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CHAPTER “XXY1-—CONTINUED.
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Ty I TR etnt was tapitirly
B wound was

mortal—amputation eould not save him. Tn
his own words, as Richard Bartrelle raised him
from the ground, “Iam shot all to pieces.”
It was true! Death had clutehed its vietim.
Tenderly raising his falien enemy from the
field, he bad him removed to the quarters he
now occupied, and from that hour forth he
bad tended him with unwearied assiduity.
He saw that the wound was mortal—no power
on earth conld save him ; and the brave heart
in his bosom prompted him by every means
in his power to ease his sufferings. Had it
been otherwise, Bartrelle would not have so
readily ministered to his fallen fos. But the
ghastly spectacle of that crushed and writhing
form drove from his breast the hostility which
until now he had cherished with vindictive
animosity.

He had telegraphed his father of his son's
condition, and until he should arrive he ds-
termined to devote himself to his care with
unremitting attention. At first young Hayes
received these attentions with suspicion and
distrust ; but whén he saw how earnest,
walchful and tender Jartrelle was, his eon-
science was smitten, and lifting his eyes to
the face of his nurse, he said:

' Bartrelle, I have been your bitter and un-
relenting enemy, but magnanimity such as
this T never dreamed of ; my heart 18 too
beavy for words—forgive me! It is the first
time Warren Hayes ever said as much ; bat,
God knows, I wish what is past was undone.”

“Pon't think of it mow, Warren—Ilet
it go.”

 But you forgive me ? say that you do.”

1 do sincerely—against yon now I enter-
tain no enmity whatever—nothing but kind-
ness "

«1 thank you, Dick ; lay my evil deeds up
against me no longer ; think only of our boy-
hood—we were friends then; God knows, 1
wish we had always remained so ; but it was
fated not to be; had it been, I would not
now be tortared by remorse!” came [osbly
from the pallid lips.

“Think no more of it, Warren—do not let
it give you any more trouble, 1 do not think
of it at all™

“ You are very kind to me, Dick—more
than kind, but I cannot so easily forgive my-
self.”

“ Again, let me entreat you, Warren, to let
all thatpass, You are in no condition to dis-
euss these matlers now. 1 have eaid that I
forgive any injury you may have ever done
me or mine, and I mean it fully ; so do not
discompose yoursell any farther about it
Now let me apply this cloth to your wound,”
und Bartrelle ndjusted the cooling cloth Yo the
shattered hip. As he spoke to Hayes, s mild,
clear light shone from his eyes—the light of
pesce—and when he addressed him, it was
with & softened tone, and his voice vibrated
with a strange tenderness hitherto unkunown
to that fierce, intractible nature.

But for Warren Hayes, he conld not be
quiet. * The awfal sense of approaching
death was upon him. The heart-rending
pang which sccompanied the thought that
this world was no more for him—that he was
leaving it with all his sins npon his head, was
more than be could endure in gilence. Now
that this overwhelming sense of mortality
wag upon him, he felt that he must
be at pesee with the world befors
he died, or his acousing conscience
would proclaim Lis misdeeds at the
throne on high. For the time then, and
under the pressure of the terrible chill that
was freezing all his faculties, he felt that bLe
could better trust in man's forgiveness than
in that of his offended maker. Poor man,
his sins were grest, and his awful destiny new
to his thoughts, Brave at the sight of physi-
cal d he bled now—trembled as
his fms tmd the crumbling brink of the
great river, and its chilling waves dashed be-
neath him,

Thus the days and nights passed on until
the evening when we introduced them to onr
reader. The greatest anxiety of the dying
man was the fear that he would not be able
to see his father and obtain his blessing.
Now, when the world was fading from around
him he knew his worth, He did honor to his
kingly nature, and that wayward heart was
stirred by memorics that swelled it almost to
barsting—memories that swept down the
aisle of time, picturing his youth, his boy-
hoed, and the bright promise that nshered in
his man's estate; but bringing with them the
acousivg wail of bopes unfalfilled and op-
portunities forever wrecked,

It is almost time they were here, if they
are coming, don't you think so, Dick 7

“Pe patient, yet a little while, Warren,
they will come 1™

#(h ! I hope so, Dick, I hope so !" and the
feeble voice bad a plaintive thrill that made
the heart of his companion stir with emotions
kinder and more thrilling than any he had
yet experienced For it could not be sar-
prising, that, although he had forgiven him
the injuries he had inflicted, he might not
fully sympathize in his sufferings. Bat his
heart would have been adamant to have with-
stood that sorrowful c¢ry. He bent above

him' then, with a new light in his eye, and n
softened tenderness in his tousk, as he
smoothed back from the temples the damp

and matted elusters of hair,

Bis face bad grown very thin, bub it still
retained the same proud coutour of features,
the sume winning charm of lock that had
made Warren Hayes, in the days of his
strepgth and vigor, 50 charming s companion,
80 wuck a favorite in society.

“Oh! if he would come, if he would
come !" the pale lips repeated, in a eonstant
murmur of distress. So it had been all day
long. Every time the door opencd, at the
sound of every footfall in the hall, the clear
hazle eyes, now romarkably bright and shin-
ing, wonld turn in eager expectancy to be
velled by the drooping lids in sad disap-
pointment when be met not the face he
songht—apd the lips wonld trembleand the
eyes be Leavy with unshed tears as his head
sunk back om the piliow.

“It is time—it is time,” he murmured

But  bark® The sound of approach.
irg  wheels comes - in through the
window. It may be them! Yes, the
earrigge stops at the gate! Bartrelle hurries
from the room with a light, noiseless tread.
He does not know that it is the eagerly ex-
pected, long waited for, father ; and it is best
not to awaken hopes that may be disap-
pointed. In the ball he meets his host!
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1sdy are inquiring for you at »

Bartrelle hurries out to meet his uncle, Maj,
Hayes and Mildred.

*Thank God,” he said, as he shook each by
the hand, ““yon have come at last!”

“But Warren, my brother?” eagerly in-
quired Mildred.

“Mym—m is he?" echoed the old

"Bethu, replied Bartrelle; * but, I grieve
to say, is sinking rupidly. His impatience to
see his father, for whom he is constantly in-

‘quiring, is wearing upon him. Iamso glad

you have come. Come into the houss, while
I go and acquaint him with vour arrival. It
is best that he yoyountme. said Bar-
telle, lesding the Way into the house.

+*But is there no hope? " faltered Mildred.

« Bartrelle locked as if he was receiving his
death sentemce. How could he tell that fair
young sister that her brother’s hours were
vumbered? But it must be done. Witha
face as white as marble, and eagerly question-
ing eyes that looked as if they would pene-
trute his soul, she awaited his answer., Her
futher, too, had stopped, and with saspanded
breath, as we have seen those look who were
watching for the first clod to full upon the
coftin, listened for the reply.

4'There is none," fell in low, tramulous se-
cents upon their ears.

“0h, my poor brother—oh, Warren, War-
ren, must you die?” wailed the poor girl, as
the heavy sobs shook her frame. Mate, as if
strickenr with palsy, stood her father; his
frame was motionless, and bis eyes glared ont
from immovable lids like those of a statue,
so0 instantly had his hard features and strong
limbs been arrested into rigidity by the doom
which had overtaken his first born—his only
son. And In the next second he would have
fallen but for the outstretched arms of Col.
Taylor, who caught him and supportéd him
on his feet.

“God belp thee, old friend—but look up,
be a man!”

“Ah! old comrade,” he said with a wintry
smile, **it is a time like this that tells us we
are men.”

++ But for Warren's sake compose yourself—
you bave not seen bim yot,” urged his friend.

“True, I have mot; go on Dick, and let
him know that we have come, and I will put
constraiut npon my foelings.”

“+You mmust try to do so, sir, for it will not
do to agitate him—he could not survive it an
hour," and DBartrelle re-entered the room,
where the dying man, his attention attracted
by the murmur of volees in the hall, was
waiting impatiently for his appearance. The
fever of momentary exeitement had given to
his exhausted frame some little strength, and
with his head slightly elevated by the pres-
sure of his elbow on. the couch, he was ex-
pecting every moment to see his father
enter. It with a cry of disappointment,
therefore, that he saw Bartrelle enter alone.

“They haven't come, Dick, they lhaven't
come! and I was go sure I heard them in the
hall,”

“ Be quiet, Warren! yes, they have come;
your father and sister are here—and if you
will promise not to grow excited, I will bring
them in at once; but only on your promise of
perfect composure!”

‘+Yes, yes, Dick, I promise—father and
sister, too—I am so glad, so glad !"

Bartrelle stepped to the door, and waving
back his nnele so that the sight of him just
now might not disturb the wounded man, led
the father and sister into the presence of their
son and brother, Not a word was ssid by
either a8 they stood silently around the bed,
and each grasping a wan attanuated hand,
gazed into the face on which death had put
his signet.

His father's hand was smoothing the damp
loeks back from his brow—his sister stooped
and pressed a burning kiss on his lips; and
from every eye save the wounded man's, the
tears fell fast and blendingly.

4 Father, father, forgive your boy—bless
Lim, he is dying—let him hear his father say
forgivel”

“+God knows I do, my son! my Warren!”

+¢ And you, too, sister; you, too?"

“0h! brother, brother, my heart will break!™
and wrapping her arms arcund her brother's
neck, she cried with passionate sbandouwent
of grief,

“ Dear Milly—Iittle sister, don't ery so—it
is not much—not hard! not hard to die now;”
but still the tears fell fuster, and the passionate
sobs grew louder. *‘My pet—dear Milly, do
not ery—do not ery?” said the dying man in
& voice so plaintive, sad and sorrowful, that
they hushed their very breath who heard its
nngnished cadence.

Btooping down, DBartrelle unlocked the
clinging mrms and raised the distracted sister,
She had lost oll control of herself —her self-
possession and composure were utterly gona.

“Milly, for your brother's sake be com-
posed, this excitement is killing him,” whis-
pered Bartrelle as be lifted bher from the bed;
and Milly, forcing back her tears, struggled
bard for composure,

“QOur old friend, Colonel Taylor, has come
to see you, oo, Warren'" said his father,
* don't you want to see him ¥’

* Yes, yes, 1 should like to!™

Aund Bartrelle led his uncle forward into
the light.

** How are you, my boy? T am sorry to sed
you thus,” said the cld man, bending above
the bed to catch the low words of the dying
man,

“You ere very kind to come and see me,
colomel, but 1 haven't deserved it 1"

**Say no more about that, my boy—don't
think of it."

‘*And Dick has been like a brother to rie—
more devoted in his invariable kindness and at-
tention than any brother could have been,
he bas never Joft me night or day. You can't
conceive, father, how teader, how unremit.

ting his care for me bhas been. If I should
not pet well, yom will mever forget Dick,
will you, father? We bhad some unkind-

ness once, but I was the eanse; but he wiped
it all trom his memory and bes been to me in
wy extremity all that the dearest on earth
conld have been. And now, father—"

“ Come Warren, you must talk no more,
I will drive them all from the room if you
don't lie silent,” and Bartrell pretended he
was very sternas he tried to enforre the guiet
he saw was necessary to his patient's life,
But it was no use. He wonld talk—would
make his sister und father sit by him that he
might caress their bands and see their faces,
whilst he uttered all the time his sorrow for
psst misdeeds, and his wish fo live that he
might in some measure atone for them. His
voice had grown weaker as the night drew on,

and when day-light flashed throngh the cur-

muumnu“pd
whisper,

Nor wis this all. ‘The few hours preceding
the dawni had wrought a great change in his
appearance. The pinched and drawn fea-
turea showed that the hour so long delayed
had arrived st last. The messenger was even
now upon the threshold, to bear away
the spirit that had struggled so fiercely in its
tenement of elay.

The words that he now addressed to his
weeping friends were so low and broken that
they could scarcely learn their meaning. But
they bent their heads down close to the thil-
ling lips, to catch the flutter of the last sigh
and low-breathed aspiration. In this last
hour his brilliant eyes retained their amima-
tion and spirit until the lifeless lids sunk
above them. On his sister's face they lin-
gered longest, forcing her eyes to meet his
own by that strange magnetic emotion which
the dying ever have over the living. 0! what
aworld of passionste regret that last look
contgined! DBut the chilling waves of the in-
visible were slowly rising aroued him—a
shudder crept throngh his frame—the eyes
euddenly lost their look of intelligence—a
gearce perceptible moan from the stiffened
lips, and Warren Hayes was dead !

Of the father's grief, of the young sister's
despair, we may nottell! Let time, the great
wedicine in afftiction, mitigate their woe—
man muy not rend the vail which shadows the
grief-stricken heart, and exposeits misery!

CHAPTER XXIX—CONOLUSION,

Though buman, thou didst not deceive me;

Though woman, thou didst not l'uruket

The end of our marration mow carries us
forward to a period several years later than
the events last recorded. During the time
we pass over, the war assumed grander pro-
portions, and finally grew to such dimen-
gioms that the area of nearly eleven States be-
came the theater of its actual extent. The
whole continent became the interested par-
ticipants in & eonflict which had exhibited
hostile armies and fleets and npavies, guided
and controlled by a comsummate strategy,
upon a scale so gigantic that the history of
the world cannot find its parallel.

But now this stupendous struggle waa
drawing to a close—not in consequonce of
diminished numbers of combattants—not be-
cause the theater of hostilities had become
more contracted, or the courage of the
opposing sections less intense; but because
the exhansted land had lifted up its voice and
cried for peace.

Richmond had fallen! The stromghold of
the Bouth had been eaptured. The nrmies of
Neorthern Virginia and the Mississippi had sur-
rendered; the question of Bouthern inde-
pendence had been décided; and the decision
was irrevocable. The trinmph of the North
was no longer questionable, but. a fact de-
termined. Henceforth the Uunion was in-
separable. :

And now those who had been so long sepa-
rated from their homes and families was being
sguin reunited. One by one the volunteers re-
tarned. Night after night some family circle
was made glad—the vacant chair was filled.

Around the family hearth, at onr old friend
Col. Taylor's, the group was complete. And-
old friends had gathered in to welcome the
wanderer back—the fine old drawing-room
was full of genial warm-hearted men and
women. They had come to hear the story of
his battles from his own lips, and express the
sympatby each one felt in the disappointment
which Mad made all his sufferings nought /

Here, too, was our old friend Major Hart-

well, come to greet tke friends he had not

seen for years.

«]s it not time that Zemm were here,
Richard? She esaid she would come,” said
Laura Taylor to her cousin.

* Yes, she ought to be here by this time!"”
he re

“And who is this mythical person whom
you call Zera, and about whom I have heard
Laura speak eo much during the last four
years?" inquired old Major Hayes, who sat
elose enongh to Laura and DBartrelle to hear
the question and reply.

This abrupt ingquiry centered all eyes upon
Lanra, and, coloring with embarrassment, she
hardly knew what to say; but Ler father came
to her relief.

“] will answer that question, my child,
and—"

“No, do mot, I pmy you Iif
ns 1 suppose, you |have some
reason for preferring to keep the matter to
yourselves," hastily rejoined the old gentle-
man. * My question was certainly very im-
pertinent.  Pray, forgive me.” And he
seemed greatly ombamad that ha should
bave committed so great an imp
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Persis, visited um

from whence his father was last heard
The day of his arrival was the snnaal fast for
the death of the Emir Al
“Yeud, and also of the induction of his

child, & daughter and of his line,
into the sovereignty of | his provinca At
tracted by tha magnificence of the celebra-

formed a scene of such oriental splendor as
the inhabitant of our western hémisphere
could never imagine. Of course, on an ocos-
sion of this sort, it was necessary to first
obtain the good offices of some person high
in

since the kindness of a distinguished French
savant, o resident there, snpplied him with
an introduction, which was all sufficient.
“He was presented to the princess and his sur-
prise was most intense when he discovered that
she spoke the English tongnealmost as fluent-
ly as he did himself; but when his name was
mentioned in ber presence she testified the
most profound emotion, and reelad and would
have fallen but for the intercession of her at.
tendants, Her face had suddenly grown as
pale as the dead, and her agitation was singu-
lar and profound. The most intense emo-
tion had teken possession of her facullies,
and destroyed for the moment her ability to
speak. But when she did obtaln & sufficient
degree of self-possession, she ordered the
young stranger to be shown st ones to a room
in the palace less exposed to observation.
When Richard reached this spartment the
young princess was already there. Waving
away her attendants she questioned him of
his name and birth-place, and learned from
him all he knew of his father's history.
When he had finished all he knew of his
own and his father's life, she placed in his
hands a package in his father's band-writing,
which disclosed his fate,

+1 have not time to enter into the details of
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this history. Suffice it for my present pur-
pose, to say, that it informed his relatives
that he bad wedded scerelly the daughter of
the reigning emir, a lovely, beautiful girl,
who, on seeing the young American, had
loved him, and despite the difference in birth
and station bad married bim. The birth of
an ipfant daughter, the froit of this ill-
omened union, disclosed to the old emir his
child'’s mésalliance, He tore his daughter
from the embraca of her hosband, and
plunged him into a dungeon where he lived
and languished for fourteen years. Yes, for
fourteen years—and was only relieved from
this imprisonment to angun a most hor-
rible death.

“At this time his wife died—and the old
emir gratified his horrid animosity by b y-
ing the living hushand and the dead wife together
in the same grave.

“‘Before Mr. Bartrelle suffered this horrible
torture, he wus permitted to ses his child.
To her he narrated the incidents of his life
and told her of a son—a half-brother, who
lived beyond the sea. e enjoined upon her
that when she came to rule in her grand
father’s dominions, that she would search out
his family and make known his fate; and that
ehe shonld love and cherish this brotherif des-
tiny ever threw him in her way.

*The next year the old emir died, and his
grand-child became ruler in Yexd. At the
bresnking out of the war she came to this
country to see her brother, and has remained
in retirement here ever sinee; but on the next
steamer she will return, sccompanied by 4
Richard and Laura, to her own conntry.

+The horrible fate of the father has bound
the brother and gister by ties that can never
be broken. Their devotion to each other is
deep, sbiding and intense, and the sister es-
pecially bas testified her devoted love by s
self-sacrifice and acts of heroism unexampled
in the legends of romance."

As the old man concluded with evident
emotion this strange family history, & pro-
found silence fell npon his visitors. It was
broken by the noise of an arrival, Col. Tay-
lor left the room for an instant. When he
re-ontered, he led by the Land the lovely,
dark-eyed Persisn, whom he desired his
friends to know. As they crowded around
the pair, he introdnced each in turn to the
Princess Zera Al Hassan, of Yezd,

Our story is told!

In two weeks from Zera's introduction to
the acquaintance of the friends of her broth-
er, & joyous Uridal party set off on their far
oriental tour; and to-day Zera strolls along
the vales of Yemen recounting to the litile
Richard, whom she holds by the hand, the
fairy tales of the orient.

THE END.
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“Not so," said Col. Taylor; um a:plm
tion ought to be made, and to this group of
friends I would certainly prefer to make it
Here are those who Lave known me for a life-
time, apd others whom I have known since
their infemey ; there are none here but
friends—and no more fitting opportunity
could be had.” As the old eclonel made this
preface, surprise, astonishment and curiosity
were visible on every face in the erowded
room ; but the company were too polite to
make any observations, “ My friends,” he
continued, *¢some of yon wil! rpmember my
brother-in-law, Richard's father. He wis a
tien of strange and wayward destiny, of brile
liant inlellect, bLut of tastes too indolent to
direct Lis mind to the accomplishment of
any great purpose ip life. e married my
only sister ; bnt in less than two years after.
ward she died, leaving an only child, Richard,
whom she intrusted to the eare of my wife,
then living. After the death of his wife Mr.
Bartrelle seemed utterly tired of life; he lost
interest in evemything, aud lered about
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from place to place in an aimless and dissat-
isfied way, which finally awakened the serions
apprehiensions of his frends for the safety of
bis reasfon. Physiclans advised foreign
travel; and at last we persuaded him to visit
the Old World, end spend a few years in
visiting the most remarkable points of
interest on the Continent., For the first two
years of his absence he kept us well advised
of his movementa. At that time—the time
he wrote to us last—he was in Yezd, an
ancient eity in the interior of Persin, and,
what was surprising to us, Le bad been there
for over a year—never leaving it—never satis-
fying our curiosity as to the cause of his
remaining in one place 80 long; dnd then,
suddenly, his correspondence cessed alto-
gether. Conjeeture, hope, finally died in our
minds, snd we gave him up for dead. But
our most direful forebodings never pieturnd
to us » destiny as horrible as that which he
really met. Seven years ago we ascertained
bLis fate. Richard, who was then traveling in

Bmmuu_&mg%m
WOHE ma. BHAKEPEARK-4. PYOQP,
Beddes, Shakipanre & Us,

w.ﬁ'&ﬁ."@%ﬂ_

ATTORNEYS AT l.AW.

J. H, HALSEY-

ATTORNEY AT Law,
Ne. & Carondeist Sireet,
NEW ORLEANS,

T* INVENTURS.

WILLIAM M. KOCOLESB,
=t Law,

OFFICE, N3 NORTH mmn:ﬂhm
Will solicht Fatents, and prosecate Mﬂﬂn
Jected clmma ts from sach, wy
stiain 15 oosta ua;
el ‘been In the business for some time, wo &ro o

bied o shape clalms so e 1o avoid infringement

on fires

m-l Undnts inle this lostitalen
mtae ol

A LBERT LYOAS SUHOUL FOKX BOXS, |
JHATAWA, PIEE OOUNTY, MISSISIPPL
(Now Orlgasaand Juckssn Raliroad)

—

may be om wpp = ROBERT
PITHIN, Eeg.. 13 and 13 Camp siret, Now Orlasns

PIANOS—SEWILING MACHIN KS,
Tll ARION FIANO FORTE.

GRAND TRIUMPH OVER ALL OTHER FLANOS IN
EUROPE AND AMERIUA.

The ARION FIANO FORT! Judges
lute Fair of the Amerioan - 1.‘:-“:“.
:mmm o bo boad pisao on exbibluen, sad sfler &
m ardared by Institase, wikh thie Fisnos
of ihe succasatul exnibiwrs at the Paris KExposition, was de-
slared by thelr 18 be bhe best Piuno knowa o shem.
WANTED- P wad _resnongible A
10 peary city and bowa whetw we leve sod
] bl ) ﬂ“‘u- .‘-.Q.II
Now Vork NANSEER 800,

mum OF MUNICAL MERCH “DISKE

Wholssals and Hecatll Denler in the

Prince ORTANY sad
+




