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CHAPTER 1

In the fall of 1860 a stranger visiting the United States
would have thought that nothing short of a miracle could
preserve the union of states so proudly proclaimed by the
signers of the Declaration of Independence, and so
gloriously maintained by the gallant Washington.

The nomination of Abraham Lincoln for the
presidency by the Republican party was inevitable. The
proslavery Democracy was drunk with rage at the
prospect of losing control of the situation, which, up to
that time, had needed scarcely an effort to bind in riveted
chains impenetrable alike to the power of man or the
frowns of the Godhead; they had inaugurated a system of
mob-law and terrorism against all sympathizers with the
despised party. The columns of partisan newspapers
teemed each day in the year with descriptions of
disgraceful scenes enacted North and South by pro-
slavery men, due more to the long-accustomed
subserviency of Northern people to the slaveholders than

to a real, personal hatred of the Negro.
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The free negroes North and South, and those slaves
with the hearts of freemen who had boldly taken the
liberty denied by man, felt the general spirit of unrest and
uncertainty which was spreading over the country to such
an alarming extent. The subdued tone of the liberal
portion of the press, the humiliating offers of compromise
from Northern political leaders, and the numerous cases
of surrendering fugitive slaves to their former masters,
sent a thrill of mortal fear into the very heart of many a
household where peace and comfort had reigned for
many years. The fugitive slave had perhaps won the heart
of some Northern free woman; they had married,
prospered, and were happy. Now came the haunting dread
of a stealthy tread, an ominous knock, a muffled cry at
midnight, and the sunlight of the new day would smile
upon a broken-hearted woman with baby hands clinging
to her skirts, and children’s voices asking in vain for their
father lost to them forever. The Negro felt that there was
no safety for him beneath the Stars and Stripes, and, so
feeling, sacrificed his home and personal effects and fled
to Canada.

The Southerners were in earnest, and would listen
to no proposals in favor of their continuance in the Union
under existing conditions; namely, Lincoln and the
Republican party. The vast wealth of the South made
them feel that they were independent of the world. Cotton
was not merely king; it was God. Moral considerations
were nothing. Drunk with power and dazzled with

prosperity, monopolizing cotton and raising it to the
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influence of a veritable fetich, the authors of the Rebellion
did not admit a doubt of the success of their attack on the
Federal government. They dreamed of perpetuating
slavery, though all history shows the decline of the system
as industry, commerce, and knowledge advance. The
slaveholders proposed nothing less than to reverse the
currents of humanity, and to make barbarism flourish in
the bosom of civilization.

The South argued that the principle of right would
have no influence over starving operatives; and England
and France, as well as the Eastern States of the Union,
would stand aghast, and yield to the master stroke which
should deprive them of the material of their labor.
Millions of the laboring class were dependent upon it in all
the great centers of civilization; it was only necessary to
wave this sceptre over the nations and all of them would
acknowledge the power which wielded it. But, alas! the
supreme error of this anticipation was in omitting from
the calculation the power of principle. Right still had
authority in the councils of nations. Factories might be
closed, men and woman out of employment, but truth and
justice still commanded respect among men. The
proslavery men in the North encouraged the rebels before
the breaking out of the war. They promised the South that
civil war should reign in every free state in case of an
uprising of the Southern oligarchy, and that men should
not be permitted to go South to put down their brothers in

rebellion.
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Weak as were the Southern people in point of
numbers and political power, compared with those of the
North, yet they easily persuaded themselves that they
could successfully cope in arms with a Northern foe,
whom they affected to despise for his cowardly and
mercenary disposition. They indulged the belief, in proud
confidence, that their great political prestige would
continue to serve them among party associates at the
North, and that the counsels of the adversary would be
distracted and his power weakened by the effects of
dissension.

When the Republican banner bearing the names of
Abraham Lincoln for President and Hannibal Hamlin for
Vice-President flung its folds to the breeze in 1860, there
was a panic of apprehension at such bold manoeuvering;
mob-law reigned in Boston, Utica and New York City,
which witnessed the greatest destruction of property in
the endeavor to put down the growing public desire to
abolish slavery. Elijah Lovejoy’s innocent blood spoke in
trumpet tones to the reformer from his quiet grave by the
rolling river. William Lloyd Garrison’s outraged manhood
brought the blush of shame to the cheek of the honest
American who loved his country’s honor better than any
individual institution. The memory of Charles Sumner’s
brutal beating by Preston Brooks stamped the mad
passions of the hour indelibly upon history’s page. Debate
in the Senate became fiery and dangerous as the crisis
approached in the absorbing question of the perpetuation

of slavery.
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At the South laws were enacted abridging the
freedom of speech and press; it was difficult for
Northerners to travel in slave states. Rev. Charles T.
Torrey was sentenced to the Maryland penitentiary for
aiding slaves to escape; Jonathan Walker had been
branded with a red-hot iron for the same offense. In the
midst of the tumult came the “Dred Scott Decision,” and
the smouldering fire broke forth with renewed vigor. Each
side waited impatiently for the result of the balloting.

In November the Rubicon was passed, and Abraham
Lincoln was duly elected President contrary to the wishes
and in defiance of the will of the haughty South. There
was much talk of a conspiracy to prevent by fraud or
violence a declaration of the result of the election by the
Vice-President before the two Houses, as provided by law.
As the eventful day drew near patriotic hearts were sick
with fear or filled with forebodings. Would the certificates
fail to appear; would they be wrested by violence from the
hands ordered to bear them across the rotunda from the
Senate Chamber to the hall of the House, or would they be
suppressed by the only official who could open them,
John C. Breckenridge of Kentucky, himself a candidate
and in full sympathy with the rebellion.

A breathless silence, painfully intense, reigned in
the crowded chamber as the Vice-President arose to
declare the result of the election. Six feet in height, lofty in
carriage, youthful, dashing, he stood before them pale and
nervous. The galleries were packed with hostile

conspirators. It was the supreme moment in the life of the
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Republic. With unfaltering utterance his voice broke the
oppressive stillness:

“I therefore declare Abraham Lincoln duly elected
President of the United States for the term of four years
from the fourth of March next.”

It was the signal for secession, and the South let

loose the dogs of war.
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CHAPTER 2

During the week preceding the memorable 20th of
December, 1860, the streets of Charleston, S.C., were filled
with excited citizens who had come from all parts of the
South to participate in the preparations for seceding from
the Union. The hotels were full; every available space was
occupied in the homes of private citizens. Bands paraded
the streets heading processions of excited politicians who
came as delegates from every section south of Mason and
Dixon’s line; there was shouting and singing by the
populace, liberally mingled with barrelhead orations from
excited orators with more zeal than worth; there were
cheers for the South and oaths for the government at
Washington.

Scattered through the crowd traders could be seen
journeying to the far South with gangs of slaves chained
together like helpless animals destined for the slaughter-
house. These slaves were hurriedly sent off by their

master in obedience to orders from headquarters, which
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called for the removal of all human property from the
immediate scene of the invasion so soon to come. The
traders paused in their hurried journey to participate in
the festivities which ushered in the birth of the glorious
Confederate States of America. Words cannot describe the

SCeENeE.

“The winged heralds by command

Of sovereign power, with awful ceremony
And trumpet sound, proclaimed

A solemn council forthwith to be held

At Pandaemonium, the high capital

Of Satan and his peers.”

Among the traders the most conspicuous was a
noted man from St. Louis, by the name of Walker. He was
the terror of the whole Southwest among the Negro
population, bond and free; for it often happened that free
persons were kidnapped and sold to the far South.
Uncouth, ill-bred, hardhearted, illiterate, Walker had
started in St. Louis as a dray-driver, and now found
himself a rich man. He was a repulsive-looking person,
tall, lean and lank, with high cheekbones and face pitted
with the small-pox, gray eyes, with red eyebrows and
sandy whiskers.

Walker, upon his arrival in Charleston, took up his
quarters with his gang of human cattle in a two-story flat
building, surrounded by a stone wall some twelve feet
high, the top of which was covered with bits of glass, so

that there could be no passage over it without great
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personal injury. The rooms in this building resembled
prison cells, and in the office were to be seen iron collars,
hobbles, handcuffs, thumbscrews, cowhides, chains, gags
and yokes.

Walker’s servant Pompey had charge of fitting the
stock for the market-place. Pompey had been so long
under the instructions of the heartless speculator that he
appeared perfectly indifferent to the heart-rending scenes
which daily confronted him.

On this particular morning, Walker brought in a
number of customers to view his stock; among them a
noted divine, who was considered deeply religious. The
slaves were congregated in a back yard enclosed by the
high wall before referred to. There were swings and
benches, which made the place very much like a New
England schoolyard.

Among themselves the Negroes talked. There was
one woman who had been separated from her husband,
and another woman whose looks expressed the anguish of
her heart. There was old “Uncle Jeems,” with his whiskers
off, his face clean shaven, and all his gray hairs plucked
out, ready to be sold for ten years younger than he was.
There was Tobias, a gentleman’s body servant educated at
Paris, in medicine, along with his late master, sold to the
speculator because of his intelligence and the temptation
which the confusion of the times offered for him to

attempt an escape from bondage.
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“O, my God!” cried one woman, “send dy angel
down once mo’ ter tell me dat you’s gwine ter keep yer
word, Massa Lord.”

“O Lord, we’s been a-watchin’ an’ a-prayin’, but de
‘liverer done fergit us!” cried another, as she rocked her
body violently back and forth.

It was now ten o’ clock, and the daily examination of
the stock began with the entrance of Walker and several
customers.

“What are you wiping your eyes for?” inquired a fat,
red-faced man, with a white hat set on one side of his head
and a cigar in his mouth, of the woman seated on a bench.

“Cause I left my mon behin’.”

“Oh, if I buy you, I'll furnish you with a better man
than you left. I've got lots of young bucks on my farm,”
replied the man.

“I don’t want anudder mon, an’ I tell you, massa, I
nebber will hab anudder mon.”

“What’s your name?” asked a man in a straw hat, of
a Negro standing with arms folded across his breast and
leaning against the wall.

“Aaron, sar.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-five.”

“Where were you raised?”

“In Virginny, sar.”

“How many men have owned you?”

“Fo.”

“Do you enjoy good health?”

11
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“Yas, sar.”

“Whipped much?”

“No, sar. I s’pose I didn’t desarve it, sar.”

“I must see your back, so as to know how much
you’ve been whipped, before I conclude a bargain.”

“Cum, unharness yoseff, ole boy. Don’t you hear the
gemman say he wants to zammin yer?” said Pompey.

The speculator, meanwhile, was showing particular
attention to the most noted and influential physician of
Charleston. The doctor picked out a man and a woman as
articles that he desired for his plantation, and Walker
proceeded to examine them.

“Well, my boy, speak up and tell the doctor what’s
your name.”

“Sam, sar, is my name.”

“How old are you?”

“Ef I live ter see next corn plantin’ I'll be twenty-
seven, or thirty, or thirty-five, I dunno which.”

“Ha, ha ha! Well, doctor, this is a green boy. Are you
sound?”

“Yas, sar; I spec’ I is.”

“Open your mouth, and let me see your teeth. I
allers judge a nigger’s age by his teeth, same as I do a hoss.
Good appetite?”

“Yas, sar.”

“Get out on that plank and dance. I want to see how
supple you are.”

“I don’t like to dance, massa; I'se got religion.”

12
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“Got religion, have you? So much the better. I like to
deal in the gospel, doctor. He'll suit you. Now, my gal,
what’s your name?”

“I is Big Jane, sar.”

“How old are you?”

“Don’ know, sar; but I was born at sweet pertater
time.”

“Well, do you know who made you?”

“I hev heard who it was in de Bible, but I done fergit
de gemman’s name.”

“Well, doctor, this is the greenest lot of niggers I've
had for some time, but you may have Sam for a thousand
dollars and Jane for nine hundred. They are worth all I ask
for them.”

“Well, Walter, I reckon I'll take them,” replied the
doctor.

“I'll put the handcuffs on ‘em, and then you can pay

“Why,” remarked the doctor, “there comes
Reverend Pinchen.”

“It is Mr. Pinchen as I live; jest the very man I want
to see.” As the reverend gentleman entered the enclosure,
the trader grasped his hand, saying: “Why, how do you do,
Mr. Pinchen? Come down to Charleston to the
Convention, I s’pose? Glorious time, sir, glorious; but it
will be gloriouser when the new government has spread
our institootions all over the conquered North. Gloriouser
and gloriouser. Any camp-meetin’s, revivals, death-bed

scenes, or other things in your line going on down here?
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How’s religion prospering now, Mr. Pinchen? I always like
to hear about religion.”

“Well, Mr. Walker, the Lord’s work is in good
condition everywhere now. Mr. Walker, I've been in the
gospel ministry these thirteen years, and I know that the
heart of man is full of sin and desperately wicked. Religion
is a good thing to live by, and we’ll want it when we die.
And a man in your business of buying and selling slaves
needs religion more than anybody else, for it makes you
treat your people well. Now there’s Mr. Haskins—he’s a
slave-trader like yourself. Well, I converted him. Before he
got religion he was one of the worst men to his niggers I
ever saw; his heart was as hard as a stone. But religion has
made his heart as soft as a piece of cotton. Before I
converted him he would sell husbands from their wives
and delight in doing it; but now he won’t sell a man from
his wife if he can get anyone to buy them together. I tell
you, sir, religion has done a wonderful work for him.”

“I know, Mr. Pinchen, that I ought to have religion,
and that I am a great sinner; and whenever I get with good,
pious people, like you and the doctor, I feel desperate
wicked. I know that I would be happier with religion, and
the first spare time I have I'm going to get it. I'll go to a
protracted meeting, and won’t stop till I get religion.”

Walker then invited the gentlemen to his office, and
Pompey was dispatched to purchase wine and other
refreshments for the guests.

Within the magnificent hall of the St. Charles Hotel

a far different scene was enacted in the afternoon. The
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leading Southern politicians were gathered there to
discuss the election of Lincoln, the “sectional” candidate,
and to give due weight and emphasis to the future acts of
the new government. There was exaltation in every
movement of the delegates, and they were surrounded by
the glitter of a rich and powerful assemblage in a high
state of suppressed excitement, albeit this meeting was but
preliminary to the decisive acts of the following week.

The vast hall, always used for dancing, was filled
with tables which spread their snow-white wings to receive
the glittering mass of glass, plate and flowers. The spacious
galleries were crowded to suffocation by beautiful
Southern belles in festive attire. Palms and fragrant shrubs
were everywhere; garlands of flowers decorated the walls
and fell, mingled with the new flag—the stars and bars—
gracefully above the seat of the chairman.In the gallery
opposite the speaker’s desk a band was stationed; Negro
servants in liveries of white linen hurried noiselessly to
and fro. The delegates filed in to their places at table to the
crashing strains of “Dixie”; someone raised the new flag
aloft and waved it furiously; the whole assembly rose en
masse and cheered vociferously, and the ladies waved
their handkerchiefs. Mirth and hilarity reigned. The first
attention of the diners was given to the good things before
them. After cigars were served the music stopped, and the
business of the day began in earnest.

There was the chairman, Hon. Robert Toombs of

Georgia; there was John C. Breckenridge of Kentucky,
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Stephen A. Douglas, Alexander H. Stevens, and Jefferson
Davis.

“Silence!” was the cry, as Hon. Robert Toombs, the
chairman, arose.

“Fellow Delegates and Fellow Citizens: I find myself
in a most remarkable situation, and I feel that every
Southern gentleman sympathizes with me. Here am I,
chairman of a meeting of the most loyal, high-spirited and
patriotic body of men and their guests and friends, that
ever assembled to discuss the rights of humanity and
Christian progress, and yet unable to propose a single toast
with which we have been wont to sanction such a meeting
as this. With grief that consumes my soul, I am compelled
to bury in the silence of mortification, contempt and
detestation the name of the government at Washington.

“I can only counsel you, friends, to listen to no vain
babbling, to no treacherous jargon about overt acts; they
have already been committed. Defend yourselves; the
enemy is at your door; wait not to meet him at the
hearthstone,—meet him at the door-sill, and rive him from
the temple of liberty, or pull down its pillars and involve
him in a common ruin. Never permit this federal
government to pass into the traitorous hands of the black
Republican party.

“My language may appear strong; but it is mild
when we consider the attempt being made to wrest from
us the exclusive power of making laws for our own

community. The repose of our homes, the honor of our
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color, and the prosperity of the South demand that we
resist innovation.

“I rejoice to see around me fellow-laborers worthy
to lead in the glorious cause of resisting oppression, and
defending our ancient privileges which have been set by
an Almighty hand. We denounce once and for all the
practices proposed by crazy enthusiasts, seconded by
designing knaves, and destined to be executed by demons
in human form. We shall conquer in this pending struggle;
we will subdue the North, and call the roll of our slaves
beneath the very shadow of Bunker Hill. ‘It is a
consummation devoutly to be wished.’

“And now, I call upon all true patriots in token of
their faith, to drink deep of one deserving their fealty,—the
guardian and savior of the South, Jefferson Davis.”

Vociferous cheers broke forth and shook the
building. The crowd surrounding the hotel took it up, and
the name “Davis!” “Davis!” was repeated again and again.
He arose in his seat and bowed profoundly; the band
played “See the Conquering Hero Comes”; a lady in the
gallery back of him skilfully dropped a crown of laurel
upon his head. The crowd went mad; they tore the
decorations from the walls and pelted their laurel-
crowned hero until he would gladly have had them cease;
but such is fame. When the cheers had somewhat
subsided, Mr. Davis said:

“I must acknowledge, my fellow-citizens, the truth
of the remarks just made by our illustrious friend, Senator

Toombs. I was never more satisfied with regard to the
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future history of our country than I am at present. I
believe in state rights, slavery, and the Confederacy that
we are about to inaugurate.

“The principle of slavery is in itself right, and does
not depend upon difference of complexion. Make the
laboring man the slave of one man, instead of the slave of
society, and he would be far better off. Slavery, black or
white, is necessary. Nature has made the weak in mind or
body for slaves.

“In five days your delegates from all the loyal
Southern States will meet here in convention. I feel the
necessity that every eye be fixed upon the course which
will be adopted by this assembly of patriots. You know our
plans. South Carolina will lead the march of the gallant
band who will give us the liberty we crave. We are all
united in will and views, and therefore powerful. I see
before me in my colleagues men to whom the tranquility
of our government may be safely confided—-men devoted
and zealous in their interest—senators and representatives
who have managed everything for our aid and comfort.
Few of the vessels of the navy are available at home; the
army is scattered on the Western frontier, while all the
trained officers of the army are with us. Within our limits
we have control of the entire government property—
mints, custom-houses, post-offices, dock-yards, revenue-
cutters, arsenals and forts. The national finances have been
levied upon to fill our treasury by our faithful Southern
members of the late cabinet. Yes, friends, all is ready;

every preparation is made for a brief and successful fight
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for that supremacy in the government of this nation which
is our birthright. (Tremendous applause.)

“By the election just thrust upon us by the
Republican party the Constitution is violated; and were we
not strong to sustain our rights, we should soon find
ourselves driven to prison at the point of the bayonet
(cries of ‘Never, never!), ousted from the council of state,
oblivion everywhere, and nothing remaining but ourselves
to represent Truth and Justice. We believe that our ideas
are the desires of the majority of the people, and the
people represent the supreme and sovereign power of
Right! (Hear! hear! cheers.) For Abraham Lincoln (hisses)
nothing is inviolate, nothing sacred; he menaces, in his
election, our ancient ideas and privileges. The danger
grows greater. Let us arise in our strength and meet it
more than half way. Are you ready, men?”

“We are ready!” came in a roar like unto the waters
of the mighty Niagara. “What shall we do?”

“No half measures; let it be a deed of grandeur!”

“It shall be done!” came in another mighty chorus.

“In such a crisis there must be no vacuum. There
must be a well-established government before the people.
You, citizens, shall take up arms; we will solicit foreign re-
enforcements; we will rise up before this rail-splitting
ignoramus a terrible power; we will overwhelm this
miserable apology for a gentleman and a statesman as a
terrible revolutionary power. Do you accept my

proposition?”
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“Yes, yes!” came as a unanimous shout from the soul
of the vast assembly.

“Our Northern friends make a great talk about free
society. We sicken of the name. What is it but a
conglomeration of greasy mechanics, filthy operatives,
small-fisted farmers, and moonstruck Abolitionists? All the
Northern States, and particularly the New England States,
are devoid of society fitted for well-bred gentlemen. The
prevailing class one meets with is that of mechanics
struggling to be genteel, and farmers who do their own
drudgery, and yet who are hardly fit for association with a
gentleman’s slave.

We have settled this matter in the minds of the
people of the South by long years of practice and
observation; and I believe that when our principles shall
have been triumphantly established over the entire
country—North, South, West—a long age of peace and
prosperity will ensue for the entire country. Under our
jurisdiction wise laws shall be passed for the benefit of the
supreme and subordinate interests of our communities.
And when we have settled all these vexed questions I see a
season of calm and fruitful prosperity, in which our
children’s children may enjoy their lives without a thought
of fear or apprehension of change.”

Then the band played; there was more cheering and
waving of handkerchiefs, in the midst of which John C.
Breckenridge arose and gracefully proposed the health of
the first President of the Confederate States of America. It

was drunk by every man, standing. Other speakers
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followed, and the most intemperate sentiments were
voiced by the zealots in the great cause. The vast crowd
went wild with enthusiasm.

St. Clair Enson, one of the most trusted delegates,
and the slave-trader Walker sat side by side at the table,
and in the excitement of the moment all the prejudices of
the Maryland aristocrat toward the vile dealer in human
flesh were forgotten.

The convention had now passed the bounds of all
calmness. Many of the men stood on chairs, gesticulating
wildly, each trying to be heard above his neighbor. In vain
the Chair rapped for order. Pandemonium reigned. At one
end of the long table two men were locked in deadly
embrace, each struggling to enforce his views upon the
other by brute strength.

One man had swept the dishes aside, and was
standing upon the table, demanding clamorously to be
heard, and above all the band still crashed its brazen notes
of triumph in the familiar strains of “Dixie.”

A Negro boy handed a letter to Mr. Enson. He
turned it over in his hand, curiously examining the
postmark.

“When did this come, Cato?”

“More’n a munf, massa,” was the reply.

Mr. Enson tore open the envelope and glanced over
its contents with a frowning face.

“Bad news?” ventured Walker, with wunusual

familiarity.
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“The worst possible for me. My brother is married,
and announces the birth of a daughter.”

“Well, daughters are born every day. I don’t see how
that can hurt you.”

“It happens in this case, however, that this particular
daughter will inherit the Enson fortune,” returned Enson
with a short laugh.

Walker gave a long, low whistle. “Who was your
brother’s wife? Any money?”

“Clark Sargeant’s daughter. Money enough on both
sides; but the trouble is, it will never be mine.” Another
sharp, bitter laugh.

“Sargeant, Sargeant,” said Walker, musingly. “Pears
to me I've had business with a gentleman of the same
name years ago, in St. Louis. However, it can’t be the same
one, ‘cause this man hadn’t any children. Leastways, I
never heard on eny.”

“Perhaps it is the same man. Clark Sargeant was
from St. Louis; moved to Baltimore when the little girl was
five years old. Mr. and Mrs. Sargeant are dead.”

“Same man, same man. Um, um,” saidWalker,
scratching the flesh beneath his sandy whiskers
meditatively, as he gazed at the ceiling. “Both dead, eh?
Come to think of it, I moight be mistaken about the little
gal. Has she got black hair and eyes and a cream-colored
skin, and has she growed up to be a all-fired pesky fine

woman?”
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“Can’t say,” replied Enson, with a yawn as he rose to
his feet. “I've never had the pleasure of meeting my sister-
in-law.”

“When you going up to Baltimore?” asked Walker.

“Next week, on ‘The Planter.”

“Think I'll take a trip up with you. You don’t mind
my calling with you on your brother’s family, do you, Mr.
Enson? I would admire to introduce myself to Clark
Sargeant’s little gal. She moight not remember me at first,
but I reckon I could bring back recollections of me to her
mind, ef it’s jes’ the same to you, Mr. Enson.”

“O, be hanged to you. Go where you please. Go to
the devil,” replied Enson, as he swung down the hall and
elbowed his way out.

“No need of goin’ to the devil when he’s right side of
you, Mr. Enson,” muttered Walker, as he watched the
young man out of sight. “You d—d aristocrats carry things
with a high hand; I'll be glad to take a reef in your sails,

and I'll do it, too, or my name’s not Walker.”
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CHAPTER 3

St. Clair Enson was the second son of an aristocratic
Maryland family. He had a fiery temper that knew no
bounds when once aroused. Motherless from infancy, and
born at a period in the life of his parents when no more
children were expected, he grew up wild and self-willed.
As his character developed it became evident that an
unsavory future was before him. There was no malicious
mischief in which he was not found, and older heads
predicted that he would end on the gallows. Sensual, cruel
to ferocity, he was a terror to the God-fearing community
where he lived. With women he was successful from
earliest youth, being possessed of the diabolical beauty of
Satan himself. There was great rejoicing in the quiet
village near which Enson Hall was situated when it was
known that the young scapegrace had gone to college.

The atmosphere of college life suited him well, and
he was soon the leader of the fastest set there. He was the

instigator of innumerable broils, insulted his teachers, and
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finally fought a duel, killing his man instantly. According
to the code of honor of the time, this was not murder; but
expulsion from the halls of learning followed for St. Clair,
and much to his surprise and chagrin, his father, who had
always indulged and excused his acts as the
thoughtlessness of youth’s high spirits, was thoroughly
enraged.

There was a curious scene between them, and no
one ever knew just what passed, but it was ended by his
father’s saying:

“You have disgraced the name of Enson, and now
you dare make a joke to me of your wickedness. Let me
not see your face in this house again. Henceforth, until
you have redeemed yourself by an honest man’s career, I
have but one son, your brother Ellis.”

“As you please, sir,” replied St. Clair nonchalantly, as
he placed the check his father handed him in his pocket,
bowed, and passed from the room.

That was the last heard of him for five years, when
at his father’s death he went home to attend the funeral.

By the terms of the will St. Clair received a small
annuity, to be enlarged at the discretion of his brother,
and in event of the latter’s death without issue, the estate
was to revert to St. Clair’s heirs “if any there be who are an
honor to the name of Enson,” was the wording of the will.
In the event of St. Clair’s continuing in disgrace and
“having no honorable and lawful issue,” the property was

to revert to a distant branch of cousins, “for I have no
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mind that debauchery and crime shall find a home at
Enson Hall.”

After this St. Clair seemingly dropped his wildest
habits, but was still noted on all the river routes of the
South as a reckless and daring gambler.

His man Isaac was as much of a character as himself,
and many a game they worked together on the
inexperienced, and many a time but for Isaac, St. Clair
would have fared ill at the hands of his victims. Isaac was
given to his young master at the age of ten years. The only
saving grace about the scion of aristocracy appeared in his
treatment of Isaac. Master and slave were devoted to each
other.

As a last resource young Enson had gone in for
politics, and the luck that had recently deserted him at
cards and dice, favored him here. The unsettled state of
the country and the threatening war-clouds were a boon
to the tired child of chance, which he hailed as harbingers
of better times for recreant Southern sons. He would gain
fame and fortune in the service of the new government.

All through the dramatic action of the next week
when history made so fast in the United States, when the
South Carolina convention declared that “the union then
subsisting between herself and other states of America,
was dissolved” and her example followed by Mississippi,
Florida, Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana, Texas, Virginia,
Arkansas, North Carolina and Tennessee, all through that
time when politics reached the boiling point, St. Clair,
although in the thickest of the controversy, busy making
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himself indispensable to the officials of the new
government, was thinking of the heiress of Enson Hall. He
was bitter over his loss, and ready to blame anyone but
himself.

In his opinion, Ellis was humdrum; he was mild and
peaceful in his disposition, because his blood was too
sluggish and his natural characteristics too womanish for
the life of a gentleman. Then, too, Ellis, was old, fifteen
years his senior, and he was twenty-five.

St. Clair shared the universal opinion of his world
(and to him the world did not exist north of Mason and
Dixon’s line), that a reckless career of gambling, wine and
women was the only true course of development for a
typical Southern gentleman. As he thought of the infant
heiress his face grew black with a frown of rage that for the
time completely spoiled the beauty women raved over.
His man Isaac, furtively watching him from the corner of
his eye, said to himself:

“I know dat dar’s gwine to be a rippit; Marse St.
Clair never look dat a way widout de debbil himself am
broked loose.” In which view of the case Isaac was about
right.

St. Clair made up his mind to go home and see this
fair woman who had come to blast his hopes and steal his
patrimony for her children. Perhaps as she was young, and
presumably susceptible, something might be done. He was
handsome-Ah, well! and he laughed a wicked laugh at his
reflection in the mirror; he would trust to luck to help him

out. He ordered Isaac to pack up.
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“Good Lawd, Marse St. Clair! I thought you’d done
settled here fer good. How comes we go right off?”

“We're going home, Isaac, to see the new mistress
Enson and my niece. Haven’t I told you that your master,
Ellis was married, and had a daughter?”

“Bress my soul! no sar!” replied Isaac, dropping the
clothes he held upon the floor. His master left the room.

“Now de Lawd help de mistress an’ de little baby. I
love my master, but he’s a borned debbil. He’s jes’ gwine
home to tare up brass, dat’s de whole collusion ob de
mystery.”

St. Clair Enson took passage on board “The Planter,”
which was ready to start upon its last trip up Chesapeake
Bay before going into the service of the Confederate
government. At that time this historic vessel was a side-
wheel steamer storing about fourteen hundred bales of
cotton as freight, but having accommodations for a
moderate number of passengers. No one of the proud
supporters of the new government dreamed of her
ultimate fate. The position of the South was defined, and
given to the world with a loud flourish of trumpets. By
their reasoning, a few short months would make them
masters of the entire country. Wedded to their idols, they
knew not the force of the “dire arms” which Omnipotence
would wield upon the side of Right. One of the most
daring and heroic adventures of the Civil War was
successfully accomplished by a party of Negroes, Robert
Small commanding, when the rebel gunboat “The Planter”

ran by the forts and batteries of Charleston Harbor, and
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reaching the flagship “Wabash” was duly received into the
service of the United States government.

St. Clair Enson went on board the steamer with
mixed feelings of triumph and chagrin—-triumph because
of the place he had made for himself in the councils of the
new government and the adulation meted out to him by
the public; chagrin because of his brother’s new family ties
and his own consequent poverty.

For a while he wandered aimlessly about, resisting
all the tempting invitations extended by his numerous
admirers in the sporting and political world to “have
something” at the glittering bar. But his pockets were
empty—they always were—and he finally allowed himself
to be cajolled to join in a quiet game in the hope of
replenishing his purse, where he saw the chances were all
in his favor.

The saloon was alight with music and gaiety; the
jolly company of travelers and the gaudy furniture were
reflected many times over in the gilded mirrors that
caught the rays of a large chandelier depending from the
center of the ceiling. To the eye and ear merriment held
high carnival; some strolled about, many sought the
refreshment bar, but a greater number-men and even
women-took part in the play or bet lightly on the players,
sotto voce, for pastime. The clink and gleam of gold was
there as it passed from hand to hand. Six men at a table
played baccarat; farther on, a party of very young people—
both sexes—played loo for small stakes. There were

quartets of whist players, too; but the most popular game
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was poker, for high stakes made by reckless and inveterate
gamblers.

St. Clair and his party found an empty table, and
Isaac, obedient to a sign from his master, brought him the
box containing implements for a game of poker. All the
men were inveterate gamblers, but Enson was an expert.
Gradually the on-lookers gathered about that one
particular table. Not a word was said; the men gripped
their cards and held their breaths, with now and then an
oath to punctuate a loss more severe than usual.

The slaver-trader Walker sauntered up to the place
where St. Clair sat, and stood behind him.

“What'’s the stakes?” he asked of his next neighbor.
The man addressed smiled significantly: “Not a bagatelle
to begin with; they’ve raised them three times.”

“Whew!” with a whistle. “And who is winning?”

“Oh, Enson, of course.”

“Why ‘of course?”” asked Walker with a wicked smile
on his ugly face.

“He always wins.”

“I reckon not now,” returned Walker, as he pointed
to the play just made.

“He’s dealing above board and square, and luck’s
agin him.”

It was true. From this time on Enson played again
and again, and lost. The other players left their seats and
stood near watching the famous gambler make his play.
Finally, with a muttered curse, he staggered up from his

chair and started to leave the table with desperate eyes and
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reeling gate. But he stopped as if struck by a sudden
inspiration, and resumed his seat.

“What will he do now?” was the unspoken thought
of the crowd.

“Isaac, come here,” called out Enson. “I will see you
and five hundred better,” he continued, addressing his
opponent, as the boy approached, and at a signal from
him climbed upon the table. The crowd watched the
strange scene in breathless silence.

“What price do you set on the boy?” asked the
winner, whose name was Johnson, taking a large roll of
bills from his pocket.

“He will bring eighteen hundred dollars any day in
the New Orleans market.”

“I reckon he ain’t noways vicious?” asked Johnson,
looking in the Negro’s smiling face.

“I've never seen him angry.”

“I'll give you fifteen hundred for him.”

“Eighteen,” returned Enson, with an ominous
tightening about the mouth.

“Well, I'll tell you what I'll do, the very best; I'll
make it sixteen hundred, no more, no less. That’s fair. Is it
a bargain?”

Enson nodded assent. The crowd heaved a sigh of
relief.

“Then you bet the whole of this boy, do you?”
continued Johnson.

“Yes.”

“I call you, then,” said Johnson.
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“I've got three queens,” replied Enson.

“Not enough,” said the other.

“Then if you beat three queens, you beat me.”

“I have four jacks, and the boy is mine.” The crowd
heaved another sigh as one man.

“Hold on! Not so fast!” shouted Enson. “You don’t
take him till you show me that you beat three queens.”
Johnson threw his five cards upon the table, and four of
them were jacks! “Sure,” said Johnson, as he looked at
Enson and then at the crowd.

“Sure!” came in a hoarse murmur from many
throats. For a moment all things whirled and danced
before Enson’s eyes as he realized what he had lost. The
lights from the chandelier shot out sparkles from piles of
golden coin, the table heaved, faces were indistinct. He
seemed to hear his father’s voice again in stern
condemnation, as he had heard it for the last time on
earth. His face was white and set. He was a man ready for
desperate needs. It seemed an hour to him, that short
second. Then he turned to the winner:

“Mr. Johnson, I quit you.”

Isaac was standing upon the table with the money at
his feet. As he stepped down, Johnson said:

“You will not forget that you belong to me.”

“No, sir.”

“Be up in time to brush my clothes and clean my
boots; do you hear?”

“Yas, sir,” responded Isaac, with a good-natured

smile and a long side-glance at Enson, in which one might
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have seen the lurking deviltry of a spirit kindred to his
master’s. Enson turned to leave the saloon, saying:

‘I claim the right of redeeming that boy, Mr.
Johnson. My father gave him to me when I was a lad. I
promised never to part with him.”

“Most certainly, sir; the boy shall be yours whenever
you hand me over a cool sixteen hundred,” returned
Johnson. As Enson moved away, chewing the bitter curd of
disappointment, Walker strolled up to him.

“That’s a bad bargain Johnson’s got in your man,
Mr. Enson.”

“How? Explain yourself.”

“If he finds him after tomorrow morning, it’s my
belief it won’t be the fault of Isaac’s legs.”

“Do you mean to say, sir, that I would connive at
robbing a gentleman in fair play?”

“Oh, no; it won’t be your fault,” replied Walker with
a familiar slap on Enson’s back, that made the latter wince;
“but he’s a cute darkey that you can sell in good faith to a
man, but he won’t stay with him. Bet you the nigger’ll be
in Baltimore time you are.”

“I'll take you. Make your bet.”

Walker shook his head. “No, don’t you do it. Luck’s
agin you, an’ I won’t rob you. That nigger’ll lose you, sure.”

Enson made no reply, but stood gazing moodily out
upon the dark waters of the Atlantic, through which the
steamer swiftly ploughed her way. Finally Walker

continued:
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“Why don’t you try another game? Keep it up; luck
may change. I'll lend you.”

Enson waved his hand impatiently and said: “No; no
more tonight. I have not a cent in the world until I eat
humble pie and beg money from my brother.”

“Tough!”

“Thank you. I do not want your sympathy.”

“My help, then. Perhaps I can help you. Enson
smiled derisively at the endless black waves and the
moonless sky.

“No man can do that. I have made my bed hard and
must abide the issue.”

“Oh, rot! Be a man, and keep on fighting ‘em. You'll
be all right presently. Never say die.”

“Perhaps you have a plan to compass the
impossible,” returned Enson with a sneer.

“I should say so. I've been thinking a good deal
about your brother’s marriage, and my old friends, the
Sargeants. What would it be worth to you now to find a
way to break off this marriage?”

“Break it off! Why man, that can’t be done. What are
you driving at?”

“Easy there, now. I said ‘break if off,” and I meant
‘break it off.” They used to tell me when I was a boy that
two heads was better'n one ef one was a sheep’s head.
Same case here. Job’s worth ten thou. I can see three thou
right in sight, that would make your bill about seven thou.”
Walker settled his hat at the back of his head, thrust his
hands deep in his hip pockets, and gazed out over the dark
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waters with a glance from his ferret-like gray eyes that
seemed to pierce the blackness.

“I don’t understand you, Walker; explain yourself.”

“I understand myself, and that’s enough. All you've
got to do is to put your I O U to a paper calling for seven
thousand dollars conditional on my rendering you
valuable service in a financial matter. Savey?”

“I'd do anything that would break this cursed luck
I'm having. Can you do anything? What do you mean,
anyhow, Walker?”

“Never mind what I mean. You meet me at Enson
Hall. Wait for me if you get there first. Be ready to sign the
paper, and I'll show you as neat a job as was ever put up by
any man on earth. That’s all.” Walker turned as he finished
speaking and walked away. St. Clair looked after him,
uncertain what to think of his strange words and actions.

(To be continued.)
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CHAPTER 4

The morning sun poured its golden light upon the
picturesque old house standing in its own grounds in one
of the suburban towns adjacent to Baltimore-the
Baltimore of 1858 or 1860.

The old house seemed to command one to render
homage to its beauty and stateliness. It was a sturdy brick
building flanked with offices and having outbuildings
touching the very edge of the deep, mysterious woods
where the trees waved their beckoning arms in every soft
breeze that came to revel in their rich foliage. This was
Enson Hall. The Hall was reached through a long dim
stretch of these woods—locusts and beeches—from ten to
twelve acres in extent; its mellow, red-brick walls framed
by a background of beechtrees reminded one of English
residences with their immense extent of private grounds.
In the rear of the mansion was the garden, with its huge
conservatories gay with shrubs and flowers. Piazzas and

porticoes promised delightful retreats for sultry weather.
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The interior of the house was in the style that came in
after the Revolution. An immense hall with outer door
standing invitingly open gave greeting to the guest. The
stairs wound from the lower floor to the rooms above. The
grand stairway was richly embellished with carving, and
overhead a graceful arch added much to the impressive
beauty which met the stranger’s first view. The rooms,
spacious and designed for entertaining largely, had
panelled wainscotting and carved chimney-pieces.

Ellis Enson, the master of the Hall, was a well-made
man, verging on forty. “Born with a silver spoon in his
mouth,” for the vast estate and all invested money was
absolutely at his disposal, he was the envy of the men of
his class and the despair of the ladies. He was extremely
good-looking, slight, elegant, with wavy dark hair, and an
air of distinction. Since his father’s death he had lived at
the Hall, surrounded by his slaves in lonely meditation,
fancy free. This handsome recluse had earned the
reputation of being morose, so little had he mixed with
society, so cold had been his politeness to the fair sex. His
farms, his lonely rides, his favorite books, had sufficed for
him. He was a good manager, and what was more
wonderful, considering his Southern temperament, a
thorough man of business. His crops, his poultry, his dairy
products, were of the very first quality. Sure it was that his
plantation was a paying investment. Meanwhile the great
house, with all its beautiful rooms and fine furniture,
remained closed to the public, and was the despair of

managing mammas with many daughters to provide with
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eligible husbands. Enson was second to none as a “catch,”
but he was utterly indifferent to women.

Just about this time when to quarry the master of
Enson Hall seemed a hopeless task, Hagar Sargeant came
home from a four years’ sojourn at the North in a young
ladies’ seminary.

The Sargeant estate was the one next adjoining
Enson Hall; not so large and imposing, but a valuable
patrimony that had descended in a long line of Sargeants
and was well preserved. For many years before Hagar’s
birth the estate had been rented because of financial
misfortunes, and they had lived in St. Louis, where Mr.
Sargeant had engaged in trade so successfully that when
Hagar was six years old they were enabled to return to
their ancestral home and resume a life of luxurious
leisure. Since that time Mr. Sargeant had died. On a trip to
St. Louis, where he had gone to settle his business affairs,
he contracted cholera, then ravaging many large cities of
the Southwest, and had finally succumbed to the scourge.
Hagar, their only child, then became her mother’s sole joy
and inspiration. Determined to cultivate her daughter’s
rare intellectual gifts, she had sent her North to school
when every throb of her heart demanded her presence at
home. She had developed into a beautiful girl, the
admiration and delight of the neighborhood to which she
returned, almost a stranger after her long absence.

A golden May morning poured its light through the
open window of the Sargeant breakfast-room. A

pleasanter room could scarcely be found, though the
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furniture was not of latest fashion, and the carpet slightly
faded. There was a bay window that opened on the
terrace, below which was a garden; there was a table in the
recess spread with dainty china and silver, and the remains
of breakfast; honeysuckles played hide-and-seek at the
open window. Aunt Henny, a coal-black Negress of kindly
face, brought in the little brass-bound oaken tub filled
with hot water and soap, and the linen towels. Hagar stood
at the window contemplating the scene before her. It was
her duty to wash the heirlooms of colonial china and
silver. From their bath they were dried only by her dainty
fingers, and carefully replaced in the corner cupboard. Not
for the world would she have dropped one of these
treasures. Her care for them, and the placing of every one
in its proper niche, was wonderful to behold. Not the royal
jewels of Victoria were ever more carefully guarded than
these family heirlooms.

This morning Hagar was filled with a delicious
excitement, caused by she knew not what. The china and
silver were an anxiety unusual to her. She felt a physical
exhilaration, inspired, no doubt, by the delicious weather.
She always lamented at this season of the year the lost
privileges of the house of Sargeant, when their right of
way led directly from the house to the shining waters of
the bay. There was a path that led to the water still, but it
was across the land of their neighbor Enson. Sometimes
Hagar would trespass; would cross the parklike stretch of
pasture, bordered by the woodland through which it ran,

and sit on the edge of the remnant of a wharf, by which
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ran a small, rapid river, an arm of Chesapeake Bay,
chafing among wet stones and leaping gaily over rocky
barriers. There she would dream of life before the
Revolution, and in these dreams participate in the joys of
the colonial dames. She longed to mix and mingle with the
gay world; she had a feeling that her own talents, if
developed, would end in something far different from the
calm routine, the housekeeping and churchgoing which
stretched before her. Sometimes softer thoughts possessed
her, and she speculated about love and lovers. This
peaceful life was too tranquil and uneventful. Oh, for a
break in the humdrum recurral of the same events day
after day.

She had never met Ellis Enson. He was away a great
part of the time before she left home for school, and since
she had returned. If she remembered him at all, it was
with the thought of a girl just past her eighteenth birthday
for a man forty.

This morning Hagar washed the silver with the
sleeves of her morning robe turned up to the shoulder,
giving a view of rosy, dimpled. arms. “A fairer vision was
never seen,” thought the man who paused a moment at
the open window to gaze again upon the pretty, homelike
scene. As Hagar turned from replacing the last of the
china, she was startled out of her usual gay indifference at
the sight of a handsome pair of dark eyes regarding her
intently from the open window. A quick wonder flashed in
the eyes that met hers; the color deepened in his face as he

saw he was observed. The girl’s beauty startled him so, that
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for a moment he lost the self-control that convention
dictates. Then he bared his head in courteous
acknowledgement of youth and beauty, with an apology
for his seeming intrusion.

“I beg pardon,” Enson said in his soft, musical tones;
“is Mrs. Sargeant at home? I did not know she had
company.”

“I am not company; I am Hagar. Yes, mamma is at
home; if you will come in, I will take you to her.”

He turned and entered the hall door and followed
her through the dark, cool hall to the small morning-
room, where Mrs. Sargeant spent her mornings in semi-
invalid fashion. Then a proper introduction followed, and
Ellis Enson and Hagar Sargeant were duly acquainted.

At forty Enson still retained his faith in
womanhood, although he had been so persistently
pursued by all the women of the vicinity. He believed
there were women in the world capable of loving a man
for himself alone without a thought of worldly advantage,
only he had not been fortunate enough to meet them.

He had a very poor opinion of himself. Adulation
had not made him vain. His face indicated strong passions
and much pride; but it was pride of caste, not self. There
was great tenderness of the eye and lip, and signs of a
sensitive nature that could not bear disgrace or downfall
that might touch his ancient name. After he left the
Sargeant home Hagar’s face haunted him; the pure
creamy skin, the curved crimson lips ready to smile,-lips

sweet and firm,—the broad, low brow, and great, lustrous,
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long-lashed eyes of brilliant black-soft as velvet, and full
of light with the earnest, cloudless gaze of childhood; and
there was heart and soul and mind in this countenance of
a mere girl. Such beauty as this was a perpetual delight to
feast the eyes and charm the senses—aye, to witch a man’s
heart from him; for here there was not only the glory of
form and tints, but more besides,—heart that could throb,
soul that could aspire, mind that could think. She was not
shy and self-conscious as young girls so often are; she
seemed quite at her ease, as one who has no thought of
self. He was conscious of his own enthralment. He knew
that he had set his feet in the perilous path of love at a late
day, but knowing this, he none the less went forward to his
fate.

After that the young girl and the man met
frequently. She did not realize when the time came that
she had grown to look for his coming. There were walks
and drives and accidental meetings in the woods. The sun
was brighter and the songs of the birds sweeter that
summer than ever before.

Ellis fell to day-dreaming, and the dreams were
tinged with gold, bringing a flush to his face and a thrill to
his heart. Still he would have denied, if accused, that this
was love at first sight—bah! That was a well-exploded
theory. And yet if it was not love that had suddenly come
into his being for this slender, dark-eyed girl, what was it?
A change had come into Ellis Enson’s life. The greatest

changes, too, are always unexpected.
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It was a sultry day; there was absolutely no chance
to catch a refreshing breeze within four walls. It was one
ofthe rare occasions when Mrs. Sargeant felt obliged to
make a business call alone. From the fields came the
sound of voices singing: the voices of slaves. Aunt Henny'’s
good-natured laugh occasionally broke the stillness.

“Now I shall have a nice quiet afternoon,” thought
Hagar, as she left the house for the shadow of the trees.
Under the strong, straight branches of a beech she tied
three old shawls, hammock-like, one under another, for
strength and safety. It was not very far from the ground. If
itshould come down, she might be bruised slightly, but not
killed. She crawled cautiously into her nest; she had let
down the long braids of her hair, and as she lolled back in
her retreat, they fell over the sides of the hammock and
swept the top of the long, soft grass. Lying there, with
nothing in sight but the leafy branches of the trees high
above her head, through which gleams of the deep blue
sky came softly, she felt as if she had left the world, and
was floating, Ariel-like, in midair.

After an hour of tranquility, footsteps were audible
on the soft grass. There was a momentary pause, then
someone came to a standstill beside her fairy couch.

“Back so soon, mamma? I wish you could come up
here with me; it is just heavenly.”

“Then I suppose you must be one of the heavenly
inhabitants, an angel, but I never can pay compliments as I

ought,” said a voice.
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“Mr. Enson!” Hagar was conscious of a distinct
quickening of heart-action and a rush of crimson to her
cheeks; with a pretty, hurried movement she rose to a
sitting position in her hammock; “I really am ashamed of
myself. I thought you were mamma.”

“Yes,” he answered, smiling at her dainty confusion.

“Mr. Enson,” she said again, this time gravely,
“politeness demands that I receive you properly, but
decency forbids I should do it unless you will kindly turn
your back to me while I step to earth once more.”

The man was inwardly shaking with laughter at the
grave importance with which she viewed the business in
hand, but not for worlds would he have had her conscious
of his mirth.

“I can help you out all right,” he said.

“No, I am too heavy. I think I will stay here until
you go.”

“Oh-but-say now, Miss Hagar, that is hard to drive
me away when I have just come; and such an afternoon,
too, hot enough to kill a darkey. Do let me help you
down.”

“No; I can get out myself if I must. Please turn your
back.”

Thus entreated, he turned his back and commenced
an exhaustive study of the landscape. Hagar arose; the
hammock turned up, and Ellis was just in time to receive
her in his arms as she fell.

“Hagar-my darling-you are not hurt?” he asks

anxiously, still holding her in a close embrace.
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“No; of course not. It is so good of you to be by to
care for me so nicely,” she said in some confusion.

“Hagar—-my darling,” he said again, with a desperate
resolve to let her know the state of his feelings, “will you
marry me?” She trembled as his lips pressed passionate
kisses on hers. The veil was drawn away. She understood—-
this was the realization of the dreams that had come to her
dimly all the tender springtime. Never in all her young life
had she felt so happy, so strangely happy. A soft flush
mounted to cheek and brow under his caresses.

“I don’t understand,” murmured the girl, trembling
with excitement.

“My darling, I think I have said it more plainly that
most men do. Hagar, I think you must know it; I have
made no secret of my love for you. Have you not
understood me all the days of the spring and summer?”

“Are you quite sure that you love me? You are so old
and wise, and I so ignorant to be the wife of so grand a
man as you.”

She glanced up fleetingly, and flushed more deeply
under the look she met. He folded her closer still in his
arms. His next words were whispered:

“My love! lift your eyes to mine, and say you love

Hagar had not dreamed that such passion as this
existed in the world. It seemed to take the breath of her
inner life and leave her powerless, with no separate

existence, no distinct mental utterance.
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Gently Ellis drew back the bright head against him,
and bent over the sweet lips that half sought his kiss; and
so for one long moment he knew a lifetime of happiness.
Then he released her.

“Heaven helping me, you shall be so loved and
shielded that sorrow shall never touch you. You shall
never repent trusting your young life to me. May I speak
to your mother tonight?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

And so they were betrothed. Ellis felt and meant all
that he said under the stress of the emotion of the
moment; but who calculates the effect of time and cruel
circumstance? Mrs. Sargeant was more than pleased at the
turn of events. Soon Ellis was taking the bulk of the
business of managing her estates upon his own strong
shoulders. These two seemed favored children of the gods
all that long, happy summer. She was his, and he was hers.

The days glided by like a dream, and soon brought
the early fall which was fixed for the wedding festivities.
All was sunshine. The wedding day was set for October.
On the morning of the day before, Hagar entered her
mother’s room as was her usual custom, to give her a
loving morning greeting, and found nothing but the cold,
unresponsive body, from which the spirit had fled. Then
followed days that were a nightmare to Hagar, but under
Ellis’ protecting care the storm of grief spent itself and
settled into quiet sadness. There was no one at the
Sargeant home but the bereaved girl and her servants. At
the end of a month Ellis put the case plainly before her,
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and she yielded to his persuasions to have the marriage
solemnized at once, so that he might assume his place as
her rightful protector. A month later than the time
originally set there was a quiet wedding, very different
from the gay celebration originally planned by a loving
mother, and the young mistress took her place in the
stately rooms of Enson Hall. When a twelve-month had
passed there was a little queen born—the heiress of the hall.
Ellis’ happiness was complete.
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CHAPTER 5

It was past the breakfast hour in the Hall kitchen, but
Marthy still lingered. It was cold outside; snow had fallen
the night before; the clouds were dull and threatening.
The raw northern blasts cut like bits of ice; the change was
very sudden from the pleasant coolness of autumn. The
kitchen was an inviting place; the blaze shot up gleefully
from between the logs, played hide-and-seek in dark
corners and sported merrily across the faces of the
pickaninnies sprawling on the floor and constantly under
Aunt Henny’s feet.

Aunt Henny now reigned supreme in the culinary
department of the Hall. Her head was held a little higher,
if possible, in honor of the new dignity that had come to
the family from the union of the houses of Enson and
Sargeant.

“Twarn’t my ‘sires fer a weddin’ so close to a fun’ral,
but Lor’, chile, dars a diffurunce in doin’ things, an’ it

‘pears dis weddin’s comin’ out all right. Dem two is a sight
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fer sore eyes, an’ as fer de baby”’-Aunt Henny rolled up
her eyes in silent ecstasy.

“Look hyar, mammy,” said Marthy, Mrs. Enson’s
maid and Aunt Henny’s daughter, “why don’ you see Unc’
Demus? He’d guv you a charm fer Miss Hagar to wear; she
needn’t know nuthin’ ‘bout it.”

“Sho, honey, wha’ you take me fo? I done went
down to Demus soon as dat weddin’ wus brung up.”

“Wha’ he say, mammy?”

“Let me ‘lone now tell I tells you.” Aunt Henny was
singeing pin-feathers from a pile of birds on the floor in
front of the fire. She dropped her task to give emphasis to
her words. “I carried him Miss Hagar’s pocket-hankercher
and he guv me a bag made outen de skin ob a rattlesnake,
an’ he put in it a rabbit’s foot an’ er sarpint’s toof, an’ er
squorerpin’s tail wid a leetle dust outen de graveyard an’
he sewed up de bag. Den he tied all dat up in de
hankercher an’ tell me solemn: ‘Long as yer mistis keep
dis ‘bout her, trouble’ll neber stay so long dat joy won’t
conquer him in de end.” So, honey, I done put dat charm
in Missee Hagar draw ‘long wid her tickler fixins an’ I
wants yer, Marthy, to take keer ob it,” she concluded, with
a grave shake of her turbanned head. Marthy was duly
impressed, and stood looking at her mother with awe in
every feature of her little brown face.

“Deed an’ I will, mammy.”

“My young Miss will be all right ef dat St. Clair

Enson keeps ‘way from hyar,” continued the woman

reflectively.
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“Who’s St. Clar Enson?” asked Marthy.

“Nemmin’ ‘bout him. Sometime I'll tell you when
you gits older. All you got ter do now is ter take mighty
good keer o’ your mistis and de baby,” replied her mother,
with a knowing wag of her head. “Fling anudder chunk on
dat fire!” she called to one of the boys playing on the floor.
“Gittin’ mighty cole fer dis time ob year, de a’r small
pow’rful lack mo’ snow.”

A shadow fell across the doorsill shutting out the
light for a moment, that came through the half-open
doorway. Marthy gave a shriek that ended in a giggle as a
young Negro, tall, black, smiling, sauntered into the
kitchen; it was Isaac. Aunt Henny threw her arms high
above her head in unbounded astonishment.

“En de name ob de Lawd! Isaac! What’s gwine ter
happen ter dis fambly now, Ike, dat you’s come sneakin’
home?”

Isaac grinned. “Isn’t you pow’rful glad ter see me,
Aunt Henny? I is ter see you an’ Marthy. Marfy’s a mighty
likely lookin’ gal, I low.” He gave a sly roll of his eye in the
direction where the girl stood regarding the athletic young
Negro with undisguised admiration.

“Non o’ dat,” sputtered Aunt Henny. “Don’ you go
tryin’ ter fool wid dat gal, you lim’ ob de debbil. Take
yo’sef right off! What yer doin’ hyar, enyhow? Dis ain’t no
place for you.”

“My marse tell’d me ter come,” replied Isaac, not at
all ruffled by his reception. “I ain’t gwine ter go right off;
ain’t tell’d none o’ de folks howdy yit.”
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“Your marse tell’d you ter come! What fer he tell’d
yer to come?” stormed Aunt Henny, with a derisive snort.
“Dat’s what I want ter know. Mymarse’ll have somethin’
ter say I reckon, ef yer marse did tell’d yer ter come. An’ I
b’lieve you’s a liar, ‘deed I do. I don’ b’lieve yer marser
knows whar you is at, dis blessid minnit.”

Isaac chuckled. “I'se come home ter see de new
mistis an’ de leetle baby; I cert'n’y hope dey is well. Marse
St. Clar’ll be hyar hisself bimeby.”

Aunt Henny stood a moment silently regarding the
boy. Fear, amazement and curiosity were blended in her
honest face. Plainly, she was puzzled. “De debbil turn’
sain’,” she muttered to herself, with a long look at the
unconscious Isaac, who sat toasting his cold bare toes
before the roaring fire. “Dis house got mo’ peace in it, an’
Marse Ellis happier den he been sence his mar, ol’ Missee
Enson, died; but,” and she shook her turbanned head

113

ominously, “tain’t fer long. I ain’t fergit nuffin’; I isn’t
lived nex’ dis Enson Hall so many years fer nuffin.”

“I'se walk’d a long way slippin’ officers”-began
Isaac.

“Um!” grunted Aunt Henny, with the look of alarm
still in her eyes, “officers! dat’s what’s de matter.”

“Dey’ll hab ter see Marse St. Clar, tain’t me. He sol’
me. I runned ‘way. I come home, dat’s all. Kain’t I hab
suthin’ to eat?”

“Ef ‘tain’t one it’s t‘'odder. Befo’ God, I ‘lieve you an’
yo’ marse bof onhuman. Been sol’! runned ‘way! hump!”

again grunted Aunt Henny.
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Meanwhile Marthy had made coffee and baked a
corncake in the hot ashes. Isaac sniffed the aroma of the
fragrant coffee hungrily. There was chicken and rice, too,
he noticed as she placed food on the end of a table and
motioned him to help himself. Isaac needed no pressing,
and in a moment was eating ravenously.

“Tell you de troof, Aunt Henny,” he said at last, as
he waited for a fourth help, “Marse St. Clar git hard up de
oder night in a little play comin’ up de bay, an’ he sell me
to a gempleman fer sixteen hundred dollars. But, Lor’, dat
don’ hol’ Isaac, chile, while he’s got legs.”

“Dat’s jes’ what I thought. No use yer lyin’ ter me,
Isaac, yer Aunt Henny was born wif a veil. I knows a heap
o’ things by seein’ ‘em fo’ dey happens. I don’ tell all I sees,
but I keeps up a steddyin’ ‘bout it.”

“Dar’s no mon can keep me, I don’t keer how much
Marse St. Clar sells me; he’s my onlies’ marser,” continued
Isaac, as he kept on devouring food a little more slowly
than at first.

“Lawd sakes, honey; you’s de mos’ pow’rfulles’ eater
I'se seed fer many a day. Don’ reckon you’s had a good
meal sence yer was home five years ago. Dog my cats ef I
don’ hope Marse Ellis will jes’ make yer trot.”

“He kin sen’ me back, but I isn’t gwine stay wid ‘em,”
replied Isaac, with his mouth full of food.

“You cain’t he’p yo’se’t.”

“I kin walk,” persisted Isaac doggedly.
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“Put you in de caboose an’ give yer hundred lashes,”
Aunt Henny called back, as she waddled out of the kitchen
to find her master.

“Don’ keer fer dat, nudder.”

Isaac improved the time between the going and
coming of Aunt Henny by making fierce love to Marthy,
who was willing to meet him more than half way.

The breakfast-room was redolent with the scent of
flowers, freshly cut from the greenhouses; the waxed floor
gleamed like polished glass beneath the fur rugs scattered
over it, and the table, with its service for two, was drawn in
front of the cheerful fire that crackled and sparkled in the
open fireplace. All the luxuries that wealth could give were
gathered about the young matron. It was a happy
household; the hurry and rush of warlike preparations had
not reached its members, and the sting of slavery, with its
demoralizing brutality, was unknown on these plantations
so recently joined. Happiness was everywhere, from the
master in his carriage to the slave singing in the fields at
his humble task. Breakfast was over, and as Ellis glanced
over the top of his morning paper at his wife and baby, he
felt a thrill of intense pride and love.

As compared with her girlhood, Hagar’s married life
had been one round of excitement. Washington and many
other large cities had been visited on their brief
honeymoon. They were royally entertained by all the
friends and relatives of both families, and the beautiful
bride had been the belle of every assembly. Ellis was

wrapped up in her; intimate acquaintance but deepened
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his love. Her nature was pure, spiritual, and open as the
day. Gowned in spotless white, her slender form lost in a
large armchair, she sat opposite him, dandling the baby in
her arms. She looked across at him and smiled.

“Well, pet,” he smiled back at her, “going to ride?”

She shook her head and set every little curl in
motion.

‘I won’t go out today, it is so cold; we are so
comfortable here before the fire, baby and 1.”

“What a lazy little woman it is,” he laughed, rising
from his seat and going over to stand behind her chair,
stroke the bright hair, and clasp mother and child in his
arms. Hagar rested her head against him, and held the
infant at arm’s length for his admiration.

“Isn’t she a darling? See, Ellis, she knows you,” as the
child cooed and laughed and gurgled at them both, in a
vain effort to clinch something in her little red fists.

“This little beggar has spoiled our honeymoon with
a vengeance,” he replied with a laugh. “I cannot realize
that it is indeed over, and we have settled down to the
humdrum life of old married folk.”

“Can anything ever spoil that and its memories?”
she asked, with a sweet upward look into his face. “Indeed,
I often wonder if [ am too happy; is it right for any human
being to be so favored in life as I have been.”

“Gather your roses while you may, there will be
dark clouds enough in life, heaven knows. No gloomy
thoughts, Mignon; let us be happy in the present.” He

kissed the lips raised so temptingly for his caress, and then
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one for the child. He thought humbly of his own career
beside the spotless creature he had won for life. While not
given to excesses, yet there were things in the past that he
regretted. Since the birth of their child, the days had been
full of emotion for these two people, who were, perhaps,
endowed with over-sensitive natures given to making too
much of the commonplace happenings of life. Now, as he
watched the head of the child resting against the mother’s
breast, he ran the gamut of human feelings in his
sensations. Love and thanksgiving for these unspeakable
gifts of God-his wife and child—swept the inmost recesses
of his heart.

“Please, Marse Ellis!” cried Aunt Henny’s voice from
the doorway, “please, sah, Marse St. Clar’s Isaac done jes’
dis minnit come home. What’s I gwine ter do wid him?”

“What, Henny!” Ellis cried in astonishment; “St.
Clair’s Isaac? Where’s his master?”

“Dunno Marse Ellis, but dar’s allers truble, sho,
when dat lim’ o’ Satan turns up; ‘deed dar is.”

Ellis left the room hurriedly, followed by Aunt
Henny. Hagar sat there, fondling the child, a perfect
picture of sweet womanhood. She had matured
wonderfully in the few months of married life; her girlish
manner had dropped from her like a garment. Eve’s
perfect daughter, she accomplished her destiny in sweet
content. Presently the door opened, and her husband
stood beside her chair again; his face wore a troubled look.

“What is it?” she asked, with a sweeping upward

glance that noted every change of his countenance.

55



HAGAR’S DAUGHTER

“St. Clair’s Isaac.”

“Well, and is he so serious a matter that you must
look so grave?”

“My dear, the slaves all look upon him as a bird of
evil omen; for myself, I look upon it as mere ignorant
superstition, but still I have a feeling of uneasiness. They
have neither of them been at the Hall for five years. Isaac
says his master is coming—that he expected to find him
here. What brings them is the puzzler.”

“News of your marriage, Ellis; a natural desire to see
his new relative. I see nothing strange in that, dear.”

“He can’t feel very happy about it, according to the
terms of the will; probably he has been counting on my
not marrying, and now, being disappointed, comes for me
to pay his debts, or perform some impossible favor.”

“Why impossible?”

“St. Clair is an unsavory fellow, and his desires are
not likely to appeal to a man of honor,” replied Ellis, with
a short, bitter laugh.

“So bad as that?” said his wife regretfully; it was the
first shadow since the beginning of their honeymoon. She
continued: “Promise me, Ellis, to bear with him kindly and
grant him anything in reason, in memory of our
happiness.”

In the kitchen Aunt Henny, with little braids of hair
sticking out from under turban, talked to Marthy.

“Ef Marse Ellis listen to me, he gwine ter make dat
Isaac quit dese diggin’s.”
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“Law, mammy,” laughed Marthy, showing her tiny
white teeth and tossing her head, “you don’ want ter drive
de po’ boy ‘way from whar he was born, does yer?” Marthy
was a born coquette, and Isaac was very gallant to her.

“Dat all I gwine ter say. Nobody knows dat Marse St.
Clar an’ his Isaac better'n I does. I done part raise ‘em bof.
I reckon my ha’r’d all turn plum’ white ef dem two hadn’t
don lef’ dese parts.”

“How you come to raise ‘em, mammy, an’ what
made ‘em try ter turn yo’ ha’r plum’ white?”

“Dev’'ment, honey, pur’ dev'ment! It ‘pears lack ‘twas
only yisterday dat I was a gal wurkin’ right yere in dis
same ol” kitchen. Marse Sargeant he lose heap money, an’
all ob dem move ter St. Louis ter ‘trench an’ git rich ergin;
Marse Enson he want me fer ol’ Miss, an’ so Marse
Sargeant done leave me hyar at Enson Hall. While I was
hyar bof ob dem imps was born, but Marse St. Clar he
good bit older dan Isaac. Many’s de time he run me all
ober dis plantation when he no bigger'n dat Thomus
Jefferson, ‘cause I wouldn'’t give dat Isaac fus’ help from de
chickuns jes’ roasted fer dinner befo’ de fambly done seed
nary leg ob ‘em. Chase me, chile, wid a pissle pinted plum’
at me.”

“Lordy! wha’ you reckon he do ef he come back
hyar now?”

“I don’ reckon on nuffin but dev'ment, jes’ same as
he done time an’ time agin when he were a boy-jes’

dev'ment.”
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“Mammy, you say oder day when Missee Hagar git
merried to Marse Ellis: ‘Now dat St. Clar’ll stan’ no chance
ob gittin’ de property’; what you mean by dat?”

“Didn’t mean nuffin,” snapped her mother, with a
suspicious look at her. “G’ ‘long ‘bout yo’ bisness; you’s
gittin’ mighty pert sence you git to be Miss Hagar’s maid;
you’s axin’ too many questions.”

In a day or so the family settled down to Isaac’s
presence as a matter of course. Aunt Henny’s predictions
about the weather were verified, and the week was
unpleasant. The wind blew the bare branches of the trees
against the veranda posts and roared down the wide
fireplaces; snowflakes were in the air. Hagar and Ellis had
just come in from a canter over the country roads; she
went immediately to her room to dress for dinner, but
Ellis tarried a moment in the inviting room which seemed
to command his admiration. The luxuries addressed
themselves to his physical sense, and he was conscious of
complete satisfaction in the knowledge that his wealth
could procure a fitting setting for the gem he had won.
Other thoughts, too, crept in, aroused by the talk of a
friend where they had called on the way home. He had not
thought of war, and was not interested in politics; still, if it
were true that complications were arising that demanded a
settlement by a trial of arms, he was ready. “Perhaps we
are too happy for it to last,” he muttered; “but, come what
will, I have been blessed.” His gaze followed Marthy’s
movements mechanically, as she lighted the wax candles

and let fall the heavy curtains, shutting the gloom outside
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in the gathering darkness. He was aroused from the deep
revery into which he had fallen by the sound of wheels on
the carriage drive. In a moment, before he could cross the
room, the door opened and St. Clair Enson entered,
followed by the slave-trader, Walker.

“St. Clair! Is it possible!” he cried, striding forward to
grasp his brother’s hand. “Is it really you? Welcome
home!” They shook hands warmly, and then Ellis threw
his arm about St. Clair’s shoulders, and for a moment the
two men gazed in the depths of each other’s eyes with
emotion too deep for words.The younger man did feel for
an instant a wave of fraternal love for this elder brother
against whom he meditated [an evil] deed.

“Why, Ellis, I do believe you're glad to see me.
You're ready to Kkill the fatted calf to feast the prodigal,” St.
Clair said, as they fell apart. “My friend, Mr. Walker—
Walker, my brother.”

“Glad to see you and welcome you to Enson Hall,”
said Ellis in cordial greeting, his hospitable nature
overcoming his repugnance for this man of unsavory
reputation.

“Thanky, thanky,” said Walker, as he awkwardly
accepted the armchair Ellis offered him, and drew near
the blazing fire.

“Just in time for dinner; you will dine with us, Mr.
Walker.” Walker nodded assent.

“Well, Ellis, how’s the world using you?’ You're
married, lucky dog. Got your letter while I was at the

nominating convention; it must have followed me about
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for more than a month. Thought I'd come up and make
the acquaintance of my new sister and niece,” remarked
St. Clair, with careless ease.

“Yes,” replied Ellis. Somehow his brother’s
nonchalant air and careless words jarred upon his ear.
“You are always welcome to come when you like and stay
as long as you please. This is your home.”

“Home with a difference,” replied St. Clair, as an
evil smile for an instant marred his perfect features.

“He won’t stand much show of gittin’ eny of this
prop’ty now you’s got a missus, Mr. Enson,” ventured
Walker, with a grin. “He’s been mighty anxious to meet
your missus. Most fellers isn’t so oneasy about a sister-in-
law, but I reckon this one is different, being report says
she’s a high-stepper,” said Walker, as he grinned at Ellis
and cleared his mouth by spitting foul tobacco juice on the
polished hearth. Ellis bowed coldly in acknowledgment of
his words.

“Mrs. Enson will be down presently. This certainly is
a joyful surprise,” he said, turning to St. Clair. “Why didn’t
you send word, and the carriage would have met you at
the station?”

“Oh, we came out all right in Walker’s trap.”

“I'll have it put up.” Ellis rose as he spoke.

“No, no; my man will drive me back to the city
shortly,” Walker broke in.

“I hope you are doing well, St. Clair; where are you

from now?”
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“Just from Charleston, where I have made a place
for myself at last. Politics,” he added significantly.

“AQyl”

“Great doin’s down in Charleston; great doin’s,”
Walker broke in again.

“No doubt of it; how do you think this matter will
end?”

“It’s goin’ to be the greatest time the world ever saw,
Mr. Enson. When we git a-goin’ thar’ll be no holdin’ us.
The whole South, sah, is full of sodjers, er-gittin’ ready to
whup the Yanks t'uther side of nex’ week. That’s how it’s
goin’ to end.”

“Then it will really be war?”

“The greatest one the worl’ ever seen, sah, unless the
Yanks git on their knees and asks our pardon, and gives up
this govinment to their natral rulers. Why, man, ain’t yer
heard? You’s a patriot, ain’t you? Yer a son of the sunny
South, ain’t yer?”

Ellis smiled at this enthusiasm, although filled with
disgust for the man.

“When one has his family to think of, there are
times when he forgets the world and thinks of nothing but
his home. Be that as it may, I am no recreant son of the
South. I stand by her with all I possess. I can imagine
nothing that would turn me a traitor to my section.”

“Spoken like a man. That’s the talk, eh, Enson?” he
said, appealing to St. Clair, who nodded in approval.
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“Do all you can, I say, for the Confederate States of
America, from givin’ ‘em yer money down to helpin’ ‘em
cuss.”

“When the time comes I shall not be found wanting.
By the way, St. Clair, your boy Isaac is here. Came on us
suddenly the other day.”

“Ha, ha, ha! the little black rascal. Didn’t I tell you
he’d do Johnson out of that money? He’s the very devil,
that boy.”

“Like master, like man,” replied St. Clair, with a
shrug of his handsome shoulders.

“What is it?” asked Ellis sternly; “no cheating or
swindling, is there?”

“He’s a runaway. I sold him to a gentleman about a
week ago,” was St. Clair’s careless answer.

“What is the man’s name, and where is he to be
found? he must be reimbursed or Isaac returned to him,”
said Ellis, looking sternly at his brother. “Enson Hall is no
party to fraudulent dealings.”

“I'm glad to hear you say that, Mr. Enson; I'm up
here lookin’ for a piece of property belonging to me, and
said to be stopping on this very plantation.”

“Impossible, sir; all our slaves have been here from
childhood, or have grown old with us. You have been
misinformed.”

“I reckon not. As I was tellin’ your brother here, it’s
a mighty onpleasant job I've got before me, but I must do
my dooty.” Walker put on a sardonic smile, and

continued:
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“I see, sah, that you don’ understan’ me. Let me
explain further: Fourteen years ago I bought a slave child
from a man in St. Louis, and not being able to find a ready
sale for her on account of her white complexion, I lent her
to a Mr. Sargeant. I understand that you have her in your
employ. I've come to get her.” Here the slave-trader took
out his large sheepskin pocketbook, and took from it a
paper which he handed to Ellis.

Ellis gazed at Walker in bewilderment; he took the
paper in his hand and mechanically glanced at it. “Still
your meaning is not clear to me, Mr. Walker. I tell you we
have no slave of yours on this plantation,” but his face had
grown white, and large drops of perspiration stood on his
forehead.

“Well, sah, I'll explain a leetle more. Mr. and Mrs.
Sargeant lived a number of years in St. Louis; they took a
female child from me to bring up-a nigger—and they
passed her off on the commoonity here as their own, and
you have married her. Is my meaning clear now, sah?”

“Good God!” exclaimed Ellis, as he fell back against
the wainscotting, “then this paper, if it means anything,
must mean my wife.”

“I can’t help who it means or what it means,” replied
Walker, “this yer’s the bill of sale, an’ there’s an officer
outside there in the cart to git me my nigger.”

“This paper proves nothing. You'll take no property
from this house without proper authority,” replied Ellis

with ominous calm. Walker lost his temper, apparently.
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“I hold you in my hand, sah!” he stormed; “you are a
brave man to try to face me down with stolen property.”

Ellis rose slowly to his fee. Pale, teeth set, lips half
parted, eyes flashing lightning—furious, terrible, superb in
his wrath. His eyes were fixed on Walker, who, frightened
at his desperate look, rose to his feet also, with his hand on
his pistol. “You would murder me,” he gasped.

Ellis laughed a strange, discordant laugh.

“There is, there must be some mistake here. My
wife was the daughter of Mr. Sargeant. There is not a drop
of Negro blood in her veins; I doubt, sir, if you have ever
seen her. And, Mr. Walker, if you do not prove the charges
you have this day insulted me by making, your life shall
pay the penalty.”

“Well, sah, fetch her in the room here; I reckon
she’'ll know me. She warn’t so leetle as to fergit me
altogether.”

Just at this moment Hagar opened the door, pausing
on the threshold, a fair vision in purest white; seeing her
husband’s visitors, she hesitated. Ellis stepped quickly to
her side and took her hand.

“My dear, are you acquainted with this gentleman?
Do you remember ever seeing him before?”

She looked a moment, hesitated, and then said: “I
think not.”

Walker stepped to the mantel where the wax-light
would fall full upon his face, and said:

“Why, Hagar, have you forgotten me? It’'s only

about fourteen years ago that I bought you, a leetle shaver,
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from Rose Valley, and lent you to Mrs. Sargeant, ha, ha,
ha!”

Hagar put her hand to her head in a dazed way as
she heard the coarse laugh of the rough, brutal slave-
trader. She looked at Ellis, put out her hand to him in a
blind way, and with a heartrending shriek fell fainting to
the floor.

(To be continued.)
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CHAPTER 5 (CONT’D.)

“I thought she’d remember,” exclaimed Walker.

Ellis raised his wife in his arms and placed her upon
a sofa. St. Clair stood watching the scene with a
countenance in which curiosity and satisfaction struggled
for the mastery.

“Throw a leetle water in her face, and that’ll bring
her to. I've seen ‘em faint befo’, but they allers come to.”

Ellis was deathly white; he turned his flaming eyes
upon the trader:

“The less you say, the better. By God! I have a mind
to put a ball in you now, you infernal hound!”

“Yes, but she’s mine; I want to see that she’s all
right,” and Walker shrank away from the infuriated man.

Ellis took his wife in his arms and bore her from the
room. Shortly, Aunt Henny brought them word to dine
without him, their rooms were ready, and he would see
Mr. Walker in the morning after he had communicated

with his lawyer. The officer was dismissed, and drove back
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to the town. As they sat at the table enjoying the
sumptuous fare and perfect appointments, St. Clair said to
Walker.

“Is this thing true?”

“True as gospel. The only man who could prove the
girl’s birth is the one I took her from, and he’s dead.”

“Well, you've done me a mighty good turn, blame
me if you have’nt. I shan’t forget it. Here’s to our future
prosperity,” and he touched his wineglass to his friend’s.

“I don’t mean you shall forget,” was Walker’s reply
as he sat his glass down empty. “Now, siree, you hang
about here for a spell and watch the movements. He’ll pay
me all right, but you mustn’t let him snake her off or
anything. Ef things look queer, jes’ touch the wires and I'll
be with you instanter.”

On the following morning Ellis Enson’s lawyer, one
of the ablest men of the Maryland Bar, pronounced the
bill of sale genuine, for it had been drawn up by a justice,
and witnessed by men who sent their affadavits under
oath.

“There is but one thing to be done, Mr. Walker,”
Ellis said, after listening to his lawyer’s words. “What do
you want? How much money will it take to satisfy you to
say no more about the matter?”

“I don’t bear you any malice for nothing you’ve said
ter me; perhaps I'd do about the same as you have ef it was
my case. Five thou, cash, will git her, though ef I toted her
to New Orleans market, a handsome polished wench like
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her would bring me any gentleman’s seven or eight thou,
without a remark. As for the pickaninny-"

“What!” thundered Ellis, “the child, too?”

“In course,” replied Walker, drawing his finger in
and out his scraggy whiskers, “the child follows the
condition of the mother, so I scoop the pile.”

Ellis groaned aloud.

“As I was sayin’,” continued Walker, “the pickaninny
will cost you another thou, and cheap at that.”

“I would willingly give the money twice over, even
my whole fortune, if it did not prove my wife to be of
Negro blood,” replied Ellis, with such despair in his tones
that even these men, inured to such scenes from infancy,
were touched with awe.

The money was paid, and within the hour the house
had resumed its wonted quiet and all was apparently as

before; but the happiness of Enson Hall had fled forever.
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CHAPTER 6

Marthy was horrified to see how her mistress arose from
the couch where her husband placed her, fall on her knees
beside it, and burst into wild tempestuous sobbing.

“Lor’, Missee Hagar! Lor’, honey! Don’ cry so, don’,
honey!”

Hagar suddenly arose, caught her by the shoulders
and turned her toward the light, minutely examining the
black skin, crinkled hair, flat nose and protruding lips. So
might her grandmother have looked.

“Fo’ mercy sake, is you sick, Miss Hagar?” cried the
girl, frightened at the strange glare in the large dark eyes.
But Hagar turned away without replying. Marthy hurried
down stairs.

“My soul, Mammy,” she cried as she burst into the
kitchen, “Miss Hagar done gone clean destructed.”

Once more Hagar crouched upon the floor. She felt
like writhing and screaming, only her tongue seemed

paralyzed. She thought and thought with agonizing
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intensity. Vaguely, as in a dream, she recalled her stay in
Rose Valley and the terror of her childish heart caused by
the rough slave-trader. Could it be true, or was it but a
hideous nightmare from which she would soon awake?
Her mother a slave! She wondered that the very thought
did not strike her dead. With shrinking horror she
contemplated the black abyss into which the day’s events
had hurled her, leaving her there to grovel and suffer the
tortures of the damned. Her name gone, her pride of birth
shattered at one blow! Was she, indeed, a descendant of
naked black savages of the horrible African jungles? Could
it be that the blood of generations of these unfortunate
ones flowed through her veins? Her education, beauty,
refinement, what did they profit her now if-horrible
thought-Ellis, her husband, repudiated her? Her heart
almost ceased beating with the thought, and she crouched
still lower in the dust of utter humiliation.

Then she rose and walked about the room; it was
crowded with her wedding finery. She touched an article
here and there with the solemnity that we give to the
dead-they were relics of a time that would never return to
her. She examined her features in the mirror, but even to
her prejudiced eyes there was not a trace of the despised
chattel. One blow with her open hand shattered its shining
surface and the pieces flew about in a thousand tiny
particles; she did not notice in her frenzy that the hand
was torn and bleeding. Then she laughed a dreadful laugh:
first, silently; then in a whisper; then a peal that clashed

through the quiet house and reached the sorrow-stricken
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man in the silent library. He shuddered, but did not move;
he could not face her yet. Aunt Henny and Marthy stood
outside the locked door and whispered to each other:
“Missee Hagar done gone mad!”

She paused an instant, in her ceaseless promenade
about the room, beside the dressing table where her
husband’s picture reposed in its nest of silk and lace; she
paled and shuddered. Could she expect him to forget all
his prejudices, which were also her own? Slavery-its
degradation, the pining and fretting of the Negro race in
bondage—-had always seemed right to her. Although
innocent of cruelty to them, yet their wrongs were coming
home to her in a two-fold harvest. Yes, Ellis would give
her up; he must; it was his duty. Only this morning she
was his wife, the honored mistress of his home; tonight
what? His slave, his concubine! Horrible fatality that had
named her Hagar. Somewhere she had read lines that
came back to her vividly now:

“Farewell! I go, but Egypt’s mighty gods

Will go with me, and my avengers be,

And in whatever distant land your god,

Your cruel god of Israel, is known,

There, too, the wrongs that you have done this day

To Hagar and your first-born,

Shall waken and uncoil themselves, and hiss

Like adders at the name of Abraham.”

Then she gazed once more upon the pictured face
with the strained look we place upon the face of the dead
before they are hidden from us forever. They brought the
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child to the door and begged her to open to it. She heeded
it not. Let it die; it, too, was now a slave.

The night passed; it was dawn again. There were
sounds of life from the house below. Some one came
slowly up the stairs and paused at her door. Then Ellis’s
voice, sounding harsh and discordant, said:

“Itis I, Hagar.”

She opened the door. She nerved herself to hear
what he might say. The sense of her bitter shame
overpowered her, and she shrank before him, cowering as
he closed the door, and stood within the room.

Twice he essayed to speak, and twice a groan issued
from his white lips. How could he bear it! She stood before
him with clasped hands and hanging head as became a
slave before her master. How changed, too, he thought, a
blight had even fallen upon her glorious beauty. He who
had always upheld the institution as a God-given principle
of humanity and Christianity, suddenly beheld his idol,
stripped of its gilded trappings, in all its filthiness. Then in
his heart he cursed slavery.

“Hagar, I have bought you of that man—-Walker—he
will not annoy you again.”

She did not speak or raise her eyes. Ellis bit his lips
until the blood ran in the effort to restrain himself for her
sake.

“I have thought the matter over and much as I wish
it might be otherwise, much as I would sacrifice for you, I
feel it my duty as a Southern gentleman, the

representative of a proud old family, to think of others
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beside myself and not allow my own inclinations to
darken the escutcheon of a good old name. I cannot, I dare
not, and the law forbids me to acknowledge as my wife a
woman in whose veins courses a drop of the accursed
blood of the Negro slave.”

Still she stood there motionless.

Ellis was in torture. Why did she stand there like a
forlorn outcast, in stony despair?

“Speak!” he cried at last, “for God sake say
something or I shall die!”

Then she raised her eyes to his for one fleeting
moment.

“I do not blame you. You can do nothing else.”

He moved a step toward her with a smothered
groan, “Dearest, dearest,” he whispered, and the tone of his
voice carried in it his unshaken love.

“Do not,—do not,—” broke from her white lips and
with a smothered cry of agony her reserve broke down
and she flung herself upon the couch face down.

Ellis went to her and knelt beside her with his arms
about her. Five minutes must have passed while they
communed in spirit. There was no sound but the girl’s
hysterical sobbing.

“I am going away,” he said at length: “I cannot stay
here and live. I may never return, but I shall leave you
amply provided for.” Then he rose to his feet and rushed
from the room. She heard his footsteps echoing down the

empty corridor and pause before the door of the nursery.
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Ellis loved his wife devotedly, but the shame of
public ostracism and condemnation seemed too much for
inherited principles. An hour passed. Once more Ellis
resumed his measured pacing in the library. The clock
ticked slowly on the mantel, but the beating of his heart
outstripped it. He could not follow the plans he had laid
out as the path of duty. His visit to the nursery had upset
them; parental love, love for his innocent wife, was too
strong to be easily cast aside. The ticking of the clock
maddened him. It seemed the voice of doom pursuing
him-condemning him as a coward-coward-coward. He
could stand it no longer. Once more he mounted the stairs
to his wife’s room.

“Hagar, I cannot do it. We cannot alter the fact that
we are bound by all the laws of God and man for better or
worse. | have thought it all out, and I have planned a way.”

“It is impossible,” she said in quiet despair. “You
cannot overcome this fearful thing that has fallen upon us.
I myself think and feel as you do. It is enough; I accept my
fate.”

“Oh, no, no; do not say that!”

“Yes, Ellis,” she repeated, her face like snow in its
pallor.

“Hagar, you do not know what you are saying. You
love me, and I love you as my very soul. How were we to
know? How could we tell? Therefore, having committed a
sin in innocence—if sin it be, and I do not so believe it, for
things appear in a different light to me now-we will

together live it down. Surely heaven cannot fix the seal of
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this crime on us forever.” The supplication of his voice, his
speaking eyes, shook Hagar’s heart, so tired and worn with
emotion. Her eyes were full of compassion as they rested
on him, her lips firm and cold. “I love you, Ellis; you know
that, and by that love, although I am your slave and
chattel, I know that your love demands naught for your
wife but honor. The force of circumstances cannot
degrade you-cannot change your chivalrous nature.”

“Great heavens! You misunderstand me. I have no
hope, no life, apart from you, and I hold you as I cling to
salvation, my love, my soul! Listen, Hagar, I have a plan.”
Bending over her he rapidly outlined a plan of life abroad.
They would be remarried, and sail from a Northern port
for Europe; there, where the shadow of this crime could
not come, they would begin life anew. He had mapped it
all out carefully and as she listened she was convinced-it
was feasible; it could be done.

Neither of them noticed that the door was ajar;
neither did they hear the light footfall that paused beside
it. It was St. Clair.

“Walker was right. We must stop that game,” he

muttered to himself.
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CHAPTER 7

Two weeks had passed since Ellis left his home on the
pretext of urgent business, but in reality to make necessary
arrangements for an indefinite stay abroad. Ill news travels
fast and it was well known all over the plantations and in
the neighborhood that the terrible discovery of Hagar’s
origin had broken up the home life at Enson Hall. Save for
St. Clair’s presence, the Hall had settled back into its old
bachelor state with one difference—in the mistress’s suite a
beautiful despairing woman sat day after day, with her
infant across her knees, eating her heart out in an agony of
hope and fear waiting the reprieve from a living death that
Ellis’s return would bring her.

Here was a woman raised as one of a superior race,
refined, cultured, possessed of all the Christian virtues,
who would have remained in this social sphere all her life,
beloved and respected by her descendants, her blood
mingling with the best blood of the country if untoward

circumstances had not exposed her ancestry. But the one
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drop of black blood neutralized all her virtues, and she
became, from the moment of exposure, an unclean thing.
Can anything more unjust be imagined in a republican
form of government whose excuse for existence is the
upbuilding of mankind!

These were sorrowful days for the Negroes who
could not bring themselves to look upon their beloved
mistress as one of their race, a share in their sad destiny.

Aunt Henny spent most of her spare time praying
and coaxing Hagar out of the apathy into which she had
fallen.

“Bless de Lawd! I know’d dev'ment was on han’
when Marse St. Cla’r done comed home,” she said one
morning to Marthy. “Las’ time he was here ol’ Marse he
bus’ a blud vessel in his head an’ never know’d a blessed
thing fer a munf, den he die. ‘Fore dat he shoot a mon to
de college an’ beat de prefesser ‘mos’ to def. Dais a cuss on
dat boy, sho.”

“How you tink it come so, Mammy?”

“I hern tell from Aunt Di, who nussed Missee Enson.
See hyar, chile, I don’ no ‘bout tellin’ a disrespons’ble gal
like you fambly secrets,—an’ ef you goes to ‘peatin’ my
words all ‘roun’ de plantation, I hope Marse Ellis whop yer
back.” Marthy rolled her eyes in terror and promised to
keep her mammy’s revelations as sacred as Scripture.

“You know’s dat no one neber goes nigh de old
summer house down dar close to de wharf at de foot ob de

garden, don’ you?”
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Marthy nodded, and her eyes grew larger as she
listened with bated breath for the ghostly story she was
sure would follow.

“Jes’ ‘fore Marse St. Cla’r was born, ole Missee Enson
was settin’ in there an’ a turrible thunder storm came up
an’ jes’ raised Jeemes Henry with houses an’ trees, an’
tored up eberythin’. O’ Miss so dar ‘feared to move even
one teeny bit her 1i'l" finger. While she sot dar all white an’
trimbly de debbil jes’ showed he face to her an’ grinned.”

“Sure nuff debbil, mammy?” whispered Marthy in
awed accents. Her mammy nodded solemnly in reply.

“OI’ Miss jes” went onto conwulshuns an” when dey
fin’ her she in dead faint. Dat night Marse St. Clair was
born, an’ ef de debbil ain’t de daddy den dat ol’ rapscalion
neber had a borned servant in dis sinful wurl’.”

“Mammy what you tink de reason de debbil show
hisse’f to old Missee Enson?”

“De trubble wid you is, Marthy, dat you is de mos’
‘quis’tive gal on dis plantation; you want to know too
much, but de ol’ fo'ks been hyar long time say dat ol’
Marse git mad one day wid Unc’ Ned, and’ tell oberseer
‘whop him.” Unc’ Ned conjure man; neber been whopped
in all he life. He jes’ rub hisse’f all ober wid goopher, put a
snake skin ‘roun’ he neck, a frog in one pocket an’ a dry
lizard in de oder, an’ den he pray to de debbil: ‘Dear
debbil, I ax you to stan’ by me in dis’ my trial hour, an’ I'll
neber ‘sert you as long as I live. I’s had de power, continer

de power; make me strong in your cause, make me
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faithful to you, an’ help me to conquer my enemies, an’ I
will try to deserve a seat at your right han’!”

As Marthy listened an ashy hue overspread her face
and she asked breathlessly:

“Did dey whop him?”

“Bless yer soul, gal, dat was de afternoon ‘fore dey
was ‘gwine ter whop him in de mornin’, an’ dat bery night
de debbil ‘pear to ole Miss, an” Unc’ Ned neber was
whopped tell de day he died, neber.”

“He must a been a power, mammy, he cert'nly
must.”

“But de strangest part was dis: At de bery time ole
Miss seen de debbil in de summer house, de oberseer was
in de barn an’ he ‘clar’ dat ober in de east corner he saw de
lightnin’ play, an” while he looked he see hell wid all its
torments an’ de debbil dar, too, wid his cloven foot, an’ a
struttin’ ‘bout like he know’d he was boss; de oberseer was
so skeered dat he run, an he run, an’ he run an’ he neber

2

stop runnin’ tell he git plum inter Baltymo’.

“Spec’ he know’d he ‘long’d to be debbil.”

“Course! An’ den he sen’ o’ Marse word to sen’ him
his clo’s: ‘neber lib on dat plantation agin fer twice yer
money; money no ‘ducemen”.”

‘“Mammy, mammy,” this in a whisper, “do you
b’lieve Miss Hagar got nigger blud in her?”

“Course not, honey. Somebody roun’ hyar done
conjured her. Dat debbil, St. Cla’r, I spec. Now, Marthy,
take dat big silver tray of things up dar to dat po’ li'le chile,

an’ you keep a poundin’ ‘tell she ope de do,” po’ li'le chile.”
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Marthy obediently disappeared to execute orders
and Aunt Henny with a dubious shake of her head lifted
up her voice in song:

I'm a gwine to keep a climbin’ high,

See de hebbenly lan’;
Till I meet dem er angels in a de sky,
See de hebbenly lan’.
Dem pooty angels I shall see,
See de hebbenly lan’;
Why don’ de debbil let-a-me be,
See de hebbenly lan’.

k %k %k %k ok

Day succeeded day. There was little communication
between the town and Enson Hall. Inclement weather
prevailed for it was now the latter part of January. The fire
of curiosity still burned fiercely among the rich planters
over the “Enson horror,” as it was called, but up at the Hall
all seemed quiet. One bitter morning St. Clair sat at
breakfast the picture of luxurious ease. He felt himself
master of the situation already, and had assumed all the
airs of ownership. Aunt Henny felt drawn, sometimes, to
“shy a plate at him,” as she expressed it to herself.

The odor of roses and lilies mingled pleasantly with
that of muffins and chocolate. A man came striding up the
avenue. It was Dr. Gaines, the family physician, who
owned a neighboring plantation.

“Where is Mr. Enson?” he asked of Isaac, who
answered his clamorous call on the resounding brass

knocker.
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“At breakfas’, massa.”

“I must see him at once. [ have news for him.”

As the doctor entered the room, St. Clair Enson was
leaning back in his chair snapping his fingers at a hound
stretched on a rug at his side. The doctor was
unceremonious:—

“I regret to say, that I come as the bearer of evil
tidings.”

“Shall I bid Isaac set another plate, doctor? No? You
have taken breakfast? At this hour? You are a primitive
people in this rural district, truly. You should mingle with
the world as I have and become capable of enjoying the
delights and privileges of civilized life. May I ask the
nature of the news you bring?” The doctor was a kind old
man though somewhat brusque. He averted his eyes, and
answered in a low voice.

“It relates to your brother. Mr. Enson, when did Ellis
leave home, and when was he expected back?”

“My brother Ellis? He left home about two weeks
ago, for what reason he did not state. I do not know when
to look for his return; he may drop in, unexpectedly, at
any moment.”

The doctor was preternaturally grave.

“And you have heard nothing from him since?”

“No, I have not.”

The doctor grew graver yet.

“My dear sir, early this morning my boy Sam had

occasion to cross the foot of your land, where the remains
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of the old wharf enter the stream, and there he stumbled
upon a frightful thing—the dead body of a man!”

“Not a pleasant sight,” said St. Clair as he helped
himself to another hot cake.

“Evidently, the body has been there two or three
days. There is an ugly wound in the head that completely
disfigures the face, and an empty pistol by the side of the
body tells its own pitiful tale. St. Clair Enson that dead
man was—"

St. Clair shifted uneasily in his chair as he looked
the speaker in the eye, then started to his feet.

“My brother?”

“Your brother!”

To Dr. Gaines’s eyes the cold, pale face into which
he gazed did not change, only the gaze sought the floor.

“That is strange. Was he robbed also?”

“No. A large sum of money is on the body; papers
and his watch. Sam ran home to me, and I summoned
help, and was among the first to reach the spot.”

The hound leaped suddenly to his feet and began to
howl.

“Was it murder or suicide?” asked St. Clair in a calm
voice.

“That cannot be decided yet. Finding his valuables
untouched, and his hand frozen to his pistol, seems to
point to suicide; that will be determined at the inquest.”
Dr. Gaines turned from the window by which he was
standing, and said: “The remains of your brother are being

brought home.”
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A little procession of Negroes, with heads
uncovered, advanced up the avenue, slowly, between the
grand old beeches, their tread-echoing in a solemn thud
upon the frozen ground. A cloth was spread decently over
the mangled face. In the silence and majesty of death the
master returned to his home. His unlucky life had come to
a sudden close. In midnight solitude and shadowed by
mystery the curtain fell on the tragedy.

St. Clair advanced with a firm step to meet the
bearers; there was no sign of grief in his face. The servants
crowded the hall, standing in terrified silence broken only
by Aunt Henny’s sobs and lamentations. St. Clair lifted the
cloth that covered the dead face with a hand that did not
tremble, under the curious gaze of Dr. Gaines.

“Mr. Enson,” said the doctor at length, “your brother
had a wife or one whom we believed his wife,” he
corrected at St. Clair’s negative gesture. “Will you not
notify her of his death? She must be suffering anxiety
concerning him.”

“True; I had forgotten her,” muttered St. Clair with
a shrug of his handsome shoulders. “Yes, doctor, you
break the news to her.” The doctor left the room.
Presently there was a scream in a woman’s voice as of one
in mortal agony, an opening and closing of doors and a
hurrying of feet; then silence broken only by the pitiful
wail of a young child.

There was an inquest at which Walker, the
speculator, corroborated the evidence of St. Clair Enson—

that the deceased was laboring under great depression at
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the time of his leaving home, and of his avowed purpose
to shoot himself as the shortest way out of his family
difficulties. This testimony so clearly given produced a
profound impression upon the listeners. It was hoped by
many that Hagar would testify, but they were doomed to
disappointment. The pistol was well-known to many
friends as well as to his servants, as the one Ellis Enson
always carried. The watch was the old-fashioned timepiece
that his father had carried before him. The papers were
legal documents made by the family lawyer and having no
bearing on the case.

The jury rendered a verdict of suicide. Plainly, Ellis
Enson had died by his own hand.

There was a stately funeral: St. Clair Enson buried
his brother with every outward mark of wealth and pomp.
The servants moved about the house with red eyes and
stealthy steps while from the quarters the wind bore the
sound of mournful wailing.

It was a bleak night. The new master of the Hall and
the slave-trader, now his inseparable companion, sat
before the fire consulting about the disposal of the slaves.

“I'm going to let them all go, Walker, and only keep
a small working gang to till the ground and look after the
Hall.”

“Jes’ so,” replied Walker, as he folded a fat bundle of
bills into his pocket-book and carefully replaced the same
in his hip pocket.

“That’s a sensible thing to do. It won’t be six months

from now before we’ll all be fighting Yankees like mad,
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and then where’d your niggers be so nigh as this
plantation is to Washington. Best be on the safe side is my
idee. And there’s the missis—” At this moment the door
opened unceremoniously and Hagar came straight up to
the two men, seated before the blazing fire. Her dark eyes
shone like stars, her face was white as the snow that
covered the fields outside, her long hair hung in a
straggling mass, rough and unkept, about her shoulders
and over her sombre dress. A more startled apparition
could not well be imagined. An exclamation broke from
the lips of both men.

“I have come without your bidding, sir, for I have
something to say to you,” she said, addressing St. Clair
without bestowing a glance on the man Walker. She cast a
wild look around the sumptuous room.

“So you take your ease while he sleeps in his coffin.
You need not frown. I do not fear you. Life has no terrors
to offer me now.” She towered above him as he sat
crouched in his chair, and she looked down upon him
with a wicked glare in her eyes.

“The question I came to ask is this—St. Clair Enson,
do you believe that your brother died by his own hand?”

“Most certainly,” Enson constrained his white lips to
answer.

“Ellis was killed, murdered-shot down like a dog!
What did the pistol prove? Nothing. His pockets had not
been rifled. That proves nothing. Neither his great trouble
brought to him by his marriage with me—a Negro—would

have driven him to self-destruction. He was murdered!”
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A chill crept over her listeners. No one had ever
seen the gentle Hagar Sargeant in her present character.

“Murdered?” gasped St. Clair.

“Yes,” she shouted. “You are his murderer!”

He recoiled as if she had struck him a blow.

“Mad woman! You are mad I say, trouble has turned
your brain!”

“It was you who drove him forth from a happy
home. You who found your twin demon and brought
home the story that broke his heart, ruined his life and
gained for you the wealth you have always coveted. I
repeat, you are his murderer!”

St. Clair cringed; then he sprang to his feet and
seized her by the arm.

“This is too much for any man to stand from a
nigger wench. You have sealed your own fate. Off you go,
my fine madam, to the Washington market in short meter.
I would have kept you near me, and made your life as easy
as it has been in the past, but this settles it. Walker,” he said
as he turned to the speculator, “you have my permission
to take this nigger and her brat whenever it pleases you.”
Then he released her.

Hagar eyed the man critically from head to foot.

“Selfish, devilish, cruel,” she said slowly; “think not
that your taunts or cruelties can harm me; I care not for
them. No heart in your bosom; no blood in your veins!
You are his slayer, and his blood is crying from the ground

against you this very hour.”
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It was more than he could bear. Again he sprang
from his seat and seized her arm. Walker took her by the
other one and between them they dragged her toward the
entrance.

“Easy, easy!” exclaimed Walker in a warning voice
to St. Clair. “Don’t injure the sale of your property,
Enson.” St. Clair dropped his hold and again returned to
his seat by the fire.

“There, there, my dear, you're a leetle bit excited an’
no wonder. Go to your room and rest yourself, my dear, I
recommend gin. Gin with a leetle hot water, sugar and
spice is very nice, very nice for hysterics, and soothing,
very soothing to a gal’s nerves.” Walker punctuated his
remarks with many a little thump and pat in her back.

With a defiant smile, Hagar paused on the threshold
and said:

“It’s the truth! you're his murderer, and in spite of
the wealth and position you have played for and won, you
have seen the last on this earth of peace or happiness.”
Then striking her breast, she add