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“Not much,'” she suswured; **tney ve
been there some months, und noe oue knows
their numes. Bomo say that the mao s o

1 WAKT TO FUDSCMIER FOR YOUW PAFKR "

brigand, some that be i p0 ct-pirsto othere
that bt I8 connocted with & pung of counlar-
fnlsers o1 horse-tUlovae”

" How macy have they it Ahe family "

“ doe't kncwe, There was o whilte-facod
wWoman once secn at e window bur some
onepulled hor bk, A few waeks agon
roport went about tha' w protty gicl had
boen ugh & eraci Ir \ibe old garden
wall, bub tha tall mar with Jong blaok
whiskors out, and i 8 vcior of thunder

o hor to thohicuse, acd the young Ll
mu‘r her ran t
This ”h py old maid

D o voloe HeT L o g

jm o ma which o, unscon, noted on
il momérnmdum

Ooe ¢venlog Alon was working Inte In
she oftior Foading prool. Al hunds, save

Toby, who remalosd to swoep. had gone |

home. A tall man with Ly black whlskoers
and gray eyes eptervd tre ofllee  Lis mag.
nor wis 80 singular ax Lo strike the now od.

Ror with surprise. * Hi- boarmg ladionted |
that ha beionged 10 a differont sphore than 1

Turloy's Poink.

“Iwant to subseriba .2 youe papor " he
maid, lo & doep, mystorious voice, ““What s
the subsoription prtee fur a yom 1"

“Ono dollarand Gfty corn».”  The tall

terelgnadooking man threw the morcy oun
the taple. - “ What m the nmne aod sd-
dross!" Allen askod, oponing s subserip-
tion bool,
b wio X. Y. 2, post-ofice box 141,
answered the tall strangi e, 4ou thon  with.
out apother word, stalded sway from the
office.

“ Who is ‘hat man, Toby!"” the astounded
editor askoed, waiching ko rocoding form
throtigh wbe window.

M1 don't) know--nobody kunows,” Toby
snswered,, ~Bo's LLomystirous mas who
wves lo the big boyvee o Lhe bl
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Allbx sprang to his [2et and hastened te
the door. Twilight shades wers doopenin
mto darkreess, you Be cou. distinguisk th
outline of the tall moe hurerying up the hill-
‘side rond. Thoro was somethine so fas:
cinating In the mystory suricunding the
stranger that Alen 'rita stong wroung:
‘tion to follow ard leary moro of ..

" Toby, were you over u that stouo houso
on the hilll" bo asked

M No, nir,'! Toby answorad,

ba Whll.(iu you know aboat e

 Nuthin' muol' was the svasivo re

spouse.
“ Doos he ofton comd to the villagol™
“ "

“ Weil, if you know any thiug ubout thons

tall it to me."

Toby stirugged hils shsullors, cost an un-
euny look about ., oad salds
S Pmint muck 1 oo, aid

ant to know. "
FUrall we just whnt yoa do know, and all
that you've heard of L.

S I'vo boon ty tho baunn twa gr throe
times, sald Tuby, 0 oo swedpapiriog
whisper. * But tha-'» n oreént bigh waul
all round It, a0 one can't seo ipnldo. Touumy
Milea oroce poapod ttrough the back-ynrd
wall, snd says he saw tho prettiest gul hé
avor sel ayes on in his lifo. Prople sey they
Tl filkes up at that big bouse.”

LWhen was the touse  bulltl usked
Allon, hoping to Lring the boy baok from
spronlation, to unswer faris,

“1duno,” Toby answersd. “'Twas lopg
aforoe 1 was boru,"

WL you know wha budlt ey

W Ko. 1've hgord ma say it was bailt by
soma rich peoplo who lived thoro long ago,
and than lof.™

“ How long have thoese people lived here,
Tabyi"

“Ive only been w fow montha alnee they
gomo back the last time. They wont hav
nathin' to do with wes, an' we'uns don't bey
pothia' o do with ‘e

taint moch §

I might dreop dead |

AALLVAAL L LAY W AN e

B Where did wiey voine from "

“Ng 'an Erows I house had been
yacant, except twvo nld poople stnged there
and kindee tok koor p' It Tho man wos
oroks an' wonlda't talle nuthin' but Freoch,
an' tho o'd woman was deaf and dumb, The
boys used totry togit in the
the olil feller came out withw Tun nn' nwore
In furren Inngueee at ‘om, un’ siccored fom
a0 bud they wouldu't go nigh 1. Then
thar's boan some awful sights sean thar o
pighta," conclnded Toby, sbuddering.

“What wore they it

HWell, Tommy Miloa sald hoe hoped he
twusn't no. He was
comin® bome through the woods one night,
an’ thought We'd risk comin' by the rook
bouso. Whon ho gob nigh it, he heard a
awful sarvamin® jist ke some ons wis bo.
In' killed, an every winderin the bonss wos
a great blaee o' ight. He wsald be'd swoar
he saw o woman standin' at a windor with
wings jist ready 1o v when somoe un pulied
her back. Then Dobbs went by thore
one night an' saw the blinds sn' curtains
all ablazo lika, an' people flyin' around the
eeltin'."

Who is this man Dobbwi™

“He's an old follor who lives out in the
ocouniry on a farm."

“ Does ho dreinki"

# Like n flsh. .

U1 guess ho had boon drinking that dny,

hich nocounts for hin sceing the wonacr
ol sighta ab the old house."

“ He says ‘twan spirite,'* said Toby.

“Doubtless it was; but the spirils he
drank befors leaving town."

“Thar's others who've seen strange
sighta up thar, Mr, Gray,” returned Toby,
after a few momenta’' pause.

“ Thore is somo doop mystery about the
bhouse and people who live thers, but when
onoe understood you will find nothing so-
pernatural about ft. Why do people here
ol juct to talking about that oid houss on the
T LA

Wlos It's hmunted,” sald Toby, with e
shudder, “an' it drives peeplo awsy from
tho Pint. Every body says If it hadn't &
bean fur that old bouse on the hill we'd s
had g oo bere long ago."

Allen dismissed Toby for tho day, locked
e offive und went to his boarding-house,
his mind full of the strange mystory of
which e could learn so littla,

Noxt duy Tonoy Durnos entored with a
smile on his faco, and s bundle of manu
script undor his arm. Withan air of i
wmph, he sald:

“Just lot me read you what I've got

"
' “‘ am prdeted for time, My, Barnes”
plende: h | 1 5 I'LL_

"¥hl nok tkd JoBr " replied
Tonoy, with o cemmunding smil
“It you don't Tntend. resding ull that 1o
mol" '

“ It won't take long.™

“My time ls vory procious now. Every
hour I 1o thin morslog must Lo takon
from my sicep te-night™

1t wae usolons to axpostalste. A country
editor car wot, lke the city editor, sond a
elork or ofMor boy to talk with the smbitious
suthor whi v bold enough to invado his
sanotum  He usually s so uufortunate as
to be ncqualnted with the litevary uspirant,
nud escape Froim o porsonul Interviow is lms
possible Toncy DBurnos was cortuin the
oditor would not discover tho besuty in his
poetry unicss the aupthor rooad it himself,
nod gove It the propor olocutionnry ombel.
lshmoots. Ttwas no use to orgue Lhat he
ooulo nov vead It to every body, aud that
nowspaper pootry 8 to be read wnd not
bhoarc ; be waus dotermined, and Allen wins
forced 4 liston.

“There wre sevoral plecos here,' said the

s, with o eruel smlle, * Let wo see which

will reas first.”

Allen hisd no choloe, and at last the author
nocmoo (o have found oue that suited for n
beginning, and, spreading it oul 0w hils kuee,
sakl:

“1 wil now read you something on
.W]-I,“ " '

A spring poem usually malkos the ex-
pericnesd oditor desperate. Country ed-
itors, espocinily, have o horror of spring

wiry, But Toney, lie nll othar poets,
ﬁ‘ ving no regard for other people’s norves,
boegan :

" besutoous, sunny days have come,

Tho gladdest of the year,

When vordant nnture strows tha earth
With wild sbundant chioer,

Raomain, oh lovely days, remaln

With all your plenteous puace

And may rour roses aud vauliflowers
And song birds nover conse, "

“How do you ke that!" asked Toney,
with & triumphoust swile.

Daotormined o assert s vlght as o eritle,
Allen rubbwed his aching brow for o mho-
mont aud answorod ;

“Ik weems to mé, Mr. Barnes, that rou
might be charged with pligglorismw lu Lheso
lings. "

“ Whare ™

“When yon say

*Thow antovus sunay dars nave come,

The gladdast of the yesr,'
One can not help thitking of the fwmniliar
linos
'The meélancholy duys have coma,
The saddent of the year.'"

What other place!” wakod Toney, his
face growing vory roed

** Remain, ob lovely deys, remain,' might
be thought by sowe 1o huve been stolen
fom * Return, ol boly dove, roturn,' "

VPN v noy, alp,” interrapted Taney
4] um the nuthor of Lhose versos tyself,
aud Watls add pobody else can elabm em’

“Watts is mob likely w troable Limyelf
sbou i, but you kuow, Mr. Burnos, thal
pocts must avold any thing thal savors of
Plagiariom

“1 gueas you mre vight," saldvhe poet,
feeling that ho wis a persactitod man

 There e anathor point where the oritios
might attnck vou," said Allen

o ¥
W A

“Whoere!" aaked Toncy, boginning W
phrink himpelf, !
“lu the next o the Tast lise there ls w

wrchard, but |
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Incongruous asscoiation of roses and oaull-
Bownra. ™

“It i+ n blonding of tha besotiTul and
prasticnl.'

* Roaes are beautifal and cabbagoe useful,
It 1 truo. but thore seems Lo B8 an incon-
grulty in tholr ussochition that might sub-
jeet yuu te eritivlsm.  Desldes, one blooms
in the spring, and the other usually me-
tures in putumn.'

U Well it you think that pieos won't do,
'l read you one on the brooklet," said the
nuthor

Ahore wis no escape, and Allen told him
te proosed

* Langhing. buvhihng, bhr ght and clear,

Gushing, dimpilog litilo brook,

Gurgling. murdiur og, sal to hear,

How you tempt me from my book;
Dashing. sonel Wer on,

Skipping Jumping, st 1l you go,
Loughiog. bubbling, gushing, dlmphng.
Flaahing whivpering, grosning, simporing,

Guargling, murmoriog. 411 you go."

“How d'yvou like that?"' the poet aslked,
giving the editor a precarious look.

“Thnt's better.”

“ID'you really think sot*?

“ Yon-docldediy.”

UWell, suppose you use that*

U Vepry well" wnd, without furthor read-

HoLp ON, toxry ™
g, the Erook'e waa luld aside as accepted.
“Well, now, I'!l read saother,'
“What is the title™
The Juse Apple Tive,”
T doa't e L™
“We oan change ou ‘wish. This

ant bitof big 3 ST v

O ¥ i

= "High up 'mid the brane 4
Gusing ot the far-of moon,
In gorgeous
And wisdom mosy
85,1t Bho owltw

“Holdon, 'I'u!m-y" Oriolihig gdiior, Cever
alow Loy dhiog se'wublimoe o thet O aphoar
Inw nowapaper. ‘bBond It w tho beus pub-
ligpor i che haud, v v copyrightod, ur it
may be stolon frow you."

The author giapced at the cdior os if he
half doubled s Blacerity, T Allon had not
had cxcelicut copt ov r hin foslings he
could wot lave reffalnel from laughing.
Toney's cxeclicul oplnion of his awd tilents
W4 o poet hilnddd hun. Ho lald the gem
asids, determined 1o send I W (aped™s, and
drow soother witieh ho thought more cois-
mon plaee; and rewd
s, speoalz not ol splendars, of sarrow and

pain,

Qt bappiness atherial, of Bogland or Spain;

Oh, toll not of augaish, your hopes or your

fours,

Como 0 me in gledooss, with lnughver or

ars."

“That poom I8 too deop; our ronders
would nover be ghle to futhom it," sald the
editor, Not having beon able to fathom it
bimsel!, Allen supposed that fow st least of
tho Wisterae Repald ¢ readern conld.

Ton on od.oeied Ywo pipall veraes of
doglevol, menningless ot ud, which hie onlled
SONNOLE, pave thom o (ho editar, aimost
freozing the blood i his veoina by, the an-
nocncewent that he would soou hoave a
sorful slovy veady for the Wesdern Joimblic,
und left the offlee,

Allen suspected that the story was alrosdy
writton, and had been rojected by overy
publisher in e lund. Of course Toney
would insist that it was an excellent story,
nnd that as soon us iU appearcd i priot
would tulte the world by storm.

Having got rid of the poot, the publisher
went to nsslst in making up the form, when
Tow Simmons eutered,

O say, Mr. Gray, | don't think there

nead bo any more dolay in my announcin'
| mysell w8 8 eandidate,” bho sayd, throwing
his bat on tho folding-table and seatiig hug
spif o a chair,

w11 seoms early," returnod the editor

% Put delays are dangerous,  Bomo one
may get ahond of me"

“Of whom are you afrald "

Whar s tioorge Blroug—""

WPt be belongs ton dfferent political
party.*

Wit makes no difforence,” sail Binmons
Lopatiantdy, “He's I oy way and I intemd
W rise In apita & him IfT go to 1he Logis
ture, (0 prive mo the Halda t 2 for Cor

Toss, don't v 3 und jf T g ©
' only o #iep 1o Peosldontef the
ﬂu(.-q- You knmry vhen o daller prits
froin® up thure's oo tothn” boasiur

To sensibio nniures 1R man's «
wian simply dispustiag Ia ordor w sl
the subject Allen aaliod him the pric
asloond for the corner bullding neir Lue print
g offlce

“D'vou want to buy il aaked Blmmons.’

U might"

A thousand dollare,”

T will so0 about 1"

A few momenis later Binmoon loft e

Mice. CHAPTER 1V,
THE STEOLL—A MYSTI0 NEAUTY

1o Alen Gray It soeemed as if Sirong and
Bimmons wiore constantly watehin sach oth
ar, 10 thwart cue anothor's plans. Howevar,
It may only have been by necideot thet Mr,
Btrong came Into tno office just an hour af-
ter,his palitieal oppovent's visit. Having
soated Limself, Blrong said :

“Thore lm't sny doubt, Mr. Gray, that
Bimmaons is onve my racket. He knows I'm
Bwine Lo run for shorlff, an' be'll beat mo it
be kin.”

“1don't think he knows finy thing about
It Mr. Btrong," sald the edlor, '

“Yor mistaken; 1 tell yo yor mistake
That man is jost watohing me all the tima
Heo's ullors tryin' to apllo my plans, 1 be
lieve the devil owen me o spita an' is payin®
me off with bad neighbors, Wasn't he in
bero today ™

* Yeon, but we wore talking on o businoss
mattor," sald Allen, with some heartation, “1
wantoed to buy thot cornor lot of his™

“Yedid. Whot did he ax yol"

“Dne thousand dollars.

Mr. Btrong guve 8 prolonged wwhistle
“That's more'n twico what it's woth, )
woulkdn't give him three hundrod dollaes
fur it; far (e house s no necount at all”

Three or four days Wter, when Mr, Birong
had almost mduced Allen o porchaso soma
of bis proporty,Tom Simmons, havidg hoard
of ity dmtermined 1o “spadl the trade,” i he
had 1o Injure all the property m Turiey's
Point o do sa. A large sumber of the
citizens  of Turley's Polnt stemed o be
watching eact other; ryipg w oprevont
thelr neighbors’ suceess, ayen o their awn
dotriment. As noarly every sody secmed
pulling agninst overy vody else, tho ousk
noss outlook of the villgge was wot oright.

On Buaday afiornoon Allen +sray 1etor-
minad to sat all warnlngs snd -umors of
dangoer aslde and tako s strull w0 e olll on
which the mysteribus stone ouse «tood. It
was a dolightful day, «nd ¢ ound the
woods pleasant.  The trees wore clothed in
| thelr nchest green, and «ild ftowers noddoed
| thelr saucy heads in the gentlo broezo which
| stole through the forest.  The nitble squir
! rols ran bafore him, frisked about dwmong
| the branches or chatted from some leafly

retrost. Mo followed an old disused car.
riage rond, oneco macndomized and an ex-
collont thoronghfaro, but now In a ditapi-
datod state, and partially ovorgrown with
| grass. The grim old foraast on wither side of
him secmed dark and gloamy.
The distance was much grenter than Allen
had supposed.  Though the top of “wae old
| stone Soume could bo sben fram the illave,
" bo lost sight of it the moment ho chtered
' the wood, Having pauscd to rest at the foot

an
: 1o folloiv
: h & forost of grand mo-m-ah?d
onks, winding about maongy hugo massos of
!m'h.l-eh In econturioe past had tumbled
from the biufl abuve, 1he path toolr It
conrse until he found bipsell ata delight-
ful spring of clear, cold water st thé foot of
the bill, Hero Allen paused and gazed ubout
| him.

On Nis right beneath o wideapreading
beach was un old rustie sent. 1t had ovl
doutly beon thoro w gront many yoars
Lovers may have sat thero and breathed
vows with only the gray old forest to hoar
them, long before ho was born.

Al one bme the whola. forest soomad to
bave been a grand park, but allowed fo
run wild, it had bocome o Ly rinth of tan
gled undorprowth wod viogs, Throwing
hunsolf on tho rostie seat Allen gaeed (nto
the spring, whioh, gushiug out fioin tho
side of the hill, formaed o spaekbing vivualet
that glimmered over 8 bod of many colored
petibles, This ool retreat wus o havon of
rest to the tired editor, and he botieoensd
nimaalf that L b gt Iroeguoenddy
Bod securily feoms Lho porsocutions wid un
noyunces of poots and paliticianm.

Moy the alernoon wih Wearinm awa
a8 @ had dotormingd to v sl that sayata:

t

s )

rious old stoue bouse, b could wasie o

| more thimo at the spring,

As he rose 1o ruturas 1o the meln road
somottunig hetiehit e dhe vkl of th etk
CBUKL tis 0V ]
Was, and Jos Cored g poidon ohinin pa

| coverad witn wavies and dies. He dee
out and found buried boocath tha
but sttached to the chain, & golden oc o0
1t was a ludy's locket, and Allen lta
glanoe that il did nol beloog W wuy o
Mirloy's Point .
S Whnt sbiadl 1do wath it he asio,m

Jle stoipid 1o soe Wikl

self. “Keop it and advortise it] That ia
the bost 1 can do; but suppose 1 open It sod
ke a pivp within."

Ho prossed his thumb on the spring and
the lid flow open, rovouling only n short
tross of wmoft, goldon hawiv, which had eyl
dently boen ol d From the howd of @ ohild.

“That reveals notialng," swd Allen, clos-
Ing the locicot, patting 1t in his pocloot and
warting back to the road, tapping the loaves
with his slendor cane

Reaching the mnln road he
hill towatd the g The road be-
twoen the spring und top of the hill bore
motne ovidenoes of o i Mo had
pearly reached the vop of the hill when he
found o Indy's kid glove Lylag st the side of
the rowd,

The glove was too small and of & quality
Wwo flus to belong to any aof
whowmn he tud mot in tho village,

“Of two things T am ebrtatn,” soliloguized
Allen,  “Thore v i lady ut the stone houwse
on the il nned shio tukes strolls.*

Allen boran ¢
son she was
il or ngiv?

The tp of the hill
found bimself on n
large, moagnifleont aanslon oel
bigh wall on tho top of whivh were shurp
won plokets, surrounded nouse and pronnds
B8 fur i ho could <on.  The gate was tall,
surmounted by o olgh aech supportod by
pl]ldﬂ.! of stong, All SOy irios of
euchantad watles w 10 had ever Loard
or read cama wilh woudorful froshnoss to
bis wemory. Thore was sotioihine so

ancended the

it honise

t el
ravel

the wolsen

womler what kind of o per-
Wis she young or old, besa-

wns reached, and he
g o8 Mdoay with &

him. A
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NO. 3

Erand and ol s WeIrd I8 st ympowng
pile, reared as it spomod 1o tho vory heart
of the siidernesas, wwat allen was inspired
with a tesling of awe. if 10t 1ear. For some
tima he stood ¢azing at ho vast bullding.
Then be weut & ittle noaror, and from s
slight eminence ould s fountains playing
on the wwn, «hle the gentls breste came
to bim wden with the fragrance of mweel
ot flowors, Notwithstanding Lhe wrandear
and beauty of (be wuse and grounds, there
was something so waind and sirange abotit
them that e felt strongly wolised 0 re-
Lromt.
*Oh, pshaw! Tam gelting almost as silly
and superstitioos ss the villagers," amid
Allen to nlmself

Aftor examining the front as well as he
eould, he jocided 10 walk complately round
It Those people mieht have good ressons
for Uving 1ves o socicaden, el be wonld
ol questisn b 1. That they were
poopio uf sefii- nd msto the pelatind
ko realinds were aame
pleovaenoe  ‘hey aitul o oven baflal
thaw repcaonial, Tuo wopis 3f the village
nad AwLbUiess Liséons. lal thole oomdutl,
aad eooon holr ssighbors o the hill worse
anmes Lhar Jhey wosoryod. |

With theso houghis 1o his miind Allea
wandored arosnd o the roargf the
mauansion snd anlied. The g nf:
elosed about ten wores, and from swhat Litthe
Allen sould see of ho prounds they seamed
in excellent wder, The «all in the roar
was spards wo meohes tuick sad elghy

roaidesce end ul

| Peet high, mud throush . ba cracks the editer

hud o vory eond view of tao eardon.

A wellworn pall,leading from the garden
gale to the Fivor buff s fourth of a mile
away attracied Allen's attontion. sad,
wearied with  sasing at tho housa, he

shought 10 go Wwihe bl and watch the

suraot

Ha had almost -omched the, v A
whon he came to & sudden mm -a w

NI CAME 70 A (UUDEN WALY.

transfxod with amazement. Thure, send
ing on o gruss plot, gazing ascross Jhe derk
river benoath, was o vosotifal il shéad
oighteon years of age. <$ha was vory pres
Ay, with larpro ulos yes, & grealth of goldes
Bair and a form which might bave boon the
enty af » seulptor,

Her oyes wore fixed upon the river, and
ale was not Yot awaro of nls prosenos, -As
the raya f the sctting sun 'l ipon this
angelle buinz, Alias Jought uo 6sd never |
seen one so ovely.  Phatshe was sn lamate
of this wonderfal house seomod Lo give an

additional harm (s oor beauty, and bhe o
found his beors besting with o M

known emnlion. L

At inst £io aum uwj bohind the Eréme.
tops acrows (he river. and, nbaviag & deep
sigh of regrol tho voung wdy weaed to
trace ber «apy hameward, whon ahe
covercd & hundsotms young rtrdager
ing in hor path.

CUATTER V. 4
ATIMIRG TOR THE CONPLIOR {

Ttwns dificaitte wil who was the moet
confused, Allos uray or the besutiful gird
eelore nim. . '

Her 4rcss and mannor indicated cultare.
and mfinvment, and bho folt that he mhuss
spologize Tor his presouce., i

=1 veg pardon!' e stammered, after
an awkward silenco of a [Aw moments, “J
e for o stroll to the blull, not aware of
your prevenos. Ihopo I nave sot sunoyed
you " v

There was an hovest frankness fn his
volee and manner, more “thas
his words. A chango from surprise and
terror (o plonsure, us instantancots as M
wis remarkable, cumoe over her inos

“Oh, don’t bigiue yourself, siv,™ she sald,
in tonoes e swoeteot thst over foll an moes
tal ears,  What a dolicloes volos, how ke
the chime of & silver ball. Thes, as If nob
altogether recoverod from har sorpesse,
she stammered: “ 11 was mw
sunsetL."

SOt ke s delightful view from bere,™ sald
Allen, recovering st once his self-possis-
slon. “ 1 do not wosder thet you cames haro
1o witnoss ity 1 eame for Lhe samo
bt seeing yoi, aod pol wisking to
you, remiln in the background.™

“You bave lost much" answored
beautiful eirl hor aagolic face wreakhed
with smiles. “1 femquently come to this
blufT 1o vieil the sunsel, and the scone néver
jrows old.'"

“ No douht, w oar ehoy )
Vo do |_I“arnl n sﬁ.lw"

do the sane

“Yau are tha now editor st the village,
are you noll " she saked, with churming
childlihe slmplcily

1 am; my pame is Allen Gray, sad | am
editor apd propricwor of the Weiern Repud-
lie. You live in the slane house om Wia hill,
do you not"

Bho started, & dosth-like pallor swopl
over hor face, und in o confused mauner sbe
answored :

" Yes, sir"

IV was painfully evidoot that the stone

Continued next week
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