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CHAPTER III.

Lyon Berners, chilled to the heart
with the coldness of the night, half
famished for want of food, and wearied
with his lale violent exerlions, and

wishing to recruit his strength for the |

next day’s hard work, kindled a fire
and made some coffee, and forced him-
self to eat and drink a little, before he
drew his mattress to the door of the
vault and stretched himself down as
near as he could passibly get to the
place where he believed the dead body
©f his beloved wife lay.

Poor little Nelly, abandoning her el-
forts either from exhauslion or in des-
pair, erept up and lried to squeeze her-
self belween her master and the door of
the vault that she, too, thought held her
mistress. Lyon made room for her lo
curl herself up by his side, and caresseid
her soft fur, while he waited and
walched.

It was now ullerly dark in the chapel
but for the dull red glow of lhe fire,
which was dying out. An hour passed
by, and the last spark expired, and the
chapel was left in total darkness.

The agonies of that night who shall
tell? They were exircme—they seemed
interminable,

Al length the slow morning dawned.
Lyon rose with the sun, and walked
aboul the chapel in the resilessness |
mental anguish. The liltle dog followed
at his heels, whining. Presenlly Lyon
took up the erowbar and fried again to
force the iron door. He might as well
have tried {o move a mounlain. He
threw away the crowbar in desperation,
and then he stooped and peered through
the iron bars; all dark ! all skl in those
dismal deplhs! He turned away and
rekindled the fire, and prepared a litile
breakfast for himself and his dumb com-
panion. He must cherish his sirength
for the work that was before him.

After having ealen a morsel, and
given his dog food, he signaled to her
to lie down at the door of the vault and
watch, while he went out toward the
thicket to look for Joe, who might now
soon be expected.

He went through the churchyard, and
on to the entrance of the thickel path;
he even pursued that path until it led
‘him out upon the river road. He looked
down the road for miles, but saw no
sign of Joe!

Then, not wishing longer to leave the
spol where the body of his wife was
supposed to lie unburied, he went back
through thicket and graveyard to the
chapel, where at the door of the vault
the faithful little Skye terrier still
walched.

He entered and threw himself down
heside her, there to wait for the relurn
of his messenger.

But, ah | this was destined to be a day
of weary, weary waiting! The morning
advanced toward noon, and still Joe did
not appear. Lyon arose and walked
restlessly about the chapel, slopping
somelimes to peer down into the vault,
where nothing could he sgen, or to call
down where nothing could be heard. or
he took up the crowbar again, and re-
newed his frantie elforts lo force the iron
door that nolhing could move,.

Noon passed; afternoon advanced.

“Something has happened to Joe,”
said the desperate man to himself, as
once more he slarted out in the forlorn
hope of meeting his messenger.

Again the weary way was traversed;
again he went through the churchyard
and thicket, and came out upon the long
river road, and strained his gaze far
along its length., but without seeing
sigms of the negro's approach.

“Yes: some accident has befallen Joe.
All goes wrong, all is fatal, all is
doomed I” He groaned in despair as be
turned and retraced his steps toward the

old “Haunted Chapel.” As he drew near |

the building, he was slarlled by the
furious barking of his lillle dog.

“paogr liltle Nelly nas worked herself
into hysteries again at the door of that

vault.” he said {n himsell, as he quick-|

ened his pace and enlered the building.

He found it in lhe possession of lhe
constables,  wilh
head.
sion on his face oddly made up of
{ritmph and compassion, advanced to
meet him, saying:

“We are not at faull now, Mr. Ber-|

ners. We returned to-day to resume our
search through these mounlains, and
lale this aflernoon, as we were relurning
from our unsuccessful pursuit of the
burglars, we were met here in the
churchyard by these men."”

And here the sherill pointed to Purley
and MunsSon, whao were slandinr at a
short  distance.

“They told us.”
wick, “lhat Mrs.

nraceeded Mr. Benlh-
Berners. wilh your as-

sistance. had escaped from their cus-
tody.” |
“Right over my dead hody. which I

should say, 1y sleeping body,” pul in
Purley.

“And that she was certainly concealed
in this chapel, 8s they had received un-
ql]i‘ﬁ|i4'it‘lfﬂilf‘ inforrmation to that effect,”
added Mr. Benthwick.

wvell. stre. if vou [ind her here. you
will succeed lhe search far betler
than 1 have-done,” replied Lyon Ber-
ners, grimly.

“We have found vou here, and under
very suspicious circuinslanccs; so we

in

the sheriff at their |
Mr. Benihwick. wilh an expres-|
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will take leave to make a more thor-
ough search than we did yeslerday,”’
replied the sheriff.

“Have you tried the vault?” inquired
Purley.

“No: but we will try it now. She may
be concealed within “it, after all,” said
Mr. Benthwick. And, seeing lhe crow-
bar, he took it up and went to work
upon that immovabie door; but finding
it so fast, he threw down the lool, say-
ing :

EII. is of no use to work at that door
in that way, and it is of no use eilher 0
look through the bars, for you can see
nothing but black darkness. Butl, Pur-
ley, I will tell you what to do. Do you
go out and cul the most resinous kljul;
that you can find on the nearest pine
tree, and bring it to me."”

Purley started off in a hurry, and
soon returned with a pine knot fairly
soaked wilh turpentine.

“Now. then,” said Mr. Benthwick, &s
he took the torch from the hand of his
messenger “1 think this will throw some
light into the darkness below ! :

And he applied it first to the fire in
the aisle, and then he carried it, flam-
ing high, to the door of the vault, and,
putting it through the iron bars, let it
drop into the vault.

It was lighted up in an instanl, and
the sheriff and Purley bent down 1o
look through the graling to see what
the interior illumination might show
them. +

And Lyon Berners, whose anxiely
was of course more intense than that of
any one present, elbowed his way
through the crowd to gel nearer (he
door of the vault.

But before he could effect his purpose,
a sound of thunder burst upon the air,
the solid floor upheaved: the walls «f
the old Haunted Chapel fell in a heap
of smoking ruins; and all the valley and
mountain tops were lighled up with the
flames of destruclion.

CHAPTER 1IV.

The thunder of the explosion, when
the old Haunled Chapel was blown up,
was heard for many miles around.

It burst upon the unshellered way-
farers like the crack of doom.

It stunned the planlation negroes
negroes gathered around their cabin
fires ! :

It startled the planters’ families at
their ‘elegant tea-lables!

Teavellers paused panic-siricken on
the road !

Home-dwellers, high and low, rushed
with one accord to doors and windows
to see what the dreadful matier might
be |

Was it an earthquake?

Had some unsuspected volcano sud-
denly burst forth in the mountain? In-
deed, it seemed so |

Volumes of black smoke ascended
from a certain point of rocks, filling all
the evening air wilh the suffocaling
smell of sulphur.

There was a pause of astonishment
among the people for aboul one minute
only; and then commenced a general
stampede of all the able-bodied men and
boys from a circle of several miles in
circumference to the centro of altrac-
tion; while the women and girls waited
al home in dread suspensel

But the very first on the scene of the
catastrophe was a lamed negro.

Poor Joe! Just as his master had sur-
mised, he had met with an accident.
He had, indeed, reached Black Hall in
safety, near the dawn of that day; but
being quite exhausted wilh twenty-four
hours of watching, working, and [asl-
ing,. he succumbed to drowsiness, fa-
tigue, and famine. In short, he ate and
drank and slept.

He did not mean. poor faithful crea-
fure, to do more lhon just recruit sulli-
ecienl s'renglh to lake him back, with
lthe lools. lo his masler.

jul when one, under such eircum-
stances, surrenders lo sleep. he loses all
‘conirol over himself for an indefinite
- period of time. Joe slepi fast and long,
and never waked until he was rudely
kicked up by a fellow-servant, who de-
| manded to know how he came to be
(sleeping on the hay in the barn, and if
he meanl to sleep forever,

Joe started up, at first confused and
' delirious, but afterward, when he eame
| 1o his senses and found that it was past
i noon, he wias ullerly wretched arnd in-
| consolable. He did not even resent the
' rudeness of his comrade. in kicking him
up; but, on' the conlrary, meekly
thanked him for his kindness in arous-
ing him.

And lhen he went and gathered his
' lools together, and saddled his horse,
and, without wailing for bite or sup, he
told his male Lhat he had work to do at
| distance, and moun!ed and rode off
loward the ferry., which he had to cross
' to reach 1lhe river road on the other
side, because wilh the weight of the iron
tools he carried, he could not possibly
gel over the ford. :

All this contribuled so lo delay Joe's
journey, thal the sun set while he was
still upon the river road, and “the shades
of night were [alling fast” when he
reached (he entrance ol the thicket path
leading lo the Haunted Chapel.

[le had not ridden more than a hun-
dred yards up Llhis path, before the

l

appalled ears. And al the same inslant|
his affrighted horse, with a violent
bound, threw him to the earth, jumped
forward and fled.

Amazed, stunned, bowildered as he|
was, Joe did not entirely lose his senses. |
When recovered a little from {he shocl,
he felt himself all over to see what bones
were broken: and found to his great re-
lief that all were sound..

Then he got upon his feel, and looked |

about him; bul a dense, heavy, black |
vapor was seltling down upon lhe
Lthicket, hiding all things {rom his view,
while the slifling fumes of brimslone
took his breath away.

“I'm I Joe in his consternation
swore a very profane oath, which it is
not necessary here fo repeat, “ef 1
don’t b'liebe as de éebbil had blowed de
old Haunted Chapel! And oh! my
Hebbenly Marster | ef so, what have be-
come o Miss Sybil and Marse Lyon,
and Nelly 7" he cried, in a sudden pang
of terror and sorrow, as he tried fo
hurry toward the scene ol the iragedy.
He set off in a run, but was brought up
short by a sharp, severe pain in his
right ankle.

“I's sprained! Bress de Lord, ef it
ain’t sprained !" he cried, drawing up
and carressing the injured limb.

“It ain't no use. I can't put it to the

' ruins, as

ground no more |” he groaned.

Then, standing on his left fool and]
holding lhe olher in his hand, he looked |
around and saw the pick lying among
the scallered tools, that had fallen from
his hold when the horse threw him.
He cauliously bent down and took up the
pick, and reversed it, and using it as a

crutch, he hobbled on through the
thicket toward the ruins of the old
chapel. But his progress was so slow

and painful that it took him nearly an
hour to reach lhe place.

When at lengih he emerged {rom the
thicket and entered the old churchyard,
a scene of devastation mel his view thal
appalled his soul.

“Oh, my lord !" he said, stopping and
leaning upon his pick-crulch, as he
gazed around, “what an awful sightl
Joe, you are like—somebody among the
ruins of somelhing,” he added, as a
vague classic similitude aboul Scipio
and Carthage flitted through his hali-
dazed brain.

It was indeed a scene of horror deep
rnough to dismay the stoulest heart!
Nor was that horror less overwhelming
for the obscurily that enveloped it. The
Haunted Chapel was gone! and in s
place was a heap ol blackened, burn-
ing, and smoking ruins, with here and
there the arm or leg of som> crushed
mnd mulilated viclim protruding from
the mass. And in strange contrast lo
this appalling scene, was a poor liflle
Skye terrier, preserved from destruction,

Heaven only knows how, that ran
snuffing and whining piteously around
and around the wreck,

“Come. Nelly! pretlty Nelly! good
Nelly ! called Joe.

Tha Skye terrier left off circling around
the smouldering ruins, and bounded to-
ward her dusky friend, and leaped upon
him with a yelp of welcomme and a
whine of sorrow.

“Oh, Nellyi Nelly!
pened 7" cried Joe.

The little dog howled dismally in
AnsSwer,

“Yes, I know what you would say. I
understand. The devil has blown up the
Haunted Chapel,” said Joe.

She lifted up her nose and her voice
in a woebegone howl of assent.

“Just so; but oh ! Nelly | Nelly Brown!
where is the marster and the mistess?”

She answered by a cry of agony, and
ran back to ihe ruins, and recommenced
her pawing and whining.

“Ah, ves, just so; buried under all
that there,” groaned Joe.

But Nelly ran back to him, barking
emphatically, and then forward to lhe
ruins, and then, seeing that he still
stood there, back to him again, with the
most eloquent barks, lhal seemed fo as-
sure him lhat her master and mistress
were under the mass, and at length to
ask him whal was the use of his being
a man, if he could not dig them out.

Never did man and dog understand
each olher heller. Joe replied to Nelly
if she had spoken in the best ap-
proved English.

“I know it, honey ! I know they are;
ey are there!” he sobbed, “but you
see I'm crippled, and can'l do nothing.”

Bul the Ilitlle Skye terrier could not
comprehend such  incompelency in a
human creature, and so she very irra-
lionally \and irrilatingly conlinued her
appeals and her reproaches, until Joe
hobbled up to the heap of smoking ruins
to take a nearer view,

The first thing that mel his sight was
the sole of a man's boolt, belonging 1o a
leg protruding from the mass.

“1f it should be hizzen! Oh! good
gracious ! il il should be marster’s !
But, no,” he continued, on a closer ex-
amination of the limb. “No! there is a
spur on the heel. It isn't hizzen. No |l
thank goodness, it is Masler Sheriff
Benihwick’s, and sarve him right, 'oo.”

While Joe was exulling, either wicked-
lv over the destruction of the sheriff, or
1511“_:1,151_1.-' over the possible preservalion ol
his master, there was a sound of crack-
ling foolsleps through the thicket, and
lhe forerunners of the approaching
crowil ﬂ?:j'!i’{ll"i,‘d upon the scene.

Among Lhem was Caplain Pendlelon,
who. recognizing the figure of Joe, even
in the obscure light, sirode toward him,
eagerly demanding : '

wwhat is all this?
pen? Do you know i

«Oh, Marse Capping Pendulum, sir,
I'se so glad you'se come ! cried Joe, on
the verge ol tears. -

“But how did this happen?” impa-

what has hap-

S

How did it hap-

tiently repeated the captain.

“Oh, sir, don’t you see as the debbil
has blowed up the Haunted Chapel, and
myv voung mistess and marster into it
all this time?” sobbed the man.

“ood Heaven! You don’t mean thatf,
Joe " exclaimed Caplain Pendleton.

uyas [ do, sir; worse luck ! which you

Tthunder of the explosion burst upon his[can see for yvourself, as even poor litlle

ignorant Nelly knows it,” wept Joe.

And the little Skye lerrier, as il to
conlirm the mnegro’s words, ran and
leaped upon the caplain, whining pa-

thetically, and then ran backward and
forward between him and lhe heap of
il to impress upon his mind
that her dear masler and misiress were

really burried there, and lo implore him |

to come fo their assistance.

But other people were now pouring
rapidly in upon the scene of the calas-
l[‘D]'J-ht‘.u

Exclamalions of horror and dismay
were ultered; I[hen pine knols were
sought and lighted, and everybody
crowded around the ruins.

“There are human beings buried be-
nealh this pile; for Heaven's sake,
friends, lose no lime; bul disperse and

find tools to dig this away " exclaimed |

Caplain Pendleton, energelically.
Several of the bystanders starled at
once for the nearest farmhouses o pro-
cure the needlul tools.
Captain Pendleton turned fo Joe.
*“Tell’ me now, he said; “how came
Mr. and Mrs. Berners in Llhis place 7"
Joe relaled all that he knew of their

escape from the sheriff's officers, their |

accidental meeting with him, their ar-
rival at the Haunled Chapel, the mys-
terious disappearance of Sybil, the visit
of the constables and militiamen in
cparch of the burglars: the means that

his maslier and himself look to discover |
'traces of Sybil through the inslinet cf|

her littlle dog:; fthe reasons they had,
through the behavior of the little Skye
terrier, to believe that the lady had been
taken down into the vault and robbed
and murdered, his own departure in
gearch of tools to take up lhe flagstones
over the vault, and finally his return to
the scene of action to find the Haunted
Chapel one mass of ruins. -

“When I left marster he was sitling
at the door of he vaull, where we
thought the dead bady of my poor mur-
dered young mistess was hid; and when
I comed back I found this here !" sobbed
Joe, pointing to the wreck.

“Good heaven! my man, lhis is a
frightful story that ydu lell me! Sit
yourself down on the ground, and give
me that pick which you are using for a
crutch! [ must go to work here,” ex-
claimed Captain Pendleton, taking the
pick from the negro and begining to dig
vigorously at the mass of f{allen stone
and mortar.

The men and boys who had gone afier
implemenis now came hurrying back,
wilth picks, spades, hoes, rakes, eltc., over
their shoulders.

They immediately fell to work wilh a
zeal and energy inspired by curiosity
and terror; and while the boys held the
lighted pine knols high above their
heads, the men dug away at the mass
wilh all their might and main.

It was a wild scene, that deep glen;
the heap of smoking ruins in the midst,
the affrighled crowd of workers around
it, the flaming lorches held on high, the
spectral gravesiones gleaming here and
there: the whole encircled by dark, tow-

ering mountains, and canopied by a
murky, midnight sky !
In almost dead silence the fearful

work went on.

The first body exhumed was lhat of the
unfortunate Sheriff Benthwick, quite
dead. It was borne tenderly off to some
distance, and laid down on a bed of
dried leaves beneath the shelter of an
pak iree.

Then four other bodies were dug out
from the mass, among them that of the
bailiff Purley. And these were carried
and laid beside that of the sheriff.

And now, lhough the workmen dug
away al the ruins as vigorously as ever,
they found nolhing bul broken timbers,
signe and mortar. No sign of Lyon cr
Sybil Berners was lo be seen. A wild
hope sprang up in the heart ol Joe—a
hope that in some miraculous manner
his young masler and mistress had es-
caped this terrible desiruclion—a hope
that the litlle Skye terrier would by no
means encourage, for she continued to
run around the ruins, and in and out
among the legs of the workmen, to the
serious danger of her own life and
limbs, and to bark and whine and paw,
and assert in eyery emphalic manner a
little brute could use, that her master
and mistress were really under there and
nowhere else.

“You'll drive me to despair, you litlle
devil of a dog! You'd make 'em there,
whether they're there or nof, and 1 tell
you they an't there!" cried Joe, in des-
peration.

But Nelly held toe her own opinion,
and clamorously mainlained it, :

She was soon justified. The work-
men, in course of their digging. removed
quite a hill of plasler, slone and broken
limbers, and came upon a leaning [rog-
ment of the back wall, Inclined at an
angle of about forty-five degrees, and
supported in its place by a poriion of

scorched,

Great Scoft! and to think there's some'®

| follks that still say thal a woman don’t
know how lo drive nailsl!

| the altar and lhe iron door of the vaulf,

which had stood the shock of the explo-

S101.

Under this leaning wall, and complete-
protected by it, lay {wo men,

bruised, stunned, insensible,

but still living.

They were Lyon Berners and Robert
Munson. Amid (he surprise and salis-
faction of the crowd, they were carefully
lifted out and laid upon the ground,

Iy

while every simple means at hand were

used for their restoration, while the little
Skye [errier ran round and round withi
velps of joy and triumph, which seemed!
lo say

“I told yvou so! and next time you'll’
helieve me!”

“Friends,” said Caplain Pendleton,

addressing some of the men who weret

still working away al the ruins, “there;
is no use in your digging longer! You!
may see from the very posilion of lhati
wall and the aspect of everylhing elsed
here lhat there can be no more bodiesi
among the riins. You can do nothing’
to bring the dead to life; but you can{
do much to save lhe living from dealh.!
Hurry, some of you, to the nearesy
heuse and bring a coupld of shullers,
and narrow maliress also, il possible §
These men must be taken to my house,
which is nearest, lo receive medjcuﬁ
attention.”

As the captain spoke, a dozen work-
men threw down their tools and started’
on the errand.

(1d Joe hobbled up to the spot, whera
Captain Pendleton sal supporting the
head of Mr. Berners on his knee, while
little Nellie jumped around, now in a
hysterical state belween joy and fearg
for she saw at last that though her mas-
ter was rescued, he was not yet safe.
On seeing Joe come up, she jumped
upon him with an eager bark, which
seemed to say .

“You see 1 was right!
sure enough !" !

“Yes. Nelly, that's all very well as far
as it goes. Bul where's the young mis-
tess, Nelly; where's Miss Sybil 7" sor-
rowfully inguired Joe. -

The little dog looked up in his face
with a bark of intelligence and distress,’
and then broke away and ran in among.
the ruins. ,

“There still is she!” exclaimed Joe,
and he hobbled after the liltle Skye ter-
rier to the place where the leaning frag-
ment of the wall was supported by the
iron door of the vault.

“They must dig into that vault. Tk
never be conlented until they dig into
that vault; and 11l speak to Capping
Pendulum about il,” said Joe, and he,
hobbled back to the spot where thati
gentleman still sat supporting the head
of his wounded friend.

“Sip. Marse Capping,” said Joe, re-
spectfully taking off his hat, “you heerd
what 1 tell vou 'bout marster and me
having of good reasons lo s'pose as my,
voung mistess was robbed and mure
Jered and hid into that vault?” '

“yas.” gravely assented the captaip.

“wWell. sir, Marse Capping, Nelly do
stick to it as she is down ther. And, sir,
[ shall neber feel salisfied into piy own
mind till the men dig eway all the rub-
hish and lay open the secreis of that
there prisin house.”

“JToe. it shall be done, if only for the
satisfaction of your faithful heart,” said
the captain.

. (To be continued).
& :
FIELDS OF BORAX.

Towards the southern end of Logunay
de Guatayoe, in the Argenline Republie,,
ihere are vast borax fields, often termed,
borax mines. Fourteen inches below
the surface there are masses of soff,
white, round “potaloes” of borax, packed
closely together, to a deplth of eighteen
inches, and these are dug just like pota
toes. An area of borax ground holds
five to six limes as many horax “pntﬂ.-1
toes” as the same area of an agricul-|
tural field generally contains of they
domestic potalo.

Here he is,

= L i

“Want my daughter, eh?
“Well, I own a gold mine."”
“Working it?"

“No; working the public wilh
“Take her and be happy.'

WISE F ATHER.
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Whatare your prospeclsi”
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