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THE AMERICAN MARQUIS.

CHAPTER L
A MASHED SIRANGER,

A guaint old town is Morlsix, in Upper Britanny, and full
of rumbling streets and aucient hovscs,

Away ab the end of (he Rue Perelle, and standing in deso-
late solitnde, as if waiting for the sleepy old town to catch
up with it; = a dilaptdated honse,

1t iz sbandoned now, and it ought to have been so half a
centory aoo. Bt it was Bot

Tass than twenty years ugo, had the townspeople been
asked who lived there, they would have shrngged their
shoulders and spread oul their hands v good French fashion
il said:

““ An prilst—an American.  Pauore diable "

“Thut was all they knew. He wus an o artist, and an
American: so, ol course, he was a poor devil,

Clinton Hastings wonld Tave aﬂig something very like if,
too, had hiz opinion of himself been asked.

Move especially had he been azked, one wild November
night, as he gat with hiz eyes intently fixed on the easel be-
[ore him.

A young man, and a handsome one, too, In spite of the
uneared for curling, brown beard which Lid the whole lower
|n11't. of his face. 1In apite of the throadhbare clothes so care-
cssly worn; in spite of the half-reckless, half-gloomy, al-
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L THE AMERICAN MARGIIS,

most sneoring expression hovering about the nostrils of his
clear-cut nose and the comers of nis elear g Ay eyes.

¢ Bah!™ he muiterad, scornfully thrasting his bands deep-
er into the pockets of his blouge and etretehing his legs ont
Tike a pair of compasses, ** [ do nothing but, r]nmm tove
a shadow! Auother man’s wife, it may be! Ye gods aud
little fishes! I eoe o woman once; I paint her pwtuw from
memaory; I sit and dream. Ay, uu:i atnrve, oo, Clinton
Tlastings, you are an 283 !”

"'he eloth covering was angrily thrown ever the ravishing
face, and the artist went on muttering:

"'BEH’-LI’ look ab your rejected picture, Clinton, my boy.”

A disdainfo!ly fhrew the clunh from a large picee of can-
vag, daclosing tL]ﬂﬂl’iEC‘-ﬂpE Tiow.

&l um.}f"'le Jooked, at it for eeveral minuies, holdiey o
~Jamip ss ayto throw tho light upon it.

Suddenly Le atarted, and torned 1z head to listen,

1le heard a soft footlull on Lhe creakine slalis

A grim smile 11%‘!1’5':&(1 the groy cyos as Ulinton held a dia-
lorue wilh himaelf.

A thigt?

“ Nothing to steal—ezcept my ploture—-—

£ "'H_"'"F.:LL 4

s Nothine o eat—excapt my piclure,

“A [riend 2

f Moi Liew! [ have mone-—except my pictore.”

The fivet two limes he made his answer he nodded jeer-
ingly at his landseape, Imt the last time he turned toward
his lpﬂrtrmr- e i ©lt-znvape, half-vestatic expresaion.

e waz madly in love with a shadow!

A knock sounkded on his door.

“Come in!™

The door opened wide, and o masked man, robed to his
feet in a heavy cloak, stood framed in the door-way.

Whatever the voung artist may buve lell, he betraved oo
emaotion, Lok spmlT{mg with the ntmost Lnninrﬂ-. and with
ironical politeness, said:

“ Abh! Bos zeir, monsieur.  What shall it be—my money
or my life?”

““1f 1 wanted money I would not come here. If I wanted
vour life [ would wait a few days.”

¢ Aha, Monsienr le Diable, 1 see you know me well, Who
are you, then?”
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i That iz of no consagnence,™

“i]g it mot?  Well, mon wmi, lot me say to yoo two
things. First, I do not like musked strangers to come to
me af night. Becond, if they do come I throw them down
stairs.”

The prospect of an encounter seemed io give the artia
positive pleasure, nnd his eyes spackled us he made a quick
step forward.

*Stop!” gaid the stranger, coolly; I know yom can
throw me down stuire to-night., You are stropger than I
am, But what good woald it do youF 1 could come here
again a week hence ™

““Ah, ves, I ges,” cried Clinton, with a short laogh.
“You mean that in o week frem now I shall be so feeble
from slarvation that I cannet threw you down.™

¢ Kxactly,”

1 admire your forethought, bul not your wisdom. Yonu
ouly muke e more anxiouz to take advantare of the golden
opportunity, It will give me great pleasure to throw you
down stairs.”

The artist was etill amiling, but the reckless homor in
him was shown iu the gquick way i which be Tsid hold of
the etrangor,

“Yon don'l know yet what I came for, monsicur.”

{On the point of being ithrown down stairs, tho man in the
musk was nevertheless quite cool.

“True,” ejaculated (linton, releasing the man: © 1 ean
learn that first and remove vou afterward.  Business before
pleasnre, yon knaw,  Sit down.”

“ Thank yow,”

“Shall T take off your mask, or will you save me the
tromble ™

““Neither, if yon please. Yom must, in fact, promize
that vou will not seck to penelrate my disguise, or I will not
reverl my business.”

** That promise will not prevent me from dropping you
over the balusters, will ic?™

“0h, no. Yoo may do that nfterward, if you wish.”

“ All right, monsienr, You have my promise, and 1 wait
mﬁm;?ufm the happy moement when our interview shall have
ended,’

With maock politeness the artist gat down. The stranger
began as if telling a story:
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“ Your name is Clinton Hastings; vour picture was re-
jected by the Academy; you are hungry now; unless you
wave aid you will starve to death; yon have no friends—no

hn .

Bﬁntﬂn bowed, smiled cheerfully, and said:

¢ Az I have already partially snggested, yon are, perhaps,
the devil. [ think I mual use the windew instead of the
gtairs. Buot go on; you interest me.”

“ To.morrow you may have ten thousand frauecs, if you
will,”

““Then you arc really the devil, and it is my soul yoo
want. Dear me! Now, I didn’t avppose my sounl was
worth so much.”

“ Keep vour aoal: I only want your bady for to-night,”

“Ah, yesl I eomprehend now; yon wizh ma to kill some-
body for you, Heally, I am sorry the window isnol higher,”

1 am glad you can be so morry,™

“ Bo am 1Y

< My proposition iz this: You are to marry a woman
whose [ace von shall not gee 2

# Your family wiag born maeked, then ™

< YWhose nama you shall not know, and whom you musi
leave us soon as the marrisgs cersmony iz over,”

* What a charming mystery! Why, 1t & Jike the good
old times. Bnt go on; yon begin to amnse me,”

“You will let me Mindlold yoa, aud take vou bo the place
where the bride 15, After the wedding 1 will give into vour
hands the ten thonsand franes, and bring you back here,
still blindfolded.”

““ Arg you rendy now? Shall T open the window ™

o you refuse? Btarvation if you do, and plenty if yon
do not.”

¢ Pogitively, mongieur, you mortify me. I kuew, my-
self, that I was a fool, bnt how on earth did yon dis-
cover it?”

“[ do not understand you, monsienr.”

*Shall L explain, and then drop him out, or shall I drop
him out at once?

The young artist asked himseli this gnestion so calmly
that the maszked man was visibly affected by it, and
moved uneasily in his chair. Ervidently his proposition had
not been accepted, as he had expected, He affected com-
posure, however.




