeous masculine creature,
when I was sixteen and enthusiastic, at a football game,
and had gloried in his triumphs on that brutal arena.
Interest begets interest, and as the young gentleman
turns to go, he casts inquiring gaze upon me. This is
answered by his uncle, in the politeness of the old school,
as he says : " Miss Minturn, let me present my nephew,
Mr. Harry Larchment."
" Miss Minturn has kindly consented te act as my
stenographer this evening, on some impertant business,
that cannot be delayed ; " interjects the eider man, as
the younger one bows to me, which I, anxious to maintain
my dignity, return in a careless and nonchalant manner.
A moment after, Mr. Larchment has left the room.
While his uncle chuckles after him sotto voce: " A fine
young man ! I wish that French brother of his, Frank,
the Parisian la-de-da, was more like him—more ef an
American ! " Then he snaps his lips together, and says :
" To business 1 "
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" But your dinner ! " I suggest hurriedly, for I have
somehow grown te sympathize with the old gentleman's
appetite.
" My dinner ? My dinner consisted ef oatmeal gruel,
which was digested two hours ago, thank Heaven ! T o
business ! " cries the old man.
With this, he cemmences t e dictate to me a number of
letters on some very impertant and cenfidential transactiens. As we go en, these letters approach a climax. I
have been at work nearly two hours, when an epistle
to the President of a railroad, who, he thinks, is attempting some underhand game with its preferred stockholders, makes the old gentleman intensely angry. His
face gets red ; as he continues, his letter, from being that
of a business man, becomes one of vindictive and bitter
animesity.
His asides are, I am serry to say, streng
almost to the verge ef profanity. His hands tremble,
his voice becomes husky, and as he closes the letter
with " Yours most respectfully," L a r c h m e n t Delafield
utters a savage oath, and rising from his chair, after two
or three attempts at articulation that end in gasps and
gurgles, falls back into it. I am alene with a man apparently stricken with an attack of apeplexy, brought en
by his own passions.
I hastily open the door. T h e noise of laughter and
gayety downstairs, comes to me, up the great staircase.
T h e perfume of flowers, and the faint music of the
orchestra, teil ef revelry below.
I hesitate to make this scene of gayety one of consternation and sorrow. I hurriedly press the button of
an electric bell.
A moment after, a footman coming to me, I say :
" Please quietly ask Mr. Harry Larchment to come up
to his uncle. Mr. Delafield wishes to see him immediately "
" I can do that easily, now," replies the man.
"The
ladies are in the parier, and the gentlemen are bv themmen in the dining-room."
I wait at the head ef the stairs. Mr. Larchment Coming up, says : " My uncle wishe-s to see me, I believe,"
" No ! " I reply.
" No ?—he sent for me."
"He did not send for y o u — / d i d . "
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" You ? " The young man gazes at me in astonishment.
" Yes ; I did not wish to disturb the gayety of the
party below. Your uncle has had a seizure of some
kind—a fit! "
" Thank you for your consideration," he answers, and
in another second is by the side of the invalid, and I
looking at him, admire him more than ever.
This gentleman of pleasure has become a man ef action.
" Some cold water on his head—quick ! " he says
sharply. I obey, and he lifts his uncle up, and proceeds
to resuscitate the old gentleman by means that are
known to athletes. While he is doing this, he says
rapidly to me: " Ring the bell, and give the footman
the notes I will dictate to you."
As I do his bidding, and sit down ; never relaxing his
efforts te bring conscieusness back te his uncle, the
young man dictates hurriedly :
"Dear Sir: Come to Mr. Larchmont Delafield's, No. X2\\ Madison
Avenue, at once. He has had an attack of epilepsy or apoplexy—I
think the latter. Simply ask for Mr. Delafield. "There is a dinner
party below.
Yours in haste,
H A R R Y STURGIS LARCHMONT.

" Triplicate that letter," he says. " Send one to Dr.
George Howland, another to Dr. Ralph Abercrombie, and
the third te Dr. 'Thomas Robertson ; yeu'll find their addresses in that directery."
As I finish these the footman comes in.
" Not a word of this, John," Mr. Larchment says, " to
anybody ! Take these three letters, go downstairs, and
give them te three of the servants. There are half a
dozen in the kitchen. Teil them they must be delivered,
each ef them, within ten minutes—and a five-dollar bill
for you."
A quarter of an heur later, the young man has partially
revived his uncle.
A moment after, one of the doctors summoned Stands
beside him, and says that the attac-k is not a serious
one, and that the old gentleman will be all right with
rest and care.
"Very well," replies Mr. Harry ; "if that is the ease, I
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will go down to the dinner party. No one has been
alarmed—net even Mrs. Delafield—and all ewing to the
thoughtfulness of this young lady, to whom I tender my
thanks." He bows to m.e and goes down to the festival
below, while I gather up my papers and dictation book,
and make my preparations for departure.
A few minutes afterwards, I come down the great stairway also, and stand putting on my cloak in the hall.
As I do so, through tapestry curtains, that are partially
open, I see, for the first time in my life, one of the great
reception rooms of a New York mansien. Lighted by
rare and peculiar lamps, each one of them a werk of art,
adorned by numereus pictures, statues, and cestly bric-abrac from the four corners ef the earth ; embellished and
perfumed by hotheuse plants and flowers ; and made
bright by lovely women in exquisite toilettes, and men
in faultless evening dress, the scene is a revelation te me.
But I linger only on one portion of it.
In front of a large mantel-piece Stands Harry Larchmont, talking to a young lady who is a dream ef fairylike loveliness in the lace, tulle, and ganze that float
about her graceful figure. She is Scarcely more than a
child yet, but her eyes are blue as sapphires, her chin
piquant, her laugh vivacious, her smile enchanting. I
am compelled to admit this, though for some occult
reason I de not care to do so.
For one short second I compare the face and figure in
the parier with the one I see reflected in the great hall
mirror beside me. A flash of joy ! It seems to me
I am as pretty as Miss Jessie Severn. Perchance, if I
were the same exquisite toilette, my lithe figure and brünette charms would be as lovely as her blende graces.
Perhaps even he
Here foel's blushes come upon me. His voice sounds
in my ear.
It says : " I have excused myself for a m^oment from
my guests, to again thank you, Miss Minturn, for your
presence of mind and theughtful action this evening.
The night is stormy—you have been kept here late."
Then he turns and directs the man at the door : " John,
call up the carriage for Miss Minturn."
He holds out a hand, which I take, as I stammer out
my thanks, and looking in his eyes, I know he means
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what he says. Perhaps more-pfer there is something in
his glance that makes me, as I go out of the massive
oaken doors and down the great stairs, and pass through
the little throng ef waiting foetmen, and take the equipage his care has provided for me, grow bitter, for the
first time in my life, at my fate.
As I ride to my medest rooms in quiet Seventeenth
Street, I clinch my hands, and mutter : " Had my mother's
parents not disappeared upon that Isthmus ef Panama,
their gold might have made me the guest, instead of the
stenographer. At dinner he might have gazed upon my
pretty Shoulders—not Miss Jessie Severn's."
Fool that I am, I think these things ! For I have
admired this young gentleman's victeries on the football field, and his presence of mind and action more this
evening. " He seems to me a man who might make a
woman—" But I step myself here, and gasp : " You are
crazy ! Typewriter ! you are crazy ! "
Reaching home, I take out my clicking Remingten,
and over the correspondence ef Mr. Delafield the banker,
Miss Minturn the stenographer tries to forget Mr. Harry
Larchmont the man of fashion.

C H A P T E R IX.
T H E ANGEL OF T H E

BLIZZARD.

Two days after, I received a brief note from Mr.
Larchment, which simply stated he v/as taking care of
his uncle's minor matters of business, during that gentleman's recovery, and enclosed to me a check for my
Services as stenographer, the ameunt of which, though
liberal, was not sufficient to make me think it anything
more than a simple business transactien.
Then one week afterwards came the blizzard, that
crushed New York with snow-flakes, that stopped the
elevated railways, and blocked all transpertation by surface cars; that cenfined people in their houses on the
great theroughfares, as completely as if they had been a
hundred miles away from other habitations. That dear
delightful, fearful blizzard, in which I nearly died.
6
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On Monday morning, March i2th, I am awakened by
Miss Broughten, who is peeping out through the casemeiits.
She c r y s : " Louise, wake up ! This is the
greatest storm I have ever seen."
" Nonsense ! It's spring now," I answer sleepily.
" Yes, March spring !—cold spring ! J u m p out of
bed and see if it's a spring atmosphere," returns Sally,
with a castanet accempaniment from her v/hite teeth.
I obey her, and the spring atmosphere arouses nie to
immediate and vigorous action. In a rush I start the
gas stove, and, throwing on a wrap, v/alk to Sally's side,
and take a look at what is going on in the street.
"' Isn't it a storm ! " suggests Aliss Broughten enthusiastically. " A beautiful storm ! A storm that will stop
work. A storm that v/ill give me a lazy day at home ! "
" You are not going down to the office ? " I say.
" Through those snow banks ? " she replies, pointing
to six feet of v/hite drift en the opposite side of the
Street, in v/hich a newsboy has buried himself three
times, in an unsuccessful attempt to deliver newspapers
at the basement door.
" Certainly," I reply.
" Impossible ! " she saj's.
" You will make a nice,
lazy day of it, at home with me. Wc v/ill de piain sewing, You shall help me make my new dress." Sally
always Claims me on lazy days. In my idle moments, I
think I have constructcd four or five costumes for her.
T h i s time I rebel.
" If you are not going to v/ork, I am ! " I say dccidedly.
" Through those drifts ? "
" C e r t a i n l y ! " I reflcct that I have some documents
Miss Work has promised this da}-. They arc legal ones,
and atlmit of no postponement.
" W e l l , you may be able to get to the office," says
Sally, " if you are a Norwegian on snowshocs, or an
angel on v/ings."
This angel idea Is a Suggestion to me.
" T h e elevated is running ! " I answer, and point to the Third
Avenue, down which a train is slowly forcing Its way.
T h e Station is only a short distance from me.
I will
take the elevated. Surface cars may be blocked, but the
elevated goes through the air.
Miss Broughton does not xeply to this, though I pre-
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sume she has her doubts about the feasibllity of my
plan, for the storm is Coming thicker and hea.vier.
But breakfast over, she steps to the windev/, looks out,
and says disappointedly : " Yes, the Third Avenue trains
are still running. I presume you can go, but how about
getting back again this evening? "
" Pshaw ! " I reply, " It v/ill bc al! finished in an hour."
A few minutes afterwards, v/ell equipped for Arctic
travelling, I, with a desperate effort, get out of the door,
and for a moment am blown away by the wind. I had
no idea the storm was so severe. But I struggle on, and
finally reach the Third Avenue Station, to cllmb up its
icy stairs and be nearly blov/n from them in my ascent
to the platferm. From this, I finally struggle on board
a down-town train, which contains very few people.
The guards have lost their usual peremptory tones.
They do not cry out In their bullying manner, " All
aboard ! Step en llvely ! " as they are prone to do on
finer days, but arc trying to get wann over the steampipes in the ear. The blizzard has even crushed them !
We roll off on our journey, amid gusts of wind that
nearly blow us off the track, and flurries of snow that
make it impossible to see out of the Windows. In about
quadruple the usual time, hev/ever, we creep alongside
the City Hall Station platform.
It Is now half-past nine. I aiight, and am practically
blown down the stairs, though a snowdrift at the bottem
receives me, and makes my fall a soft one. Then I fight
my v/ay along Park Place and into Nassau Street. The
storm seems to get strenger and fiercer, as I grov/ more
and more feeble. Midway I v/ould turn back, but
back is now as great a distance as forward ; and
one end of the journey means the comfertless railway
Station, where perchance no trains are leaving now.
The ether termlnus is Miss Work's office, v/here there
will certainly be a fire, Company, and occupation. By
the time I shall be ready to go home, the storm must be
over.
So I struggle on, and fight my way through snowdrifts,
to finally arrive, in an almost exhausted condition, at 135 J
Nassau Street.
A long climb up the stairs, for the building is net provided with an elevator, and I find myself on the top floor,
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which is occupied by Miss '\Vork's establishment. Here,
to my astonishment, the door is still locked. Having a
pass key, I a moment after enter, to my consternatlen, an
empty room, and a cold one. Miss Work, who is punctuality itself, is not here. I reflect, she will undeubtedly
arrive in a few minutes. She must come.
While thinking this, for the atmosphere does not permit ef delay, I am hurriedly making a fire in the grate,
v/hich has net been attended to over night, the man in
Charge of the building apparently not having visited it
this morning. Fortunately there is plenty of fuel, and I
soon have a roaring fire and cemfort.
Then I move my typev.'rlter where I get the fuUbenefit
ef the cheery blazc, and sit down to my werk.
Time flies. N o one comes. Flaving nothing to eat, I
pass what should be my lunch hour over the keyboard
of my Remingten, thinking I will have my task finished
and go home the earlier. But the papers are long ones,
and being legal, require considerable care and accuracy,
and as I finish the last of them I look up.
It is nearly dark.
My watch says it Is only three
o'clock, but the storm, which seems to be even heavier
than in the morning, causes early gleem. I look out
on the wild prospect. As well as I can determine, in the
uncertain light, glancing through flurries of snow, not
one person passes along sidev/alks that are usually
crewded Avith humanity.
What am I te do ? I am hungry ! I am alone ! Even
in this great building I am the only one, for no sound
comes to me from the officer, down stairs, that at this
time in the day are usually filled by movement, hurry,
and activity.
Sally will be anxious for me.
Though, did net my
appetite drive me ferth, I believe I should attempt to
•'.lake a night of it In the gieat deserted building. I
should probably be frightened, though I should barricade
myself in. I should prebably see ghosts of lawycrs and
legal luminaries who have long since departed, from these
their old offices, to plead their own cases before the Court
ef Highest Appeal. But hunger ! I am more afraid of
hunger than of ghosts. Besides, it Is so lonely.
I decide to force my path to Broadv/ay. On that great
thoroughfare there must be some one ! I lock the door.
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come down the stairs, step out en the street, and give a
shiver. During the day it has grown much colder,
though in the warm room I had not noticed it.
My first Step is Into an immense snowdrift. Through
this I struggle, and reaching the cerner of the street am
llterally blown off my feet, fortunately towards Broadway. Thank Heaven ! it is a very short block, though It
seems te me an eternity before I reach the thoroughfare
that yesterday was the great artery of traffic in New
York, but new, as I gaze up and down It, seeking some
human face, seems as deserted as a Siberlan steppe.
The shops are all clesed, even the drug stores. There
are no passing vehicles, no struggling pedestrians. The
traffic of the great city has been annihilated by this prodlgious storm. Telegraph wires, that last night were
overhead, have many of them fallen. There Is nething
for me but to struggle onward.
I turn my face to the north—up town—where three
miles away Sally is waiting for me, with a warm fire, and
I hope a comfertable meal. Towards this I force my way
—for a few minutes.
Then I trip over a broken telegraph wirc that lies In
the snow. As I stagger up again, for a moment I am
not certain which way I am going. Good Heavens ! if
I should turn back en my tracks ?
The wild snowstorm about me dazes me, confuses
me, benumbs me, and makes me stupid. The strength
of the wind forces me to hold my head down; I try to
see v/hich way I have come by my tracks in the snow—
but there are none ! The gusts are so violent, my
footsteps have been ebllterated almost as I made them.
Desperate, I look around me, and see, through snow
flurries, the light in the great tower of the Western
Union Telegraph Building. It seems av/fully far av/ay,
but gives me my directien; and I struggle northv/ard
once more, staggering through drifts—sometimes falling
inte them, no voice coming to me—alone in a hving city
that is now dead—killed by the snow. Darkness has
fallen upon the streets, and enshrouds me. Still I fight
on, There are hoteis farther up the street. If I could
get to one—if I could get anywhere te be warm !
I have passed the Western Union Building, I think—
I am not sure—my facultles are too benumbed for cer-
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taint". All I knov/ is, that I am cold—that I am benumbed—that I am hungry—that I am weak—that the
snowdrifts grow larger—the snow flurries strenger—the
Piercing cutting wind more fierce and merciless—and,
above all this, that I am unutterably sleepy. I dream
even as I struggle, and then I cease to struggle, and only
dream—beautiful dreams—dreams of what I long for—
dreams of v/a.rmth and cemfort, of beunteous meals and
genereus wine.
And even asthis last comes to me, something is poured
down my throat—something that burns, but vivifies—
something that brings my senses te m^e with sudden shock.
I hear, still in a half dreamy way, a voice that seems
familiär, say:
" Pat, that Is the worst whiskey I have ever tasted ; but
I think it has done me good, as well as saved this young
lady's life."
" By me soul, it has saved mine several times to-day ! "
is the answer.
Then the ether voice, the familiär one, goes en : " Do
you think you can get us up town ? "
" Faith, i've been half an heur coming from the Western
Union Building. You may bless God if I make the
Aster House alivc."
" Then semev/here, quick ! This will keep her warm."
I feel the burning .stuff pour down my throat once more,
and give me renev/ed life and sentiency. Streng arms
lift me into a cab, a rüg Is wrapped around me. I open
my eyes. Beside me sits a man, to whom I falter, my
teeth still chatterIng, " I — I was lost In the snow."
Even as I say this, the familiär voice cries : " Your
tones are familiär. Who are you ? "
I answer : " Miss Minturn."
And the voice cries : " Good heavens ! Thank God
I saw you from my coupe'in time ! "
And I, still dazed, gasp: " It is Mr. Larchmont, is it
not?"
" Yes : don't exert yourself, you are weak. In a few
minutes we will have you at the Aster House, v/arm and
comfertable. Have no fear."
And somehow or other, his voice revives me more
than the whiskey. I am contented—even happy.
But the storm is still upon us ; and though there are
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two Streng horses attached to the coupe, fighting for their
own lives through the deepening drifts, it is nearly an
hour before lights flash on the sldewalk, and I am assisted
Into v/armth and cemfort and life once more, In the Aster
House parier.
There I thav/ for a few minutes, during which he sits
looking at me, though I am dimly conscicus he has given
some Orders. Having entirely regalned my senses, I
falter : " I must go home 1 Sally will be anxious about
me! "
" Where do you live ? " he Inquires shortly
"Seventeenth Street."
" Then you could not live to walk home to-nigh'c, and
no carriage could take you there. There Is but one thing
for you to de. The housekeeper will be here In a moment. She will take you to a roern. Co to bed, and
take what I have erdered for you."
" What is that ? "
" More whiskey—but It Is exactly what you want. In
two hours they will have dried your clothes, and you can
come down to dinner with—with me." His "with me "
is rather embarrassed and dlffident.
I do not reply, and i\Ir. Larchmont almost Immediately
continues : " Or, If you prefer It, the dinner can be sent
up to your room."
I shall feel quite lonely—it will appear ungrateful. " I
will be happy to meet you In the dining-room," I answer.
A moment after, everything he has arranged is done.
I go with the housekeeper, a kindly woman of large build
and comfertable manner, and find m.yself excellently taken
care of.
Two hours afterwards, fecling like a nev/being, I eiiter
the dining-room. It Is only half-past seven, and Mr.
Harry Larchmont Is apparently waiting for me. It is a
nleasant, though, perhaps, to me, embarrassing meal.
The room is crewded with people that the storm has
foreed to take refuge in the hotel—-Brooklyn men, who
cannot get across the East River ; Jersey men, who are
cut off from home ; and down-tov/n brokers, who are unable to reach their up-town residences. The place. In
contrast to the dreadful dearth of animal movement In
the streets outside, is füll of life, bustle, and activity.
" I think I have arranged very well as regards dinner,"

88

BARON

MONTEZ.

remarks Mr. Larchmont. "We'll have to be contented
with Condensed milk, but we shall have some Florida
strawberries, and Bermuda potatoes and asparagus."
As we sit down, he says suddenly : " Who Is Sally ? "
" Sally ? Ah, you mean Miss Broughton ? "
" Yes, the young lady you said would be anxious about
you."
" Oh," I answer, " Miss Broughten Is my chum ! " T h e n
we get to chatting together, and I give him a few Sally
anecdotes that make him laugh. As the meal goes on I
grow more at my ease, and become cenfidential, and teil
him a good deal ef my life, my work, and my battle with
the world. This seems te interest him, and once, when I
am busy with my knife and fork, I catch his eyes resting
upon me, and they seem te say : " So young ! "
But I won't have his sympathy ; so I make merry over
my business struggles, and teil him what a comfertable
little home Sally and I have.
Altogether, it is a delightful meal for me, and I am
n e t sorry that Mr. Larchmont lingers over it. H e grows
slightly cenfidential himself, over his coffee, explaining
te me that he has had some very impertant telegrams
to receive from Paris ; that the up-town wires were all
down, and he had been so anxious about his cables, that
he had centrived to get as far as the main office ef the
Western L'nion Company ; that he thanks God he succeeded in doing so, though no cablegrams had come to
him. " B e c a u s e , " he concludes, looking at me, " if it
had not been for th.e cables, you might have been still
outside in the snow ! "
A few minutes after, he startlcs me by saying, it seems
to me with a little sigh, " I must be going ! "
" W h e r e — i n t o the storm ? " I gasp, amazed.
" O n l y a s far as French's Hotel, just across in Park
Place."
I know " just across in Park Place " means three long
Squares—an av/ful distance, which might kill a streng
man in this driving storm.
" You must not go ! " I cry.
" U n d e r the circumstances, I must," he replies, and
rises, to cut short remonstrance. Then I go out with
him from the dining-room into the hall, a blush on my
cheeks, but a grateful look in my eyes, for I know It is to
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save me any embarrassment this night that he will make
his desperate journey through snowdrifts and pitlless
wind.
We have got to the ladies' parier new. He turns and
says earnestly, " I have made every arrangement for you,
I think, Miss Minturn, not only for this evening, but for
to-morrow, in ease you should be compelled to remain
here. I am more than happy, and bless God that I met
you in time."
And I whisper: " You have been te me the—the
angel of the blizzard ! "
At which he smiles a little, and his grasp upon my
hand tightens as he bids me good-night.
Then he is gone into the storm.
I go to my reom; a fire Is burning brightly there.
Sleep comes upon me, and happy dreams—dreams in
which I make a fool ef myself about " the angel of the
blizzard."
The ne.xt morning everything has been arranged for
me. After a comfertable breakfast, I discover that the
storm has ceased, but the streets ef New York are still
impassable. Then I get a newspaper, and learn that
the indefatigable reporters have somehow got Information ef nearly everything. Glancing ever its columns, I
give a sigh of relief. In the long list of accidents,
escapes, and deaths on that twelfth day ef March, 1888,
I note that my adventure has not been reported, though
I read that French's Hotel had been so crewded that
people had slept upon the billiard-tables and floors of
that hostelry, and one up-town swell had been obliged to
content himself with the bar-counter. I guess who the
up-town swell was who did this to save me any embarrassment er anxiety, and I bless him !
I bless him again, when. In the afternoon, I find that
the streets can with difficulty be navigated, and the porter
Coming up, informs me that a carriage has been ordered
to take me, as soon as possible, to my address in Seventeenth Street.
At home, I am welcomed by Sally. with happy but
anxious eyes. She cries : " Oh, Louise ! I thought you
were dead ! "
" Oh, no," I reply nonchalantly, " I did a day's work,"
" And then ? "
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" Then I v/ent to the Aster House."
" Did you have money enough v/itli you for that ? I
hear they charged ten dollars a room."
" That bill Is liquidated,'' I return in easy prevaricatlon.
" But }'ou had a carriage ! I noticed a carriage drive
up with you. How will you ever pay the hackman ?
They charge twenty-five dollars a trip."
" Never mind my finances. I am home safe once more.
And you ? " I answer, turning the conversation.
" Oh, I nearly starved ! I would have starved entirely,
had I not foreed my way to the grocer}' störe. I have
been living on crackers and cheese, bologna sausage, and
tea without milk."
" I have been enjoying the ' fat of the land.' You had
better have gone down with me, Sally. You v/ould have
had a delightful day," I continue airi'y to my pretty
chum, v/ho looks at me in partial unbellef.
Then the next morning comes a joy—a rapture—a surprise ! It is a bunch of violets tied v/ith violet ribbon,
with the name of a fashionable Aorist emblazoned cn it,
and with it this card :

ifn'xß^^

/^T^iic^,^•?Cr

y.

c^Y

-=_„.. rr/.' y-rc cji /T

Fortunately, Sally is out v/hcn this arrivcs, so I avoid
explanatlon. When she comes in, the flowers soon catch
her bright ej/es. She ejacuiates, "Violets ! Where did
you get violets, Miss Milhonnaire ? " and smells them to
be sure they are genuine—not artificial.
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" Why do you call me Miss Mllllonnaire ? "
" Well, no one but a Miss Millionnaire can live at the
Astor House during blizzards, and perambulate in carriages at twenty-five dollars a trip, and have great big
bunches of violets at a dollar a blossem ! Gracious !
They must have cost thirty dollars ! Every flower on
Long Island v/as destroyed by snow." Then Sally's eyes
open very wide with inquiry, and she says coaxingly :
"Who sent t h e m ? "
" Oh," I reply In easy nonchalance, " I gathered them ! "
" Gathered them ? Where ? " These are screams ef
unbelief.
" Off the snowdrifts on Sixth Avenue, over which they
have placed a sign ' Keep off the grass !' "
" That means you will not teil me," says Sally, with a
peut.
" Precisely ! "
" What makes you fib so much lately ? " she mutters
disappointedly.
" It is not a fib—that I will net teil you."
" Very well ! I shall Inform Mr. Tompkins ! " replies
Sally spltefully, which threat causes me to burst Into
h3'sterical merriment, I am In such good spirits.
I write te him at his address : " I am quite v/ell. I
thank you for the violets, but for the rest—thanks are
too feeble. I only hope some day the mouse may aid
the Hon. L. R. M."
I Initial 'chls ncte.
Somehow I don't know how to end it. I have grown
strangely bashful and dlffident lately.
That was only a week age. Once since then I have
seen him at the theatre, in attendance upon ladies, one
of the party being Miss Jessie Severn.
As I have looked at him I have noticed that a good
deal of the llghtness has left his face, and a portion of
the laughter has departed from his eyes. Has some cloud
come over his life ?
As I look over my diary and recall these things, a
sudden thought strikes me. I am going away v/ithout
bidding him good-by. That will be hardly grateful. It
is half-past four : he may be Walking on Fifth Avenue.
It would hardly be wrong to say " farewell" on a
crov/ded street.
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Five minutes, and I have flown ever to that fashionable
promenade, and am strolling up its threnged sldewalk.
I am in luck. N"ear Thirty-first Street I see him
stepping out of a fashionable club. But there is another
gentleman with him, almost his counterpart save that he
Is ten years older, and has a foreign and un-American
air and style about him. This must be Harry Larchment's French brother—the One Mr, Delafield had
sneercd at.
Of course I cannot speak to him now.
To my passing bow Mr. Larchmont responds with
more than politeness. As I pass, I catch four words
from the gentleman who is with him. " She Is deuced
pretty ! "
Fortunately I am beyond them ; they cannot see my
blushes through the back ef my head. What would I
not give te have heard Harry Larchment's reply !
As It Is, I shall not even bid him good-by. I return
curiously disappointed to our rooms on Seventeenth
Street.
CHAPTER X.
A CHANCE MEETING

AT

DEI.:M0NIC0'S.

As I enter from my unsuccessful promenade, Sally's
sweet lips give me a kiss, and Sally's laughing voice
says : " Well, Miss Lazy, I beat you home after all ! "
Then, as if sudden suspicion has come to her, she
cries : " Did you meet him ? "
" Him—who ? " I gasp, as a startled blush comes upon
me.
"Why, Mr. Tompkins, ef course ! "
" Mr. Tompkins ? " I reply icily, " Do you suppese I
v/ould go out Walking with Mr. Tompkins ? "
" Oh, you didn't think I meant Alfred ! Who did you
suppese i meant? Is—is there some one eise ? These
violets ! Are you keeping a secret from me ?" and
Sally's bright eyes are gazing into mine with sudden
and embarrassing Inquiry.
Whatever have been my wild thoughts about this
gentleman of clubs and cotillons and fashion, I have
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made no confidant of my chum, nor any one eise—nor
ever shall !
To turn the conversation from this dangerous ground,
I suggest: "Come! Help me pack my trunk, as you
promised to."
" Not tili to-morrow," answers my volatile companion.
" You must keep your best dress out for to-night."
" To-night—why ?"
"To-night Mr. Tompkins and Mr. Jenkins have requested the pleasure of escorting us to the theatre."
" The theatre ! I have too much to de."
" Nonsense ! Your trunk isn't such a very large one.
I'll help you to-morrow. Besides, you'll spoil our party.
I can't go out with tiuo gentlemen. This will be your
last chance to do me a great favor."
As she says this, Sally's blue eyes are fixed in entreaty
upon mine. The thought ef parting from her makes me
pliable to cajeling. "Very well I " I assent.
" Ah ! I thought I could pcrsuade you, and have
already arranged the party," says Miss Broughton, who
is even now in her best bib and tucker, and looks very
well in it—her bib being a handsome fur-trimmed
jacket; and her tucker, a pretty and medest fawncolored cloth dress, that drapes her rather under-sized,
but plump figure, with graceful folds.
" iThis will make him happy," she continues thoughtfully. " He comes to take us to dinner
"
" He—who ?"
" Mr. Tompkins, of course ! It is to be at the Dairy
Kitchen, where they have music, We will have a jelly
time ! But goodness, hurry ! I hear his step upon the
stairs, and you are not yet in festive array ! "
Thus adjured, I retire to our bedroom, and in fifteen
minutes come out te meet Mr. Tompkins, who Is talking
to Sally, as she puts on her hat. As I enter, their conversation floats to me.
" She is so deuced haughty ! " says the gentleman.
" Haughty ? How absurd ! She's affability itself,"
returns the young lady.
" Yes, te girls ! " answers Mr. Tompkins snappishly.
Then he turns and sees me. My efforts at personal
adornment seem to be pleasing to him, for I catch a
stifled " By Jove ! " as he regards me, and Sally gives
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a little cry, partly ef surprise, partly—I am vain enough
to think—ef admiration ; for before my glass, a sudden
thought had flown Into my mind. " Perhaps at the
theatre I may meet Jiim ! " And I had drawn upon the
utmcst limits of my wardrobe, to make myself as alluring
as possible, v/ith, I think, very good effect.
Perchance tliis accounts (or Mr. Tompkins' more than
usually effusive manner, as he greets mc with, " H c v / a r e
yer ? " and then m u r m u r s : " T h i s is exquisite, .Miss
Louise. I take It as a personal compliment ! "
•• I never compliment anybody ! " I reply icily.
Then I grov/ red a little, for it 'nas suddenly Struck me I
have been complimentlng Ylr. Harry Larchmont.
My
blushes seem to please Mr. Tompkins.
H e shows a
rapture in his face which embarrasses me. A moment
after. he suggests : " You have something on j'our mind ? "
For I have got to thinking of Panama, and have placed
my latch-key on the table, Instead of putting it in my
pocket.
" Y e s , " I reply, " t h e r e is something on my mind. I
am going
"
A biting pinch from Sally's quick fingers makes me
pause—half In astonishment, half in pain.
A^ second after, getting opportunity as we put the
finishing touches to our toilettes in the little bedroom,
she v/hispers : " Don't teil hira nuv/."
" Vv'hy not ? " I ejaculate.
" Because you'll spoil our theatre party, I can't explain now ; but don't teil cither of the gentlemen tili wc
get horac. Promise ! "
" Certainly. It Is a rnattcr of indifi'ercnce to mc v/hether
MY. Tompkins or Ivir. Jenkins ever know of my departure ! " I answer.
So v/o rcjoin our escort, who is a florid little fellow,
not much over five feet seven, with a quick, dapper walk.
H e wears the conventional evening dress of the dav, cmbellished by a heavy gold chain across his vest, that does
not seem to me te be exactly the niode. At all events,
Mr. Larchmont never wears one.
A moment after, we are under way for the Dairy
Kitchen, a gorgeous restaurant en Fourteenth Street,
that accemmedates the well-to-do hundred thousand, and
furnishes them v/ith a very fair dinner at a reasonabie
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price, accompanied by the music of an indifferent orchestra, and the discordant sounds of half a hundred
Walters, who clash their dishes together with vivacious
activity.
Under its brilliant arc-llghts we meet Air. Jenkins,
one of the floorwalkers of Pacy & Company, v/ho says in
a loud voice, that is suggestive te me of " Cash ! " : " I
have kept this table for you for tv/enty minutes, and am
hungry."
'•' Then you must wear your dress coat in the storc. I
don't think you ever get away tili at least a quarter after
six, at Pacy's," sneers the haughty Alfred Tom^pklns.
J\Ir, Jenkins, crushed by this business sarcasra, regards
US in gleemy and hungry silence, as we take seats at
his table, and 2\Ir. Tompkins suggests: "' Have you
ordered the menu, Horace ? "
" No ! What's that ? " asks Jenkins suddenly, at v/hich
I stifle incipient laughter, and ]Miss Broughton suggests
with playful sarcasm : " Perhaps he thought it was the
oysters!"
At Sally's badinage LIr. Jenkins grows so savage, that
I turn the conversation, by hastily asking : " To what
theatre are you going to take us ? "
After giving the necessary orders for our entertainment,
Mr. Tompkins cendescends to furnish me the inform.atien I ask. " I have procured tickets," he says, '• for the
Paragon."
" The Paragon ! " Sally screams in horror. " Why do
you always take us to the Paragon ? N'ew if it had been
Fauntlerey, that I have been dfvc\.g te see for six months,
that would have been something like. Couldn't you do
it now? It is getting near the end ef its run."
Here Mr. Jenkins candidly remarks: '• Fauntlerey
tickets are not on the bargain counter yet."
Atthls soft Insinuation Mr. Tompkins hems and blushes.
The theatres that Mr. Tompkins patronizes, are always
these that have on their boards either unsuccessful pieces,
or plays that have been perform,ed so long that, their first
flush ef glory being ever, the management are liberal
with cemplimentary tickets. His position as fioorwalker
in a leading dry-goods establishment gives him rather a
command of these tributes of managerial favor, for he
has been quite successful, in his day, in making füll houses
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for them ; and several times the employees of his house,
have attended some ef our leading theatres almost in a
body, giving them the appearance of great prosperity and
crewded houses. Te " first nights " Mr. Tompkins seldom invites any one. In fact, he says he does not like
them. He prefers a play to grov/ mellow and old, and to
receive the pollsh ef one hundred and fifty Performances,
before he visits it. At the Paragon, however, he sometimes invites people to " first nights," though at the box
office It is always said : " We are sold up to Q."
Consequently it is the Paragon to v/hich Mr. Tompkins
is going to take us this evening.
At his announcement, my heart sinks ; for I am very
certain Harry Sturgis Larchmont will not be in Its orchestra chairs or boxes : and a half hysterical regret, for
which I anathematize myself, comes into my mind.
" Perhaps I will not see him before I go."
Noting my pre-eccupied manner, Mr. Tompkins in his
most dulcet tones suggests : " Is the something en your
mind, that Miss Sally spoke of, destroying your appetite ?"' Then he whispers, a Romeo timbre In his voice:
" Is it about me—Alfrede ? "
At this I give a start, The romantic tone of the gentleman—Sally s hint not to teil hira of my departure. A
sudden suspicion comes into my mind, that makes me
very icy and haughty te Mr. Tompkins.
A few minutes after, we all stroll ever to Broadway
te take ear to visit the Paragon, a little theatre where
they sometimes have very good plays, but rarely füll
houses.
The Performance this evening is a pleasant one, and
the party leave the theatre in very good spirits, e.xcept
me.
We walk ever te Fifth Avenue, and turn down this
great thoroughfare, crewded with rushing cabs and
carriages Coming from the theatres. During our walk
Mr. Tompkins announces to us that he has had a
great streke ef business luck ; that he has been premeted
te a higher department, with a better salary. He has
apparently kept this piece of news to impress either Mr.
Jenkins, Sally or myself.
As we approach 'Twenty-sixth Street, this gentleman's
good fortune seems to have made him financially reck-
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less. He suddenly says : " What do you say, young
ladies, to supper at Del's ? "
" Supper at Del's ! " ejacuiates Sally in unbelief.
"Certainly,"
" Catch me !" gasps Miss Broughton and pretends to
be overcome. But Tompkins repeats sternly : " I mean
it ! A supper at Del's ! "
This is too good a chance for Jenkins to refuse. He
answers, " Right you are ! " and promptly leads the way,
For a moment I am about to draw back. An awning
is up on Twenty-sixth Street; a cotillon, er dinner dance,
or Patriarchs' ball, er something of that kind is going on
in the ballroom up-stairs. It is quite probable that Harry
Sturgis Larchment may be there. I may meet him in
the restaurant er the hall, and I shrink from this fashionable gentleman encountering me under the escort of the
florid Tompkins.
But Sally pulls at my arm, whispering : " A supper at
Delmonico's ! It is the chance of your life ! "
Hesitatien would be absurd. I know she will try and
drag me in if I do not go, and I follow them.
Looking on our party as we pass in, I am content with
Miss Broughton and myself, though the gentlemen do
not impress me " as to the manner born " te the glories
of this fashionable restaurant. Sally's dress is certainly
very nice. My own I know is all right, Besides, the
hall boy, as he takes and cheeks our wraps, is politeness
and humility itself. The haughty head waiter, however,
impresses me more strongly, as he precedes us, remarking : " Fable pour quatre ! "
Our escorts' clothes, however, do not impose upon me.
True, they both wear swallow-tail coats, but their fashion
is not of the latest mode ; and their vests are net of the
white duck I see some of the gentlemen at the neighboring tables wearing. Besides that, both ef them have
three horribly big exaggerated studs in their shirt
frents.
I am delighted when they sit down and hide their watchguards from view ; for this atmosphere is one to disclose
slight defects in the dress of either man or woman.
The reom is a blaze of electric light. The toilettes of
the ladies, some of whom are in graceful and beautiful evening gewns, having just come in from the opera,
7
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are nearly all magnificent; the dress suits ef the gentlemen, perfect in detail,
" This time we have a menu" remarks Mr. Tompkins
proudly, and shows it to Mr. Jenkins, as the waiter places
it in front ef him.
A moment after, he surreptitlously passes the carte
du jour to me, m.uttering : " Genfeund it! It Is printed
in French. Wen't you assist me, Miss Louise?" my
knowledge ef that language being known te him.
" I'll save you the trouble," laughs Sally. " The other
side ef the card is in English."
Then Mr. Tompkins, bis face covered with embarrassment, Orders oysters, some cold partridges, ice-cream, and
a bottle ef Champagne ; and thoughtlessly being lured
into unknown fields of extravagance by the walter's Suggestion, adds terrapin te his bill ef fare, and we have a
very pleasant meal ef it.
My ears, however, are devoted to the conversation at
the table next us. The people there are giving me Information that Interests me. One of the ladies remarks
carelessly: " i\Irs. Dewitt, I hear, goes to Europe on
Saturday. I believe she chaperens Miss Severn."
" Of course Mr. Larchment goes with his ward," is the
reply of a gentleman.
" Oh, certainly ; they leave on the Aurania.
They
say Mr. Larchmont is interested in pretty Miss Jessie
much more personally, than as trustee of her estate, and
guardian of her person."
I catch no more of this conversation, as the party giving it to my ears now rise and leave the restaurant.
Soon we are going also, Mr. Tompkins looking sorrowf ully at his bill. As we reach the hall, the incident comes
to me that I have dreaded, yet hoped for. I again see
Harry Larchment's pleasant face.
He is talking to a gentleman Standing near the office.
His friend says : " You lead the cotillon with Miss
Severn, I understand, to-night ?"
"Yes, for the last time—perhaps." This with a little
sigh.
" Why the last üme ?"
" I am going away."
This confirms the news I have just heard of him from
the party in the restaurant.
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A moment later, his glance catches mine. The hallboy is about to hand me my wrap.
In a second he Stands beside me, with outstretched
hand, which I do net refuse, and says : " How do you
do, Miss Minturn ? No after effects from the blizzard ?"
" No," I reply, " only gratitude."
But the blizzard has left an after effect en me. I turn
my head away, my cheeks are burning.
" Nonsense ! " he replies lightly. " Don't think of the
affair in that serious way. I regard it now—only with
pleasure,"
" What! When you slept on a counter that night," I
return.
As this is going on, he is cleaking me with that deft
ease which indicates the squire of dames, while Mr.
Tompkins, who has hurried to my side to proffer a
similar attention, Stands glaring at this unknown swell
who is acting as my cavalier for the moment.
A second later, Mr. Larchmont whispers : " I am most
happy to have seen you before I go away.
" Oh, I am going away also ! " I reply.
" Indeed ! Where ? "
" On the Colon
"
He interrupts this with a little start, saying : " On
the Colon? Then I shall only say au revoir," bows,
rejoins bis friend, and the two go up-stairs, from which
the sound of music teils us ef the coming dance ; while
I look en his departing figure, wendering what he means.
During this, Sally has been gazing at me with very
large eyes; and as we pass out, Is questioning eagerly :
" Isn't he very handsome ? Who is he ? "
I reply, attempting nonchalance : " Mr. Harry Sturgis
Larchmont."
This announcement is received by unbelieving sneers
from both Mr. Jenkins and Mr. Tompkins, who have read
many times of Mr. Larchment In the society columns of
their morning newspapers.
" W h a t ! " screams Sally, careless of overhearing cabmen, " the leader of cotillons ? the howllng swell ? "
" I don't know about the howllng swell," I reply, "but
I believe he leads the cotillon this evening."
" Good heavens ! Why did you not introduce me ? "
This is a sigh of unutterable reproach at lost opportu-
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nity ; then Sally goes on impetuously : " I would so like
to know a real swell before I die ! "
At this uncomplimentary speech, Jenkins grinds his
teeth, as he walks by her side, and Mr. Tompkins grows
pale, for he fears I have told the truth.
So we go home, they all questioning me, " How did I
knew him ?"
This Sally ansAvers for me. She says proudly : " He
is a relic of her former life. You know that Louise Is
Miss Minturn—one of the real Minturns. You can read
of her cousins, aunts, and uncles every day, in the society
columns of the papers. They are dancing now, perhaps,
with Mr. Harry Sturgis Larchmont."
At this Suggestion comes the thought that he is dancing
now with Miss Jessie Severn, and the idea which has been
in my mind so often, comes up with renewed force. Had
not misfortune befallen my mother's parents en the Isthmus, I might have been dancing the German with him,
in her place, and this makes me severe—severe with poor
Tompkins, from v/hese remarks I turn with disdain.
By this time we are at our home in Seventeenth Street.
Mr. Jenkins leaves us at the door, apparently not having
forgiven Miss Sally for her remark about a real swell.
A moment after, jNIr. Tompkins bids us adieu, and
turns to follow him.
I am about to bid him good-by as well as good-night
and teil him of my intended departure ; but Sally whispers to me : " H e will know to-morrow." Then as the
young man disappears she archly says : " Yes, he is sure
to turn up to-morrow. He turns up every day. Perhaps Mr. Tompkins will sleep better to-night if he does
not hear the news until to-morrow."
" Don't talk nonsense ! " I return, as we run up together to our rooms. In the parier, Miss Broughton,
who has been in high spirits all the evening, suddenly
changes her mood.
She looks at me wistfully, and says : " Leuie, only one
night luore together after this ! "
Then we tv/o lonely ones in this world gaze at each
other, and our eyes grow dim ; and after we have gone
to bed I hear dear little Sally sobbing, until sleep comes
to US both and gives us rest.
The next morning Miss Broughton has apparently re-
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gained her spirits. She whispers : " You v/ill write to
me often, and if you don't like it there, come back."
" I have a contract."
" Come back, contract or no contract. They can't
chain you there. With sixty dollars a week you can save
money te pay your own passage."
" And you ! " I say anxiously. " What are you going to
do?"
" Oh, I'm all right! " she runs on. " I have got Laura
Dutton to come and take your place. She won't besuch
pleasant Company, but is of a motherly dispositlon, and
I think will keep me in good erder."
So, breakfast being over, I am compelled to go to the
office of Flandreau & Co., to sign the contract, and complete my arrangements for departure.
There I meet the dapper little clerk again, who is very
peilte to me, and has the contract drawn up, te be signed
in duplicate, by which I bind myself for one year te
furnish my Stenographie Services to the firm of Montez
Aguilla et Cie., contractors construction, Panama, for the
sum of sixty dollars per week and the various ether
emoluments that had been agreed to between us.
These documents are in printed ferms in Spanish,
apparently being in general use by the Panama firm to
Cover their agreements for labor.
Somehow or other, the name of the firm—Montez
Aguilla et Cie., seems to me familiär.
These contracts I take to Miss Work, who has advised
to this effect, and she gets a young lawyer in a neighboring office to see if they are what I wish. I translate them
te him, and this gentleman pronounces them, in bis judgment, satisfactory. I put my name te them, and returning
to the office In South Street, they are signed by Flandreau
& Co. as agents for the firm with which I contract.
]\Iy ticket for Panama, for a first-class passage, is given
me, and I am informed that the captaln ef the steamicr
Colon v/ill take charge of me as far as the Atlantic side
of the Isthmus. There Mr. Stuart, the agent of the
Pacific Steamship Company at Colon, will see about my
railroad ticket, and transfer me across the Isthmus. I
am given letters of introduction to both these gentlemen, and sufficient money in hand for any reasonable
expenses that may come to me upon the voyage.
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All this has been done by one o'clock in the day, and
I depart for our rooms up town, I purchasing on the
v/ay a little souvenir de remembrance for Sally
Miss Broughton Is waiting for me, for she has given
up her day's werk to pack my trunk and see the last
of me, This packing does not take long. My wardrobe, though good, is not extensive ; but I have purchased a few light and I think pretty gewns, suita'olc
for a warm climate. So together we soon make quick
v/ork of the trunk.
But this very packing brings the
past back to me.
Among the mementos left me by my dead mother are
a few things she had received from her ev/n. One is a
picture ef a beautiful lady in the dress of thirty years
ago. It is a tintype, bearing en the back : " Edouart's
Gallery, Ambrotypes and Daguerreotypes, 634 Washington Street, San Francisco."
There Is also a package of
letters my mother had received as a scheolgirl, from her
parents in California. These I have looked ever before.
Seme time on the Isthmus I will read them again.
Perhaps I may learn the fate of the writers at Panama.
Perhaps I may regain the treasure that was lest with
them. Perhaps I may b e — Pshaw ! Nonsense ! Their
fate came en them thirty years ago.
•We have had our dinner, and eight o'clock comes, and
with it j\Ir. Tompkins. T h e trunk is now out in the
parlor, strapped and labelled.
This trunk seems to give Mr. Tompkins a Sensation.
Almost as he wishes me good-evening, it catches his eye.
H e says hurriedly : " Y o u are going away ?"
" Y e s , to-morrow."
" A n d where do you think she is g o i n g ? " interjects
Sally.
" T o Long Island," suggests Mr. Tompkins unccrtain" T o Panama for a }^ear—under contract at sixty dollars a week—and first-class passage there and back ! "
cries Miss Broughten.
" T o Panama ! " gasps the gentleman. " Impossible ! "
" Look at that trunk ! Read its label ! " returns Sally.
" Miss Louise Ripley Minturn, Panama, via steamship
Colon."
r^.eading this, Mr. Tompkins believes, and sinks dov/n,
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overcome, upon our little sofa. But only for a moment.
Then conviction has such an awful effect upon him, that
Sally and I stare at his emotion.
lie rises, an inch added te his height, a desperate detei'minatlon in his face, and cries : " Put that trunk away !
Unpack it at once ! I forbid you to go ! "
His manner is so extraordinary, and there is such a
wild light in his eyes, that Miss Broughton, having raised
the Romeo in him, runs away from it into the other
room, with a stifled giggle.
This is perhaps fortunate, as Mr. Tompkins' emotions
have suddenly become of a most embarrassingly ardent
nature te me. At last I realize why Sally has prevented
any knowledge of my departure reaching the romantic
Tompkins before. He is given to the emotions in their
most violent and dramatic form.
Looking at me he mutters in reproachful tones : " And
you kept it from me ? " then again cries out In a desperate way : " But I will not let you leave ! "
However, I steady myself and say determlnedly:
" That is impossible ! I have signed a contract."
" I want you to sign a contract with me ! " he returns,
an awful romantic significance in his voice, " a contract
to be my wife."
He Is Coming towards me. In another moment his
arm will be about my waist. With a gasp of consternatlen, I place the trunk between us.
From the ether side ef it he still addresses me. "Yesterday I was made very happy. My salary was raised.
It Is sufficient to support a wife. Teil me, Miss Minturn
—Louise, that you will enjoy that salary with me! "
He reaches te seize my hand, but three feet of trunk
prevent him.
" I am glad te hear ef your business success, Mr.
Tompkins," I reply, trying to stifle any emotion that may
be In me.
" Your Alfred's success ! " he cries. " Call me Alfred 1 " and Steps te my side of the trunk, but I, with a
deft spring, keep it between us.
" Will you marry me ? " he asks in eager tone.
"No ! " I answer desperately, for bis hand has caught
my arm, and there are kisses in bis eyes, " No ! Never ! "
Then comes an awful scene. He reproaches me for
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having made him love me—me, who had hardly given
him a thought—who had not even cared enough about
him te guess what Sally's insinuations had meant.
Finally he exclaims : " I knew it now ; you love another ! " and grinds bis teeth.
" Another ? " gasp I. " I forbid you to continue ! "
" Why not ? " he cries. " Why net ? Didn't your
eyes teil me your hideous secret last night at Delmonico's when you looked at the swell ? Harry Sturgis
Larchmont, that's his name ! 'What chance have we
workingmen against these gentlemen ef fashion ? But,
frivolous girl, I warn you of him ! With my last word,
I, Alfred Tompkins, warn you ! "
With this invective he departs.
I pray God he will be happy. True hearts are scarce
in this world, and though Alfred Tompkins' love for me
is perhaps net of the most exalted type, still he has
given me the whole of it.
Then Sally comes out to me and whispers: "You
have sent him away ? "
" Of course ! "
" I knew you would, ever since you looked, last evening, at the swell in Delmonico's. Why, what awful
blushes ! but they re very becoming, Louise."
" Nonsense ! " I cry. " Don't dare to speak such ineffable idiecy. No more of Mr. Tompkins ! "
" No more of Mr. Harry Sturgis Larchmont?"
" No more of anyone ! " and I turn from the subject,
though Sally brings it back to me several times upon
this last evening we spend together. The last night of
our friendship ! If I come back, I will be changed, and
she— Any way it will be different !
But at present we are all in all te each ether, and
mingle our farewells with tears and caresses, and promises
to never forget each other.
So the morning comes to us, and my trunk Is taken
away by the expressman, and Sally and I go down to the
great steamship, at Its dock in the North River. I present my letter of introduction to the captaln, and find
that I have a very pleasant stateroom, all te myself.
Here Sally and I bid each other farev/ell. A moment
after, I give a start.
Alfred Tompkins is standing before me. He says.
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heedless of Sally's presence : " Whether you change
your mind or net, I have come down te bid you goodby !"
And I whisper to him : " I can't change my mind !
You will forget me in time."
Then the cry comes up of " All ashore ! "—the cry
that is separating me from the land of my birth. And
Sally and Mr. Tompkins have gone across the gangplank to wave adieu to me as the steamer leaves Its
deck.
Other farewells are being said. Husbands are parting
from wives, and sisters from brothers, and a lot of fashionables are waving farewell to some gentleman comrade.
Carelessly I turn te look at him.
I give a gasp of astonishment. What does it mean te
my life ? The man waving an adieu to his friends, and
Standing carelessly on the bulwarks of the ship—the
man sailing away with me to Panama—is Harry Sturgis
Larchmont.
Sally and Tompkins have seen and recognized him too.
I see It by the look ef amazed alarm upon their faces.
Good heavens, If they think it an elopement! I give a
Start of horror, and fly te my stateroom dismayed and
overcome at emotions that give me curious joy and
bashful fear.
CHAPTER XI.
AN EXILE FROM T H E FOUR

HUNDRED.

FOR two da3^s, on the plea of seasickness, a vague
bashfulness keeps this young lady in retirement, in spite
of kind messages from the captaln, brought by the stcwardess, suggesting it wIU be well for her te get her " sea
legs" in working condition, and that his table looks
lonely at dinner-time ; for the skipper, being an admirer
of lovely women, has given her this post of honor, somewhat to the young lady's astonishment.
Not being seasick—for the weather is by no means
tempestuous—she has devoted herseif to writing up her
diary, which has fallen behindhand in the two or three
days previeus to her departure from New York.
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On the morning cf the third day, the stexvardess, opening Louise's stateroom door, with that young lady's coffee in her hands, says, In her geed-hearted darky way :
" Miss Minturn, Cap'en's compliments, an' hopes te see
yo' at breakfus' "
Then getting no answer to this but a piquant yawn,
for the young lady is sleepy, she runs on in her patois :
" 'Deed it 'ud be a pow'ful shame if yo' den' go, honey.
De vessel ain't rockin' m e ' dan a baby's cradle. Dis am
reg'lar Bahama wedder."
" C a n I wear a light d r e s s ? " the girl asks suddenly
and rather anxiously, reflecting, in a sleepy way, that her
new Summer gewns are her strengest points In wardrobe ;
and desireus, like other Eves, te make a good appearance en her first entry into the dining salon.
" Laws ! Yo' could wear angel's wings, yo' could,
to-day, an' be comfo'table ! " returns the stewardess.
" Oh ! " cries Louise, laughing. " I have no wish for
a celestial toilette. Nun s veiling will make me near
enough to the angels at present."
Seen after, stepping upon the deck, a vislon ef Summer loveliness, she feels sorry that she has cenfined herself to her stateroom so long. T h e vessel is pleughing
her way through a sea that is strangely blue, and quiet
as the waters ef an Inland lake, save for its long ocean
swell. T h e sky above her is also azure, and the glorious
sun makes the bracing sea breezes a little languid, as
they toss the girl's hair about, and give undulation to
skirts and draperies that outline as pretty a figure as ever
stood upon a ship's deck. She draws in the salt air,
which is just streng enough to give buoyancy to her step
and roses to her cheeks, and is happy that she has left
New York with its March winds behind her, and sailed
Into a sunny sea.
Everything is tropical.
She looks about, an indefinite bashfulness in her
radiant eyes, as if she hoped, yet almost feared, to see
someone, and notices the passengers are nearly all in the
toilettes ef mldsummiCr: the gentlemen mostly sperting
white linen suits er flannels ; the ladies in light yachting
costumes, with dainty sailor hats, or other delicate dresses
suggestive of the tropics.
T h e gong is sounding for breakfast. Miss Louise,
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with a little disappointed peut upon her lips, for somehow she has not seen what she has been looking for, is
about to go a little diffidently into the dining salon. But
at the companien-way a cheery voice greets her. The
captaln is at her side, saying pleasantly—for this old seadog has a quick eye for pretty girls—" I hope you have
got a salt-water appetite, Miss Minturn. Delighted to
see you on deck. I was afraid you might make the
voyage ' between blankets.' "
" In such beautiful weather that would have been
horrible," replies the young lady.
" If you had not come out to-day, I was going te send
our saw-benes to see what was the matter with you,"
returns the captaln.
" O h ! " says the young lady, withdrawing her hand
from his vigorous and hearty grasp, for the skipper has
been giving its taper fingers a cordlal squeeze, " I never
take docter's prescriptiens."
" Neither de I ! " laughs the seaman ; "so come down
and take some of our ceek's."
A moment after, they are at the breakfast table, the
waiter placing a chair for Miss Louise at the left hand of
the captaln, as the latter introduces his pretty charge to
the people immediately about him. During these presentations, the young lady discovers that the chair at the
captain's right is occupied by the wife of a French
engineer connected with the Panama Canal Company.
She is going to join her husband on the Isthmus, and is
very petite, rather timid in her manner, and delighted
when she learns that her new acquaintance speaks
French.
Immediately beyond this lady is an American, Colonel
Clengham Cleggett by name. He Is In some way connected with the American Cemmissien for the Panama
Canal, and is at present enthusiastically praising the
French management of that gigantic enterprise, probably
because he receives therefrom a handsome salary. A little farther down the table is a very pretty American girl
going by way of the Isthmus to meet her fiance, who is
an orange farmer in Los Angeles, California, where she
is to be married to him. Her name at present is Miss
Madeline Stockwell.
These things come to Miss Minturn in a dreamy man-
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ner, With change of latltude, the atmosphere seems to
have changed also. Though the flag of the United States
floats ever her, she is apparently no lenger in America.
Everything about her Is so foreign!
The conversation at the next table, coming from
several young Central Americans returning to their coffee
plantatlons, is Spanish. The balance Is almost entirely
French.
There is but one subject of remark—the
Panama Canal,
For nearly all of the passengers are
connected with it, and get their bread and butter out
of it, being employees of the Canal Company, ef the
various contracting firms engaged in constructing it,
returning from leave of absence to their duties on the
Isthmus.
The only exceptlons to this, besides those mentioned,
are a couple of English Chilians bound for Valparaiso,
and a representative of Grace & Compan}-, going to
Lima.
Therefore the name of le grand Franfais, Ferdinand de Lesseps, and his colossal enterprise, is on
everybody's lips.
But even as these things come to her, the young lady's
pretty hazel eyes are looking diffidently, yet anxiously,
about her. She Is wondering where Mr. Larchmont sits
in the dining salon. She rather hopes it Is far from her;
next suddenly wishes the reverse. Even as this thought
is in her mind, a great blush comes over her beautiful
face, she turns her head away for a moment, confused,
for Harry Larchmont, coming dov/n In summer flannels,
takes the vacant seat next to her.
Looking at the
beauty beside him, he gives a start cf surprised pleasure,
and ejacuiates : " I was afraid you were ovcrboard! "
T h e captaln says : " H a r r y " (for this young m.an's easygoing way has made him familiär with nearly everybody
on shipboard), " l e t me introduce j-ou te Miss Minturn.
She Is the derelict of the ship. You should knov/ her.
She is one of your set in New York,"
T e this peculiar Informatien, Mr. Larchmont says v/ith
the instinctive good breeding of a man of the world :
" Yes, I knew Miss Minturn very well, I am hanpy to
"Of course you do ! " laughs the captaln,
danced at the Patriarchs' ball with you the
evening."
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"No, you are referring to my first cousin, Miss Fanny
Minturn," ejacuiates Miss Louise, suddenly finding her
tongue, and net wishing te sali under false colors.
" Miss Fanny Minturn is your cousin ?" sa)'S Mr. Larchmont, a look ef surprise passing ever his face, for which
the young lady does not bless him, for Inte her quick
mind has flown this thought: " Why should this gentleman be astenished at Miss Minturn ef Fifth Avenue
being the cousin ef Miss Minturn the stenographer ?"
As she thinks this, chagrin makes her Its prey. She
imagines the captain's politeness and seat at his table
came because he had supposed her one of the elect of
New York. Fortunately for her peace ef mind, she soon
discovers that she does this jovial, geed-hearted seadeg injustice, as he don't care anything for Fifth Avenue.
All he cares for Is pretty girls ; and Miss Minturn's face
and figure having pleased him, he has given her a seat at
his table, and will favor her with personal attentions during the voyage, that he would hardly give to an ugly
countess.
As the look ef anneyance leaves her face, the conversation becomes more general, though ever and anon,
during Its commonplaces, the pretty young lady seated
at Harry Larchment's side, catches his eyes upon her,
and she interprets their glances to say : " What the
dickens brings you here ? "
Perhaps her piquant face asks the same question, for
after a little he suggests: " This meeting is unexpected
to you, Miss Minturn ; you now discover what I meant
by au revoir at Delmonico's."
" Why—I—^I had supposed you were bound for Paris,"
says Louise.
" No. My brother goes to France with Miss Severn
and Mrs. Dewitt," answers Larchment, looking serious.
"Then you are en route California, I imagine ?" asks
the girl a little anxiously.
" Only as far as the Isthmus." The young gentleman
does not look very happy as he says this, and astenished
meditation comes over the young lady This bird of
fashion might run away from v/Inter in New York to the
orange groves of California, or to gay St. Augustine, or
the Riviera, or even Egypt; but why should Harry Larchmont make a pilgrimage to Colon and Panama, v/ith their
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swamps, miasmas, and yellow fever ? She is sure ef one
thing—that it is net for pleasure. She recellects that he
sighed when he said, at Delmonico's, it might be the last
time he would lead the cotillon.
He affords no Solution te the problem, though he
gives the young lady several pretty commonplaces, and
the conversation at the table runs along In a desultory
way ; but it is a conversation that dellghts the girl who
is listening to it. She perceives the narrew limits ef Miss
Work's typewriting room have opened, and let her pass
out into the v/orld of finance, of politics, of diplomacy—
the little world that domlnates the greater one. As she
thinks this, the girl's eyes grov/ bright v/ith excitement
at the new life that Is coming to her,
Across the table from her a discussion is taking place
as te whether the United States will interfere in ease the
rights of the iew remaining American stockholders of
the Panama Railroad are ignored by the Panama Canal
Company that has purchased it. Colonel Clenghorn
Cleggett is apparently the most bitter Gaul in the discussion, and is verbally trampling on bis own ceuntrymen
with savage vehemence.
" Rather an un-American chap," remarks Mr. Larchmont sotto voce to Miss Minturn. " According te his ov/n
stories, Cleggett was a Congressman, and yelled Monroe
doctrine until he received a French appointment."
" Then he is a mercenary traiter," says the young lady,
with the quick decision ef youth and wemanhood, in a
whisper that brings her pretty lips very clese to Mr.
Plarry's ear, for their seats at table permit easy confidence.
A moment after, she suddenly goes on, " How much
you know about the Canal ! "
" I've been making a quiet study of it latel)^," answers
the young man, and rather gloomily attacks his breakfast.
Then silence comes over Mr. Larchmont. Having
come in late to breakfast he Is apparently making up for
lost time, so the young lady could keep her ears open
and her mouth shut, did not the captain's occaslonal
attentions compel reply.
He insists en her tasting the various dishes he recommends ; and knowing the streng points of bis cook, she
discovers she has fared very well by the time the skipper
rises to leave the table, The young man beside her is
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just finishing the last ef his coffee hurriedly, and is apparently about te address her, when the captaln, offering a
gallant arm, says : " Let me show you my ship, Miss
Minturn ; " and with that seizes upon Miss Beauty, and
takes her up the cempanionway, to instruct her in various
nautical matters.
After a few minutes, the captain's attention is demanded by his first officer, and Harry chancing to saunter out
from the smoking-room, the Seaman turns his charge over
to him, saying : " My boy, complete my Instructions.
Miss Louise now knows the difference between a topmast and the smokestack."
Then going away to bis duty, he leaves the two facing
each other.
The gentleman looks pleased and eager. The lady's
eyes turn to the water, as it flows past, a slight blush
on her fair cheeks, a little confusion in her eyes. She
is thinking of the blizzard and—the violets.
Mr. Larchment says laughingly : " Miss Mlntuim, since
you have been under the captain's Instructions, will you
please educate me ? "
So they shortly find themselves seated in two steamer
chairs which the young gentleman, for some occult reason,
has placed very clese to each other.
" What a languid sea breeze! " murmurs the girl, making an alluring picture of laziness as she dallies with her
white parasol.
" Not as languid as the blizzard," laughs Harry.
Whereupon the young lady turns on him grateful eyes,
and whispers : "You were very kind tome ! " then looks
over the water.
" A h ! you like me in the role of rescuer?" returns
the gentleman, Suggestion in his voice. '•'On shore, perhaps ; but here your remark indicates
collision, hurricane, shipwreck, and ' Man the lifeboats! ' " replies Louise, growing a little pale at her own
imagery. Then she suddenly ejacuiates, " What a pretty
little ship ! "
" By Jove ! " cries Larchmont, hastily producing his
field-glasses, and inspecting the pennants of an exquisite schooner that Is just abreast of them, with every
v/hite sali set te the southern breeze.
" Why, she looks like a toy compared to our steamer I"
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remarks the young lady ; and noting the gentleman inspecting her Signals, continues : " You appear to know
the beat."
" Yes, that Is the Independent, Lloyd Pollock's schooner
yacht," answers Harry. " Pollock is bound for the West
indies, for a winter cruise. H e is one of the most charming 'do-nothings ' in the world. H e spends his life seeking summer." Then he sighs, " T w o months ago I was
a ' do-nothing ' also." This last remark is perhaps produced by the sight of the Steward serving Cocktails en
tlie yacht's deck.
" Well, why not join him ? " suggests Louise. " Mr.
Pollock is a friend of yours ? "
" Y e s , an intimate."
" Then hall hira. H e is hardly too distant, even now.
Ask him to take you on board," continues the girl, who
is a little piqued at her companion's sigh. " Your trip
to the Isthmus does not please you."
" I am better pleased to be here than en board any
yacht in the world," answers young Larchmont steutly;
and looking upon his companion concludes that he has
spoken the truth. Then a new idea seems to come into
his mind, for he goes on suddenly : " You are journeyIng to California, Miss Minturn ? "
"• No," says the girl, " what makes you think that ? "
and turns wondering eyes on him.
" Why," he answers, a little hesitatien in his manner,
" I had heard a young lady en board was en route te California to be married. When I saw you at the captain's
table alene, and in his charge, I presumed you were the
fiaiiccc."
" I am «ö/going to California, and I am not going t e be
married ! " utters Louise decidedly. " T h a t young lady "
•—she indicates by her parasol Miss Madeline Stockwell,
who is seated by the side ef a young Costa Rican—" is
the Coming bride." Smiles are upon her fair face, for
she Is glad to find H a r r y Larchmont has been speculatiag upon her. She laughs, " Could you net teil it ? I
thought brides could always be guessed."
T o this the young man rephes : " If brides could be
guessed 'by tremendous flirtations, I should have selected
Miss Madeline Stock well. How de you think her fiance
would enjoy looking on t h a t ? " and he points to the
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Costa Rican, who is stroking bis moustaches with one
white hand, and with the other devetedly fanning the
pretty Madeline, as she sits languidly on her campstool,
a picture ef contented ease, apparently having forgotten
the orange grower.
Then the two become merry, for somehow Mr. Larchment's face, when Miss Louise had announced te him
she is not the coming bride, has given that young lady
good spirits. So they go to joking with each other,
and have quite a merry time of it, until Harry brings
catastrophe upon their tete'-a-tetd.
He says incidentally : " By the by, Miss Minturn, you
remember that gentleman who was with you at Delmonico's the ether evening ? "
" Oh, yes ! " she replies carelessly. " Mr. Alfred
Tom.pkIns ; he came dov/n to bid me good-by."
" 'Then it v/as he ! " ejacuiates Harry, a peculiar look
Coming into his face. " He Is a very curious man."
"Indeed! Why?"
" Why, he ran to the end of the dock just as we east
loose, and shook bis fist at the ship, and called out, ' Yen
infernal sceundrel ! ' For a moment I wondered if he
was net anathematizing me ; but a French gentleman
Standing beside me took It to himself, and crushed your
friend with a volley ef Gallic invective. Consequently,
I know he did not refer to me."
There is meditation, yet questioning, in his voice ;
perhaps there is a little roguery In his glance ; for the
young lady has turned suddenly away, and a big blush
has come upon her. She knows the reason of Mr. Tompkins' vielence, and In her heart of hearts is gasping :
" Good heavens ! he thought I v/as eloping with—If
Harry Larchmont should ever guess ! "
A moment later, the gentleman startles Miss Louise
again. He says : " You are not a good sailor, I am
sorry to see."
" Why ? "
" Because every little lurch of the vessel seems to make
you wish to look over the taffrail. Besides, you were seasick in your cabin for three days."
" No, I was not ! " replies the girl indignantly, " I—
I had some writing te do."
" Ah, then you are a good sailor. You like yachting,
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of course ? " This is said as If ever5'body yachted ; and
Louise bites her lip, and hates him for making her confess ignorance ef that fashionable amusement. Then
great joy comes to her. She remem.bers the catboat
Tompkins hired in summ.er, and called a yacht. She
had been on it once at Sheepshead Bay, with Sally Broughton, and putting her soul in her v/ords, she answers
sweetly : " I adore yachting ! "
T h e n she grows very angry again, for he has glanced
at her surprised,
A moment after, he goes on, unheeding Indignant
looks : " I f you adore j^achting, and I love yachting,
suppese v/e Imagine this ship a yacht : v/e have yachting
v/eather."
" What difference," says Miss Minturn petulantly,
" does it make whether we consider Ave are on a steamer
or a yacht ? "
" Only that on yachts people get better acquainted v/ith
each other. There is something in the very deck of a
yacht that makes people feel epris."
" W e will consider this a steamer," mutters the girl
piquantly yet sternly
H e r glance disconcerts the young man ; but he says :
" Y o u play, I knov/."
"Passably"
" On the piano ? "
" Yes, on the piano, the guitar, banjo, and harp. My
mother was a music teacher."
" T h e guitar—you have one with you ? "
" It is in my stateroom."
" Then wc will have musical nights on deck ; dancing
waves—rom.antic moonligh'i—the——"
Harry's eyes are speaking as well as his lips, v/hen Miss
Minturn cuts him short with, " I\ly evenings are devoted
to v/riting."
" Oh, letters for home ? "
" No, my diary." As this slips between the young
lady's pretty lips, she Clinches her teeth together, as if
trying t e cut it off, and grows very red, for he is v/hispering : " A diary ! a young lady's diary I I am devoted to
such literature. Give me a peep at yours ?"
" Oh, gracious ! " ejacuiates the girl, for sudden
thought has come to her ; " If he should see it with his
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name on every other page ! " Very red, but desperately
calm, she goes en : " That diary Is under lock and key,
and shall remain there. No one will ever see it."
" Net even your husband—when you marry ? " suggests
the gentleman.
" He less than anyone ! "
" Of course not ! The diary would be very sad reading for the future husband," answers Harry, putting
pathes in his voice. Then he says consideringly : " I
am glad, however, it is a diary. Diaries can be left
tili to-morrow. I was afraid it was some ef that awful
Stenographic work ; that I might hear the cllck of the
typewriter in your stateroom."
"Typewriters," cries Louise, "are for the Isthmus."
" For the Isthmus ? "
" Yes. Don't you suppese there Is any business done
on the Isthmus ? " answers Miss Minturn, with savage
voice ; thoughts of typewriters de not charm her soul
this pleasant morning. " Is the Panama Canal all talk
and no work ?"
New this latter announcement seems te have a very
potent effect en the gentleman with her. He mutters :
" I am afraid so." Then continues : " I am going to the
Isthmus myself, on business—business on which
"
Here Louise eagerly Interjects, delight in her voice :
" So am I ! I am going out to be the Stenographie correspendent of Montez, Aguilla et Cie."
At these words Harry Larchmont Starts, looks at bis
companion with sudden scrutiny, perhaps even suspicion.
A moment after, apparently changing the tone of his
speech, he says, with an attempt at a laugh : " So am I."
" What ! Stenegrapher for Montez, Aguilla et Cie.? "
" No, not exactly that, but I am going to be a clerk
also."
"You a Clerk? You, who have led cotillons? You,
who are one of the lazy birds of the world ? ' gasps the
girl, asteunded.
" That is a thing ef the past, now," he says contemiplatively. "You see," here a sudden Idea flies into this
gentleman's mind, and he becomes apparently conndential,
"when a man in the class I have been running with discovers, to put it pointedly, that he is ' dead broke
'"
" Dead broke ? "
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" That's what I said. H e finds very fev/ avenues of
employment open to him that are sufficiently lazy to suit
his disposition."
H e makes the last picterial, by reclining very languidly
on his steamer chair, and murmurs, " Yen look happy at
my news."
" H a p p y ? — I — " stammers the girl.
" Of course
n o t ! " But her eyes belle her words, for there has
flown into her soul a rapturous thought : " This man and
I are new equal in this world's goods." After a moment
she goes on suggestively :
" W h y , you might go on the stage, with your voice
and figure,"
" T h a n k s for your compliment ! " he laughs. Then,
growing serious, sa3^s : " On the stage ! Every dramatic
jackal ef the press Avould have run me down in their
columns as coyotes do a buffalo that has left his herd.
Besides, do you think a man becomes an actor without
stud}'? And I have never studied an3^thing,"
" Wh3', you must have studied something—football for
instance ! " laughs Louise. Then she says, her eyes
growing large with admiration : " I sav/ 3'our v/onderful
game four years a g e . "
" Y e s , " he replies, " I am an athlete, but not a prize
fighter ; prize fighting leads to the stage, not general
athletics.
Consequcntl3'," he goes on, as if anxious to
-Stop discussion on this point, " I applied to my uncle,
Mr. Delafield, who has some influence in business circles,
and he has obtalned for me a clerkship in the Pacific
Idail Steamship Company"s office at Panama. I think It
will suit me, They only have three steamers a month ;
between times I can lie in a hammock, smoke cJgarettes,
cat oranges, and suck mangoes."
" Y e s , I think it would suit 3'OU," sa3-s t'ie giil mockIngly ; and looking at him, acquiesces with him, but does
not believe him. His speech seems to her not genuine.
U p to the time she had told him she was the correspondent for Montez, Aguilla et Cie,, his conversation had
been frank and ingenuous ; from that time on, it has
appeared to be foreed.
A moment later the captaln breaks in on her meditation, saying : " Harry, I think we'll have to change watch
now. It's my turn below."
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And Mr. Larchmont, to v/hom this conversation has
grown embarrassing, for he is not a young man te use
ambiguities easll3^, and teil white lies with the straightest
of faces, but who feels it necessary to disguise the reason
of his visit to the Isthmus to any one connected with
Baron Fernando Montez, yields up his seat, and strolls
off to meditate over a cigar.
Then the captaln attempts to make play with the
beauty of the ship, but finding her unresponsive te his
nautical wit and humor, suggests lunch ; for she is thinking, " If it is true ? If he is a clerk—there is no gulf—•
Harry Sturgis Larchmont and I are equal before the
world ! " And it is joy to her, for this girl loves the
man, not his reputed v/ealth er social position.
So the day runs on, and Louise gets to watching this
3'oung man who has been so much in her thoughts, and
what she notices makes her wonder still more.
There is a certain Carl Wernig, a gentleman who
the captaln teils her is of prodiglous Avealth and great
influence In the Panama Canal Compan3^ This person
seems to be interested in the mevem.ents of Mr. Larchment. The two having picked up a hurricane deck
acquaintance, Miss Minturn hears him mention to
Mr. Larchmont that he knows his brother Frangols In
Paris.
" I call him Frank," says the New Yorker rather
curtly. " An American name is good enough for me,
though I believe my brother has Frenchified his since he
has been promenading the boulevards."
But nething seems te check this German in his interest
in Mr. Larchmont. He joins him, at every opportunity, on deck, laughingly questions him as to his trip
on the Isthmus, as if anxious te know what he intends
doing there, To these Herr Wernig receives the short
answer that Harry is " busted," and is going out as a
clerk to Panama.
The next morning, Miss Louise, v/ho has spent some
part of her night meditating upon the gentleman of her
tiioughts, gets a surprise when she comes on deck and
Stands by the captain's side, looking at the Island of
Salvador, with its white light-heuse.
The skipper says suddenly: " By Jove ! "
" Why do you make such extraordinary remarks ? "

IIb

EARON MONTEZ.

asks the young lad}-, a little startled at the bluntness of
the seaman's exclamatien.
"V/hy, look at that young springall, Harry Larchmont, sauntering along the deck as unconcernedly as if it
were an everj'-day occurrence ; and yet I understand
Mr. Cockatoo lost one thousand dollars at poker last
night ! Those 3'eung bloods think the skipper does not
know v/hat Is going on In this ship, but the skipper
does."
To this Louise does not reply. A curious problem Is
in her mind. She is wendering hov/ a man, who yesterday tcld her he v/as " dead broke," seems not even to
give a passing thought to the less at cards of one thousand dollars that v/ill be " hard-earned dollars" te him
very soon.
As she goes down to breakfast she thinks : " Can it
be the carelessness of financial despair, or is it from force
ef habit?"
She had known Larchmont was regarded as rieh, even
in New York, where a million dollars goes net ever far.
Is this exile from the Four Hundred, though he has not
gone on the stage, acting some part ? Does he wish the
real object of his journey to the Isthmus to be unsuspected and unknown ?
CHAPTER

XU.

A WlLD-GOOSE CIIASF,.
T H I S lattcr idea, circumstances that öccur later in the
da\- tend to confirm.
Mr. Larchmont, after having eaten a hearty and comfertable breakfast, is apparently net overburdened In
mind by last night's losses. Leaving the companionship
of his social equals in the salon, he for some curieus
reason devotes himself to the secend-cabin passengers.
The privilege given him by bis ticket permits bis
wandering all over the boat, and he avails himself ef It
by taking a long promenade in that portion of the ship
where those who are compelled by financial censideratiens to take inferior accemmodations make their exercise.
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His absence rather astonishes Miss Louise, who is
dawdling out a tropical foreneon, seated on a steamer
chair, under stern awnings, and surrounded by the light
conversation of people talking to kill a nautical day, that
is made up of three supreme events—breakfast, lunch,
and dinner, with minor intervals between. Not greatly
amused by the conversation of some of the young gentlemen of the boat, with v/hom she appears to be a general
favorite, she meditates, and reproach comes to her. She
has shut herseif up In the cabin on the evening before,
and has not enjoyed the moonlight, as Mr, Larchmont
had suggested. Perchance, had she given him her society,
he would not have turned to poker ! This last thought
is a spasm ef delight too charming to be analyzed.
As she languishes amid fan and parasol and sofa cushiens and surrounding gallants, her bright eyes suddenly
become animated ; te her astonishment she notes that
Mr. Larchment is interesting himself wit'n the secendcabin passengers. He is taking his exercise In their
Company, and has become friendly with several of them.
Apparently he does not love them well enough te eat
with them, for he returns to first cabin at meal-times.
This is in Miss Minturn's mind, as the young gentleman takes seat beside her at the lunch table, for she
remarks caustlcally : " Mr. Larchmont, you do not seem
to enjoy secend-cabin table as much as 3'ou do secendcabin society."
" Oh," he replies, stifling a grin : " there are some
curieus characters amidships ;" then, after a little reflection, continues: " Besides, I am training myself for
asseciatlons that may come ultlmately to a povertystricken individual." This as.sertion is made with a laugh
which does not seem to be genuine, from one prognosticating a fall In his social environment.
But lunch over, this young gentleman Is again at his
business in the second cabin. He seems to have taken
a particular fancy for a short, dried-up-looking little
man, whose dress and appearance proclalm the French
shopkeeper.
In the afternoon, a refreshing breeze having sprung
up, most ef the passengers take a leisurely promenade
on deck ; and Miss Minturn follows the fashion. She
has some ef the gentlemen of the ship at her side, among
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t h e m H e r r Wernig. A few scraps of conversation, that
are carried by the breeze te them, from Mr. Larchment
and his secend-cabin chum, appear te be in F r e n c h ;
Harry apparently making very hard work of the Gallic
vernacular.
As the young lady only has ears for what floats to
her from the forward part ef the ship, her inattention Is
not cemplimentary to the gentlemen about her, and one
by one they drop awa}' from her, until she finds herseif
tete-ä-titc with the German financier.
This gentleman's large bright eyes—one ef which has
a east—have been often relled towards her since she has
made her appearance the day before ; for he has a quick
optic for feminine beauty, and the young lady s exquisite figure, graceful movements, and vivacious countenance, have affected Herr Wernig in a manner that he
would consider complim_entary, but Miss Minturn would
by no means approve. Therefore he has contented himself v/ith admiring the bright face by bis side, which is
somewhat dreamy this afternoon, though the young
lady's inattention has not been flattering to a self-pride
v/Ith which he is well provided.
Finding himself alone with her, he breaks in upon her
brown study with dominant manner, and slightly foreign
accent, r e m a r k i n g : " M i s s Minturn, your friend, young
Mr. Larchmont, seem.s to be attempting to improve his
French, If he learns French from Bastien Lefert, he
Avill acquire the language of the bourgeois, not the aristocrat."
" Ah, you know the person ?dr, Larchmont is talking
to ? " says the girl, suddenly growing interested.
" Oh, yes, everyone on the Parisian Bourse knov/s him.
H e Is a large Investor in canal stock."
" y\nd yet he takes passage In the second cabin," returns
Louise, astenished.
" Yes, he is going te examine the works for himself,"
replies "Wernig, smiling sarcastically. " He Is a man
who saves his sous. My only surprise is, that he did
not go In the steerage." Then he shrugs his Shoulders,
and his large eyes roll themselves about In a manner he
considers expressive of admiration, as this foreign gentleman suggests : " Why discuss others, Miss Minturn,
when there are more charming people on board—much
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more charming—much more beautiful—and so—so delightful ?" His eyes indicate quite pointedly to whom he
refers.
At this, the young lady gives a little start, and, a
soiip(on ef scorn coming into her voice, replies : " Then
you will be compelled to make your charming conversation
"
" A what ? " cries Herr Wernig enthusiastically.
" A soliloquy !" suggests the girl sharply, and turning on her heel, gives him a very piquant but formal
courtesy ef adieu.
Perhaps Mr. Larchmont has observed her conversation
with LIerr Wernig, for he shortly afterwards leaves his
secend-cabin chum, and coming aft, takes place beside
her, as she is lazily looking over the taffrail. At all events
he mentions It ; for he asks, a trace of anneyance in his
voice : " What do you find interesting, Miss Minturn, In
that old foreign duffer ? "
"Ah, it is you, is It, Mr, Larchmont?" answers the
young lady, turning a pair of beautiful but uncempremising eyes upon him ; for she has been somewhat chagrlned
at the desertien ef her companion of yesterday. Then
she goes en quickly, " What old foreign duft'er?"
" The one you were Walking with a few minutes ago—
the man with big eyes, and a east in the largest one."
" Oh, your friend," murmurs Louise.
" My friend ? "
" Yes, the one v/ho knows your brother in Paris, so
well."
At this, a shade comes over Mr. Larchment's face, as
he murmurs : " Yes, he told me he was acquainted with
Frank."
" Perhaps your chum of the second cabin Is also a
friend of your brother's," replies the piqued young lady,
affecting an archness v/hich does net seem to raise Mr.
Larchment's spirits, for he replies with gleemy and
morose tone and sneering voice, " You evidently don't
knew my brother in Paris ; he does not associate with
secend-cabin passengers."
Then, to turn the conversation, he attempts a cheerful
and playful : " Wheres your guitar ? This will be a
night for guitars. This evening we will pass Cuba where
guitars, mandolins, and dulcimers make music for the
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gay fandango. We should keep in the atmosphere. The
guitar this evening, eh, Miss Minturn ?"
" No," determlnedly replies Louise, v/ho likes not his
bantering tone. " I shall write this evening."
Perhaps some subtle beauty in the girl—perhaps the
natural buoyancy of 3'euth—has caused Mr. Larchmont's
bad spirits to entirely disappear, as he returns lightly :
"Ah, the diary ! We have not seen that 3'et. I must enjoy that wonderful diary, even If I have to steal it ! "
" Never ! " says the girl hoarsely, looking out ever
the horizon, the redness of confusion upon her cheeks,
für she cannot meet his eyes whenever the diary is mentioned.
" Why not ? "
Then Louise grows desperate, for he Is smiling an
awful sinile. She mutters : "You shall never read that
diary—never ! I will throAV it ovcrboard first."
Here he surprises her ; he whispers impulslvelj': " How
anger becomes you l" As in truth, it does, for Louise
Minturn Is a girl v/hose spirit is even more beautiful than
her face, and in excited moments her soul shining out
through radiant eyes becomes v/onderfully dominant over
her delicate and mobile face.
A moment after, Plarry continues : " Yes, throw the
diary ovcrboard—de anything v/ith it, but don"t v/rite
in it this lovely night."
"Why not.?'"
" Because— " he hesitatcs sligh'cly, then goes on with
the audacity that is beloved by women ; " because I
v/ant 3-our Company. You will take pity on me, and
drive av/ay the blues—wont 3'OU ? Promise me."
And the girl answers slowly : "Y-e-s." For there is
an appeal in Harry Larchmont's dark eyes, and It is the
first tiine he has ever asked a personal favor, though he
has given her many.
She turns av/ay, murmuring : " Good-by ! "
" You are going ? "
"• Te be sure—to put my guitar in order."
"Then au revoir until dinner."
" Oh, I had forgotten dinner ! "
" W h a t ! Forgotten dinner? " laughs the gentleman.
" Oh, guitars and mandolins ! Here is a romantic soul ! "
Whereupon, covered by some sudden confusion, she
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hurrles to her stateroom ; and though she tunes her
guitar, doubtless some of its chords are a little false, netwithstanding this young lady has a very correct musical
ear.
For some occult reason, she does not make her appearance at dinner, until the second course. Perhaps It is
because she has lingered, arra3'ing herseif in a nev/ gown
of softest folds and most radiant whiteness.
As she Steps Into the cabin, young Larchmont steps
hastily in his fish, and mutters to himself : " Undlne ! "
She does not hear this, for the skipper at the head of
the table suddenly breaks out v/Ith a chuckle, contlnuing
a conversation that Louise has broken in upon : " I had
supposed, Harry, you Avere in charge of Miss Minturn
here, Avhile everybody teils me you have been making
loA^e to the secend-cabin passengers."
" Miss Minturn, I believe, has discharged me, in favor
of Herr Wernig, the Franco-German capitalist," remarks
Mr. Larchmont, as If disposed te put the brunt of the
fight upon the young lady just taking her seat beside
him.
This Suggestion of Herr Wernig makes the girl angry,
and the captain's remark does not add te her self-control.
He returns: " Well, it seemed very natural that 3^ou and
Miss Louise should become comrades. You dance the
cotillon AA'ith her cousin In NCAV York, and * birds of a
feather flock together ' ! "
Here the young lady interjects : " Yes, he dances Avith
my cousin, Miss Minturn ef Fifth Avenue, but she is
very different from Miss Minturn the stenegrapher, of
Seventeenth Street." Then she sa3-s, unfalteringly :
" Captaln, you seem te be labering under a misapprehension. I am not an exetic ef fashionable NCAV York. I
am simply a young woman who makes her OAvn living.
This is net a pleasure trip te me. It is a matter of business. I am going out to be the Stenographie correspondent of Montez, Aguilla et Cie."
At this a little hush comes about the table. The ladies
glance at her, some with astonishment, some with careless
indifference—one ortwe with surprised admiration, most
of the gentlemen joining apparently in the latter.
The captaln suddenly says : " My dear young lady, I
would rather have you sitting at my table than any Fifth
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Avenue girl I ever met. Harry "—here he looks at Mr,
L a r c h m e n t — " seems te be of the same opinion. And I,
as skipper of this vessel, Avould much sooner have him
sitting by 3'eu en moonlight nights " (this last is a little
Avhisper for her own particular ear) " than the German
capitalist over there." H e nods toAvards the table Avhere
H e r r Wernig Is discussing bis Champagne Avith his third
course.
But this announcement, that the girl has perhaps carelessly but A'ery candidly made, seems to produce a difference in several people, in their bearing tOAvards her.
Among the ladies, some Avho had been quite effusive to
the supposed belle of fashionable Fifth Avenue groAv
distant, perhaps supercilious ; a fev/, those of undeubted
social position, are, if an3'thing, kinder to her than before ;
one or tAvo of them, in leaving the cabin, making it their
business to stop and speak to Yiiss Minturn. T h e gentlemen seem about the same ; to J^.Ir. Larchmiont, this
announcement of course makes no difference, he has
known it all along.
As Louise rises from the table, he Avhispers: " Remember 3-eur promise. Cuban breezes, moonlight a n d
music ! "
But this news about the beautiful American girl, Avhich
after a little time drifts to his ear, seems to make one
gentleman unusually joyous, and to affect his spirits even
more than the Champagne, ef Avhich he is unusually
lavish this evening.
This is H e r r AVernlg, the Franco-German capitalist;
and very shortly after, getting on deck, he strolls to
Miss Minturn's side, his manner effusive, and his tone
even more affable than It had been in the afternoon, and
whispers, " My dear Miss Louise, I am delighted to hear
A'ou are a stenographer—the stenegrapher of my grand
friend, the Baron Montez of Panama and Paris. It AVIU
be a A'ery fine position for you. I liaA^e great influence
Avith the firm. I shall try to advance you."
" Please do not trouble yourself on my behalf. In any
Avay ! " replies Louise ; then laughs : " I t Avould do no
good. I am under contract. They v/ill net raise my
salary for a year."
" But I insist—I must—I AVIÜ apply for you ! I cannot
help it. my dear young lady, I have much business AA'ith
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your firm—in fact, cenfidential relatiens—I'll ask them,
Avhen on the Isthmus, to appoint you my stenegrapher."
Here Mr. Larchment suddenly puts bis camp-stool
between Miss Louise and the German gentleman, to
Avhem he Avhispers : " Herr Wernig, when 3'eu have any
letter-writing te do, you come to me. I am cerresponding clerk, also, of the Pacific Mail Steamship Company
I am net as good a stenegrapher as Miss Minturn, but
still I think I can do all the correspondence you Avish—
perhaps more." The " m o r e " is emphasized, as he happens to get the leg of his steamer-chair over the German's toe, and seating himself en it, his one hundred
and seventy-five pounds ef athletic material makes Herr
Wernig writhe.
He snarls : " Sir, do you knoAv to Avhem y-ou are talking ? You clerk ! I will have you discharged from the
Pacific Mail."
" You'll have me discharged ? " laughs Harry, Then
•a bantering tone coming Into his voice, he says : " Oh,
please don't ! For God's sake, think of a 3'eung man
left to starve en the Isthmus !" Next bursts into a
sudden shriek ef laughter, Avhich Indicates, if the Avorst
comes te the Avorst, he has a Stent heart, and Avill make
out te subsist upon plantains, oranges, and bananas,
that can be had for the plucking, in that land of tropical
plenty.
But his laugh is lost upon the German gentleman, Avho
has gone sullenly and silently aAva^^.
As he turns to Miss Minturn, Larchmont's laugh
ceases, for he sees something in the girl, that he has
never seen before—her soul! And as it shines from
her radiant eyes, it is more beautiful to him than all eise
he has seen of her, which up te this time has seemed to
him the fairest ef wemanhood.
Besides there is something In her glance that makes
him extraordinarlly but unaccountably happy.
All through this evening, the young man seems to be
in the highest spirits, as AA'CII he should be, having the
beauty of the ship by his side.
They are a little apart from the rest ef the passengers
—just enough to make them tete-ä-tete—but hardly sufficient te excite remark. The moonlight, shining over
silver waves, streams on the deck, and makes it bright,
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but leaves them in shadov/. One red ray, like a gigantic
calcium, mingling Avith the moonlight on the water, comes
from the lighthouse en the eastern point of Cuba ; a
shore that looks olive beneath the moonlight, but under
the sun Avould be green as an emerald, and beautiful
Avith flowers, could they but see them, but the soft
breeze Avafts over the Avater, odors that are magic as
those of falry-land.
Looking en this, Harry Larchmont Avhispers to the
young lady at his side : " NOAV glA'e to this scene, music !
Complete it, and let us forget all eise in this Avide Avorld
—except 3'ou and me."
There Is a Suggestion ef romance in his tone, b u t beneath all there seems a serroAV, Avhich arouses the sympathy
ef this girl, Avhe, until these last fcAV da3'S, had supposed
t h a t H a r r y Larchmont's life Avas as bright as that of any
mortal upon this earth. While she sings a little romantic, plaintive, piquant Spanish loA^e seng, just fitted for
this moonlight night, she Avonders Avhat cloud has come
over bim. Then, at his request, she sings another, a n d
being made enthusiastic by the scene and Its surreundings, gives her heart to the melody, and her beautiful
contralto A'oice very shortly draAvs others ef the leiterers
on deck about her.
Apparently this throng does not please Mr. L a r c h m e n t ;
he rises, and sa3's : " T h a n k you for a perfect evening,
Miss Louise," and so passes aAvay from the girl, though
she notes that he does not go to the card-room, but rather
seeks his OAvn cabin.
Tlicn the loungers around her beg for another bailad ;
and she sings It, but her heart is not in It.
A moment after, she leaves them, notAvithstanding their
entreaties for more Spanish melodles, and passing to her
own stateroom, sits and looks out over the moonlit
A'/ater, breathes in the perfumed air, and dreams a dream
that is so happy she Avould continue it, did not the
;ttv/ardes3 come and put her light out, and destroy
romance Avith common eA^erA'-day shipboard rules and
regulations.
In her berth she gets to thinking, and murmurs to herseif : " Poor fellev/ ! What can have come into his life
to make it sad ? " Then aAvful distress comes upon her ;
she suddenly gasps, " H e is parted from I^üss Severn '
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That is the reason of his unhappiness ! " and feels that
her heart is drifting aAvay from her, to a man Avhose love
is given te another.
As for this object of her sympathy, he is not dreaming—
he is swearing. He is saying te himself : " Dolt ! Idiot !
Why did you make an enemy ef that fellev/ Wernig ?
He might have helped you in your investigations about
Baren Montez." 'Ihen he suddenly mutters : " I am
glad I did it, an3^way ! Did he suppose a beautiful
American girl would look AvIth anything but disgust at
such a creature? What did he mean, anyAvay? " Here
he suddenly grinds out betAveen his teeth : " If I Avere
quite sure, I'd knock his foreign head off ! "
A moment after, he meditates gloomily : " But I have
other fish to fry than fighting Wernig. I am fighting
Montez, not for Jessie's sake, but for my OAvn. I don't
Avant to give up tAvo-thirds ef my fortune to save my
Aveak brother's name and give his Avard her dot. Yvhat
can I find out on the Isthmus anyAvay ? It Is the last
straw ! I fear I am on a wild-geose chase. But the
game is never lost tili time is called, and I haA'e got a
fcAv months yet! "
Whereupon he lights a cigar, strolls out of his cabin,
and Aveuld shatter a fond idea of Miss Minturn's, did
she see him ; for he goes to the card-room, and plays
poker most of the night, to drive aivay thought ; this
time Avith better success than the night before.
The fickle goddess smiles upon him, and he Avins considerable money ; some of it from Herr "Wernig, v/ho
has apparently forgotten this young gentleman s Impertinence of the early evening, though once or tAvice Ihere
is an emineus look In bis eccentric eye as he rolls it
towards his fortunate Opponent.

CHAPTER

XIIL

T i i E B Ü N D L E OF L E T T E R S .

T H E next day Herr Wernig has become again : -asiAIV 3 ly affectienate and thrusts his society upon Mr. L.archment, tiicngh that young gentleman gi.as him but little
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chance, as he is again devoting himself to the secondcabin passengers.
This time, he has drepped the society of the man
Bastien Lefert for that of one of the secend-cabin ladies,
This lady has a little child of about five. With paternal devetion Harry takes this tot up and carries It about,
as he talks to the mother.
This attention seems to
Avin the lady's heart. And he spends a good deal of
the morning promenading by her side. By the time he
returns to lunch In the first cabin, " his flirtation," as
they express it, has been pretty Avell discussed by the
various ladies and gentlemen of the after part ef the ship.
Of course it comes te Miss Minturn's pretty ears, and
sets her Avondering.
After an afternoon sIesta—for the boat is now Avell
in the tropics, and everA"body is drifting Avith it into the
languid manners of the torrid zone—Louise strolls on
the deck for a little sea breeze, and chancing to meet
the gentleman ef her thoughts, puts her reflections into
Avords.
This subject Is easily led up to, as I\Ir. L a r c h m o n t
even noAv has in bis arms the little girl from the second
cabin.
" Miss Louise," he saA's, " t h i s is a ncAV friend ofmine.
This is pretty little Miss IMinnie Winterburn, t h e daughter (if a machinist on one of the Chagres dredgers. H e r
father has been out there almost since the opening of
the railroad. H e is by this time used to yellow fever."
" A n d her m o t h e r ? " suggests the young lady rather
pointedly, for H a r r y ' s speech has been made in a r a m bling, semi-embarrassed manner.
" O h , her mother," returns Mr. Larchment, " Is en
board in the second cabin. She is much younger than
her husband—third or fourth Avife—that sert of thin-^,
Aou understand. I have brought the little lady aft to
g t t some oranges from the stcAvard." Which fact is
apparent, as the child Is playing with tAvo of the bright
3'ellow fruits. " If you will ex|use me, I'll return my
little friend to maternal arms, "Snd be Avith you in a
minute. Let me make you comfertable on this c a m p stool."
Arranging the seat for her, Harry strolls off with the
little girl. As he Avalks away the young l a d y s ej'es care-
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lessly follow him ; suddenly they grow tender. She
notices the careful way he carries the little tot, and it
reminds her ef how he had borne her through the snow
and ice of that awful New York blizzard.
Apparently the emotion has not left her eyes Avhen
Larchmont returns to her; for he says, his eyes growing
tender also : " To-night we will have another musical
evening ?"
" Oh, I'm not going to sing for you this evening,"
ejacuiates the young lady lightly, for seats beside each
ether three times a day at the dining-table, and the easy
interceurse of shipboard life have made her feel quite
en camarade with this young gentleman, save when
thoughts of her diary bring confusion upon her.
"Why n o t ? "
" Oh ! secend-cabin society in the daytime, secendcabin romance at night."
" Was there a ^r,f/-cabin romance last night ?" asks
the gentleman, turning embarrassing eyes upon her.
" No—of course not—I—I didn't mean anything of
the kind I " stammers Louise.
" Indeed ! What did you mean ?"
" I meant," says the girl, steadying herseif, " that you
seem te prefer secend-cabin society during the daytime
—why not enjoy It also in the evening ? "
Whereupon he startles her by saying suddenly : " How
a false position makes everything appear false ! I presume, Miss Minturn, you Imagine I enjoy the patois of
Monsieur Bastien Lefert, and the geed-hearted but
homely remarks of the wife of the machinist—but I
don't ! "
" Then why associate Avith them ?"
" That for the present must be my secret ! Miss
Louise, we have been very good friends on shipboard.
Don't go to imagining—don't go to putting two and two
together—simply believe that I am just the same kind ef
an individual as I was five days age." Then he brings
curious joy upon her, for he whispers impulsively, a peculiar light Coming into his eyes : " No, not the same Individual ! " and gives the young lady's tempting hand, that
has been carelessly lying upon the arm of her steamerchair, a sudden though deferentlal squeeze ; and Avith
this, leaves her to astonished meditation,
9
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She does not see him tili dinner, which he eats with
great attention to detail and dishes. But, though he
says very little, every now and then he turns a glance
upon her that destroys her appetite.
At dessert, this is noted by the captaln, Avho in his
affable sailor Avay, with loud voice suggests : " What's the
matter with your appetite, ISIiss Louise ? H a s the guitar
playing of last night taken it aAvay ? Not a decent meal
since yesterday."
" O h , " replies the 3'oung lady, " t h e weather is too hot
for appetite ! "
" But not for flirtations ! " says the awful sea-dog.
T h e n he turns a winking eye upon Larchment, and
c h u c k l e s : " Remember, Harry, kisses stop at the gangplank ! "
" Not Avith me ! " 533-5 the 3'oung man, determination
in his face and significance in his tone ; " If I made
love te a girl en shipboard, I should make love te her—
ali<'ays ! I'm no sailor-lover ! " With this parting shot
at the skipper he strolls from the table, and goes aAvay to
after-dinner cigar.
'• By \ e n u s , we've a Romeo on board ! " cries the
eaptain. " Where's the Juliet ? " and turns remerseless
eyes upon Tdiss Minturn.
Fortunately this little episode has not been noticed by
any of her fellow passengers, nearly all ef them having
left the table before Mr, Larchmont,
A moment after, Louise folloAvs the rest on deck, blushes
011 her cheeks, brightness in her eyes, elasticity in her
Step, She is thinking: " If he loved me, he Avould loA-e
—a/7C'i7_rs. Did he mean that for—" Here Avild hope
stops sober thought ; but after this there is a curious diffidence in her manner to Mr. LarcRtaent, though she does
not avoid his companionship—In fact, from noAv on, he can
have her society Avhenever he will, which is very often.
This evening he asks for more songs, and gets them,
perhaps even more soulfully given than the evening
before. So the rnght passes.
And the next day Is another pleasant tropic one, that
the two dream out together under the awnings,' with
bright sunshine overhead, and rippllng Avaves, that each
hoiir grov/ more blue, running beside them as the great
fch'ip th'av/s near the Equator.

BARON MONTEZ.

13I

And there is a new something in both their eyes, for
the girl has thrown away any defences that her short
year's struggle with the world of business may have put
about her, and is simply a woman whom love is making
more lovely ; and the gentleman has forgotten the conservatism of his censervative class, and Is becoming
ardent as the sun that puts bronze upon their blushing
faces.
So the second evening comes upon them, and the
two are again together on the deck, and the strings of
the girl's guitar seem softer and her voice is lower.
Then the crowd en deck having melted away, their
moonlight tete ä tele, as the soft blue ripples of the
Caribbean roll past them, grows confidentlal, Drawn out
by the young man, Miss Minturn, gives him her past
history, which interests him greatly, especially that portion referring te the disappearance ef her mother's
parents on the Isthmus.
He suggests, " In Panama, perhaps you may learn
their fate."
" But that was so long ago," says Louise.
" Nevertheless—suppesing you look through your old
letters. It won't do any barm. Let me help you. It
will give US a pleasant morning's occupation," goes on
Harry, quite eagerly.
" Don't you think you could be happy Avitheut the
letters ?" laughs Louise. Then she suddenly whispers :
" Oh, they are putting out the lights ! " and rises to go.
" Blow the hghts ! " answers Larchmont, Avho is out
ef his steamer-chair, and somehoAv has get hold ef Miss
Louise's pretty hand. " Promise the morning to me."
" The whole morning ?"
" Why are you so evasive ? Promise—will you ? "
" Yes, if you will stop squeezing my hand. You—you
forget you have football fingers ! " gasps Louise ; for
bis fervid clasp upon her tender digits is making her
writhe.
" Forgive me ! "
" 0-o-oh ! "
He has suddenly kissed the hand, and the girl has
flown away from him.
At the companien-way she turns, hesitates, then waves
adieu, making a picture that Avould cause any man's heart
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to beat. The moonlight is füll upon her, baloing her exquisite figure that is draped in a soft white fluttering
robe that clings about it, and would make it ethereal,
were not its round conteurs and charming curves of
beaut3', those of the very birth of graceful, glorious
Avomanhood. One white hand is upraised, motiening
to him ; one little slippered foot is placed upon the
combing of the hatchway. Her eyes in the moonlight
seem like stars. Her lips appear to move as she glides
doAvn the companien-way. 'Then the stars disappear, and
Harry Larchmont thinks the moon has gone out also.
He sits there meditating, and after a little, his lips
frame the AA'ords : " If I did, what would they say ? "
Then rising, he shakes himself like a Newfoundland dog
that is throwing the Avater from him, tosses bis head about,
puts his hand through his curly hair, laughs softly, and
says te himself : " Hanged if I care what anyone says ! "
Curiously enough, he does not go to the card-room
this evening, for he paces the deck for some two hours
more, meditating ever three or four cigars that he
smokes in a nervous, excitable, fidgety manner.
The next morning, however, as Miss Louise, a picture
ef dainty freshness, steps en the deck, he is apparently
waiting for her. His looks are eager. There is perchance
a tone of proprietorship in his voice as, after bidding her
good morning, he says : " A turn or two for exercise
first, then breakfast, and then the letters ! "
" Oh, you are beginning business early to-day," laughs
the young lady, whose eyes seem very bright and happy.
" Yes. You see I want all your morning,"
" Then you will have to read very slowly," suggests
Miss Louise, " or the letters will not occupy you tili
lunch time."
" After the letters are finished, there will doubtless be
something eise," remarks the young man cenfidently ; and
in this predictien he is right, though he would stand
aghast if he knew what he prephesied.
So the two go down to breakfast together, and make
a merry meal of it, as the captaln, occupied by some ship's
duty, is not there to embarrass them by sea-dog asides
and jovial nautical jokes that bring indignant glances
from the young man, and appealing blushes from the
young lady.
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They have finished their oranges when Mr. Larchmont
says eagerly : " The letters ! "
" They are too numereus for my pocket! " ansAvers the
giri.
" You have not read them ?"
" Not for years. In fact, I've forgotten all there is In
them, except their general tone ; but I fished them out
of my trunk last night."
" Very well ! Run to your cabin, and I'll have steamer
chairs in the coelest place on deck, where the skipper will
be least likely to find us," replies Harry ; and the young
lady, doing his bidding, shortly returns to find a cosy
seat in the .shadiest spot under the awnings, and Mr.
Larchment awalting her.
"Ah, those are t h e y ! " he says, assisting her, with
rather more attention than is absolutely necessary, te the
steamer chair beside him, and gazing at a little packet of
envelepes groAvn yellow by time, and tied together with a
faded blue ribbon. " These look as if they might contain a good deal."
" Yes," replies the girl, " they contaln a mother's
heart ! "
Looking over these letters that cover a perlod ef four
years, they find that Louise is right. They have been
carefully arranged In order. Most of them are simply
desciiptions of early life in Cahfornia, and of Alice Ripley's husband's efforts for fortune and final success ; but
every line of them is freighted AvIth a mother's love.
The last four bear much more polntedlj' upon the subject that interests the young man and the 3'oung lady
The first of these is a letter describing Alice Ripley and
her husband's arrival at San Francisco en route for New
York, and mentioning that she encloses to her daughter
a tintype taken of her by Mr. Edeuart, the Californian
daguerreotypist.
" You have the picture ?" asks Mr. Larchmont.
" Yes," says the girl. " I brought it with me, thinking
you might like to look at It," and shoAvs him the same
beautiful face, the same blue eyes and golden hair that
had delighted the gaze of Sefior Montez in far-away
Toboga in 1856.
" It is rather like you," suggests Harry, turning his
eyes upon the pretty creature beside him.
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"Only a family likeness, I think," remarks the young
lady.
" Of course net as beautiful !" asserts the gentleman,
" I Avish I agreed v/ith you," laughs Louise. Then
she suddenly changes her töne and says : " But we came
here te discuss letters, not faces," and devotes herseif to
the other epistles.
The second is a letter written by Alice Ripley from
Acapulco, telling her child that sickness has come upon
her ; that she is hardly able to write ; still, God Avilling,
that she Avill live through the voyage te again kiss her
daughter.
The third, in contradistinction to the others, is in masculine hand-writing, dated April loth, 1856, and signed
" George Merritt Ripley."
" That is from my grandfather," says Louise.
Looking over this letter, Larchmont remarks : " A
bold hand and a noble spirit ! " for it is a record of a
father's love for his only daughter, and it teils of the
mother's illness and hoAV he had brought bis wife to
Panama, fearing death Avas upon her, but that a kind
friend, he has made en the Isthmus, has suggested that
he take the invalid to Toboga. That en that island,
thank'God, the sea breezes are bringing health again to
her mother's cheeks.
There is but one letter more, a long one, but hastily
Avritten upon a couple ef sheets ef note paper. This is
inside one of Wells, Fargo & Company's envelepes, for
in 1856 the express Company carried from California to
the East, nearly as much mail matter as the United
States Government.
It reads as folloAVS :
" P A N A M A , ^ / r / / i 5 t h , 1856.
" >IY DARLING MARY :

" I write this because you will get it one day before your mother's
kisses and embraces. Can you understand it ? AVhen you receive
this, 1 shall be but one day behind it—for it will come Avith me on the
same steamer to New York ; but there, though I would fly before it,
circumstances are such that it will meet you one day before your
mother.
" Tears of joy are in my eyes as I write ; for by the blessing of
God, once more I am well and happy, and so is your dear father.

BARON MONTEZ.

I35

" How happy we both are to think that our darling will be in our
arms so soon ! We are en route to New York. Think of it, Mary—
to you ! We left Toboga this morning.
" I am writing this in the Pacific House where we stay to-night,
to take the train for Aspinwall to-morrow morning.
" T h e gentleman who has been so kind to your father and me,
has come with us from Toboga, to see the last of us. He has just
now gone into the main town of Panama, which gives me time to
write this, for your father and I have remained here. It is so much
more convenient for us to rest near the Station, the trunk is so
heavy—the trunk your father is bringing filled with California golddust for his little daughter. I have a string of pearls around my
neck, which shall be yours also. Papa bought them to-day from
Sefior Montez."

At this Harry, who has been reading, steps with a
gasp, and Louise cries : " Montez ! That's what made
Montez, Aguilla et Cie. so familiär I Montez ! It Avas
the name in this old letter !" Then she whispers:
" How curious ! Can my employer be the man of this
letter ? "
" He is ! " answers Harry, for while the girl has been
whispering, he has been glancing over the last of the
manuscript. He now asteunds her by muttering : " See,
here's his accursed name ! "
" What do you mean ? " stammers Miss Minturn.
" That afterwards," goes on Mr. Larchmont ; then he
hastily reads :
" This gentleman has been inexpressibly kind to us. George says
that he saved me from death by the fever, because he took us to the
breezes of Toboga.
" On parting, my husband offered him any present that he might
select, but Senor Fernando Gomez Montez (what a high-sounding
name !) said he would only request something my husband had worn
—-his revolver, for instance—as a souvenir of our visit.
" I am hastily finishing this, because I am at the end of my
paper. There is quite a noise and excitement outside. Papa is
going down to see what it is, and will put this letter into "Wells,
Fargo & Company's mail sack, so that my little daughter may know
that her father and mother are just one day behind it—coming to see
her grow up to happy womanhood, and blessing God who has been
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kind to them and given them fortune, so that they may do so much
for their idol.
" With a hundred kisses, from both father and mother, my darling, I remain, as I ever shall be,
" Your loving mother,
" A L I C E LOUISE RIPLEY.

" P. S. Next time I shall give the kisses in person ! Think of it !
Lips to lips ! "

" Does not this bear a mother's heart ? " Avhispers Miss
Louise, Avho has tears in her eyes.
" Yes, and the record of a villain ! " adds Harry impulsively.
" What do you mean ? "
" I mean this," says the gentleman. " Last evening
you told me that your mother's parents and treasure disappeared during a negro riot upon the Isthmus on April
i5th, 1856, the day this letter Avas written, Their gold
Avas with them. 'That was their doem ! Had they not
carried their California dust under their own eyes, they
would have lived to embrace their daughter ! "
" What makes you guess this ? " asks the girl, her face
becoming agitated and surprised.
" I not only guess it—I knoAV it !—and that he had
something to do with It ! "
" He—Avho ? "
" Sefior Fernando Gomez Montez ! "
" Why, this letter speaks of him as a friend who had
saved her life ! "
" That Avas to gain the confidence of her husband, so
he could betray him. Why did he ask for George Ripley's revolver, so as to leave him unarmed ? His nature
is the same to-day ! He has also betrayed another
bosom friend ! " says Harry excitedly.
" Teil me what you knew about him ! " Avhispers the
girl eagerly,
To this, after a mementary pause of thought, Larchmont replies : " I will—I must ! " And new asteunds
her, for he mutters : " I need your aid ! "
" .My aid ! How ? "
" Listen, and I Avill teil you all in confidence," answers
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the young man. Then he looks upon her and mutters :
" You have no interest to betray me ?"
" Betray you ? " she cries, " you who saved my life ?
No, no, no ! " and answers his glance.
" Then," says the young man, " listen to the story ef a
Franco-American fool ! "
" Oh, don't speak of yourself so ! "
" No," he laughs bitterly, chewing the end of his mustache ; " I am referring to my brother ! "
" Oh, your French brother ! " cries the young lad3',
" t h e one your uncle sneered about."
" The one I shall sneer about also, and you Avill by
the time you know him ! " This explosien ever, Mr.
Larchmont goes en centemplatively : " My brother is
not a bad fellow at heart. Had he been brought up
differently, he might have had more force ef character,
though I don't think it Avould have ever been a streng
one."
Then his voice grows bitter as he continues : " There
is a scheel in New Hampshire, or Vermont, called Saint
Regis, the head-master ef which, had he lived in ancient
Greece, would have been promptly and justly cendemned,
by an Athenian jury, te drink the juIce of hemleck, and
die—for corrupting the youth of the country j because he
makes them unpatrietlc and un-American. This gentleman is a fereigner—a man of good breeding, but though
he educates the youth ef this country—some five or six
hundred of them—he still despises everything American.
He calls his classes ' Ferms,' after the manner of the
English public schools. He froAvns upon base-ball because it Is American, and enceurages erlebet because it is
an English game. He tries te make his pupils fereigners,
not Americans. Not that I do not think an Englishman is better for England, or a Frenchman better for
France, but I know that an American Is better for
America ! Therefore he injures the youth ef the United
States. LIewever, it has become the fashion among certain of our better famihes in New York to send their
boys to his school, to be taught te despise, practically,
their own country.
" Frank Avas sent to Saint Regis, and SAvallowed the unpatrietlc micrebes his tutor stuffed him with. After he
left there, Yale, Harvard, or Princeton was not good
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enough for him. He must go to a foreign university.
Which, it did not matter—Oxford, Cambridge, Heidelberg—anything but an American university. His guardians feolishly let him have his way. He took himself
to Europe, ultlmately settled in Paris, and practically
forget his own country, and became, as he calls himself :
Francois Leroy Larchmont, a Franco-American.
" "rhis Avould not probably have Aveakened his character
altogether, for there are streng men in every country,
though Avhen a man becomes unpatrietlc, he loses his
manhood ; but Avith Frank's less of Americanism, came
the growth of a pride that is new, I am serry te sa3',
sometimes seen in our country—the pride of the ' donothing ' ; the feeling that business degrades. With that
comes Avorship of title and an hereditary aristecrac3',
armorlal bearings, and such Old AVorld rubblsh."
" Why ! I—I thought you were one ef that class ! "
ejacuiates Miss Minturn, her eyes big Avith astonishment.
" Oh ! You think this Is a curious diatribe from a man
AA'ho has been called one of the Four Hundred, a good
many of whom are devetees of this erder," Mr. Larchmont mutters, a grim smile coming over his features.
" Yes, I—I thought you were a butterfly of fashion ! "
stammers the girl.
" So I Avas—but of American fashion ! Now I am a
man Avho is trying to save his brother ! "
" From Avhat ? " asks Louise. " From being a Frenchman ? "
" No, from losing his fortune and his honor ! " remarks
Harry so gloomily that the young lady looks at him in
silence.
Then he goes en : " My brother's worship of title, bis
petty pride to be thought great In a foreign capital, got
him into the Panama Canal, and the clutches ef Baren
Montez—God knows where he picked up the title. This
man became my brother's bosom friend, as he became,
twenty odd years before, the bosom friend ef the man
Avhese letter I hold in my hand ! "
He taps the epistle of George Merritt Riple3', and continues : " This man Avas a streng man. He had to be
killed perchance, to secure his treasure. My brother,
being a Aveak one, needed only flattery and persuasion."
Then looking at the girl, Harry's tones become persua-
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slve ; he says : " I am going to the Isthmus te try and
save my brother's fortune, and that ef his Avard, Miss
Jessie Severn, out ef which they have been swindled by
this man, who probably ruined your chances in life, and
made you struggle for livelihood in the workroom Avhen
you should have aired your beauty and graces in a ballroom. Will you aid me te force him te do justice to
my brother ? Your very position, thank God ! will help
you te do it! "
But here surprise and shock come to him. His reference te Miss Severn has been unfortunate.
Miss Minturn says slowly : " My position ?—what do
you mean ?"
" Yen v/ill be the cenfidential cerrespendent ef bis
firm. You will perhaps discover the traps by which
Montez has purloined my brother's fortune."
" Do you think," cries the girl, " that I will use my
cenfidential position against my emple3'er?"
"Why not, if he is a sceundrel ?"
" That is net my code. When I became a stenegrapher
I was taught that the confidentlal nature ef my position
in honor foreed upon me secrecy and silence ! " And
growing warm with her subject, Miss Minturn goes on,
haughtiness in her voice, and disdain in her eye: " And
you made my acquaintance—you tried to gain my friendship, Mr. Larchmont—te ask me to do this ?"
" Good heavens ! I never thought of it before these
letters brought home this man's villany te you, as well as
to me ! " gasps Harry " I Avas simply coming te the
Isthmus to fight my brother's battle, to win back for
him, if possible, his fortune ! To AvIn back for Miss
Severn, her fortune ! "
" And for that," interjects the young lady, " you would
make me do a dishonerable—yes, a series ef dishonerable
acts. You would Iure me te act the part of Judas, day
by day, te my employer, to bring to you each evening a
record of each day's confidences ! How could you think
I was base enough for this ? How could you ? "
Then seizing the letters that have brought this quarrel
upon them, and wiping indignant tears from her eyes,
she whispers with pale lips: " Good-by, Mr, Larchmont ! "
" Good-by ?"

14Ci

BARON MONTEZ,

" Yes, good-by ! I do not care to know a gentleman
who thinks I could do Avhat you have asked me ! "
She SAveeps aAvay from him te her own stateroom,
where she bursts into tears ; for, curiously enough, it is
not entirely his hurried, perhaps thoughtless proposition,
that makes her miserable, and has produced her paroxysm ef Avrath—It is the idea that he is fighting for Miss
Severn's fortune. " He IOA'CS her," sobs the girl to herseif, " and for that reason he Aveuld haA'e made me his
tool to give her Avealth."
After she has left him, ]\Ir. Larchmont utters a prelonged but melancholy whistle. Then he suddenly sa3's :
" Who can divine a Avoman? A man, thinking he had
lost a fortune through this villain Montez, Aveuld have
seized my hand, and become my comrade, to compel the
sceundrel todo justice to US both ! But she—" Then he
meditates again, and says slowly : " I Avonder—Avas there
any woman's reason for this ? Her 03^05—her beautiful
eyes—had some subtle emotion in them that Avas not
Avhelly Indignation. They looked Avounded—by something more than a business proposition ! "
Then a sudden pallor and fright come upon this young
Ajax, as he falters to himself: " Great heavens ! if she
never forgives me ! "
C H A P T E R XIV
L I T T L E PARIS.
NEITHER Harry Larchmont nor Miss Louise Minturn
make their appearance at lunch this afternoon upon the
Colon.
At dinner, only monosyllables pass between them,
Avhich the captaln noticing Avhispers inte Miss Louise's
pink ear to make it red : " Didn't I teil you kisses stop
at the gang-plank ? "
Just here the sea-dog's attention is fortunately attracted
by Avhat is happening to another young lady under his
Charge.
Miss Madeline Stockwell, the pretty girl Avhe is going
to California to be married to the Los Angeles orangegroAver, eblivlous of the VOAVS she is journeying te take,
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has been indulging in a flirtation with the young Costa
Rican, which has gradually grown from mild to tempestuous ; from tepid te beiling hot!
This young gentleman, net understanding English very
Avell, has failed to catch what has been generaliy known
about the ship, of this young lady's engagement. But
now, the voyage drawing to a clese, some one has been
kind enough to inform him, in good Spanish, that Miss
Madeline, who has entangled him in the silken meshes of
love, and whose bright eyes have grown to be very beautiful te him, and whom he has had wild dreams of transporting, after Church ceremony ef course, te his coffee
plantatien near San Jose, is already promised te another !
So all the afternoon Don Diego Alvarez has been
going about with a Tibault glare in his eyes, and is now
eating his dinner in a gleemy, vindictive manner, cutting
inte his salad as he would inte the orange farmer's throat,
were he within knife reach.
Seen after, all go on deck.
Here is his opportunity. He steps towards the pretty
Madeline, who has been hiding from him in her stateroom most ef the day, and whispers something in her ear,
at which she turns deathly pale, for she Is now mertally
frightened at this demen ef Spanish love that she has
conjured up, and that will not down.
Noting this, the skipper, laying his hand en Larchmont's Shoulder, whispers to him : " Harry, will you do
me a favor ? "
" Certainly, if possible."
" Well, here is a matter in which I cannot Interfere
unless I go to extreme methods. Young Alvarez is
frightening that foolish girl. She has been silly enough
to encourage him, and Spanish blood, when encouraged
and then jilted, is sometimes obstreperous. New you
kindly take care ef the young lady this evening. Tomorrow morning we will be at Colon, and after I have
landed her, pretty Miss Madeline Stockwell can handle a
Spanish flirtation as she pleases. Don't leave her alone
with him—that's a good fellow ! "
New Mr. Harry is exactly in the mood for something
desperate himself. He has just had another short but excitlng tete-ä-tete with Miss Minturn, in a little dark spot
of the deck that the rising moon has not yet intruded on.
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" You have not changed your mind about me, I see ? "
he has whispered, noting that Louise's eyes are still
uncompromlsing In expression.
" Certainly not ; about your proposition ! "
" And you accuse me of attempting to gain your
friendship AvIth the idea of making it ? " the young man
has asked hotly
" It Aveuld seem so. Why eise ?"
" Why eise ? You are too medest. Don't you think,"
he has gone on Avarmly, " that you have ether attractions
than being the stenegrapher ef Baron Montez ? Didn't
I treat you Avith consideration before that ? Did I ask
your aid until those accursed letters shewed me that you
Avere prebably his victim as Avell as my brother and
Jessie ?"
"Oh, it is for Miss Severn's sake that you ask me to
do a thing I consider dishonerable ? Learn that I consider a stenographer's censcience as valuable as an heiress's money ! " the girl has muttered very haughtily, for
her position makes her over-sensitive. " Please do net
speak te me again until you remember it also ! "
So turning aAvay, she has left Larchmont in a very bad
humor, for he feels he is badly treated. He has muttered te himself sarcastically : " I Avonder if she thinks I
saved her from the snow that night, because I divined
.she Avas going to be the stenegrapher of Montez, Aguilla
et Cie. ? She's as unjust as she Is beautiful."
Consequently at present Harry Is about the Avorst person the captaln could have chesen te pour eil upon the
troubled Avaters of Miss Äladeline SteckAvell's flirtation,
altheugh he accepts the office Avith alacrity. He Avhispers
to the skipper : " See me cut the Costa Rican out ! " then
proceeds to join a tcte-ä-tcte that is becoming exciting ;
for young Alvarez has just placed his hand upon his
heart, and said Avith a rolling of the eyes : " Senorita, •
remember it is bis life or my own ! Teil that to your f
orange rancher ! "
" Good evening., Miss Madeline ! " interjects Harry ;
and is very effusively received by the girl, who Avould be
pleased at any time to receive attentions from this :/:. 'e
of New York society, but at this moment Avould be
happy to have Old Nick himself intrude upon her interview Avith Dun Diego,
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It is a little trembling hand that the American takes
in his as Miss Stockwell whispers nervously : " I—I am
delighted to see j"0u, Mr. Larchmont. Permit me to
present Senor Alvarez. I—I cannot always understand
his Spanish. He speaks so fast and ex—excitedly,"
" Can't understand him, eh ? " sa}*s Harry ; " then
permit me te be j'our Interpreter ; " and coolly places a
steamer-chair between the young Costa Rican and his
inamorata.
N^ext turning upon the astonished Don, he mutters
rather surlily : " Suppesing you say te me what A^OU were
going te saA- to her."
"Say to you, Americano" gasps the astounded Alvarez, " what I was going to saA- to the light of m3- soul,
the Senorita Madeline ? " Then looking at the American contemptuously, he says : " Bah' you do not interest me I "
" Don t I ? " replies Harry courteously " Then perhaps Miss Madd3' will be kinder to me. Don't you
think a promenade this pleasant night would suit you ? "
and he offers his arm to flirtatious Miss Stockwell, and
takes her away, leaving the Costa Rican grinding his
teeth at him, for Mr. Larchmont has a ver3- tender manner
with pretty girls, and Alvarez, noting his devetion to the
3-oung lad3' in the moonlight, includes him in his Vendetta
with the orange farmer, as rlA-al number two.
Harry's attentions to Miss Stockwell are not unobserved by Miss Minturn, who thinks to herseif : " He has
not succeeded in gaining me over to his plans. Therefore
I am of no more interest te him. See how he prci-cs
the truth of what I accuse him ' " This feminine logic
makes Louise's heart grow verA- hard to Harr3- Larchmont, as he paces the deck of the Colon, whispering idle
nothings to Miss Madeline Stockwell; for this young
lady has a habit of thinking all men in love wirb her, and
rolls her e3-es most affectionately at the big fashionable
creature, who she thinks has fallen before her charms.
So Louise, growing desperate, mutters to herseif : " If
he shows indiff'erence, why not I ?" And Herr Alsatius
Wernig chancing to come along, she recelA'es bis effuslA'e
attentions with a great deal more kindness than she has
hitherto shown to him, and puts him in the seventli
heaA-en of expectant delight, though ever and anon Mr.
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Larchmont turns an evil eye upon her, as he passes her
on the deck.
Consequently Miss Louise Minturn and Mr. Harry
Larchment, who had greeted each other this morning so
Avarmly, go to bed this evening with bitter feelings in their
hearts towards each other. Not the bitterness ef hate, but
the bitterness of love, Avhich is sometimes equally potent,
and efttimes produces as unpleasant results.
As for Miss Stockwell, she is radiantly happy. She
imagines she has got rid ef one flirtation that bethered
her, and taken up another that she thinks will not bether
her.
Later in the evening, Mr. Larchment, after packing bis
baggage, and getting in general order for going ashore
next day at Colon, sits down and writes a letter, giving
to it one or two sighs, and one or two Imprecations ; and
just before going to bed, remarks : " So far, I don't think
my trip te Panama has been a success ! " for this very
evening he has added another enemy to his list—Don
Diego Alvarez, the Costa Rican.
The next morning, bright and early, every one is up,
for land has been sighted !
From the deck, they see the distant Andes of South
America,
Then, after a time, from out its mists, they can dlstlnguish the Fierras Calientes, that rise, a mass of tropical verdure, before them : from Avhlch, wafted by breezes
over sparkling waves, are the odors of myriad plants and
floAvers. For what has been blusterlng, chilly spring in
New York, is now early summer under the Equator.
Then churning the blue Avaters, the great ship enters
Navy Bay, and before them lies Manzinillo Island, on
Avhich Stands the town of Colon—a mass of low red brick
structures, brightened here and there by palm trees ;
embellished on its sea side by a number of parallel
wharves that go straight into the bay, lined with the shipping of all nations.
To their left are the pretty residences of the officers
of the canal, on the Island of Christophe Colon, to which
a causeway has been filled in, at great expense, by the
ever-lavish Canal Intcroceanic.
Then the steamer running into her dock, ranges alongside the wharf, and ties up to it.
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All of this Avould have been noted Avith a good deal of
interest by Miss Minturn, did not a more personal matter take up her attention.
In the last moments ef a voyage, just before landing,
some ef the nicetles ef ship etiquette are forgotten ; and
taking advantage of this, a pleasant-looking reund-faced
Aveman, very neatly dressed, and leading by the hand a
pretty child, leaves the second cabin, and coming to Miss
Louise, presents a letter saying : " Mr. Larchmont
asked me to give you this."
Looking ever it, the girl is astonished by the fellowing :
Steamer Coloti, Mardi

30th, 1888.

" D E A R MISS MINTURN :

" T h o u g h you may consider it an impertinence, I take the liberty
of m a k i n g this Suggestion to you. I have been t h i n k i n g over the
position in which you will be placed—a y o u n g lady, u n k n o w n , a n d
alone in a foreign c i t y — P a n a m a .
" Of course the firm by w h o m you are engaged, a n d !Mr. Stuart,
will do everything they can for your comfort ; b u t still p e r h a p s the
matter of domicile may b e a difficult one to you. You should have a
h o m e with some Company a n d some protection.
" U n d e r the circumstances I v e n t u r e to suggest to your favorable
consideration, Mrs. Silas W i n t e r b u r n . She has rooms and board in
the Spanish family of an old notary n a m e d Martinez, in P a n a m a —
that is, when she is not with h e r h u s b a n d , who is stationed with his
dredger at this end of the Canal.
" T h e Martinez family, she informs me, v/ill be able to a c c o m m o date you, at a reasonable figure. Consequently I presume to mention this to you.
" Yours most respectfully,
"

H.\RRA' S T U R G I S L A R C H M O N T . " '

Looking at these words, the girl sees the handAvrIting
that came on the card Avith the A'iolets, and her heart
grov/s softer to the gentleman Avhose hand has penned
this note,
She says to the Aveman : " I am happy to meet you,
Mrs. Winterburn. Mr. Larchmont has been kind enough
to mention that you could assist me in ebtaining a
domicile in Panama ; " and holds out a welcoming hand.
This is cordially gripped by the AA/oman, Avho replies :
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" T h a n k you very kindly ! I hope you AVIU come Avith
me. It AAäll be so nice to have some one to talk to In
English. T h e other time I Avas there, I did not understand Spanish, er French, and it Avas so lonely ! "
As she sa3's this, the steamer is at thcAvharf, and Louise
finds bersel'f face to face Avith a kindly-loeking florid
gertleman, Avhem the captaln Introduces as Mr. Stuart
ef the Pacific Mail, and to Avhom Miss Minturn presents
her letter of introduction.
As he is reading it, Mrs. Silas Winterburn and her
pretty child have been hugged, kissed, and hugged again,
by a peculiar-looklng man, Avhe AA^as once tall, but has
apparently been shrivelled by the sun from six feet one
to five feet ten.
" Miss Minturn, this is my husband ! " saA's the Avom.an
very proudl3\
And the man adds : " By Plymouth Reck and Sanctus
Dominus ! I'm almighty glad to grip such a pretty girl
by the hand."
" O b , how d e you de, W i n t e r b u r n ? " remarks Stuart
cordially, looking at the mechanic.
" Quite spryish, governor," is the answer.
H e r e Miss Minturn takes opportunity ef explaining
Avhat Mr. Larchment bad suggested in the letter.
After a m o m e n t s consideration, Mr. Stuart sa3'S : '" I
really think that Avould be the best plan for you in Panama. Of course I shall see 3'OU safely on board the cars,
and that all preparations are made for your pleasant
transport across the Isthmus. But though I can engage
rooms for you in Panama, by telegraph, I do not think for
a young Iad3^ situatcd as3'ou are, they Avill be as pleasant
as those in the family ef old Martinez, the notary, where
you will have at least American society and the protection
of honest Silas Winterburn and his v/ife."
" Oh, ever3'body knoAvs me," remarks Silas, " from
Colon to Panama, and from the Atrato to Chiriqui ! I
am the American pioneer of the Isthmus !"
" T h e pioneer of the I s t h m u s ? " echoes Louise,
astonished.
"Yes ! Caramba!
I beg 3'our pardon !—I beg your
pardon ! I sometimes swear in Spanish from force of
habit. I was a fireman on the first through train on the
railway in ' 5 5 . "
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" And have you been here ever since ? "
" I've buried three families here, ef yelloAv fever," says
the man, wiping a tear from his eye. Then he goes on
in a happier voice : "But I've get started AvIth number
four ! " And looking with loving eyes upon bis wife,
he whispers : " I think she'll last me through. The
other three were timid things from facteries in Mass'chusetts, and most died of fright at the thouoht ef YelloAv
Jack ! "
This is said in a manner that astonishes Miss Minturn,
for Silas seems te suffer agony at the remembrance ef
his three lost families, but to be equally happy in the contemplatlon ef the present one.
By this time they have all get ashore, Louise noting
that Mr. Larchment Is Avell ahead of her, and already in
conversation Avith one or two officers of the Panama Railroad, who chance to be Americans he has seen in New
York, This young man's chief object noAv seems to
be to make acquaintance Avith everybody on the Isthmus,
and apparently he is succeeding.
Then genial Mr. Stuart shows his pretty charge over
the town, which censists chlefly ef two rows of houses
and Stores running the length ef the Island, Avith the
Panama Railroad shops en the south end cf it, and the
attachment called Christophe Colon at the north, and the
canal, which is the Chagres River turned from Its course,
running past it: all this Avith a fev/ palm and cocoanut
trees throAvn in, a mangrove SAvamp behind It, and a series
of wharA'CS in front of it that run out inte the blue
Avaves and soft surf v/hlcb ripples upon a beach of coral
sand.
Half an heur of this is sufficient ; then Mr. Stuart puts
Louise on the train beside Mrs. Winterburn, the bapp5'
Silas and his little daughter occupj'ing the opposite seat.
The cars are crewded by a heterogeneous mass of fereigners. The bulk of the conversation however is French,
for this canal with its thousand officers and m3-riad
laberers In 1888, had made the Isthmus from Colon to
Panama practically a French coleny.
Mr. Larchment is not on the ear in which Miss Minturn
is seated. Therefore she does not speak te him, though
she would have liked to ; for she Is beginning te repent
of her hasty expressions towards him, which had been
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caused not only by his proposition, but by Miss Sevefn's
connectien Avith it.
She is even now thinking, " His letter this m.orning
brought me protecrion, Avhen I had treated him harshh'.
H e has done me many kindnesses ; and I haA-e refused
to do him one ! I don't think I could ever bring myself to
his proposition, still I forgive him for making it. Yesterday, jealousy made me cruel ! "
T h e n she mutters to herseif : " Jealousy ! Pshaw ! I
am not jealous ! Whom am I jealous ef ? " And glares
around as if to find out the person on the train, but
only catches the e3'e ef Mr. Winterburn.
This eccentric sa3's: " What's the matter, sissy ? Are
you looking for a beau ? T h e r e ' s plenty here. For Dios !
I beg your pardon for the SAvear. Most every one's unmarrled about here. By all the saints in the Cathedral !
bachelers and AvidoAvers predeminate."
" You—you seem to be very well acquainted Avith the
Isthmus, Mr. Winterburn," stammers the girl, throAving
off meditation. " You say 3-eu are a pioneer ? "
" Y e s , had the fever In 1856 and got acclimated. Since
then I have found It as healthy as the Penobscot—for
me ! Other people sicken and die, but I thrive. I recken, Avhen we Avere building this railroad, Ave p l a n t e d a man
for every tie. NOAV I think the Canal is even beatin' our
average."
This euloglum upon the climate of the Isthmus gives
Louise a shiver ; she turns the conversation by suggesting : " Von must have seen many curious things here ? "
" Yes, everything from revolution and riot, to balls and
fandangos."
" Revolution and riot ! " says the girl, and is about to
ask him something eagerly, when glancing out of the
ear windoAV she suddenly ejacuiates : " How beautiful !
How fairylike ! "
For the train has run out of Colon, and leaving the
Island, is dashing through the swamps of the Mindee
that are fairylike In beauty, but awful in miasraa and
death.
So they come to the mainland Avith its rank A'egetatlon, in which are trees of a myriad specles, floAvers of a
thousand hues, vines and creeping plants, each different
from the ether, making a thicket that is a garden.
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So passing Monkey Hill, they reach Gatun, getting
here a first gllmpse ef the main Chagres ; and turning
up its Valley, the cars run under great llgnum vlt^e trees
covered with parasites, and palms ef every specles, from
the giant grande to these ef smaller stem and more
feathery leaves.
Every now and then, they pass a little native raucho
Avith its thatched roof, and inevitable banana plantatien.
These are varied by occaslonal orange groves, and noAV
and then a gllmpse of the Chagres River, quiet and
limpid in this the dry season, and rippling peaceably
between banks of living green to the Caribbean. It is
noAv disturbed, here and there, by the huge dredgers of
the American Compan3'—great masses of machinery that
scrape the mud of the river from its bottem, to build up
side Avalls to protect its banks.
" It is one ef them felloAvs that I Averk on as engineer,
Miss Minturn," says Winterburn, looking up from his
little daughter, who has groAvn tired, and Is sleeping contentedly in his lap.
Now and again they get gllmpses ef trading statiens
for canal laborers, some of them kept by Cbinamen, tili
finally they arrive at Bohle Soldado.
" That's my place of residence ! " ejacuiates Silas, Avho
has now become communicative.
"But I've three days
leave, and so I'll see you and the old lady through to
Panama. De you note that p'int ? " he says, after twenty
minutes more travel, " that's the head ef the dredging,
and from there on, the Canal Company tackles not mud,
but rocks. And rocks," here he whispers to the girl, a
curious tAvInkle In his eye, " is Avhat'U doAvn 'em ! "
And then passing the great bridge over the river at Barbaceas they run up the other bank te Gargona, and from
that en, by gradually increasing grades, come to Culebra,
Avhere the Canal people have their deepest cut to make.
" Oh, goodness ! " cries the girl, " what an enormeus
excavatlon ! "
" It's the biggest In the world," answers Silas. Then
he whispers confidentially, " But there is five times as
much more to dig."
" Why," cries Louise, " they'll never do it ! "
" Not this trip ! For la Madre ! assents Winterburn
solemnly.
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But other views drive Culebra from the girl's mind.
T h e y are descending the mountain ; before them the
L^reat savanna that leads to Panama, and the Avhite Avaters
of the Pacific. Running doAvn through hills that gradually become smaller, they come to the Rio Grande
Station, and first see the river that is to be the Avcstern
waters of the canal.
From there on, dashing over savannas ever green, they
note at their right hand, some gray buildings on a bill.
" T h a t ' s the Canal yelloAV-fever hospitals, where the
poor critters AVIU get a little breeze," says Silas, eager
to de the b e n e r s ef the Isthmus.
But leaving these, three miles away they run into a
little Station Avhere carriages Avith natlA-e drivers are
Avaiting for them, to drag them through dirty lanes into
the tOAvn ef Panama itself.
This is noAV a little Paris. French people jabber about
them at the Station, and the language of N e r m a n d y and
Brittany dominates the Spanish tongue ; ior la belle France
has come over the Isthmus to capture Panama.
Twice before this has been attempted. Twice with
success ! Once Morgan and his daring band ef everynation freebeoters came up the Chagres, and conquering, bore aAvay Avith them the treasures of the Avestern
ocean. Then American enterprise fought Its Avay with
iron rail through the swamps of the Mindee, and up the
Valley of the Chagres, and through the gate of the
mountains, and reached this town, te take its tribute from
the commerce of the Averld, and pay to stockholders the
dividends of Dives,
And now comes France—not to cross the Isthmus, but
to drive through It, and thus levy toll upon the navies of
the sea !
T h e Isthmus, subdued tAvice, v/ill it be conquered again ?
Nature—the aAvful giant nature of the tropics—will it
triumph ? Will this land go back to nature, and become
silent as when the Spanish Conqucstadores first landed on
its shores to make the Indians curse the Avhite saus Avhich
bore te them a Christianity that came Avith blood and
bigotry, to make them slaves ?

BOOK IV
T H E STRUGGLE IN PANAMA.

CHAPTER XV
AVINTERBURN'S

MUSEUM.

STRIKING a bargain with a mulatto charioteer, half in
the English tongue, half In Spanish, Winterburn procures a carriage, and the party take reute up the lane
leading from the railway Station ; and passing into the old
tOAvn of Panama, betAveen houses Avhese balconies come
very clese together, they reach the Calle del Catedral or
Main Street.
A moment after, Miss Minturn gives an exclamatien
of pleasure, for they have come out on the great plaza
ef the town, and the sunshine is upon it, making it look
very bright and pleasant compared to the dark streets
through which they have passed.
They drive along this, past a little cafe, with seats and
tables on the sldewalk, after the manner ef Paris, and
then in front of the old Grand Hotel—the one in Avhich
Montez had made the acquaintance of the Franco-American. This is noAv devoted te the offices ef the Panama
Canal Company—the upper floors being used for business purposes, and the lower one being turned inte a
general club füll ef billiard-tables for the use of its employees ; all lavlshly paid for by the money of the stockholders.
Then they come to another cafe or restaurant, more
elaborate than the first, Avbese tables and chairs are upon
the sldewalk like those of the grand Boulevard cafes in
far-eff Paris. Turning the cerner, across the Plaza A'/ith
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its Avalks and tropic plants, the girl sees the great Cathedral of Panama, old Avith the dust ef centuries. But this
is distant and ancient; and the Grand Central Hotel and
a lot of Offices are near her and modern.
At the old Club International, they turn aAvay from the
Plaza and go towards the sea wall and the ' Battery ; '
and after passing through more narroAv streets with overhanging verandas, they come to the house ef the notary,
Martinez.
Here Mrs. Winterburn Is received in veluble Spanish,
by the Avife of the official, a Creole lady of about thirtyfive, but looking much older, and her numereus progeny ; all of them daughters, ranging from twenty-tAvo
te feurteen, and all ef them, in this rapid sunny part of
the Avorld, of marriageable age.
Louise's Spanish soon makes them her friends, and she
finds hcrself settled A'ery comfortably in a room that
looks out ever a Avide veranda on a little patio, or enclosed
courtyard, around Avhich the house is built. This courtyard has a few plants and floAvers, in contradistinction
to most ef the Panama.patios, whose inhabltants are toe
lazy to put into the earth anything that merely beautifies,
though the land only requires planting to blossem like
S h a r o n s Vale. H e r apartment is up one flight of stairs,
for there are stores underneath, and the family, as in
most of the Spanish pertiens of Panama, live over
them.
Inspectien discloses to Miss Minturn that she has a
clean reom, Avith Avhitewashed Avalls and matting upon
the floor ; a Avhite-sheeted bed, and a few other articles
ef furniture that are comfertable, though net luxurieus.
At one end of her room SAvings a hammock.
" Hammock, er bed! You can take your cholce, sefierita ! " laughs the old Spanish lady. " But if 3'ou take my
advice, you v/ill cheese the hammock—it's cooler !" and
leaves her alene.
T h e n Louise looking around, finds there is a veranda
overhanging the street, to which a door leads directly
from her room. With this open there is a very good
draught, Avhlch is pleasant, as it is noAv the sultry portion
of the afternoon.
Seen her trunk, which has been attended to by kindly
old Winterburn, arrives, and the girl unpacking it, makes
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her preparations for permanent stay, and looking out on
the prospect, thinks: " How different this is to Seventeenth Street in New York ! " Then she murmurs: " How
quiet! and this for a whole year ! " and sadness would
come upon her ; but she remembers there are AngloSa.xen friends in the house with her. She thinks, "Were
it not for his thoughtfulness I should be alene and homesick. And I was unklnd to him—not because ef his
proposition, but because "—then cries—" I hate her anyAvay ! "
After this spurt ef emotion, being tired with the railroad trip, and Avorried over Mr. Larchment, Louise thinks
she Avill take, after the manner of the Spanish, a siesta
and forget everything ; and cllmbs inte her hammock.
Being unused to this swinging bedstead, she gives
a sudden shriek, for she finds herseif grovelling en the
floor ; the management of this cemfort ef the tropics not
being an accompllshment that is acquired in one siesta.
But the beat Avill net let her sleep, so she goes into a
day-dream, from which she Is aroused by one of the
young ladies of the househeld coming in, and crying :
" Senorita Luisa, I have brought you some cigarettes ! "
" For me ? I never smoke ! " laughs the American girl,
partly in dismay, partly in astonishment.
" Not smoke ?—and you speak Spanish ! " says the
Isthmus malden in supreme surprise. " L e t m e teach
you ! "
She lights up, and lolls upon the bedstead, telling the
young American lady, to v/hom she seems te have taken
a great fancy, that her name is Isabel, but all Avho love
her call her Beiita, giving out incidentally the/i?^//'.?gossip
ef Panama, between deft puffs of smoke that rise in
graceful rings about her.
Louise sits looking at her dreamlly, thinking that Panama Is a very quaint and quiet place, as It is te her, this
afternoon.
Mr. Larchmont's experiences, hev/ever, are different.
He drives into the town over much the same read as the
Winterburns have taken, but stops at the Grand Hotel,
and would engage a suite of apartments of most extraordinary extent and price for a man depending upon the
salary of a clerk in the Pacific Mail Steamship Company,
or any other clerk for that matter, except, perhaps, some
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of the Canal Company, who are paid most extravagant
prices ; but suddenly Harry remembers he is supposed
only to have one hundred and fifty dollars a month for
his stipend, grov/s cconomical, and chooses quarters that
do net please bim and make him swear—this luxurieus
young man.
Then having made himself as comfertable as the beat
Avill permit, attired In the whitest linen, and a Avide-brimmed
Sombrero de Guayaquil, Avhich he has- purchased In the
French bazaar as be drove into town, Harry Larchmont
Steps out to see the sights of this arena upon Avhich he has
come two thousand miles, like a knight ef old, te de battle
for a young malden, against the giant AA'IIO has her In bis
teils.
Like Amadis de Gaul and Saint George of Merry
England, en his journeying be has found another Queen
of Beauty te look upon the c o m b a t ; and though her place
is not on the imperial dais, and under its velvet canopy,
still one smile from her Avould make bis arm more potent,
his sword more trenchant, bis charge more irresistible,
and nerve him t e greater deeds ef " daring d e , " than
those of the malden for whom he battles, or these ef any
other maid in Christendom.
So Avith chivalry in his heart, and a great Avish to strike
down Baren Montez, the evil champion eppesed to him,
though scarcely knowing Avhere to find rent in his armer
of proef, Sir Harry of Manhattan steps out upon the
Plaza de Panama, to see a pretty but curious sight.
A Spanish town turned into a French one !
Not some quaint old village of Brittany, or Normandy,
but a bright, dashing, happy-go-lucky, "Mon
Dieu!"
Ctn-can, French town ! In fact, a little part of gay Paris
transferred to the shores of the Pacific.
A modern
French picture in an old Spanish frame.
As he leaves the hotel, the Cafe Bethancourt, just across
the street, is filllng up with young Frenchmen^arrayed
very much as they would be on th-e Champs Elyse'es er
Boulevard des Italiens.
They have come in, as they
would in la belle Paris, to drink their afternoon absinthe,
Open carriages, bareuches, landaus, are carr3'ing the
magnates of the Canal management, with their wives and
their children—or perhaps some one eise—about the Plaza
preparatory to their drive to the Savanna ; which, unheed-
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ing the mists of the evening, they will take as they would
in the Bois du Boulogne, though the miasma ef one breeds
death, and the breezes of the other bring life.
All this looks very pretty to the gentleman as he strolls
through the Plaza, between green plants and over smooth
Avalks, and notes that about this great Square none of
the surrounding buildings, save the great Cathedral and
the Bishop's Palace, have now the air of old Spain. The
rest have become modern Parisian cafes, offices, hoteis,
bazaars, er magazins.
After a few moments' contemplatien ef this, the 3'Oung
man says to himself : " But I came here for Avork !
To discover the weak spots in this villain's armer, It is
necessary for me to know these who are acquainted with
him, those Avho have business with him ; in fact, the Averld
of Panama ! And to become acquainted Avith these novel
surroundings, first my letters ef introduction."
So he Starts off, and after a few inquiries, finds the office of the American Censul General, Avblch is just opposite the Bishop's Palace, in the Calle de Comercio.
Fortunately this dignitary is at home, and Harry, presenting his credentials, is most affably received, for his
letters bear very streng names both socially and politically, in the United States.
" I'll put you up at the Club International immediately," says the official. " There you will meet everybody ! Supposing you drop In there Avith me this
evening ?"
" Delighted ! " returns Harry, " provided you AVIII dine
Avith me first—Avhere do they give the best dinners ? "
" Oh, Bethancourt s as good as any."
" Well, dine with me there, will you ? Half-past seven,
I suppose '11 be about the hour."
" With pleasure," ansAvers the representative of Amer
ica. And Mr. Larchment, noting the official has business
on his hands, leaves him and saunters off to kill time tili
the dinner hour, curiously enough asking the way to the
house of Martinez the notary, but contenting himself
Avith Walking past and giving a searching glance at its
Windows, though he does not go in.
Then he strolls back to the hotel to dress, and being
joined by the censul the two go to the swell cafc'oi Panama, Avhere Mr. Larchmont gives the representative of
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Uncle Sam a dinner that makes him open his eyes and
sets him te thinking, " What Avondrous clerk has the
Pacific Mail Company got, Avho spends half a month s salary upon a tete-ä-tete and thatto a gentleman ? Egad, I'd
like to see this young Lucullus entertain ladies !" a wish
this gentleman has granted Avithin the next fcAV days, in a
manner that makes him and the Avhole town ef Panama
open their eyes; for Harry suddenly goes to playing
a game at Avhich he cannot be economical.
This comes about in this manner. Larchmont and his
ncAV friend are enjoying their coffee, seated at one ef the
tables outside ; scraps of conversation coming to them
from surrounding tables.
The one next to them is occupied by two excitable
and high-voiced Frenchmen, one an habitue oi the Isthmus ; the other a later arrival.
" I Avish," sa3'S the ncAv-comer, " that I could get some
definite Averd out of Aguilla about their contract Avith
me. But he puts me off, saying that IMontez Avhen he
arrives Avill attend te it. NOAV Baron Fernande likes the
great Paris better than the little one. He has net been
here for a year. I am AvaitIng tAve months, and I'm
rather fatigued ! "
" You Aven't have to Avait much longer," laughs bis
companion, the Panama habitue. " Baron Fernando Avill
shortly arrive."
" Ah, has bis partner told you ? "
" No, Aguilla never says anything."
" Then hoAV do you knoAV ? "
" How ? " says the old resident, Avith a wisely Avicked
smile. " By that ! " and he points to a placard hanging
on a Avall near by. Fellowing his glance Harry Larchmont sees that it announces that Mademoiselle Bebe de
Champs El3'sees of the Palais Royal, Paris, AVIII shortly
make her appearance at the Panama Theatre.
" When Mademoiselle Bebe is announced, Baron Montez very shortly afterAvards steps en the stage," continues the gentleman at the table.
" Ab, she is a friend of his ? " queries the other.
" Sans doute! So much of a friend that she never
comes here Avitheut her eher ami, Baron Montez, arriving
very shortly after her."
" You seem interested in the conversation next us,
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Larchmont," Avhispers the censul. " D o you knoAv the
famed Baron Montez ? "
" A little !" answers Harry abstractedly, for he has
just thought Avhat he thinks a great thought, and is
pleased with himself.
It is something after this st3'lc : " Perhaps here is a
flaAv in my enemy's armer ef proef, Perchance Mademoiselle Bebe de Champs Elysees has the confidences of
her eher ami my adversar3^ Mayhap from her I can
gain some knowledge that may give me A'antage over
him ! " Then he laughs to himself quite micrrity. " By
Jove ! Avhat great friends Mademoiselle Bebe and I shall
be!"
With this rather unknightly Idea in his mind, the
young gentleman proceeds te pump the censul and
everyone eise he meets this evening, about the coming
dramatic star at the Panama Theatre, and very shortly
discovers that De Champs Elysees Is a 3'oung lady, Avhe,
though she is by no means prominent on the Parisian
boards, is considered a great card in Panama.
This has been chlefly ewing to the push that has been
given to her artistic celebrity by the devetion of Baron
Fernando, Avho has lavished a good deal of money and a
good deal of time upon this fair clcve of the cafes chantants and the Palais Royal.
After a little, anxious te learn more about her, Harry
proposes to his guest that they drop Into the theatre.
So they saunter te the temple of Thespis where a Spanish
opera Company that has come up from Peru is giving
" High Life in Madrid," AA'hich is so much like high life
in Paris embellished by the chachucha and fandango
instead of the can-can, that it greatly pleases the mixed
French and Spanish audience.
Though every one eise is Interested in the Performance, Mr. Larchmont Is not. He is devoting himself to
discovering all about the attraction that is to follow it.
Getting acquainted with one of the attache's of the theatre,
he learns that Mademoiselle Bebe de Champs Etysees AVIH
arrive within a day er two, and appear probably the next
Monday. That she is not a very great singer ; that she
is not a very great actress ; that she is not a very great
dancer ; but that she is " a very diable," as the old doerkeeper expresses it.
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" However, Monsieur is young, handsome, and I hope
rieh. So he can soon see for himself," suggests tlie old
man with a French shrug of the Shoulders.
The opera ever, Harry and the American official go te
the Club International, which has been moved from its
former quarters en the Grand Plaza, to a house called
" The Washington," somewhat nearer the railroad, and
in the old Spanish quarter. Here they find some billiardplaying, some chess, and lots of Frenchmen, Spaniards,
and in fact a good deal ef the male high life of Panama.
Mr. Larchment is introduced right and left, and being
anxious te make friends, soon has lets of acquaintances,
for his off-hand manner AvIns everybody. All that he
learns here, using both tongue and ears with all their
might, satisfies him on one point, and that is, that Mademoiselle Bebe de Champs Elysees will know the secret
thoughts of Baren Fernando Montez, if any one does.
So he chuckles to himself : " I'll nail this sceundrel
Samson of Panama by this naughty Delilah ef Paris ! "
and considers himself a very great diplomat, and a Avonderful card-player in the game of life, as he goes te bed
about three o'clock in the morning, which is a rather bad
time for an industrlous clerk te retire to rest, if he Avishes
to be at his duties In the Pacific Mail Steamship Company's offices early the next morning.
But even as Harry turns Into bed, he mutters : " If she
had been kinder, I should not have done this thing ! "
Still, notAvithstanding his bueyant nature that considers
half the battle wen, this young gentleman, as he closes
his eyes, gives half a sigh, and Avondcrs Avhat has been
lacking in his life this day; then suddenly becomes Avide
awake, as he mutters : " By Jove ! I have not seen her
face—I have not looked into her eyes— or heard her
voice for tAventy-four hours ! "
Next groAvs angry and indignant and cries out: " Hang
it! I 7mll go to sleep. No Aveman shall keep me
awake !"
But netwithstanding this determination, he tosses
about on a sleepless bed for an hour or two, and wonders
if it is the mesquitoes ef Little Paris.
As for the object of his thoughts, she has passed a
quiet evtning with the Winterburns, and the family of
old Martic.ez, Avho has lived a long time upon the Isthmus,
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and teils her anecdotes of the earlier da3"s of Panama,
before It became, as he calls it, " a French co]on3^"
Seme of his daughters are musical, and Louise and
they sing snatches ef the old operas together, in dues,
trios, and quartettes, to the accempaniment of mandolin
and guitar ; music which seems in keeping Avith the
tropic evening and quiet of this Spanish portion of
Panama, Avhich is half deserted after nightfall.
Winterburn breaks in after each selection Avith a quaint
mixture ef American applause and Spanish braves, sometimes saying with a sigh : " To-morroAV I'll have te be
going off to work en my Chagres dredger again at Bohle
Soldado."
" You have lived en the Isthmus long time," remarks
Miss Louise. " I suppose now you're used to it."
" Well, yes, pretty Avell. I've been en It so long that I
knew everything about it."
Then he astonishes the girl, by ejaculating suddenly :
" Would you like to se^ my museum ?"
" Your what ? " ask^ Louise.
" My cellection ef curiosities. I've get most enough
to run a dime show, in the U. S. Just let me add a couple
of San Blas Indians, a live crecedile, an anacenda, and
throw in a Spanish dancing girl, and the pen AvIth Avhlch
De Lesseps signs Panama bonds, and diablo.' I AVIII do a
fine business en the Bewery ! "
" T h e Bewery!" says his wife. " Wh\', Silas, have
3'OU ever seen the Bewery ? "
"Yes, I saw it on m3/ third wedding tour, ten years
ago," he remarks contemplativety. " Sally—she v/as the
one before you—AA'as very much taken Avith It also. TU
glA-e you a show at it, too, Susie, some day."
On this cheering remark Miss Minturn breaks In, saying : " The museum, quick ! "
" Then I'll accemmedate ! " repHes Silas genially. " I
always like to accemmedate pretty girls, even when
they're thick as candles in a cathedral, as they are about
here," and he looks around at the various sefioritas of the
Martinez family, AvIth a jovial chuckle, and a horrible
sota voce remark : " Perhaps some day, If I live long
enough, I'll be marryin' one of ye."
So they all troep into a big room at the end of the house,
which had once been occupied by domestic impedimenta
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ef the Martinez family that are noAV crowded out by the
cellection of this pioneer ef the Isthmus.
It is a cenglomeratlon of edds and ends picked up in
nearly forty years of the Tropics. This he proceeds to
walk around, giving a lecture ver3' much after the manner
ef exhibitors of similar cellections in the United States.
" H e r e , " he says, " ladies and gentlemen, Is the first
spike that was ever driven in the Panama Railroad. I
knew it's genuine, for I pried it out and stole it my
seif.
" This," he shouts, pointing to a hideous saurian ef
tremendous size, " is an alligater I killed myself down
on the Mindee in '55. There were lots of them there In
these days—big fellers ! This chap is reported to haA'e
eaten a native child, but I don't guarantee that !
" H e r e , " and he points to some curious Images, " are
some of the old statues taken from Chiriqui temples.
D u g em up myself, and can swear to their bein' the real
genuine. Archseologists declare that they take us back
as far as the times ef most ancient record, equivalent to
days of Phare's Egypt.
" Lot number four is a bottle of snakes ef my OAvn killin'
also. T h e one with the big head is what the natives call
the Mapana doAvn on the Atrato, Avhese bite is certain
death. Here is a Coral, likewise deadly. Killed it In
the ruins of old Panama. And that reminds me—b3'the-by, Miss Louise, I want to give you a little advice
about snakes in this country. Most people AVIU teil you
there ain't none about here. So there ain't, in town here,
and along the works of the Panama Canal and Railroad.
But I remember in the days In old Gargona, Avlien the
passengers v/cnt doAvn from the board hotel to take boat
for Cruces early in the morning, and a negro boy always
Avent ahead, swinging a lantern, to scare the crepeers
aAvay, When you go into the country, you Avear high
boots, and don't skip around old trees in open-work
stockings !
" Here is a counacouchi," and he points to a stuffed
snake some thirteen feet long. " The natives here call it
a name I can't pronounce, but It is the same as frightens
people in Guiana under the high title o f ' B u s h m a s t e r . '
It is the deadliest and fiercest viper on earth. H e don't
wait for you to come at him—he comes at you. Look at
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them inch and a half fangs ! There's hj-perdermics for
ye ! " And he shoAvs the two fangs of that deadly snake,
some of Avhich inhabit the more inaccessible parts of this
Isthmus of Panama, together with the no less dreaded
lance-headed viper—the Isthmus prototype of the hideous
Fer de lance ef Martinique, and Labarri of Guiana, scale
for scale, the only difference being that climatic changes
have given different colorlng te the snake.
" Oh, no more of this," shudders Louise.
" I shall
dream of snakes ! " and turns away te examine a hideous
idol.
While doing this, she cries suddenly : " W h a t is t h i s ? "
and points to the brauch of a large tree, in Avhose solid
AA'Ood is imbedded a powder canister, Avhich bears the
stamp " Dupont RIfle Powder, 1852," though age has
rendered it scarcely legible.
" T h e first," says Silas, " is an idol that the Indians
used t e worship before the Spaniards taught 'em better.
T h e second is a proef of the Avenderful groAVth of all
A'egetable substances in this rapid land. I Avas working
my dredger en the main Chagres last rainy season. It
Avas just after a fleed, and there Avas a plle ef brushAveed
Coming down the river, Avhen I seed somethln' glisten
In the floatin' rubblsh, as It Avent past me, and fished this
out, and brought it OA^er here. T h a t tree m^ust have been
growin around that old Dupont powder canister that
probably some California miner flung aAvay, for perhaps
thirty odd years, and has now become part of it.
"Well ! you have not much curiosity, though you are
a Yankee ! " laughs Louise.
" Why ? "
" Because you have never removed the lead stepper
from it. l'here might be something inside,"
" Oh, open it, Silas ! " cries his Avife. " Perhap-?
there s money in it ! "
" Oh, leave that for a rainy day. \e can spend an
afternoon InA'estigating it, Avhen I'm on the dredger, At
present I am goin' on with the museum : Lot number
six. Bow and poisoned arroAVS. Have been used b3' the
San Blas Injuns in fighting off surveyers and explorers.
T h e high mountainous nature of the country prevents
their bein' conquered, and at present they are the onl3'
politically free people in the State of Panama ! "
II

162

EARON MONTEZ.

" Hush ! " cries the old notary, laughing.
" Don't
touch on politics, my friend Winterburn."
" Oh, ho ! Is there another revolution on foot ? " Inquires the Yankee, and goes on Avith the description of
his cellection.
Some ef his curiosities are very peculiar, netably an
idol Avicn r.'-;volvinc; eyes.
After a time, Miss Louise groAvs tired of Idols, bows
and arroAvs, snakes, lizards, and Jaguars, and suggests that
they leave the balance of the curiosities for another day,
as she is anxious to be at her post early in the morning.
Alone in her room, ;"iilas' Avarning about snakes impresses her so much that she climbs into her hammeck,
thinking Avith a shudder that it is safer than the bed.
But she can't sleep In the hammock and craAvls timidly to
the bed, and there forgets about snakes, for her pretty
Ups m u r m u r — " Harry " as uncensciousness comes over
her and closes her bright eyes.

CHAPTER
T H E DUPI.TCATE

XVf,
TINTVPE,

T U E next morning Miss Minturn, having American
1)M-iiM-ss nnihipd:; In her min'l, makes her appearance,
afl( r an carlv bre.'d:fast, at the office of Montez, Aguilla
et Cie,, on ilii' Ci/He de Pacz. but finds that it is not open,
and IS told !)V a neL;ro l.oy who is in charge of it, that if
fhe Avill (-all at cK'\en o'clock, they v/ill be ready for
business,
Consequently, though somewhat astonished, the young
l.idy takes a w.-ilk about tOAvn, and going towards the ba3',
fincisher.scli in the market of Panama, Avhere a number of
negro Avomen and mulattees are doing a thriving business
in yuccas, frijolis, beef cut in long Strips {tassajo), fruits,
and fish,
Tempted by some of the beautiful fruit ef the Isthmus,
Louise buys an orange, and Avalks nonchalantly, eating
it, towards'^the end of the railroad track v/hich runs oiit
on the Avharf into the bay.
Nearing this, she sees a
building that is now almost in ruins, carelessly deciphers
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on it the Avords " Pacific H o u s e , " and suddenly gives a
Start. This is the place from Avhich the last letter of
Alice Ripley bad been written to her daughter in the faraAvay United States.
It brings the epistle home to her ; Montez comes into
her mind, and she Avonders : " Can it bc true—the Avild accusations that the American has made against him ? If he
has ruined one friend in Paris, ma3' he not have destroyed
another frank, trusting soul upon the Isthmus ? "
Filled with these thoughts, the girl strolls slowly doAvn
the wharf, te see a figure that appears familiär te her. It
is that of the secend-cabin passenger on board the Colon,
Bastien Lefert.
T h e old man Is sitting looking ever the beautiful
waters of the bay, Avhich, as the tide is in, are noAV rippling at his feet. His eyes have a dreamy, far-eff expression, and he is muttering as if breken-hearted, Avords that
come te Miss Minturn something like this :
" F i v e bundred thousand francs! Sapriste!—fer
the
residence ef the Directer General ! Seven hundred and
fifty thousand francs ! Mon Dieu !—for his country palace ! Millions fer luxury, the pigs—the swine—but little
for work ! "
T h e n to her astonishment, the man suddenly becomes
very animated, for he utters asnarling, shrieking " Sacrc!
What shall I do ? T h e savings of a life ! " and goes
dancing and muttering up the wharf in a semi-demented,
seml-paralyzed manner.
But the beauties ef the scene bring back her thoughts
te it. It is fairy-iand !—and a falry-land she had never
seen before, fer no stage picture was ever so beautiful.
T h e dainty Islands ef Flamence, Perico, Tebaguilla, and
in the distance far-away Toboga, rise before her from
blue water, green—eternal green !
T o the south, blue Avater ;—though this seems t e her
west, for the points of the compass are wondrously
changed here, to those net knowing them.
T o the east, the coast running awa3'to the far-eff toAVer ef deserted old Panama, and back ef it green savannas
and mountains that rise from it, Islands in an emerald
sea. T o the north, the old gray ramparts of the city.
But the sun is coming up upon this scene of beauty,
and warned by its heat, the girl leaves the wharf and re-
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turns te the tOAvn of Panama, to make her appearance at
the office of .Montez, Aguilla et Cie.
Here she is received by the junior partner Aguilla,
AA'ho is an old, pleasant, reund-faced, honest-mannerecl
Frenchman, one of the bourgeois class, Avho had been
taught in his 3'outh to save pennies, but noAV, In this era
of extravagance, runs bis business quite liberally.
" Ah," he says, " Miss ^Minturn ! " speaking to her In
French, to Avhich she replies in the same language. " I
had received advices of your leaving NCAV York from our
correspondents, Flandreau & Company, Avhe have forAvarded to me your contract.
Your duties here Avill not
be difficult, ner unpleasant, I hope. You Avill chiefly take
my dictation, and forAA'ard my letters, doing any other
correspondence that may be entrusted to you. An American stenegrapher was engaged, at the Suggestion of my
partner, the Baron Fernando Alentez." T h e old gentleman speaks with great reverence of bis titled associate.
" H e thought an American AA'ould have less interest in
discovering any of our cenfidential transactions, and
Avould be more difficult ef approach than any one v/e
could empley here. Your engagement, Miss Minturn, is
a tribute to the respect 1113' partner and I feel for the business honor of the United States."
Then the old gentleman chuckles in atheatrical Avay :
" Voilä Remingten ! " and shoAvs her, in an adjoining
office, a newly imperted type-Avriter.
" It came with you, on the same steamer," he laughs.
" Oh, I brought mine AA'ith me also ! " sa3's the girl.
" Ah, that will be convenient, If one gets out ef order.
Besides," here a sudden idea strikes this gentleman, " I
occupy a villa belonging to Baron Montez, en the Island
ef Toboga. ^Ye will have this sent there. I have often
correspondence that requires attention on Sundays.
Sometimes I Avill ask you to make a picnic to Toboga, on
a bright da3', where 3'ou AVIII be pleasantly received by my
Avife who lives there. T h u s we can save a delay of tAventyfour hours in our correspondence."
A few minutes afterwards, Miss Minturn's own machine, which has been sent from his house by the
notary, arrives, and the young lady finds herseif at- her
old occupation again, and playing upon the well-remembered but perhaps not Avell-beloved keys.
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She is delighted te find she has a room to herseif. It
is immediately behind the private office ef Monsieur
Aguilla. The large general offices, three er four of
them, are occupied by numereus Clerks who go about
business in a French way, with a good deal of excited
jabber and volubility.
Miss Minturn's first day's correspondence is chiefly
Avith the Panama Canal Co. Everything Avith that
Institution is done by letter. However, there are some
outside epistles, one te the agent of the railroad at
Colon, and another addressed to Domingo Flerez,
Porto Belle, State of Panama, enclesing a draft upon
the Railroad Company at Colon, fer the sum ef fifty
dollars.
" You can keep that form ef letter," remarks Aguilla,
after dictating it, " as you Avill have to send a similar one
every month to the old man, as It contains his remittance
—his dividend en his Panama steck."
Then the old gentleman looks Avith quick, eager eyes
at the deft hands of the young lady, as they fly over the
keyboard.
He laughs as he goes aAva3', and says :
" You are like an artist en the piano. I feel quite
preud of our firm ! We have the only stenegrapher
and typewriter en the Isthmus ! "
This sets the girl te thinking. She the only stenegrapher in Panama—what could have put it into their
heads ? But the remark of Aguilla satisfies her on this
point. They fear that their affairs would net be as
private in the hands of some one Avhe knew more
about the state of business on the Isthmus—some one
who perhaps might find It to his interest te disclose some
ef their contracts with the Panama Canal Company—one
or two ef the letters te that concern having made Miss
Minturn open her bright American eyes, and Avonder
with her bright American mind, If there is net jobbery
and rascality contained between their rather amblguous
lines.
But this is none of her business, and getting through
AvIth her Averk, Louise soon becomes interested in the
movements of her fellow-clerks, a fcAV of whom are noAV
introduced to her by the head ef the house.
Most of these are young Frenchmen ; altheugh there
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are a few Spaniards and Chilians, there are no Americans
among them. But, curiously enough, there is a Chinarnan ! H e has charge of the accounts ef the various
laberers hired upon certain excavatlon contracts that the
firm is engaged upon, and also carries accounts AvIth
scA'eral Chinese stores and booths scattered along the
Avorks of the Canal, betAveen here and Colon.
Tv/o of the Clerks, however, Interest her. The3' are
both great dandies, one of them a 3'oung Parisian named
Massel, and the ether a Marseillais named D'Albert.
These tAvo young gentlemen are apparently Avell up in
the office and haAC good salarles, as they stroll off to the
Bethancourt for lunch, Avhlle the bulk ef the employees
are perfectly content Avith the more demecratic and less
expensive La Cascada, which Is more convenient te the
Calle de Pacz.
N^oting the employees going aAvay, the young lady
Steps into ]\Ionsieur Aguilla's private room, and says :
" What must I do now ? "
" W h y , do Avhat the rest ef them have done. Run
aAvay to your breakfast! "
" W i l l I have t i m e ? " asks the girl, astonished, recellections of the rush of Nassau Street coming to her.
" Oh, certainly ! There AVIU be nothing for you to do
tili half-past two—say three o'clock. I AVIU be here at
three. Perhaps I may have a few letters."
So the girl trips aAvay quite lightly, though the sun is
v/arm, Avondering to herseif : " Sixty dollars a Aveek for
iJi'sl
.'Vt this rate I Avould have earned six hundred
dollars a Aveek at Miss Yvork's."
But she soon discovers that the beat is such that one
cannot labor as vigorously in Panama as in New York.
\\'hen she gets home and has a dcjeuncr ä la fottrchetlc,
siie is A'ery glad to escape from the sun, and under the
cool veranda leunge out a couple ef hours in a hammock siesta. It does not take long for old Sei to destroy
even Anglo-Saxon activity in this land of the Equator.
So the Aveek runs along, and grows heavy to her, for
by tliis time she has become very anxious te see the
bright face of Harry Larchmont.
She has, hoAvever,
heard about him several times from the loquacious
Clerks, D'A.lbert and Massel, the former of Avhom questions her regarding the young American,
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He remarks one day: " Mademoisell-, you came by
the same steamer with Monsieur Larelunent, the new
clerk ef the Pacific Mail Company ? "
" Yes," replies the girl, " Avhy do you ask ?"
" Why ? Because he is the most AvonderfuI clerk in
the AA'orld. His salary, I have Inciuired and discovered,
is one hundred and fifty dollars a month. He spends
one hundred and fifty dollars In a night. Now, If he
Avere rieh, he might be a clerk in ether lands, but nebody
Avhe Is rieh Avould ever come doAvn here te slaA'C,"
Then he suddenly strikes bis head, and sa3's : '-Mon
Dieu ! perhaps he is an embezzler ! Perhaps hc has fled
from the United States ! " for there are several of these
gentry upon the Isthmus.
The girl ansAvers, Avith indignant eyes : " Embezzler !
AYhat do you mean ? Mr. Larchmont is a member of one
ef the riebest families of the United States ! "
" Oh, Indeed ! And mademoiselle is angry ! " replies
the 3-oung man. Then he bows to her meckingly, and
remarks suggestively : " Monsieur Larchment is also one
of the handsemest men in the United States ! "
Watching them as they go to breakfast, Louise notes
with flaming eyes and indignant face D'Albert and
Massel emit sly giggles, and indulge in shrugs of Shoulders, and slight pokes in each other's Gallic ribs.
Going off to her own afternoon intermission she smites
her pretty hands together nervously, once or tAA'ice, and
murmurs : " Yes, handsome ! God help me ! Foo handsome for my happiness ! " Then she says suddenly :
" What a fool he Is ! Could he not have seen It was
Miss Severn made me angry ? "
So the time is heavy en her fair hands. Silas Winterburn has already gone back to bis dredger en the
Chagres, and Mrs. Winterburn devotes herseif chiefly to
her child and rummaging in her husband's museum in the
daytime, and listening te the music of the 3'oung ladies
at night; for this Is almost the only recreatlon that
Louise has found.
According te Spanish custom, 3-oung ladies cannot go
out by themselves, and old Martinez does not seem to
CA'cr think ef taking bis daughters to cA'enlng amusements.
" If they would only go te the theatre," thinks Miss
Minturn, " I could perhaps invite myself to go Avith
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them. There I might see him ! What shall I do to
pass the coming nights that are even noAV so l o n g ? "
And she has thoughts ef writing a novel, or poetry,
or some other wild llterary thing that young ladies
when driven by ennui, resert to, te bring despair upon
publishers.
So Saturday arrives, and Louise imagines she will
have a Sunday holiday, and thinks ef doing the Cathedral.
But before leaving the office fer the afternoon, a large
mail comes in, and Aguilla taking it in his hands sa3's :
" Beheld our Sunday work ! Make up a little picnic.
Ask one of your young lady friends, the Martinez, I
believe you live with, er some one eise, te come
Avith you to Toboga. Run down to-morrow. I have
had the new t3'pewriter sent there. You will have a
little office all to yourself in my villa. Come and pass
the day Avith us, and take a two hours' dictation from
me.
"The Ancon goes down every morning, and you
will enjoy the trip, I think. T h e expense, of course,
Avill be mine."
" Thank you," replies the young lady, " I shall be
delighted to come," as in truth she is ; for she knows it
Avill be a pleasant excursion, having heard of the beauties
of Toboga Island from other people besides her employer.
So she asks Mrs. Winterburn if she will not go Avith
her, thinking she will be more protection, and perchance
needs more recreatlon than the veluble Spanish girls,
Avh(T seem to find their life in Panama a pleasant one, notAvithstanding there is a dearth of suitors, as old Martinez
has no great dot to bestow upon his numereus progeny.
T h u s it comes to pass that Miss Minturn and the
wife of the engineer, one bright Sunday morning, run
down through the limpid Avaters ef the bay, upon the
steamboat v/hich lands them amid the palms, plantains,
and coceanuts of Toboga Island, which is very fair—fair
as when George Ripley looked upon it In 1856, though
now slightly more modern.
They tramp up the little bill, and over the same walk
that Fernando had skipped down that i5th day of April,
and come to the villa of Baron Montez of Panama,
which has been greatly enlarged from the bamboo and
palm-thatched cottage of its early days,
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Seated on a veranda overlooking the bay. Louise finds
the genial Frenchman and his family, and they make
her at home, and treat her very kindly ; and after a
pleasant lunch, she takes half an hour's dictation from
the business man.
" Now," he 533-5, " I think you can Avrite all these letters
and have time to return to Panama this afternoon I "
He leads her into quite a large room Avhlch had once
been used as a bedchamber, but Avhlch has been made
into a temporary office, fer there Is a bureau, ehest of
drawers, and AA'ashstand in it. In this has been set up
the typcAvrlter.
Working rapidly, Louise finishes the letters In less
time than she had expected.
As she hands them to Aguilla, he remarks : " HaA-e
this paper put aw-ay in the bureau. Make ever3-thing
permanent for yourself. This dictation has been a great
success ! I am a day ahead in my Aveek's Avork. We
Avill have more of these Sunday dictations."
" Very well," ansAvers the 3'oung lady, " I AVIU put the
paper and envelepes in the draAvers ef the bureau."
"Yes, I believe it is empt3'," be replies. " I don't think
the room has been occupied for a long time, though my
partner slept in it years ago, before CA'cn the Canal,"
So he leaves Mrs. Winterburn and Miss Minturn
together, for the girl is putting on her Avraps.
Susie says suddenly : " I Avill put away the paper for
3-eu, so Ave will have more time to catch the beat."
" Thank you, I think the top draAver AVIU be all I Avant,"
answers Louise, by this time engaged AvIth her hatstrings.
"What a pretty picture!" suddenly exclaims the
matren, from the depths of the bureau.
" Indeed ? " says the young lady nonchalantly.
" \^es, I recken she must have been some sweetheart of
the Baron's," laughs the lady. " It's quite 3-our facial
expression. Look ! " and she thrusts the picture under
the girl's vislon.
And suddenly Louise's eyes grow great Avith startled
surprise, and stare at a pertralt! For it is the counterpart of the one she shewed Harry Larchmont that day
upon the Colon—the one even new she is carrying in her
pocketboek.
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She gasps—she almost staggers !
"Why, Avhat's the matter, dearle ?" cries Mrs. Winterburn,
" Nething, but a great surprise! Something that I
may Avant," says the girl suddenly, a kind of horror Coming inte her eyes,—" Avant you to bear witness te, See ! "
She has opened the pocketboek. " Compare these two
—the one found in this deserted room—in the unused
bureau—it is the duplicate ! It is the picture ef Alice
Riple3', Avho disappeared on the Isthmus over thirty
3'ears ago ! "
And she holding them before the astonished Avoman's
face, Mrs. Winterburn says, also groAvIng pale : " Oh,
goodness gracious ! They are just the same ! She Avas a
relative ef yours ? "
"Yes, she AA-as my mother's mother," whispers Louise.
" She and her husband Avere robbed here ef a fortune
Avblch should have been mine—at all events, it disappeared. This picture I am justified in keeping ! But
say nothing of It—not even to your husband."
" Why, Silas can help you in the matter ! He knows
everything about the old Isthmus In those days !" gasps
Mrs. Winterburn.
" I^ntil I teil you—net a Avord to him ! I must consider."
The girl's hand is laid Avarningly upon the woman's
arm, as Aguilla Coming in, says : " Hurry, my dear young
lady, or you Avill miss the boat! "
" Yes," answers Louise. " Thank you for your hospitality ! " and goes doAvn the path falteringly, leanlng upon
I\Irs. Winterburn's arm.
So falteringty that Aguilla remarks te bis Avife : " Is
sickness coming upon that poor child so seen ? See,
even noAv she looks pale—her limbs tremble. Can the
A-ellow fever have found even her youth and beauty ?"
and sighs, turning away his face, for he has seen many a
3'Oung face go doAvn before YelloAV Jack in this tOAvn of
Panama.
But as they approach the landing, Louise Starts and
gives a jeering laugh, for Mrs. Winterburn has Avhispered
to her : " Do 3'ou think he is the murderer ? "
" He ? Who ? "
" Whv, A_.gui'!a, the man in the house."
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" N^o ! " cries the girl. " H e is as kind-hearted a
Frenchman as the sun e v e r s h o n e on ! H e has an honest
h e a r t ! T h o u g h I think there is another Avho is not so
scrupulous ! But for God's sake, keep silent ! My
future depends upon j-our promise ! ' '
••Very well I"' 533-5 the lad3', "• though I'd like to have
told my husband! "
•• I'll teil him if necessar3-," answers Louise.
T h e n thcA' board the steamer, which ploughs its way
back over the blue Avater to Panama, making the trip in
about an hour : and all this time Miss Minturn Is in a
brown study no flight of liying fish attracts her, no big
shark draws her gaze—her CACS look out on the blue
Avater b u t see it not.
She is thinking : " H e divined ! H e kncAv ' I'll teil
H a r r ) ' Larchmont ! I'll beg his pardon ! I'll teil him
what a fool I was ' I'll ask his aid, and if Montez is
guilt3-, I'll help him throw the villain down I "
New she becomes desperatel3- anxious to see this man
she has turned her back upo.R She throws away mock
modestA". Excitement gives force to her character.
Soon after they reach her home in Panama, Martinez
says : " You are not tired ; your eyes are ven- bright ;
your face has plentA- of color, Senorita Luisa ; wh3- net
take a walk with me and mA' daughters, on the Battery ?
EA-erybod3- goes there on Sunday afternocns. to hear the
band play. It costs nothing."
••Willingh-!" cries the girl, for sudden thought has
come to her ; •• If everybody goes to hear the band play,
H a r r y Larchmont will be there ! " She can speak to
him. She can apologize and ask his advice and aid.
So they all stroll off to the Battery, which Is but a step
for them, and climbing up on the old ramparts, that have
the city prison beneath them, they see the town in its
glory—^the white dresses cf the ladies, the gay colors of
the negroes, the fashions of Paris displayed in ancient
setting ef rare b e a u t y ; blue water on one side, the old
toAvn on the other ; underneath, prisoners wearing out
their lives in sepulchral h e a t ; and overhead, gay Panama.
T h e crowd is brilliant as a butterfly and light and aln,as tlie bloAving breeze. T h e military band is playing. and
the scene is radiant with French color and French vivacitA-. but ii has tender Spanish music, for the band is Souili
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American, and Spanish music always brings love te young
girls' hearts.
So there are tears in Louise's broAvn eyes, and she
is looking anxiously for Harry Larchmont, when suddenly there is even more than the usual French buzz
about her, and she sees a beautiful Avoman in the latest
mode of Paris, sweeping Avith bold eyes and flaunting
Step, and brazen look through the assemblage. The
eyes of all are turned upon her, and she is laughing and
flirting her parasol about her, and crying : "Bichon!
Viens ici! Bichon ! Vite ! " to a French poodle that has
been shaved In artistic manner, and is led by a maid
beside her. She is talking te a gentleman Avhese form
the girl recognizes and Starts as she sees his face, for it
is Harry Larchmont, and he has shut off all admirers
from this lady's side, and Is talking to her, making play
AvIth his eyes, as if he loA'ed her.
Then there is a whisper in the girl's cars. It is that
ef old Martinez the notary, who knows everybody and
says : " Turn away your heads, girls ! It is that aAvful
French actress—that fearful Mademoiselle Bebe de
Champs Elysees, the heroine of a hundred loves, the chere
amie of Baren Montez, the financier."
But Miss Minturn does not turn aAvay her head ! She
looks straight at the gentleman, Avhe on seeing her is
about to speak, but as her eyes gaze at him, his eyes
droop, abashed, a flush ef shame runs over his cheeks,
that for one moment have become pale, and his lips
tr.emble a little, though they force themselves to try te
speak, as Louise Ripley Minturn, the stenegrapher of
Seventeenth Street, New York, cuts Harry Sturgis
Larchmont, of fashion and Fifth Avenue, dead—dead as
the yellow fever !
CHAPTER XVIL
VADALIA CARDINALIS.
T H E N Mademoiselle de Champs Elysees and Harry
Larchmont pass on, the crowd gathering about them
Avith hum and chatter and merry voices, and Screening
them from her VICAV ; and the girl, Avho has thoroughbred

EARON MONTEZ.

I73

pluck, and AA-hose eyes have looked the gentleman very
straight in the face, suddenly feels faint, and thinks the
sun has gone out of the heaA-ens, for love, trust. and faith
in humanity have gone out of her heart also.
She notes. In an abstracted Avay, that Martinez is making some little joke upon the appearance of the Frenchweman : for though he has told his daughters not toloek,
the old n e t a r y s e3'es have devoured the beautiful yet
too highly colored picture La Champs Elysees has made.
After a little the 3-oung Martinez ladies suggest going
home, and Louise is very glad, and departs Avith them
to her lodgings, carr3'ing her head quite high and haughtih-, though she has a heart of lead and iron within her
Avildly panting bosom.
But she has left a picture in the eyes of Harry Larchment that he AVIII never forget! T h a t ef a girl Avith a
light straAV hat, the ribbons floating In the breeze aboA'e
her lovely head—a graceful figure posed like a statue
of surprise, one little foot advanced from under AA-hite
floating draperies, the other turned almost as if to fly.
A sash of blue shining silk or salin, linotted by a graceful bow about a fairy Avaist ; above it, a bosom that
pants Avildly for one moment, and then seems to stop its
beating, as her hand is Avildl3- pressed upon its agon3'
But the face ! The noble forehead ; the true, honest,
hazel e3-es, Avhich flash a shock of unutterable surprise and
scorn for debased mankind, and nostrils panting but
defiant ; pink cheeks that groAv pale even as he looks
upon them ; rosy lips that become sloAvly pallid, the
lower trembling, the upper curled in exquisite disdain ;
the mouth half open, as if about to speak—then clesed
t e him for ever ; and OA-er all this the infinite sadness of
a Avoman s heart for de5tre3-ed belief in Avhat she had
considered a noble manhood.
And his heart stops beating, too, for even as he looks
at her comes a sudden rapture, then a chill of horror—
rapture, for at this moment he guessesthat she loves him;
horror, because he knows she Avill love him no more.
T u r n i n g from this picture of pure Avomanhood, he
sees beside him the Avcman for Avhem he has lost all hope
of gaining Avhat be nev/ knows has been his hope in life.
F e r the shock of her disdain has told him something a
false pride had made him fight against believing ; that he.
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Harry Larchmont of the Avorld of fashion, loA-es Louise
Minturn of the Averld ef Averk Avith all his heart and all
bis soul.
Though Bebe de Champs Elysees utters her latest
piquant drolleries imperted from Paris, and tries her best
to amuse and allure this handsome young American Avhe
strolls by her side, and Avbom she suppeses rieh, for he
has squandered money en her, she finds him but poor
compan3'. H e contrives to reply to her, but her flaunting affectations seem more meretricieus to him than
ever.
After a little time he excuses himself to Mademoiselle
Bebe, and leaves this fascinating siren surrounded by a
crowd ef gentlemen admirers, for her netoriet3', as Avell
as beauty, have given her quite a folloAving of high-life
Avershippers in this town of Panama.
As he goes away the band is playing one of the Spanish love songs Louise had sung to him in the moonlight
on the Colon's deck, and he mutters te himself, crushing
bis hands together, " My dear little sweetheart ef the
voyage ! Fool that I Avas ! I have lost her for a fantasy ! " Which is true, for no love ef Bebe de Champs
Elysees had ever entered Harry Larchmont's heart.
H e had gone inte this affair rather recklessly, simply
seeking information that he thought she could give, and
for Avhich he Avas willing te pa3'
As to its moral sense, he
had given it A'ery little consideration.
It had simply
occurred to him that by it he might de.<^troy his adversary.
In New York he would doubtless have hesitated before
embarking in a matter that might bring scandal upon his
name ; but here, in this far-eff little place, Avhicli IRIS the
vices of Paris, Avitheut even its slight restraints, he had
dismissed this aspect of the affair from his mind, v/ith
the trite remark : " When you are in Rome, de as the
Romans do ! "
So Baren Montez net being on hand, Harry Larchmont has obtalned a pas.sing introduction to this siren of
the Boulevards upon her arrival.
H e has made his
approaches to her quite cautiously, and Avith all the secrecy
possible, net Avishing to form part of the petite gossip
ef Panama. Having spent quietly considerable money
and considerable time in trying to insinuate himself into
her good graces, he has succeeded In gaining perhaps
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more of Mademoiselle Bebe's regard than he himself
would wish.
Her confidences, for he has been compelled to approach the matter very deftly, have been so far only confidences as to what kinds of jewelry she likes most. In
fact, a great deal ef her conversation has been in regard
to the Avendrous string of pearls that a merchant has
brought from the Isle del Rey, that are, as she expresses
It, " dirt cheap ! " For this young lady has an eye to
business, and knoAVS that the traders of Panama have not
as fine diamonds as these ef Paris, yet in pearls they
sometimes equal, sometimes excel them.
H e r promptings and petitionings have been so persistent, that H a r r y knows that the gift will probably Avin
from her the Information that he AvIshes, and that Avhen
the pearls ef Panama ädern Mademoiselle Bebe's fair neck,
she Avill perchance in a gush of rapture open her pretty
lips, and teil him what she knoAvs, if he pumps her deftly.
So this very Sunday he has this string of pearls in his
pocket, having purchased them the evening before, and
was about to present them to her.
But even while he is arranging a little coup de theatre
that may unleese the siren's tongue, she has insisted
upon bis visiting the Battery in her Company ; for this
lady likes to make public display ef her conquests, and
Larchmont is a very handsome one. Some sense of
shame being on him, even in this free-and-easy, out-ofthe-Avay place, Harry has declined her InA'itatlon.
But Bebe's temperament AVIII not brook denial even in
little things ; she has turned upon him and said : " hSIrn
ami, are you ashamed to be seen by the side of the
woman to Avhem you express devetion ? If I thought
that, my handsome Puritan, I should hate 3'ou—you have
never seen Bebe's hate."
U n d e r these suggestiens he has ylelded, and been led
very much like Bichon, her poodle, in triumph to the
Battery of Panama, there to meet Avhat fate had prepared for him.
But now shame changes this man s ideas. H e mutters te himself : " T h e cost Is too great ! I will not win
success at the degradatien of my manhood ! though,
Heaven help me ! I fear I have already paid the bitter
price 1 "
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From this time on he visits Mademoiselle de Champs
Elysies no more,
But his desertien produces a curious cemplication, and
brings the siren's undying hate.
Among the gentlemen Avho pa3' their dcvotlons on the
Battery this afternoon to Mademoiselle de Champs
Elysees, immediately after Harry's departure, is young
Den Diego Alvarez, who has lingered in Panama, waiting
for the steamer to carry him to Costa Rica. T h i s fiery
young cavalier still hates, with all his Spanish heart, Mr.
Harry Sturgis Larchmont. His regard for him has not
been increased by his apparent success AvIth the coming
celebrity at the theatre. H e has learned that Larchmont is a clerk in the Pacific Mail, and sneers at him as
such, and laughs te himself : " What AVIH be the effect cf
m3' ncAvs on the mercenary diva ? "
So he strolls up to her, and enters into conversation,
remarking : " I am delighted, Mademoiselle Bebe, to see
at least one Avoman Avho admires a handsome man, even
if he has no other attractions."
" You don't mean nie ? " laughs the lady In gay unbelief.
" Certainly, you ! "
" And Avho is the gentleman? Of course I've never
seen him yet."
" Why, that American, Sefior Larchmont."
" O h , Henri," says the 3'oung lady in playful, easy
familiarity.
" Henri has plenty of other attractions.
Besides good looks, he has money ! "
" Money ? " sneers the Costa Rican.
" Yes, money ! "
" But net much money."
" H e has enough to promise me the great string ef
pearls that have just come from the Islands ! "
" What? This clerk in the Pacific Mail Company, at
a beggarly salary, buy the great string of pearls ?" scofl's
the Costa Rican.
" This clerk in the Pacific Mail Steamship Company !
Whom do 3'OU mean ? " gasps the fair Bebe, growing pale.
" The Senor Harry Larchmont."
" Impossible ! "
" You can cenvince yourself of the truth of what I
have said, easily enough to-morroAV, or this evening, if
you are in a h u n y , " laughs Don Diego.
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' And he promised me that string of pearls, the miserable ! He played with my heart! " gasps the lady, placing her hand where that organ should be, but is not. "A
Clerk in the Pacific Mail—an accountant—a beggarly
scribbler ! But I will investigate ! Wee to him if it is
true !"
Being a woman of her word, not only in affairs of the
heart but in matters of business, this lady makes inquiry
and finds that Avhat she feared is true ; and would have
vented her rage upon Mr. Larchment had he appeared
before her. But Harry keeping aloef, she changes her
tune in reference to this gentleman, fer she is an incenstant creature, longing most for what she has not. She
mutters : " The poor fellow ! I frightened him aAvay by
my extravagance. I would have forgiven his being a
clerk, he is so handsome ! "
But the pearls being still in her head, she thinks she
would like to take a look at them ; that, perhaps, as
Baron Montez is coming, he may be induced to purchase
them ; and she goes to the shop ef Marcus Asch the
jeweller near the Cabildo, and asks for the baubles that
she will gleat over and admire. But they inform her
that the pearls are gone.
" Gone ? Absurd ! They were here last Saturday ! "
"Yes, but Senor Larchmont bought them."
" Mon Dieu ! Impossible ! " she screams ; and then
going away, mutters : " Malediction ! If he has given
them to another! " but sends the gentleman who has
bought the pearls a most affectienate note.
And perchance if Harry could have seen her then, he
would have bought from her with his pearls any revelatiens of chance words Montez had let fall in the confidences of the Champagne glass or petite supper ; for
Bebe, like Judas, will betray her master for the ten pieces
of silver as often as they are laid at her feet.
But Larchmont does not receive her note. He has
gone away, along the line of the Canal, towards Aspinwall.
So she grows very angry and thinks to herseif : " What
other one has received what were bought for me ? I will
punish this traitor ! "
That afternoon Baron Montez arrives in Panama.
This gentleman is apparently quite happy and con-
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tented as he drives up from the railroad Station in Company with bis partner and H e r r Wernig, and enters his
office, hardly noting that there is a bright-eyed girl
who looks up from her work In the room behind the
private office AvIth curieus Interest at him. His years
have been successful ones, and though there are two
gray locks upon his temples, bis eyes are as bright as of
yore, and his intellect as vivacious, though tempered by
contact Avith other brilliant minds.
H e gets through bis business rather quickly in his
office, saying to Aguilla, Avho Avould be effusive, " TomorroAV, mon ami. To-night my comrade H e r r Wernig
and I will talk over old times."
So the two go away together to the Grand Hotel,
where Montez has the finest apartments and Is received
b3' Schuber the proprietor AvIth much deference and
many boAvs ; for though the Baron has been careful ncA-er
to have bis name upon the directery of the Panama
Canal, still he is known to be in very clese touch to Its
management and control.
After dinner the two stroll up to the theatre Avhere
Mademoiselle Bebe is Avalting for her eher ami, with
many evidences ef petulant affectien, one of them being
a revelation ef "•l'ajfair
Larchmont."
First greetings being ever, this little/^^^Z^J-.? affects a
jealousy she does not feel.
She pouts and mutters,
" You came not to Panama, Fernando mio, as soon as
you promised." Then her eyes flash from absinthe or
some other French passion, and she cries, " Ah ! It Is
that little minx cf the Boulevard Malesherbes!
But I'll
teach her Avhen I go back ! "
" I pray you not to mention that 3'eung hidy's name ! "
says the Baron, looking at her rather curiously
" T u t ! 'l'ut ! What do I care for those savage eyes
of yours, Monsieur le Baron ? " laughs the lady. " I can
have ether admirers ! " As she easily can ; for even
now she makes a most alluring appearance, her costume
de theatre being such as te display beauties of the figure
as Avell as the face ; of which Bebe de Champs Elysees has
many, though most ef them are of the " Robert le
Diable " enchantress order.
But Montez net answering her, she babbles en, " You
don't believe mc ! You have not yet heard of the hand-
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some young American whose eyes arc as bright and big
as your friend Herr Wernig's, though mon Henri's arc
straight, not crooked."
" Mon Henri's," mutters the Baron, giving her an under
glance.
"Yes, mon Henri, Avho is AvIld Avith love for me. So
AvIld, he offered me a great string of pearls Avorth a fortune. But for your sake, ingrate, I repulsed him ! "
" Ha, ah ! ma chere ! That means, you want a string of
pearls !" laughs Fernando, Avho knows this lady's tricks
and manners very well.
" I do ! " answers Bebe, "but not from him ! Had I
wished them from him, they would have been mine ! I
think, from certain hints ef his, he wanted some revelation from me. A revealing of some of your careless
remarks over supper table and Champagne glass, of your
connectien in business with his brother, Monsieur Francois Larchmont."
" Larchmont ! " cries Montez. " Oh, it is that younger
brother who has come here to the Isthmus ? "
" Certainement! "
This Suggestion makes Fernande very serious. Though
Montez is a great man, like most great men he has a
weakness. A drop of blood from a Gascon adventurer
in his polyhaema veins, makes his tongue over a Champagne glass sometimes throw away careless hints of
things it were wiser net to speak of. This Is especially
bis nature Avhen he has been triumphant ; and he has
been triumphant so many times ever the careless trust ef
Frangols Lerey Larchment, that he fears he may have
drepped some Suggestion that the lady beside him might
under duress, or lured by gold, betray. And did she but
knoAv It, poor laughing mdchante Bebe's tongue has been
doing some industrlous werk on her sepulchre just
new.
Baren Montez looks at her curiously, then as she
Stands babbling to him, waiting for her cue at the side
scene, puts off this short-skirted, Avhite-shouldered siren
Avith a few careless words ; and shortly after, leading his
Fidus Achates,, Herr Wernig, from the theatre, plies hira
with some very pertinent questions about the young
American, as they stroll towards the Plaza.
After getting his answers, Fernando gives a chuckle
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and ejacuiates : " Parbleu ! This young bantam has
come to fight me on my own dunghill ! "
Then he listens in an abstracted way as Herr Wernig
goes on in further explanatlon : " You Avrote me about
him. I watched him carefully. He is supposed to be
a Clerk in the Pacific Mail Steamship Company's office,
but he does as he pleases. He also had quite a flirtation on the Colon coming out, with that pretty stenographer in your office."
" Oh, yes," remarks Montez, " t h e girl I saAV this afternoon. I remember I told our agents in NCAV Y'ork to
engage one. I thought an American AA'Ould be less
dangerous than a French one to our cenfidential com.munications, Personally, I always write my own letters
of Importance, but poor Aguilla is not good with his pen,
and requires a correspondent."
" Poor Aguilla ? Rieh Aguilla ! He's your partner,"
laughs the German.
Here from out Montez' white teeth Issues a contemptuous " Bah ! " and Herr Wernig, after a pause ef thought,
gives a little giggle.
" As to the young lady stenographer, I will ask her
some questions in the morning. You say she was dpris
with this Larchment ?" murmers Fernando, puffing his
cigarette very slowly.
" Oh, very much, but there has been some trouble.
She has not spoken to him since they left the steamer.
I saAv her cut him very directly on the Battery last
Sunday, when he was Walking Avith Mademoiselle Beb^,
fer whom I understand he bought the big pearls, but
did not deliver them."
Into this Montez suddenly cuts : " You leave tomorroAV morning ? "
" Yes, by a quick steamer to St, Thomas, and then to
Paris."
" Of course ! to add your weight, Wernig, to the
•Lottery Bill that is to permit the Canal here to make one
last big gasp before it "—here Fernando lowers his voice
—" dies."
" Certainly ! "
" You need have no fear. The bill will go through
the Corps Legislatif. Then a spark of life, but after a
little tinae there will be an end of the ditch. KoAA'ever,
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it is very impertant that this Lottery Bill pass, for 3'ou
and for me. By it we will get the moneys due us from
the Panama Canal Company, which are at present delinquent. After that no more contracts for me ! "
" For me also ! " laughs the German. " Don't you
think I have seen this as well as you ?"
" Ah, you have come here to clean up—so you need
not return ? "
" Yes, I have done so pretty effectually."
" I am here to clean up also, and very thoroughly. If
the Lottery Bill did not go through, work would stop
here at once, and there are some in this dirty little town
Avho would call themselves my dupes, and perhaps wish
my blood—the blood ef poor, scapegoat Montez—the
innocent blood ! But in two months I shall be safely
out of all this, so vive la loterie!"
" I wonder you did not remain in Paris tili the bill
passed ! " says Wernig inquisitively.
" That was impossible ! " returns Fernando. " Besides "
—here he whispers to the German who bursts into a
guffaw and cries, " What ! The Franco-American ! "
" Yes ! He is doing the buying ; he is at my Suggestion making himself amenable to French law. But you
leave to-merroAV morning for Colon," continues the
Baren. " I must bid you adieu to-night. I am net an
early riser."
Then the two go into some more private confidences,
but as Montez bids Wernig good-night, he whispers these
curious Avords : " In a month you will see me in Paris.
In a Aveek er two I shall be aAvay from here, and leave
nothing behind me—nothing!"
Then looking around, he waves his hand with foreign
gesticulatlen, and laughs : " I will have eaten them all
up—I have such a big appetite ! "
And the German seizes his hand and chuckles : "And
so have I, my brother !"
So after a farewell glass of Avine at the Cafe Bethancourt, these two part, with many expressions of mutual
esteem, and many foreign embraces, and even kisses,
they so adore each other ; though Wernig has made up
bis mind to eat Montez, and Montez has made up bis
mind to devour Wernig.
Far away Australia, among other wondrous birds.
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beasts, fishes, and reptiles, has given birth to a most
rnarvellous insect—the Vadalia Cardinalis ! Its appetite
is phenomenal, its voracity beyond description. Though
not destructive to vegetable life, Avere it large enough,
it Aveuld eat the entire animal Avorld.
There is also a lazy lower erder ef insect that lives
dreamily upon the leaves ef the orange-trees ef California, known b3' the name of the Cettony Scale. Its form
of life is so IOAV that it seems more a white incrustation
on the beautiful plants than an insect -//ho lives upon
their leaves and life.
Into the orange orchard, dying from myriads of Cettony Scale, the planter lets loose a few Vadalia Cardinali.
These prey upon and eat up the lazy white Cettony Scale
Avith incredible rapidity, and the beautiful plants, bereft
of what is draAving their life aAvay, survive and flourlsh.
But after the Vadalia Cardinali have eaten up all the
Cettony Scale insects in the orange plantatien, Avith incredible voracity they fall upon and devour each other,
and the survivörs again devour. Each hour they become
fewer and fewer, until there are but two Vadalia Cardinali ieft. And these two battle and fight with each
other tili one is victorieus and destroys and deveurs his
Opponent. And from that orchard that once was Avhite
AA'ith myriads of Cettony Scale glistening in the tropical
sun, and here and there a red spot ef Vadalia Cardinali,
but one insect crawls away, seeking fer further prey for
his all-devouring jaws—one Vadalia Cardinalisl
Such an insect is Baron Montez ef Panama. He has
already eaten up and destroyed outside stockholders
and investors in Panama securities—the weaklings, the
Cettony Scales—such as Franfols Leroy Larchment and
Bastien Lefert. Having devoured the Cettony Scales,
he is now about to eat his OAvn breed—his partner Aguilla,
bis old chum Wernig, his early companion Demingo the
ex-pirate, Avho has invested his savings under Montez'
advice, and half a hundred ether cronies of his, Avhe
have assisted in his work of despoillng the loAver order
of animal life. He will be the only Vadalia Cardinalis,
Avho will leave his own particular plantatien on the orange
farm called the Canal Interoceanic.
Perchance he would be wiser, perchance he would have
less care, perchance he would be more successful, if he
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let a fcAV others save himself have a little of the pickings
of his schemes ; fer even Cettony Scale bugs Avrithe in
anguish sometimes, and some of the men he is about to
devour are Vadalia Cardinali, ferocieus, Implacable, and
cunning. For instance, Domingo the ex-pirate, and
Aguilla, Avho has SAvindled many in bis time in his honest
bourgeois Avay. But to eat all is Montez' nature ; he is a
Vadalia Cardinalis.
CHAPTER
BEEE'S

LITTLE

XVIIL
PRESENT.

SOME instances of this come under Miss Minturn's
bright eyes the next morning, in the office. Old Aguilla
is still smiling, happy and contented, but after a short
but excited private conversation with the Baron, Avho
has come in languidly about eleven o'clock, the junior
partner appears anxious, distrait, nervous, and uncomfortable.
" Never mind, my old man," laughs Montez, looking
on Aguilla's gleemy face. " The Corps Legislatif will
surely pass the Lottery Bill, and then all Avill be Avell."
Reassured by this, Aguilla goes about bis business.
But a few minutes after, there is a terrible commotien
in the office. Bastien Lefert has been admitted to the
private office of Baren Montez.
He Is screaming at him so everybody hears: "•Mon
Dieu ! You h.ave come at last! I have been waiting
fer you ! You ! You ! ! who lured me te invest my
all in this bubble of extravagance ! One hundred
thousand francs fer this ! A million for that! All thrown
away ! Rascality and fraud ! A-aah, nom de Dieu ! the
savings of a lifetime ! "
He shrleks this out so wildly that the Clerks run into
the private office, thinking him a madman Avhe Avill perchance attack the Baron.
Montez, cool and calm, says : " Restrain yourself !
Mon eher Lefert, this is nonsense ! Are not your dividends paid you regularly ? "
" Yes, my dividends," groans the man. " But the
principal ! The Canal will never be built! "
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" Oh, nonsense ! The Lottery Bill will pass next month
—and then, my boy, then ! "
" But my shares have gone down so much !
" Oh, but then, the Lottery Bill, then—wait! "
" I do net understand," murmurs Lefert. " I cannot
understand ! "
" Of course not. You are not a financier, you are a
glove-merchant. Leave it to me ! Place yourself In my
hands—the Lottery Bill—go back to Paris—remain quiet
—the Lottery ! All will be well ! "
" Oh, but the extravagance—the throwing away ef
precious gold ! " murmurs Lefert undecldedly,
" Yen speak to me as if I were one of the directors,"
remarks Montez, " when I am but a stockhelder like
yourself. We are both stockholders ! Still, Avhen we are
in Paris, we Avill go to the directors and explain to them
things that they do not knew ; or perhaps you had better
remain here, and keep me pested when I go to headquarters in Paris, I AVIII see you again."
And he puts off the broken-down miser with fairy promises, until the old man smiles and says : " Yes ! Yes !
my dividends—I still receive them ! I will still believe ! "
and so goes away.
Then Montez devotes himself te his private correspondence, taking great care over one long letter, during the
writing of which he sometimes refers te a large black
pocketboek that he produces from an inner pocket of bis
vest, net his coat. This appears to be filled with papers
and memoranda. When he has finished with it, he returns
it very carefully to his safe vest pocket again.
All this comes under Louise's bright eyes, as she is
seated at her typewriter in the room behind the private
office. The day is hot, and the door has been left open
for draught. Miss Minturn has set herseif te Avatch this
man she suspects, and new that he is near her, though
the keys of her Remingten click unceasingly, every sense
is alert as te Avhat passes at Montez' desk.
A few moments after, she comes face to face with him,
and his easy, affable manner Interests her as Avell as astonishes her.
After finishing his private correspondence, Fernando
calls in Miss Minturn, and dictates a few unimportant
letters to her ; most of them being in response to invita-
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tiens to dinners and fetes from the resident manageis
of the Canal as well as a few other local magnates of
finance and trade in this town of Panama.
The last ef these finished, as Louise is about te go, he
asks her a few questions : how she likes Panama—is she
pleasantly located In the house of Martinez, the notary—
she boards there, he understands—and hopes she will
enjoy herseif upon the Isthmus, and that her labors AVIU
net be too severe.
He would, in his quiet off-hand way, get a good deal
of information from her, were the young lady not en
garde; but she simply thanks him for his interest in her
cemfort, and turns to go.
Just here a sudden idea seems te enter bis head. He
calls out after her : " By the by, Miss Minturn, do you
known the address of Monsieur Henri Larchmont ?"
" No," replies the girl, suddenly returning.
" Ah, I'm sorry. I would have sent him a letter I
have fer him from his brother Frangols in Paris. He
Intrusted it te me."
"Why did you think I knew Mr. Larchments address ?" asks Louise, hurriedly, her cheeks growing a
httle red.
" Oh ! ha ! ha ! My friend Herr Wernig said you and
the gentleman were quite companions on the steamer."
" Since the steamer, I have not seen him," says Louise ;
an Intonation in her voice, Fernande does net quite
understand.
" So your comradeship ceased at the gang-plank. It
often does ! " laughs the Baren languidly. Then he continues : " Doubtless it is just as Avell. Monsieur Henri is
rather a gay youth. Besides, I think there Is a pretty
Miss Jessie Severn in Paris. Eh, mademoiselle ! " And
would go on, a little banter in his tone, but the girl's
face astonishes him.
She mutters : " I beg you leave my private affairs
alone ! " Then for one second there comes over her fair
face an awful look—one he has seen before somewhere—
a look that opens the pages of bis memory
" Have you any other letters ?"
" No, not to-day," he stammers as she leaves him.
He thinks : " "What was that in her eyes—so like the
eyes of the American senora of thirty years ago ? But
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this giil's eyes are brown, not the blue eyes that I love !
Besides, Alicia had blonde hair that I adore ! Pooh !
Let the past be the p a s t ! "
And he thinks of other blue eyes—those ef the present
—that he hopes to go back te, and the lovely rebellious
face ef pretty pouting Jessie Severn, Avhem be has left in
far-away Paris, with a Aveak guardian even more in his
power than ever, who has said, when Montez returns the
reluctant beauty shall be his bride.
H e mutters : " W h e n I come back, she Is mine, and
that must be very soon. I have here a letter ! " He
looks at the one he has been writing, " but mails are SIOAV.
I Avill send a telegram."
Which he does, addressed to Francpols Leroy Larchmont, 23832 Boulevard Malesherbes, Paris.
T h e n calling a clerk he says : " Cable that on the
instant ! " and goes to musing again : " I wonder what
the Avoman did Avith the string ef pearls that I never
could find ? Did Domingo steal them ? Ah—but Avhat
matters it ? "
T h e n a smile passes over his face, and he laughs.
" This American stenegrapher is jealous ef Jessie Severn !
AVhy ? Because this young dandy—this brother of
Frangols Leroy Larchmont—loves my fiance'e. For what
reason does he come to the Isthmus ? T e destroy me so
that he can AA'cd her ? "
T h e n suddenly the undying hate of Corsican blood
comes into Montez face, mixed with the drop ef inflexible determination descended to him from Morgan's
buccaneer, as he mutters : " I have it ! Lie stays on the
Isthmus ! Like the man who bought pearls thirty years
ago, the man who buys pearls new, remains ! I will fix
him ! Caramba ! But I Avill fix him!"
H e muses a little Avhlle ever this ; then sends for the
Chinaman who attends to the real-estate affairs of the
firm, and makes some inquiries about certain properties
belonging to them in Panama. After hearing the report
of the Celestial clerk, a grim smile passes over his face,
and he thinks laughingly : " It is net always you can kill
two birds Avith one stene ! "
Mademoiselle B6b6 de Champs Elysees has been rather
exigeant in the last few months. She has reproached
her dear Baron several times, with not being as liberal
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as he used to be. She has complained that his devotion
to Mademoiselle Jessie Severn, the ward of his friend
Frangois Lerey Larchmont, has made him more provident
of his pocketboek than was his wont.
Her hint the evening before, at the theatre, makes him
fear that he may have some time, in careless confidence,
drepped into her ear secrets that may be dangerous to
him in Paris ; for he knows the time is approaching Avben
there will be such an explosien about Panama Canal
affairs that will make any scandal fatal.
Mademoiselle Bebe de Champs Elysees is returning to
Paris. If his Coming marriage enrages her—If she can
find a higher bidder for any secrets ef his that may be of
advantage to his enemies, he knows very Avell she AVIU
seil them.
Meditating on this, he takes Mademoiselle Bebe out
for a drive this afternoon, over the savanna, on his return
passing near the outskirts of the town a very pretty little
villa.
While they have been approaching this place, the
Baron and his fair companion have been engaged in a
somewhat acrimonious discussion.
Mademoiselle has been pouting and chiding : " You
come to see me no more ! You only remained at the
theatre a few minutes last evening ! You brought me
no jewels from Paris ! " Then she has suddenly cried
out : " Ah, it is because ef that designing 3'oung American—the one it is rumored in Paris you are to marry.
De you think your Beb6 will let you desert her so easily
—mon eher ? "
" Diable ! ma petite ! " says the Baron grimly, " net
while I have any money left."
Next he smiles and says : " But you can have many
more admirers—this Monsieur Larchmont—he adored
you ? "
" Adored me ! " cries Beb6 ; " he adores me still—he
worships me ! "
" You have but to speak the word—he will come back
to you ?"
" Would not he—if I would let him ! But then, Fernando mio, it would break your heart ! " babbles Bebe,
her vanity destroying the truth. She would go on and
lie a little more, did not she suddenly stop and cry :

l8S

BARON

MONTEZ.

" What are you laughing at ?" for the Baren can't keep
in a diabolical chuckle.
" Only my little joke ! " murmurs Fernande. But had
she known what Fernando's little joke meant, poor little
Bebe Avould have plucked out her pretty red tongue
from between her rows of pearly teeth, rather than have
told vainglorlous lies, each one of which is a nail in her
coffin.
" You reproach me for not being generous," grins
the Baron, " when I have a present all ready fer you."
" What, in your pocket ? " cries Bebe enthusiastically,
about to make sudden investigation fer hidden jewels.
" Oh, no ! It is net in my pockets."
" Then where is it ? "
" On the meund there ! "
" What de you mean ? "
" Why, that pretty little villa. It is yours, if you wish,"
and Fernando points.
" You will give it to me?"
" Yes, It Avill be more pleasant for you than your
apartments at the hotel, and more private, You shall
have a pony-carriage to drive out there."
" Oh, you darling ! " cries Bebe, clapping her little
Parisian gloves together with joy. " Let me look at
3'our new present ! Is it furnished ?"
" I think so."
There is a little pathway running from the road, and
the negro coachman stops his horses at some distance one
side of the door.
Fernando scewls at the lackey but says nothing, and
assists Mademoiselle Bebe out. It is but a step.
The Baren has the keys in his pocket. Entering, they
examine a very pretty bijou of a tropic residence, quite
handsemely furnished in modern French style, which
had been occupied by Monsieur Raymond, one of the
engineers of the Panama Canal ; but he and all his
family have died some weeks before, ef yellow fever.
Montez has no hesitatien in entering it. He knows
the patholegy ef the disease too well; that any one Avho
has once had this scourge and lived, is safe from it ferever afterwards. And Fernando, in his early Isthmus
days, had passed a few weary weeks recovering from the
touch of Yellow Jack.
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" How beautiful ! " cries the lady, clapping her hands.
He says : "Ala che'rie, you like this ?"
" It is delightful ! "
" Here you can have your own little parties—here you
can invite Monsieur Larchmont to call on you."
Then noting reluctance on the lady's face, the Baron
goes en laughingly : " Do not hesitate—I do not mind it !
In fact, it Avill be a favor to me. I Avould like to meet this
gentleman, There are certain facts about his brother, of
Avhich I shall ask you to pump him. Your Fernando is
not jealous. Is it a little compact between us ? "
" Oh, certainly ! " laughs Bebe. " I would do an3-thing
for this villa ! Monsieur Larchmont shall reveal to me
everything you Avish to knoAv ! Now, mon eher, our little
dinner."
So he and the lady leave the house, and drive through
the streets of Panama to the Plaza, and from there on the
read out to La Boca, where, at the Garden of Paradise, with its palms and tropic foliage growing in its
miniature glen, Mademoiselle Bebe and Baron Montez
have one of Monsieur Clemont's charming petite repasts
with sparkling wine that makes Bebe very brilliant. Then
Fernando murmurs : " It is time fer the theatre, ma
petite." And the two return to town, Montez appearing
in a very good humor, and Bebe being a mass of smiles
of delighted avarice, and ef ncAvly acquired wealth.
The next day Fernando Montez, having made all the arrangements, Mademoiselle de Champs Elysees is installed
in the Villa Raymond. There is little or no trouble about
servants, the Chinese clerk who attends to the real-estate
affairs of the firm has hired them with Celestial astuteness, engaging only these who have passed through the
yellow fever, and therefore do net fear it.
Mademoiselle B^b6 enjoys her triumphs at the theatre
each evening, and drives out therefrom to the pretty cottage that has as many germs of Yellow Jack and el vomito negro in its cedar walls, as it has crevices to hold
them.
Each day La Champs Elysees expects to see among her
admirers at the theatre, Harry Larchmont, for she has
written him another pressing letter, begging him to come
to see her at the Villa Raymond, and hinting that even
without the pearls, he will be very welcome at her side.
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But Harry Larchmont is upon the works of the Canal,
poor fellow, en another wild-geose chase. For here,
though he discovers that there is lots of rascality and
swindling In the various contracts ef the Canal Interoceanic, still there is nothing that will bring anything definite home to Baron Montez, er to his firm. Nothing by
which he, by any peradventure, can wring back from
Fernando the fortunes of his brother or Miss Severn.
He has gone Into this affair seriously, and has spent
some time making his investigation a thorough one.
He has passed twenty-four hours with Winterburn on his
Chagres dredger, learning all the machinist can teil him
of the workings of the Canal. The dredgers,'he notes,
are doing their werk thoroughly. The American Company is keeping its contract.
Then he has passed along to the more difficult work,
the big mountain cuts. He has pumped the foremen of
the various gangs of laborers, drawing information from
them, by bis pleasant address, and his genereus use of
cigars, and noting with astonishment that they are doing
their Averk pretty much after antique methods; that if they
have any steam drills er modern appliances very fcAv if
any are used ; that like the Pharaehs ef Egypt and Louis
Fourteenth ef France, the contractors of this nineteenthcentury achlvement depend upon the myriad hands of
men.
One night during his investigation, one long night, cut
off by a rain-storm, he has been compelled to pass in a
cabin near the great cut of Culebra, Avith a foreman of
one ef the gangs.
This has been Avith particularly bad physical results as
regards himself, fer in the same cabin had been carelessly left an open can of nitro-glycerine, the fumes ef
Avhlch give headaches such as mortal man cannot endure,
but mortal man remembers forever.
They are of a
peculiar kind—once feit, never forgotten.
From this journey, Harry has returned to Panama Avith
a doAvncast heart, knowing that there Is lots of rascality
in the atmosphere, but feeling that he is grasping at
air.
He is sure ef one thing, and that is, that any dollars
his brother may have put into the Canal Interoceanic
ar^ as much lost, from an industrial Investment stand-
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point, as if he had thrown his money into the Atlantic
Ocean itself.
So as Larchmont enters the Grand Llotel, immediately
on bis return, he has about made up his mind, in a half
breken-hearted. way, te give up the affair entirely—to
devote the great part of bis fortune te giving Miss Jessie
her inheritance, saving bis brother's name, and—but he
will not think ef this.
He meditates wildly : " I must see her ! I must try
and explain ! I cannot go with Louise thinking me Avhat
she does !"
Then he jeers himself : " She'll never
believe me ! No woman would !—and I deubt if any
man ! " and so goes to the office of the hotel.
Here he is very affably received by the clerk, Avho
hands him two letters addressed in a French feminine
hand he does not know.
He opens them wonderingly. They are both in the
same bold yet dainty chirography, and from Mademoiselle
Bebe. The first begs him te come and see her and bring
the pearls. The second sings the same tune, but teils
him she lives at the Villa Raymond, and she will forgive
and love him without the pearls.
To these he mutters, " Never ! " As he turns aAvay
from this, for there is a commotien outside. He looks
out.
It is a funeral procession, large and Impressive, Avending its way to the great Cathedral, for the ceremenials of
the Catholic Church, in these South American countrles,
are efttimes grand and Imposing. Otherwise, this one
would create no commotien, for there are a great many
funerals about this time, in the town ef Panama.
Turning to the clerk, Harry asks : " Who of importance has died lately ? Whose death march is that ? "
" Oh, that ! " says the clerk, " have you not seen the
mortuary placards and heard the news ? That is the
funeral procession ef Mademoiselle Bebe de Champs
Elysees, of the Theatre. The careless, thoughtless
creature went to live in the infected Villa Raymond.
She took the yellow fever four days ago, and died this
morning."
Then the clerk wonders whether Mr. Larchmont has
not the yellow fever also, for he has,grown deathly pale,
and ahnest staggers, and is muttering to himself : "• Good
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heavens ! if the scorn of that pure American girl had not
come between me and her—I should have visited the
Villa Raymond—and perchance been in my coffin also."
Looking on this procession—the lighted candles and
solemn black, the Baren Montez, AA'ho acts as chief
meurner, smiles te himself, and murmurs : " Bebe's little
present disagreed AvIth her ! But that Larchment—he
escaped me ! "
This seems to affect Fernando's spirits, for he is superstitious, as he sa3's to himself : " Is it a premonition ?
Will he conquer in the end ? "
""*
So returning from his solemn duties, he seems to be
very sad. His spirits have left him.
So much so that old Aguilla, AA'ho has a tender heart,
pats him on the Shoulder with his fat bourgeois band, saying : " My poor bo3'—cheer up ! Cheer up ! We know
hoAv you loved her—but courage, mon brave ! "
Soon after Montez does cheer up, for this very afternoon he hears incidentally that Harry Larchment is sick,
and has been taken to the rooms ef one of the Clerks in
the Pacific Mail, a young American, George Bovee, who
bad cencelved a great affectien for him. Though he is
not sick ef the yellow fever, bis expesure in the open cuts
of the Canal, füll of the miasma from decaying Vegetation, has brought to him the malarial fever of Panama,
Avhich is sometimes as deadly even as the other.
At this, the Vadalia Cardinalis' step grows light, and
his smile more baleful, as he says to himself : " I
triumph ! See hoAV my enemies fall before me ! "

CHAPTER XIX.
AVHISPERS OF T H E DYING,

Miss MINTURN does not hear of Larchmont's mishap
so seen as Montez. Her labors at the office are not
great; but outside of it, Sensation has come to her.
On the very day of the Baron's interview with her, she
returns to the house of Martinez for her afternoon siesta,
but instead of rest receives excitement.
She Is met almost at the door by Mrs, Winterburn.
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That lady, as is her wont, has been killing the long hot
day by rummaging through the articles in her husband's
museum. She now says affrightedly : " I've been waiting for you ! Come in with me—there is something in
that powder canister ! "
" What powder canister ?"
" The one imbedded in the growing brauch my husband took from the Chagres River. You remember what
he told US about it that evening ?"
" Yes," answers Louise carelessly, " but I am tired.
Why not teil your story to the Sefioritas Martinez, and
keep it fer me in the evening ? "
" The Martinez are all asleep. Come in with me—I
want you to see what there is in it. I think they are
valuable. Besides that, there is a writing that I have
not read. I fear it is a will—that the pearls will not be
mine henestly," says the woman.
" After that you will let me take myself te my darling
hammeck ?" pouts Louise, anxious for beauty-sleep.
" Yes."
A minute after, they are in the old lumber-room, and
Coming to the brauch with its powder canister, Susie
Winterburn unscrews the lead stepper that has made it
watertight, opens it, and reveals something that for a
moment makes Louise give a cry of delighted astonishment ; then afterwards a gasp ef herrer.
She takes out therefrom a long string ef beautiful
white pearls that glisten even In the subdued light of
the room. These are Avrapped in a woman's cuff.
The pearls are fresh and glistening as when first
plucked from ecean's bed ; the cuff is a little soiled and
yelloAV by age, but has on it some hasty writing in red,
that has been scribbled with a piece of pointed wood, or
something ef the kind. It reads, though disjointedly,
with horrible intelligence, as follows :
" Come to my aid—these pearls will pay you. The place is called
Caperiha—I am in a hut imprisoned by the little river.
" My husband was killed in the Pacific Hotel, Panama, by Montez
and Domingo.
" Domingo watches me, and is my jailer,
"Come quick! To-night he comes to me—to-night the snake
will kill me !
" ALICE R I P L E Y , "
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These letters appear te be in red ink, but as the girl
examines them, she shudders, for she guesses they are in
the blood ef the woman who wrote them.
She has read this aleud In her agitation, and it has
produced a great effect upon Mrs. Winterburn. That
lady says : " When de you think it was written ? We
must alarm the authoritles ! "
" What ? To rescue a woman Avho wrote this thirty
years ago ?"
" How do you know it was so long ? "
" Because the time she speaks ef is the massacre of
1856—April i5th—I have read accounts of it in the
Panama Star. I know all about it."
" HoAv did you come to knoAv that ?"
" How ? Because the handwriting of this woman is
the handAvriting of my murdered relative, Alice Ripley,
the beautiful woman whose picture you saAV at the villa
of Fernando Montez—the duplicate ef which I brought
with me from NCAV York."
" Oh, sakes of mercy ! What are 3'Ou going to do ? "
" Avenge her ! " answers Louise In strident voice.
Then she mutters dejectedly : " But first I must find out
more about the matter."
" Then Avhy not ask my husband ? He knows most
everything about the Isthmus in them days."
" Yes, I'll telegraph him at once! His address Is
Bohio Soldado ! " cries Louise, and turns to go about her
errand, but pausing, Avhispers : " Not a word ef this to
anybody ! It may bring danger upon me ! "
" Danger n-'^on you ? "
" Yes. Do you suppose a man Avho Avould murder In
1856, would hesitate to murder now, though he Is a
Baron, and rieh ? " mutters the girl, and AA'Ould fly from
the room.
But Mrs. Winterburn says suddenly, running after her :
" Take these—these are 3'eurs ! " and presses the pearls
Into her hands.
And Louise says : " We can settle that afterwards.
But net a Averd to anyone—and remember where these
came from. You may have to make oath to the same ! "
So leaving Mrs. Winterburn in a half-cematese State
from surprise and agitation, Louise Minturn hastily-gees
to the telegraph-office, and sends such a despatch to
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Silas Winterburn, that he makes bis appearance In
Panama the next morning.
Meantime Miss Minturn contrives somehow to get
through her werk this afternoon.
Before she is out of her hammock the next morning,
she is gratified by a rap upon the door, and Silas' jovial
voice saying ; " What do you mean by scaring a man to
death with telegrams ? I thought my Avife or baby was
dead ! "
" Why," cries Louise through the door, " I said nething about them."
" That's what's the matter. You merely telegraphed
me te come for God's sake ! Ain't that kind of a telegram enough to scare a man Avho has lest three families ?"
" Very well ! Now that your mind is rellcA'ed, I would
like to speak to you for a fcAv minutes : I Avill be out in
five."
As tropical tollets de not take long, Miss Louise trips
out within the time speclfied, an agitated but beautiful
picture.
Together they go to the museum. There
turning to him, she says : " Your wife has told you ? "
" No, she hinted at somethln' about this 'ere canister,"
replies Silas, laying his hand en the object ; " but Susie
was too agitated to be quite Intelligible."
"Very well then, I will teil you the story," answers
Louise.
And she does, giving him the füll detalls of everything, sboAvIng him Alice Ripley's letters, the duplicate
tintypes, then puts before him the Contents ef the powdercanlster, the glistening string of pearls, and the letter on
the cuff, Avhich she reads to him, though her voice
trembles. His voice trembles also, as he answers her :
fer she is questioning him rapidly : " You know the
place this Avas AvrItten from ? "
" What, Caperija ? I should think I did—though she's
spelled it Avreng, just as It is pronounced, poor crltter !
It's about four hours by canoe, when there is water
enough to get there, from Cruces, up the Piqueni, one of
the headwaters of the Chagres. It's a miserable hole,
en the old deserted read te Porto Bello. She threw that
powder canister into the Piqueni, and it floated dov/n
inte the Chagres, washed up against some tree growing
on the banks, and lingered there tili the tree grcAv round
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it. Then it was Avashed aAvay by some fleed, and so it
came Into my hands, thirty years afterAvards ! "
" Y o u believe, then ? "
" Certainly ! People don't throw away pearls like
these for fun.
This was a woman's last despalrln'
effort."
" You believe that Montez and Domingo killed her
husband, George Ripley, in 1856 ? "
" Why, Hely Virgin! I was there! " cries Silas.
" You were there ? " gasps the girl.
" Y e s ! T h a t night Avas impressed upon me, for I had
te git fer my life on to the steamer. I remember like
3'esterday, before the muss commenced, seein' a big Californian stand off the croAvd, tili the police came and
shot down the Avomen and children. Just as I fled, I saw
that black Domingo run into the Pacific House, followin'
the big Californian ; and, durn me, if Montez wasn't
Avith him! "
" You think I can prove their crime ? "
" It will be pretty difficult against Montez! Thirty
years has passed. H e is rieh and pewerful, and a Baren
—though that don't count here—but riches do, everyAvhere! "
" Then, hoAv te get evidence? "
" You are in Baron Montez' office.
You have seen
that Averthy gentleman—young lady, do 3'OU think you
will obtain it from him ! "
" No," mutters the girl, " never from him personally."
" Then, as to Dominge, the black nigger ; he's prebably dead ! I ain't seen him round here, or en the railroad, for years. H e must be nearly cighty."
" I know him ! I have Avritten to him ! H e is alive ! "
cries the girl, remembering the letter to Porto Bello.
" Great Scott! For Dios ! Muchos diahlos ' Beg pardon! " ejacuiates Silas, astounded. " A l i v e ! Well," he
goes on, reflectively, " I don't think 3-eu AVIII be able to
get anything from him, if Domingo s got his senses left.
TU make some inquiries around town, and see Avhat I
can pick up ; but I recken you won't be able to put any
Salt on either of those tAvo old gray birds' tails."
So he goes away, while Miss Minturn proceeds to
Montez, Aguilla et Cie., te get another Sensation. About
tAvelve o'clock in the day she sees a tall black man,
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dressed in Spanish style, with long sash and wide sombrero,
with tAve terrible scars upon his face, and v/ool Avhite as
the driven snow, come into the office. Though his e3'es
are bright, and his step seems elastic, there is the gray of
old age upon his face that makes his scars seem red.
This creature steps in, and Avalking up to the great
Baron Montez, who is Avriting at his desk, slaps him upon
the back, and cries : " Ah, ha! diablo muchacho ! "
To this Montez, springing up, falters : "Parbleu, Domingo, my—my old comrade! " and tries te greet him
quite effusively, though he does not look everpleased to
see him.
Doihinge's eyes are still sharp, and he jeers : " What!
net happy te see your old friend and compaiiero, Domingo
ef Porto Bello ? " Then he snarls : " You need not be
frightened ! I have not come for my dividends on the
stock ef this big ditch they are digging and digging, and
Avill dig forever. These are paid regularly by old man
Aguilla, your partner."
"Of course, the dividends come regularly," murmurs
Montez.
" I should think so. If they did net, you would hear
from Domingo ef Porto Bello! "
Then he gees on : " But how do they make money
digging the ditch ? Do they get paid for digging
it?"
Miss Minturn is trying te hide her agitation by playing on the keys of the Remingten, for she has heard
this conversation through the door, that is always left
open en account ef draught, and knows that she is sitting alm.ost in the presence of the tAvo murderers of
Alice Ripley.
Domingo of Porto Bello cries : " What's that ?"
" What ?"
" The noise like the clicking of a thousand pistol
locks ! "
" A typewriter."
" What's that ?"
" A little thing," remarks Montez, "that takes doAvn
what Is said to it. Would you like te see It ? "
So he brings In Domingo te look upon this wonder ef
the nineteenth Century. And the girl can hardly keep
her hands upon the keys, though she gazes eagerly and
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takes in the face of Domingo te her memory, never to
forget it.
The ex-pirate says : " She takes what you say, down ? "
"Yes."
" And puts it on paper ? Ah, he ! This Is wonderful !
She must be a smart girl. Why does she sit there forever ? Is she a slave ? Of course she's a slave. No one
but a slave Avould work like that ! "
Then he suddenly cries, fer at his words, Louise has
looked up again Avith blazing eyes :
" Mal dito! The same eye as the Avhite lady—the
blonde lady ! You remember her, Montez ? you remember the good old days ! You remember
"
But Montez suddenly Interrupts. " Nonsense ! I remember too many ! "
" A h , but no white ladies AvIth snakes, eh ? "
"Sh—sh ! what is the matter with you ?" cries Fernando. " Come to lunch. You ramble, old man, you
ramble ! "
After Domingo has gone out, Montez comes In te Louise
and says : *' This is an old dependent, Avhe is noAV in his
dotage. I presume he Avas a AvIcked boy in his day. I
think, betAveen you and me, he must have been a
pirate."
" Oh," cries the young lady, " did they ever have pirates
here ?"
" Yes, but long before you were born. You should go
doAvn and see the old town that Morgan destroyed ! "
suggests Montez, going out.
Pendering on this, Louise thinks her employer curiously
evasive, and guesses quite shrewdly that it is to cover
up some agitation produced by the remarks of bis old
dependent Domingo of Porto Bello.
As soon as possible she flies off with this story to Silas
Winterburn, Avho remarks : " Well, they're both here,
and I guess that's about all the good it Avill de you ! I
recken yeu'd better take the pearls and be contented to
let the matter rest, my dear young lady ! "
" Never! " cries the girl. " I'll have the truth from one
of them In some way ! "
" Well, seems te me you're takln' about as long a
Job as buildln' a cathedral!" mutters Winterburn, "but
I don't think I'll be able to de you any good further
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than to give my evidence about the powder canister, if
you ever should get them inte court."
Suddenly his voice becomes solemn, and he whispers :
" Fer the love ef heaven and Santa Maria, my dear young
lady, don't let either of these gentlemen know what
you're drivin' at, or that you're a relative ef the robbed
and murdered Californians. They didn't step at murder
then, and I don't think either of them have impreved by
age. Promise me to be very careful ! "
" I will," replies Louise, "very careful, fer that is the
only way to succeed."
She would go on devoting her mind to this business,
but Winterburn, as he goes away, gives her a little
further information.
"By the by," he says, " I was In Kophcke's drug störe
half an hour ago, getting some liniment te take with me
for bruises on the dredger, when that young Californian,
Bovee, came in te get some medlclne, and told me about
poor Larchmont."
"Poor Larchment! "
" Yes, the nice young fellow that gave my wife the
letter of introduction to you. He spent a day en my
Chagres dredger—the day before I got your telegram."
"Well, what of him? ./^^i^r Larchment?" gasps the
girl, growing white.
" Oh, it ain't as bad as that," cries Silas. " He ain't
dead y e t ! "
" Not yet ? O heavens ! What do you mean ?"
"Why, he's got the fever."
" The fever! The yellow fever ?"
" Not the yellow fever !"
" Thank God ! "
"But the Panama fever—the malarial fever, though
sometimes it's most as deadly, but they get over it
quicker."
"Where I s h e ? "
" In the roems ef George Bovee, one ef the clerks of
the Pacific Mail."
" Do you knew where the house is ?"
"Yes!"
" Then take me to him, quick ! And I will bless you
for this kindness ! "
" What are you going to do ?"
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" Nurse him ! " whispers Louise. " Nurse him tili he
lives, or
"
" What ?"
" Till I die ! "
And led by the kind-hearted engineer, she goes to the
quarters of the young American, Avhlch are three open
rooms, with plenty of sea-breeze.
They are received at the door by a gentleman Avho
looks in astonishment at the beautiful young lady, as she
says : " You are Mr. Bovee ? You are a friend of Mr.
Larchment's ? "
" I hope SD. And you ? "
" I am Miss Minturn ef New York. Mr. Larchmont
saved my life in the New York blizzard. I have come te
nurse him ! "
And the young American, taking off his hat, says :
" Thank God ! We have got a nurse—a woman nurse—
a tender-hearted nurse ! God bless you, MISB Minturn,
fer Coming ! We need one ! He is very low ! " Then
noting how pale Louise is, he thinks it is from fear, and
whispers : " Do not be alarmed. His disease is neither
contagieus, infectieus, nor epidemic,"
" Were it all three," answers the girl very solemnly,
" I'd nurse him ! "
Then Bovee leads the Avay into a room, where on a
little cot-bed, bis face sometimes as white as the sheets,
with aAvful Chilis, and red Avith the fever at others, lies
Harry Larchmont, and she whispers to him : " Do you
knoAv me ? "
The eyes, opening, smile at her, and the teeth chattering AvIth malarial chill, gasp : " Louise ! " and a hand,
hot as the sands of the desert, clasps hers, as he mutters : " God bless you ! "
But suddenly he utters an awful cry : " Angels have
come ! " Then means, " My God ! too late ! too late ! "
and the delirium is on him.
In it he mutters things that almost break his nurse's
heart, for he babbles ef the girl in Paris, and shrleks :
" She shall not marry Montez."
But Louise sits In martyrdom by his bedside, and they
nurse him day and night, and they fight death for him,
and she fights strengest ef them all—strenger than bis
friend—strenger than the doctor—catching AVords of
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delirium that sometimes wound her heart, for she misconstrues them,
Once during his delirium, he gives her unutterable joy,
fer he shrleks : " No more ! No more attempts te Iure
the secrets ef Montez from the Ups ef the horrible Frenchweman ! " Next he sobs the tears ef delirium, and cries
out : " But it was to save my brother's name without
destroying myself. To save that poor girl from that
villain Montez ! "
And his nurse goes out from the room, and clasps her
hands together, and looks over the hot sunny water of
the Bay of Panama, from the veranda, and murmurs :
" Thanif God ! The man I love is worthy ! but bis heart
is given te another ! The Avhispers of the dying are always true! It was net te gain the smiles of the Frenchweman, but to win Montez' secret, that my Harry seemed
what he was not—a villain ! "
And the tears come into her eyes and run down her
pale hopeless face, as she smites her hands together and
links them in despair, muttering: " I can call him my
Harry new, because—because he is dying l "
Fer the doctor this morning has given her no hope that
the patient may live.
CHAPTER XX.
DOMINGO OF P O R T O BELLO.

Now, this absence of the young lady from her office
duties she has explalned In person to Aguilla, who has
said in his kindly way : " That's right, my dear. If you
can save a victim from the fever, de so. There are so
many who are not saved," and gives indefinite leave of
absence.
This being reported to Montez, he meditates : " Ah
ha ! The pretty Louise loves bim yet—^this Harry
Larchmont—though he loves my fiance'e In Paris ! " Incidentally meeting, that day, the doctor Avho attends
Larchmont, the Baron makes careful Inquiries en the
plea ef being the intimate ef Plarry's Parisian brother,
and is Informed that there Is no hope of bis recovery.
So he laughs te himself :
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" Again I triumph ! See how my enemies fall before
me ! I leave this place clear ! To-morrew I go away
from Panama forever ! Te my Avedding day—to enjoy
the beauty of Jessie Severn—to be rieh as a prince—to
be one of the great ones ef the earth. I have eaten up
everyone ; though they de not knoAV it, they are In my
jaAvs noAV ! "
And the3- are ; for he has made such arrangements that
none ef them AVIII ever see any ef the gold of Panama.
Domingo's stock AVIU be lost te him ; he AVIU receive his
dividends no more. Aguilla, his partner, is ruined, or
will be seen after Montez gets to Paris. Wernig, his
chum, will have hardly a fighting chance, and Francois
Leroy Larchmont no chance at all. Everyone has been
eaten up by this Vadalia Cardinalis.
Montez, Avith bis astute mind, has looked over the
field. He knoAvs the Canal Company, lottery or no lottery bill, will not last out the year, and with this fallure
must come such an explesion from French Investors, that
will upheave even France itself.
Investigation must show jobbery and fraud almost
unequalled in the history of the world.
So he has Avithdrawn himself from the storm, as far as
possible. He has made large Investments in American
securities. These are in the hands ef a New York
banking house, solid as a rock—one that has little
to do Avith France—one that has never in any way been
interested in French securities, er the Canal Interoceanic.
" I can live en that, a Fifth Avenue nabob, in America,
if the Avorst comes to the Avorst," he thinks, as he consults the black pocketboek he alwa3'S carries with him,
and Avhlch day by day, and night by night, is his own
particular care.
So he makes his preparations for departure in very
happy m,ood.
As he is bidding Aguilla good-by, that gentleman says
to him nervously: " You are sure the Canal Lottery
Bill will pass ?"
" Certain as that I stand here ! " cries Montez.
So Fernando goes aAvay from Panama, receiving merry
adieux, and passing over the railroad to Colon. At
Matachim he looks up the Chagres River toAvards Cruces,
and his eye says : " Adieu forever ! "
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Taking steamer on the Atlantic side, Baron Fernando
Montez gees to New York, where he will spend a fertnlght, looking after bis American Investments, and seeing that they are as certain as securities can be.
Within a week after he has gone away from Panama,
there comes a commetlon In the office. He has left
certain letters written in his own hand, to be delivered.
Bastien Lefert brings in one of these, and mutters in
a broken voice : " Where is the Baron Montez ? Alon
Dieu ! I am a ruined man ! "
Being informed that the senior partner has gone
away, he wrings bis hands and Interviews the junior.
After reading bis letter, Aguilla himself turns pale,
and his fat face becomes thinner, and he also gasps :
"Mon Dieu ! " Then he shuts himself up in his private
office, and tears run down his fat face—the bourgeois tears
for loss of money—for he means to himself : " If Avhat
this letter teils me Is true, Montez has destroyed me
also, My God ! my children ! HOAV can I stop him ?
What hope is there ? "
But into this scene comes a happier face. Louise
Minturn, radiant as the sun, though her young face bears
lines of care, from ceaseless watching and careful nursing,
comes in half crying, half laughing : " Thank God ! he Is
saved ! The doctor says he will live ! You understand
me ? I am back fer werk, Monsieur Aguilla! The
doctor says Harry—Mr. Larchmont will live."
But before Aguilla can answer, there Is a harsh voice
outside, and a terrible thump en the door, and In strides
the black man with the two great red scars and the
white wool.
He cries hoarsely : " Where Is this ladron—this Montez ? I have had his letter read to me. It says my gold
is gone. I, Demingo of Porto Bello, will wring his
slippery neck ! "
" Montez has gone—to—to France ! " stammers
Aguilla, for the appearance ef the ex-pirate frightens
him.
" To France !—Thousands ef miles from me !—But
you his partner are here—in my grasp! " howls
Domingo, and seizes poor Aguilla by the threat, grewling : " Teil me, liar ! Teil me, deg ! Teil me, where
are my dividends, or I will strangle you ! "
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Old as Domingo Is, Aguilla cannot get av/ay from his
grasp, though he contrives to gasp out : " You want
—your menth's dividends?"
" Yes ! This letter says I shall have none ! "
" You shall have them ! "
" New er your life ! "
" Certainly ! The — the fifty dollars ! " stutters
Aguilla, and pays it agitatedly out of bis pocket ; forgettlng even receipt fer same, though this is net natural
to his bourgeois nature.
"Ah, Diablo !" cries Domingo, chinking the silver and
gold. " NoAV for the pirate's delight—the rumshop ! "
and goes off, leaving Louise and Aguilla gazing at each
other astonished and dismayed.
Then Aguilla says suddenly : " Thank Heaven none
of the Clerks heard ! " and looks into the outer office,
Avblch Is quiet—the employees are all at their lunch. At
this Louise, turning to the Frenchman, queries : " What
does this mean ? "
" I cannot teil you at present," he ansAA'ers. " Come
to-morroAV ! " Then looking at her he says consideringly : " I may have a curieus missien for 3-ou. It will
be very impertant. Come to-morroAV fer Instructions."
" You do not Avant nie to-day ? "
" No, go back and nurse your sick friend. My little
daughter is sick also. I must go te Toboga ! "
So Louise, happy to get to the bedside Avhere she has
fought death and Avon, gees back te her vigil beside the
couch ef Harry Larchmont the American, and beside his
bed is a telegram ; but the doctor says, " Not yet ; he is
not streng enough."
The next day she blesses God again, for he is better,
and bis braln Is clear, but he Is weak—so Aveak ; though
there is a look in his eyes that indicates he is happy, as
she ministers to him Avith the tender hand ef loving
Avoman : the tender hand that comes te men In sickness :
the tender band that men should remember, but v/hich
they efttimes forget Avben health makes them streng.
And the doctor coming, she whispers to hira : " It is a
cable—shall I ?—dare I ? "
" Not yet," says the man of science, " But to-merroAA',
perhaps, if all goes Avell. He is improving fast—thanks
to his good nurse ! "
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" Thanks to his good doctor," answers Louise Avith
happy blushes, and goes back to her labers at Montez,
Aguilla et Cie., very happ3-, to find on her desk plenty of
work.
It is mostly reutine laber that she can answer without
dictation, for a note has been made en every letter. She
gees to werk at these, fer Aguilla, who comes in once,
says : " I am cabling to Paris. I shall have nothing to
say te you ef what I spoke ef last night, until I receive
answer," and keeps away from the office, apparently very
anxious as te his return despatches.
So the girl, stealing one hour from her Avork, to spend
at the bedside of Harry Larchmont, comes back late in
the afternoon, to finish up her letters, and sits AvrItIng at
the typewriter, tili all the ether clerks have gone away
and left her, and the rapid night ef the Isthmus is groAVing near.
There is no one in the building.
She has finished her last letter, and is rising to go
home, when the door opens with a bang, and a hearse
voice speaks to her. The voice of a man half drunk
with aquardiente—half wild Avith rage. She gives a gasp,
and her heart beats Avildly, for she, Louise Minturn, is
Standing alone, face to face with Domingo, the murderer
of Alice Ripley and her husband.
His eyes have a pirate gleam in them, and his black
heart is throbbing with deep pants beneath his black
bosom, that is partly bare, for he has torn away the shirt
in rage, er drunkenness.
She would fly to the door, but he closes it and locks
it. The key goes into his pocket as he cries : " Lefert,
the miser Avho is weeping for his gold, says mine Is gone
also ! The miser sobs ! The pirate kllls ! "
Next a cunning gleam comes Into bis eyes that are red,
and he whispers : "You are the one AA'ho Avrites In the
magic box. You take down the Avords in the air ? "
And the girl gasps, " Yes ! "
" Then put It down, that I, Domingo of Porte Bello,
may SAvear te It, and hang this villain Montez—who has
robbed me of my gold, and bang m.yself, Domingo ! "
And the girl, with pale face and trembling hands,
Stands looking at him, and he with half-drunken voice,
cries: " Put it down ! Put it down, er I will kill

2o6

BARON MONTEZ.

you ! Put doAvn the story ef the white lady with the
pearls ! "
Then Louise, sinking into her chair, Avith trembling
hands, does as she is bidden, and takes doAvn the story ef
the ex-pirate, crazed Avith drink and rage, told with the
florid gestures of the tropics ; delivered Avith the intensity
of the savage.
f You know me, Domingo of Porte Bello ? "
" Y—e—s," falters Louise.
" Put it down ! You know Fernando Gomez Montez,
mule-bey of Cruces, Avho calls himself Baron ? "
"Yes!"
" P u t it doAvn ! You knoAV the night in '56, when AA'C
killf d 'em here—women and children—Ave killed 'em ? "
" My Heaven ! "
" Put it down ! You knew the Californian—you know
the Senor Georgio Ripley—the white lady— the lady
with the pearls ? "
"Yes !,"
" Teil boAV we killed the man, and stole the gold and
the woman ! That Montez gave me little gold, and kept
much ! Put it down, how that night we tossed the dead
man to the sharks ! "
" My God ! " cries the girl.
" P U T IT DOWN! Put it doAvn how Ave bore the beautiful Aveman inte the mountains, along the Gargona trail,
up through the hills Into the Cordilleras, over the old Porto
Bello trail, grown up Avith Aveeds ever Avhlch the mule
stumbled, but I strode on. How the monkeys hewled
and the jaguar screamed as we passed through the tree
vistas in the dark night; how the moonlight shone on
US through the boughs and hanging vines and palm
leaves. HOAV the day came on—above us the birds and
sunshine, around us things that love darkness—the craAvling snake, the timid tapir, the crouching tiger. And the
lady—the white lady—regalning her senses, cried to us,
and we took her to the hut by the river, Avhere she struggled, and cried to God for her husband. Mia madre !
bow she cried ! Cried as the women cried on pirate
ships, Avhen their husbands Avere cut doAvn by cutlasses,
or pistelled before their eyes. I, Demingo, teil you so.
Put it down !
" P u t It down how Montez told her he loA-ed her.
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HoAv the beautiful eyes shone Avith hate upon him ! Teil
of the lovely form drawn up erect ! How she turned upon
him In the hut, and swere to kill herseif, by the God ef
Gods, rather than love him ! HOAV he, to see if we Avere
pursued, left her imprisoned in the hut, giving her one
day to decide whether she would love him Avillingly or
unwillingly. How I, Domingo, watched her, that I might
steal the pearls from her, I could have torn them from
her, but she might have told Montez, and I feared Montez. And I fear Montez yet, for he Is strenger—cunning little Montez ! Montez el diablo muchacho !
" Put It doAvn how she looked out of the little hut—out
of the window, and saw the Indian snake charmer—the
snake Catcher. Teil how she watched across the riverbank ! How the birds fluttered frightened—how that
awful snake—the one I have seen kill a comrade in Saint
Lucia, when I was a boy on Lafitte's ship—the one they
call the yellow snake—the lance-head—the Labarri of
Guiana, and Macagua of the Caribs. HOAV the Macagua,
eight feet ef living death, Avith black forked tongue that
moves unceasingly, and lurid eyes that never quail,
crawled over the bank of the river, in pursult of the bird ;
how the snake charmer, Avith long brauch, pinned his
head to the ground, and seized him, and laughed in his
very fangs, as I watched—I, Domingo, watched ! Teil
how the woman, crazy Avith despair, beckened to the
snake charmer, for she kncAV not his Hngo, while he held
it—the death spirit—the great long serpent with the
bands ef black upon his back, that tapered down and left
all scales of yellow on bis belly—the living cell with death
at its head, and long, sharp fangs, from Avhlch the venom
drepped—how he put it in a water gourd, and bound
ever it deerskln, and held imprisoned the living death,
that would affright even a man like me—PUT IT
DOWN !

"And the lady—the white lady—looking with desperate eyes—with eyes that were growing crazy—beckened
the Carib, and he plunged into the rapids, and waded
across, for she held up one Avhite pearl of the string to
allure him to her—one glistening pearl, Avorth money
anywhere. Put it down ! And the man coming to her
with his vase ef living death, she seized from him the
gourd that held the Macagua snake, and drepped into
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bis band the pearl. And the snake charmer laughed,
and I, Domingo, knew a desperate woman meant death
to one or both ef us, if we entered inte her hut, er death
unte herseif. How I chuckled : ' Here is an unknoAvn
joy for Montez who Avill be coming soon, for Montez
loves this woman Avith the sunny hair and the blue eyes,
and skin white as the Santo Espiritu floAver !'
" Then, as night comes on, Montez is back and says :
' There is no pursuit !'
" And I Said : ' Ha, ha ! there may be ?' That Avas to
myself, for I had seen her write something, but I knew
not Avhat she did with it.
" And Montez said te me : ' Is she there ?'
" And I Said : ' She Is—go In ! '
" I laughed—I, Demingo, laughed. And as he entered,
I saAV this woman rise up as a spirit ef the sea ! Her
Avhite limbs and bare bosom, the garments torn from them
by the brambles ef the forest, gleaming in the last sun
ra3's ; her eyes—blue as the waves and flashing like those
of women Avho Avalk the plank.
" Upon this loveliness Montez one moment gloated,
then he cried to her : ' I love you ! I will be your
husband ! I will take the place of him Avhe Is lost
to you ! "
" And she cried : * Never ! '
" And as she cried out, Montez sprang towards her, and
then, betAveen them both, I saw her hold the living snake,
and laugh : ' Come new ! I love this better than I love
you !'
"And the Macagua snake, not knoAving Avhlch to bite,
Avaved his head, and hissed a sharp hiss, with bis fangs
upllfted, as she chased Montez with the living death
around the hut, and then again around ! And he with
aAvful screams sprang through the door.
" And the snake bit her, and the woman cried : ' I loA'e
him best ! '
" And so she died ! Put it down ! Behold the story
that will hang this Baron Montez, who robs me of my
dividends of gold ! P U T IT DOWN ! P U T IT DOWN !
that I may svear te it—I, Domingo ef Porto Belle—
the last living pirate."
But there is a swooning woman, who can put down no
more, as Domingo, ex-villajn, ex-murderer, and last of the
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pirates ef the Gulf, staggers out, and says to the Frenchman, Bastien Lefert, who Is Walking meedily outside :
" I have put it doAvn—Avhat AVIII hang the villain
Montez, who has robbed both you and me, my Frenchman of the heavy heart ! I have put it down ! "

C H A P T E R XXL
AFTER

HER!

SOME little time after this, the girl lying half SAveoning
over her typewriter, by an effort, forces her mind te its
work once more, and taking the awful dictation with her,
gees tremblingly out ef the building, and is happy to find
herseif in the streets, Avith people moving about.
This terrible tale has affected her nerves, and she
shudders, turning corners, CA'cn on the open streets
of Panama, for she sees the Macagua snake in her
Imagination, and a woman crazy AvIth despair holding
it on high, pursuing the shrieking Montez in the hut,
careless as te which one It gives death. But the very
herrer ef the tragedy ultlmately gives her strength.
She thinks ef the cruel fate ef Alice Ripley, and determines to avenge it, and this nerves her te de things
Louise Minturn could hardly have brought herseif te do,
until Dominge the ex-pirate had told his aAvful story to
her shuddering ears.
She is so excited, that she fears her agitation may
communicate itself to the invalid. She knoAvs this
night she is no fit nurse for anyone.
So she sends a message to the young American, Bovee,
in whose room Harry Larchmont still lies ; and, receiving word that the invalid is doing very Avell, remains at
home and goes to bed herseif.
The next morning she awakes her usual seif; for
youth and hope give brightness to the eyes and elasticity
to the Step of this fair young malden—even in this
sickly town ef Panama—now that Harry Larchmont is
getting well.
She comes inte the sick-roem quite cheerily this morning, and is very happy, for the patient is much better.
14
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A moment after, the doctor, who is present also, says
to her inquiring glance : " Yes, you can glA'e him the
cablegram noAV."
This she does, and Is serry for It.
Glancing at it, the sick man utters a faint cry, and tries
to struggle up In his bed.
" W h a t ' s the m a t t e r ? " Avhispers the doctor, seizing
him.
" My brother! " shouts Larchment, agitation giving
him for a moment strength. " My heaven ! H e is Avax in
Montez' hands ! I must go to Paris at once, or he Avill
marry her to that villain before I get there ! It's—it's a
cable from Jessie."
These Avords put a knife in Louise Minturn's heart.
After a little, when the doctor has quieted the patient,
telling him he AVIU soon be able to travel, she m u t t e r s :
" I must go! " And despite Harry's pleadings for more
ef her society, falters from the room te her office labers
at Montez, Aguilla et Cie., murmuring to herseif in
broken voice : " HOAV anxious he is te get back to the
side of his love—the girl in P a r i s ! All he fears is that
he will lese her ! "
At the oft'ice she contrives te get through her Avork,
Avhlch is very little just now, though Aguilla says : " In
a few minutes I Avill have something to say to you ! "
She is at her typev/riter. Suddenly she shudders ;
Domingo Stands before her.
T h e Avine has left bim now, and he says Inslnuatingly,
a cunning gleam in his e3'es : " What did I do last night ?
Did you see me ? Did the old drunkard swear to any
Avild tale, eh, muchacha bonita ? "
T h e girl, steadying herseif, replies : " No, though you
might have—you had a letter to A'/rlte, old Domingo
—only you Avere a little overcome with wine—too much
te speak it to the air. If you Avill toll it to me UOAV, I
Avill put it down for you."
" Oh, I told you nothing—that Avas Avell! Never believe the stories of the drunkard I " he chuckles. " But I
have a letter to write to mi amigo, Baron Montez—one
he will net bless you fer sending."
And he dictates one to her, ef a threatening kind, in
ease he shall lose bis gold that he has saved during his
many years, and be left in his old age without money to
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buy fer him the pleasures ef life. This finished, he
snarls : " Send that to Montez with the compliments of
Domingo ef Porte Belle !" and gees off te the wineshop, for there is still some money in his pockets.
Thinking over the matter, Louise Is glad she has given
him no hint of his revelation. Dominge drunk, and
Domingo sober, are tAVO different creatures. Domingo
drunk will babble his awful tale inte her pretty ears :
Demingo sober will cut her white threat for telling It.
A moment after, she hears something from Aguilla
that expels for the moment all thought of the ex-pirate
from her mind.
He leads her cautiously into his private office, and
says : " This that I teil you is a secret. I have been
kind to you, while you have been here, have I not ?" and
pats her hand as if to beg a favor.
" Yes," answers Louise, " very kind and considerate,
and I thank you fer it."
" Then In my extremity, remember it! You are the
only one I can trust to de this thing. My clerks here
are either these who might betray me, er have net that
certainty of character that Is necessary in this delicate
missien."
" What de you wish ?" asks the girl, nervously ; fer
bis manner is Impressive.
" This ! and remember—I am placing my fortune in
your hands—the fortune of my family that I have werked
all these years to gain ! I want you te prevent my partner. Baren Montez "—here his voice grows very low—•
" from ruining me ! "
" Ruining you ? "
" Sh—sh ! Not so loud ! Yes. What he has done here,
te those about him, makes me knoAV I am net safe in his
hands. I fear he will destroy the ledgers of our firm in
Paris, because those ledgers show that I am rieh—not as
he is—but still enough. There is but one chance for me.
You must go to Paris ! "
" To Paris ! " gasps Louise, then thinking of the invalid still pale and weak and needing her nursing, she
mutters, " Impossible ! "
"Imperative!" answers Aguilla. "You must leave
to-night ! "
" But my patient ?"
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" Leave him here. He is out of danger, I am not.
My salvatlon depends on your acting for me—in time !
I shall give you tickets for the fast steamer leaving Colon
te-merroAV morning, to connect at St. Themas with the
English line fer Seuthampton. The British ship calls at
Cherbourg. From there go te Paris, immediately ! At
the office of Montez, Aguilla et Cie., deliver te the gentleman in Charge, Monsieur Gascoigne, my written order for
3'OU te examine the ledgers ef the firm, and take off certain reports therefrom."
"But," stammers Louise, "Montez is there. If he
m^eans to do Avhat you fear, he will refuse ! "
" Montez is not in Paris ! He did not go there direct.
He Avill stop two Aveeks in New York—that is our chance I
You Avill get there, probably, a week before him ! In that
time you must take a record ef the ledgers for the first
four months ef 1881. That Avas the time Avhen we sold
out most of our stock and get clear ef Canal Interoceanic.
Have your excerpts attested by Monsieur Gascoigne before a notary. 'Then if Montez destroys the boeks or
loses the boeks—or they fly away inte the air, I am safe
—I have the recerds !—he cannot reb me ! "
" But Avhy not go yourself ?"
" At this moment it Is impossible ! My wife and child
are sick—perhaps dying—I cannot leave them ! There
is no time but new! I must trust to you ! Will you do
it?"
" Yes, if possible ! " cries Louise, a sudden wild thought
in her brain. " I v/ill teil you in an heur ! "
" Very well ! If you will not go, I must try and get
some one eise, though I know of none who would de as
well ! " murmurs Aguilla.
Then the girl flies off to the bedside of Harry Larchmont.
" What does the doctor say about your going to
Paris ? " she asks hurriedly.
" Net for a Aveek yet—at best! "
" Then I will go to Paris for you ! "
" You ? How Avill you prevent Baren Montez marrying Jessie Severn ? " and the invalid Stabs his nurse again.
" Do you suppose you could control my brother ? " he
goes on reflectively, " who is now either fool er Imbeclle,
in Paris ? "
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" No, but I can do something eise for you ! " murmurs
the girl, whose lips tremble at the mention ef Miss
SeA^ern's name. " You told me once, you wanted the
secrets of Baron Montez. What secret do you Avant
most ?"
" The most impertant te me," murmurs Larchmont,
" Avould be the real or true record of bis transactions
with my brother. The Statements he has furnished
Frank, I have looked ever ; they are incemprehensible,
involved, vague. I do net believe them true ! "
" I will betray them to you ! "
" Impossible ! "
" I will betray Baron Montez to you ! I will use my
cenfidential position to destroy him ! " cries Louise, her
face excited.
" Oh, no ! " answers the man. " You told me your
business honor would prevent your doing that! " Then
he falters: " Not even te save me a fortune er my brother
bis honor, AVIII I permit you to do what you may one
day blush for ! "
" My business honor is to business men—net mensters,
murderers, and bandits ! " answers the girl, the light ef
passion coming inte her eyes. " I will destroy this man
as he has destroyed those ef my blood—remorselessly as
he did them ! " and she teils him the story of Domingo,
the ex-pirate, and the missien that Aguilla AA-ould give
her in Paris.
But he whispers : " No ! no ! Montez would kill 5-ou,
if you brought danger upon him ! For my sake, de net
go ! " and kisses his nurse's hand, murmuring " Promise ! "
" I must go ! "
" Not tili I go Avitli you. Promise ! "
But she does net understand, and breaks away from
him ; but lingers at the door and kisses her hand to
him, though her face says farewell.
From Harry's side she flies back to Aguilla and says :
" I accept. I will do what you Avish, faithfully and
truly ! "
" Then I have hope ! " answers the Frenchman, and
chuckles in bis bourgeois way " I knew you would !
You are a true girl ! I have had everything prepared !
Here are your tickets to Paris, complete in every particular. Here is money for your expenses ! " And he
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gives her more gold than she has ever had in one lump
in her life before. " Spare no expense. This letter to
the firm will give you the epportunitics you want, if you
get te Paris before Montez—that is the vital point! "
Then she suddenly says : " Where shall I stay In
Paris ? A young lady alene, I am told, is very unpleasantly situated."
" I Avill give you a letter to a friend of mine, a man of
family," answers Aguilla. ^YritIng this last and handing
it to her, he glA-es her another thrill—for he says : " You
must leave this afternoon ! "
" This afternoon ? " ejacuiates Louise.
" In tAVO hours ! The steamer leaA'es Colon to-morroAV
morning, and time Is vital ! "
"Then get a carriage fer me," ansAvers Miss Minturn,
Avhe having once made decision carries it te the end.
This being done she flies to the house ef Martinez the
notary, and astonishes them all. She says she is going
aAvay.
" Next month ? "
" No, noAv ! "
" NOAV ? Sanctus Dominus ! " And the Spanish family,
not accustomed to haste, jabber excitedly about her as
she packs her trunk. Feeling she has net strength to say
good-by te the man for Avhese sake she is really going,
Louise scribbles a hasty note ef farewell to Harry Larchmont ; and CA'en Avhile Avriting it, Aguilla has come for
her Avith a carriage—he is in such a hurry.
The tAVO drive doAvn te the railroad, the Frenchman
repeating his Instructions as he puts her on the train.
Then Louise Minturn, as the cars run out of Panama,
the excitement of departure leaving her, falters : " Who
Aveuld have thought it this morning ? I am going to Paris
to fight Harry's battle—to Avin bis love for him—te AvIn
her fortune back ! "
Her lovely eyes cannot see for the tears, and she murmurs : " God help me ! The happier I make him, the
more unhappy I make myself ! I Avonder If he AVIII ever
knoAV ? " Then determination coming te her, she cries :
" I pray God not ! "
That evening a little note is brought to Harry Larchmont, as he lies in his cot, in the tOAvn of Panama, and
he mutters : " Louise has broken her promise ! She has
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left me ! She has gone where danger and death may
come upon her ! "
" Calm yourself, Harry ! " says bis friend Bovee ; " she
has only gone to Paris, and Paris Is net fatal to all pretty
Avomen."
" But you don't kncY/—he may kill her ! "
« He—Avho ? "
" Baren Montez ! "
At this bis friend looks curiously at him, and thinks hc
Is raving again ; so curiously that Harry says : " Ycu
need not fear. My head is as sane as 3'ours, only—
God help me ! She has left nie ! "
" Oh, you're convalescent noAA'—you can get along
AA'ithout your nurse ! " laughs BoA'ce.
" Not when I love her ! " ansAvers Larchmont. " Love
her AvIth my heart and m.y soul ! "
" Then," says Bovee, after a pause of astonishment:
" I can give you better medlclne than the doctor—the
best medicine In the Averld ! "
" What's that ? "
" She loves you ! "
" My God ! What makes you think
?"
" She's awfully jealous of that little girl in Paris—and
between ourselves you've given her very good reason in
your delirium ravings."
" Jealous ef Jessie ? Ha ! ha ! Ho! ho ! The darling !—
jealous of my brother's little Avard ! This Is lovely ; this
is funnyM This is delightful," laughs the invalid.
" You wouldn't laugh if yeu'd seen her look at you
Avlien you were raving about the other girl," mutters
Bovee who Is an ebserver.
" I brought tears to her ? " murmurs Plarry.
"Yes!"
" Then as God's above m^e, these tears shall be her
last!"
" All right ! To keep your oath pull 3'ourself together,
get Avell, and Ave'll ship you off to Paris after her ! "
ansAvers his friend.
Which Mr. Larchmont does, and a week after Miss
Minturn has sailed from Colon, Harry reaches that place,
to follow her to Paris. He is much strenger new, and
the sea-breeze adds to bis strength, day by day, as he
sails to cooler climes.
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He carries Avith him something that keeps his mind
occupied during the voyage.
As he is leaving Panam.a, right at the depot, Mrs.
Winterburn catches him. She cries eagerly, for the
locomotive has already whistled : " Here's something
my husband sa3's belongs te Louise ; " and gives him
the beautiful string ef pearls found in the poAA-der canister. " And here's something Miss Minturn left in the
hurry of belting. It's a book of writing : she had only
an heur te pack, and forget It." With this Susie presses
into Larchment's hand a large manuscript volume.
" Great goodness ! It's her diary ! " he gasps, gazing
at the outside of it, and would give It back to Mrs. Winterburn, but the train is already moving, fer a curiosity
has come upon bim of which he is afraid.
But he locks the book up in his trunk, and fights Avith
himself, saying : " No, no. I'll not—read this—If I die
of AA'anting." But one day as he moves it, gazing at It
AA-Ith longing eyes, some things fall out of it.
AYIth a cry ef love and joy he pIcks them up and looking on them mutters : " These are mine—they Avere mine
before they Avere hers." And goes about happy but expectant. They are his bunch ef violets and card of
the blizzard.
And so, Coming into Paris, about six o'clock in the
evening, of an early June day, Harry Larchmont is pretty
much his old seif again, though his face is still pale, and
there is a very anxious expression In his eyes.
Driving up to the hotel ef his brother in the Boulevard
ßlalesherbes, near the Park Monceau, be is let in by
Robert the old-time servitor, AvIth exclamatiens of delight
and Avelcome, and finds something that asteunds him—
that something that often comes to us—the great—the
UNEXPECTED !

BOOK V.
THE

HURLY-BURLY

IN PARIS.

C H A P T E R XXII.
T H E MIND OF A L U N A T I C .

THE door is clesed behind him. Harry sa3's to the old
man : " Robert, just get my baggage up-stairs ; and
Avhere is my brother ? "
" Trunks, yes, sir," replies Robert. Then he turns to
Mr. Larchmont, and astonishes him. For he say-s :
" Thank God, you have come, sir ! It Avas en my mind
te speak te a lawyer to-morroAV ! "
" What's the matter ?" asks Harr3'. " Anything
Avreng ? " for Roberts manner is alarming.
" Yes, sir ! Mr. Frank, your brother—he's sick. I
think it's his head." The man Avaves bis hand about
bis honest Breton broAV, as if driving aAvay phantoms.
" But you had better go in and see him yourself, sir, at
once."
" Very well," says Harry. " Is he at dinner ? "
" Ob ! he don't dine much, sll* and Miss Jessie and
her governess generaliy eat up-stairs, sir."
" Where Is he ? "
" In the library."
And Robert shows Harry Larchmont in to a dimly
lighted room, where a man is seated before a writing
table, his head in his hands.
Harry cries out: " Frank, I've come back from
Panama safe ! The fever didn't kill me ! "
" Ah, thank God ! Harry ! You are come ! " answers
the brother, rising, and the two Avring each other's
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hands ; though Franfols after the manner of the French
Avould kiss.
" Let me have a little light to look at J'ou," says the
younger one, for the tones of Francois Leroy Larchmont's voice have glA'en him a peculiar thrill, they are
so nervous yet so muffled ; the timbre of the voice seems
to be changed. It Is as if his tongue AA'ere clunisy.
Lighting the room, Harry Larchment looks at bis
brother, and can hardly restrain an exclamatien, the
shock of his appearance is so great.
The face that had been round and rather füll, has
groAvn thin and drav/n. The eyes have a Avatchful furtive glance, as if looking for something, partly in terror,
partly in surprise—a something that Is ahvays coming
but never comes.
Before the 3'ounger man can speak, the eider breaks
out : "Thank God ! You A'C come to save Jessie from
marrying that Infernal villain—that Montez of Panama
and Paris !"
Then, not AA'aiting for an answer, he
Jumps on, the AVords coming from him in jerks: " I've
had cables from him ! Threatening cables !—from NCAV
York ! cables that alarmed me so much ! cables !—that I
had all the preparations made for the AveddIng—the
trousseau ordered here—knick-knacks and folderels !
He is Coming to-morrow ! But 3'ou—thank God !—in
time ! Henri, my brother ! save me from him ! " and he
shudders as if frightened.
"Let me look at his cables," remarks Harry grimly.
The other exhibits to him rapidly, three—one from
Panama, tAve from New York. The general teuer of
these is for Francois-to make all the preparations for the
Avedding, that must take place on Montez' arrival in
Paris, tbougb there is a peculiar amblguous threatening
in them.
" What does be mean by his hints ? " asks Harry, and
is astounded at the reply.
His brother suddenly giggles : " Ah, ha! I bribed t'ne
deputies for him ! The deputies for the Canal Bill !
The Lottery Bill ! It Avent through the Bureau ef
Deputies, a few nights ago ! I bribed them ! He hints,
be absolutely dares to hint, at threatening me Avith this,
the Avretch ! for doing his Avork—oh ho ! bis orders ! "
Then he shudders : " Henri, protect me ! "
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" Certainly ! " mutters the younger man, almost toe
overcome to speak, for there is something in his brother's
manner that makes him fear fer bis Intellect, though he
meditates : " Why could I not threaten Montez also ? If
it is against the law fer my brother, it is against the law
for him ! "
But as Harry looks en Francois Lerey Larchmont, Avho
has suddenly begun to teil him of a ncAV opera, he casts
this from his mind, speculating : " What jury would believe bis evidence ?"
Franceis is never quiet long. He breaks in suddenly :
" But about this marriage. I have had a plan—a great
plan, Within the last three days I have discovered hoAv
te pestpene the Avedding! What de 3'eu think I have
done ? I have made Jessie younger ! "
" Made Jessie younger ? "
" Yes ! she Is now only eleven ! "
To this Harry returns, his voice very serieus : " Where
is she ?"
" Oh, up-stairs, studying her lessons, I presume. You'll
see her in a moment! " Franceis rings the bell, and
Robert making his appearance, he commands sternly :
" Bring the child doAvn ! "
At Avhlch, stifling a grin, the servant gees away ; but a
minute after, reappears Avitb a subdued but frightened
giggle, sa3'ing : " The child says she won't come down ! "
" Very well, I'll see her myself ! " ansAvers Harry.
" Never mind about coming AvIth me, Frank ! You stay
here-quietly," for there is an indefinite fear in his mind—
a fear of something, he does net knoAV Avbat, as he steps
In the hall.
Noting his face, the servant whispers te bim: " Miss
Severn is all right ! She's up-stairs with her governess,
locked in. They're frightened te death of him ! "
So Harry, going up, raps on the door, and the faint
voice ef the governess comes faltering through the panels : " Miss Jessie is at her lessons—she can't be disturbed, M-m-mensieur Francois."
" Never mind whether she's at her lessons, or not,"
cries Harry. " It is I, Harry Larchmont ! Open the
door! "
In a second the key is turned in the lock, the belt
slipped, and be finds himself with both the governess
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and Miss Severn hugging him together, and sobbing :
" T h a n k God, you have come ! Thank God ! "
But here he utters a cry of astonishment, and ejacuiates : " What's this ? T h e ballet, or skirt dancers ?"
And Miss Jessie cries : " Good heavens ! don't you
knoAV ? I'm a child again ! "
" Yes, and a very pretty child ! " laughs Harry, fer
relief has come te him.
At Avhlcb the young lady puts en a very blushing face,
and sa3's : " NOAV don't be aAvful ! No joking ! I had te
de i t ! Frank came up three days age, and frightened
me and my governess t e death. H e said I was a child
once more ! H e had my governess make short dresses
for me. H e said that Avould prevent Montez from marrying me so soon I I Aveuld be too young ! "
" HOAV dared you do this ? " asks Larchmont savagely
of the governess.
T h e AA'oman bursts out sobbing, and gasps, her nerves
having given Avay : " Wouldn't you do anything, If he
had a pistol in his hands, and said it was the Avill ef
God?"
" But AA'hy didn't you escape from here ? " asks Harry,
turning to Miss Jessie.
" HOAV could I go out in these clothes ? H e took all
the rest a\A'ay ! Look at me ! " T h e n she suddenly cries,
" No ! For heaven's sake don't look ! " for Harry is obeyIng her, and turning bis eyes upon a babyish but alluring
picture. Miss Severn is dressed as a Parisian child of
eleven, AvIth very short skirts, Avith very pink silk stockings and petite Slippers, and baby waist Avith blue knets of
ribbon upon her glearaing Shoulders and round v/hite
arms, and golden hair hanging in one long juvenile//]^tail.
" T h e n Avhy didn't your governess g o ? " mutters
Larchmont, stifling a guffaAV.
"' She Avas too frightened te move, so Ave just locked
ourselves in. Please—please don't laugh at me ! I—•
it's aAvful ! "
" A n d Mrs. DcAvitt ? "
" Mrs. Dewitt has been In SAA-Itzerland for a Aveek.
She AvIU return soon."
" We knew you Avere coming also," continues Jessie.
" W e had seen 3'Our telegram, We thought it best to
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await your arrival. It would make such an awful scandal about poor Frank ! But, eh," here her eyes groAv
frightened, "don't leave me with him !"
" How long has this thing been coming on the poor
fellow down-stalrs ?"
" Well, when we came back, Frank was all right, and I
had a very pleasant time In society here, but each da3',
for the last two months, he's been growing more nervous.
I think it's the threats ef that awful man, the Baron
Montez, made te bim before he left fer Panama. Then he
has been very busy doing something pohtical, he says ;
but only three days ago did this peculiar freak come
upon him."
" You saAV Baren Montez Avhen he left for Panama ? "
" Oh, yes, once. He left Paris just as Ave got here. To
please Frank I went doAvn to see him. I—I had te—
Frank is frightened to death ef him." Then she Avhispers " He Is making preparations for my weddIng. The
trousseau is here. The time has been fixed by cable ; "
next giggles : "Would you like to see the bride's dress ?"
This is said so carelessly that Larchmont is astonished.
He asks : " Did you not fear that Montez might really
marry you ? "
" No," replies the girl, looking with trustful blue eyes
into his, Avith such faith that It gives bim a shock. " No,
because you had swern that I should never marry him !"
Then Larchmont says quietly to the governess : " I
will make proper arrangements for Miss Severn so that
she can come down-stairs with—propriety."
At which the girl gives a little affrighted " Oh ! " and
Stands a beautiful and blushing picture.
From this the young man turns Avith a sad but stern
face, and goes down-stairs te see his brother, and coming
into the library is greeted Avith : " Is the child still sulky ?''
" No," returns Harry, "the child is quiescent."
" Ah ! " remarks Francois, centemplatively. Then he
suddenly giggles : " She Avas in a devil of a temper tili I
kodaked her ! "
" You—did—what ? " ejacuiates Harry, for the terra is
a new one.
" Yes, snapped her in—photographed her—I've her
picture here. I'm going to send one te Montez." And
Francois, who is an amateur at everything, produces a
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carte de visite ef Miss Jessie that makes Harry Larchmont,
serious as is the Situation, guffaAV.
" Would even Montez dare to marry such an aAvful
child as that ? " remarks Frank.
" No. I'm bloAved if he AA'ould ! " returns Harry : for
he is looking at the most enfant terrible en record.
Miss Jessie's blue e3'es are starting out of her head in
horror, but liaA'e tears in them ; her mouth is pouting, but
Avildly savage ; her pigtall is fl3'ing out In the breeze ;
she seems about to fly at the camera and destroy It ; in
fact, this had been her Idea, but Frank had snapped too
quickly and too deftly.
" Wouldn't that make an artist's fortune ! " remarks
Franceis. " I shall ask her te pose for me—you know I
daub a little—at least I did before that villain Montez
made me Avalk the floor all night ! " Then he means,
" Save me! He'll put me in prison ! "
Meeting Harry's eyes, Franceis Leroy Larchmont
droops his, as his brother says : " There is only one thing
to do, Frank ! You, yourself, Avhen you think of it,
must cenclude that I am the only one to protect you
from Baren Montez ! "
" Yes," ansAA'ers the other, " I have prayed for your
Coming ! "
" Very Avell then, in erder te save you from the man
von fear, I must have the füll directien ef everything.
You must assign your guardianship, under the French
laAv, of Miss Severn, to me. She AVIII assent to it in
AvritIng, and at her age, It AVIII be legal."
"You—you—" gasps the AA-eak man, "will give me a
receipt for Jessie's property, so that they cannot prosecute me for losing it—afull receipt ? "
"Y'es," says the ether quietly, " a füll receipt, to save
your name ! " A.nd he breaks out: " Good heavens !
You don't suppose that I could ever let a child, your
AA'ard, lose her property through you ! That wouldj be a
disgrace upon our family forever. But you must turn me
over everything you have."
" All right ! Only save me from Montez ! "
"Very well ! " remarks Harry, "give me your keys ! "
He Steps into the hall and says to Robert: " Do you
knew a notary near here ?"
" Yes, sir."
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" Send for him ! "
But Robert, about to go, suddenly Avhispers : " Look
out fer bis pistol ! "
" His pistol ! Where is it ? "
" He's get It on, sir," says the man. " That's the reason
I obey him so quickly "
" Has he ? " says Larchment, and stepping back Into
the library, be remarks : " Frank, I'A'C got to go out this
evening, after I get through iny business Avith you. I
left my revolver in Panama. I have get so used to carrying one, I shall not feel safe Avitheut it."
" Oh, take mine ! " cries his brother, cheerfully, and
he hands him a very Impressive looking weapon, remarking casually : " I brought it to coerce the governess,
but have lately used it upon mice in the cellar. It
Avill slay a mouse at four yards ! " Then a sudden and
awful tone coming into bis voice, Avhich makes Harry
very happy he has the pistol in his OAvn hands, he mutters : " Besides, en the Avedding da3-—after the bride was
married—I had thoughts
"
" Thoughts ef what ? " asks Harry uneasily.
" Thoughts ! thoughts ! " says the other. " Just
thoughts ! "
" Wen't you come in to dinner ? " suggests the younger
Larchmont, anxious to cut short this musing ef his
brother,
" No, I never dine noAV. Perpetual Lent Avith me, mon
ami. Perhaps, after all Is over, and I have tried everything, I may turn menk ! It is Avell to learn to fast,"
Then Francois' tone becomes suddenly anxious, and he
murmurs : " If I do not de Avhat he teils me, he has threatened to turn me out of here—te turn me Into the streets
to starve—I—a Larchment, starve—I—who have never
beeil hungr3' before ! I am educating myself for this."
" You need have no fear of that new," remarks Harry
cenfidently. " Here's the notary."
And that official being shoAvn in shortly thereafter.
Franceis Leroy Larchmont assigns his guardianship of
Miss Severn te Harry ; and Harry acknoAvledges receiving the fortune ef the young lady,
To the first of this it is best te get Jessie's assent,
which she is delighted to give ; the notary going up to
her te take her signature.
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So Coming from this IntervIeAV, telling Robert to send
one of the other servants out for a doctor, and to Avatch
at the door to see his brother does not leave the room,
Harry Larchmont goes to dinner, Avith but very httle
appetite. H e has, hoAvever, made arrangements for the
restoration ef Miss Severn^s Avardrobe, and that 3-ORng
lady flits doAvn to him, in a very pretty dignlfied eveain,;^
dress, though she sometimes pulls doAvn her skirt as if
anxious to make it longer, and once er twice takes a lock
at her train to be sure It is there. As hc eats she proceeds to give him further detalls of the last three days,
some ef Avhicli Avould make him laugh, were they not
additional e\'idences that Francois Leroy Larchmont has
lost the weak mind be bad, through his fears of Baron
Montez.
An hour after this, a distinguished French physician
comes, and after examlnation teils Plarry that just at
present these peculiar disorders are so amblguous, he
cannot teil Avhether the disease of bis brother Avill be
permanent, or not.
H e must study the ease for a fcAV
days.
" It may be only the nerves—it may be the brain. If
the latter, it is probably hopeless ! At any event, he
must have attendants. H e must be watched. H e must
net be let go out of the house alone. If Mr. Larchmont
AvIshes, he will send him tAA'O rellable men."
" Very Avell," says Harry ; " I am much obliged to
you, doctor. D e as you suggest."
An hour afterwards, two quiet but determined-looking
men come.
" \Vho are these ? " asks Francois uneasily.
" Two secret police to guard 3'ou from Baron Montez,"
Avhispers his brother.
" Ho, ho ! T h e n Ave have Fernando ! " chuckles
Frank as the men attend him up-stairs.
Satisfied that bis brother Avill be taken care of, Harry
thinks he would like a cigar in the open air.
T h e night is a beautiful one. H e has been accustomed to open rooms on the Isthmus, and to sea-breezes
on the steamer. H e thinks he can better meditate upon
the aAvful Situation In Avhich he is placed, in the open ain
H e must t u m ever several things In his mind.
Of
course his brother's signature to the document makin.'i-
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him Jessie's guardian, will legally ameunt te nething ;
still, with her consent, he knoAvs a French court will
doubtless transfer the guardianship to him.
Then he suddenly thinks of the paper that he has
signed, receipting for all of this girl's fortune—a million
dollars—five million francs! He Is no lunatic. He is
llable fer all of it!
He knows that his brother can turn over to him but
very little of the orphan's estate, and he mutters : " I am
afraid I have crippled myself I Unless I can force Montez to disgerge, I am now comparatively poor! If I
marry, I shall net have wealth enough to retain my position in N'cAV York society ! "
Then he communes with himself: " There Is but one
I want to marry, and if she will have me, we can be happy
In a flat! I imagine she was living In one Avhen I first
met her ! "
The servants, tired with their duties of the day, have
all gone to bed, Harry hesitates to trouble them. He
opens the front door himself, to receive another Sensation ef this night in Paris.
Almost as his hand is on the door, there is a ring, and
as he throws the portal open, he finds himself standing
face te face with Louise Minturn—her bosom panting,
her eyes bright. She mutters to him : " Thank God, you
are here on time ! "
Then she thrusts something into his hand and whispers,
a frightened tone in her voice : " That will save your
brother's and his ward's fortune from Baren Montez!
Hold to it, as te your life ! It contains the secrets of
the man you are to fight against! I think I have saved
your fortune, but fear I am pursued by the police ! "
T H E SOMETHING IS THE BULKY, BIG POCKETBOOK OF
BARON FERNANDO MONTEZ !

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE HONOR OF FRANCE.

arrives In Paris on schedule
The weather has been very pleasant—the sun

MISS LOUISE MINTURN

time.
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bright. She has sailed over a summer sea ; so it comes
to pass, that early one morning, in the latter part of May,
arriving by the Chemin de Fer del'Ouest she drives straight
from the Rue Saint Lazare, and presents her letter of
introduction from Aguilla, te Monsieur Jacques Pichoir,
a shopkeeper, Avho has a jcAvelry störe on the Boulevard
des Italiens, and a comfertable home near by on the Rue
Lafittc.
By this gentleman she is most cordially received. Besides being an old friend, he is under considerable trade
obligations te Aguilla, v/hese letter is a pressing one ;
therefore Louise shortly afterAvard finds herseif very comfortably domiciled Avith the family ef the jeweller. At
noen that day, she stating that her business is pressing, he
kindly takes her through the croAvds cengregatlng about
that temple ef Paris speculatlon, the Bourse, to the office
of Montez, Aguilla et Cie., en the Rue Viviennc, just off
the Boulevard Montmartre,
Here she presents her business letter from Aguilla
in Panama, te the manager, one Achille Gascoigne, and Is
informed by him that Baren Montez sails this very day
from New "York on the Norinandie. He has just received
a cable to that effect.
This news is received by Louise Avith a sigh ef relief,
though she succeeds in making it inaudible.
Then Monsieur Gascoigne, begging her to be seated,
examines her despatches from Panama, and looks a little
troubled. They are direct orders from the junier partner, for the bearer of the let'cer, Mademoiselle Minturn,
to make such copies of the ledgers as she has been
directed ; and, furthermore, for Monsieur Gascoigne
himself to certify to their correctness. Still that gentleman hesitates.
He would cable Baren Montez, if that Avcre possible,
but his chief is on the ocean.
Lie comes in and suggests affably, for Achille Gascoigne is a man ef cempromises : " iVIadenioiselle Minturn, you bad better Avait until Baren Montez arrives."
" Impossible ! " falters the girl, and her heart nearly
Steps beating at the Suggestion.
"Why net? You can have a pleasant time in gay
Paris for a week. Your salary A-/ill, of course, go on ! "
" In a week I must be en my Avay back to Panama ! "
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say-s Louise, determlnedly, almost desperately.
"You
have your written erders from the junior partner ef the
firm. I have mine also. If I de not obey them—" here
feminine artifice comes to her, and she mutters : " I shall
lose my position ! " tears in her lovely eyes—partly
those of artifice, partly these of dlsappeintmicnt.
This remark about losing her position Impresses Itself
upon Gascoigne, for he has also a very good one. He Is
noAV between tv/o mlll-stones. He does not knoAv Avhat
Montez will saA' to this; but he knoAvs veiy Avell v/hat
Aguilla will say to disobedlence ef bis erders.
" I A'/ould cable
- " he murmurs hesltatingl3'.
" Cable ! " ansAvers Louise. " That's right ! Cable
Panama quickly, if you ha.A'e any doubt ef my authority
and my directions."
" I Avill do so," murmurs Gascoigne. "'You will excuse me—it is a matter of such importance ! "
Fle cables, and receives such an ansA-/er from Aguilla,
that the next morning he throws open the old ledgers of
the firm, in hurry and trepidatien, to the young lady's
prying eyes and ready pen.
These back ledgers are all kept in an office adjoining
the private one of the firm ; a door opens into it, so that
ready access can be had to the boeks In ease it should be
necessary te refer te them. These ledgers are locked up
In a large safe, This is opened, and they are placed at
Miss Minturn's disposal.
Then the girl finds an enormeus Avork before her.
She has four months ef very heavy and diverse transactions to take doAvn from that great Icdger. It must be
done before Montez' arrival.
She Averks at this from early morning until they clese
the office ; and, telling Gascoigne she must labor at night,
this gentleman kindly unlocks the office and safe doors
for her In the evening, as he goes to some place of amusement ; and Coming back, on his return from cafe chantanf,
or operetta, or some ether necturnal enjoyment, puts aAvay
the ledgers, lets the young lady out, ancl locks up. For
her evening visits Louise lilres a carriage. Promenading
the streets of Paris alone at night Avould be very unpleasant for a lady, and Aguilla has told her to spare no
expense.
While looking over these accounts, the name of Fran-
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Cois Leroy Larchment comes under her eyes, and in copying the ledger, the peculiarlty of the entries astonishes
her. Wenderment comes into her face—then, sudden
hope.
So In making memoranda ef the general ledger for
Aguilla, she takes a complete account, through all the
back years, as the ledgers are at her hand, of the transactions in Stocks of the Panama Canal and other securities, made for Franceis Lerey Larchmont, and thinks :
"Perhaps these are Avhat Harry Avants."
These accounts, she unites Avith the general accounts
of the firm, and gets Monsieur Gascoigne's signature to
their correctness before a notary, day by day, estensibly
for the use of Aguilla in Panama.
But time has flown ! While she has been doing this
Avork in Paris, the tAvo steamers, one bearing Baron Fernando Montez from NCAV York, and the ether bringing
Harry Sturgis Larchmont from Colon, are pleughing
their Avay towards the shores ef France.
The days have passed rapidly. Louise has forgotten
that Montez AVIII shortly be due, and one evening, having
been let in te do this work, she scribbles aAvay until
eleven o'clock, and looking up, with tired hands and
pallid face, murmurs: " It is done, thank God, in
time ! "
Is IT ?
Then she Avalts fer Monsieur Gascoigne to come and
lock up the place, and let her out.
But in the silence ef the night, voices come to her, and
she hears two steps instead ef one. Her cheeks grow
suddenly ashen, she hurriedly turns out the light in her
room ; fer one is the voice of Baron Fernande Montez
of Panama, and the ether that ef Herr Alsatius Wernig of
Paris. Both are angry and excited.
The girl's lips tremble ; she wonders : " What Avill
Montez de te me when he finds me here alene, at night,
and unpretected—a spy upon bim ? "
As she thinks, she thrusts her memoranda made this
evening into her pocket. Suddenly there is a match
Struck ; the gas blazes In the next reom, the private
office ef the firm. Then the voices of the man of all
nations, and the German, come te her ; for the door is
slightly open.
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She peeps In. The Baron is in travelling costume, a
little grip-sack In his hand ; the German, In the füll
evening-dress of the Boulevards, with Avhite vest, snowy
shirt, diamond studs, and opera hat and coat.
Montez says : " My friend, if you AVIU permit me, I
Avill go and have a little dinner. I simply drove here
direct from the Gare Saint Lazare te get my mail, and I
find you waiting at the door of my office fer me."
" Yes, I knew you would come here first," answers the
German, " and I made up my mind to see you before you
saAV anyone eise. The Lottery Bill has passed the Chamber of Deputies."
" Of course—tAvo weeks age ! But net the Senate,"
remarks Montez. " That AVIII come later."
" To be sure ! And new I come to you for my dividend ! "
" Your dividend on Avhat ? "
" My dividend on the money left from Avhat you received to assist the passing ef this bill. The money you
did not give to press v/riters er deputies—the residue—
the large residue ! "
Then he gees en, laughingly : "Ah, you are a deep one,
Montez! You made this Francois Leroy Larchmont
3-our tool. While bribery and corruptlon have been
going en, you Avho directed it Avere net even in Paris—
you were in Panama ! Ah, you are safe forever ! But I
wish a little Statement of your accounts! You know I
Avas to have mj- share ! "
" Oh ! " laughs Fernando, unlocking the safe in the
private office and selecting his mail, which has been kept
for him in an inner and strenger compartment. " Call
to-morroAV and get it. At present, I am going to my
dinner ! "
He looks over the documents waiting fer him carefully
—among them are two long envelepes, very carefully
sealed.
" To dinner ? " echoes Wernig, gazing curiously at the
envelepes.
" Yes, te dinner, of course—or supper—I don't care
Avliat you call it. I'm hungry after my railroad journey
from Havre. Will you join me In a petit souper at the
Cafe de Paris ? We cannot have the Company of Mademoiselle Bebe. You have heard, I suppose, the sad news
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that she died in Panama?" rejoins Montez, producing a
handkerchlef and wiping his eyes as if affected. Then
he opens the two envelepes, drav/s out his black pocketbook and deftly places their contents AvIthin its morocco
binding ; next, as it is now A'cry füll, secures it Avifh a
rubber guard.
" What do I care about your Mademoiselle Bebes, or
your suppers at the Paris ? " sa3'S the German.
" No ? " and Montez throA'/s the residue of his mail
back into the safe and locks it; and gazing at the pocketboek, a curieus triumph in bis eye, is returning it to bis
pocket. He says affably, " If 3'ou are not going to
supper, I am."
" Not 3'et," groAvls the German.
" Why ? "
" If you get avA'ay from me nev/, I knoAV you will haA-e
accounts to show me that Avill prove you have spent all
the money upon the jeurnalists and the deputies," ansAA-ers
Alsatius Wernig. Then he says sloAvly but doggedly:
" My share I have NOAV ! "
"Permit nie te go to supper," returns Fernando.
Then facing the German, he says : " I have no accounts
Avith nie this evening ! "
" You have those accounts in that black pocketbook !"
cries Wernig. Louise can see Ylentez' delicate fingers
tremble as they clutcb the morocco thing he holds In bis
hands. " That contains everything I Avant ! " snarls the
German, bis eye Avitli the east growing bright. " Let me
look at them new ! Give me a Statement before you get
av/ay te prepare another ! "
" Impossible ! " and Montez' eyes flash fire. " You
are a fool, ITerr Y\'ernig, to refuse my offer to supper ! "
"Why?"
" Because "—here Fernando's hand gees slowly behind
him—"that is all you Avill get ! "
But, quick as a flash, Wernig has seized a ruler from
an office desk, and Struck the hand Montez has behind
him, and his pistol drops to the floor.
Then the German, who is strenger, seizes the little man
by the throat, and clutches for the pocketbook ; but
Montez, struggling, holds it up, away from the German.
So the two, fighting, one like a bear, and the other like a
tiger cat, Avrithe and Avrestle, each moment coming nearer
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the door that is ajar—the one leading to the room where
a trembling girl Stands gazing through the crevice, with
dilated eyes of curious resolutien, one dainty arm upraised, as if for action.
And they struggle nearer, Montez holding his hand
behind him—the right one that grips the pocketbook ;
and nearer still, until he is foreed back, and his right
hand is pushed throug'n the opening door into the other
room, and there Is a quick rustle ef feminine draperies,
and a quick clutcb upon his hand, and he shrieks : " Good
God, Wernig ! It's gone ! "
" What's gone ? " A ruse ! "
" No ! Let me go ! Some one has taken It! The black
pocketbook that holds the safety of us both ! "
But the other cries out : " I t is a ruse ! Yen cannot
fool Alsatius so ! " and squeezes Montez all the closer.
But the Baron tears himself loose, and throAvs open the
door, and cries : " Where Is It ? There Avas some one
here ! " And the two cautiously grope about the floor
and corners of the dark room.
Then they start up Avith a cry, for there Is a noise ef
closlng doors of the office, and they rush to the door and
shake It, and kick it, and threw their bedies against It;
but it has been locked upon them from—the outside.
On this they turn and gaze upon each other—these two
conspirators ; and both groAV pale, as Montez gasps :
" My God ! If the secrets of that book come out, Ave
Avill be torn in pieces by the Paris mob ! "
"We?"
" Yes ! It is the record ef the bribed Deputies ! "
sighg Montez. Then he laughs ironically : " With your
name as well as mine attached te It! "
"Mein Gott!"
And the two men Imprisoned glare at each other, and
drops of Perspiration gather on their broAvs—as they
whisper with trembling lips : " What Is te be done ?"
But a moment later there is a step upon the stairs, and
the door is unlocked and thrown open, and Monsieur
Gascoigne enters the office, saying: " Mademoiselle
Minturn, are you finished ? "
Te him Montez screams : " Mademoiselle Minturn !
Explain—what de you mean ? "
" Why, the girl from Panama ! "
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" She has stolen my pocketboek ! "
" Yes, and taken record ef your ledgers, also ! " gasps
Gascoigne.
" F o o l ! Dolt! Idiot! Miserable!"
shrieks the
Baren, the blood of Morgan's desperado coming into his
eyes, and he and Wernig fall upon the astonished clerk,
and beat him, and strike him insensible.
Then Wernig whispers : " I go to notify the police ef
the Stolen pocketbook ! " and would run out.
But Montez stays him, whispering : " No, no ! " as
if in fright.
" Why not ? It Is a theft! "
" But if France knows WHAT is stolen ? De you think
the populace will spare us fereigners who have debauched
their Deputies? If the tribunals of justice get that
pocketbook in their hands, it is AVE who shall suffer.
No, no ! No notice ! I have another way," mutters
Montez.
So leaving Wernig, pale and unnerved, he calls a cab
and goes fast as horse can carry him, and waking up one
of the great Ministers of France, teils him ef the pocketboek, and to his affrighted exclamatiens Avhispers : " If
it falls inte Avrong bands, your head also—HIGH AS
IT IS ! "

And so it might be ; for Louise Minturn, as she drives,
not to her dAvelling at the Rue Lafitte, fer she guesses
that may be searched, but towards the hotel en the
Boulevard Maleslierbes, the place where Harry Larchmont Avill be, if he is in Paris, carries, clasped te her
fair, panting breast, not only the secrets of Baron Montez, but T H E HONOR OF FRANCE!

CHAPTER XXIV
BARON M O N T E Z '

WEDDING DAY.

W I T H I N tAvo hours a few of the detective force of the
Rue de Jerusalem are en this young lady's trail—only a
fcAV that the minister thinks he may trust.
They soon find out where Louise has been living, and
at tAVO A. M. the househeld ef Monsieur Pichoir is
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aroused Avith inquiries fer the lady who has been stepping with him.
To their astonishment he says : " She has not yet
returned. She is still at the office of Baron Montez ! "
Then the town is searched, and railroad statiens
guarded, and fer tAvo days the gentlemen ef the Rue de
Jerusalem make every effort—but Louise Minturn has
disappeared !
Word of their fallure being brought to Montez, he has
exclaimed : " These pellcemen are idiots ! "
But in this he has not treated the officers ef surete
falrly. For the minister and he have not dared to teil
the truth te the detectives. They have described Louise
Minturn as an adventuress, not a clerk ; they have stated
Avhat she stole was a pocketbook containing securities,
Stocks, bonds, etc.—not Avhat it really did hold.
Here Montez steps the search, for an idea has come to
him. After reading the letters given Miss Minturn by
Aguilla, he has chuckled to himself : " It Is only the
attempt of my partner to protect himself !" and feit a
great relief.
Though he has had the passenger llsts ef all ships
bound for the Isthmus searched, and finds no record of
her, still he imagines Louise must have gone by some
steam line from England, if not by Avay ef the United
States; or perchance by some tramp ship carrying merchandise to the port ef Colon, for a great many vessels
laden AvIth supplles and plant for the Panama Canal sali
to that point.
Then Fernando has communed with himself cheerily :
" Does my charming little stenegrapher think she AVIII
get back te Panama and Aguilla with her plunder in
her hands ? My smart little Yankee girl will find an
Isthmus jail less comfertable than the Mazas."
Therefore he cables to Colon, to an agent of his ; and
if Miss Minturn arrives there, she AVIU probably find it
necessary to apply to the American censul fer protection, if she can get a chance to have word with him, for
they have a way of putting people in dungeens there,
and holding them, without netifying authoritles er troubling courts—Avhen the power requesting it is potent.
But Fernando is relieved. From the reports ef the
police, he is satisfied the pocketboek is not in Paris, the

234

EARON

MONTEZ.

place Avherc he fears it may be used against him. The
other is a bagatelle.
All this m^akes him anxious to press bis suit in regard
to Miss Severn. He has her guardian under his thumb.
The marriage must take place immediately ! Then he
Avill be free, If the Avorst comes te the worst, to leave
France, a A'ery rieh man.
So Fernando Avrites to Mr. Francois Lerey Larchment, asking him to call at his apartments on the Rue
Auber, to arrange for the immediate marriage of his
Avard, and receives In reply the folloAving most satlsfactor3' note :
" 238^ B O U L E V A R D JMALESHEET^ES,

fzcne 3, 1888.
"

.M\' DEAR ÜAROX :

" Y o u r letter has come to me. I am co glad you are here. My
brother H e n r i , w h o has returned from Panama, has treated me most
u n k i n d l y . H e would, if he dared, prevent Mademoiselle Severn
m a r r y i n g you.
But of course that is impossible ! I am her
guardian ! I have ordered the ceremony to take place at one P. J.L
to-morrow.
T h e notary will be here for signing the civil contract.
" T h e trousseau is here—all that is necessary is the bridegroom !
" I did not like you, mio F e r n a n d o , a few months ago. You
were dictatorial ! But m y brother is more so ; and I love you—and
hate him ! My brother is very foolish since h e has come back. H e
thinks h e can destroy you by a black pocketbook. H e is a fool!
H o w can a black pocketbook destroy anybody ? J u s t the same, I
saw a girl bring it to him tv,-o nights a g o — I went down and saw it
from the h a l l — I heard him say to her, ' I think that will settle
Montez ! ' A n d the girl said, ' Destroy the bandit ! '
Neither my
brother nor the girl likes you. I thinlc they do not like each other.
" T h e girl stays here. H e n r i has taken apartments on the Boulevard
Haussinann.
" D o n ' t forget—to-morrow at one, punctually, the bridegroom
must bc here.
" Yours tili then,
" F R A N C O I S L E R O Y LARCH.MONT,

' 'Frajuo-A

merican.

" P . S. I have taken a beautiful photograph of the bride when
she was at the age of eleven. I call it l'enfant
gdtie."

lARON MONTEZ.

235

As he reads, Montez gives a shudder. The black
pocketbook is here In Paris, In the hands of his enemy !
He thinks over the matter deeply. He knows he cannot obtain it from the streng hand of the young American, without recourse te the precesses of civil laAv. The
examlnation ef the papers contained therein, Avhlc'n must
take place, cannot be kept entirely secret—even a French
court could hardly do that ; and if it once became knoAvn
—one little bit of It—there Avould be such a liue and cry
from the Parisian public, that everything Avithm its
morocco ease must be given to the Citizens of Paris.
Here he mutters with a shudder : " Diablo ! the Parisian
mob! They Avould tear nie and \A'ernIg In pieces !
Even the Government could not save us—if they could
save themselves ! Besides, the Lottery Bill Avould then
never go through the Senate, and that Is necessary for
my füll success ! "
After an hour's thought be murmurs Avith a great sigh :
" I must do it—there is nothing eise ; " and finally brings
his teeth together with a snap, and sa3's : " It is he, or I!
it shall be he ! "
So, putting en bis oldest clothes, and making hliriself
as seedy as possible, Fernande walks out ef bis rooms, and
strolls to a far-eff quarter ef Paris, where the anarchists
live—on a curious errand.
He goes by himself, taking no carriage ; and there
coraes to a Russlan nihilist, one Avho had helped bloAV
up the Czar of the Russias. This personage Montez had
once done a favor. The man is a mechanical genius.
He had made an invention of some little appliance to a
dredger. This small piece of machinery Fernando had
Induced the Canal Company to buy.
He holds a short convers.atlon AA-Ith the mechanic, and
comes away quite relieved. " It is arranged," he 'thinks,
"• quite easily." Then he mutters : " Sapristi! I don't
like i t ; but It is the best I can do ! "
However, he gees quite contentedly to a jeweller's that
afternoon and Orders sent to his coming bride a magnificent parure of diamonds.
Next morning he looks ever the papers and is astonished. It is not there ! but he mutters : " They have
not dlscoA'ered yet. These reporters are lazy."
B'Ut there Is no more triumphant creature In gay Paris
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this day than Baren Montez ef Panama, as he drives te
his nuptials, bis horses jingling Avith chalns, and bis lackeys laced with silver, as he comes along the Boulevard
Malesherbes about one P.M., and gazes at the Parc Monceau, gay with the bright dresses ef playing children and
their attendant bonnes and nounous.
New, all that Francois wrote te Baren IMontez is as
true as the letter of any irregulär mind can be.
Louise Minturn has hardly said her Averds te Harry
Larchment, as be Stands at the door of his brother's
house en the night of his return to Paris, before she finds
both herseif and the pocketbook drawn Into the library,
and Harry looking at her Avith eyes of joy.
Her trembling Ups, throbbing bosom, and agitated e3'es
make her beautiful as an excited Venus—and she has
get a iCAV gown—what Avoman in Paris Avould not ?
Gazing en this loveliness, the young man Avould speak to
her noAv—te his tender nurse ef Panama—but other
things are imperative first.
Louise hastily teils him her story, cencluding, " When
I had the pocketbook, I knew It Avas so valuable that
great efforts would be made to recever it."
" Undeubtedly ! " answers Harry, looking hurriedly
over its contents, and groAvIng more and more excited as
he examines.
Then he gets up, seizes betn the girl's hands in bis,
and AA'hlspers : " God bless 3'ou ! By 3-our aid, I think I
will win ! "
"You think s o ? " cries Louise, excitedly.
" Yes; I think this pocketbook AVIU settle Montez,"
returns Harry. " But these are things fer anxious Conference AvIth some great lawyer ! Besides, the police ! I
must make some arrangements to protect both you and
this ! You cannot leave here ! "
"Why n e t ? "
" By this time your description is all over Paris., You
must stay in this house very quietly ! "
" Here ! " exclaims the girl, astonished.
"Yes, Avith Miss Severn. She Avill make you perfectly
at home—you Avill be treated en princesse! " Then he
goes en eagerly, for he sees signs of refusal : " I beg—
I entreat you
"
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To this Louise rises, and says : " Impossible ! "
" But if 3'OU go into the streets, you will be subject to
arrest. This is stolen property !" He holds up the
pocketbook of Montez.
" Yes, stolen ! " cries the girl; " but stolen from a
bandit ! Don't you think this must destroy the murderer
of my relatives?" for she has noAV some inkling ef what
she has pilfered means.
Then he looks tenderly at her, and says : " So much
the more reason for my keeping you from danger from
this man. You must let me protect you ! I AVIII Introduce you to Miss Severn. Her governess is with her.
I shall net be here ! "
" You are going away ? "
" Yes ! What you have brought me gives me business
this very night. After that I shall not return here, but
take apartments. You must let me guide you tili this
is over."
But the girl looks at him, a kind ef despair in her
eyes, and sighs : " You do not knoAv ! "
" I know everything that Is necessary ! I took care of
you faithfully and truly in the blizzard ? "
" Y-e-s."
" Don't you think I will take care of you more carefully now that I have to thank you for this chance
against the bandit who has robbed my brother—and
you ?"
" Very Avell !" falters Louise, his mention of the
blizzard seeming te make her pliable.
But Harry, about te ring the bell, cheeks himself, and
says : " The servants are not up. Besides, it is better
that they do not see you this evening. Please remain
here. I will see Miss Jessie ! "
Then he goes up-stairs, leaving Louise tremendously
agitated. She will speak, for the first time, to this girl
Avhe has the heart she loves—this one Avbese fortune she
is saving so that she may become his !
Then Harry, returning, announces: " Miss Severn had
not gone to bed yet. In a minute she and her governess
will be here."
Almost as he speaks, that young lady enters, and he
introduces her : " Miss Minturn, this is my Avard, Miss
Severn.—Jessie, this young lady is to be our honered

230

BARON

MONTEZ.

guest. She nursed me through the fever In Panama ;
to her I OAve my life—and much eise ! "
And Jessie, Avho bad been about te boA-/, for the attitude of Louise is haughty as that of Diana of the
Greeks, suddenl3' runs forAvard, kisses her, and says :
" Thank Heaven ! you saved him ! I don't know Avhat
AAC
' should have done Avitheut our Harry ! " and so puts
anguish into the heart of the Avoraan standing before her,
Avhese face grows very pale. So pale that JNIiss ScA'ern
cries out : " You are sick—3'ou are going to faint ! "
" No—but I—I have not had anything to eat—I—
I—have been so agitated this evening ! "
" Quick, Jessie—the pantry i " cries Larchmont.
" Don't areuse the servants—run about 3-ourself ! "
Then she and the governess go about In a fidgety
kind ef manner, and de not find rauch in the larder,
for they don"t knoAV Avhere te look for It. But finally
they get Avine, biscuits, and something cold. And the
Avine gives strength to Louise, Avho has gone through
a great deal this evening—more than any of them think
she has.
As she eats and drinks, Larchmont suddenly says :
" The memoranda of my brother's accounts from Montez' ledger—I believe you told me A'OU had them ! "
" Yes—In my pocket ! " And Louise producing them,
he, after Inspectien, suddenly says : " I must go ! "
So, after a fcAV more Avords, impressing secrecy on both
the governess and Miss Jessie as to their sudden guest,
Larchment leaves them, and departs upon business that
Avill take hira all night.
Before morning Harry has the pocketbook where he
considers it safe, though he has made a very careful
examlnation of the matters therein.
He has not slept all night, making these arrangements.
Early the next morning he engages apartments for himself in the Boulevard Haussmann, and thinks : " That's
pretty Avell for a man only three Aveeks over the fever.
But before I go to bed, soraething eise ! "
He hies himself to a celebrated American lawyer, Avhe
Is at present on his summer vacation In Paris, and, telling
bim the Avhole matter, gets from him certain epinions of
American law, and certain advice, that please him so
much that he acts upon them at once, cables to America,
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and then goes to bed satisfied that he has done a good
night's Avork.
Being very anxious to get a gllmpse once more of a
face that be has become accustomed to seeing during
bis sickness In Panama, the next afternoon finds Harry
at bis brother's hotel again. There he learns that the
Invalid is well taken care ef.
But Avhile there, one ef the attendants says : " Air.
Larchmont, your brother has demanded Avriting materials."
"Very AA'CII," answers Harry, "let him have them. I
don't think they AVIU do him any barm. Perhaps they Avill
do him good !" and thinks nethIng more about the matter.
Then the physician comes and gives his advice ; Avhlch
is, to humor the patient. " Let him do Avhat he likes ! "
This Plarry is very much pleased te do, thinking it AVIU
keep Frank's mind off subjects that agitate him.
Then he asks for Miss Minturn, but Jessie says she Is
not Avell enough te see bim—" She is AA-orn out ! "
He sends a message to her, but the ansAver comes
back : Will Mr. Larchmont please excuse her—unless it
is imperative ! Fer the girl has read an article In one
of the Parisian papers, Avblcb briefly states that last
evening Baron Montez was robbed by an adventuress !
And this makes her ashamed.
She has thought : " For his sake I endure calumny—
and Avhat does he give me In return—misery ! "
Perchance, Avere it not for this unfortunate newspaper
article, she Aveuld consent to see the man hungering for
sight of her fair face, and these days might be happy
ones to Louise Minturn instead ef miserable ones.
As it is, Avere it net fer absolute fear ef arrest by the
police, she Avould fly from him, and from his house, and
from the girl she thinks his betrothed.
So Larchmont is compelled te content himself Avitb
messages from her, for he is tremendously busy, and
under his lawyer's directien is cabling to and receiving
messages from America. But he consoles himself Avith
the sage thought: " Wait! "
This lasts for two days, when Coming to bis room In
the Boulevard Haussmann, late at night, after a long
intervIcAV with his New York lawyer, he remarks : " Now
I'm ready fer Senor Montez ! "
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Then, oareless of everything but fatigue, he Springs
inte bed to go to sleep and aAvake the next morning with
a very peculiar headache. He looks a.stonIshed and rubs
his eyes, half in amazement, half in agony, fer the pain
is excruciating.
Then he suddenly exclaims : " Fhe headache of Culebra !—that came from—what can have given It to me In
Paris ? There's no
"
His valet entering about this time—fer Harry has
fallen into bis old style ef luxurieus living—he says to
him : " Amadie—since I left yesterday morning, what
have you done te my rooms ?"
" Nothing I I'm going te leave them—I don't think
they are healthy."
" Humph !—you remained in all last night ?"
" Yes, sir ; I Avas too uuAvell—I had a fearful headache ! "
"Ah !—AA-ben did it come e n ? "
" About ten o'clock last evening. I Avas too sick to
get up to assist you, though I wished to, as there is a
package—a present, I think it is—that came for you
about five yesterday."
" HOAV A\'as it sent ? "
" It was left AvIth the concierge—I do not knew Avho
brought it."
" Ah, ha ! it came at five and your headache at ten.
Describe your pain te me."
" Oh ! " exclaims Amadie—" boAV can I ? My head
Avas in four pieces—each at the other side ef the room."
" T h e same!—^ Let's look at my present!" remarks
Larchmont, grimly. And remeving its paper Covers, a
beautiful enamelled box of peculiar design is seen ; but
no card is Avith it.
Harry looks at this curiously a moment, then thinks
deeply, and makes an investigation.
And this being over, Harry Larchmont, looking very
serious and much impressed, goes off te the hotel en the
Boulevard Malesherbes, where excitement destroys his
headache ; for he learns that his brother, Mr. Francois
Leroy Larchmont, has just announced that it Is the
Avedding-day of Miss Jessie Severn and Baren Montez
of Panama.
The vagarles of this gentleman, his attendants and
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servants have been instructed te obey, as far as is censistent with his and their safety. So they have folloAved
his directions. And bis erders have been that Jessie's
trousseau and her wedding presents—these that he has
made her, and a very handsome one that has just come
in from Baren Montez—be arranged in the parlor ; he
has also announced that his Avard Is te be Avedded this
day by civil contract.
Francois is just about to send for the necessary notary, !
but his brother, Avho comes hurriedly in, says : " There is
one in the house new, preparing ether documents."
" Very well," remarks Franceis, " he'll do ! Baron
Montez, the bridegroom, will come at one P.M. Let the
bride bc ready ! "
" What makes you think that ? " asks Harry, looking
asteunded.
" Why, I wrote to Montez that the ceremony would
occur at that time."
" The dickens you did ! " murmurs bis brother, and
goes te privately questioning the sick man's attendants.
They teil him that a letter Avas received, and answered,
by the invalid. They did not suppese it would de any
barm, as Monsieur Larchment had told them to let Monsieur Francois do all the AvrIting he might Avish.
" Quite right! " remarks Larchmont, and he goes to
bis brother most cheerily, and says : " Very well ! I
shall be delighted te see 3'eur friend. Baren Montez. If
he had not called to-day, I Avas about to see him myself ! "
Then suddenly a peculiar look comiCS in his face, and
he chuckles to himself, thinking : " Egad ! I have what
Avill fetch bim, in more Avays than one—this bridegroom !
I'll weaken bis nerves first. It takes spinal vibratlons
te make gentlernen ef his kidney sign away what I'll
make him disgerge ! "
Calling Miss Severn te him, he says : " Jessie, I must
ask you to remain up-stairs this afternoon. I expect a
visitor—one I do not care fer you to see."
" Whe's that ? "
" Baron Montez ! "
" Oh, I'm delighted to keep out of his way. Ugly
faces are not pleasant to me ! "
" Thank you ! " whispers Larchmont ; next asks eagerly, "Where Is Louise—Miss Minturn ? "
16
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" Oll, she's In her room, I think. I haA'c not seen much
ef her. She seems so quiet—and reserved—I think she's
sad ! "
" S a d ? " ejacuiates Harry.
" Yes, sad ! I don't think she likes me, either,"
" What have 3'ou done to her ? "
" I ? " gasps Jessie. " N"-nothing ! " for "Ir, Larchment's tone is aAve Inspiring.
" Nething ? "
" Nothing except to glA-e her every dainty I could
think ef to eat, and ask her to teil me all about your
dolngs in Panama."
" Oh ! A..h ! Very- AA-CII ! P^un up-stairs—that's a good
little girl," mutters Plarry, remembering his friend's v/ords
in that city, and a suspicion that Is rather pleasing to him
than otherwise coming to bis mind.
So, ceraing to Miss Minturn's door, he knocks and
says : " Can I see 3'eu for a minute ? It is impertant ! "
" Certainly ! " comes a voice from A'/Ithln—a A-oIce that
asteunds him, it Is so unhappy.
She comes out ; he looks in her face and falters:
" Good heavens ! Y'ou have been m.iserable here ! You
have not mingled Avith the faraily to any extent !''
"HOAV could I ?" ansAvers Louise, attempting a moue,
"Avitheut any clothes?
I have only this dress ! "
" I—I beg your pardon ! Forgive me ! I am a man !
I forget your trunks Avere at Pichoir's. You haA'c not
dared to send for them ! "
" Of course not, Avltbcut your d i r e c t i o n s ! " sa3's the
young lady.
H e Stands meditating a second, then replies : "You'll
have to Avait tili this afternoon."
" Why tili then ? "
" T h e n I shall have annihilated your enemy and my
own—Baron Montez ! "
" This afternoon ! "
" Y^es—in the parlor down-stairs. After that I think I
can promise 3'eu toilettes ad libitum—Worth, Pingat, and
Felix ! "
" Impossible i Remember I am a poor girl ! You said
you Avished to see me on a matter of importance ! " anSAvers Louise, reproach m her eyes, for she likes net his
tones, which are nervous, perhaps l^anterlng.
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" Yes, ef great importance ! " he says, growing very
earnest, fer the girl's manner makes him think she is
suffering. " This afternoon I hope to have tAve Interviews—one with Baron Montez ; It will prebably deeply
affect you. Will you put your interests inte my hands ? "
As he says this he looks at her with all his eyes.
"Y-e-s."
" Understand me," he goes en, " this Interview may
affect you—financially."
" Oh, what have I to do with the matter ? Regain
your brother's and your ward's fortune from him. That
is all. Don't think ef me ; let me go away as soon as I
can ! "
" Your interest first of all ! " returns Harry, determlnedly. "Then for the other intervicAv ! "
" What one is that ? "
" The one with you ! " And his heart is very tender
as he clasps her pretty fingers and Avhispers : " Yoi/^—my
interview AvIth YOU ! It is the most Impertant!" and
perhaps would say more, but there is a ring at the deorbell So he mutters : " Afterwards ! I must go now,"
Avrings her hand, and departs, leaving her a mixture of
blushes and anxiety.
At one o'clock in the afternoon Harry has every preparation made—a notary Avith papers drawn up—an
attache ef the American Consulate to make acknoAvledgments good for the United States.
So he, in perfect afternoon costume, a big Avhite
Chrysanthemum in his buttonhole, strolls into the great
parier of the house, and looking around grins—fer the
room is en fite, the weddIng presents are arranged upon
a table, one great parure of diamonds from the bridegroom quite prominent ; besides, a portion of the bride's
trousseau is displayed, which Is decidedly out ef form, but
is the idea of the erratic Francois.
Then Francois Leroy Larchmont comes in crying,
" Flowers for the bride ! " and tosses rare exotics all
over the table in his old artistic style—and begins singIng a little French wedding seng and dancing apas seul.
But Harry quietly gets him from the room, saying :
" You must net make your appearance until you bring
doAvn the bride ! "
" Oh, certainly ! " and Francois returns to bis room.
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where his brother teils his tAA'o attendants to keep
him.
Then, looking everything ever, Harry adds to the
presents bis own.
He places upon the table, next to the magnificent parure
ef diamonds of Baron Montez, a box of enamel ef curious design, a little key hanging from its ornamental leck,
and chuckles, " NOAV let the bridegroom come ! "
But sitting down to Avalt, this big ex-ath!ete, who
has stood unmeved facing a foot-ball Avedge that is going
to throAv upon him two thousand pounds of undergraduate College veal, and smite hira to the earth, and trample
upon him with twenty-tAvo murderous foot-ball shoes,
groAvs nervous—the stake he AVIU play for to-day is so
large—the geal seems so dim and distant.
Next, he suddenly jumps up and rather curiously locks
all the Avindows ef the room, which seems a needless
precaution against prying eyes, as the curtains have been
already drawn and blinds clesed by Mr. Francois' erder,
he having had the gas lighted te give effect to the bride's
toilette.
A moment after there is the rattle of a carriage drawing
up outside, and, peeping from the AvIndoAV, Harry Larchmont mutters : " JIngo ! What a carriage ! What llA'eries ! "
Fer Fernando's equipage is of South American and
barbaric splendor this day.
A short half minute, and Robert announces : " Baron
Montez ! " And the door being thrown open, in comes
the bridegroom, a smile of expectancy upon his oliA'e
face, and his Avhite teeth a little whiter than ever ; his
hair done up very barbareusly, and a white Chrysanthemum in his buttonhole.
As he enters, he gives a little gasp of joy. The room
is prepared ; the wedding is beyond peradventure.
Then a look of expectancy comes into bis subtle eyes as
he rolls them about, thinking to see the blonde hair, blue
eyes, and graceful figure of Miss Jessie, bis bride. But
just here the Baron gives a start. His eye catches
Harry Larchmont.
" You—here ? " he falters. " I—" he stops strangely
agitated.
But Larchmont, springing up, breaks in rather easily :
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" Baron—your hand ! This affair has gone so far, that,
though I eppesed it, I presume It must continue noAv.
My brother will be down shortly. The bride
"
" Ah, yes—of course, brides are always late. It is their
little Avay ! " interjects Fernando, Avhe has glanced about,
and is reassured.
The reom is en fete, the weddIng presents on exhibitlen, and through the open door leading to the library
he can see a notary, and another official gentleman, Avith
legal documents upon a table before them, that are
doubtless Avedding contracts ready for signature ;
though most ef this comes to him In a kind of a daze, he
Is so astenished at seeing Harry Larchmont.
His vIcAV of the ease Is surely correct. In fact, Larchmont preves It te him, for he continues chattily : " The
notary in the next room Is preparing the nuptial documents." RInging the bell, he says to Robert : " Find out
when Monsieur LebeauAvill have the contracts read3'."
During the servant's absence, Larchmont casually remarks : "What exquisite jcAvels 3'ou sent the bride, Monsieur le Baren! Jessie Avas overcome at the sight of
them! "
But the Baron seems overcome also at the sight ef
t'nem.
As he has folloAved Larcbmont's careless Avave of the
hand, his eye has lighted 011 the beautiful enamelled
casket with its curieus Ornaments, standing beside his
sparkling gift. A little hectic flush flies Into each check,
making them look like chocolate ice-cream with spots ef
strawberry—that melt away, to leave deadly, ashy pallor
such as only comes to these Avhe have a little of the blood
of Africa In their veins.
Then Robert, returning, announces, " The notary will
be ready In five minutes."
" All right ! " replies Harry, cheerily.
But Montez does not reply to this. He seems te be
interested in the casket beside the jewel-case. His eyes
never leave it. It appears te fascinate him, as a snake
does Its prey. He gets one awful, clese look at it, and
fer a mom.ent it seems to paralyze him. He appears
amazed.
" Then before the notary—let's get to the bride's settlement," remarks Larchmont. " As my brother is not
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Streng, I must act for him, and account for Miss Severn's
dot te you, as her husband, under the contract. The
securities, receipts, and deeds belonging to Miss Severn
are, my brother has informed me, in this box." He
lays his hand upon the ornamental casket that has brought
coma upon Fernande.
At this, the Baron, looking at him, gives a little hearse
rattle Avith bis tongue, as If it Avere parched. The Perspiration ef fear Is on the palms of bis hands, though his
fingers move nervously. He contrives to mutter : " The
bride—she Is coming ! " and totters towards the door.
" Ho ! he ! Impatient bridegroom ! " laughs Harr3'.
" But your anxiety duped you. The bride is not here
yet, but her fortune is."
But Montez cares no more for brides—HE ONLY CARES
TO GET OUT OF T H I S RCOM ALIVE.

Then Larchmont, placing the box en a little table beside bim, continues quite calmly : " We will exaralne the
securities together. Take a seat on the other side of the
table."
But Fernando, AA-ho seeras to have shrivelled up, his
eyes never leaving the casket, sinks doAvn on a sofa
across the room from Larchmont. Looking at his agony
Harry thinks he has Aven.
But at that moment there is a sound of light footsteps
and rustle of feminine skirts on the staircase In the hall.
Montez staggering up cries frantically, " The bride ! ''
For one second Harry grows pale himself, thinking :
" Hang Jessie ! She may spoil ray coup."
But he strides over to Fernando, laughing: " Not so
fast, Roraeo ! Business first ! We must examine these
securities Avhlle Ave have time ! "
" No business for me ! " gasps Montez, " AA'hen I have
—ah l^rapture In my heart ! " Then be gives a sudden
affrighted shrieking, " A-a-ah ! " for Harry is holding
the box right up to bis face, and is putting the key in
the lock.
" No, no ! Not noAV ! " he screams. Next means, " I
am net feeling well ! " His hand goes up in a spasm,
for Harry is turning the key. Then there Is a click of
shooting belt.
" It's unlocked ! Now for Jessie's securities ! " continues Harr3', gazing at the Baren. The blue eyes are
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very calm, for there is Saxon blood behind them. The
dark eyes, very dreoping and timoreus, for there is all
nation§' blood behind them, and the drop ef the timid
Cingalese is en top, and the drop ef Morgan's buccaneer is at the bottem.
Harry Larchment is opening the ease !
There is a hoAvl ef terror ! That makes the notary
and the official in the next room spring up.
Then Montez, clutchlng both Larchmont's arms, cries
hoarsely : " For your life, don't open it ! By the Virgin !
don't open it! You AVIII blow me to pieces ! It is an
Infernal machine that will blow me up ! I T IS DYNAMITE ! IT IS DEATH ! "
" I T IS WPIAT YOU SENT ME, YOU INFERNAL ASSASSIN ! "

cries Harry Larchment, with awful mien and awful
voice.
And Montez would run away, but Harry has him In a
grip ef Steel. And the notary and the official gentleman
in the other room Avould run aAvay also, for there is a
sound of commotien from them, and cries ef astenished
terror ; and Larchmont knoAvs he has all the witnesses
he wants. So he goes en jeeringly : " Ah ! ha ! cendemned by your OAvn Ups ! "
And the ether gasps : " Be careful hoAV you handle
it! " for Harry's hands are en the box again.
" PshaAV ! I don't fear it! " And Avith a snap Larchmont throws open the lid, as Montez, Avitli a shriek ef
terror, grovels upon the floor, and the clerk and the
notary yell AvIth fright.
" Pooh ! Baron ! " jeers Plarry. " This does not contaln nitro-glycerine NOAV ! Your gift arrived last night.
Fortunately I did not open it. I aAvoke this morning
with an awful headache—one I recognized—such as no
man can have once, and not remeraber—the peculiar
headache from the fumes ef nitro-glycerine. With due
precautions I opened the box, and I replaced Avhat you
had sent me by THIS ! " He produces several papers.
" These documents represent Miss Severn's estate."
Then he steps quietly to the door and says to the notary :
" You will remeraber this gentleman's confesslen. In a
few minutes I shall have some documents fer you to
acknoAvledge ! "
Coming back from this, he pIcks the Baron up, who
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is still gasping, and palpitating, and trembling, and puts
him into a chair, with his streng hands. Then laughingly fans Fernande Gomez Montez back to life, for
fright has nearly killed him, and Harry does not want
him to die until he has signed some papers.
So, after a little, the Baron recovers somewhat, and
grows very angry, and SAvears and curses, though his
hands still shake and quiver.
But here Larchmont asteunds Montez, for he suddenly
asks this curious question : " My dear Baren, have you
ever played the game of foot-ball ? "
" N o ! Sacre! Diablo! What de I care fer your
beastly, Idiotie game? " snarls the Baron.
" Well, in the game of foot-ball there is one point—one
great point," remarks Larchmont, easily, "that is to get
the ball. 'The side that has the ball generaliy kicks the
geal. NOAV, Baron, I am ready to play with you, because I have get the ball—I have got your pocketbook !
I know what it contains, and though there are no bankbllls ner certificates of deposit in it, it is worth te you
your whole fortune ! "
" My whole fortune ! Absurd ! Bah ! It is a bagatelle ! You frighten me, and you think that makes me
a fool! "
" The pocketbook will kill you as surely as dynamite," whispers Larchmont, " If I make this thing public
in the present State of feeling in Paris ! I blow you up
and the Panama Canal together ! You and 3'eur friend
Herr Wernig will be torn to pieces by the mob ! Let it
but be known that you bribed the Deputies, the Minister
of
"
Here Montez cries : " I\Iy God ! no, no ! never ! "
"Then," remarks Larchment, "supposing I let you go
—supposing I give you your pocketbook—what Avill you
give me ef the plunder ef Avhich you have robbed my
brother, and the girl you said you loved—the girl whom
3'OU expected to call your bride to-day, but robbed
also?"
" A million francs ! "
" Pooh ! Avhen I have all your American securities ? "
" Impossible ! What do you mean ? What do 3'eu
know about m3' American securities ? "
" I know that you did have three million dollars'
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worth of the best in the world, in the hands ef your New
York bankers."
" DID have ? "
" Yes, DID have, for I have attached them all now in
New York."
" It is a lie ! "
" If you had gone to your office this morning, Mr.
Bridegroom, instead of coming here, you Aveuld have
found a cable from your New York bankers te that effect.
You are an allen—it was easy ! "
" It is a lie ! "
" Now, look here, Baron ! " says Larchmont. " I've
taken dynamite from you and two lies. The next time
you say that to me I'll put your little round head through
the back of your chair ! " Then he gees on again : " I
have proofs—written evidence from your boeks—that
you never made the Investments In the Panama Canal
Stocks you reported to my brother. You simply said
you made them. You simply charged them to him en
your ledger, but your stock book shows no such purchases, at that time, nor at any ether time. You put my
brother's and bis ward's money inte your OAvn pocket,
but never bought the shares. I knoAV well enough, if
I bring suit in America, where I AVIU bring it, having
nailed your securities there, for I have had advice on
this point, that American courts AVIU fellow a precedent
they have already establlshed, and decide in favor of my
brother."
" But this is even more than I have taken from him
and your ward," falters Montez.
" There Is a young lady up-stairs you have robbed."
"Who?"
"Miss Minturn."
" What—my stenographer ? She shall have her salary,"
says Fernando, grimly.
" She wants more! She is the sole heir ef George
Merritt Ripley, and Alice his wife, Avbem you murdered
en the Isthmus, and robbed ef their gold—some sixty
thousand dollars !"
" You can't prove it! "
"Whether I prove it or not, I'm going te collect It.
I have notes and an assignment covering the value of all
your New York securities, made out to me, in that reom.
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Will you sign them, er shall the contents ef your pocketbook be given to the papers to-night ? "
" There is no Parisian paper that AA'OUM dare to publish them."
" T h e r e Is one ! "
" Imbecile ! Xon rave ! Y^hat one ? "
" T h e Parisian edition of the NCAV York Herald! "
" Y'es," mutters Montez, " y o u ' r e r i g h t ! That terrible
A^merlcan paper Avould publisb any news ! "
" N"o-w Avill you sign, or not ? "
'• No ! " cries Montez, d e s p e r a t e ^ , and rises to go,
" Ah, you hope to slip aAvay from tOAvn before the
Herald can give them the ncAvs—but you don't go ! "
" What v/ill stop me ? "
'• T h e contents of this box you sent me ! I'A'C got AA-itnesses in there of 3'our OAvn confesslen ! I'll have 3'ou
under lock and key in half an heur ! You can't get out
on ball even, before I'll spread over tOAvn the knov/ledge
of the contents ef that pocketbook. Then you knoAV
you will never leave Paris alivc I''
" No ! " cries Fernando, desperately, for he knows he
could net exist tAvo hours before the Parisian mob, knowing Its contents, Aveuld rise up against him. " I ' l l sign! "
Then he puts his band to his brow, and mutters :
" Three million plastres ! GIA-C me the pocketbook ! "
" When you have signed ! Not before ! I also AA'ant
an assignment of your contract Avitb the 3'Oung American
lady, Miss Minturn."
'• Oh—certainly ! You ask a small thing after very
great ones."
So Harry leads hira into the roera, Avhere there is an
affrighted notaiy and an astenished attache oi the Araerican consulate. H e r e Baron Montez, the agony of restltution being on hira, does the hardest five minutes'
work ef his life—he signs ever, in proper legal form, all
his American securities te Plarry Sturgis Larchm^ont, in
trust for various other parties. 'Phese acknoAvledgraents
are certified to by the notary, and made good In the
United States by the seal ef the American consulate in
Paris.
Then Montez Avhispers : " T h e pocketbook ? Quick ! "
" Y o u did not think I had it upon me v/ith such gentlemen as you about ! " laughs Larchmont, Avho has groAvn
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faint himself now that he has wen. " I'll give you an
Order on the American Legation fer it—good after three
o'clock to-morrow. By that time the American Stocks
are in my hands, or there are no ocean cables."
This being done, Montez turns to go. Larchment follows him to the hall, for he thinks it just as well to
see this gentleman outside his portals, as he has heard
female voices up-stairs, and fears descent from inquisitive
young ladies.
At the door, Montez turns and hisses : " It Avas for this
you brought me here—so that you might play with me
and conquer me ! "
"Oh," replies Harry, ,very medestly, though the
triumph of victory is on his face, " I did not conquer you
—it Avas a young lady—-Miss Minturn ! "
" Ah, that damned stenegrapher ! " shrleks Montez.
" She Avho plotted Avith you, and entered my empley to destroy me ! She—your accoraplice—your tool—your
"
" I'll trouble you not to say anything about her ! "
mutters Harry, his face growing very stern. " Please go
away ! " He has opened the door.
But up-stairs there is a maniac chuckle: "Le, the
bridegroom goeth—Let me at him ! I'm going to throAV
an orange peel at Baron Montez ef Panama ! "
"What is that ? " says the Baron with a start.
" That is the voice ef my brother whom you have made
a lunatic ! " whispers Harry. Then he says :
" Fer God's sake go away. If I hear him again I shall
kill you ! "
Montez with a gasp runs down the stairs of the mansien, and Springs into his carriage very nimbly, as Harry
Larchment, closlng the door, mutters to himself : " Daran
him ! I don't think he'll forget his Avedding-day in a
hurry ! " Then tears come Into bis eyes and he murmurs,
" Poor Frank ! "
CHAPTER XXV
THE PREFERRED CREDITOR.
THEN

just time.

Mr. Larchment looks at his watch. He has
He Springs up-stairs to the door of Louise's
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room, raps on it, and would shout: " Victory ! " but the
girl knoAvs bis step, and Is before him. His face teils Its
own tale.
She cries : " You've wen ! Thank Heaven ! I—I
am so happy fer you."
" Y'es, ive've wen ! " ansAvers Harr3-—" Avon in füll !
But te nail our flag over bis—I must go at once—I have
just time to do it ! Qood-hy—our interview this ev-ening ! " His voice grows very tender, and v/ringing her
hand, he mutters : " God bless you ! It was all you ! "
By this time he is doAvn the stairs, but at the foot of
them he turns and cries: "I'll attend to your dress ! "
then opens the front door, Springs doAvn the steps, and
gets into his brother's carriage, AA'hlch has been AA'aiting for him for the last heur.
In it be drives, Avith even more than Parisian recklessness, to his American laAV3'er, Mr. Evarts Barlew, and
getting him Into bis carriage, the tAvo post oft" to the
Paris agents of the NCAV York bankers Avhe hold the
American securities ef Fernando Montez. At their Suggestion, the agenc3' cables their home house, that all the
Stocks, bonds, and Investments of Baron Montez in their
hands have been transferred and made ever to Plarry
Sturgis Larchmont, by personal deed ef their fornier
owner, properly acknoAvledged and registered, Avhlch they
(the agency) noAV held ; that all further dividends upon
said securities, earned noAv or in future, are to be paid In
to Mr. Larchments account, at bis bankers in NCAV York.
This being done, Harry remembers he has another
errand, and telling it to his lawyer, the latter laughs :
" What ?—A Parisian modiste, so soon ! "
" Certainly ! She's worn one dress three days running ! " replies Harry. Then he says, in a voice that
makes BarloAv glance very sharply at him : " She's like a
dream in muslin ! What will she be under the genius ef a
Worth or a Felix ? YOU'A'C a treat before you to-night! "
So It comes to pass that, about four o'clock this afternoon, a forcAVoman of a great Parisian dressmaker calls
upon Louise, and presents a note which reads :
My Dear Miss

Minturn:

With this I send you some robes to choose from. You need
not fear the expense. If you take them all, they are easily within
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5'our income. I'll explain the financial part of it this evening.
nailed everything—by your aid.
" Yours most sincerely,

I've

H A R R Y LARCHMONT.

P. S. Please, for my sake, put on the prettiest to-night. The
great lawyer I told you of will call with me—upon your business."

This kind of a note dazes the girl. The dresses displayed to her delight but astound her. In her present
State of mind, she would send the woman away and
teil her : " Te-morroAV—any ether time ! " But Harry's
note says : " For my sake !"
So Louise looks over the robes, and now the legacy
left her by Mother Eve comes into play. The dresses
fight their own battle ; for they are exquisite conglemeratiens of tulle and ganze—the tissues and webs of
Lyons thrown together by a genius fer such effects.
Just at this moment Jessie adds her efforts to this
scene. She comes in and chirps : " My ! How lovely! "
and looks ever the gowns Avith exclamatiens ef delight,
but not of envy. For she cries : " HOAV beautiful you
Avill be this evening! "
" This evening ! Mr. Larchmont has Avritten you ? "
" Yes—this unsatlsfactery note, half an heur age,"
pouts Jessie. It only says : ' Have a nice dinner fer four
this evening at eight sharp. I shall bring Mr. Evarts
BarloAV Avith me.' Evarts BarloAV ?—he is one of the great
lawyers of Manhattan. I saw him last season. Ple's not
so old, either," goes on Jessie, contemplatIvel3'. " I think
I'll put my best foot forward. I've got some dresses of
the Montez trousseau that are rather comme il faut, I
iraagine. I'll go at that trousseau and wear It out quick,
before I'm promised again. It shan't do double duty ! "
She goes away, and Louise, thinking of Miss Severn's
remarks about putting her best foot ferAvard, says to herseif : " Why should net I do the same ? My foot Is also
a pretty one, I believe ! " Then she laughs, for there is
something In all these remarks ef Mr. Larchmont's and
Jessie's, that brings a sudden spasm ef doubt to an idea
that had burned itself into her brain in these hot days on
the Isthmus, when Harry had raved In the delirium of
the fever.
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Then Mother Eve flying up In this lovely creature, with
the assistance of the foreworaan, who Is very expert in
such matters, Louise finds berself In such a toilette by
dinner-time, that, looking on berself, she is amazed, perchance a little aAved, by her own image ; for she is a
dream of fairy beauty.
So Miss Minturn coming down inte the great parlor of
Francois Larchmont, with itSAvealth of bric-a-brac, statues,
and paintings, Jessie runs te her and says : " Don't we
contrast just right!—only you everpower me—you have
so much esprit!" for Jessie has a dear, genereus heart,
and there is a great soul in Louise's eyes this night.
As they stand together, tAvo gentlemen in evening
dress enter and gaze upon them amazed.
" Great heaA-ens, Larchmont ! " AA'hlspers the laAvyer to
Harry. " Why didn't you teil me I had such pretty
Clients ? I Avould have Avorked for them as If inspired."
" I — I didn't knoAv she Avas quite so pretty, myself!"
mutters Harry, Avho has eyes for only one of them.
A moraent after, the introductions are made, and
Barlew and Jessie, folloAved by Louise and Larchmont,
go In te one of these pretty little dinners, that are all the
more pleasing because they are not quite banquets.
As they sit doAvn, Miss Minturn's thoughts give a
jump te the time she first saw the gentleman beside her
in evening costume—to the night of the dinner party at
Larchment Delafield's, AA'hen she was not guest, but
.stenographer. Then recollections bring blushes. It Is
her pretty Shoulders Mr. Larchmont is now looking at,
not Miss Severn's.
Inte this reminiscence Jessie breaks : " Guardy Harry,
have you got me into your clutches thereughly ? Are
you legally my guardian now ? "
" Yes ! " replies Larchmont. Then he looks curiously
but anxiously at Louise, and says : " I am also the
guardian ef another young lady ! "
" Another Avard ? You Avholesale guardian ; AVIIO is
she ? " laughs Jessie.
" Miss Minturn ! "
" I ! " gasps Louise, her eyes groAvIng astenished and
almost affrighted.
"Why, certainly!" remarks Barlow. " I had the
order of court made to-day. Y^ou're only nineteen ? "
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" Y-e-s ! "
"Then not of age in Paris, though you ma3' be In
America. It Avas necessary for the proper protection of
your interests and property, that a guardian should be
appointed. Heiresses must be looked after."
"Heiress !—I—? " stammers Louise.
" Of course," interjects Harry, "if you don't like it,
you can have some one eise appointed to-morrow—Mr.
Barlow, fer instance—but for to-night," he rises and bows
prefoundly te her, " I believe I have the honor ef being
your guardian and your trustee."
Here Jessie suddenly exclairas : " Both Harry's Avards !
Delightful! Louise, AVC can do our lessons together and
have the sarae governess. Half ef the present one AVIU
be enough for me ! "
"Jessie ! " cries Larchment, sternly, for Louise's eyes
have looked rebellious at the mention of lessons and a
governess. " Miss Minturn is a little older than you.
This appointment is more form than otherwise."
" Oh !—Well, it don't matter being Harry's Avard,"
giggles Miss Severn. " He Is a good, Indulgent guardian. He lets you do as you like. But if it Avas Frank !
—Whew !—Louise, he might decree that 3-ou Avere only
eleven or twelve years old to-morroAv morning ! "
" And if you Avere sullen, kodak you," Interjects Harry,
grimly.
But a scream from Jessie interrupts him. " Oh, goodness ! " she ejacuiates. " Ke didn't get a picture of
me ! "
" Yes—a very charming one. It Is labelled, 'L'enfant
gäte'e.' You look as if you were springing at the camera."
" And so I Avas ! " mutters poor Jessie. " I thought
he had not snapped it In time. Did he really get one ? "
The tears come into her e3'es, and she begs: " Please
don't shoAV it—Please
"
" N e t if you're a good, ebedient little .:;i"l ! " says
Harry, with greal magnaniniitA'.
As fer Louise, she has been silent during this. The
Averd "heiress" has^put her into a kind of coma; the
term " guardian " has given her a fearful start, and sometimes her eyes look at Plarry Larchmont in a half-bashful, half-frightened sert of way.
'Then the conversation runs pleasantly en, Harry teil-
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ing Barlow ef bis Isthmus adventures; some of his
stories making Miss Minturn, who has gradually been
regalning her intellect, blush, though they make her
more tender te the man relating them, for they bring
back the days she had struggled for his life by his
bedside in the room of young George Bovee.
This talk ef the Isthmus leads te talk of the Panama
Canal, Barlow remarking: " T h e Senate Avill probably
pass the Lottery Bill to-night."
" That will give the enterprise six months longer te
exist, I Imagine ; but more enipty pocketbooks and more
bankrupt stockholders, Avhen the inevitable crash comes,"
rejoins Larchmont. " By the by, I Avonder if the Baron
is looking after it this CA'ening ! Eh, Jessie ? What
Avould you have said to journeying to Italy about noAV,
Avith bis chocolate face beside you ?"
At this Miss Severn shudders, grows pale, but says
firmly : " He has kinks In bis hair. I would have said,
' N"o !' right in his face, to both notary and priest."
With this, as the dinner is over, Miss Jessie rises, and
going te the door, turns, and lifting her skirts a little,
courtesles, after maijner ef dancing-scheol children, and
says : " I bid you adieu tili aprh le cigare, my guardian !"
And Louise, Avho has rlsen also, a kind ef reckless
nilrth Coming to her, follows Jessie's example, and,
courtesylng te the floor, murmurs: "Your ebedient
Avard, Monsieur Larchmont ! "
Then the two go off laughing tOAvards the parier, leaving the gentlemen to cigars and coffee. But they don't
tal:e very long over these, for BarloAV says : " We owe a
little explanatlon to Miss Minturn about her affairs."
To this Harry replies : " Very Avell ! Let's get it
over !" a curiously anxious look passing ever his face.
'
Then the two coming into the parlor, Mr. Larchmont
takes Jessie aside, and Avhispers : " Would you mind running up-stairs for a little ? Mr. BarloAv and I have some
business Avith Louise—Miss Minturn."
" Shall I net come down again ? " falters Jessie.
" No, perhaps you had better not. Perhaps it Avould
be Avell to bid Mr. BarloAv good-evening now ! I iraagine you have lessons to learn ! "
At AA'hich Miss Jessie astonishes hira. She says:
" Yes, and 3'ou have something to say to Louise. But—
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to congratulate ! " and so Avith a boAV to
Barlow moves out ef the room.
Then Harry and Mr, BarloAV go into a business conversation Avith Miss Minturn.
Mr. Larchmont says : " I have received a number of
millions of francs in trust for three crediters ef Baren
Montez. You, Miss Minturn, are the preferred crediter.
Your dividend first! "
" My dividend en Avhat ? "
Here the lawyer remarks: " You are the sole belr te
your mother, and she Avas the sole heir of her parents.
They were robbed, I understand from Mr. Larchmont,
ef sixty thousand dollars on the Isthmus, in 1856. This
at interest at six per cent., for thirty-tAve years, compeunded yearly, amounts to nearly four hundred thousand dollars—two millions of francs,"
" Oh, goodness !—So much ?"
" Certainly ! " ansAvers Harry, " I've computed It ! "
and he bows before her, and says : " Behold another
American heiress ! "
Here Louise asteunds the laAvyer and stabs Harry to
the heart. She says in broken voice : " You, Mr, BarloAv,
take it fer me — you be my guardian. You can be
appointed to-morroAV !"
" Good heavens ! " cries Larchmont. " What have I
done ? Can't you trust me ?"
" Trust you ? Of course I can ! " murmurs Louise ;
" b u t tAA'o Avards Avill be too much for you te guide."
Then she says faintly : " Y^es, let Mr. BarloAV be my
guardian—take care of my mone3'—I'll leave it te his
judgment !"
" Of course, If you ask It I can hardly refuse," returns
the laAvyer ; " but you had better think over it tili tomorroAV."
A,.nd noting that the girl is strangely agitated, Evarts
BarloAV remarks : " I v/ill go noAV, and see 3''ou in the
morning. Your interests this evening are thoroughly
safe in the hands of Mr. Larchmont ! "
So this diplomat makes his boAV, and taking Larchment with him to the hall door, he whispers : " This.
strain has been too much for your pretty Avard, If
you're not careful, she'll require the doctor, not the
lawyer ! I'm afraid she has wounded j/our feelings,"
17
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" My heart ! " replies Harry, Avith n sigh. And BarloAV
bidding him adieu, Larchmont marches in to bis fate,
and goes into the great parlor where Miss Minturn
Stands, more beauriful than ever befors this evening,
It is the beauty of resolution.
As he looks at her, the laces and tissues clinging
about her exquisite figure are so still, she Avould seem a
statue, Avere it not for the quick heaving of a maiden
bosom that threbs up Avhite and round and trembling
beneath its laces, and a little nervous twitching of lips
that should be red, but are noAv pale. There is a fear
in her eye She uplifts a dainty hand almost in warning,
for he has come up te her, pride upon bis face, agony
in his heart, and anguish in his eyes, and said sternly:
" HoAV dare you do it ? "
" Do Avhat ? "
" Refuse to accept me as your guardian ! Imply I
Avas not worthy ef the trust—I, Avho think more of it
than any man upon earth ! "
"Oh," sa3's the girl, " I presume I can choose my
menter—I have arrived at years of discretion enough for
that! " Then she falters : " Let me go away ! I—I have
saved your bride for you ! "
" Have 3'ou ? " mutters Harry, surlily. " That's some
little blessing ! "
" Yes—let me go awa3'
"
" Net out of this house to-night! "
" Why not ? "
" Because I forbid you ! " answers Harry, " To-morroAV you may have Barlow—or any one eise you like—
but to-day the courts of France made me your guardian —
and to-night you obey me!"
" You forget—to-morrow—you are not my guardian
then! Let me go ! May you be happy ! " And, fearing for
herseif, Louise glides towards the door, But his hand is
upon her Avhite arm, and his voice whispers : " Not without me ! "
On this the giri pulls herseif away, faces him with eyes
that blaze like stars, and stabs him Avith these cutting
words : " Do you want to compel me to run away from
you as I did from Montez that aAvful night ? "
" Why won't you have me for your guardian ? "
" One ward is enough ! "
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" Ah ! You are jealous of Jessie ! "
" Pish ! Of that child ? "
" Yes—jealous ef her ! " ansAvers Harry, who has discovered that the Roman way is the only true method of
winning this Sabine virgin. Then he astounds and pctrifies her, for he murmurs : " You love me ! "
" I ? My Heaven ! How dare y o u ? " And the girl is
before him with flaming eyes.
But he smites her AvIth: " Because I have your
DIARY ! "

" Impossible ! "
" Yes, from Mrs. Winterburn in Panama ! "
" Ah ! the traitress ! " Louise's hands fly te her affrighted face; she bows her drooping head, tell-tale blushes
cover her face, her neck, and even her snowy Shoulders,
making Avhat had been glistening Avhite, gleaming pink.
But she forces herseif to again look at this man, and her
eyes seem to be scernful, and disdain is on her lips, as she
mutters : " And you dared to read it ? "
" N o !"
" Then how did 3-ou discover
?"
" Ah ! I have you—ah ! "
" O Heaven ! "
" A bunch of violets and a card dropped out of it—my
tekens of the blizzard. They were mine before—they are
mine noAV ! " cries Hany, and pulls them out of his breast
and kisses them. Then he says tenderly : " I stole your
confession—I give you mine ! I love you Avith my soul [
good angel of my life—whose scorn kept me from making a fool ef myself in Panama—Avhese kind nursing
saved me from the fever ! I leve you ! Without you fer
my Avife, life has but little for me—Avhat does the kind
nurse—Avho saved it in far-aAvay Panama:—say ? "
And Louise Stands fluttering before him—loveliness
persenified—loveliness astounded—loveliness in doubt
—loveliness blushing—loveliness that is about te be
happy ; for a sturdy arm that has played in many a
foot-ball game is round her Avaist, and is giving her
such a grip as never Princeton man received in College
fouissance.
The girl gives no answer save a little sigh ; she has
almost fainted in his arms. But a moment after, her
happy eyes seek his, and she falters: " Was it only to
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save your brother ? Was it only to save your fortune
you Avent te Panama ? "
" That at first," answers Harry, stoutly. " But afterAvards I fought te be rieh enough to put you in the place
in society that you Avill ädern ! " Then he queries : " Shall
I continue to be your guardian ? Shall I teil BarloAv he
need net oust me In court to-merroAV ?"
"Since you are going to be my permanent guide,"
returns the young lady with a piquant moue, " I suppose
you might as well get into practice as my guardian."
" Then may God treat me as I treat you ! "
There are tears in her beautiful eyes, there are kisses
on her cherry lips, as Louise says playfully : " Dear
Guardy ! I shall give you even more trouble than Jessie ! "
" Then I Avill cut my guardianship very short ! " cries
Larchmont, a gleam of joy flying into his face as he Avalks
up to the girl, Avho can't new meet his eyes, as his arm
goes around her waist again. For he says: " I, Harry
Sturgis Larchment of New York, demand of you, Harry
Sturgis Larchment, at present of Paris, the hand ef your
Avard, Miss Louise Ripley Minturn, in marriage ! And I,
Harry Sturgis Larchmont, guardian ef said young lady,
accept your proposition, my Avorthy young man, for I
have a deuced good opinion of you, and solemnly betreth her te 3-eu, and announce that the nuptials shall
take place WITHIN THE MONTH."
" Within the month ! " falters Louise, " But I have
only known you four ! "
" Yes, but guardians must be obeyed ! "
Then there are more kisses, and Mr. Larchmont walks
out, and mutters te himself: "By Jove! that was a
l»iarder battle than I had Avith the Baron this morning ! "
About half an hour afterward, meeting his friend
BarloAV at the Cafe de la Paix, he says: "' You need not
make any motion about that guardianship business!
The young lady has had the good taste to accept mc,
after all!"
"As a guardian?" asks BarloAv, in tones of crossexamination.
" As a husband as well !" remarks Larchmont, " and
the sooner you get to work at the Avedding Settlements,
the better it will please both the guardian and AA'ard."
The next morning Mr. Larchmont, coming from his
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apartments on the Boulevard Haussmann, takes Louise,
and says to Jessie quite solemnly: " This young lady is
to be my wife. As the wife of your guardian you will
obey her, eh, rebellious one ?"
But Jessie gives a mocking bow, and laughs : " Oh, I
kno'// all about it! She told me last night! We have
been talking about ,you most of the time since. I have
promised to be ebedient, if she asks me to do just Avhat I
want to ! "
" A.h ! " replies Harry, " then I shall exhibit the kodak."
And Jessie cries : " No ! no ! "
But he is in a merry mood, and shoAvs the picture of
renfant gäte'e to Louise, and they all laugh over it.
But though Jessie giggles, she also begs ; so piteously
he gives it to her. Then she tears it inte a hundred
pieces, and tossing them over her head, dances on them,
crying : " That's how I leave my childhood behind me! "
next says: " No more governesses ! Eh, Guardy?"
with a pleading look.
" AFTER the Avedding! " rem.arks Mr. Larchmont, for
he has thought upon this subject, and he has concluded
that a governess for Jessie will be very convenient during
the honeymoon.
But the next morning he is relieved to find Mrs.
DeAvitt has returned from SAA'itzerland. He introduces
her to his coming bride, and this lady is most happy te
take Charge of Miss Jessie during his Avedding tour.
In one of their numereus communings, AvIthin the next
day or two, Louise says to Harry : " We are so happy I
Can't Ave do a little to make others happy ? "
" To Avhom do you refer ? "
" To a dear little friend of mine in NCAV York, who is
going to be married also, Miss Sall3' Broughton,"
ansAvers Louise. " Could I send her a thousand dollars ?"
" Of course ! ten thousand if 3'eu like. It's your
money, dearest," ansAvers Harry, cheerfully.
" Oh, thank you ! " replies Louise. " A thousand is
enough. It will mean a great deal to Mrs. Alfred Tompkins."
" So Sally is going te marry Tompkins ! " remarks
Larchmont, griml3^
Then he suddenly continues:
" Tompkins AA'as ihe man Avho shook his fist at me Avhen
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he saAV me sali away on the Colon AvIth A-OU ? Eh ? " and
his eyes ask awful questions.
" Y-e-s ! "
" Ho-oh ! " Then Larchmont smiles a little and says :
" Any other gentleman 3'eu Avant to do a good turn ? "
"Yes, to George Bovee, Avho nursed you on the
Isthmus so tenderly—Avho Avas such a good chum to you
out there. He is growing pale also—some day he may
have the fever, and there Avill be no one to nurse him.
Could not you.?—you need some one to manage j'our
affairs—" Fer Plarry had been cemplaining about the
ameunt of business that had suddenly come upon him,
from his brother's incapacity.
" Oh, I cabled George 3'esterday; he is new en his Avay
te Paris ! "
" On his Avay already ? "
" Y^es, so as to be my best man."
" Oh," cries Louise, " 3'Ou are alwa3's talking ef the
AA-edding ! "
" Of course ! I am ahvays thinking of it! "
Probably Louise is too, for she and Jessie are driving
about town, from mllliner to dressmaker, and dressmaker
to jcAveller ; and all the gorgeous paraphernalia of a
mighty trousseau Is being manufactured in this the town of
trousseaux, as fast as nimble fingers ef French AverkingAvomen can put together things worthy of the beaut3' of
the bride.
So one morning, at the American Legation, Louise
Minturn is married to Harry Larchmont, and Evarts
Barlow, Avhe has stayed over for the ceremony, gives the
bride aAvay. George BoA-ee Stands behind his old chum
of the Isthmus, Avith Miss Jessie, the only bridesmaid,
but Avith the concentrated beauty of six aA-erage ones in
her pretty seif.
Then bride and bridegroom go to Italy—southern Italy
and the isles of the Mediterranean—Avhere they see
palms and orange trees, and dream they are in Panama
—but there is no fever ! And coming back from this
trip, they linger out the happy autumn time in Paris.
But one evening Francois Leroy Larchmont, in a careless moment ef his keepers, escapes from them, and is
out all night. The next morning, he comes back with a
sleepy look upon bis face.

BARON MONTEZ.

263

But Harry Larchment, reading the morning Journals,
gives an aAvful start! Two days after, the whole party
are <?« route for America, taking the brother, Avhose mind
is now permanently gone, with them.
Crushed, defeated, but not altogether subdued and dismayed, Baron Montez staggered doAvn the steps of the
Larchmont mansien.
The next day he calls at the American embassy, and
delivering up his order, receives, after Identification, a
sealed envelope, which he tears open, and finds his pocketbook—not one memorandum gone, and bis eyes glisten.
He thinks : " With this I have enough to feed upon
the vitals of this republic. Some of their public men
are in my power ! " Besides, his fortune, outside of his
American investments, is large, and the Lottery Bill
almost immediately passes the Senate of France and becomes a law. He receives large sums of money, delinquent payments due from the Canal Company, and
though he is foreed, by the record of the ledgers Louise
has taken, to make some restitution te Aguilla, still, as he
does not make restitution to any one eise, his fortune is
enormous.
Though the shares of the Canal go down and doAvn,
he has no interest in them, and lives the life of a gay
bachelor in Paris.
In the course of time, the deluded investors will take
no more lottery bonds, and in December an assignment
is made to a receiver, and the werk practically stops en
the Canal Interoceanic.
As this happens, Fernando Montez becomes possessed
of a shadoAv. Though he does not knoAV it, as he walks
along the boulevards, a shabby creature slinks along behind him. When he goes te the opera or theatre, the
creature is waiting for him as he comes out. This unfortunate one evening Stands outside the gay Cafe de la
Paix, with its flashing lights, and sees Montez eating the
meal of Lucullus. As Fernando comes out, Avell fed, contented, even happy, this shabby creature mutters to himself : "Nom de Dieu I for his dinner he paid more money
than I saved in my whole first year ef deprivation ! "
And Bastien Lefert, the miser, Avhe has been sold out
of his glove Store on the Rue Rivoli, utterly ruined by his
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grand Investment in the Canal Interoceanic, folIoAvs, shiA'.
ering Avith cold, and brushing the snoAV off his rags, the
Steps of the Avell-dressed, debonnair, and happy Baron
Montez.
But there Is another—a black man v/Ith snowy wool,
and two great red gashes upon his cheeks, and a form
bent by age, but streng Avith hate. H e comes alongside
Lefert and Avhispers : " HOAV UOAV, miser !

Are you on

the track of your enemy ? I, Domingo of Porto Belle,
have come a long Avay t e see him, also ! "
And the two become bleodhounds, and folIoAV the
Baron Montez of Panama all that evening to the liaunts
of gay bachelors in Paris : t e the E d e n Theatre, Avhere
there is a b a l l e t ; to the Palais Royal, AA'here he laughs
at a suggestive farce. But Avhenever he comes to the
streets—these tAVO d e g his footsteps.
So it comes to pass, late that night, returning from
a petit souper with some laxe sirens of the gay world of
Paris, Avho are very kind to rieh men, Montez enters his
apartments, to find his A-alet is not in them, and mutters
te himself :
" T h e worthless beast ! I AVIII dIscharge him to-morrow ! "
T h e n Fernando sits doAvn to aAvait the coming of Herr
Wernig ; for these tAve are hunting in ceuples again.
So Montez meditates and is happy ; but, chancing to
think of his lost American securities, he utters a snort of
savage remembrance, and taking the poker in his hands
breaks up the coals burning in his percelain ornamental
Steve—and as the blaze flickers up, thinks he sees a face.
H e Starts and gazes round, and sees three faces—the
faces of the Avronged, the faces ef the past—Domingo's
pirate head, the miser's Avistful face, and the pallid cheeks
and big eyes of the lunatic, Francois Larchment.
Fernando thinks it a dream. T h e lunatic says Avith
cunning chuckle : " I enticed your valet aAvay, my dear
Baron—ha, ha !—and let myself in Avith my old pass-key
—you forget the pass-key—ha, ha ! I was Coming in
here to do your business myself—but these tAve gentlemen joined me—ho ! ho! ho ! "
T H E N M O N T E Z ' DREAM BECOMES REAL !

H e Springs up to cry out and defend himself—but the
lunatlc's hands clese round his throat, and the voice of
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a madman cries : " Oh, ho ! my friend ! Baren Montez
of Panama and Paris ! "
And though Montez struggles he cannot say anything,
and his eyes have despair in them, for three men have
surrounded him. He sees, half in a dream, the form of
Domingo, the ex-pirate, Avhom he has robbed, who whispers in hoarse voice : "Ah, ha !—the punishm^ent ef the
buccaneer—who steals from his fellews ! "
And the miser cries : " For the gold ef my ruined
life !"
Then a surging is in his ears ; there is the report of
a pistol, and three ferms glide out into the darkness ; and
on the floor, bis OAvn rcA'olver in his hand, lies the form
that Avas once—Baren Montez of Panama and Paris !
A fcAV minutes after, his old chum, Alsatius Wernig,
comes in with laughing voice and merry mood, crying :
" Oh, he ! my dear Fernando ! you leave your door
open. You should be careful! You might be robbed !"
then utters a horrified "Mein Gott!" and staggers from
the prostrate form before him. Next he says slowly,
Avith pale lips: " Murder! If they have stolen the
pocketbook !" With this his hand, trembling, goes deep
into the bosom of the dead man, and he gives a gasp of
joy as it draws ferth the black pocketbook of Montez.
Then Wernig mutters : " In other hands, this Aveuld
have been my ruin ! But NOAV ! " and the German's
form becomes larger, and his eyes grow lumlneus Avith
Coming potency, as he jeers : " I OAvn the secrets of
many Deputies and some Ministers ! I AVIU bleed them
tili they die ! I AVIII be rieh forever. I hold the politics—perhaps the destinies—of France ! "
Then he cautiously leaves the room, and none see
him come doAvn the stairs.
The next morning it is reported that Montez of
Panama must have committed suicide—though it is
hinted to the police net to make too thorough an investigation of the affair—some of the powers that be seeming
to fear Baron Montez, dead as he is, will rise up like
Banquo's ghost.
But Herr Wernig lives en the fat of the land, and
bleeds some of the potentates of France, right and left.
He spares net Ministers nor Deputies who have been
bribed, and A-/ould keep on so forever ; but one day,
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A-ears afterward, scandal comes. ar,d investigation follows, and he flies from France, fearing that more than
any other country upon earth—the country he has debauched and plundered. For the foreign adA-enturers
Avhe came to Paris, lured by the millions spent or squandered upon the Canal, Avere the greediest, the most
deveuring—the Swiss, the German, the man of all nations.
One afternoon in 1S92, in the autumn. there is a great
naA-al parade upon the Hudson River, and the flags of all
nations are throAvn into the air from vessels belonging to
the great countrles of the AA-orld.
And from a priA-ate retreat, situated on the Palisades
overlooking the river, kept by a doctor AA-CII knoAvn for
his skill In trcating diseases of the mind. a gentleman
comes ferth ento the lawn. He is very elaberately
dressed in the latest fashion. and seems happy, as he
should be, for a beautiful Avoman and handsome man
Avalk by his side, and he calls them sister and brother.
He looks OA-cr the great river, and jabbers, " H a ! " to
the guns.
Then, seeing the flag of France, he cries : " It is the
opening of the Panama Canal ! IMontez Avas right !
My dividends ! My dividends ! " And gazing over the
beautiful Hudson he chuckles: "Mon Dieu l What a
glorious canal this is at my feet ! What dividends AA-C'H
make ! Hurrah for De Lesseps, Francois Leroy Larchmont, and Baron Montez of Panama and Paris ! "

FIMf.

BRADBUHV, AGKEW, & CO. LD,, PRINTEKS, WIlITEFRtARS.

Messrs. GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS' New Books
MR.

FARJEON'S

NEW

NOVEL,

Now Ready, in Crown Zvo, Cloth, price 6s.
S o m e t h i n g : Occurred. .'An entirely new and original S o m e t h i n g - Occurred.
Somethine- Occurred.
Humorous Story,
Som-ething- Occurred.
Something-Occurred.
Entitied,
S o m e t h i n g Occ-arred.
S o m e t h i n g - Occurred. By B. L. FARJBON.
S o m e t h i n g - Occurred.
And " Laughter Holding Eoth his Sidcs."
" There arc more things in hc.iven aiul earih, Iloratio, than are dieanit of hi your philosopliy."—

ALPHONSE

DAUDET'S

NOVELS.

English Edition. In CrcivjL Zi'o, Paper Cover, is.; Cloth, Gilt top, is, 6d,
T a r t a r i n o n t h e A l p s . With IMu.^tnitions.
R o b e r t H o l m o n t . AVith 123 Illustrations.
A r t i s t s ' W i v e s . AVith Illustrations.
R e c o l l e c t i o n s of a L i t e r a r y M a n . Illustr.itcd by GUILLAUME,
J a c k . AVith lUustr.itions by MVHBACII.
T a r t a r i n o f T a r a s c o n . AVith 120 Illustr.itions.

ROUTLEDGE'S

NEW T W O SHILLING

VOLUMES.

T h e M a s k e d V e n u s . ATalcof .Many Lands, By the Anthorof'.AIy Official AVife.'
E u t h a n a s i a ; or, Turf, T e n t , a n d T o m b (and in cloth, 3^-, dd.)
M i s s D i v i d e n d s , Ey the .Author of " -Mr. Barnes of New Aork."
T h e S t o r y o f P a u l E o y t o n . A Tale of Travel and Adventure,
A C e n t u r y ' s S e n s a t i o n s . By AV, SAI-TE, jun.
OleaningTS from O a a n d Off t h e Stag-a. By Mrs. EANCßorT,
R e m i n i s c e n c e s of J. L, T o o l e , Related by Himself, and Chronicled by
Jo6[;rii HA'ITO.V. AVith 36 Illustrations.

ROUTLEDGE'S T W O S H I L L I N G

SPORTING

NOVELS.

T h e Y o u n g S q u i r e . By " BORDERER."
F r a n k M a i t l a n d ' s L u c k . By FINIH MASON.
T h e B e s t S e a s o n o n R e c o r d . By Captain PENKELL ELMIIIRST.
R u n n i n g - I t Oif; or, H a r d H i t . By NAT GOULD.
T h e DoAlble E v e n t . A T.ale of the IMclbournc Cup, By NAT GüULD.
J o c k e y J a c k , By N A T GOULD.
B e a t e n o n t h e P o s t , By J. P. AVUEELDON.
T o o F a s t t o L a s t . ByJoHN MILLS.
B l a i r A t h o l . By BLINKIIOOLIK.
W o n i n a Ganter,

By OLD CALABAR.

L i f e of J o h n M y t t o n .
Jarrock's J a u u t s and Jollities.

ROUTLEDGE'S

SHILLING

BOOKS,

T h e B a b B a l l a d s , By AV. S. GILBERT. AVith Illustrations by the Author.
M o r e B a b B a l l a d s . Ey W, S. GILBERT. AA'ith Illustrations by the Author.
C a r l e t o n ' s F a r m B a l l a d s , AVith Illustrations.
F i v e Y e a r s ' P e n a l S e r v i t u d e . By One AVho Has Endurcd It.

THE

"OVAL"

SERIES OF GAMES.

EDITED BY C. AV, ALCOCK.

In Crozvn 87'0, Cloth or Paper, price \s.
Golflllg'. r.y HORACE HUTCHINSON. With lUus. Ecing tlie ist Volume of the Series.
üliOROE RouTLKDGE & SONS, Li)., London, INIanchcstcr, and New York.

UNIFORM WITH THIS VOLUME.
In Crown Svo, Boards.
MY

OFFICIAL
SAVAGE.

GUILTY
A FAIR
BELL,

AT

Price 2s, eacli.

WIFE.

By RICHARD HENRY

6th Edition.

BONDS.

By WILLIAM L E QUEUX.

FREELANCE,
Bart.

THE

ELEVENTH

By SIR GILBERT CAMPHOUR.

By KEITH

FLEMING.

THE

R O M A N C E OF A N A L T E R EGO. Ey

LLOYD BRYCE.

A P I N K "WEDDING.
BLAIR

ATHOL.

BEATEN
THE

By BLINKHOOLIE,

ON T H E

TALE

By R. MOUNTENEY-JEPHSON,

OF A

POST,

By J. P. WHEELDON.

HORSE.

By the Author of

'•'Blair Adiol."

LIFE

OF J O H N

MYTTON.

By NIMROD. Widi

a Memoir of the Author.

JORROCKS'S J A U N T 3
THE TOMMIEBEG
in Scotland.

THE

Melbourne Cup.

FAST

V/ON

IN

NIMROD'S
RUNNING

TO

JOLLITIES,

S H O O T I N G S ; or, A Moor

By THOMAS JEANS.

DOUBLE

TOO

AND

EVENT.

With Illustrations.

A Tale of the

By N A T GOULD.

LAST.

A CANTER.

By JOHN MILLS,
By OLD CALABAR.

N O R T H E R N TOUR.
IT O F F .
By the Author of "The

Double Event."
GEOPXGE

ROUTLEDGE & SONS, LIMITED.

ROUTLEDGE'S

FLORIN NOVELS.
251 VOLUMES.

Crown Svo, Cloth, 2s. earli.

lASWORTH,

W H.

The Tower o f Londo.i.
Old St. Paul's.
Windsor Castle.
Miser's Daughter,
Star Chamber,
Rookwood.
St, James'.
Flitch o f Bacon.
Guy Fawkes.
Lancashire Witches.
Crichton.
Jack Sheppard.
Spendthrift.
Boscobel,
Ovingdean Orange.
Mervyn Clitheroe.
Auriol,
Preston Fight.
Stanley Brereton,
Beau Nash.

USTEN,

fane.

Pride and Prejudice.
Sense and Sensi'oility,
Mansfield Park.
Emma,
Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion,

')CKTON, Henry.
Valentine Vox.
Sylvester Sound.

CO OPER,

Fenimore.

The Deerslayer.
The Pathfmder,
The Last o f the Mohicans.
The Pioneers.
The Prairie.
The Red Rover.
The Pilot,
The T w o Admirais,
The Waterwitch,
The Spy.
The Sea Lions.
Miles Wallingford.
Lionel Lincoln,
The Headsman.
Homeward Bound.

The Crater ; or, Vulcan's Peak.
Wing and Wing.
Jack Tier.
Satanstoe.
The Chainbearer.
The Red Skins.
The Heidenmauer.
Precaution.
The Monikins.
The Wept o f Wish-ton Wish.
The Ways o f the Hour.
Mercedes o f Castüe.
Afloat and Ashore.
Wyandotte.
Home as Found.
Oak Openings.

The Bravo.

Price 8a. 64. each.
BAXiZAC'8 H0VEL8, aniform EngUifa Editioo, TÜTisin'.t*i, b i ^
cloth, 3t. 6d.
Pire GorioL
The Country Doctoe.
Duchesse de Langaaia,
The Two Brothers.
C^sar Birotteaa
Alkahest.
Eugfoie Grandel.
Modeste Mignoa
Cousin Pens.
The Magic Skia.
J. r . OQOFEB'S NOVELS, green cloth, 3s. 6d.
Deerslayer.
Sea Lions,
Pathfinder.
Spy.
Pioneers.
Miles Wallingford.
Last of the Mohicasj&
Lionel Lincohi.
Praiiie.
Headsman.
Red Rover.
Homeward Bound,
Pilot
The Crater ; or Mark's Recf.
Two AdmiraU
Wing and Wing,
Waterwitch.
To befollowed hy othert.
AZiFEOZrSE DAUDET.

Paper Covers, 3s. 6d.; half-bound, 5s.

Tartarin on the Alps. 150 Illusts.
La Belle Nivemaise. The Story of
an Old Boat and her Crew. 184
Illustrations.

Tartarin of Tarascon. 120 Iliün
Sappho. 100 Illustrations.
Thirty Years of Paris. 120 lUm

DZCKEZrS'S NOVSIS, red cloth, 3s, 6d.
Pickwick Papers.
Nicholas Nickleby.
Martin Chuzzlewit.
Oliver Twist.

Sketches by Bos.
Bamaby Rudge.
Old Curiosity Shop,
Dombey and Son.

SUMAB' iroVELS, «aroon cloth, ji, 6d. each. Illustrated
Arranged in the order of the Sequels.
The Three Musketeers.
The Conspirators.
Twenty Ve»ts After.
The Regent's Daughtes,
The Vicomte de Bragelonne, Vol. i.
Ktto.
Vol. a.
Memoirs of a Physician.
The Queen's Necklace.
The
Talcing of the Bastile.
Marguerite de Valois.
The Countess de Chamy.
Chicot the Tester.
t°he Forty-five ^uardsmea.
C o u s t ^ Monte Cristo. (Complete)
GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS,

LIMITED,

LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND N E W YORK,

Price 38. 6d. each.
DV BOXBOOBET'8 BOTELB, 3s. 6d.
The Half-Sister's SeeceS,
Married for Love.

The Bride of a Day.
Cat's-Eye Ring. Vol. x.
VoL s.

•ZCTOB HUOO'S ITOVEZiS, uniform English Edition. Illustra^
tioBS by LDKE FILDBS and other Artists, dark blae cloth, 3g. 6 1
Notre Dame.
By Order of the King.
,Ninety-three.
Les Misärables.
The History of a Crime.
Toiters of the Sea.
U i V E B ' S BOTELS (Tbe Harry Lorreqner Edition).
Green cloth, 3s, 6d.

Dodd Family, Vol. i.
Vol. 3.
Luttrell of Arran.
Davenport Dünn, Vol, t.
Vol. 2.
The Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly.
Lord Kilgobbin.
The Martins of Cro' Martin, Vol. 1,
Vol. «.
That Boy of Norcott's.
Fortunes of Gkncorei
Sir Jasper Carew.
Maurice Tiemay.
A Day's Ride : A Lifs's Roiciuic«^
Tony Butler.
Sir Brook Fossbrooks,
Horace Templeton.

Harry Lonequer,
lack Hinton.
Charles O'Malley.
Con Cregan.
The O'Donoghuc,
Tom Burlte, Vol, i
Vol. a,
One of Them,
•Phe Daltons, Vol. 1.
Vol. 9.
Knight of Gwyrme, Vol. it.
Vcl. o.
Arthur O'Leary.
Roland Cashel, Vol. i.
Vol. a.
Barrington,

KABBrrAT'S BOTELS,

Illustrated.

Peter Simple,
The King's Ovin».
Frank Mildmay.
Midshipman Easf,
Jacob FaithfuL
The Dog Fiend.
Perdval Keene.
Japhet in Search of a Father.
•Rattlin the Reefer,
Newton Forstet,
The Poacher.
GEORGE

Illusttatsd.

ROUTLEDGE

Blue cloth, 3s. 6d.

Pacha of Many Tales,
Valerie,
The Phantom Ship.
Monsieur Violet.
OUa Podrida.
Pirate, and Three Cuttcra,
Poor Jack.
Masterman Ready.
Settiers in Canada, with Poruais oi
Capt. Marryat.
The Mission : Scenes !c Africa.
AND SONS,

LIMITED,

LoNriON, MANCHESTER, AND N E W YORK.

F L O R I N N O V E L S , C l o t h - •contintied.
SCOTT,

Sir

Walter.

WARREN,

With Eteel Frontispieco to eacla Volume.

Waverley.
Guy Mannering.
O d Mortality.
Heart o f Midlothian.
Rob Roy.
Ivanhoe.
The Antiquary.
Bride o f Lammermoor.
Black Dwarf, and Legend c f
Montrose.
The Morsastery.
The Abbot.
KeniKvorth.
The Pirate.
Fortunes o f Nigel.
Peveril o f the Peak.
Quentin D u r w a r d .
St. Ronan's Well.
Redgauntlet.
Betrothed, and
High'and
Widow.
The Talisman,
and Tvv-o
Drovers.
Woodstock.
The Fair Maid o f Perth.
Anne o f Geierstein.
Count Robert o f Paris.
The Surgeon's Daughter.
SMOLLETT
Roderick Random.
Humphry Clinker.
Peregrine Pickle.

Samuel.

Ten Thousand a Year.
The Diary o f a late Physician
YATES,

Edmund.

Nobody's Fortune.
Black Sheep.
Kissing the Rod.
BY

VA RIO US A U

THORS.

Gideon Giles the Roper.
THOMAS MILLER.

The Ciockmaker.
HALIBURTON,
S c o t t i s h C h i e f s . J A N E PORTER.

T h e Prairie Bird.
Hon. C. A. MURRAY.

Humorous American Gems.
A r t h u r Bonnicastie.
M a r j o r i e Daw.

J. G. HOLLAND,
T . B ALDRICH.

Nick of t h e Woods.
Salathlel.

Dr. CROLY.

Jane Eyre.
CHARLOTTE BRONTK.

Land and Sea Tales.
" T H E O L U SAILOR."
T h e G r e e n H a n d . G. CUPPLES,
Elsie V e n n e r . O . W . H O L M E S .
Shirley.
CHARLOTTE BRONTE.

T h e Greatest P l a g u e of Life.
H E N R Y MAYHEW.

The Night Side o f Nature.
Mrs. CROWE.

SUE,
Eugene.
Wandering Jew.
Mysteries o f Paris.

Wuthering Heights. and Agnes

THACKERAY,
W. M.
Vanity Fair.

Whitefriars.
T h e Family Feud.

Grey.

E. & A. BRONTE.

Alton Locke.
CHARLES KINGSI.EY.

THOMAS COOPEJ..

Frioe 3B. 6d. each.
STANDARD

NOVELS,

Witb FuU-Page Illustrations, crown 8TO, clothi
&OXD I.TTTOB'S BOTELS (The Hnehwottb Edition), jrcsa
cloth, 3$. 6d,
Eugene Aram.
Night and Morning.
Pelham.
Emest Maltraven.
Alice.
Last Days of Pompeil,
Harold.
Last of the Barona.
Lucretia.
The Caxtons,
Devereux.
My Novel, VoL i.
Vol.*
The Disowned.
The Coming Raos.

Godolphln.
Paul Clifford.
Zanom,
RienzL
A Strange Story,
What will He Do with It ? VoL i.
- V o L 2.
Leila, and The Pilgrimi of thf
Rhine.
Falkland and ZiccL
Kenelm Chillingly.
The Parisians, VoL i.
VoL 2.
. Pausanias, the Spartan, and Th«
}
Haunted and the Hauntera.

AXHSWORTBTS 8 I 0 T S I . S , red cloth, 3s. 6d.
Tower of London, with 6 Steel
Plates by George Cruikshank.
Windsor Castle, 6 ditto
ditto.
Rookwood, with 6 Steel Plates.
Lancashire Witches, with Plates by
SirJohn GUbert, R.A.
Guy Fawkes, with Steel Plates by
Cruikshank.
St. James's, with Steel Plates by
Cruikshank,
Old St, Paul's,
Diuo
ditto.
Crichton, Plates by H. K, Browne.
Menryn Clitheroe,
Ditto,
Boscobel,
Ditto.
Ovingdean Orange.
Ditto.
The Miser's Daughter, with Steel
Plates by Cruikshank.
The Flitch of Bacon, with Illustrations by Sir John Gilbert.
Jack Sheppard, with Steel Plates
by Cruikshank.

The Spendthrift, with Illustrations
by H. K. Browne.
The Star Chamber, with Illustrations by H. K, Browne,
Preston Fight, with Illustrations by
Frederick Gilbert,
The Manchester Rebeis. Ditto.
Auriol, Illustrated by H. K. Browne,
Constable of the Tower, with Illu»
trations by SirJohn Gilbert.
Lord Mayor of London, Illustrated
by Frederick Gilbert,
Cardinal Pole.
Ditto.
The League/ of Lathom. Ditto,
Beaii Nash
Ditto.
Myddleton Pomfret, Illustrated by
F, Gilbert,
John Law,
Ditto,
Stanley Brereton, Illustrated by
F, Gilbert

GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS,

LIMITED,

LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND N E W YORK,

Price 8B. 6d. each.
BALEAC'S BOTELS, saiform English Edition, nitsstra^t«!,
cloth, 2ß. 6d.
Pbt Goriot
The Country Doctoe.
Duchesse de LangsaU,
The Two Brother».
C^sar Birotteaa.
Alkahest.
Eugfoie Grandet.
Modeste Mignoa.
Cousin Pons.
The Magic Slun.

bt^

S, r . OQOFEB'S BOTELS, green cloth, 3s. 6d.
Deerslayer.
Sea Lions.
Pathfinder,
Spy.
Pioneers.
Miles Wallingford.
Last of the Mohlca^a
Lionel Lincohi.
Prairie.
Headsman.
Red Rover,
Homeward Bound.
Pilot
The Crater ; or Mark's Recf.
Two Admirais.
Wing and Wing,
Waterwitch.
To iefollowed iy othert.
ALPHOBSE DAUDET.

Paper Covers, 35. 6d.; half-bound, 5s.

Tartarin on the Alps, ^50 Illusts, | Tartarin of Tarascon. 120 Ilia»,
La Belle Nivemaise. The Story of
Sappho. 100 Illustrations.
an Old Boat and her Crew, 184
Thirty Years of Paris. 120 lUm
Illustrations.
DICKEBS'S B O V m s , red clotb, 3s. 6d.
Pickwick Pa]>ers,
Sketches by Bos.
Nicholas Nickleby.
Bamaby Rudge.
Martin Chualevrit.
Old Curiosity Shop,
Oliver Twist.
Dombey and Soa.
DUM AS' BOTELS, tnarcon cloth, js, 6d. each, Olustrsted
Arranged in the order of the Sequels.
The Three Musketeers.
The Conspirators.
Twenty Years After.
The R^ent's Daughtez.
The Vicomte de Bragelonne, VoL i.
Ditto.
VoL a.
Memoirs of a Physician.
The Queen's Necklace.
The Taking of the Bastile;
Marguerite de Valoia.
The Coimtess de Chamy.
Chicot the Tester.
f%e Forty-five noardsmea.
C o n s t a Monte Cristo. (Coapletg}
GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS,

LIMITED,

LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND N E W YORK,

Price 38. 6d. each.
DV BOZBOOBET'B BOTBLB, 3s. 6d.
The Bride of a Day,
Cat's-Eye Ring. Vcl. t
VoL s.

The Half-Sister's SeeteS,
Married for Love.

TZCTOB EUOO'S BOTELS, uniform English Edition. Illustra'
tions by LtiKE FILDES and other Artists, dark blae cloth, 32. 6d.
Notre Dame.
By Order of the King.
.Ninety-three.
Les Miserables.
The History of a Crin^
Toileta of the Sea.
L E T E B ' S BOTELS (Tbe Harry Lorrequer Edition),
Green cloth, 3s, 6d.
Harry Lorrequer.
lack Hinton.
Charles O'Malley.
Con Cregan.
"The O'Donoghuc,
Tom Burke, Vol. i
Vol. 8.
One of Them.
Ibe Daltons, Vol. i.
Vol. 3.
Knight of Gwyime, VoL R,
VcL e.
Arthur O'Leary.
Roland Cashel, VoL 1.
Vol. a,
Barrington.

BEABBTAT'S BOTELS,
Peter Simple.
The King's Ovra.
Frank Mildmay.
Midshipman Easf,
Jacob FaithfuL
The Dog Fiend.
Perdval Keene.
Japhet in Search of a Father.
Rattlin the Reefer.
Newton Forstet,
The Poacher,

Illustrated.

Dodd Family, Vol. i,
VoL 2.
Luttrell of Arran.
Davenport Dünn, Vol. t.
Vol. 2.
The Bramleighs of Bishop's Foüy.
Lord Kilgobbin.
The Martins of Cro' Martin, Vol, i
Vol. a.
That Boy of Norcott's.
Fortunes of Gkncore;.
Sir Jasper Carew.
Maurice Tiemay.
A Day's Ride : A Life's Romancaw
Tony Butler.
Sir Brook Fossbrooks,
Horace Templeton.
Illustrated.

Blue cloth, 33. 6d.

Pacha of Many Tales,
Valerie,
The Phantom Ship.
Monsieur Violet.
OUa Podrida.
Pirate, and Three Cutlcra.
Poor Jack.
Masterman Ready,
Settiers in Canada, with Portrait el
Capt. Marryat.
The Mission : Scenes in Africa.

GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS,

LIMITED,

LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND N E W YORK,

0 A 7 T A I B SIATBE R E I O ' S S T O B I E S .
trated by 3S0 Plates, by WILLIAM

2s. ed. each. Illus-

HARVEY, ZWECKER, emd

cthers, Crown Svo, cloth.
Afloat in the Forest: Perils in South | Maroon; Doings in Jamaica.
American Inland Waters.
Ocean Waifs: a Sequel to " Ran
Boy Slaves : Adventures in Central
Away to Sea."
Plant Hunters ; or, Adventures
Africa.
among the Himalaya Mountains
Boy Hunters; or, Adventures in
Quadroon ; or, Adventures in the
Search of a White ButTalo.
Far West.
Boy Tar; or, A Voyage in the
Ran Away to Sea : A Boy's AdvenDark.
tures, written by Himself.
Chase of Leviathan.
Cliff Climbers ; a Sequel to " Plant Rifle Rangers; or, Adventures io
Southern Mexico.
Hunters."
Desert Home; or, the Adventures Scalp Hunlers : A Romance Ol
Northern Mexico.
of a Lost FamUy in the WilderTiger 1 lunter.
ness.
Vee-Boers.
Fatal Cord, and Falcon Rover.
Forest Exi'.es ; or, Perils amid the War Trail; or, The Hunt of the
Wilds of the Amazon.
Wild Horse.
Giraffe Hunters : A Sequel to " The White Chief: A Legend of Northern
Bush Boys."
Mexico.
Guerilla Chief, and other Tales.
White Gauntlet : The Days of
Half-Blood: a Tale of the Flowery
CromweU.
The White Squaw—The Yellow
Land,
Chief.
Headless Horseman 1 A Strange
Wild Huntress.
Tale of Texas.
Hunters' Feast; or, Conversations Wood Rangers.
Young Yä^ers : A Narrative of
around the Camp Fire,
Lost Lenore; or, the Adventures
Hunting Adventures in Southern
Africa.
of a Rolling Stone,
Lost Mountain.
B I B WALTEB SCOTT'S MOVSLS, With the Author's Notes,
and the original Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK,
J. M. W. TURNER, and others. Red cloth, 3s. 6d, each.
The Pirate.
Waverley.
Fortunes of Nigel,
Guv Mannering,
Peveril of the Peak,
Old Mortality.
Quentin Durward,
Heart of Midlothian,
St. Ronan's WelL
Rob Roy.
Redgauntlet
The Antiquary.
Betrothed, and Highland Widow
Bride of llammermoor.
Black Dwarf, and Legend of Mon- The Talisman, and Two Drovers,
Woodstock.
trose.
Fair Maid of Perth.
tvanhoe.
Anne of Geierstein.
The Monastery,
Count Robert of Paris.
The Abbot.
Surgeon's Daughter.
Kenilworth.
GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS,

LIMITED,

LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND N E W YORK.

Fifteen

Volumes

in an Oak

MORLEY'S UNIVERSAL

Bookcass,

LIBRARY.

Price Oue Gninea and a Half.

MORLEY'S UNIVERSAL

LIBRARY.

SIXTY-THREE VOLUMES, I/6 EACH, CLOTH; OR, HALF-PARCHMENT GILT
TOPS, 2/-.
' 'Marvels of clear type aad general neatness."—DAILV TELSGEAPH.

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

SHERIDAN'S PLAYS,
PLAYS FROM MOLIERE,
MARLOWE'S F A U S T U S AND GOETHE'S FAUST,
CHRONICLE OF THE CID.
RABELAIS' G A R G A N T U A , AND THE HEROIC DEEDS OF
PANTAGRUEL.

6. THE

PRINCE.

By MACHIAVELLI.

7. BACON'S ESSAYS.
8. DE FOE'S JOURNAL OF THE PLAGUE YEAR.
9. LOCKE ON TOLERATION AND ON CIVIL GOVERN
MENT; WITH SIR ROBERT FILMER'S PATRIARCHA,
to, BUTLER'S ANALOGY OF RELIGION.
11. DRYDEN'S VIRGIL.
12. SIR WALTER SCOTT'S DEMONOLOGY AND WITGHCRAFT,
13. HERRICK'S HESPERIDES.
14. COLERIDGE'S TABLE TALK, Etc.
15. ßOCCACCIO'S DECAMERON,
16. "STERNE'S TRISTRAM SHANDY.
17. CHAPMAN'S HOMER'S ILIAD.
18. MEDIÄVAL TALES.

MORLEYS

UNIVERSAL

LIBRARY,

19. JOHNSON'S RASSELAS; AND VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDB.
20. PLAYS A N D POEMS BY BEN JONSON.
21. H O B B E S S LEVIATHAN,
22. BUTLER'S HUDIBRAS,
23. IDEAL COMMONWEALTHS.
24. CAVENDISH'S L I F E O F WOLSEY.
25 & 26, DON QUIXOTE (Two Volumes).
27. BURLESQUE PLAYS A N D POEMS.
28. DANTE'S D I V I N E COMEDY.
LONGFELLOW'S Translation.
29. GOLDSMITH'S VICAR O F W A K E F I E L D , Etc.
30. FABLES A N D PROVERBS FROM T H E SANSKRIT.
31. CHARLES LAMB'S ESSAYS O F ELIA.
32. T H E HISTORY O F THOMAS ELLWOOD.
33. EMERSON'S ESSAYS, REPRESENTATIVE MEN, Etc.
34. SOUTHEY'S L I F E O F NELSON.
35. D E QUINCEY'S OPIUM-EATER, Etc.
36.

STORIES

37.
38.
39.
40.
41.

ARISTOPHANES — T H E K N I G H T S , T H E ACHARNIANS,
AND T H E BIRDS.
S P E E C H E S A N D L E T T E R S O F EDMUND BURKE.
IMITATION O F CHRIST—THOMAS Ä KEMPIS.
POPULÄR SONGS O F IRELAND,
T H E PLAYS O F /ESCIIYLUS,

OF IRELAND.

By MARIA EDGEWORTH.

42.

GOETHE'S

43.
44.
45.
46.

FAMOUS PAMPHLETS.
T H E PLAYS O F SOPHOCLES,
TALES O F TERROR A N D WONDER,
VESTIGES O F T H E NATURAL HISTORY O F CREATION,

47.

T H E BARONS' WARS,

FAUST. — SECOND

PART.

ETC, B Y MICHAEL DRAYTON,

48. COBBETT'S ADVICE T O YOUNG MEN.
[SAYER.
49. T H E BANQUET O F DANTE, Translated by ELIZABETH PRICZ
50. WALKER'S ORIGINAL.
51. POEMS A N D BALLADS BY S C H I L L E R
52. PEELE'S PLAYS A N D POEMS.
53. HARRINGTON'S OCEANA.
54.

EURIPIDES,

55.

ESSAYS.

ALCESTIS,

AND OTHER PLAYS,

56.

TRADITIONAL

57.

HOOKER'S

li.

EURIPIDES — T H E

59.
60.

IZAAK WALTON'S LIVES.
ARISTOTLE ON GOVERNMENT.

By W I N T H R O P MACKWORTH PRAED.

TALES.

ALLAN CÜNNINGHAM.

ECCLESIASTICAL POLITY.

61.

E U R I P I D E S — H E C U B A , AND OTHER PLAYS,

62!

R A B E L A I S - S E Q U E L TO PANTAGRUEL.

63.

A

MISCELLANY.

Books I. to IV.

BACCHANALS, AND OTHER PLAYS.

FIFTY VOLUMES HAVE NOW BEEN ISSUED OF

SIRJOHN LUBBOCK'S HUNDRED BOOKS.
Published on the lOth and 25th of each Month.
Crown Svo, Red Cloth, uncut edges; or Blue Cloth, cut edges.

ORDER OF PUBLICATION.
1. H E R O D O T U S .
Literally Translated from the
Text of BAEHR, by HENRY GARY, M.A. 3s. 6d.

2. DARWIN'S VOYAGE OF A NATURALIST
IN H.M.S. "BEAGLE." 2s. 6d.

3. THE MEDITATIONS OF MARCUS AURELIUS. Translated from the Greek by JEREMY COLLIER, IS. 6d.
4. T H E T E A C H I N G O F E P I C T E T U S ,
Translated from the Greek, with Introduction and Notes, by W. T,
ROLLESTON.

IS. 6d.

5.
6.
7.
8.
9.

B A C O N ' S E S S A Y S , is. 6d.
MILL'S POLITICAL ECONOMY
3s. 6d.
C A R L Y L E ' S F R E N C H R E V O L U T I O N , 3s. 6d,
SELF-HELP,
By SAMUEL SMILES. 6S.
WHITE'S NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by SIR WILLIAM JARDINE, Bart. With
Illustrations. 3s. 6d.
0, T H E P I C K W I C K
PAPERS.
By CHARLES
DICKENS. With Illustrations by "PHIZ." 3s. 6d.
1, T H E S H I K I N G : the Old " P o e t r y Classic" of
the Chinese. Translated by WILLIAM JENNINGS, M.A. 3s. 6d.

2, HOMER'S ILIAD AND ODYSSEY,
3,
4,
5,
6,

Trans-

lated by ALEXANDER POPE. 3s. 6d.
V I R G I L ' S ^ N E I D , Translated by JOHN DRYDEN.
M O N T A I G N E ' S E S S A Y S . 3s, 6d.
M I L L ' S S Y S T E M O F L O G I C , 3s. 6d.
LEWES'S BIOGRAPHICAL HISTORY
PHILOSOPHY. 3s. 6d.

IS. 6d.

OF

7, THACKERAY'S VANITY FAIR, 3s. 6d.
8, T H E SHÄH NÄMEH OF T H E PERSIAN
POET FIRDAUSl. 3s. 6d.

, CAPTAIN

COOK'S

THREE

VOYAGES

ROUND THE WORLD. 3s. 6d.
20. G O L D S M I T H ' S V I C A R O F W A K E F I E L D . 1/6
21. S C H I L L E R ' S W I L L I A M T E L L .
is. 6d.

SIR JOHN LUBBOCK'S HUNDRED BOOKS.

22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.

SALE'S KORAN. 3s. 6d,
CHARLES K N I G H T S SHAKSPERE, 3s. 6d.
BOSWELL'S L I F E OF DR, JOHNSON. 3s.6d.
SCOTT'S IVANHOE, With Steel Plates. 3s. 6d.
THACKERAY'S P E N D E N N I S . 5s.
T H U C Y D I D E S . TranslatedbyW.SMITH, D.D. 3/6
DAVID C O P P E R F I E L D . By CHARLES DICKENS.
With Illustrations and Portrait. 3s. 6d.
BYRON'S C H I L D E HAROLD.

29.
30. T H E

2s.

PLAYS OF .ESCHYLUS.

by ROBERT POTTER.

Translated

2s,

31. ADAM SMITH'S W E A L T H OF NATIONS.
3s. 6d.

32. CHAUCER'S CANTERBURY TALES. 3s. 6d.
33. GIBBON'S DECLINE AND FALL OF T H E
ROMAN EMPIRE.

2 vols. 7s.

34. DIALOGUES OF PLATO : The Apology of
Socrates, Crito, Phaedo, Protagoras. HENRY CARY, M.A. 2s.
By MIGUEL DE CERVANTES,
With Illustrations by SIR JOHN GILBERT, R , A . 3s. 6d.

35. DON QUIXOTE.

36. SHERIDAN'S PLAYS, 2s.
37. ROBINSON CRUSOE.
Illustrated by J. D.
WATSON.

3s. 6d.

38. DRYDEN'S POETICAL WORKS, 3s. 6d,
39. PLUTARCH'S

LIVES,

Translated

by JOHN

LANGHORNE, M.D., and WILLIAM LANGHORNE, A.M.

40.
41
42.
43.
44.
45.
46.
47.
48.
49.
50.

3s. 6d,

T H E LAST DAYS OF POMPEII. 3s. 6d.
BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS, ^s. 6d.
CARLYLE'S PAST AND P R E S E N T . 2s.
ARISTOTLE'S ETHICS. 3s. 6d.
WAKE'S APOSTOLICAL F A T H E R S . 3s. 6d.
BACON'S NOVUM ORGANUM. 2s, 6d,
D E M O S T H E N E S ON T H E CROWN, 2s. 6d.
PASCAL'S T H O U G H T S ON RELIGION, 3/6
BERKELEY'S HUMAN KNOWLEDGE. 2/6
MALORY'S MORT D'ARTHURE. 5s.
EMERSON'S ESSAYS. 3s. 6d.
Iioudon : GEORGE ROUTLEDGE Sc SONS, Limited.

LETTER FROM SIR JOHN LUBBOCK
TO THE PUBLISHERS.

117, PICCADILLY,

W.,

April^ 1893»

My Dear Strs^
I cojigratiilate you on comfleting so
siiccessfully the first half of the task you have
set yourseheSy in printing the Hiindred Books^
which, as far as I could judge, were those which
had been most freque?itly recommended.
Tou are certainly carrying out the idea in
a very creditable and spirited manner; and
I cajifiot doubt that a great many readers
will be glad to have the Series,

In making such a selection, there is, m
doubt, much room for difference of opinion ; but
l believe no one would say that there is a
single book in the whole nufnber which

will

not well repay those who read it.
Wishing you success,
I am,
Tours very sincerely,

JOHN LUBBOCK.
Messrs, G E O R G E R O U T L E D G E Ö? SONS,

Limited,

ROUTLEDGE'S

BOOKS FOR T H E P E O P L E
70 VOZ.UJUES.

Crown Zvo, Cloth, 2/- each. Crown Svo, Paper Covers, 1/6 each.
Maeaulays Essays and Lays of Ancient Rome. Complete Edition. 924 pages.
Tho Spectator. Complete Edition, reproducing the original text. Edited by Piof,
Carlyls's French Revolution. Complete Edition.
[H. MORLEY. 944. pages.
Sartor Resartus, Heroes, and Hero Worship, Past and Present.
Oliver CromweU's Letters and Speeches.
Carleton's Traits and Stories of the Irish Feasantry. Complete Edition.
Anne Bowman's New Cookery Book. 635 pages. (Cloth limp, is.)
Cruden's Concordance to the Old and New Testaments.
Wise Sayings of the Great and Good.
Book of Humour, Wit, and Wisdom.
Foxe's Book of Martyrs. Abiidged from Milner's Large Edition.
Robinson Crusoe. With 52 Plates by J. D. WATSON.
GuUiver's Travels Into several Remote Regtons o( the World. SWIFT.
Arahian Nights' Entertainments.
Adventures of Don Quixote. JARVIS'S Translation.
Soutbey's Life of Nelson.
Josephus. Translated by WHISTON.
Book of Epigrams. W. D. ADAMS.
Bunyan's Piigrim's Progress. Edited by GEORGE OFFOR.
Life of Napoleon. CHARLES MACFARLANE.
Ciiriosities of Literature. ISAAC D'ISRAELI.

Amenities of Literature.
Do.
fiiiscellaaies of Literature.
Do.
Boswell's Life of Dr. Johnson. (Centenary Edition.)
The Orbs of Heaven. O. M. MITCHELL.
Bogatzky'a Golden Treasury.
The Breakfast Table Series. By O. W. HOLMES,
Äsop's Fahles. Illustrated by HARKISON WEIR.
MUman's History of the Jews.
Lord Lytton's Pamphlets and Sketches.
Tue Waverley Anecdotes.
Lord Lytton's England and the Eigl'sh.
Rabelais' Works. Edited by HENRY MCJRLEY.
Prescott's History of the Reign of Ferdinand and Isabella. 3 vol«,
History of the Conqueet of Mexico. 3 voli.
History of the Conquest of Peru. 3 vols.
History of the Reign of Philip II. 3 vols.
History of the Reign of Charles V. 2 vols.
Critlcal and Historical Essays.
The Pickwick Papers. By CHARLES DICKENS.
Prlnciples of Political Economy. By JOHN STUART MILL.

Populär Astronomy. By O. M. MITCHELL.
Flutarch's Lives. LANGHORNE'S Translation.
Emerson's Works. 640 pages.
Longfellow's Prose Works.
Roscoe's Life or Leo X. 2 vols.
Goldsmith's Complete Works.
Adam Smith's Wealth of Nations.
De Foe's Journal of the Plague Year.
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler.
The Adventures of Gil Blas.
Motley's Rise of the Dutch Republic. 3 vols.
Napier'3 History of the Peuinsular War, 1807-1814. 3 vo's.
White's Katural History of Selbonie. Edited bv Sir WILLIAM JARDINE.
Bacon's Essays.
Charles Lamb's Complete Works.
Crabb's English Synonyms Explained. 640 pages.

ROUTLtuut ö

POETS FOR T H E PEOPLE
52 VOIiUMES.

Croivn Zvo, Cloth, 2/- each. Crorvn 8w, Paper Covers, ijG each.
Shakspere. Edited by CHARLES KNTGIIT, with Portrait and 6^ page plates by Sii
JOHN GILBERT, R.A.

832 pages.

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Complete Edition, with 126 Copyright Poems.
Scott's Poetical Works. 640 pages.
Byrons Poetical V/orts. 752 pages.
Biims's Poetical Works. 512 pages.
The Ingoldsby Legends. 512 pages, with 22 Illustrations from Designs by CRÜIK
SHANK and LEECH.

Homer's lliad and Odyssey. POPE'S Translation.
IVIoore's Poetical Works. With Memoir by CHARLES KENT.
Bret Harte's Poetical Works.
Mrs. Hemans' Poetical Works.
Hood's Poetical Works, Serious and Comic. 528 pages.
Shelley's Poetical Works. With Mem.oir by W. B. SCOTT.
Shakspere Gems : E.\tracts, specially designed for Youth.
Cowper's Poetical Works.
KU5on's Poetical Works. From the Text of Dr. NEWTON.
Sacred Poems : Devotional and Moral.
Choice Poems and Ljrics. Beautiful pieces from 130 Poets,
Chaucer's Canterbury Tales.
Book of British ßallads. Edited by S. C. HALL.
Holmes s Poetical Works.
Low^tlls Poetical Werls s.
Willis's Poetical Works.
Marlowe 3 Faustus and Goethe's Faust. Complete.
Poems.

By ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

Doubtful Plays of Shakspeare. Edited by HAZLITT.
Byron'3 Don Juan.
Lord Lytton's King Arthur.
The New limon.
Dantes Divine Comedy. LO.NGFELLOW'S Translation with Notes.
Whitiier's Poetical Works.
Bryant's Poetical Works.
Cam.Dbeirs Poetical Works.
Colerldge's Poetical Works.
Dodd 3 Beauties of Shakspeare.
Herbert s Poetical Works.
Keats' Poetical Works.
Poes Poetical Works.
Fope'3 Poetical Works.
Wordaworth's Poetical Works.
Schiller and Horace. Translated by LORD LYTTON,
„'ercy's Reliques of Ancient English Poetry.
Eeble's I h e Christian Year.
•Virgils ÄnMd. Translat-d by DRYDE.VJ.
Butler's Hudibras.
Herrick's Poems.
Comic Poets of the Nineteenth Century,
Spenser's Faerie Queene.
Dryden's Poetical Works.
Southey's Poetical Works.
The Book of Familiär Quotatlons.
Poets' Corner: A Manual for Students In English Poetry.
Sheridan Enowles' Dramatic Works.

ROUTLEDGE'S TiO-SBILlING REWÄRD BOOKS.
131 VOI.TJSIES.
In Croiun Svo, Clotli, L A N D S C A P S Design in Colours,

SOOS^S

FOX2,

SiO^TS.

Heroes of the Workshop.

Bunyan's Piigrim's Progress.

Extraordinary Men.

Illustrations by J. D. WATSON.
The ArabianNights". Hon. Mrs. SUGDEN.

W. RUSSELL.

Gullivers Travels. Dean SWIFT.
Capt. Cooks Voyages. C. R. Low.
Andersen s Fairy Tales.
Grlmm's (Brothers) Fairy Tales.
Lamb's Tales from Shakspeare.
Tales of a Grandfather. SCOTT.
The Boys Own Book of Natural History. 4CO lllus. Rev. J. G. WOOD.
Robinson Crusoe. 52 Illustrations by
J. D. WATSON.

Swiss Family Robinson. 95 Illustrations.
Sandford and Merton. 60 Illustration«.
Evenings a t Home. Dr. Ai KIN and M rs.
BARBAULD.

Don Quixote for Boys.
Sir Edward Seaward's Narrative of his
Shipwreck.

Marryat's Children of the New Forest.
Marryat's Little Savage.
Robin Hood's Adventures.
Famous Ships. W. H. D. AD.\MS.
The Flower of Christian Chivalry.
Mrs. R. W. LLOYD.

Äsop'sFables. 114 Plates by HARRISON
WEIR.

Masterman Ready. Captain MARRYAT.
Eminent Soldiers.
W. H. D.WENPORT ADAMS.

Eminent Sailors.
Uitto.
Digby Heathcote. W. H. G. KINGSTON.
Edgar Cllfton. E. J. MAY.
Louis' School-days. E. f. MAY.

JANE PORTER.

BOOISIS
BY GRACE

FOXe

AGUILAR.

Women of Israel.
Home Influence.
The Mother's Recompense. Sequel to
" Homs Influence."
The Vale of Cedars.
Woman's Friendship.
Home Scenes and Heart Studies.
BY MISS

With

WETHBRELL.

The Wide, Wide World.
Melbourne House.
Queechy.
Ellen Montgomery's Bookshelf. Comprising Mr. RUTHERFORD'S CHILDREN, CASPER, and T H E CHRISTMAS STOCKING.

The Two School Girls, and other Tales,
lUustrating the Beatitudes.
The Old Heimet.
Sceptres and Crowns, and The Flag of
Truce. In I volume.
The Qlen Luna Family.
BY A. J. E. WILSON.
Beulah.
Vashtl; or, Until Death us do Part.
St. Elmo; or, Saved a t Last.
Infelice.
Macaria; or, Alters of Sacrifice.
Inez: A Tale of the Alamo.

G-IK,Z^S.

BY .MRS.
WHITNEY.
Patience Strong.
The Gay worthy s.
Faith Gartney's Girlhood.
A Summer in Leslie Goldthv,raite's Life.
BY MISS
Populär Tales.
Moral Tales.

EDGEWORTH.
1 Parents Assistant^
| Early Lessons.

The LampUghter. Miss CUMMINS.
Stepping Heavenward, and Aunt Jane's
Hero.

E. PRENTISS.

The Prince of the House of David.
Rev. J. H . INGRAHAM.

The Pillar of Fire.
Ditto.
The Throne of David.
Ditto.
Uncle Tom's Cabin.
Mrs. STOWE,
With Preface by the Earl of Carlisle,
Naomi; or, TheLast Days of Jerusalem.
Mrs. WEBB.

Life of Queen Victoria. BARNETT SMITH
Barriers Burned Away. E. P. ROE.
Opening a Chestnut Burr. Ditto.
What Can She Do?
Ditto.
Extraordinary Women. RUSSELL.
Eda Morton.

M. M. BSLL.

The Dootor's Little Daughter.

ELIZA

METEYARD.

Children of Blessing. Miss CROFT.
Carol's Little Daughter.
The Gates Ajar. E. S. PHELPS.
Alone.

MARION HARLAND.

Helen Mordaunt.

Mrs. WEBB.

ROUTLEDGE'S TWO-SHILLIMG REWARD BOOKS,
SUITABLE FOR

SUNDAY SCHOOL P R I Z E S ,

Four Girls at Chautauqu4.
Little Fishers and their N.:ts.
Three People.
Echoing and Re-Echoing.
Christle's Christmas.
Divers Women.
Spun from Fact.
The Chautauqua Girls at Home.
The Pocket Meastire.
Julia Ried.
Wise and Otherwise.
The King's Daughter.
Links in Rebecca's Life.
Interrupted.
The Master Rand.
An Endless Chain.

Ester Ried.
Ester Ried yet Speaking.
The Man of the Housa.
Ruth Erskine's Grosses.
Household Puzzles.
Mabel Wynn; or, Those Boys.
Modern Prophets.
The Randolphs.
Mrs. Solomon Smith Looking On.
From Different Standpoints.
A New Graft on the Family Tree.
Froflles.
Sidney Martin's Christmas.
Tip Lewis and His Lamp.
Eighty-Seven.

BY MARTHA
A

SERIES

OF

BOOKS

FINLEY.

FOR GIRLS,
SCHOOL

SUITABLE

FOR

SUNDAY

PRIZES.

Elsie Dinsmore.
Elsie's New Relations.
Elsie at Nantucket.
Elsie's Holldays at Roselands.
The Two EUies.
Elsle's Girlhood.
Elsie's Eith and Kin.
Elsie's Womanhood.
Elsie's Friends at Woodburn.
Elsie's Motherhood.
Christmas at Grandma Elsie's.
Elsie's Children.
Elsie and the Raymonds.
Elsie Yachting.
Elsie's Widowhood.
Elsie's Vacation.
Grandmo^her Elsie.
Elsie at Viamede.

r r i i E : ]VXIII.DXZ,E:D ^ O O Z C S .
BY

THE

AUTHOR

OF TUE

"ELSIE''

BOCKS.

A N E W SERIES OF J U V E N I L E BOOKS.

Mildred Keith.
Mildred and Elsie.
Mildred at Roselands.

GEORGE

ROUTLEDGE

Mildred's Married Life.
MUdred at Home.
Mildred's Boys and G-r:s.

AND

SONS, LIMITED,

LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND NEW YORK.

l^rlce

Sixpence

each.

THE CAXTON NOVELS.
LORD

LYTTON'S

AUTHOR'S
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

COPYRIGHT

Kenelm Chillingly.
A S t r a n g e Story.
My Novel. Vol. i.
„
Vol. 2.
The Caxtons.
What will He d o with It ? Vol. I.
Vol. 2.

J a n e Eyre. CHARLOTTE BRONTE.
Shirley.
Ditto.
>3- Frank F a i r l e g h .

3738.

Entertain-

39-

By CHARLES D I C K E N S .

46.
40.
41.
42.

17- Lewis Arundel.
18.
,,
,,
13- W u t h e r i n g
20.
2324.

Grey.

Vol. i.

By F R A N K E . SMEDLEY.

Vol. 2. Ditto.
H e i g h t s and A g n e s

E M I L Y and A N N E BRONTÜ.

Alton Locke.
Rookwood.

CHARLES KINGSLEY.

By W. HARRISON AINSWORTH.

T h e S c a l p Hunters.
25-

By Captain M A Y N E R E I D .

4344.

B y W. M. TH.\CKER.\.Y.

Twenty Y e a r s After.
27-

By ALEXANDRE DUM.AS.

Uncle T o m ' s Cabin.
28.

By H A R K I E T BEECHER STOWE.

T h e Essays o f Ella.
25.

By CHARLES L A M E .

T h e Last Essays o f Elia.
30-

By CHARLES L A M B .

T o m Burke o f " G u r s . "
3132-

By CH.ARLES LEVER.

Marguerite d e Valois.
By ALEXANDRE

33- Robinson C r u s o e .
34- C o n C r e g a n . By CHARLES
35.
S k e t c h e s by Boz.
36. T h e T o i l e r s o f t h e S e a .

DUMAS.
LEVER.

By VICTOR H U G O .

T h e Quick o r t h e D e a d .

GEORGE

ROUTLEDGE

B y AMELIE RIVES.

T h e Little S a v a g e .
By Captain MARRVAT
T h e A u t o c r a t o f t h e Breakfast
T a b l e . By O. W. HOLMES.
P e n d e n n i s . Vol. i.
THACKERAV.
By W. M. Ditto.
Vol. 2.
Ditto.
Vanity Fair. Vol. i. Ditto.
Vol. 2.
Les M i s e r a b l e s . Vol. i. VICTOR H U G O .

,,
,,
Vol. 2. Ditto.
T h e Bivouac. W. H. JMAXWELL.
45T h e Vicar o f Wakefield.
47Monte Cristo. Vol. i.
By A L E X A N D R E DU.MAS.
48.
,,
,,
Vol. 2. Ditto.
49.
SO. Mary Barton. By Mrs. GASKELL.
T h e T h r e e Musketeers.

T h e Luck o f Barry Lyndon.
26.

EDITION.

8. T h e C o m i n g Race, P a u s a n i a s t h e
Spartan, e t c .
9. T h e P a r i s i a n s . Vol. i.
10.
„
,,
Vol. 2.
21. Rienzi.
22. Godolphln.
54. Alice, o r t h e Mysteries.

By F R A N K E . SMEDLEY.

14- T h e A r a b i a n N i g h t s '
ments.
15- Martin Chuzzlewit.

NOVELS.

By A L E X A N D R E D U M A S .

T h e A d v e n t u r e s o f Baron Trenck.
The Tower o f London.
By W. H.ARRI50N AINSWORTH.
5355- Y e a s t . By CHARLES KINGSLEY.
56- T h e A i d e - d e - C a m p . JAMES G R A N T .
57- J a c k Hinton. By CHARLES LEVEK.
58. Guy M a n n e r i n g . Sir W A L T E R SCOTT.
T h e Innocents A b r o a d .
59By M A R K T W A I N .
60. Oliver Twist. CHARLES DICKENS.
T h e P o e t a t t h e Breakfast T a b l e .
61.
By O. W. HOLMES.
62.
6364.

Mr. M i d s h i p m a n Easy.
By Captain MARRYAT.
Mr. Barnes o f New York.
By A. C. GUNTER.

Notre D a m e . By VICTOR HUGO.
T h e Queen's Necklace.

By ALEXANDRE
AND SONS,
LIMITED.D U M A S .

THE

1/- NEW ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY. 1/r w p w ww^

THE FALL MALL MAGAZINE.
.Vo. / (JfA T) J^ow Üeady,
Contents :
FRONTISPIECE, " L ' E N F A N C E
ASTROPHEL.

A Poem.

PASTORAL.

SON

OF

SOCIETY

SATAN.

AGAIN.

CUPID TOOK
T.

By IVIiss RHODA BROUGHTON.

Illustrated by C . P R . C

By N O R M A N G A L E .

MADAME RECAMIER'S
Illustrations.
A

Engraved by R. TAYLOR.

By ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE.

HIS SERENE HIGHNESS.
TORius and S. NATIO.V.
A

DE L'AMOUR."

SECRET.

By WILLIAM

By A L E X A N D E R L E N N O X .

WALDORF

ASTOR.

With

Illustrated by S. N A T I O N .

By COUNTESS OF CORK A N D ORRERY.

ANOTHER

DART.

Part

I.

By Mrs. PARK.

Illustrated by

HACK.

THE BLACK ART. Part I. By JAMES MEW. With Illustrations.
BELLA GOODALL. By W. L. COURTNEV. With Illustrations.
TO ROSAMOND REBORN.
Ey THEODORE W A T T S .
FuU-page Illustration by
Miss VERA

THE

CHRISTIE.

APOTHEOSIS

A TEST

OF

OF JONAS

AFFECTION.

CHUZZLEWIT.

By . \ R N O L D W H I T E .

By J. ASHBY-STERRV.

Illustrated by SHAW CROMPTON.

THE CLOUD IN THE PAMIRS. With Maps. By STEPHEN WHEELER.
A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. By Miss BARLOW. Illustrated by Mrs. KENNEDY.
VEXED Q U E S T I O N S :
H o m e Ruie in a Nutshcll. By JUSTIN M'CARTHY, M . P .
H o m e RuIe f r o m a n Irish U n i o n i s t P o i n t o f View.
By D U N B A R PLUNKET
BARTON, Q - C , M . P .

Should Members of Parliament be Paid?
" Y e s . " By R. WALLACE, M.P.
"No."

By the Right Hon. A R T H U R FORWOOD, M . P .

"No."

By Sir GEORGE BADEN-POWELL, K.C.M.G., M.P.

WITHOUT

PREJUDICE.

By I. ZANGWILL.

«THROUGH

OTHER

GLASSES."

A Novel D r a w i n g C o m p e t i t i o n .
r This is the title of an interesting, absorbing and intellectual Prize Drawing Competition to run from month to morth, forming a permanent attraction and amusement to
competitors and non-competitors alike. For particulars see No. i.

Editorial Offices: i8, Charing Cross Road, W.C.
Ptdlisliing Offires:—'LonAon: GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS, Li).
Bro.idway, Ludgate Ili'l, E.C.
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P O S I T I V E L Y T H E B E S T HAIR-DRESSING.

EDWARDS'

MARLENE

99

WORLD-RENOWNED HAIR PRODUCER AND RESTORER.
PRODUCE„

LUXURIANT HAIR, WHISKERS &

MOUSTACHIOS.

THX: 'WOBI.D-BEÜTOWITED B E K E D Y F O B B A I . D I T E S S .
As a CITEER of WEAK and THIN ETELASHES, or RESTORING GREY HAIR to its
Original Colour, never falls. Physicians and Analysts pronounce it to ie perfectly harmle^s,
•ancL devoid of any metallic or other injurious ingredient. 1/-, 2/6, 3/6, aud 5,6 per bottle, from
Chemists, Hairdressers, and Perfumers throughout the World.

Manufactured only by EDWARDS & Co., 95, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.

Gold Medals,

Paris, 1878 :1889.

ILLOTT
Of Highest Quality, and Having
Greatest Durability are Therefore
GHEAPEST.
ESTABLISHED 1851.

RKBECK BANK,
80UTHAMPT0N BUILDINGS, CHANCERY LANE, LONDON.
T H R E E per CENT. I N T E R E S T allowed on DEPOSITS repayable
on demand.
TWO per CENT. I N T E R E S T on C U R R E N T ACCOUNTS when
not drawn below j;{^ 100.
STOCKS, SHARES, and A N N U I T I E S purchased and sold.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT.
For the encouragement of Thrift the Bank receives small sums on
deposit, and allows Interest, at the rate of T H R E E per CENT, per
annum, on each completed j ^ i .

BIRKBECK BUILDING SOCIETY.
How to Purchase a House for Two Guineas per Month.
BIRKBECK FREEHOLD LAND SOCIETY.
How to Purchase a Plot of Land for Five Shillings per Month,
T H E BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with füll particulars, post free on
appUcation.
FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT, MANAGER.
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DUJVBAH'S

ALKABAM,

QüDMBAfi'S

the
original
Anti-Catarrh
Smelling Bottle is the only
Cure
yet discovered
foE
COLDS AND
SORE
T H R O A T S by Inhalation,
Shun inferior Substitutes. Of
Chemists, 2s. 9d., or postfree, from
NEWBERY'S,

<^ CURES-

K I N G EDWARD ST., LONDON,

E.C.

SULPHOLINE
SHILLING
LOTION.
BOTTLES.
A SPOTLESS SKIN.
A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION.
REMOVES ALL DISFIGUREMENTS.
USED

IN T H E

ROYAL

NURSERIES.

PREPARED FÜLLERS'EARTH
Is invaluable f o r Protecting the Skin and Preserving the
Complexion f r o m Winds, Redness, Roughness.
Chaps, etc.

6D. & Is.
SPECIALLY

OF ALL CHEMISTS.
PURIFIED

FOR T H E

SKIN.

Is the BEST REMEDY

yet DiscoTered.
It acts like magic in relievingpain and throbbing, and soon
eures the worst Corns and
Bunions. I t is especially useful
for reduoing Enlarged Great Toe
Joiuts, which so mar the symmetry of the feet.
T I I 0 1 T S A . 3 V D S I I A . - V E IS-JSTEiTa C X T X S E r » ,
some of whom have suffered for fifty years without being able to get relief from any
otiier• remedy. A trial of a box is earnestly soUcited, as Immediate Eelief is Sure.
Boxes Is. 14d., of all Chemists j free for 14 stamps, from t h e Sole Makers :

M. BEETHAM & SON, CHEMISTS, CHELTEI7HAM..
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From the Laboratory of

For all

THOMAS JACKSON
Strangeways, MANCHESTER.

H.R.H. PRINCE

ALBERT'S
CÄCHOÜX.
JACKSON'S

BENZIE
REGT.

the Year
Round.

DAINTY MORSELS IN THE FORM
OF TINY SILVER BÜLLETS,
WHICH DISSOLVE IN THE MOUTH,
AND SURRENDER
TO THE BREATH THEIR HIDDEN
FRAGRANCE.

Or by Post,

For taking out GREASE, OIL, PAINT, &c.,
from Carpets, Curtains, Clothes, Drapery,
Dresses, be the material Cotton, Linen,
Silk, or Wool, the texture Fine or Coarse.
It cleans admirably Kid Gloves and Satin
Slippers, Fürs, Feathers, Books, Cards, Manuscripts. It may be freely used to rinse and
wash Frail or Gilt Tiifies, to which water would
be destructive.

At 6d., Is.,
and 2s. 6d.
Parcel Post,
3d. extra.

A t 6d.,
for 7d.

REGISTERED

Sold

JACKSON'S

CHINESE
DIAMOND
CEMENT

in Bottlfs at

6d. & Is.
FOR MENDING EVERY ARTICLE OF
ORNAMENT OR FURNITURE.
CHINA,
GLASS, EARTHENWARE, &C. It surpasses

in neatness, in strength, and cheapness, and
retains its virtues in all climates. It has
stood the test of time, and in all quarters of
the globe.

Or ly
Inland Post

Is. 2d.

FOR LADIES NÜRSING.—By wearing the

WANSBROUGH'S

METALLIC
NIPPLE
SHIELDS

WANSBROUGH Shields in ordinary, whilst
the nipples are healthy, they screen from all
external sources of Irritation. They are easy to
wear, holding on hke Limpets. Sore Nipples
heal whilst reposing in the bath of milk secreted
within the Shields, which give at the same time
both Comfort and Protection.
iEvery hox is
ffansbrovgh's

labelled
Shieldg.
Made by

/Ji(f(A.c^xnu

JACKSON'S

For the removal of Hair without a
Kazor, from the Arms, Neck, or Face, as
well as Sunbuin or Tan.

RÜSMÄ.

The activity of this depilatory is notable. It
is easy and safe. It leaves a Whole Skin and
a Clean Complexion.

1893.

SOLD BY THE PRINCIPAL
DRUGGISTS.

100,000, S. & B.. J S S 3

At
Is. per Pair,
or by
Inland Post,
Is. 2d.

At Is.
By Inland
Post, Is. 2d.
For Abroad
at Foreign
PostaJ Rates.

For presdrvfng fhe Complexion, keeping fhe skin soff, free from
redness Htn.d roughness, and fhe hands in nice condition, it is
fhe fixest Soap., in fhe world

V^ 9

^"%j.

yf/iiTae^

