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CHAPTER XXVIII.

The awe-stricken women drew ncarer
1o goze upon the murdered man.

“Grandma, he is not dead! e
brealhes," exclaimed Gem, whose young
eyes had detected the slight, very slight
molion of the man's chesl.’

The old woman kne!t down beside the
body, and Dbegan to examine it more
closely. The shirl-bosom, vest, and coal
fronl were soaked wilhh blood, that still

seemed 16 ooze from some  hidden
wound.

She haslily unbultoned his clolhing,
and found a small, round. blackeneid

bullel hole over the region of the lelt
lung, i

“Turn him over on his’lcil side, men,”
she said, half rising from Ler knce.

As they followed her direclions, the
blood flowed freely bolh {rom the wound
and from lhe moulh of the man.

“Joe, mount Fleelfcol and gallop o
Plackville as fast as you can go and
bring Dr. Harl, thouzh 1 don’t believe
1t will be a bit of use; bul sliil it is our
duty. And, Tabby and Libby, slop
wringing of your hands and rolling ol
your eyes, and go upslairs and felch
down Lhe col bedsiead to lay him on,
for il slands lo reason we can't carry
him upstairs wilhout hastening of his
end,” said the old woman, as she busied
hersell with slanching the wound in the
chest,

All
obeyed.

The col bed was made up in the cor-
ner of the room, and the wounded man
was lenderly raised by lhe two laborers,
and laid upon jt,

“Now, sland out of my way, all of
you, and don't ask any queslions, bul
be ready to fly the minute I tell you lo
do anything,” said the deme, as she
stood over Lhe injured man and siill
pressed a litlle wad of lint over the bul-
let holl lo stanch Lthe blood.
~_The other women and the men wilh-
drew lo Lhe fireplace and wailed.

* “He is very nasly and uncomfortable-
ooking, lyving here in all lhese slained
dothes, bul 1 am afraid 1o undress him,
[qr fear of slarting the wound to bleed-
infg again, and that's the sacred truth,”
said Mrs. Winlerose.

(. *No; don't move me,"
faint voice, which, as she aflterwards
said, sounded so much as il il might
have come from tke dead, that the old
lady wilhdrew her hand and recoiled
{from it.

“Brandy! brandy!” breathed hie same
voice.

“Tabby, pget

her orders were immediately

spoke a very

the brandy bollle and

pour sorme inlo a giass and bring it
here. OQuick!” she exclaimed,

Miss Tabby. too much awed lo whim-
per, brought the required stimulant,
which Mrs., Winlerose nmumedialgly ad-
miinistered lo the palienl.

The effect was good. He brealhed
1ore freely and looked around him.
“Now, be of good theer! 1 have sent
a \man on a fast horse for the doclor.
IHel will be here in an hour,” said Mrs.
Willerose, encouragingly.

The wounded man laughed fainlly, as
he réplied,

“Wihy, whal can the doctor do for me?
I'm siml to death. 1'd like to sce:a
magisirate, or a lawyecr, though.”

“Womnld you? Then you shall. Hey!
one ofl you men, run out lo the stabie as
fast as you can, and sce if Joe's gone.
If he isn't, tell him lo felech Lawyer
Closeby as well as the doctor,” said
Mrs. Winlerose.

Both of (he laborers started on the
errand.

Mrs. Winlerose lurned to her patient.

“What place is this; and who are
you?" he inquired,

“Why, don't you know? This is Black
Hall, and 1 am lhe carelaker.”

“Black Hall!” echoed the man, slarling
up and gazing around him wilh an ex-
citement that caused his wound lo break
oul bleeding again. “Bluck Halll s it
here that T must die? Here, and—greal
Heaven'—in the wvery room where the
crime was commilted! In the vory room
haunled by her memory!”

And, covering his face with his hamnds,
he fell back upon lhe pillow.

“Tabby, more brandy! haslily ex-
claimed lhe old lady, as she nervously
pressed a fresh piece of linlt inlo  the
gushing wound.

“yos. more brandy!” he fainlly whis-
pered; “keep me alive, if possible, Lill the
lawyer comes.”

Miss Tabby brought the slimulant,
and Mrs. Winlerase pul il to his lips.

“put, oh, this room! tius [atal room!
this haunled room!” he murmured, wilh
a shudder.

“Be quiet, good man; lthis ain't lhe
room where lhe lady was murdered,
said Miss Tabhy.

sand which is haunied by her ghoesl
to this day,” pul in Miss Libby, wiho Lad |
come up o the side of the bed.

“Nol—nol the room where Rosa was
murdered this day flifleen years ago?”
murmured the man, gezing around |
him. “Am I delirious. tiwen? It seems
the very same room, only with dilferent
furnihue.”

“1l is the correspondial room in this
wing. T'olther room is in tother wing,"”
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and yet what difference? what dif-
ference?” he murmured, restlessly.

“Molher,” whispered Miss Tabby, “it
spems lo me as l've setn this man be-
fare.” '

“Shouldn’t wonder,” replied the old
lady, in a low lone. “Mr. Horace Blon-
delle has beert living al the Dubarry
Springs. within ten miles of us, for the
last tlhirleen or foyrleen Years, and 1l
would be gueer il you hadn't seen hirm
before.”

“Oueer or not, 1 never did see Mr.
lorace Blondelle, lo know hium as E-l_'L'|':l~
in all my lite before. And lhal ain'l
what I mean neither, mother. 1 have
seen lhis man in a fright somewnere Ob
olher.”

“The man in a [righl?”

“No; me in a fright when

“[Tush! don't whisper! Sec.
Wim.” said the old lady.

And in truth the wounded man I_m{i
turned lo listen lo them, and was gazing
uneasily from one to the olher.

When they became silent, he beckoned

[ saw him.”
il disturbs

erpreling  his ‘silence.

Miss Tabby to approach.

She benl over hun.

“Now, look at me well, old girl," he
whispered, faintly, “and see if you can’t
rocollect when you mel me last.”

«AWI" sereamed Miss Tabby, as i she
had seen a ghost. “It was on the nighl
of the Nood! And you rescued of us!

“Thal's so0.” _

“wWell. then, my good gentleman, i
ought to be a comfort and a conserla-
lion lo you, a-laying wounded there, 1o
veflect as how you did rescue us from
drowning that night,” said Miss Tabby,
soolhingly. |

“I don't know, as f[ar as lhe rescuing
of vou is concerned, old girl, whether
lhe act will be found set down on the
debil or credit side of my accounl lhe
last day,” he said, with a gleam ol his
old humor sparkling up from benealh
all his pain of mind and hady.

“%n {his was the man,” said the old
lady to herself, while Miss Libby, and
oven Gem, looked al him wilth a new
inlerest.

“Mpr. PBlondelle, can you lell me how
you came o Le wounded?' inquired lhe
old lady.

“No, not mow. 1 musi save all my
strength for whal I have lo say to the
lawyer. Give me more brandy. And

hen let me alone.” he said, specking
fainlly and with difliculty.

His request was complied wilh, and
then lthe three old women, wilh Gem,
wilhdrew 1o the fire.

The two laboring men came in from

their  errand and joined them at Lhe
Tive.

“Rid you catech Joe?” inquired the
dame.

“Yes, mum, jusl as he was riding oll.
we had to run afler him and shout;
bul we stopped him, and gave him your
message,”’

“All righl; and now ftell me—for 1
hadn't a chance lo ask belore—how came
this gentleman to be wounded?”

“Don’'t know, mum. We was on our
way lo a litlle Hallow Eve merry-mak-
ing al a neighbor’s houSe in the quar-
vies. when we fell in long o' Joe, who
had been lto the pine woods lo galher
cones: and we was all joging along,
Joe foremost, when he stumbled and fell
over something, which proved to be this
ynan, which, lo tell the truth. we look
40 be dead al the time,” repliecd one of

the men.

“And have you no idea whe shol
him?"

“No more Llhan you have yourself.
mum. You spp——"

A groan [rom lthe injured man infer-
rupled the conversalion,

“Hush! we disturb him. I ousht io
have known belter than o tﬂ}li.*‘ﬂwhis-
pered Mrs. Winlerose, and then she
walked to the bedside. and inquired:

“What is {he maller? Can I do any-
thing [or you?”

“No; lel me alore, and bhe quicl,” was
the feeble reply.

The old women wenlt baek to the fire-
place, and satl down in silence. The {wo
laboring men, uninviled., secaled them-
selves al a short distance. All lhoughls
of going to a merry-making were given
up for that night.

And a weary dealh walch eommencod.
and c:nl nued in awful s'lenie rnd <t
ness  unlil it was interrupled by {he
sonnd of horses’ feet in fronl of {he
house, and soon afler by a loud knock-

ng,

Miss Tabby sprang up lo open the
door and admit the doclor and the
awver,

“This is a lerrible thing, Mrs. Winler-
vse,’ said Dr. Harl, as he shook hands
with the old Iady. and bowed 1o (he
olher members ol lhe familv,

“Terrible, indeed, sir,” replied AMrs
Winlerose, as she led the way to the ]_,.}d; |'
sule.

“I am sorry lo see you wounded, Mr.
Blondelle; bul we shall bring you round
all vight,” said Dr. Hart, as he {ook (he
hand of the dving man.

“Docior, you know. or vou soon will
know, that you canno! do any such
lhing. So let us have no flallery. Bul
if vou can give me anything to lkeep me
alive unlil 1 shall have finished a state-

explesned Miss Tabby. [

ment, that it may take an hour lo make,

'_'fr_m will do the only lhing you possibly

hMr. Blondelle,
difficully, and

can do for me," said
speaking  Taintly, wilh
wilh [requent pauses.

“[,el me examine your injuries,” said
{he doctor, gL‘I'IH}'.

“Do so, if you musl and will. Bul,
pray, occupy as litlle of my precious Lime
as possible,” pleaded the dying man.

The doclor proceeded lo make his ex-
aminalion.

When he had finished it, he made not
a single comment.

“I told you so,” said Mr, Blondelle, in-
“And now give
me something to keep me going until I
inish my work, aud, then send all these
wamen oul ol Lthe room. so0 as o leavoe
us alone with the lawyer; bul let Lthem
supply him with writing malerials first.”

“T will y as you direct; bul, mean-
while. shall I not send for your wife?"
gently inquired the doclor.

“No: whal would be lhe use? It will
he all over with me bhefore she ean pos-

sibly gl.'L here,” answeicd M, Blon-
delle.
The doclor did not urge the point ;

he probably oagreed willt his palient,

When he had administered a stimu-
lanl, he whispered lo Mrs. Winterose lo
place wriling matarials on lhe little
stand beside the and then lo fake
her daughlers and Gem upstairs.

When the women had left the room,
lhe doclor bade the lwo laboring men lo
relire wilh Joe to the kilchen, where he
himself wauld have followed them, see-
ing lhal the resi of the house was closed
up and fireless; bul al a sign from the
dying man he slayed, and ook a seal
hy Lhe bedside.

The lawyer sab between the beds
head  and  the Jittle siand upon which
pens, ink, and paper had been placed.

“Is il a will?’ said Mr, Closeby. as he
rolled oul a sheet of parchment he had
lalken ihe precaulion to bring.

The dying man laughed low as he re-
plied :

“No. il is a confession.
it now. when it will redeem
wilhoul ruining mine.”

The lawyer and the doclor exchanged
glances, but made no comment.

Whal Mr. Horace Blondelie's confes-
sion wonld be they had already \stt-

col.

| can make
her lile

mised. What it really was will be seen
presenliy. |
The work occupied somelhing more

than an hour, for the narrator was very
weak from loss of blood, and spoke
slowly, f{aintly, and wilh frequent
pauses, while the lawyer, al leisure,
taok  down his words, and (he docior
from time to fime consulled his pulse
and administered slimulanis.

Meanwhile. the «.ree old women, with
Gern, remained upslairs,  gathered
around the small fire in their bedroom.
Awe  hushed their usually garrulous
tines. or moved them fo speak only in
whispers. Never seemed an  hour 8o
long. At length il was pasl, and more
than pas!, when ‘the door at the foot ol
(e slaies was opencd and the doclors
voice was licard calling upon them to
come down.

“Is it all over?' whisperingly inquired
Mrs. Winlerose.

“The work is over.”

“Bul the man, I mean.,”

“Il is not all over with him yel.
still lives, lhough sinking [asl.”

“Don’t you lhink he ought lo have a
clergyman?”

“IHe would bLe dead belore a clergyman
could be hrought here.”

This rapid, low-loned conversalion
look place al the foot of the slairs, oul
of hearing of {he dying man. whose
scnses were [ast failing.

Mrs. Winlerose then came down inio
the room and look her seal al the bed,
and from lime lo tine bathed the suf-
ferer's brow with her own preparalion
of aromalic vinegar, or moislened his
lips with bran.y and waler.

Tabby. Libhy and Gem sal around the
fire. The doclor and ihe lawyer slood
conferring in a low lone at a distant
window.

Thus the death waleh was kepl in {he
sitenee of awe, until Miss Tabby, unable
lo resist her desire lo do somelhing for
the sulferer, crept up to the side of the
col oppoesile lo lo which her molher sat.
and “shook his sands,” by asking him
in a low lone:

“fs  there no one in the world you
would like to see, or lo send a message
to 7"

“No—np one—but Sybil Berners—and
| have wrillen a message {o—her; bul
— 1o see her—is impossible,” gasped the
man at inlervals.

“Tabby. go sit down and keep quiet.
You only worry thé poor soul!” said
Mrs. Winlerose,

Miss Tabby complied, and lhe silent
dealh-walech was resumed, and conlin-
ued unhroken excepl by the howling of
the wind. the beating of lhe rain, and
{he raltling of the leafless (rees, unlil at
length — inexplicable sound! — wheels
were heard graling over the rough,
neglected avenue and approaching the
house.

Who could it be, coming al that late
hour of a stormy night, 1o a house lo
which even in daylight and good wea-
{her scarcely a visilor ever came ?

The sound of the wheels ceased belgre
(he door, and was immedialely [ollow-
ed by a knock. .

“Burglars never come in wheeled car-
l\i;li_l"”:';.ll snid MIss Tabby to herself. as
she recovered her courage and went and
apened the door.

She recoiled with a loud cry.

Every one slarted up. and hurried
corward to see what could be the mal-

Ler.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

Svhil Berners stood before them|
Svbil Derners, in magnilicenl beauty !
Cybil Berners, developed into a woman

of maijestic dignily and angelic grace!

Yet they all knew her in an inslant,

IUST TOOK A NIP.

Green—IHow does your dog like your
new neighhbors?

Brown—It's a lillle early lo say. Rov-
e has hed only a small piece.

The scene (hat followed is indescrib-
able, unimaginable.

Fargo!len was the dying mail! Unseen
was Lvon Berners, whose fine f[ormn
filled up the doorway.

They crowded around her, they car-
essed her, they cried over her, lhey ex-
elaimed aboub ker, they asked her a
seore of questions. and, withoul wailing
for a single answer, asked her a hun-
dred others.

“Giod bless my dear old home, and all
the people in it.” were the first w-l:n‘alﬁ
that Sybil spoke after she was permilted
lo ecalch her brzalh,

“«and vou, my darling, vou! God bless
vl in coming home!" fervenlly ex-

1(:‘::11‘1114*11 e old woman. '
where is my child, Mrs. Win-

‘FHr]E‘". - T =
terase? Where is 10y Gem?"' (he lady in-
quired, looking cagerly around the

rOOMm. " .
“Gem. come here. zaid lhe dame.

And (ke beauliful young girl, who
had been bimidly lingering J.Inrll‘lﬂ back-
around. yel wilh some suspicion of the
lady's idenlity, {oo, came lI‘Iﬁl.lﬂ'.-i“r_}' for-
ward, and was silently folded in the
arme of her moiher.

A mnn-.enl. HIE}F r:hang thus: and then

Qybil lifled the young head from her
bosom, and, holding it belween her
hands, gazed tenderly down in lhe

sweel [ace.
‘-“"[:h' daughter! my lillle Geml' she

cnemured.  “It s but a few nionths
since 1 knew thal T possessed you.”

«pul 1 always knew fhal you were my
mother. I always knew ii, though no-
one ever lold me!” sobbed Gem.

“and did you think thalt 1 had de-
serled you all this lime, my daughter,
my daughler? inquired the lady, linger-
ing on ihe lasl word, and tenderly gaz-
ing Tnlo her dark eyes.

“l thought you were compelled to do
it. mother!”

“Whal! to leave you here alone, \in-
cared for and unschooled, all these long
years? No, my daughter; no, no, no.
I did not know that I was blessed wilh
a deughter; 1 did not know thal you
lived. until wilhin a few months past.
Vislaken love for me, inordinate care
for me, induced all those who were
nearest o me o conceal your existence
rrom  me, lest. if I should know it, 1
should . compromise my dafety, my li-
berly and life, Gem, by seeking lo see
youl”

“Oh, mather I'*

“And they were so far right, my dar-
ling, that as soon as, ab lasi, your fa-
lher  informed me of your existence.
and of a necessily lo bring you over to
us for educalion, I became so impalienl
that T could not wail for you o be
brought to me, I felt that T musl
felch you, at all risks, for the sake of
seeing you some few weeks earlier than
| could by wailing for you over there!
20 here 1 nm, my daughter !”

“But, oh! dearest, dearest mother, al
whal a hazard!” sighed Gem.

“I do not believe it, my davling. I do
nat believe, after all lthese years. lhal
any one will seek lo molest me for lhe
iew days that 1 shall remain here, even
if my presence should be suspecled.
which will be very improbable, as I have
laken and shall lake every precaulion
for secrecy. 1 have lravelled only by
night, Gem, and this is the first time 1
have raised my thick wveil."

“pul, oh, mother!” she said, giving
an alarmed look around. for she sud-
denly remembered that lhere were the
doector and lhe lawyer in the house; bul
she did not see them. They had dis
creelly withdrawn into lhe back room.

“And now, dear Gem, here is your
falher, who .is waiting lo .cmbrace you,”
said Sybil.

And Lyon Berners, who had [orborne
to interrupt ' the meeling belween the

molher and daughler, and who was
sitanding apart, talking in low, eager
fones with Mrs. Winterose, now came

forward and folded his daughler to his
hearie. and laid his hand upon her head
and Dblessed her.

“But who is thal?' exelaimed Sybil,
in a slarlled tone, as she turned her eyég
upon a ghastly and blood-stained form,
silling bolt upright on the cot bedstead,
and staring in a death panie at her.

At  her exclamalion all eyves were
turned in the direcltion that hers had
taken, and Mr. Berners looked inquir-
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ingly

lovvards Mrs. Winlerose, who
haslened lo reply:

“Oh, I forgot. In my joy al her am
rival, T forgol all ahoul the poor, dying

man! Sir., he is Mre. Blondelle, who

towns the great Dubarry Springs up yon-

der. He was sel upon and murdered by
—the Lord only knows whom—bul he
was found by Joe lying in lhe pine
waods, and wilh Lthe help of lwao labor-
ers he was brought here. We senl for
the doclor, but he could do nothing for
him. [Ile must die. and knows il," sha
added in a whisper.

In the meanlime, Sybhil, staring al the
ghaslly [ace which was slaring back at
her through ils glazing eyes, recognized
an old acquainlance.

(To be continued).
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PERSONAL POINTERS.
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Inlercsting Gossip About Some of the
World's "rominent People,

The Prince of Wales is a crack shet,
and is said lo be one of the [inest in
Enoland,

The King of Spain received a hand-
some legacy some thme ago from one of
his subjects. IL amounted lo 3,000,000
peselas—which is more than $535,000 in
our money.

King Leopold of Belgium is, perhaps,
the most skillul ol Royal Gardeners,
and is said to be prouder of his lively
gardens and greenhouses—Llhe products
of his skill and care—than of any olher
of his possessions,

The German Emperor s saul lo
much regret the fect that he missed
being Liorn on (he birthday of Frederick
the Great by three days. Ilis father, the
Emperor Frederick, was born on the
anniversary of the Baltle of Leipzig, in
which (he French lroops were uttevly
deleated by (he combined Prussian,
Russian and Ausirian armies,

Signor Tilo Mallei, lhe [amous com-
poser, who is pianist to the King of
{laly, started his musical carecr al an
earlier age than is usual even wilh
Conlinental musical prodigies. [Ile was
only a little over [ive when he gave his
first concert. Al cleven he was o pro-
fessor of music at Rome and a member
of several famous philharmonic socie-
lies. and when he was twelve, Pope
Pius IX. gave him an audience and pre-
sented him wilh a gold medal,

Herr Kubelik, perhaps Lhe grealest of
“magicians of he violin," owes his bril-
liant carcer almosl enlirely lo his pea-
sant father, who, although sell-insirue-
ted, not only laught all his sons lo play
on every instrument, bul by incessant
toil in his garden gave them the best
available musical lraining. Unlfortun-
ately, the parent never lived lo see his
son’s triumph; and. by a curiously
pathelic irony of fate the very lirst fee
the young violinist recéived was spent on
a wreath for his father's grave.

Qir Walter Builler, the dislinguished
New Zealand seientist, whose dealh is
just recorded. had an unusually versa-
tile career. He began by ediling a pa-
per in the Maori language; al lwenly-
four he was a resident magisirale, at
lwenly-seven a judge of the Native
{.ands Court, and shorlly alterwards he
was out fighling the rebel Maoris. He
was mentioned in despalches for gal-

laniry in carrying mnews by mghf
through forty miles of the enemy's
country. At thirly-three he went lo

[.ondon as Secretary of the New Zealand
Agency, and entered as a sludent al the
(nner Temple. He was one of the few
inslances of a man being made a judge
hefore he became a barrister.

When Prince Edward of Wales was a
very lillle boy a children's parly was
held in lhe neighborhood of Sandring-
ham. at which he was presenl, and dur-
ing the course ol the evening the hos-
less, fto his delight, bestowed a toy
sword upon her litlle guest. “You must
lender your lhanks very nicely for your
present,” said the Prince of Wales, who
was slanding by. To everyone's sud-
srise the liltie Prince mounted upon a
chair, and gave forth gravely, “Latiies
and gentlemen, [ thank vou veéry much
for my beauliful sword; 1 shall alwayvs
galue it and always wear i."  His
eather  burst into a hearly laugh.
“Little beggar!” he exclaimed, “why, he
speaks betler than I do!”

AMr. Booker Washingion, who is now
ihe head of a greal indusirial training
college for colored people in the United
Stales, was born a slave. He used lo
carry books lo school [or his liltle mis-
iress. but while in slavery had no school-
ing himself, and thought the happy
children he saw in the school-house:
must be in Paradise. Before the Civil
war., by which slavery was abolished.,
broke out, he used fo hear his mother
and the other slaves whispering to-
gelher » about the struggle, and their
joy was very greal when at last {hey;
were sel free.  Mr. Washinglon chris-,
tened himself “Booker.” In the schopl-
house, after the Emancipalion, he was
asked his name by his masler. As a
stave-boy he only had ong, bul he
thought he ought lo Lave at least a
couple, and said, on he spur of the mo-
ment, “Booker Washinglon,” as indil-
ferenlly s il he had borne the double
name all his life.

_-t-l—l-‘.lll-l'\-‘-—.'
SHOULD HAVE KNOWN BETTER.
Falher t.ﬂprnl:."]‘r “Qo vou've failed
again in your examinalions! How do
you explain that ™
Son : “Because they went and asked
me jus!t lhe same questions as Lelore.”

“I like (o believe that all men ard hone
e=l,” said lhe moralizer. “Same here?
rejoined the demoralizer; “still T always
draw the line alt laking the same pat
ent medicine for liver complaint that |
use for toothache, no maller how Lhy
label reads.”
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