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CHAPTER 1V.—{Continued).

“And for Nelly's, too, sir. See how
she slands and looks up inlo your face,
wailing for you to ‘cide, just as il she
understood all that I was axin of you,
which of course she do.”
t.a“Nm a doubt of it,” assenied lkbe cap-

in.

Al that moment the messengers who
had been dispatched for shutters and
matiresses returned with the articles,
and sel them down before Captain Pen-
dleton.

“Now, my men,” said lhe caplain,
“arrange one of the matlresses upon the
shutter, and assist me 1o lay my
wounded friend upon it."”

Ready hands obeyed this direction,
and the fainlly breathing body of Lyon
Berners was laid down in comparalive
ease,

The same service was performed for
poor young Munson, who was badly in-
jured, and also quile unconscious.

“Now, my men, Lhis poor negro has
reason to believe that the body of his|
mistress may be found in the bollom of
thal vaull; T want you, therefore, to go
to work as fast as you can, and remove
all the rubbish that has fallen into it,
_even down to the floor,” was lhe next
order given by the caplain.

And the men seized their picks and re-
.- sumed their digging with renewed
energy.

“Joe, slay herg by your master and |
this poor felow; and occasionally wet
their lips wilh this birandy and waler
~ while I go and see to the clearing out of
. the vault,” said Caplain Pendleton; and,
{eaving Joe in charge of the wounded
men, he followed the workmen to the
ruins fo urge them to the grealest ex-
pedilion, adding as a reason for haste:
. “It is time that Mr. Berners and Mun-
'son should be taken to my house, and
|' placed in bed, to receive proper medical
'altention. Bul 1 cannot consenl to
leave this spot even lo allend to them,
until I find out whether the body of Mrs.
Berners is really under the ruins.”

Thus exhoried, the men worked with
tremendous energy, and soon dug away
all the pile of rubbish, and laid the
depiths of the vault open to the torch-
light. Bul there was nothing to be seen
but the damp and slimy walls and floor,
and Lhe little heaps of broken stones and
fallen plaster in the corners.

“Not there! Well, then, I didn’t know
whelher T was a-hoping or a-fearing fo
find her there, or whether T'm glad or
sorry now at not finding her there.”
said Joe, who in his excessive anxiety
had alt length deserted his post behind
the wounded men, and hobbled up to the
opened vaull.

“You should be glad, for now you
have no evidence ot her death; but, on
the olher hand., good reason to hope
thal she is somewhere alive and well”
said Captain Pendleton.

"Thlat*s 50, too, Marsler Capping. But
nnllrr see what a little sloryv-teller Nelly
181

“It was her master she scented, and
she found him.”

—

“Yes. but she iried to make me be-
licve as her mistess was down there
also. And look how she slicks to the

slory! There she is down there, slill
running round and round, like she was
crazy, and asnuffing al all the corners!”

“Never mind Nelly. Joe. Come along,
now. We must take vour masler and
the olher poor fellow on lo my house.
It should have been done before ihis,
[ am sorry for this delay. which has
been so fruitless,” said Captain Pendle-
fon. as he led the way back to the spot
where he had left the injured viclims of
“the explosion.

“sarster Capping,” said Joe. as he
hokbled alter Pendleton, “I have gol two |
horses ‘tied up there in the woods. ef!
they haven't been frightencd al the blow-
ing up, and done broke loose: and T
have got a wagon down by the road-
side, if so be as you would like to con-

vey my wounded marsler and the
t'other gemplan that a way." !
“No. Joe: the jolting of a wagon mighl |
be falal to them in their present condi- |
¢ion. They must be carried carefully on
shulters. Bul the wagon will be just the
thing to convey the dead bodies fo|
Blackville, where an ingues! musl be
held upon them." answered the captain.
And he requesied some of the men pre-
genl lo go in search of lhe horses. :mul:
to harness them 1o the wagon [or lhe|
required services to lhe dead. while |
others he delained to help in care of the
wounded. |
When tbhe shutlers upon which Lyon |
Berners and Roberl Munson lay were
each carefully lifted by lhe hands of |
four men, and the lillle procession WAaS |
about to start, Captain Pendlelon called |
lo Joe, saying: rl
«you must go with me 1o have your|
limb looked to, and also ln be wilh your
wmasler, who will need [amiliar faces |
pear him when he comes lo himsell.” |
“Yes. sir, Marse Capping Pendulum, |
I will go. Bul oh, my Hebhenly Loed, |
whal will T have to tell my poor mars- |
ter. when he opens his eves and looks
at me? cried Joe, burslting into tears.
“Come, come, be a man! Stop howl-
ing, and do your duty—which is now 1o
fullow your masler,” exposlulated the |

caplain.
“yias. sir, I'l do it; bul I must gel
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| hoe
|l_[l1':ﬂf:'ll limes al least to look at vou, and

little dog, here to pine away and die in
the vaults,” sighed Joe, who then, lft-
ing his voice, cried, “Nelly | Nelly l”

Al the sound of his voice the little ter-
rier ran up from the vault, and leaped
upon him.

Joe stooped.and picked her up in his
arms. and hugged her affectionately Lo
his bosom, &s he said :

“You see, il's no use slayin’ here, my
poor little dog. Our misiess an't no-
wheres about here.”

Nelly was, however, ol a dilferent
opinion, and she whined and struggled
to be released; and when Joe held her
faster, she growled and threalened him
with her teeth.

“Can’t help it, my litlle darling. Our
mistess an't nowhere round, and it ant
no use your stayin' here to grieve your-
self to death among the ruins. You've
got to go along. with me—0Owich ! you
little devil, you!l” exclaimed Joe, sud-
denly breaking off in his discourse, and
dropping the dog; who, having found
that all her “efforts to release herself
had been in vain, had made her little
teeth meet in the fleshy part of the ne-
gro’s hand.

“\wWas lhere ever such a vicious liltle
beast 7’ cried Joe, as he hobbled away,
sucking the blood from his wounded
member. “Now she may stay there for
me. I don’t care ef she do pine hersell
to death, agrawatin’ little brute !”

And so, grumbling and growling, he

hobbled after the littie procession that

wns now well on its way through the
thicket.
Meanwhile litlle Nelly ran back into

the vaull. and recommenced her irra-
lional invesligalions.
The hour of the night svore on. The

men who had been sent in search of the
horses, with great difficulty found and
caught them, and brought them back 10
the scene of the explosion. The dead
bodies were bound upon their backs, and
they were led through the thicket o the
road. where (he empty wagon was wait-
ing. As there were five bodies and but
{wo horses. and as only one body could
be bound upon one horse at a time. it
was necessary to make three irips
through the thicket, before they could
all be got upon the wagon. So il was a
work of time and trouble lo remove all
the dead from the scene of the calas-
trophe. At length, however, the last
body was bound upon the last horse and
led away by ihe last man thal left the
spot.

And of all the living crowd that had
filled the churchyard and surrounded
the ruin. none was left but the little
Skyve terrier, Nelly, who was slill at
worlt in the vaull.

What was she doing.

She. had econcenirated her alleniion
and her energies upon one spol—a
moderate-sized heap of densely-packed
rubbish in one corner. She was scralch-
ing away at this heap; she had already
burrowed a hole of some depth; and
still she scratched away, with all her
might and main, until her strengih
failed: and then she sat down on her
hind quarlers and panied unlil she re-
covered her breath; and then she re-
commenced and scratched away for
dear life until somelhing fell on the other
side, and with a bark and bound of joy,
she leaped through the aperture and
ran snuffing along the damp ground.
Fureka ! the little Skye terrier had dis-
covered what human inlelligence had
failed to do! She had found the secret
subterranean passage. and now be sure
she will find her mislress.

CHAPTER V.

We left Sybil sleeping on her sylvan
couch, in the cavern chamber ol her
nameless hostess. She slept on as lhey
sleep whao '
by mental™and bodily faligue, surrender

unconditionally to Nalure's greatl re-
storer.

[Late in the allernoon sho awoke,
muech refreshed in mind and body,

though alt firsl somewhal confused us
lo her “local habitation.” But the voice
of her slrange hosless al once restored
ier memory and self-possession.

”llll_l have ,‘;IE}iT h}llg and well.” said
girl, “I have been in here half-a-

always found you fast asleep,
never even changed your posilion
lhink you must feel much belter.”

1 feel very well, lhank vou. if onlv
[ could hear [rom my husbftm!,” I*E]‘nliq_‘-;_i
=y hil. '

“Always the same subjecl !
stupid and tiresome.
about your husband. He is just now
al lhe IHaunted Chapel, waiting for the
constahbles o g0 awsiy so that lie may
resume his search for vou.”

“Poor Lyon! But how do you know
this 7

"}fﬂ]h.ulh who has just come in, told
mne. ‘

“"Moloch ' You have mentioned that
name several limes. Who is Moloch ?”

‘The lieutenant of the band. Belial ia
lhe adjutant. Salan is the ﬂﬂptﬂi-n |3|11:L
we seldom see him. He is a 1‘Er-yh fine
gentleman, of the very first society, 1
have no doubt that you have met lhim
often in the drawing-rooms of ﬁfeauh
and [ashion.

“Good Heaven! girl, whal slory is
Lhis that you are telling me?”

You
1

that s

being completely conguered |

But I ean tell you |

[ .
“The very iruth. Satan is a gentle-

man. Belial also is no stranger lo good
company. Hem ! they were both at your
masquerade.”

“Both at——!" gasped Sybil, losing her
breath in astonishment.

“Your masquerade! Yes, for I tell
you that they are both men of fashion
and pleasure. As for poor old Moloch,
he is just whal he seems—a rude, rug-
ged robber ! And then there is Vulcan.”

“But who are lhese men?" inquired
Sybil, recovering her- lost breath.

“I told you. Genllemen in the draw-
ing-room ! Robbers on the highway."

“But why do you give them such dia-
bolical names ?"

“Because they are devils, each in his
way ! Moloch is a brutal and ferocious
devil; Belial is a smooth, deceitful de-
vil: and Satan is an inlellectual and
commanding devil.”

“yWhal are their righl names 1"

“It would be hard lo tell! Each one
having a score of aliases at his dis-
posal.”

“[ shall be graleful for all this—bul—
but—my husband {”

“Oh. bother, there it is again! Always
lhe same mew ! If there's anylhing in
the world makes me [eel ill, it is a love-
sick woman !” exclaimed the sirange
girl. But her short-lived anger quickly
' disappeared, and, holding oul her lny
broad hand lo her guest, she said :

“Come, get up and wash! There is
some fresh waler and clean lowels.
and lhere is a change of clothing, if you
wish to have it. And here am I, to
serve as your lady's maid. And when
you are dressed, there will be a dinner
ready [or you, of which 1T 4nay say that
lhe Governor of lhe Slale will not sit
down to a beiter one lo-day.”

Sybil gave her hand in token of re-
conciliation, and then arose from her
couch of leaves. Very glad was she of
the opporiunily of washing and chang-
ing her dress; for of all the pelty priva-
{ions thal were ‘mixed up with her
greal troubles, she felt most the want
of fresh water &nd clean clothes.

The girl wailed on her Kindly and
skillfully. And Sybil would have been
well pleased had she not, in taking up
one of the fresh damask lowels, saw on
it the initials of her [riend, Beairix Pen-
dleton. She held it up to the view of
her hostess, and looked inquiringly.

“Yas, fo be sure! we wanted face
towels, and they brought away a dozen
or so of them from a house lhey recent-
ly visited. But you cannof help it. 1
advise you to make the best of every-
thing,” said the girl, answering the
look.

Sybil said not a word in reply; but
she thoughtl within herself, I am forced
lo consort with thieves, and to use
{heir stolen goods; but I will profit by
nothing which I shall not make good 1o
the owner; and so as soon as I shall be
|freed, T will privately send Miss Pen-
{dleton a four-fold compensalion.”

And thus, having salisfied her con-
science, Sybhil took her hostess’ advice,
and made “the best of everylhing.”
|  When she was thoroughly renovaled
| by a complele change of clothing, every
‘article of which she.recognized as the
property ol Miss Pendleton, her sirange
hostess conducted her inlo the spacious
and beauliful cavern that has been al-
ready described.

There was a large round lable set in
lhe middle of the floor, covered with &
fine white damasle cloth, and furnished
with a heterogeneous service of lhe
richesl silver plale, the most delicale
Sevres china, and the coarsest earthen-
ware and rudest cutlery. Around the
lable were seals as miscellaneous in
qualilty as was the seryice; there were
three-legged stools, slumpy logs cl
wood set on end. one very large slone,
and one elegant piano-chair.

“wWe always eal our greal meal of the
'day in this place. You would call it
| dinner: we call it supper, bul it is all
‘the same.” said the girl.

“Oh I'" exclaimed Syhil, looking in dis-
may al lhe many plates, “oh | have I
got to meet all these horrid men?

“Yes, my lady! You must meet these
horrid men who have saved you! They
do not often have the honor of a lady's
company to supper, and they will' nol
dispense with yours now.” replied the
elfin hosless, sarcastically.

A shudder ran through Syhil's frame;
but she rallied all her strenglh to resist
lhe creeping lerror.

“These |hieves are men, afler all,” she
caid to hersell. “They are nol beasts
\nor deovils. as their companion calls
themn; they arve human beings, why
tshould I fear them ! And she spoke
very cheerfully to her hosiess; inquir-
e

“When do you expect your compan-
ions in?”

“They drop in at anv lime in the even-
ing. Some of them will be here soon,
‘and then we will have supper.”
| The darkening of the cave now indi-
cated that the sun was selling. And
soon the wild hostess eclapped her
hands and ealled in her pale allendant
to light up the cavern. And the phan-

e

then returned with two fall  silver
candleslicks, supporting two such large
wax candles 1hat Sybil saw at a glance
that they must have been stolen from the
altar of a Catholic chapel. And she
shivered again at perceiving that she
was the guest ol the worst of outlaws—
saereligions church-robbers! Bul soon
' her atlention was attracted by the splen-
dor of the scene around, when the stal-
aciile walls of the cavern, lighted up by
lhe great candles, emitted millions cf
prismalic rays of every brilliant hue, as
if they were incrusied with diamonds,
rubies, emeralds, sapphires, amethysls,
lopazes and carbuncles, all oft he purest
fire,

“Splendid, is it not? What palace
chamber can compare to ours?’ in-
quired the girl, on observing the evident
admiration with which her guest gazed
upon the scene.

Before Sybil had time to reply there
was the heavy trampling of feet near at
hand. and the next moment four rough-
looking men entered the cave.

=

fascinated her gaze, wilh something ol

ltam vanished for a few momenls, and |

Involuntarily Sybil shrank closer fo
her hosless, as they passed near her.
But not one of them eilher did or said
anylhing to alarm or offend her. Each
one, in his turn, grufMly greeted her by
nodding, as he pulled off his hal and
threw it inlo a corner, and then seated
himself at the table.

The elfin girl clapped her hands, and
when her atlendant appeared, she order-
ed that supper should be immedialely
brought in.

Meantime Sybil furlively observed the
four robbers, but one of them especially

the terrible fascination that the boa
consirictor is said to exercise upon the
peautiful birds of the Brazilian [orest.

He was a great red-haired and red-
bearded giant, whose large limbs and
coarse features had well earned for him
the nick-name of “Moloch;” and Moloch,
Qybil instinetively knew this man fo be.
The olther three were ordinary, hirsute,
dirtv ruffians, upon whom she scarcely
bestowed a glance. Her eyes conlinual-
Iv reverted to Moloch, from whom she
could not long keep them. He was
huge. ugly, brutal, ferocious; but he
commanded attention, if only from the
power that was wilhin him.

3ul what terrified f"‘ﬂphll the most was
this—that her own fascinated eyes at
jenoih attracted hisSand he looked at

her with a devouring gaze that made her |
evelids  fall and her very heart sink
within her. |

The two women—ithe dark and shri-|
veled old Hecate, and lhe pale, cold
Proserpine—now brought in the supper.
And as the elfin hostess had declared,
a more luxurious meal did not grace the
table of the State’'s Governor that day.
There were green-lurile soup, rock fish,
ham, wild turkey, and partridges, wilh
every variely of vegelables and of con-
dimen!s. And there were pies, pud-
dings, cuslards and pasiries of every
descriplion. And jellies, jams, and
fresh and preserved [ruils, of every
sort.  And there were priceless wines,
and fragrant colfee and tea. All these
luxuries were placed at once upon the
supper-table, or a side table, in full
view of lthe company.

“We have no printed bill-of-fare,”
laughed Sybil's slrange host; “bul the
[are ilself is hefore you !”

“Let the lady be sealed in the place o®
honor,” growled Maoloch, glowering at
Sybil wilh his dreadful eyes.

“Which means the piano stool, I sup-
pose,” said the strange hostess, taking
Sybil by the hand, and leading her lo
the seat in question.

She sulfered herself (o be put into it;
but the next instant she was horrified
by the insolence of Moloch, who de-
liberately arose/from his seat and came
around and placed himself beside her,
and laid his great hand upon her shoul-
der, s

“You are handsome,” he said. “Do
yvou know it? But of course you do.
The swells have told you so a many
limes.”

“Don't touch me ! said Sybil, shrink-
ing from him.

“Now don't put on airs. You're one
of us, you know, and so we’'ll ‘fend you
fo the last drop of blood in our weins.
Only don’t put on airs; but be kind to
lhem as are kind to you,” growled the
brute.

“But take your
do. 1 cannot,K bear it!"
shrinking further off sfill.

“\Why, now, if you only knowed what
lhis here hand have done in yvour sar-

hand awav—please
cried Sybil,

vice, you fondle on to it, instead o’
linging it off like it was a wasp,’
coaxed the rufMian, stealing his arm

around her neclk.

Bul Sybil. with a sudden and violent
gesture, cast it off. and slarted lo her
feet, seizing the knife beside her as a
weapon of defense.

“Lord bless your pretly little soul,
whal's the good of that? Why, when I
was a lad, I always liked lo lease lhe
kiltens best that spil and scratched and
fit the most!- Thal only makes me lile
vou better. Come now, sit down along-
side o' me, and let's be good friends,’
said the rullian,
around Sybil, and forcing her into her
seat.

“Stop that, vou devilish beast! Let
the lady alone!” eried Sybil's nameless
hostess, in a voice of authority.

“Don’t be jealous, my darling,” re-
plied Moloch, ftightening his grasp
around Sybil's waisl.

“Men | why don't you inlerfere? He
is rude to the lady ! cried the girl, ap-
pealing to theo thers.

“We never meddle beltween olher men
and lheir sweethearts. Do we, males "
called out one.

“No, no, no !" answered the olhers.

“Oh, if Salan were here!" cried
airl, in despair.

“Satan is here!” responded a voice
close by.

And the robber captain stood among
them as if he had risen from the earth.

Moloch dropped Sybil, and cowered
in the most abject manner.

Sybil looked wup, and turned cold
from head to foot:; for in the handsome,
stalely, graceful form of the brigand
chief, she recognized lhe finished gen-
fleman who, in the character of
“Dealh.” had danced with her at her
own mask ball, and—the probable mur-
derer of Rosa Blondelle !

(To be continued).
+

TAXING PICTURE POST CARDS.

The Taxalion Committee of the Ger-
man Reichstag has accepled the pro-
posal for taxing picture post cards.
This measure, if passed al the plenary
cilting of the Reichstag, will bring in a
revenue of $2,500,000. It is computed
that 500,000,000 picture posl-cards are
annually sent through the German post-
offices.
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*How would you define
Jones: “I should say

Mrs. Brown .
‘tact’ 7" NIrs.

that tact is the ability to make your hus-

throwing his arms |
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HARVESTING THE TIMOTHY CROP

The man who grows limothy produces
it for the market, for il is not the best|
thing for stock, clover or mixed hay be-
ing preferred by the large majority of !
careful feeders of all kinds of stock,
wriles Mr. W. W. Stevens.. If it should
be grown for home consumplion, (hen|
the harvesting should begin aboul the |
lime the heads are in full bloom, as you
then have a nice green, sweel-smelling,
hay wilthout much dust or lint. Bub
when it is lo go to market, allow it lo.
get quite ripe before the cutling begins.|

Engage ahead of the season Q reliable
hay baler to do your work just when
you need him, il you do not own a baler
yourself.  With satisfactory arrange-
ment made for the baling of hay you can
start the mower, getting a few acres cut|
down ahead of the teams. One man
and team will be sufficient to operaie|
the mower and tedder. The ledder|

II:'-;Imnm be starled an hour or so before|

vou begin taking up lhe hay, which|
work must, of course, be done in wea-
ther suitable for hay making. The ted-|
der should be used in this way for the
purpose of getting all lhe external|
moislure out of the hay. This is Very,
necessary when it is to be baled.

Two wagons and three men Aare
usually sufficient to get the hay to the
baler. as it is best lo do the work in the:
hay field. If it is not convenient to se-
eure teams fo haul the baled hay 10
market. the bales may be ricked up and
covered wilh some refuse hay or siraw
lo protect them till time may be had to
haul them to the barn or to market. It
is bast to sell and ship hay just as it is
baled. 1t saves handling, which :.‘q:-'.ls
money, and I find no trouble in gelling
buyers for hay baled and shipped direct
from the meadow. Care must be taken.
nol to bale up any damp hay. It in-
jures your trade as well as repulation,

This method is the cheapest and best
when one comes to handling the tim-
othy crop. Any sort ol stacking, rick-
ing or mowing away hay adds to ils
cost and thus reduces the farmer's pro-
fits. If you can possibly engage a man
to do your baling, just the day you need
him. then put up your timothy in good,
large hay cocks,, where it may stand
some time without any serious damage.
When lhus put up, the cocks can be
readily dragged to the baler wilhout
forking the hay in the wagon. This
method does not take much more labor

‘than to haul it to baler direct from the

swath.

If there is any considerable amount
of hay to handle, a good loader is an
indispensable piece of machinery In the
hay field. It does the hardest part of
the work, and will put hay on the wa-
gon fasler than any two men will do
the worlk under ordinary condilions. In
this part of the country it is a very difli-
cult matler to secure exira help in hay
time, and the average help is never as
reliable as a machine that can be rnade
to take the place of hand work.,

I had always heard that hay baled
directly from the swath would sweal and
mould, no matter how well cured ib
might be, but I know from recent exper-
ionce and observation that the very best
of hay can be made as above noted, the
only point is o observe carefully and
see {hat their Is no external moisture
on the grass when it is baled.

DESTROYING CANADA THISTLES.

Mowing twice each year, just after Lhe
flowers open® usually in June or Au-
gust, will keep the planis in subjection.;
This will prevent the produclion of;
soeds, and thus serious injury fo cropsi
may be avoided, bul it will rarely cause
the death of the thistle rools excepl inj
good grass land or in wat seasons, and
will therefore need lo be repealed each
year. It is generally as effective as pull-
ing or grubbing lwice a year. This plan
is recommended for roadsides and waste
land. and for meadows and pastures!

band believe he is having his own way.”

where the methods for complete eradi-
calion seem to be too expenmsive [or im-
mediate applicalion. Canada Lhislle,
planis are often killed by mowing lhem!
just as a heavy rain sets in, late in June|
or early in July, when they are in bloom:
and thesstalks are hollow. The rain,
weeping the cut surface moist and filling
up the hollow stalks, favors the growih
of fungi, inducing decay, which often|
extends down o the root sysfem.

A more effective method, especially in:
dry seasons, is to go over the ground
onee during every two weeks after lhe
mowing in June and eul ofl every
thistle about lwo inches below the sur-
[ace wilh a hoe or spud. A spud made
of n strong., sharp chisel on the end of
a pitehfork handle, will be found most
convenient for this work. The second
yvear. lhe spudding should begin as soon
as {he thislles show in the spring, and
should be continued (hrough Lhe seca-
son. although there will be few to cut
after midsummer if the work has been
well done.  The land should be looked
aver occasionally each year afterward
ta delect and deslroy planis that may
spring from dormant seeds. Salling
thistle plants every week or lwo during

{wo successive growing Seasons, in
pastures where sheep have access la

them, usually destroys them.

FARM NOTES.

What is more pleasapt than a drive
through the countiy in sune?

Drive your work—don’t let
voll.

Scrubs in any breed are on the ay
pense account every lime.

it drive




