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CHAPTER VIL—CONTINUED.

In the painful silence that succeeded

this startling speech, all eyes were

fixed on Castex. Lie rose from his seat,
eool and smiling.

“Itpleases me very much to retire,”
he said. “Witness it, messieurs' —yon-
der gentleman drives me from his table

and his house.”

liebowed, and immediately left the

room. Alphonse Basnet squirmed in

his chair, and at last blurted out:

“Bostock, my dear fellow excuse

me—but you see I can’t remain. This

is a wretched business; I hope it will

end here. But I brought my friend

here, and of course I must go with

him.”

And he did. The soup grew cold,
and was removed untasted; course after

cour*e of the choicest dishes succeeded

and were hardly touched. Everybody
was under a dreadful constraint; occa-

sionally there was a solitary remark,
but the effort to keep up a conversa-

tion was a flat failure. I have said so

much, that I ought to tell the whole

truth. When the wine appeared, the

guests turned to it as a relief from the

awkwardness of the situation. I pre-
sume everybody drank too much; I am

certain that I did. I willexcept Bos-

tock. Tie sat pale, rigid and silent

through it all. The guests departed
early, with hardly an effort to make

the usual compliments to the host.

The next morning I was hardly out

of bed when Pierce Bostock walked in.

He looked as stern and white as when

he was denouncing Castex at his own

table.

“Well, he’s challenged you,” was my
salutation.

“No. I shall challenge him. Here’s

the note. Take it to him, and then

go to the man that he names as his

friend.”

I was thunderstruck. I tried to re-

monstrate with him. I told him that,
so far as an outsider could judge, if

anybody had cause to send a challenge,
it was Castex. I begged him to tell

me, in the strict confidence of friend-

ship, what the language was that

Castex had uttered to him. I told him

that I could not act intelligently for

him in this matter, unless I was ad-

vised. He peremptorily refused to tell

me.

“You have been my friend, Dorion,”
he said. “When I say to you that no

human being must know my cause of

offense, you willbelieve that there is

the best of reason for my silence. Na-

poleon Castex knows, no man better

knows, the nature of his offense. He

knows mr, also; and he understands

that if ho were to lisp a hint of my
reasons for challenging him, I would

seek him and shoot him down like a

dog! Don’t argue with me, Alfred

Dorion; I tell you the man is a cold-

blooded scoundrel; he has sought me

out to force a quarrel upon me, and

there are the best of reasons why the

affair must go on.”

There was nothing for me to do but
to deliver the challenge. I found Cas-

tex cool, polite and consenting.
“There is not one of my name,” he

said, with his marked French accent,
“who ever refused the request of a

gentleman to meet him on the field of

honor. M. Bostock thinks him-

self insulted. Some might think that

I was. No matter; here is his chal-

lenge. Take it to my dear Alphonse;
he willarrange everything with you.
I only say to you, that my remark to

M. Bostock was the truth. He knows

it to be the truth; and he has not the

grace to see that I put it in the lan-

guage of la belle France, that others

might not understand it. So much you

may tell him, ifyou choose.”

The affair went on to its frightful
end. Nobody could discover the truth.

Basnet tried his best to make his man

divulge the cause of offense, but in

vain.

“I only told him the truth, and told

it in French, that it might not be

heard by others. After I have fought
him, I willtell it very loudly, in your
harsh English, do you be sure. Mean-

while, I am quite willing to fight him.

I knew him long before you did.”

The wound that Pierce Bostock re-

ceived was as nearly fatal as a wound
can be and leave the victim alive. The

ball traversed his lung; nothing but
the extraordinary snillof the doctor

saved him. The doctor had served in

the Blexican war, and happened to wit-

ness the successful operation of a

Mexican surgeon upon a similar wound

of Gen. Shields, by cleansing it with a

silk handkerchief. In this way Bos-

tock’s life was saved; but the fever that

followed confined him to his bed for

weeks, drained his strength, and left

him only the shadow of his former self.

His affection for his daughter seemed

doubled, if that were possible, by this

dreadful experience. In every waking
hour he wanted her with him. In his

delirium he would call her name; when

conscious, he would hold her hand and

look silently into her face as she sat by
his bed.

I used often to call upon him while

he was confined to the house. One day
he sent Coralie out of the room and

asked me to shut the door.

“You are still my friend, Alfred

Dorion—are you not?” he abruptly be-

gan.
“To be sure I am. While I am dread-

fully distressed by what has hap-
pened—”

“No matter about that. I want you
to tell me something. What hap-
pened after I got that man’s bullet? I

think my senses were wandering.
What did I say?”

I told him. I repeated his expres-
sions—that he regretted that he had

killed Castex; that he wanted to spare
him; that he was anxious to hear from

him a retraction of the words which

had caused the duel. His face darkened

as he listened.

“Do you mean to say that I said all

that siily stuff?”

“I have only repeated your own

words.”

“Then my brain tra» wandering.
Dorion, I meant to kill him. He has

gone to be judged, as I must be one

day; but, I tell you, I am not sorry he

has gone. He well knew when he
came up here with his malignant
tongue that either his life or mine

must be forfeited.”

You can imagine what effect such a

declaration had on me. Itshowed me

a side of Bostock’s character that I had

never suspected to exist. I beg*tn to

draw away from him, as did others of

his friends.

In less than two years after the duel

he had alienated himself from all of

us. His nature seemed to have

changed. He became cold, reserved

and haughty. He was very littleseen

away from his home. When he re-

moved to Louisiana, he passed away
from all intercourse with his old

friends here. He has answered no let-

ters. When I bought this place, I ne-

gotiated with him through an agent.
You can see, knowing all this, th’at

his lifebefore he came here was cloud-

ed with something fearful and mys-
terious. I have wearied my brain in

conjecturing what it can be. His wife,
Conrad, Coralie, —which of them does

it affect —or does it relate to all of

them?

If you can guess, you are shrewder

than I.

CHAPTER VIII

BETWEEN DUTY AND TEMPTATION.

I slept very soundly that night. The

experience and revelations of the last

twenty-four hours had been to me more

than incomprehensible; they were

staggering. I tried to think about

the astounding story that Mr. Dorion

had told me, after I had bidden

him good night, and had been lighted
with a pair of tall wax tapers up
a broad stairway to a large,
square bed-chamber, where a great

high-posted, canopied and curtained

bed awaited me. I say I tried to think

of it; but I could make nothing of it; I

speedily gave it up, and lapsed away
into slumber.

Bodily and mentally, I was tired,
and I slept late. 1 was aroused by a

prolonged knocking at my chamber-

door, through which ran a continual

current of negro-talk.

“Please, young maussa, would you

get up an’ come down to breakfast?

Maussa Dorion say, wake yo’ up easy;
an’ yo’ pass out yo’ boots to be shined.”

When, an hour later, I was seated at

the planter’s hospitable tabid, it

seemed as though I had been at home

here for a year. Mr. Dorion, clad in a

loose linen suit, his wife and three

daughters, all pleasant, cool and at

least one of them handsome, enter-

tained me with easy and agreeable

conversation. It warms my heart

now to think of this, my first agree-
able introduction to southern hospital-
ity. As for the feast that was spread
on that board—l despair of conveying
an adequate idea of its profusion. I

was the “stranger within their gates:”
I was therefore entitled to all that

they could set before m< Coffee, and

milk, bacon, eggs, white and corn

bread, fish from the river, hominy—-
where shall I stop? I had an appetite;
but it soon surrendered before the

great supply that loaded the table.

After breakfast, Mr. Dorion took me

out on the shady west veranda, and

smoked. I declined the weed, and he

good-humoredly said: ,

“You’llhave to learn, youngster, if

you’re going to stay in the south. Like

the morning cocktail, tobacco is a

social force here. And you’ve been

here at my plantation fourteen hours

and haven’t said a word about politics
or slavery. lam beginning to doubt

whether you are northern born er not’’

I saw that he was bantering me. but

Ireplied, seriously:

“Ihave never voted yet and I know

nothing about poli-tics. As to slavery,
I hope to get some information about

it I have very littleyet”

Be clapped me heartily on the shoul-

der.

“You talk like a sensible young fel-

low. I wish all this noise in congress
and in the press could stop, and that

the northerners could come down here,

and see what slavery is like. Come

along with me, and I’llshow you a

littleof it.”

We went back to the negro quarters;
a small street of comfortable white

cabins. As we passed through, the

darkies ran out to see “Ole Muussa.”

The young children, with hardly an

apology of cotton clothing to hide

their blackness, laughed and chatted

round him. Withered old crones and

rheumatic “uncles” hobbled to the

doors to see him. Lusty young negroes
and negresses gathered about him,

eagerly discussing the prospects of “the

crop.”
“Here they are,” said Mr. Dorion.

“Something more than a hundred of

them. You see their disposition. All

that are able to work are aching to

get into the cotton field to ‘save de

crop.’
”

“Would you sell one of these slaves?”

“Sell one of them? Ma? Why, I’d

as soon thinkof selling one of my own

girls.”
“Do all planters feel that way?”
“Ican’t say; likely not. I know of

many who do.”

“Is it not true that at the slave-

marts in New Orleans and Charleston

young girls are sold on the auction-

block, and that mothers are separated
from young children?”

Mr. Dorion answered with some

warmth:

“You said you didn't know anything
about slavery, my boy; your questions
show me that you have read a great
deal about it. I suppose the things

that you speak of do exist; I don’t

know; they are just as strange tome
as though my life had been passed in

Siberia. Here is my south—right here,

among these people who raise a bale

of cotton to the acre, and care for their

niggers as no white man at the north

could be coaxed or driven to do. Well,
here we are, at the edge of the cotton

fields. Take a look there!”

I looked, and I saw the sight that I

had already seen a dozen times at a

distance on my way down the river.

Hundreds of acres bursting into the

snowy bloom of the cotton; a mimic

snowstorm, with the contrast of deep
green foliage all about it, and azure

skies and unclouded sun above it.

The sight was one to remember for a

lifetime.

Under the shade of a broad-armed

oak at the border of the fields Mr.

Dorion sat down and fanned himself

with his hat.

“See here, my boy,” he said, “I’ve

got something to say to you. I want

to talk to you like a father. Sit down

there and hear me.”

I complied.
“When you came here, last night,

you were no more to me or to my fam-

ily than any other traveler from the

north would be. You have been with

us but a little while, and, I’m free to

say, you have grown on us. You are

a lad of sense and spirit; I like you.
My wife told me this morning that she

hoped I could keep you here awhile.

Now, don’t you be too much flattered,

my lad. My wife is a sensible woman;

she knows that two of our daughters
are engaged to be married, and that
the other is likely to be, very soon. I

don’t expect any danger from you in

that quarter. But my overseer is get-
ting cranky; he is a northern man, and

he don’t use the field hands just as I

would like. The idea has been pass-

ing through my mind all night that I

would like to keep you with me, and

learn you all about the plantation and

the hands. Then, in a few months, I

can dismiss the overseer and put you
in his place. You are northern born;
but I feel as if you would be a suc-

cess in that place. What do you say?”
I felt tempted. I hesitated, and

knew not what to say. Then I replied:
“You overpower me with your offer,

Mr. Dorion. If it were not for my duty
to Sir. Bostock—”

He snatched me up impatiently:
“Your duty to Bostock? You owe

him none. Let me warn you not to

sacrifice your prospects to a mere sen-

timent. The man that you think you
owe some obligation to is a* changed,
embittered man. Do not think that

he will receive you with the cordiality
that he showed you ten years ago in

your northern home. He may not

know you at all. I don’t know what

manner of reception he willgive you.
Have you thought of this?”

I was silent. He was encouraged by
my silence, and went on:

“And think, for a moment, what you
are exposing yourself to! You are seek-

ing to link your fortunes to those of a

man who has clouded his life. He has

alienated all the friends that he made

here.. There is a fearful mystery hang-

ing over his past life. Ido not know-*-

you do not know—how you may be-

come complicated with it, if you persist
in going on. I only say to you—shun
him!”

I heard his words. I relected; and

th* temptation to heed them grew less

and less. I recalled the poverty of mj
life on the New Hampshire farm; an

yearning to be with him. “When,” I

thought,’’did he need friends more than

now?” I was quickly decided.

“Iam grateful, very grateful to you,
Mr. Dorion,” I said. “But I must stand

by Mr. Bostock.”

He looked hard at me, and seized my
hand.

“You are a splendid fellow,” he said.

“Iam disappointed; but I reckon yen
are right.”

CHAPTER IX.

AFLOAT ON THE MISSISSIPPL

It was with deep regret that I parted
that evening from good Mrs. Dorion

hnd her amiable daughters. In the
brief time that 1 had been under this

roof I had enjoyed a sample of home

life at the south that was to me as

novel as it was agreeable. When these
kind ladies learned that I had de-
termined to prosecute my journey to

Louisiana, they joined their husband

and father in urging me to delay.
“We are hardly acquainted with you

yet,” said the matron. “I’dhave you
know, sir, it’s not at all the Mississippi
way for a visitor to come one day, and

go the next.”

“My curiosity isn’t half satisfied,”
laughed Miss Celeste. “I supposed,
from what I had heard, that your New

England people were a kind of

kangaroo. We see so little company
here that an interesting young man

like you is a positive godsend.”
“And then,” added a mischievous

younger sister, “Simon Basnet doesn’t
come over more than once a week.”

“Perhaps I can furnish you with a

good reason for stopping with us

awhile. You want to see slave life

down here; you can't half see it unless

you witness the cotton picking. We

shall begin in less than a month, and

the sight willbe well worth seeing.
I’m a southerner born and reared; yet
this is something that is always new

to me and always grand. The section

of Louisiana where you are going is all

sugar; you’ll see no cotton there, only
what is piled up in bales at New Or-
leans. Don’t I tempt you now?” Thus

Mr. Dorion talked.

He assuredly did; so greatly that I

realized that my only safety was to

firmly decline. To remain here even a

week would attach me so to these peo-

ple and to this home that the thought
of Mr. Bostock would cease to trouble

me. If I would go to him, I must go at

once. There is nothing of the fatalist

in me; notwithstanding the strange
events of my early life which have

been and are to be recorded, I am a

plain, matter-of-fact kind of person; 1
had at twenty-one no more than the av-

erage sentiment that belongs to young

people. When, therefore, I say that 1

felt urged, impelled to travel on, it

will probably appear to others, as it

does to me, that 1 had a destiny to ac-

complish.
[TO BE CONTINUED.]

I WAS LIGHTED WITH A PADS OF TALL

WAX CANDLES.

MR. DORION FANNED HIMSELF WITH HIS

HAT.

BEN’S ADVENTURE.

Iloattlo Indian* W«ro on Ono Side and

Wild Animals on the Other. .

In the latter part of August, 1877,

says the author of “Rambles in Won-

derland,” a party of tourists were at-
taeked by the Nez Perces Indians in

the Yellowstone canyon. Some of
them were killed and others wounded.

Benjamin Stone, the colored cook, I
made his escape, but a few days later, ¦
while preparing dinner alone in the

camp, he saw an Indian peering from

behind some rocks. Ben dropped his |
mixing-spoon and took to his heels. I
He tells his story thus:

“Istruck for tall timber wid all my

might, an’ what do you tink, sah?

Why, 1 looked ahead, an’ dar 1 saw a

redskin a-comin’ right toward me as ;
fast as he could ride.

“We war a-comin’ right meetin’ each '
oder, but I didn’t want to cultivate no

sich ’quaintances den. I lit out for

anoder trail; but de Injuns came right
arter me. I thought 1 was a gone

darkey den.”

“How in the world did you get away,
Ben?” inquired his listener.

“Well, sah, jes’ by clean runnin’

Yes, sah, I ran ober a littleridge an*
war out o' sight ob de Injun foh jes
half a minute. Dar war a little pine
tree a-standin’ in de trail, an’ I jes’ put

my han’s on a limb dat stuck out, an’

was up in de branches in no time.

“I hadn’t more’n got in de tree till

dat sneakin’ rascal come along my
trail, and stopped right under me. He i
put his han’ up to his ear, and '
forred as if he war a-listcnin’ fur

somethin’—an’ he war. Why, zah, I ,
could jes’ ’a’ put my foot righ| on top i
ob his head he war so close; But it ¦
wan’t no time for playin' joky.®.”

“What did you do, Ben?”

“Why, I jes stood dar wn’ hug dat

tree an’ hoi' my bref, so as he wouldn’t ;
heab me till he went on foh to look I
foh me behind some rocks at anoder

place.”
Ben remained in the friendly pine

till evening, when he descended and

started for the thick timber, crawling
on his hands and knees for fear of be-

ing discovered. But his troubles were

not at an end. He continues his tale:

“Ikep a-crawlin’ an’ a-crawlin’ tillI

got away up in de woods, when what I
should I meet but a great rousin’ big
grizzly b’ar! It war a-comin’ right
down de trail toward me. Dar de In-

juns war on one side, an’ de bar on de

oder. 'Pears like one or t’other on ’em

war a-goin’ ter hab me now. T’ve

tried the Injuns,’ says I. ‘l’lltake de

b’ar.’ ”

The bear sat up on his haunches and

looked at Ben, who returned the com-

pliment. After a minute or two the

bear dropped on all fours and moved

off in another direction.

“I knowed I war safer to trust de

b’ar dan de Injuns,” Ben used to say,
with a wise shake of his head.

An official notice has been issued fr

Russia that “physicians shall have the-

right to make use of hypnotism in the

treatment of their patients. In every
case of the application they must in

form the administrative authorities, a!

the same time giving the names of th

physician-1 in whose presence the

tieut was hypnotized.”

THROUGH THE MEADOW.

When yen came through the meadow, May,
At the golden mark of noon.

Low laughter echoed all away
Across the fields of June.

The buttercupo their amber bowls

Brimmed full of summer sun.

And drank until the thirsty souls

Were tipsy, every one

The bluebells rang a merry cheer

When you came through the meadow, dear.

When you came through the meadow, May,
You spoiled the daisies' nape;

Beneath their faces round and gay
They tied their ruffled caps

And lobbed queer little downs and ups.

Pretending to be shocked
At Jolly, tlosy buttercups

That swayed and reeled and rocked.
The happy news spread far and near

When you came through the meadow, dear.

When you came through the meadow, May,
The saucy bobolinks

Flew past the primmest hawthorn spray

With wicked little winks.
The plumy grasses nodded, too,

And rustled with delight
To think thatone as sweet as you

Should pass within their sight
The dimpled brook laughed silver clear
When you came through the meadow, dear.

When you came through the meadow, May,
The bees, with golden spurs,

Went jinglingdown the flowery way

Among the purple burrs.
A royal, jocund butterfly

Bent low on blazoned wing
And kissed the beggar roses shy,

Forgetting he was king;
For they—and I—longed to be near

When you came through the meadow, dear.
—Florence May Alt, in Outing.
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ern Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, the Indian Ter-

ritory and Texas. California Excursions daily.
Choice of routes to the Pacific coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Buns superbly equipped Express Trains, daily,
between Chicago, St. Joseph, Atchison, Leaven-
worth. Kansas City, and Minneapolis and St.
Paul. The popular tourist linoto the scenic resorts
and hunting and fishing grounds ofthe northwest.
Its Watertown <uad Sioux Palls branch traverses
the great “WHEAT AND DAISY BELT" oi
Northern lowa, Southwestern Mtnneeota end Enel
Central Dakota.

The Short Line via Seneca and Kankakee offers
facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cin-
cinnati and other Southern points.

Por Tickets, Maps, Polders, or desired informa-

tion, apply at anyCoupon Ticket Office, oraddress

E. ST. JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
Genl Manager. Genl Tkt. &Pass. Agt.

QSXC AGO* TT.Te

WEBSTER

B?0O more Words and nearly 2000 more Il’-ig
trations than any other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
in every School and at every Fireside.

Bold by ail Booksellers. Illustrated Pamphlet
sent f.-ee.

6.4 C. UXHBIAM A CO.. Pub’ra.Bptingueld.Xgg*

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

The editors of McClure’s Mag».
I rine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Kost Interesting Knowledge
tnd to make every line in the mag 3»
«ine both instructive and enter-

taining.
100 hen and wohen pamou® in

LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT wi.l bo

represented In McClure’s Magazine, cither
as authors ol articles or as participants I*
dialogue, and Interviews, or as subjects ad
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS. by Robert

Louis Stevenson and Lloyd f
Osbourne, will run through four

number,, beginning with Jan- Jfffl
nary. This story is one of thrill-

ing adventure and mysterious

happenings, reminding one of f J
" Treasure Island," and of “The
Wrecker.” sh,wm.

William Dean Howells
Will contribute a serial stevgr

aSTA A to run through three numbers.
more especially for younger

ZV V
“,,d

< Hke all hi, stories

|«k V? tor young people, it will be just
a» interesting to their elders.

Short Stories
will be contributed by many

well-known writers, among others t

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris,
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton.

Harriet Preacstt Spofford, •• Q’’
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octavo Thanot, and I. Zangwlil.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and

Studies of Orest Hen in Action, will continue

to be marked features of coming issue,. Under

this heading are announced the following :
D. L. HOODY, the Plan and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUHnONO.
This is the first complete study /““Xx
sf Mr. Moody’s career which

ha, ever been prepared.

Gladstone*
As a Leader of Men,

'

f H

By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour is pro-

bably the greatest merchant in the history oi the

world. He Is also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many sides oi his activ-

ities, and willbe fully illustrated.

>
Bismarck,

At his Greatest,
BY

ARCHIBALD FORBES.

Ruskin at Home.

T
- By fl. H. SPIELHAN.

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by

riADAriE ADAH. /Ji

Alphonse Daudct,

Jules Verne, I
Sardou,
Andrew Carnegie *'

*
_

'

Archdeacon Farrar,
D *"4-

s-
— Dumas, the Younger.

// T\ Camilo Flamarlen,

CHARLES A. DANA

® are t* ie But Uett* articles is

v' '¦ the f° r,n interviews, in which

Wjj ' «
the ,n; ‘Ue, ' k mainly autobio-

graphical. These articles in many

cases give full length portraits

of their subjects, the atones of

Dm. their lives, struggles, achieve-

stents and successes. These articles will be fully
illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements above,

important contributions, some of which arc unique
are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,
H. H. Boyesen, H. de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stockton.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrar,

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

George W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this head willdeal with the Man.

velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fields

of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating to

the Prolongation of Life. Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely

articles. Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait-

ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved sa

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming issues.

The regular price of McClure’s Hagazina

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Year.

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

Whereby We Can Offer the

F6ODI6S Pilot
ADD McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

In Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advances

By Subscribing tor the

Fgodlb’s Pilot
You Cun Have this Splendid Magaxine

for Only $1 25 u Year, or UH Cents

a Copy, address

PILOT PUBLISHING Co<
1 RENSSELAER, IND.


