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CHAPTER XI.

The room was a private parlor, fur-
nished something like a lawyers oflice.
In an ample cushioned chair, besjde a

L]

large desk laden wilh books and paperss.

sat a venerable old genlleman of a
porlly, form, fine fealures, [resh com-
plexion, and long silvery while hair.

He was dressed in jel Llack cloth and
snow-white linen. His whole appeal-
ance expressed great power, bene-
volence and equanimily.

This was Judge Joseph Ruthven,. the
* learned jurist and eminent philanthro-
pist, who ad succeeded the lalely de-
ceased judge on the bench of the crim-
inal court.

He arose, wilh a suaye and stately
courtesy, to receive. his lady visilor.

As the wailer wilhdrew and closed
the door, Sybil ' approached the judge,
and lifled her veil.

“Sybil, my child! Mrs. Berners!” he
said, suppressing, with his habitual
self-coniral, the exclamations ol aston-
ishment that arose to his lips. i

He had been the lifelong inlimate
friend of her father. He had known her
from her birth, and in her childhood he
had held her on 'his knee a hundred
times. It was horrible lo see her lhere
before him, and o foresee what musl
follow. Who can blame him, il at-thal
moment he wished her thousands of
miles away from him, wilth an ocean
rolling between them?

“I have Jjcome, your honor, lo give
mysell up to justice, trusting that jus-
tice indeed may be meted oul {o me,”
said Sybil, as she sank frembling inlo
the chair ghat ‘he placed for her. He
was scarcely less agitaled than herself.

“I am guiltless of the crime wilh
which 1 sland charged; and [ can no
longer bear the hiding and hunted life
of a criminal! I now f{reely offer my-
sell for trial, come what will of it! It
is beller lo die a puillless dealh than
to live an oullfwed life !" Sybil repeal-
ed, her flesh trembling, but her spiril
firm.
© Stlill the judge did nol speak. but
gazed on her with infinile compassion.

“It is a painful office, I know, Judg
Ruthven,” said Sybil, her eyes filling
and her lip quivering, “a painful oflice,
to consign your old friend’s child to a
prison, and a more lrying duly may
follow ; but there is no help for it, you
know."

“My poor child! my poor “child !”

These words almost unconsciously
escaped the lips of the judge, as he laid
his hand upon her head.

“You are sorry for me," said Sybil.

“From i{he bottom of my heart.”

“And you believe me guillless?  Oh,
{f you can say that, you will give me
so much strength and comfort,” she
pleaded. How could he answer her !
What could he say to her? He would

that He fully believed her o be guilt-
less. 4]
l But, though he had known her inti-
malely, from her infancy up, and saw
' ter slanding there looking him frankly
and honestly in the face and declaring
her innocence, and challenging & trial,
and pleading for his trust in her, he
could not llg.l-l- whelheér she were guilly
“or innocent.

He could not forget the fierce pas-
sions and fearful deeds of her race;
nor hide from his judgment the proba-
bility that this girl, inheriling Lthe fiery
temper of her fathers. and driven Lo
desperation by jealousy might in a
moment of frenzy, have slain her rival.
Thus poor Sybil was an instance wof
that natural law by which children
suffer for the sins ol their [alhers.

While the judge dropped his vener-
ale head upon his chest in sorrowful
thought, Sybil- wailed for his answer;
and the- longer it was wilhheld. the
more impalient she became to have it

“you surely do mot believe me guilly,

then ?" she pleaded, clasping her
hands and trying to calch and meel his
eves as he raised his head.
““My child, whalever 1 may or may
not believe, I must express 110 Opinion
here, or to you,” he answered, cvasive-
ly.
““Oh! 1 suppose not; faor vou are lu
be my judge and preside at my lrial,
and so it would never do for you o
give an opinion,” said Sybil, with a
sad smile. as, womanlike, she jumped
to this conclusion,

The judge commilled himsell by no
direct reply to her words, but said:

#I trust in Heaven, my child. that all
wwill be well " -

“Bul, Judge® Rulhven. although you
may nolb be able 1o express an opinion
as to my innocence or guill, vel L ear-
nestlv wish that you may hold one—
that vou may believe me innocen! ; and
E-D—[J:ieﬂ:ar- look inlo my eyes!”

The old man, who had been ralher
shunning her glance, now raised his
h~ad and met the honesl gaze (hal was
seeking his,

“JTudge Ruthven,” she recommenced,
“allhouch the men and w ol my
line have been cursed wilh lierce and
erue.. Lmpers, and have some ol Lhem
don~ rulhless afmd fearful deeds, yel

pol one of them was ever debased with

have given much to be able to reply |
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deed to avert the worsl conseéquences
that might befall. And, Judge Rulh-

ven. il in my rage I had slain my rival,
if | had been bad enougle to do Lhat

deed, I should have been brave enough|

{o avow it! I have never stained
hands wilh blood, and never
my lips wilh falsehood, and, so, when
[ tell you that I am guiltless of the
dealhh of Rosa Blondelle, Judge Rulh-
ven, I call upon you to believe me !”

Her eyes were [ixed on his, and
through Llhem poured her  spiril's
sirength and purily and trulh, mspir-
ing his soul wilh full faith in her. .

He arose from his seal, his fine old
face {remulous, yel beaming with emo-
lion.

“Give me your hands. my child! 1
do bekeve you—I believe youl” he fer-
venlly exclaimed, taking and pressing
her hands.

“Thanlkk Heaven! Now [ can bear Llhe
rest " earneslly answered Sybil, benhd-
ing her head. “And now. Judge Rulh-
ven ! do vour duly! The quicker it is
done and over, the belter for us both!”

“Palience, palience, my child! I have
now to relurn at once inlo lhe couri
to preside al a irial now in progress.
In the meanwhile do you remain here,
The mnecessary forms shall be gone
through. I will send you counsel, You
must be commilled for trial; bul you
will immediately- apply lhrough vour
counsel to be admilted to bail. Remain
here unlil vou hear from me. All will
be right for the presenl, and Heaven
grant thal all may be well in (he end!”

“Admitted o bail!, Not have lo go L0
prison ! - Oh, thank you! thank you!
cases like mine were not bailable.”

“That is somewhalt al the diserclion
of the court. The fact that vou have
volunlarily come forward lo give your-
sell up to trial pleads loudly in your
lavor.”

“And may go home! Go home
perhaps even lo-night. Oh, home!
home ! home ! Oh, how blessed lo be
able o go home! Oh, thiank you!
thank you! thank youl' cried Sybil,
bursting into lears ol joy.

“Compose yourself, my child.
very <possible that you may sleep at
home to-night. and many nights. Dul
thepe are cerlain legal forms thal must
be observed. ' I will see thal they are
properly allended to, and with as little
disiress (o you as may be consistent
with their due observance. The case
thal is now going on will close this
afternoon, I think. But I will keep the
courl open lo as lale an l.¢:v as possi-
ble, to wait for the applicition of your
counsel for bail. Remain )i.ie in peace
until I send for you,” sd&id ihe judge,
kindly, pressing the hand of Sybil as
he wilhdrow.
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‘As soon as Judge Ruthven had lefl
the rogm, Sybil turmed triumphantly
toward her young escorlys who, since

his enlrance, had remained modestly
standing near the door, and she said:

“Dear Raphael! did you hear that?
I am to go home and resl in peace un-
til my irial comes on! Oh, Raphael,
what joy ! And, dear boy, take nolice !
I did well to come here apd give my-
self up! and this blessed prospect of
going home is the fruils of that-well-
doing ! Mind, Raphael, alwavs Le
sure to do well, and you will also be
suare o [fare well!” she concluded.
mindiul o give her young companign
a lesson in moralily,

“Oh, madam! 1 am so glad ol this,
for your sake!" said the boy, earneslly.

“Thank you, Raphael! And I do not
forget that I owe very much of this
salisfaction to vou. Bul for your hLelp,
I could nol have escaped [rom the band,
or found my way through (he moun-
lain passes {o this place. Bul. now, my
boy, you have Lbeen long awav [rom
your eompanions. Your absence may

be noliced, and may bring you info
trouble. So with my best lhanks, dear

bov, I will bid you good-bye, and send
yvou home,”’
hand.

But the lad did not take it.

=oHome " he echoed sadly,
“*home? Ah, lady, what is my home?
A robbers’ den! No: madam. 1 will
never go back to the band! [Iere™in
the village I may get work as an er-
rand-boy, or on some farmer's field as
a laborer ; but even if 1 do not, though

[ should perish, 1 will never go bacl |

to the band!"

“Sayyou so, my boy? Then vou
shall even go home wilh me, and be myv
litlle brother ; and my husband—AR !
my dear Lyon, how do you fare now 7—
my husband shall be your guardian,
and send you to some good school of
arl, where your fine {alent may be ciil-
tivated,” said Sybil, earneslly, again
offering her hand.

“He look it ard raised it {o his brow.
and saud :

You should be a queen. lady |—a
queen, to do your royal will toward all
whom you wish to elevale. How can 1
thank you'?”

"Dy oceepling in simplicily of heart
all tl:al 1 and all that my noble hus-
band will do: [or you. For Mr. Berners

sullied |
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will also be very quick lo recognize and
prompt to reward your services to me.”
Poar Sybil! in the generous exulla-
tion of her soul, she alimost lost sight
of the' sorrows and dangers thatb still
encompassed and threalened her,

and dignity. [eeling ever ;se- much older
and wiser thail her juvenile warshiper,
took upon hersell
good counsel as 1o his conduchk through
life, and was slill engaged in this way
lwhen (wo gentlemen opened the ddor
land enlered the room. They were both
lold aecquaintances of Mrs. Berners
The first was a Mr. Forlescue, an
elderly man, and_a wealthy planter of
the neighborhood, mnow Lholding the
office of high sherill of the counly. The
other was a Mr. sheridan, a ‘brilliant
voung barrisler, oflen associaled with
Mr. Berners in the same lawsuit. Baolh
lhese  genllemen had been
quests at Black Hall, both in the time
of her [ather and of her husband.

Mr. Fortescue 'took olf his cap. and

howed to his somelime hosless, as he
I'said °

i . -

| “Mrs. Berners, if 1 have come in per-

son lo serve this warrant, you will. I

am sure, understand thal I have as-
sumed an unpleasanl dutv purely for
vour sake, (o save you unnecessary
pain.”

“l comprehend and thanlk you, sir,’
answered Sybil.

“And yon will al once accompany

y11

me lo the magrsirales oflice i

“Yes, 1 am ready; let us go,’ said
Sybil, rising.
“And here is Mr. Sheridan, offering

himselfl as your counsel unlil you can
| procure better?' said the high sherilf,
presenling the young lawyer,

“I shall nol be likely to find better, I
am sure, I shall be very glad lo re-
tain Mr. Sheridan,” said Sybil, frankly
offering her hand to the young man.

“IL is nol a pleasant visit, Mrs. DBer-
ners, this one 1o Mr. Hawkins office ;
but il 'will only be a preliminary ex-
aminalion, and I will do what I can
lo make il a briel one.” explained Mr,
Sheridan. as he offered his arm lo his
elienl lo conduclt her from the room.

Sybil. drew her veil over her [ace,
and, leaning on lhe arm of her coun-
sel, was about to follow Llhe sheriff,
who had gone before. when she hap-
pened to think ol her devoled young

l

wnrshi;m& who was slanding discon-
solalely fear the judge's desk.
“Stay  here unlil I return, dear Ra-

phael,” she said, wilh a pleasant smile,
and then passed from the room.

They look her to an oflice under the
holel. where the silling magisirate was
ready to lake lhe case.

A [ew wilnesses were lhere—persons
who had befn present at the mask
ball, -and had observed the marked at-
tentions of Lyon Berners lo Rosa Blon-
delle, and the jealous rage ol Sybil,
and who had aferward been drawn to
the scene of the tragedy by the cries of
Lhe viclim, and arrived in (ime lo hear
the falal charge of lhe dying: woman,
as well as {0 behoeld her deaih.

When Sybil saw these people, she
shivered and turned .pale—not with fear
of their lestimony, for she had nerved
hersell to meet thal, but with the sud-
den recollection of the appalling cir-
cumslances under which she had lasl
met (hem, and with their appearance
now called up in all ils first horror.

The magistrale’s clerk now handed
Sybil a chair. She then raised her
veil, bowed (o Squire Hawkinsy and
look her seaf.

The proceedings were commenced.

The wilnesses  [or {he prosecution
were one aftler lhe olher duly sworn
and examined; and they deposed lo
the fafally condemning circumstances
allending the murder of Rosa Blon-
delle as Lhey are already known to the
reader.

This examinalion occupied about an
hour. At ils clase the magisirate lurned
to the accused lady, and inquired what
she had to say in delense,

Sybil arose. and answered by giving
the explanalion thal she had already
made. on the night of the.murder,.

The magisirale heard her lhrough,
but then instructed her that her unsup-
‘ported assertion was no evidence, and

would nolt be received as such. and
called upon her (o produce her wil-
[1es505,

Sybil was about lo answer thal she
had no wilnesses lo produce, when a
loolkk  [rom her counsel arrested her
speech. )

He respeclfully took her hand, re-
placed her in her seat, and then, sland-
ing up. he said: .

“My «client has given a lrue explana-
lion of the facls lhal have led so. many
persons to a [alse conclusion. But all
further defense, we reserve for a higher

| tribunal.”
said Sybil, holding out her |

And having said this, he sal down.
He Lknew lhat no amount of defense
would now save Sybil from being com-
milted for -ltrial, and his object was
Ilherefore lo shorlen this ordeal.

The magisirale then direcled Lis
clerk to make oul the millimus. When

he signed
around for some officer

the instrument was ready,
it and looked
lo execute il.

“I will take charge of lhe warrant
the lady,” said the high sheriff,
inlerposing.

“You, Mr. Fortescue!” exclaimed the
magisirate. 1n surprise at (he condes-
cension of the high sherilf.

“yps, [ coolly answered the latler.

“But, Mr. Magistrale, we are prepared
lo offer bail,” put in Sybil’s counsel.

“Not a bailable case, Mr. Sheridan, as
you, being a lawyer, should be very
well aware. No case in which the pri-
soner is arrested upon the charge of a
capitul erime can be bailed.”

¥l ‘believe. you
speak of an exceplion.

This lady wuas

She, in her foung. matronly pride |
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to. give him much

frequent |

speak of a rule. T|

not arrested. She came [orwaid. in
the: consciousness of  innocence, and
gave herscll up, latfly enhallenging o
trial ! It is not likely, thevelore, thal |

 hail.

she would run away il released upon
bail.”

“Quibbles. sir! quibbles! I
no exceptons o lhis rule |
P, remove (he prisoner.”

Mr. Fortescue drew- Sybil's arm willi-
in his own, and whispered fo her:

“I will lake you beck to the judge's
where we will remain while
sheridan Lefore the court and
puls in an application for bail.”

Sybil drew  her veil again before her
face as she was led from lthe magis-
trale's office to the judge's room, where
she [ound her yvoung escort, still anx-
iously awaiting her.

“It is all right, Raphael,” she said,
“or rather it will be all right very soon!
Will it not, Mr. Fortescue?”

“I trust ahd believe so, madam.”

“The magisirale insisied that my
case was not a bailable one; and jndeed
[ knew that much myself: but the
judge said that he would admit me to
and he can do so, can he nol?”
anxiously inquired Sybil.

“The magisirate—old you the lruth;
and. besides, he had no power to acl in
the malter of releasing you on bail:
bul your gase is a very exceplional
one, Mrs., Berners, and the judge has
very greal discrelionary powers, which
[ am.sure he will streteh lo the utmost
in your behalf.”

“I hope withoul risk to his own posi-
tion.”

The high sherill smiled.

“Judge Ruthwven,” he said, “is the
most dislinguished jurist, as well as
the most honored judge and ithe most
popular man that ever presided in our
courts. His proceedings become almost
precedenls. He can venlure to do a
greal deal. He can alfford to risk
much !"

While they talked thus logether,
Mr. Sheridan re-enlered the room with
a very cheerful expression on his coun-
fenance.

“"Au will be well,” he said, brightly.
“Mr. Sherilf, I bear you the judge's
order to bring your charge into court.
Mrs, Berners, you wil meel some friends

know of
Mr. Sher-
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lhere,, and with them enter inlo a
recognizance for your appearance at

court when called to trial.”

Sybil prompUy arose and gave her
hand (o Mr. Forlescue, who drew it
within<his arm and led ‘her out of the

room. and then from the  holel to the
courtliouse.
The courtroom was, comparalively

speaking, emply. The crowd Llhat had
collected to hear a Irial for [orgery,
which was just endgd in the acquillal of
the prisoner, had dispersed at ifs close ]
and no one remained byl the presiding
judge, the officers of lhe court, a few
lawyers, and a group of gentlemen,

As Sybil was led up the aisle, be;
iween the " rows ol benches usually
occupied by speclators, one of lhe

genllemen turned around, and, to her
joy and amazement, revealed the coun-
lenance of Lyon Berners. If the dead
had risen before her Sybil could secarce-
ly have been more astounded. [e [rom
whose bleeding and insensible body she
had been torn away, scarcely five days
before, now stood before her, ill,, pale.
[aint. but living. His head was bound
up wilh a white linen bandange, as,
lraning on the arm of Caplain Pendle-
lon, he came to meet her,

“Oh, my dear Sybil !*

“My dearest Lyon!” .

These were the words with which
they greeled each olher.

“Now. my [riends, leave all this un-
il you return together to Black Hall.
Now we must not keep the court wait-
ing, but proceed to business,” said Mr.
Sheridan, laking the hand of his client,
and drawing il again through his arm
as he led her up to a lable that slood
hefore the “bar, and upon which was
spread oul a formidable-looking piece of
parchment heavily engrossed.

“Here is the bond by which you en-
ler, with vour husband, wilh Captain
Pendlelon and Miss Bealrix Pendlelon,
inlo a recognizance for your appear-
ance at court when called to Irial. The
amount of bail is high—filly thousand
dollars ! But I fancy you are good for
that,” said the young lawyer.

Sybil smiled gravely, and when the
pen was put into her hand, signed her
name.

Her signature was followed by lhose
of Lyon Berners, Clement. Pendleton,
and Bealrix Pendleton.

And, the bond being duly secaled and
delivered, Sybil was informed thal she
was free to depart,

Free lo depart! No more need of
[Ej.'ihg and hiding! Iree (o go home, 19
sit ' down in peace by her own dear fire-
side, 1o lie down and repose on her own

NAPKIN NOVELTY.

Tommy—Could yer lend mother w
servielle please, Mrs. Jones, 'cos wevye
got perliclar company comin' to, tea?

Mrs. J. (whoshasn't the faintest idea
what a serviellé is}—Tell yer ma I'm
very sorry, but I've sent it down to the

lirter’s lo have a new handle put on
it.
comlortable bed 1 Free to depart! Free

lo go home! O, joy! Sybil, in her de-
light, forgol that the darkest thunder-
cloud of fate slill lowered in the sky,
threalening to break in destruclion on
her head !

“Disregarding all forms, she was about
o go up to the bench to pour forth her
thanksgivings to her cld friend, Judge
wthven, when her husband laid his
hand upon her shoulder, and slopped
her, whispering :

“Remember, dearest,
court, and gevern yourself.
see Lhe judege at the holel.,”

So Syhbil merely curtsied to the bench,
and gave her hand to her husband,’
who pressed il warmly., and then pass-
ed it over to Mr. Sheridan, who led!
her from the courtroom. |

[.yon Berners, supported by Caplain
Pendleton. and Beatrix on the arm of
old Mr.®Fortescue, followed.

And thus they all relurned to the
judge’s room in the hotel,

“Lyon, dearest! there is my litlle
friend and deliverer. Come here, Ra-
phael, and get acquainted wilh my hus-
band,! said Sybil, as her eyes fell upon
her voung escort. :

The boy came at her call, and she
presented him {o Mr. Berners, who re
ceived him  wilh some surprise, but
much econdescension. !

“I will tell you all aboul Raphael’
when we get back lo Black Hall. In
the raeantime, you must take him upon!
trust, for he is to go home wilh us,”
said Sybil. *

And before anolher word could be,
spoken, the dder was thrown open, and,
Judge Rulthven entered.

All arose and stood up, as the vener-
able old man went around and shook!
hands wilh each one. :

To be continued).

A HINT FOR LOVING WIVES.

“William,” she said, gently, and yet
in accents of reproof, “you remembe.r]
that I gave you several letlers to post
last week, don't you?” '

“Y-es; I remember it."” !

“But this is the first tim= you have re-
membered it since I gave lhem to you,
isn’t it?”

“I—1 must confess that il is.
you know?”

“l put a post card addressed to my-
sell amongst the lot, and it hasn’t reach-
ed me yel. It only cosis a cent, and I
find that it is a very effective way of
lkeeping check on the rest of my letters.
Now, dear, if you will hand me the let-
ters, I'll run out and post them myself,”

that we are in
We shall

1

How do

POPULARITY. g

Parson snapper—Drunk again, Dan!

Dan—I can’t help il, passon. Tha
volks wull arst me to 'av a drink, an’
| dunt loike to offend ’em by sayin' no.

Parson =napper—That's all nonsens=]
They don’t ask me.”

Dan—Mebe not, but you ain’t so pop-
ler as me,

The astronomer’s business, in spite
of the dull times, is looking up.
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A BITE BETWEEN HOURS.

Cily: *hwsician
not so late?

Hallenl—\ LS, 1)

Haven't I lold yonu

lhat yvou must come in ollice hours, and

ut il's e dog's faull, sir. He didn't bile me at the right time.




