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CHAPTER XVIHIL.—{Conlinued).

“Yes, cerlainly,” said Mr. DBerners,
taking bacn his pockelbook. -

“Me ! me make purchases for you, my
lamb ? La! whatever can you want in
this awful— There I go again !’ ex-
claimed Miss Tabby, in dismay,

“You have too much curiosily, you
good old soul, But here, come wilh me,
and I will tell you wha! 1o buy for me
—afler you have instrucled me as in
whal I shall want,”" said Sybil, laugh-
ing archly, as she led the way lo a
rude arbor al a shorl dislance,

“Now, Tabby, what 1 wanl you lo buy
for e, is everylhing in tlie world that
is needed for a bran, spic and span
new baby !"

“La! Miss Sybil: whose baby 7" in-
quired the aslonished housekeeper, wilh
her mouth and eyes wide e,

"Tabby, don't be a goose "

“Bul, Miss Sybil, I don't know whatl
you mean "

“Tabby, I'm not *‘Miss Sybil’
with ! I'm Mrs. Berners, and have heen
married more than o year, and vou
know it. you slupid old Tabby !"

“But, Miss Sybil, or- ralherwise Mrs.
Berners, if I must be so ceremonious
with my own nurse-child, whatl has (hal
to do with whal you've been a-asking
of me to buy?" -

“Nothing at all,” answered Sybil,
hall-provoked and ball-amused al the
dullness of the old housckeeper, *“No-
thing whalever. But You must go oul
and buy everylhing that is required for
whe wardrobe of a young child; and

DU must find out what is necessary, for
I{ mysell haven't lhe slightest idea of

at that is.”

K housekeeper

Lo bﬂgfﬂ

he looked al the iady
Iﬂré.a moment, in queslioning doubt and
feak, and {hen, as the lruth slowly pen-
elrfiled her mind, she broke forth sud-
denly with :

/Oh, my good gracious! Miss Syhil,
honey ! you don't mean il, do you "

“Yes, I do, Tabby; and I thank Hea-
ven every day for the coming bless-
ing," said the young wife, fervently.

“Bul, oh, Miss Sybil, in such a place
s this— There 1 go again I" ex-
claimed the housekeeper, breaking off
in & panic, and then adding, “I ain't (it
lo come to see you: no, that I ain’t, I'm
always forgelling, especially when you
talk so sensible "

“What's the malter wilh you, Tabby ?
Are you crazy?
was going to slay here for such an
event, did you? In a public resort like
this? Tabby, I'm shocked at youl!l Nol
| shall be at home al Black Hall to re-
ceive the lillle stranger, Tabby.” said

Sybil, making the longest and most
connecled speech she had made sinee

her reason had become impaired.

“Ah, Lord! ah, my Lord!" cried Ihe!
Id woman, on the verge ol hysterics |
gain,

“Now, Tabby, doen't begin to whim- |
erl  You whimper over everylhing
hough. I know. You whimpered when |
was born, and when I was chrislened., |
nd when I was married: and now vOu

‘:;‘zlill‘lpfl‘ when I am going lo be crown- |

wilh the crown of malernily. Oh,|
yoW old rebel I" cried Sybil, contradict-
ing/ all her sarcastic words by carress-!
ing) her old friend. |
“No, I don’t mean to! but it you
knowed! Oh, il you krowed!" ex-
claimed Miss Tahby,
swallowing her sobs.
“Now, then, let us go back to Lyon.

: |
suppressing and !

Lyon will give vou whal money vou
may need for the purchases: and 1 beg
that you will make them as soon as!

possible, and bring them to me here.”
said Sybil;, as she arose and walked |

You never thoughl [I

OR, SYBIL BERNER’S
VINDICATION
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Joe was taken by surprise. and stood
aghast. - He knew, of course, that his
mistress was slighlly insane: bul he was
utlerly unprepared f[or such a lapse of
memory as this. He looked al his mas-
ler in distress and perplexily. >

“Oh " answered Lyon Berners for his
man, “Joe was lhrown [rom his horse,
and had his ankle sprained.”

“Poor Joa!l You must be very care-
ful until it gets quite well," said Sybil,
compassionately.

And soon afller this her visilors, mas-
ter and servantls, took Lheir leave.

CHAPTER XIX.

Summer ripened inlo autumn. Sybil
and her [failhful friend emploved the
golden days of Seplember and October
in Lhe graceful and pleasing
work of making up garments for {he
expecled lillle siranger,

But  meanwhile, oulside the prison
walls, a cloud. black as night. was
gathering over (he young prisoner’s
doomed head,

The rumor got abroad that the
governor meanl to follow up the long
respite. with a full pardon.

His course in this maller was can-
vassed and commented upon severely
in every barroom, grocery, sireet cor-
ner, political meeting., and elsewhere.

The press look up the matter,
vindiclively reprobated the course of the
governor, pulling his conduct upon the
motives ol parlialily for the aristocracy.

Had the murderess been a woman of
vie people, it said, her life would have
paid the forfeit of her crime.

Bul she was a lady of the counly
aristocracy, a daughler of the house of

and |

Berners; and, however notoriously that |

house had been cursed willh demoniac

passions, and however deeply dyed |
wilhh  crime, its daughter. however |

guilty, was not to be held amenable to!

J

lhe laws |

Was such outrageous worship of the
aristocracy by partial judges and venal
governors (o be endured in a counlry
of freemen ?

No! the voice of the people would !e
heard ithrough their organ, a f{ree press!
and il not listened lo, then it would pe
heard in thunder at the polls in the
coming aulumn elections |

Such was the spirit of the people and
the press in regard to Sybil.

[t ‘was slrange how the people and
the press clamored for the sacrifice nf
Sybil  Berner's life—the “female fiend."

Ll was Decause they honestlv asecribed

o her a nalure she did not possess, and |

commilled. thus making ler inocently
suffer for lhe sins of her | refathers.
Of course lhere were | norable ex-

ceplions to this general ai.d nmnwrih-j!

reprobation of a guiltless voung crea-
ture. but these exceplions were mostly
among Sybil's own sel. and were too
few to have any foree against the owver-
wielming weight of public senliment.
And il was the general belief {hat. i
the Governor should oulrage public
opinion by pardoning Sybil bBerners, lie
would be politically ruined, =ybil Ber-
ners could not be permitted (o live. =he
must die before the Government could
be re-clected by lhe people, And

Would he purchase’ suceess by the
sacvilice of this young sulferers life ?

Anh! her best II'El!IldF.‘ nﬁking H'll'ﬂ'lf.
selves lhis question, were [orced 10|

canswer “Yes I

This state ol affairs had a mos! d.
pressing  elleet
especially us le had suslained a greal

back to the spot where she lelt her hus-! loss in the departure of her sealous ad-

band and her [riend.

After a liftle general conversalion. |
which Sybil somelimes joined nalurally, |
and from which she also scmelimes !
wandered off at random, Mr. Berners!
proposed to call in Joe lo pay his re-|
spects o his mislress. |

Svbil sprang at the proposal. and Joe |
was duly summoned from his scal onl
lhe box of the carriage before the =in-".||:!

He came inlo the garden, hat in hand, |
unforti-

and bowed gravely before his [
male mislress. !

And when she asked Lunm many ques- |
uons  about (hat department of the |
domestic economy of Black Hall thul|
fell under his own supervision. he!
answered all heor guestions salisfae-
torily, withoul evep

cnce falimg inlo
the unlucky blunders thetl had marred
Miss Tabby's commmunicalions.

| broughl down Sybil's respite [rom

- Dusiness

ol self-control |

conlained any allusion to the

I S :
in: hance that she never could woar

vocale, Ishmael Worth,
i'he young lawyer, soon after he had
Lhe
had ' been culled away on
of the vlmost imporlanee, and
[1ie] evenlunlly sailed for Eurcpe,  He
had =zone, aowever, wilth lhe most con-
liden! expecialions of her liberation,
How these expectations were deslined
to be defeated it was now plain lo see,
It required all Mr. Berneps DOwWers
0 wear a cAlm demeas-

Governor,

or in the ypresence of his Unsusnicious
wife. He had carefully kept from (he
cell  every copy of a newspaper that

_ _ condemneid
prisoner and her cucumstiances. and
aid his to keep Bealrix. as well as Sy

e

upen Sybil's husband, |

| cell.

e

Lil. ignoranl of the impending doom: |
lor ne  wished Beatrix (o pPreserve i
| Sybil's  presence the cheerf::l eounte.

horrifies me s0 much.
ated with—I know notl
and despair,

IL seems associ-
whal of anguish
And [ want to leave th's
desolale and gioomy place, Il S0
lonely, now f(hat all the visilors have
gone but ourselves. How can vou bear
it, Beatrix 7" -

“Yery well, dear: so long as [ have
your campany,” answered Miss Pendle-
ton, wondering that =>ybil should i

IS

1185

the throng of visilors that had existed
only in her own imaginalion,

“But I am homesick. Bealrix. Oh,
Bealrix! I am S0—s0—homesick,” said

=vbil, plainlively,

“Never mind, dear. Try to be
lient, It would not da for you lo under-
lake lhe journey now. You know," said
Miss Pendleton, Soothingly,

“Oh, but, Bealrix. T wul S0 want Lo pe
al home o welcome my lirslt dear ehild!
There was never a Berners born out «f
Black Hall since the building was firsl
erceted,” she pleaded,

“Never mind, dear.

pa-

Evervihing now

must give way to your health you
know. We could not endanger your
health by taking vou over all lhesa

rougic roads to Black Hall just mow."
said Miss Pendlelon, genlly.

“Ah, well, I will iry to content my-
self 1o slay here in this gloomy place.
Bul, oh, Bealrix, afler all. I may die,
and never see my home again., My dear

home! Oh, il 1 should die here, Bea-
trix, I should be sure to haunt my
home [

“But you will not die. You must pul
away such gloomy fancies,”

AS Miss Pendlelon spoke. the cell
door was opened. and the warden ap-
peared, bearing in lhe tray containinz
the supper service for (he two ladigs.
It was nol usual for the warden lo wait
on them in person: and so, to Miss Pen-

dleton’s silent look of inquiry, he
answered :
“You must excuse my daughler ‘or

Lthis once, ma'am, as she has gone lo a
merry-making in the village—this, you
know, being Hallow Eve.”
“Hallow Eve!" echoed an awful voice.
Both the warden and the voung lady
slarted. and turned around to see

| whence the unearthly sound came.

They beheld Sybil fallen back in her
chair. pallid, ghaslly, and convulsed.

lealrix seized her vial of sal volatile
and flew lo the relief of her [riend.

“Whal is it. dear Sybil? can you tell
me?" she anxiously inquired, as she
held the vial to the nostrils of her friend,

“Hallow Eve! Hallow Evel' she re-
peated, in a terrible tone.

“Well, dear, what of that?
nothing !I”

“Oh, yes. ves, it is horrible! il is hor-
rible "

That is

“Hush, hush, dear! {iry to be com-
| posed.”
“Isiack night! fire! blood! Oh. what
a terror !"
"It was only a Adream, dear. It is over

now. and yvou are awake. Look up!"

“Oh, no! no dream, Bealrix! an aw-
ful, an overwhelming reality I ex-
claimed the awakened sufferer. Then
suddenly. wilh a shriek. she lhrew her
bands te her head and fell into spasms.

“For Heaven's sake, run and feteh a
doclor.” " exclaimed Bealrix, in lhe ul-
most distress, appealing to the terrified
wapden.

He immedialely hurried from she
rocm to procure the necessary medical
allendance.

Bealrix ran after him, calling loudly :

“Send for her husband, and her old
nurse [rom Black Hall, also. 1 know it
1s alfter hours. bul [ Dbelieve she is dy-
ing."

The warden nodded assent, ands hur-
ried away, leaving Miss Pendl®fon in

' atlendance upon the agonized woman.
the |
| election was coming on in the ensuing
| INovember,

who recovered from one convulsion only
to fall into another and severer one.

w - & L - -

Il was midnighl, and a sorrowful ani
anxious group were gathered in Sybil's
She lay upon her bed, writhing
wilh agony, and upon lhe very verge r.f
dealh,

Near her stood her old family physi-
ciant, Dr., Harl,
Winterose, and her faithful altendandt.
Miss Tabby,

In the lobby, oulside the cell door. sal
her husband, with his face buried n
in his hands, wrestling in prayer with
Heaven,

Whal was he praying for? Thal his
idolized young wife should be spared i
this morlal peril? No. no. and a thou-
sund times no! With all his heart and
soul" he prayved that she might die—
thalt she might die e'er thal dread war-
rant, which had arrived from Richmond
only that morning, and which fixed her
execulion for an early dey, could
curried out!

This agony of prayer was inlerrup-
led. The doelor came oul of the eell.
and whispered :

=11 Over.
litlle :__!Ilt'

There was no expression of parental

e

~he 18 the mother of a

15

il she o Joy or thankiulness on the [alher's part.
e LA -

her old nurse, Mrs. |

e

‘.‘YLJIH‘ [avorile mare, l‘.i:.‘m:t_. 1S & Rt 2 L . : Only lhe brealhless queslion :
prime crde¢, maam. and wili Lo go Should discover the thunderclong ol de- “And sho ? Can she survive ?”
whenever you cowie home sgam lo lalie® struciion  thal  Jowered durker and BUCShe N LaD SheE i
your rides in lthe vallay. And veur: heavier, day by day, over the head ¢}
coach horses. Caslor and [Polluc.t ber doomed companion. CHAFPTER XX.
ma'am. couldn’t be in belic: 'sip 1{ Bul =vbil hersell was ]!":-;inl:_: her gno:d
shall take pride in driving of vG1 ia spirits. The aulumn had set in i.-p_-, “Can she survive?' repealed [.yon
church behind them. aman e Gest cariy: and lhough now il was hut Octo-| Berners, perceiving Llhal the phvsiciah
Slll!llﬂ"r nflers von come home, s hich wee ber. lhe weather swas 00 ool and u“q":l,tl hesitaled Lo ['I'j"ll}- “I[ she must die,
all al Black {lall hopes, s the walcrs of * #lso o0 damp fo make it orudent for the | do not tear to lell me so. I, who love
this  here  cilibraled spring 1sav soonm poor peisoner o spends so many hours| her best, would say, ‘Thank God!" Can
reslore vour health, and sesd vou tack 1N lhe prison garden, as she nac lalely | she survive I
o us ‘—"-.11’3*1}.' and baphy,” safl Jna. at becn vrermitled lo do. She s niuch “Mr. Berners, I do not know. Her
the conciusionn of & virv ' «dlrma e coM, sad. silent. end brooding, siiuation 1s very critical. She has had
“Thanks. Joel I kno [ha! ara “swhat is  1he malter with You, mv | convulsions. =he 18 now prositrated
YEry singcre and czracsl g ovor soed darlipg ™ inquired Bealrix F':'re-_[!P‘.n'!;l:L:ul comalose,” gravely answered (ho
Wisiacs,  Nany lnanks ! Dol dear old anoe day, wiarn {hev sal together in lhe| doclor.
sguly how came you la be sg lame 2 cell, Dealrix sewing t‘ll;ig-rnli;' o1l an “Then Lhere is good hope lhal e |

“That death in some
8 blessing—thal death in (his case cer-
lainly would. Yes, I know.
my bounden duly to do what | can fg
save life, so I must return to my pi-
tient,” said Lhe physician. !.'1_1'61;;; his
hand upor the laleh of the door.

“When may I see my wife ?" inquired
[.yon Berners.

“Now, il you please; but she will not
konw you,” said the doctor, shaking
his head.

1 shall know her, however,” mul-
tered Mr. Berners to himself, as e
raised his hal and followed the doclor
inlo  the cell leaving Bealrix alone 1n
the hall.

[l was near midnight, and Miss Pen-
dlelon, having been very properly turn
ed oul of the sick-room, and having
been then forgotlen, even by herself,
had no place on which to lay her head.

When Mr. Berners, following (he
doctlor, enlered the cell, he found it byt
dimly lighied by one of the WAax can-
dles with which his care had supplied
his wife,

In one corneg sat Miss Tabby, whim-
pering, with more reason than she had
ever before whimpered in her life. over
the new-born baby lhat lay in her lap

Near by slood old Mrs, Winlerose,
busy with her patient,

The palient lay, while as a lily, on her
bed.

caAsSes miglll‘ he

And yet it is

“How is she?" inquired the doclor.
approaching.

“Why, just the same—no motion. no

sense, hardly any brealh.” answered
the nurse.
“Sybil, my darling ! Sybil ' mur-

mured her heartbroken husband. bend-
ing low over her still and pallid face,
She rolled her head from side to side.

if half-awaken d -y some familiar
sound, and then lay still again.

“Sybil! my dearest wife! =ybil |
again murmured Lyon Berners, laving
his hand on her brow.

sShe opened her eyes wide. looked
around, and then gazed at her hus-
band's face as if il had been only a parl
of the wall.

“Sybil, my dear, my only love! Sy-
bil I he repealed. trying to meet and
[ix her gaze.

But her eyes glanced off and wander-
ed around the room, and finally closed
again,

"I fold her she wouiu not know yeu,”
sighed the doctor,

"S0 best, so best, perhaps. Heaven
granl that she may know nothing until
her eyes shall open in lhal bright and
blessed ‘Tand, where

‘The wicked cease from lroubling,

And lhe weary are at pest!'”
said Lyon Berners, bowing his head.

But he remained standing by the bed-
side, and gazing al the pale, slill face of
his wife, uniil at length Miss Tabby
came up to him, with the babe in her
arms, and whimpered forth :

a5

"Oh. Mr. Lyon, won't you look at
vour little daughter just onee? Waon't
you say something 1o her? Won't you

give her your blessing? Nobody has
said a word lo her yet; nobody has wel-
comed her; nobody has blessed her!
Oh! my good Lord in Heaven! to be
born in-prison, and not get one word of
welcome from anybody, even from her
own father "

And here Miss Tabby, overcome by
her [eelings. sobbed aloud: [or which
wealkness I, [or one, don't blame her.

“Give me Lhe child,” said Mr. Ber-
ners, taking the babe from the yielding
arms of the nurse. “Poor litlle unfor-
funale !” he conlinued, as he uncovered
and gazed on her face. “May the Lord
bless you, for I, wretch that T am, have
no power to bless.

Al this moment Mrs. Winterose came
up. and, addressing the doclor, said :

“Sir, 1 have done all I can do in this
extremily. Tabby is fully equal fo any-
thing that may happen now. Bul as
for me, sir. I must leave.”

Leave? What are vou thinking of.

' woman " demanded the doelor, almost

angrily,
“sie, I left my poor old husband at

| “Have you two backs?”

this is dreadful 1”

"l know it is, sir. But I couldn’t help
it. My child here ill and in prison, and
I cailed lo help her in her exiremily,
and my lusband on his deathbed,
Well, sir, 1 couldn’t help my poor old
man much, because he was so low Le
didn't know one face {rom another, and
I could help my poor imprisoned, suller-
ing child; and so 1 left my dying hus-
band to the care of my darter Libby,
and I comes to my suffering child |
But now she's over the worst of it, I
must leave her in the care of Tabby
and go back to my dying husband.
Please God I may find him alive I" said
the poor woman, fervently clasping her
hands. -

"My good soul, here is, indeed, a mos
painful case of a divided duly,” said
the doclor, in admiration.

“Yes, sir; but the Lord fils lhe back
to the burden,” sighed Mrs. Winlerose,
resignedly.

——— = : e — —_— —_—
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more than that—worse than that, it KNOwW- pooc tleaven, my dear woman, but

wickedly in.
quired the doclor,

“What was il. sir?" asked Mrs.
terose, doubling her own ears.

“Nothing. But just see what a slorm
is coming up. You'll be caught in it if
you venlture out."

“Law, sir, I'm nol sugar, nor likewise
salt, o gel melled in a litlle water. And
1 1 must go, sir, please, if I am ever Lo see
my old man alive again,” said the nurse
resolutely, pulting on her bonnel and
shawl.

“But how are you gping
through night and storm?"

“Mr. Lyon will not begrudge me Lhe
use of the carriage and horses and
driver as brought me here. to lake me
back to "my husband's deathbed, I
reckon,” said the old woman. confi-
denlly.

“No, indeed; nor any help I ecan giva
you, dear Mrs. Winlerose,” said Mr,
Berners, [eeling himself appealed o,

“Thanky, sir; I knowed it. And this 1
say :  When the brealth is buten my
poor old mran’s body. 1 will come back
to my child, holding it always more
dutiful toe attend te the living as can
suffer, rather than to the dead as arg
at rest. And, now, il you please. Mr,
Lyon, to see me into the carriage, and
order Joe to drive me home, 1 will Fe
obleeged (o you,” said the old woman,

LLyon Berners gave her his arm, with
as much respect as if she had been a
duchess, and led her from the room,

When they reached lhe ouler door,
which the warden, in consideration -f
the necessily, ordered to be opened al
this unusual hour, they found the rain
pouring in tortenls from a sky as black
as piteh.

“A wild night to take the road. Mrs,
Winterose,” said Mr. Berners, as ne
hoisted a large umbrella over her head.
“I don’l know as 1 remmember a wilder
one, sir, since the flood of ninely, and
that was when 1 was a young 'oman,
which wasn't yeslerday. And you'll
hardly remember that, sir?"

(To b2 continued).

-q.‘
TO SCARE AWAY THE DEMON.

Win-

Six miles

—=4

Chinese mothers are, as a rule, loving
to their children, but superstition often
makes them cruel. For instance, a for-
tune-teller will inform a mother that
her child—usually a girl—is inhabited
by a devil. Then it becomes Lhe duty ol
lhe mother Lo beat, slarve, and even {g
pul her hapless litile one oul of doors,
Its" little face may be blackened, and ;1s
hands cul ofl, in order to scare away
the demon. The child is left to dis out
side lhe dwelling, for the mother, be
lieving in'the lransmigralion of souls,
fears that this demon-child may be re
born to her.

NOT FOR HIM.

He—"I believe you are ready lo mar-
ty the first fool who comes along.”

She—"You have no right to say so.”
And she threw a strong accenl an tha
“you.”
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