
THE CAOIS HUNTER.

A eontemptuous smile grimaced the
wrinkled face of the old womran, and
was her only answer.

" You care little then for the wishes
of ber -wlo marries," said Ulrih, sad-
ly : " what you think necessary is not
her bappiness ; it is only that there
niay be in your family the best bunter
of the mountains "

" And we have always had him,"
proudly replied Trina.

" But whbat has he brougbt you," con-
tinued Ulrich, getting more animated,

except poverty, anguish and widow-
hood? Where are now the remains of
those Who placed there tihese spoils of
which you are so proud ? Have they
not all lad iavalanches for their wind-
i n g-sieet, and the bottom of a preci-
pieu for their burying-ground ?

\Vho told vou the contrarv ?" re-
turned Trina, with lofty coiness.

Did I ever tell you of long life, rest
or riches? In the histories of noble
families, do we not read tbat al! the
men (lie in war ? Very well, oui hus-
bands die on the mountains ; that is
their field of battle, and shane will be
to the first who dies in his Led."

Fieneli clasied ler bands with an
exclamation, which seerned to protest,
but the old woman interrupted lier in
a tone of imperious impatience.

" Silence: silence: foolish chîild; you
are not asked wlat you think. Hap-
pily it is not you who have the com-
mand ; enough for you to listen and
hold yonr tongue. I an speaking to
one wio wishes to know how hus-
bands may enter here-he knows it
now-he bas seen what each onie muust
add to our treasures of lionor."

"So no one will be accepted who
bas not fultilled this condition ? " ob-
served Ulrich, " and Cousin Hans him-
self

" Hans does not ask aNythîing," has-
tily interrupted she. " Hans is at his
duty-a good opportunity will coin
for him sonie day, and his ball will go
in the right direction; meantime he is
occupied in feeding us."

" And you may add tiat he has that

preference against all justice," said
Ul rich, energetically, " for I also bave
a right to give

"Notiin," finished the old woman.
'The Hausers have always lived fron
the iountains; nepvew Hans and
uncle Job gather for us up there, and
their harvest is enoioug."

CHAPiER IV.

As she spoke those words, the clink-
ing of rolling stones under a basty step
was heard in the path leading to the
cottage. Freneli raised her head to
listen and said:

" It is le."
Nearly at the saine moment, the door

tas rougly pushed open, and Hans
entered.

He wore the complete dress of a
chamois hunter, vest and trousers of
cloth, scarred and jagged from climb-
ing, thick shoes, covered with leatier
gaiters, fringed with bits of ice, and a
felt hat, soddened by the rain. At
bis side hung the liatchet used for cut-
ting paths on the snowy points, his
ramrod, and a cartridge case contain-
in- his ammunition : a large bag of red
stuff, rolled in a belt, was slung over
his left shoulder.

He had corne in like a tempest, and,
stopping in the middle of the hut, let
the butt end of bis gun fall ioudly to
the earth. Aunt Trina saw at a
glance that his chase lad been unsuc-
cessful.

Without saying a word, she signed
to Freneli to stir the fire, while she
went herself to a littie sideboard,
vience she took all that was wanted

to spread the table for the evening
ineal. It was only then that the hunter
noticed Ulricl, who, rising, went to-
wards imi.

" God be with you, Hans," said le.
Hans made no reply, but sent a

quick glance towards Freneli, whose
eyes at that moment were fastened on
the young carver.

He passed to the fire without speak-
ing, and sitting down on the block
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