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CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

“Dorr,” he said, “come here. Sit

down in this chair before me. Sum-

mon your strength; and you, Coralie —

be strong, if you can. You have con-

fessed that you love each other; let

that love strengthen you for what is to

come. The time has come when the

bitter truth must come out. It is an

hour that I have feared and dreaded

for years, and one that I have prayed
might never come. Yet how can I hold

silence any longer? When a man tells

me that he loves you and would marry

you, Corry; when you confess that you
love him—l must speak out. The lie

that I have lived for your sake, my
child, can no longer be concealed; you
and Dorr must know it. Pray God that

the truth shall not divide you!”
He covered his face and shuddered.

I looked at Coralie; I sought to take

her hand. She withdrew it, and looked,

with frozen face at her father.

“You spoke of poverty a moment

since,” he resumed. “That is nothing
—to me. I am rich. I like you, Dorr

Jewett, as you know. I could depart
in peace if I knew you two were to be

happy. But—”

He looked from one to the other, and

hesitated. He had bidden us strengthen
ourselves for the revelation that he had

not the courage to make.

“Coralie, give me your hand.”

She placed it almost mcchanieally in

his palm. He held it up and looked at

it—a shapely littlehand, with tapering
fingers and rosy nails.

I thought his mind was wandering;
I was almost sure of it when he spoke
again, rudely, almost fiercely:

“This is the hand you want, Dorr

Jewett, is it? Look at it—closely, boy,
closely!”

Coralie softened and trembled. She

must have thought, with me, that he

was crazed.

“Look at the base of the finger-nail;
see the littlequarter-circle, which upon

your nails and mine is pure white.

Look at hers!”

We looked. The circular mark was

dusky and clouded.

“Aye, it is the mark of Cain! It

speaks a terrible truth, that I have

kept hidden from the world. But one

man living knows it, beside myself;
there was another once who threat-

ened to reveal H—and I slew him.

Girl, there is a drop of blood in your

veins that is of the despised race. You

,
are my child; but your mother was not

my wife. She was a slave; and you,

CHAPTER XVL

WE TWO.

I have no very clear idea of what

immediately followed that astounding
revelation. Ido remember that there

was a silence in which the tick of the

clock on the marble shelf sounded like

thunder. I realized the full force of

the discovery, but was made dumb

and motionless by it. Coralie, I think,
did not at first fully comprehend it.
Her great eyes were lighted with curi-

ous inquiry.
“Why, that is strange, papa,” she

said. “That dreadful man’s mother

was not my mother; I am very glad of

that. But who was my mother?”

“Louise Le Bonfant, a beautiful

Creole, whom I bought ol Napoleon
Castex. 1 bought her, girl—do you un-

derstand? She died in giving you
birth, and the shame and sorrow of

this bitter hour are spared her. The

blood of the best French families of

Louisiana for generations back was in
her veins; she was

’

beautiful, edu-
cated, accomplished, just as you are;

no man could have dreamed that &

drop of baser blood was hers. What

of that? For a hundred years her

mothers had been slaves; by the cruel,
monstrous law of this state, that con-

dition is yours. I may free you; I may

give you by willall that 1 have; but

that you were born in bondage and

lived thus, in law, can never be de-

nied. And I tell you this, I, your fa-

ther, for whose grievous sin you are

punished, as it is written in the Scrip-
tures.”

She understood the shocking truth at

last. With a low cry she sank down,
her arms thrown across an ottoman,

her face hidden upon them.

I was instantly by her side.

“Look up, Coralie!” I cried. "Noth-

ing shall separate us; be of good
cheer.”

She raised her eyes; hope faintly
shone in them.

“You willdespise me, Dorr.”

“For what? I have heard nothing
that can change my purpose or weaken

my love.”

“But the people who have known

me —”

“They shall know you now as my
honored wife. If there is anything for

you to live down, let me help you do

it.”

She rose, reassured, smiling through
her tears. She took my hand and led

me to her father’s chair.

“You hear what he has just said,”
were her words. “He loves me, spite
of everything. I have nothing to give;
because —I am your slave. It is for you
to say. May I love him?” t

The .archness, the mock humility
with which she turned from the dis-

tress and reproach in which her fa-

ther’s words had left her, to this serio-

comic aspect of the situation, are not

to be described. Mr. Bostock was com-

pletely won. He rose from his chair,
he clasped us both in one embrace,
tears wet his furrowed face.

“Atlast,” he said, with a sigh of in-

finite relief, “that dreadful burden is

rolled from my soul. To keep that

secret I have shed blood, I have spent
abundant gold, I have become prema-

turely aged, and suffered in mind as

men rarely suffer. Let me right the

wrong that I did this dear child, so far

as I can, when my passions gave her

life; let me make my peace with an

offended God, if that be possible; let

me see you two happy together—and
then let me depart. Corry, forgive
your erring, miserable father. I have

sinned, as other men sin; but I have

suffered as they have not.”

She answered him with a kiss.

“In the morning,” he continued, “Le

Fevre shall ride over to Thibodeaux,
and bring Mr. Coteau, the lawyer. The

deed that I have never dared to do, be-

cause then the people would know your

story, Corry—l willexecute. I willde-

clare your manumission, in writing,
signed, sealed and acknowledged; it

shall be placed among the public rec-

ords —and then, child, you will be as

free in law as you ever have been in

fact. In the next hour my willshall

be made. Everything shall be yours.”
Wc sat upon the ottomans at his

feet —we two—and in the seclusion of

that room we heard from his lips the

story of his errors and sufferings. The

overseer rapped at the door, and called

out that he must see Mr. Bostock, but

was answered that he could not be dis-

turbed. The servant who came to call

us to the table was sent away. The

hour was given to the past.
We listened attentively, Coralie and

I, for we were both concerned in the

strange story, and I especially was

eager to hear the things explained that

had puzzled me; yet, ever and anon, as

I returned the pressure of the hand,
my heart bounded exultingly forward.

The past was no more a terror; the fu-

ture was secure. Upon none could the

fair September sun rise so brightly to-

morrow as upon us two, the darlings
of fate!

So I thought, as I sat there, clasping
her hand and listening to Mr. Bostock’s

confession.

CHAPTER XVII.

BREAKING THE SEALS

I must go back (said Mr. Bostock) to

the time of my marriage. The lady
was a belle of New Orleans —beautiful,
but not wealthy. I was then, though
a young man, the richest planter of
the La Fourche. I had a rival, Napo-
leon Castex, who was settled in Cuba,
but who often came over to enjoy the

social festivities of the mild winters in

New Orleans. Our rivalry was close

and sharp. I was successful, and

gained the man’s lasting hatred incon-

sequence.

Why is it that men and women will

deliberately marry, when they are by
nature, habit and education, utterly
unfitted to mate together? Such things
always have been and always willbe.

Less than three months of wedded life

showed us that we were utterly uncon-

genial. But we lived on together, mak-

ing the best of it, and enduring our

irksome bonds.

We had but one child, Conrad. I will

speak of him later. I desire now to

say that, so far as I have been able to

see, he resembled neither of his par-
ents in anything. He was bad. reck-

less and profligate, from an age when

boys usually have no knowledge of the

world. I have somewhere read that

hereditary vices, as well as diseases,
will sometimes skip several genera-

tions, and appear in a child of parents
not given to evil. It must be so; the

accumulated sins of many ancestors

must have been inwrought inthat boy.

I attended one day at the New Or-

leans slave-mart an auction of the peo-

ple of a Cuban plantation, who had

been sent there to obtain better prices.
I learned upon inquiry that their

owner was Castes, who had become ru-

ined by unfortunate speculation. A lit-

tle orphan, thirteen years old, appar-

ently as white as myself, attracted my

notice. I became her owner and took

her home as a house-servant. She was

called Louise Bonfant.

Time passed; the coldness between

my wife and myself increased. Let me

not try to apportion the blame; per-

haps there was none. Our mistake

was when we mutually promised to

love, honor and cherish.

But she was better than I; she at

least tried to keep her vows. Cherish-

ing no affection for her I became care-

less of those vows. Ths pretty slave-

girt grew up; she was petted and edu-

cated; she usurped the place of Emilie.

For awhile the latter bore it, silent

and indignant. At length her outraged
womanhood spoke out

“It is better that we part quietly
and without scandal,” she said. “I

can no longer stay in this house. Make

a suitable provision for me and I will

take the boy and join my people, who

have gone to Paris. Tell what story

you please about my absence; it will

not be contradicted.”

I was glad enough to make this ar-

rangement. She went abroad and die<T

there a few years after.

Her parting words still ring in my

ears.

“Ileave you in sorrow, not in an-

ger,” she said. “The holy church, of

which I am a child, has taught me that

there is nothing more sacred in Heaven

or earth than the marital vows. You

have broken them; you are laying up
wrath for yourself in days to come. An

offended God will surely call you to

account, and you will remember my
words.”

Often have I remembered them.

Emilie has been exquisitely avenged!
Conrad accompanied her to New Or-

leans, but before the packet sailed he

returned home. I received him with

surprise and displeasure, for I had felt

immeasurably relieved when Emilie

proposed that he should live with her.

“I’ve thought the thing all over,

governor,” said this boy of fifteen,
“and I concluded to come back. You

see I’ve nothing to do with the old

woman’s quarrels; and ns you’ve got
the money, and I’m getting on where

I shall want lots of it, I reckon I’ll

stick to you.”
Within one week from the departure

of my wife you were born, Corry, your
mother dying in the same hour.

The love that Emilie > should have

was given to your poor toother, child.

I was nearly distracted at her loss. In

my frenzy itseemed to mq the first ful-

fillment of Emilie’s prediction.
Soon my affections ant hopes were

transferred to Louise’s phild. Then

the crushing thought came that this

child was a slave, born, of a slave

mother, and that to manuniit her would

be to publish the fact to the world.

I could not bear the alternative. To

save it, I resolved on a coarse which

good judgment should have warned

me against. I would breik up my
home here, lease the plantation, go
four hundred miles up the raver, and,
in a locality where no stories would

be likely to come from La Fourche, I

would bring up this child .of my affec-

tion. No one there should know of

the taint in her origin; no one should

ever guess that she was born in bond-

age.
This plan I put in execution immedi-

ately. It promised to succeed. Un-

fortunately, I had not taken into ac-

count the precocity and wickedness of

that boy. He instantly divined the

truth, and began to hold the knowl-

edge of it over me likp a rod. For five

years he kept me in constant terror,
not so much by his evil courses as by
the constant threat of betraying my
secret. The amount of money that I

have paid him for his silence would

represent a fortune. At last, in his

tw’enty-first year, he agreed to leave

home and never return, and to keep
his knowledge to himself. I was to

pay him a large quarterly allowance,
which has, in fact, been almost dou-

bled. I have relied on his love of

money to keep him from betraying
me; and my purse alone has closed his

mouth. Where the great sums that I
have given him have gone, the gam-
blers of the river can tell.

I look back to the time between 1846,
when I got rid of this unnatural son,

and 1853, when the tragedy occurred

which willbe briefly noticed, as the

happiest of my life. The disagreeable
part was all behind me; conscience, as

well as the fear of exposure, so tortur-

ing in these later years, did not trouble

me; you were growing up, Corry, to be

just what I wished you; charming ac-

quaintances, valued friends were all

about me; my success in growing cot-

ton was adding enormously to my
wealth. All this was rudely troubled

by the appearance of Napoleon Castex.

I had heard little of this man since

my successful rivalry for the hand of

Emilie male him my enemy. After

my purchase of Louise I learned inci-

dentally that he had once visited New

Orleans, and it was told me that he

made particular inquiries about me.

There were none but unpleasant recol-

lections connected with him, and I

hoped that I should never meet him

again.

Suddenly, twelve years after my re-

moval from La Fourche, he presented
himself to me. I had no previous
knowledge that he was in the neigh-
borhood, and the sight of him discon-

certed me. It was at a gentleman’s
dinner party at my own house, and he
came with one of the guests, whom he

was visiting. I knew that the man

was revengeful and a good hater, and I

began to tremble for the consequences
of such a visit. I conjectured that if

he had not learned the true cause of

Emilie’s alienation from me, he would

be likely to guess it if he happened to

see you, Corry; for yon were then about

the age of your mother when he last

saw her, and very closely resembled

her. And what he should discover I

knew that his hatred of me would

prompt him to spread broadcast in the

neighborhood.

Before I could form any plan to

check such a catastrophe, dinner was

announced. We were just seated, when

you, Corry, came to the door and
looked in, prompted, I suppose, by
childish curiosity. Castex saw you,
recognized your face, and asked me in
French if that was my daughter. 1 re-

plied t'nat she was; and then—

The man is dead; I must soon follow
him. I would like to speak to him now

without bitterness or passion; yet I
should not speak the whole truth if I

did not say that his face .was shining
with savage joy as he gave me the
brutal rejoinder in French that as-

sured me that his discovery would be

published far and near. He said:

“Ah. monsieur! Five or six years
hence, when the chaptaing daughter of

Louise Bonfant shall come to the same

auction block in New Orleans where

you purchased the mother, then I think
the spirit of your wronged wife will

feel avenged.”
1 saw that he had deliberately

planned to force a quarrel on me. I
knew that there could be no safety for

my secret while he lived. A duel fol-

lowed, and I killed him. The wound
that I received at the same time from

his hand laid me up for weeks, and

nearly brought me to the grave.

My misery dates from that hour. It

is not a comfortable reflection to carry
around with you night and day that

you have slain a fellow creature,

though a bad one, and the thought has

troubled me; but much more torment-

ing than this was the fear that Castex

had in some way left his discovery to

be revealed after his death. I grew

suspicious of everybody; I abandoned

old friends; while they never suspect-
ed the reason, I was continually fear-

ful that the truth would be known and

made public. Then the thought oc-

curred to me that all this torment

might be ended by returning to La

Fourche. I came back to this place as

suddenly as Ihad left it. We had been

absent fifteen years, and there had

been many changes; Coralie was every-
where presented as my daughter, and

I gave out that Emilie, her mother, had

died at my plantation far up the river.

Thus, in fear and falsehood, have
'

preserved your good name, my child,
and concealed the story of your birth.

That concealment has always been at

the mercy of accidents, and I have

lived in the same state of torment since

the duel. Perhaps it is all part of my

punishment; Emilio’s words were pro-

phetic. You saw the agitation and the

excitement into which the visit of that

reprobate son threw me. For the sake

of both of you, this falsehood can be

told no longer. The truth is painful,
it is humiliating; but that way lies

safety for you. Thank God, the bur-

den is gone, at last! In the morning
Mr. Coteau shall come and make the

writings.
[TO BE CONTINUED.] .

"IT’S THE MARK OF CAIN.”

following her condition, are also a

slave!”

WE HEARD THE STORY FROM HIS OWN

LIPS.

THEY HELD FULL HANDS.

Two Young Women Have a Lively Time

with a Bull.

Two young ladies of Sylvania re-

cently had a novel experience while

endeavoring to drive a refractory calf

out of the yard, says the Atlanta Con-

stitution.

Near the same yard was an angry
bull, but the young ladies didn’t know

that he was angry until they started to

drive the calf out.

When the girls discovered that he

was really mad they were on top of

the yard fence, about thrity feet dis-

tant from each other, and both yelling
for help. The bull seemed to take in

the situation—actually to catch onto

the racket —for he commenced pawing
the earth in a mischievous kind of

way, and ,then he would run around in
a playful manner near where they sat

astride the fence.

Things went on thus for about ten

minutes, when it began to grow very
tiresome standing up on the top plank
and holding on with both hands. The
calf had its back turned and one of

the girls said she thought she could

make it to the steps before the young
animal could see her. She slid gently
down and then made a break for the

house, but for some unknown reason at

the same instant the bull turned him-

self about and started on a fullrun for

the same point.
She saw him coming and her heart

sank. She knew she could not make

the house and she saw she could not

get back to the fence before the de-

vouring beast would be upon her. Not

knowing which horn of the dilemma to

take she resolved, with supernatural
courage born of the moment, to grasp
them both. And so she ran toward

him as he came, and before he had

time to retreat she had caught him

with an iron grasp by both his horns

and was yelling for her companion to

run and grab him by the tail.

It was a supreme moment, but at

last the other caught him by his long
narrative —and then over that yard
they had it! Up and down, round and

about, yelling and bellowing, into

grasses and bushes they went, until

they tired the bull out and he broke

away from them in self-defense.

Ethan Alien’s Sword.

The sword which Ethan Allen drew

in the cause of freedom in 1775 has

been kept in the Allen family since the

patriot's death, and is now in posses-
sion of Hannibal A. Hopkins, of Lan-

sing, Mich. Mr. Hopkins has offered

it to the government for exhibition in

the national' museum at Washington
with other revolutionary relics, and it

willprobably soon be placed there. Its

history is well authenticated, and

Ethan Allen in his autobiography re-

fers twice to using it in the capture of

the British at Ticonderoga.

The Chinese distort the feet of their

womep to keep them at home. For the

same reason the Venetians formerly
compelled their women when abroad

to wear clogs of such size and shape
that walking was made extremely diffi-

cult and as littleof it as possible waa

done!

Don’t overload the rooms with fund

ture—or anything else.

ROCK THEE, MY BABY.

A Cradle Song.

Dove of purest whiteness.

In thy cradle nest.

Eyes of sunlit brightness,
Close them to rest;

Laps of lilysweetness.

Cheeks like roses fair,

Neck of pearly neatness

Strewn withflaxen hair.

Rock thee, my baby, softly now sleep,
Beautiful angels vigils willkeep.

Tiny waxen Angers
_

Thy soft ringlets twine,
Oht what beauty lingers

In dear baby mine;
Now to dreamland speed thee,

Baby, haste away.

Fairy bands willlead thee,
Inthe silent way.

Rock thee, my baby, softly now sleep.
Beautiful angels vigils willkeep

Angel wings enfold thee

Where ye sweetly lie,
In their arms they hold thee,

Chanting lullaby;
Naught thy slumber breaking,

Sleep without annoy.
Tillfrom slumber waking

Like new bloom of joy.
Rock thee, my baby, softly now sleep
Beautiful angels vigils willkeep

—J. Byington Smith, in Christian Inquirer.
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facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cin-
cinnati and other Southern points.

For Tickets, Maps, Folders, or desired Informa-
tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, oraddress

E. ST. JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
Gen’lManager. GenlTkt, *PaM.Affa

CHICAGO. TT.t,

WEBSTER

/ffDICTIONAn ĵtSELF UH!

8000 more W« rds and nearly 3000 more Illus
trations than kny other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
in every School and at every Fireside.

Bold by all Booksellers. Illustrated PamphM
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McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th<t editors of McClure’s Mag»«
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the maga-
zine both instructive and enter-

taining.
100 HBN AND WO.TEN FAMOUS IN

UTBRATURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will be

represented in McClure’s Magazine, either
as authors of articles or as participants la
dialogues and interviews, or as subjects a*
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

,

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd L
Osbourne, will run through four 'PI
numbers, beginning with Jan- JW
uary. This story is one of thrill- jSx
Ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding one of ? \
"Treasure Island," and of " The

*

Wrecker.” s*wM«e

William Dean Howells
Will contribute a serial

fiWkLjj ,0 run throußh three numbers.

JjEj more «»P«clally for younger

JvX W
readers, and, like all bls stories

KV t°T young people, it will be just
M interesting to their elders,

, Vy? Short Stories
hw-hm will be contributed by many

well-known writers, among others ¦

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

Harriet Prescott Spofford, “Q"
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwlll.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, sadl

Studies of Great flen In Action, will continue
to be marked features of coming issues. Under

this heading are announced the following:
D. L. riOODY, tho Mai and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUfiriOND.
This is the first complete study
•f Mr. Moody’s career which XjgJjYt
has ever been prepared. M /Sj

Gladstone,
As a Loader of Men, »/ n '/Xf
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

ftlaiteOawus

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour is pra*

bably the greatest merchant In the history of tho

world. He Is also a great philanthropist. Thin
s

article will present the msny sides of his acii*.

Ities, and will be fully illustrated.

Z7X Bismarck,

w H
hl* Ore *tMt'

X. SY

ARCHIBALD PORBES.

Ruskin at Home.

By rt. H. SPIELHAN.

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by

AADAHE ADAfI. M VIK

Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Verne, |
Sardou,

,

Andrew Carnegie />
'y>

.

Archdeacon Parrar, •

x. Dumas, tho Younger.
fl Camilo Flamarlon,

CHARLES A. DANA

are the *ubiecU ol articles te

WWthe form of interviews, In which

i th* matter is mainly autobio-

graphical. These articles inmany
cases give full length portraits

of their subjects, the atorfes of

Sms their lives, struggles, achieve-

stents and successes. These articles willbe fully
illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements

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

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

.Hr H. Boycsen, H. de Blowltx,

Thomas Nelson Page, Prank R. Stocktos.

W. B. 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 will deal with the Mais

vela of Science, and interesting subjects in the fields

of Railroading, Electricfty, Ships, Arts Relating ta

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 so

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming issueak

Tho regular price of McClure’s Flagazlno
is

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Year*

How to Get this Magazine.

Wc Have Mode Special Arrangements
With the Publishers,

S. 5. McCLURE, Limited,

OP 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

Whereby We Can Offer the

People's mot
AND McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

In Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advanced

By Subscribing for the

F6ODI6’S PHO!
You Can Have this Splendid Magarino

for Only 1125 a Year, or 10 H Cents
a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO.

RENSSELAER, IND.

- ¦ 7*- ... -


