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FRVIE fields wore turning brown; the pit-

iloss wind was stripping the trees of
their gay dresses, one molancholy robin
piped plaintively from the tall elm at the
foot of the garden, The whole worldl was
putting on sackcloth and ashes, it seemed
to Syl, as she stood at the garden gate bid-
ding Stephen Lawrence good-by.

“ It will only be for a little while,”" he
sald, looking tenderly down into the tear-
brimmed ecyes. *“ Before you begin to
think of spring, T shall come back-—come
back to claim my wife! Byl, darling, be
true to me, whitever they say, whatever
happens 1"

T will,” answered Syl

ST will,"" she murmured, over and over
again to herself, watching him until the
turn in the road hid him from her sight,
Uwhatever happens, whatever they say !’

“They' meant her mother and Aunt
Jane ; Aunt June, especially. The sitting-
room door was ajar, and Syl heard her
voice as she went into the house,

“You have been very imprudent to al
low her to go with him so much, Busan,™
she said,  “T never had any opinion of
these city young men that come along a8
sure as tho summer does, to turm all the
girls' hends, and artists are slwnys poor s
church mice, everybody koows. As for
the notion he hns got into Bylvia's head
that shie has s wonderful talent for draw-
ing, it is all ghecy nonsense, of course.—
Sho's got no money to pay to leam, and if
she had, and could be a great artist, she
couldn’t muke so much money ns she'll
lLave when she s Derrick Hurst's wife,
without the tronble of earning it. For my
part, I am very glad that dieadful smooth-

|k|m\\n hnudwriting, would make their
I " :
hearts thrill,

{ 8o, remembering Aunt Jane's trouble,
Syl tried to be patient with her continual
complaints and her interforence with all
her affnirs.  Bub she did think she might

| be allowed to marry without her consent.—
Aunt Jane had a horror of poverty, and so
had Syl's mother, and poverty was knock-

' ing loudly at their door. Syl's father bad

died when she was o baby, leaving his wife

and child little beside the farm they lived
| on sand, wanting shrewd brains to take
oaro of it, that little had dwindled rapidly

| awny. Of late, the harvest had proved a
failure every year, the farm was mortgaged
at first, then passed entirely out of their
hands, and Aunt Jane declared they should
all go the poor house unless Byl married
Derrick IHurst.  Her mother said less,
but Byl knew that her heart was

|

| as firmly set upon her marrying Derrick

Hurst, a8 Aunt Jane was, Defore Stophen
Lawrence came, she had thought that she
might some day do as they wished, if there
ware really no other way to keop them from
starving, but now, not for worlds ! not if
they all had to beg their bread, slie said to
horself, every time she heard his namo
mentioned. She had never liked Derrick
Hurst.  She remembered him as a surly,
ill-natured boy when they went to school
together ; ghe had always preferred any
one of the other boys for a cavalier, and
been annoyed and indignant when  the
girls tensed her about him, for he always
insisted upon drawing her sled and brought
her apples and eandy, and made himsell
her devoted slave, Ile had never been a
fuvorite in the village until of late his evi-
dent prosperity and wealth had made him
popular.  When his father died, seven or
eight years before, they had been poor, ev-
erybody said ; the farm on which they lived
three miles out of the village, wasall “‘run-
ning down,' and the house going to decay;
and for two or three years alterward Der-
rick had seemed to bave no ambition to
make things better. But all at ones there
was o change, Derrick went away to the
vity, and stayed pearly o year, and made
money in fortunate speculations, people
sadd, At any rate, the farm soon began to
hold its own with the best farms in the
country ; and it was no wonder, the old
farmors said, considering the money that
wasspent on it,  The house was repaived,
too, but now that was not fing enough for
Derrick. His new house in the village was
almost done—n stately mansion, with a
French roof, and bay windows, and all mod-
ern appurtenances, finer than any body in

spoken Mr. Bteplion Lawrence is going
away, and I hope Sylvia bas got o little
common sonse left, and wont insist upon
writing to Liim.  We must get her safely
marriod to Dervick Hurst before Christ-
mas! But I am sure I don't know where
her wodding outfit is to come from. Oh,
that we should huve come Lo such poverty "

8yl didu’t care to hear any more. Bhe
stole softly up stairs to hor room, and shat
the door to put out the sound of the voloes
down stuirs that it made hor almost frantic
to hoar. It was not thint she cared 50 much
for what Aunt Jane said, for she was al-

Densboro hiad ever dreamed of having.

And of this fair mansion Syl was invited
to be mistress. A Incky girl, overybody
said.  There wasn't nnother girl in Dens-
boro whe woulde't jump ot the chanoe,
even if there wers some who would consid-
er Derrick an incumbrance. Ope couldn’t
expect to have such a position in life with-
out some drawbacks. And Derrick was a
fine fellow, with the dress and manver of
a gentleman, and, i the Hursts had been
| & rather worthloss drinking set, the Der-
ricks, bis ancestors on his mother's side,
waere the first people in the country. OF

witys sure to have something to worry snid

do. Byl remembered, wondering when sho
wis o very little girl, what Aunt Jane
would do when shie got 1o Leaven, where
thero would be nothing to fret abont. And
thut was before she had any real trouble.—
Now khie wore widow's weeds, and thore
Six
vears bfore her bushand had gone to Cali-
fornin to seek lis fortune. e
oessful oven beyond his oxpeotations, and
ina year started for home with money
enough, 80 he wrote, to make them all in-
dependent for life.  Buot he wever
Ho was seon at Allston, a Lown on-
Iy ten miles distant, on & stormy winter
pight, and he was never seen agnin.  Ho
seewmed Lo drop out of existence complete-
ly, then, leaving nok the shadow of & trice |
bebind ; while at home they waited aml

watehied Tor lim in vain, The rond from

Allston was long nnd lonely, to bo sure,

wore traces of sulfering in ler face.

II\”I]I.‘.

and bo was o careless man, and might bave | hiouse, elther,

complain about ; the slightest thing wonld | rtist from the city to tease Derrick ; sho

| ghe could be in earnest in lfl.-L"illlills sich a

Wils  BuC- |

reached |

course Syl lind only been flirting with that |

| was always a bit of 8 coguette.  SBhe would
| never be such n fool as to refuso Derrick,

Syl had refused My, Dervick Ilurst, but '
lie did not seem able to realize, sny more |
than the rest of the village people; that
position in life us Le offe red Lier, or else, as
his fuee indicatsd, he was not the one to
tnke no for pn answor, not the one to no-
copt defeat while there wis o shadow of a
chanee of victory, And he said to himself
now, thit he liad more than the shadow  of

n ohapes of victory, with Aunt Jane and
I Byl's mother, on his side, and thelr farm in
his hands,

8y1 walked her chamber floor, that after-
noon, and oonsidered whiat she should do,
(et hor married to Derrick Turst before
Christmns, indeed ! Aunt Jane wonld
see! And thoy would not go to the poor-
For huud pot Bteplien Law-

shoe possessed, looked so solid, that she
would have Inughed at any body who eall-
o it a castle in the air.

O Tt seems Lo me you were out
while,'* said Aunt Jane, when she went
down stairs,  Mr, Hurst was up here to
soo you, 1 guess he'll come again this
evening. I soppose you know that the
ront is due, and there's no way that 1
know of to pay it. It isn't very pleasant
to bo dependent on  anybody that you
treat as you do Derrick Hurat I

n good

“Weanre not going to be dependent on
Derrick Hurst. 1 have a way to pay the
rent, and [ don't think he will have to walt
for it more than a month, at the most."

Aunt Jane opened her oyos wide,

(), you expect to earn the money by the l

exercise of your talent, I suppose I'" sho
said, scornfully.

“Yes" said Byl, with provoking cool-
ICBS.

SOWell,” gaid Aunt Jane after o pouse,
muking u feint of wiping her oyes with her
handkerchief, *If John had only lived,
your mother and I shonldn’t be obliged to
depend upon o sllly heartless chit of o girl
like you. Talent, fiddlesticks !'' she ericd
romoving hor handkerchiel as her wrath
began to rise again1'd rather have com-
mon senso enough to see which side my
bremd was buttered on, than all the talent
in the world !"'

Byl withdrew from the contest then, for
however long it might last, Aunt Jane was
alwnys sure to have the last word.

Derrick Hurst made his appeavance that
evening, with his black brows a little un-
bent from their usual frown ; now that the
coast wis clear he was sure of winning.

But the reception Syl gave him was an y-
thing but promising. “ We shall ask you
to wait only a little while longer for youy
your rent, Mr. Hurst," she said, with some-
thing of a grand air, and a tono that said,
“of course, you could have come here ouly
on business 1"

“Rent! don't talk to me of rent ! said
he, impatiently,  “You know I am glad
and happy to have you live here as long as
—until you come to live in my new house,
with me, Syl 1"

The angry blood mounted to Syl's fore-
head, and her eyes flashed. “That will
nover b !'* she said, and left him for her
mother and Aunt Jane to entertaing while
sho went to her own room, and tried to for-
got her anger in the delights of ecarmine
and cobalt,

While Mr. Deorrick Hurst, taking his
homeward way, said to himsell, with an ex-
clamation which he would not have caved
to have Syl hear ¢

1L will be! it shall bo ! and soon, too!"

Syl's first picture was soon finished, for
she put her whole soul into it, and worked
night and doy, She sent it to an art deal-
er in the nenrest large city, and waited in
anxious suspense to learn its fate, on which
all her hopes depended. Stephen  Law-
rence hid asked her to send it to him  to
sell, but sho know that if he were unable
to sell it he would by it limself to save hey
from dissppointment, nnd lot her think she
had been successful,  Bo she determined to
win her woy without help, It seemed an
nge to her befere she heard from her pio-
twre.  Then a brief letter
Her pleture wis bold and some-
whut origional, Lut showed wn  anskilled
hand. By years of study and practice she
might win sucoess; but wow the markoet
was filled with plotures like hers, which
conld find no sale.

Bo Byl's castle crumbled, before her eyes,

discowrmnging
A,

utterly into ruins, soon, for Stephen Luw.l

rence’s lettors suddenly ceased. Byl was
wis sure at first that that ho must Le il or
dend, and kopt on writing to him, in vain,
Aunt Jane and hor mother wera loud  in
prociaiming that they had known, wall tho
time, he was only firting with Byl ; he was

on the lookout for o rich wifu ; there wero |
girls onough who eould be fooled into i |
| rying him, by his handsome face and his
|

solt speeches,
1t wna long before Byl doubted him ; she
conjured up o thousand things, probable,

bossted of the money he was enrrying | rence declared thot she had wonderful tal- | and improbable, that might bave prevent.

home, but robbers were vory unoommon
there, and nobody hid seen any strangers
about, Ilis disappearanco creatod o groat
excitemont for & time, and then wis forgot-
ton, ns such Lhings are, except by his wife
and sister—8y1's mother—who waited and
watched, and canght their breath at the
sound of every footstep, in the long, dreary
nights and duys, and grow sick at hoart as
the suspenso settled down uto a certainty
that he would never como; and yet, nol
quite a certainty, for even now u sudden
knock at the door, or & letler in an un-

ent, und, with the instruction he had giv-
oy ey, might pnint pletures that would
soll, might Decome In time, a famous ar-
tist? Already Syl funcled hersell prosent.
ing the deed of the farm to her mother on
her own wedding day—the day when she
should bo mareled to Btephen Lawreuce,
with scareely a remonstrunce oven from
Aunt Jane, For when she should Lo a
millionaire, by her own labors, who would
prosume to dictate to her? And so Byl
reared her stately castle, and its founds.
tions, in the talent that she felt and kuew

|
|
l
|
|

od his writing.,  Bhe never quite lost faith
in him. Duat what was she to do? ler
“mithier pressed hor sain" as in the old
song; disappointment and suspensoe Lad
made hor pale snd i1l and the village peo-
ple begun now to shake thoir heads, and
say that 8yl Bhopard was in love with that
artist, aftor all, and was pining away on his
aceount, and Syl was proud, and that wss
hard to bear ; and, more than all, they were
dependont on Dervick Hurst for shelter ;
by-snd-by what would keep them from
starving, now that her talent had failed her,

| went homo ons  night triumphant, leaving
his betrothal ring on Syl's finger. The
new house wis finished and ready for ite
mistress, and the wedding was arcanged to
take place in the last of January, Aunt
Jane and Syl's mother, and Derrick had
arvanged it, and Syl did not even hint at a
delay. She feigned an interest in her wed-
ding preparatious, nnd tried her best to be
cheorful, even gay, for 851 was not one to
wear her lonrt upon her sleove.  She knew
that she could never forget Stephen Law-
rence, and that happy summer past, but
she banished all thonght of them, ns much
as possible, from her mind. But sho conld
| not give up her painting, though that re-
oalled her teacher consolption ; the only
way in which she eonld  forget her sorrow,
for n moment,

It was only threo weeks before the wed-
ding day. Thero was to be a ball at Alls-
ton, und, after repeated urging from Der-
rick, 8yl had consented to go., Bhe was
the prettiost girl in Densboro', and Derrick
liked to display his conquest. To 8yl, now,
such gayet ies were torture, and she was
glad enough to find it a stormy day when
she awoke.

“La," said Aunt Jane, “‘the storm worit
hurt you! You may be sure that Derrvick
wont mind it, for he is determined to show
you to the Allston folks."”

And Derrick didn't mind, though the
storm raged still more flercely, as it drew
towards night. Byl had been strangely ner-
vous and excited all day. Bhe felt a pre-
sentiment of somethiug going to happen,
whether good or ill she could not. And,
though she laughed at her own folly, she
could not rid herself of it. Bhe was gay
without an effort, and Aunt Jane and her
mother agreed with Derrick Hurst that she
had never looked so well in her life. Bhe
wore o white muslin dress, caught up with
cherry ribbons over o cherry silk petticoat
that had beon Aunt Jane's, in the days of
her youthful gayoties, and the ribbons were
not 80 bright as her checks, Even the long
dreary vide through the storm to Allston,
with Derrick Hurst beside her, could not
taleo awny her spirits. When they passed
the Hurst farm, which was out on the road
to Allston, tho great lonoly old house made
Byl shudder. There were pine trees aronnd
it, and they mado such a lonesome monning
as the wind swept through them "' 8he felt
a thrill of thankfulness that that was not
to be her home, Derrick’s mother was to
live there still, after he waus married and
gone to hik new house, Bhe was very old,
and never went outside the door. Thero
were stories about that she had lost her
mind, or was insane ; nobody knew exactly
what was the matter, for nobody except
Derrick and his aunt had seen her for years,
The aunt, hisfather's sister, was to live
with lier still ; she was o stern, hard-
fentured old woman, who never had lived
and never would live in any house whers
she could not be mistress, Syl had only
seen hor onee or twice—the Hursts had al-
ways lived in o solitary way having very lit-
tle to do with the village people—but from
that slight nequaintance &he had deeclded
sho conld readily exense hev from living
with her.

Byl was the goyest of the gay at the ball,
but it was enly because of a nervous rest-
lossness (it had nothing to do with hap.
piness.

The storm had increaseéd with évery
hour after nightfall, and when they set out
on thelr retum It mged fearfully ; the rain

and sleot drove into the camiage so that
| 8yl was drenched, the darkness was intense,
and the horse stopped entirely every now
and thon, unable to struggle ngainst the fu-
rions wind.

U Wo may be able to got as far s my
house,”” Durricle snid.  * You cannot possi-
bly get home to-night, Aunt Joanua will
take care of you snd give you some dry
alothing.”

Any other time the thought of passing
thonight in that house, that had always
looked so dreary and ghostly to her, wonld
have been insupportable to Byl, but now
in the storm and darkness the light that
streamoed from its windows looked olicery
and inviting,
sho would have proferred to go home, and
she was sure Derrick would hive preferred
to have her, for he always scemed averso to
having her enter that hougs,

But Aunt Joanus made an effort Lo rolax
hor grim features into a smilo,us she groot-
ed hex, and bustled about, with quite a
show of hospitality, to get her some Lot
ten and dry clothing. But when she usher-
ed hor into the room where sle was Lo sleep,
Byl's heart almost falled her. It was &
great desolate room on the ground foor,

1

a
l

| Boitenmoe to poss that Dervick Hurst

B, 1 it had been possible, |

Iwilh n damp uninbabitable feeling, and
looking as if nobody had entered it for
years, The dust lay thick on the clumsy
old-fashioned furniturve,and the spiders had
festoonod thoir webs over the windows.—

| Miss Joanna made half-muttersd
apology for the uninviting aspect of the

| room ; they so seldom had company that
| she had got into the habit of neglecting the
rooms which they did not use. Even the
wood-fire, burning in the open flreplace,

did not take away anything of the dreary,

uncanny look of the apartment. The

shadows of the firelight took ghastly
shapes on the walls; outside the wind
moaned and walled through the pines like

& human voive,

Sleep would not come at Syl's bidding.
She lauy and listened to the wind, and
watched the wavering shadows on the wall
that now were ghastly fuces, and now glost-
Iy beckoning hands, while the night wore
slowly away. Ilow could it be so long, shie
wondered, ten was almost gone when ghe
left the ball-room in the Allston Hotel?—
Buddenly the heard slow soft footfalls in
the hall, then the door of her room swung
noiselessly open. Byl was not sure whethi-
er sho was awake or dreaming, when
she saw the figure that entered—a little old
wornun with a yellosw wrinkled face, anid
white hair fulling around it, As she came
before the fire, so that its light fell on her
face, Syl recognized her. It was Derrick’s
mother, She had seen her often in child-
hood, but she had changed fearfully since
then. If she lind seen her anywhere else
she would not have knowa her, Syl said to
herself,

She went up to the bed and looked keen-
ly, yet with a sort of terror in her face, al
8yl. The blood grew cold in Byl's veins,
she had no strongth to move or ery out.,

“I6 isn't him nor his ghost,'’ the old
woman murmured.  “ Yeu needn’t be
afraid ; they wouldn's kill a little girl like
you. But there has been blood spilled in
this house—in this vory room " Iler voice
sank to tragic whisper on the lust words,
and then sho moaned and rung her hands,
amd paced up and down the room.

Byl felt as if some horrible nightmare
were upon her,  And yet she knew it was
reality ; she was alone with this mad
woman, and with no power to eall for help.

Blie eame back to the bed soon, and bent
her lips to Byl's car.

“There's blood on those walls Leside the
bed ! They had it papered over. but papes
wont stay on it; you can see how it has
started off. 1 pulled up one corner the
other day, and I saw the blood ! Joanna
doesn’t know that I eome here ; she would
keill me if she did: she doesn't like to eome
herself, and she isn't afraid of anything
earthly. But this room is full of ghosts !
they are walking around liere, and crying
and groaning all night, T thought you
were one of them, at flst, He s here-
John Lyford, with that groat gush in his
throat, and the Wood streaming ont—riv-
ers and vivers of bleod! 15 it not very
strange that he can come back when he
is buried so deep ? way down ab the bol-
tom of the old well ; you know wherg thoe
old well is, out by the plue-grove, They
carried him oub there—Derrick and Joan-
nn. It was hard, when he was only three
miles from home wasn't it? But the old
well is deep, and no body will ever know it,
And Derrick is & rich man, now, you know,
and nobody will ever know whore John
Lyford is. Derrick hns built a new houso :
ho don't lke to live beve, bocnuse Joln
Lyford's ghost comes hevey and Lo is golng
to marry Jobn Lyford’s uiece—little Byl
Shopard.  She dou't see the bloal on his
hands ; nobody can see it but we, Joanma
says § but there it is, deipping, deipping all
the time "'

She moaned and wrang lier hands feanti-
onlly, nnd then talked incoherently’und oxoi-
todly. Syl steaining hor cars to the ut-
most, could not cateh an intelligible word.
All her tervor had vanished in the exoite-
meet of the fearful discovery shebad mado.
Was it trath, or only the fancies of thisdis-
ordered brain ¢

sH0me

The gray light of dawn was just begin
ning to strenm into the window, and the
old woman took her departure, first coming
to the bedside agnin, and looking, with
that same terrifled expression, at 8y, as if
not yoi sure that she was nob a ghost,

Byl was not bowildered wor frightenod,
now, Bhe was filled with amazement and
boreor, but her brain had never boen clear-
or. How plainly the story had boan told.
And there was not n shadow of doubt of its
truth in hov mind, A bundeed trifles

that shehad searcoly noticed before, crowd.
od up in her memory to conflrm the story,
Derrick’'s nervousnoss at unoxpeotod foot-
steps and sounds, the sudden palor that




