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sparkle as he withdrew his hand, when, cautiously
putting fovth his own left, he touched the cold, thin

browx fingers to those of the man before him. This
operaiion ended, he quietly sipped a few drops of
anisette, and rolled and lighted another paper cigar.

“Well, amigo ! let us now proceed to business,”
said Brand, gaily, ¢ {or dinner will soon be ready,
and we have no time to lose, How stands the
aceount?” |
“The papers ave on board the felucen, and it will
be more convenient, when the settlementis thade, to
come on board with the money. How would to-
morvaw morning do? There's no hurry.”
< Just ns you choose, friend of my heart! The
doublogns, ov the silk, or broadcloth is ready for
you at any moment. Pay you in anything except
the delicious wines of France. Bueno!” he added,
pulling ouf a splendid gold repeater, with a marquis's
coranet on the chased back. “ And now, amigo !
accept this little token into the bargain.”
Don Tanagio's fiery eye twinkled with greed; bub
it was only for a moment, when, giving o quick
lance at the coronet and coaf of arms, he waved
his forsfinger pently to and fro, and shook his head.
« What? No! Why you know it once belonged
to the Captain-General of Cuba, old Tol de rol de
riddle rol—what was his name? He gave if me, you
know, together with some other trinkets, for a:wing

his life—a—you remember? Very generous ol
entleman—nobleman, indeed—he was, May he
ve a thousand years or more, if he can!”

Ay, Don Ignacio did remember the sircumstance
attending that génerous transaction, and he remern-
bered to have heard also that the captain-general
made a present of all his money and jewels with the
point ofp a broad blade quivering at his throat. He
saig nothing, however, in allusion to this interesting
episode, but he smiled meaningly, and went on with
his cigar.

< Not take it, sh? Well, amigo, I must look you

up spmething else; bub now for dinmer. Baha:%
clear away for dinner.
wine-cellar.
it.” 'Then turning to his.companion : **Suppose e
take a stroll to the Ticer's Trap ; the gun is sinking,
and o walk will give us an appetife for the furtle-
soup—vamanos !

CHAPTER XII,
DOCTOR AND PRIESWT

Wame Captam Brand and Don Ignacio Sanchez
walkad pleasantly along the pebbly shore of the
clear blue inlet to the Tiger's Trap, lab us, too,
saunter amidst the habitations which sheltered the
pirate's hannt, Apart from the math sheds of the
shelly cove of the basin, where the Centipede and
Panchita were anchored, there was a mest of red-
tiled bpildings, which served the crew of the former
vessel for o dwelling when in port. If was pleasantly
situated on a little sandy platean, within a stone’s
throw of the water, and shaded by acluster of palm-
trees; while 1n the rear was a dense jungle of canes
and bushes, through which led numerous paths to 2,
small lagoon beyond. The buildings were of one
story, constructed of lopse stones, the holes plas-

Here are the keys of the
The best, my beauty, and plenty of

tered with yellow clay, with broad, projecting eayes |

oxtending over roughly-built piazsas, BSeated ab
table in a room in one of these buildings we have
described, were twvo men. One, the shorter of thedwo,

pirded about his waist

| draw

v a white rope, which fell in
Jenotted ends over his knees, Around his open neck
was hung a string of black ebony beads, hooked on
to a heawy gold cross which rested on bis eapacions.

breast, and which the wearer was continually feeling

and ocegsionally pressing to his lips, FHis face was
dark and sensual—thiclk, unctueus li‘Ps,.a flat nose,
and large black eyes—while a glossy fringe of raven
hair went like a thick curtain all around his head,
only leaving a blnish-white, round patch on fhe
shaved erown. This individual was the Padre
Rieardo, who, for some good reasons best known o
himself, had left his clerical duties in his native gﬁ
of Vera Uruz and taken service with bain Bran

One of the reasons for leaving—and rath

400 —was for thimsting a cuchillo into the hm&% i
‘The -padre, however, | his stern

his own father, who
vior for his licentiousness.
always declared that he was actuated entively by
filial duty in killing his old parent, to save him the
pain and disarace which would have followed the
exposure of his sen | (He still clung fo the priestly
ealling, antd prided himself upon his fasts and vigils,
and never omitted the smallest forms or penances;
and said mass from Ave Marinin fhe early morning
to Angeins ot vesper time in the evening. For
Captain Brand he was always ready to shrive a

_ shorte etwo, | sently the liftle sick b
was dressed in a 1011% loose hombagine cassock, i

dying pirate—and pretty busy he was, too, ab
times—or hear the confession of onme with a
troubled conscience in sound health; which, if
important to the safety or well-being of the fra-
ternity, he took a quiet opportunity of impart-
ing to his superior in command. In these pur-
suits he not only made himself useful to Captain
Brand, but he Lecame more or less his confidant
and adviser, and seemed to maintain his influence
by ghostly advice over the superstitious feelings of
the men. The padre, however, ntterly detested the
sea, and never trusted his soft feet in the water if
he could by any possibility avoid it; but since he
had plenty to eat and drink on the island, and no
ond of prayers for his amusement when in charge of
the haunt—as he was—to look out for the people
who were left when the Centipede sailed on a eruise,
he thus passed the time in a delightfully agreeable
Manner.

a tall, zaunt, cadaverons person, evidently of French
extraction, with something kind and human aboub
his face; but yet the physiopnomy expressed the
utmost determination of eharacter—such a heart and
eye as could perform a delicate surgical operdfion
without a flutter of nerve or eyelidl, and who would
stand before alevelled pistol looking calmly down the
borrel as the hammerfell. Hisface was intellectual,
and he never smiled, His whole appearnnce por-
trayed a thorough seaman. Where he came from
no one knew ; nor did he ever open his lips, evanto
the captain, with a reason for faking service among
his band.
slaver at St. Jazro, and was engeged by Don Tgnaeio
to serve professionally with Brand to assist the
patriots on the Spanish main. When, howevaer, he
renched the rendezvous of the pirates, and discoverad
that the{l;vore-altogethera different sort of patriots
than he had bargained for, he neversheless made no
g:i'paﬁqns to remain, and toak the oath of allegiance;

iy stipulating, that he should nof be ealled upon
to take an active in their pro ings.- Here,
then, he remained for nearly fhree years, attanding
to the sick or wounded, fe no iptevest in the
accounts of the exploits of the freshooters around
him ; rarely, indeed, holding speech with any one
| save his room-mate, the g, OF oceasional 1{5:
dinner or a walk with Captain Brand. ©n the last

| expedition, however, of the Centipade, ko had been

induced to go on board, sothat he might hecome o
check and guard over the brutal @ who had
been placed temporarily in ; ‘but, as we

havgl already seen, his inﬁugm'aé had been of little
avail.

inhghited byt
low moaning ery caused the former fo xise quath
from his chair and approach fhe low im"be]clstem‘
on his side of the lodging. There, heneath o light

o doctor and Padrve Ricard

onee round, rosy, innocentface now . ale and thin,
with a red spot en each cheel, and a davk, goft line
beneath the closad cyes. Uneasily he moved in his
fitful slumber ; and putting hislittle bauds togetlioras
itin prayer, hemurmured, “Oh! mamma, mamma!™
Beside the bed stood an mglazed jar of lemonade,
together swith a phial and g spoon.  The doctor
nigh, and, gently pushing aside the curtain,
stood looking at the ehild for some minnfes, Pre-
: feobly sirgtehed ont his
delicate, thin limbs, and unclosed his eyes. Oh!
'ﬁ:w i gﬁ@gigg s e e
he - timid, half-wild stave, and fhen, olosing
tho Tids tight texether, the hob drops bublled oub
and coursed slowly down his tender cheeks.

The doetor, with the gentleness of a woman, bent
over him a.nfl taking up his poor, limp little hand,
he remained feeling the fluttering pilse and cotch-
iagﬂm.a*hnt‘.»hr?&th.m his dark cheeks. Asif com-

miy as & glow of compassion
?ﬁ risage, he muttered, *“ By
@ 10! ‘whohears me, if I save fhis:
ohild, 1v o hisheart-broken mother! "
He sank down on his ‘by the hedside ashe
made his vow, and, letting the littlehand rest outhe
{ ‘bed, he buried s fage tg*n his Jarge bony

What hts that man's mind

Sion. a0 POEIng 4
held it to the steeper's lips. Then moving noise-
lessly back to the table, he said, in a low tone—

¢ padre, the boy will live, His fever is leaving
him, and he will get well.”

¢ Ave Marid Santissima | " ejaculated the Pades,
cmssiugyhimsalf and kissing his-cross, L pray for
him! ou must give him to me, Doetor, I will
make him a little priest, and he shall swing the

The companion who sat opposite to the padre was:

‘All known was, that he landed from a |

There was ﬁeﬁ another ogeupsnt of fhe &O}ﬁ !
do; ond 8-

gauze mosquito-net, lay our poor little Henri—his

nd touching was thatlook, as.

qione bub the Almighty kmows; but when he arose.
‘his sbern features had resnmed their wonted axpres- | dwell in the labyxinths

o lemonnde in o glass he-

censer and chant the Misericordia, when T get the
new chapel built.”

“Time enough to think of that, mi Padre, when
he gets strong again. But just now all the prayers
gyow can say for him will do himno good, and so I
10pe you won't pub %:urse]f to.the trouble.”

“Ciert~, amigo, Doctor; but don’t sneer at the
prayers of the Church. They do good; they ease
the soul and soothe the pangs of purgatory.”

“Ah! and how long do you expect to stop in
purgatory?” '

“What o guestiondo ask your pious apd devont 4
5 [ 1 A :

Padre Ricardo !

“ A question you'll find it difficult fo answer,” re-
tortad the doctor, as he opened @ hook iying on the
tablebefore him, and putan end o thedialogue, His
companion quietly helpad himself #0 a measure of
im:e cfm, and unclasped the coversof his richiy-

Saarcely, however; had their conversation ceased

when o hoarse hum of many voices washeard in the
divection of the sheds without, mingled with shouts
of uproarious laughter.
“Logk |” cried the doctor, looking“out of an
open window : ‘““the people have knocked off work
aud ave coming home fo their supper. Fhey seam
to0 have brought seme of the evew of the felucta
with them too. We shall have aloud night of it,
for the captain has sent them a pipe of wine and a
barrel of rum to carouse with,” I

“ Pobre citos! They have had ahard fime of it
during the swmmer; short of rum, and water oo, I
hear, and they need refreshment and repose. |
many of my poor flock killed too by thai savage
American corvebte, and I nof mear o admimister
tho last consolations ahd holy rites,” sigheil &he
ﬁudro, as he kissed the crucifix and bowed his

ead. “Thereis Lascar Joe, too, among the missing !
He refused the sacrament, infidel as
day before he sailed ; but what
made!” The padre hereupon Big
but whether for the lossof

one knows. !

: he. was, she

durtlgesoup be

deg'b’ again,
or thesoun no

The noise without increased ; #he xatile of arock-
mﬁy, the clinking of glasm,-ﬁﬂ;kghgw of feet;, and
all the sounds of hungry, beisterons sailovs at fablc.
ﬁoou,‘;oq, a shout or uggu mﬁﬁ }_E_:_a
verse of & song, roars of laughter, ang now and then
T
waltz ov fandango. s S

“Mergi! " mustered the doof

eompassionatel; Eﬁ_ﬁ-ﬂlﬁﬂidt child On
noisy dovils will, I fear, disturb the |
159&0" ;00 hothere, Padre, for the sick ¢ i
£04 is warm, my son!” he replied, as his thick,
mmotuons lips parted with a smile athis companion's

| alision to another and a hotter place; “huk 1 think

gur good Capitano would have acot slung for my
dittle priest in the saloon of the big building fhere.

It is always cool on the erag, you know | *
_ “Ah! perhaps he will! ™ said “the deater, reflect-
i ; 11 see about it."” !

into the bedside of the liitiesufforer,
he “hand gently i
soft eurls lay in eont

then quickly touching
attentively for a fow mi
time a light glow of pey

the innocent face and spread itseif
“ His fever is breaking:i!" whispered l

0 the padre; ““his breath is regularand cool, and he
is sleeping sweetly. Now, if you like, we will 2o to
see the captain ; and if he consents, I will carry the
child when he wakes to the dwelling.” The dactor
carefully elosed the door of the room as he and his
companion stepped out into the okﬂen court-yard
and moved towards the spacious sheds beyond.

(T'o be contimued.)

SUMMER IN THE COUNTRY.

TaE:b trees, ripening corn, broad
me gardens, streams and rivers,

er-beautiful aspests of the

mﬁhﬁaﬁb at this season
us svho are compelled to
of brigkworls, called towns
' roeze and the bright

country, wear

of the year; and those

and eities, sigh for the

the healthy bree
“face of Nature. YWho amongst us—at this time of

the year, at all events—would not willingly exchange

all the pleasures of town for a quiet home in the °

country !

We wanbwholesonte air. © Air,” says old Fuller,
% i3 g dish one feeds on.every minute, pud thersiore
it mush needs be pood.” We want light, “God's
eldest danghier ;" such fair, bright light asnever
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we come home, and that
shall be thoroughly com-
fortable in all its arrange-
ments. As sensible people,
we are anxious to escape
from

“The crowd, the buzz, and

murmurings

" Of this great hive, the city ;"
to make the best nze of
our liberty, and recruit
our exhausted energies.

How we long for the
pleasant walk in  the
shady lane! — for the
ramble in thewood, where,
of old, we gathered nuts
and hlackberries '—for the
velvety meadow, where
the lounging kine are
blinking in the sunshine !
—for the path through the
cornfields, on the yellow
upland ! — for the wide
prospect from the hill that
stretehes away to sea !

Our artist has given us
a picture of these sum-
mer thoughts. We ‘see a
pleasant group amongst
trees and flowers. The
group may be taken
to iymfy  the revolv-
ing seasons of life—the
childhood of spring, the
womanhood = of summer,
the  maturity of autumn,
the !*frosty but kindly”
winter of old age. The
artist has notforgottenthe
swallows. Those seekers
after a perpetual summer
have found it for awhile
in an English garden. But
the artist shows us these
swallows on the wing, fiut-
tering away {o warmer
climes, over thick forests
and deep waters, even fo
the old land of the Pha-
rachs,

Lord Bacon tells us ¢ Lu-
cullus answered Pompey
well, who, when he saw
his stately galleries and
rooms, o large and well
lighted, in oneof hishouses,
said, *Surely, an excellent
place forsummer; but how
do you do in winter?’
“Why,' said Lucullus,
fdo you not think me as
wise as the birds that
change their abade toward
the winter 2*” Themigra-
tion of the swallows has
engaged the attention of
every observant man, and
is one of the many remark-
able illustrations of animal
instinet. Winter is un-
known to the swallows,
for they leave the green
meadows of England be-
fore it arrives, and live a
life of ,enjoyment among
the myrtle and oran
groves of Ttaly and the
palme of Africa. 1uthisre-
speet we cannot copy their
example, and, indeed, it
would be tedious work ;
and but comparatively few
of us can adopt the plan of
Lucullus, and possess our-
selves of separate man-
sions, specially suitable for
summer or winter; but,
thanks to cheap railways,
we can enjoy the fresh
air and green fields for a
trifle, coming back to our
homes, wherever thev may

shines in town. We want & pleasant prospect, ““a | the shadow of old trees ; a garden that shall yield | be, all the better and brighter for our trip—
medley of land and water ;" something that shall re- | usflowersand fruits, Wewantahometolivein, fit for | our frames invigorated by the change of air
iresh us with its beauty and tranquillity. We want | the surmer weather, that shall look pleasant, and, and mode of life, and our minds stored with new

a garden where we may rusticate, and sit beneath | like a cheerful friend, seem to welcome us when | ideas.





