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THE DREAMER'S HOME.

‘Where cloudiand’s toweriog moantains rise,
Higb swelliag o'er the sthert sea,
With white sail spread, through sammer skies
1 drift in pensive reverie.
Avd the fuiry isles that slsep’
Eocireled by the upper deep,
In pirpace fafr, with vapory sail,
The boundiess sea of air 1 sail.

Afar beneath my dreamfcl eyes,
Outeprrad in loveliuess below,
The wotld's greai panarama lies
Afash with suoset’s ruddy glow.
The bamlets by the river's brim,
The cities vast oo ovean's rim,
The wide sea ecked with snowy sails,
The wooded hilis, the happy vales.

Through aarrow inlets blue and dright,
*Twixt mountaio peaks of sun-gilt snow,
From isle to isle, from sea to sea,
My fairy pinnace drifteth slow,
As fades the ensset light away
1 anchor in my owa biight bay,
With fngers deft [ fari the ssil
Aud seek my happy dresmiand vale.

Clasped in the blue arms of the skv,
Secure trom mortal griefs and iils,
My home & nook of beanty liey—
Shot in by tall far-looking bilix
A stately, masy-windowed pite,
Yet bright with susset’s dying smile,
Set in Jabyrinthioe maze
Of tangled paths and wisding ways.

Obh ! pe’er has earthbern footstep pressed
The fower-enamelled veivet sod,
Nor care, & grim unwelcome guest,
The woodlands’ winding wayshath trod:
No couchant Deast in covert green
Hath stirred the {crest’s leafy soreen,
Nor bird of evil plamaze fanned
The air of this enchanted IRod.

Secare within my a'ry dowe
The tomult of the darkened sphere.
Whote thadows wrap my earthly bome.
Fall soft upuo my spell-boosd ear,
As falis the sonad of wind and stream
Ic paoses of & fur-a: dream,
As dies apoz the level skove
The long, slow wave when #torms are o'er.

To greet my cumizg far espied
Tbhe lamps are iis, the rooms are bright,
From docr acd vasement, opeo wide,
Brigh! aces lean into the night.
Fair bands are wared, Joved voices call,
1 enter the enchanted hall,
Luiled by sweet songs and visicas blest,
Isink to deeper dreamiess rest.

Cambridge, 1L Haxyan M. BeYan,

FATALITY.

‘“ But, chevalier, do consider-—"

‘‘ But, baron, | have considered, and nothing
vou can say or do will shake my resolution.
This is Tuesday. Igive you till Thursday noon
—not an hour beyond. If you are unwilling or
unable—no matter which—to settle with me
then, you know the consequences, snd you wiil
have to take them. Surely, it is easy enough
for you to get the money from your uncle, w%o
is worth millions; or, if he prove obdurate,
why not address yourself to the prince? I know
he has helped you before, and he will help yon

ln.,,

‘“Mruncle! You donot know the stern old
man. When he cleared me the last time he
made me take a solemn oxth that I would keep
henceforth within my very handsome allowance,
and he swore that if | broke my oath he would
cast me off for evermore, even though [ am al the
kith and kin he has in the world. The prince !
How could I dare to face him with another ap-
plication for help to discharge a gambling debt,
after having pledged my word of honour to him
that I would never again touch dice, card, or
cue !’

““Well, baron, that is your lookont. [ can
only repeat 1 must have my money by Thursiay
noon, or—you know how you are likely to fare.
Why not raise the money from the Jews?
With your brilliant expectations, surely there
ought to ke no difficulty. A paltry ten thousand
florins, pooh !”

“Bo 1 will, chevalier ; I will raise the money
from the Jews, at whatever sacrifice. Oaly yon
llnusl: give me time. One brief fortnight is all

as _—_lh

“] cannot do it.”

““One week then. [ swear to you, chevalier
—1 give you my sacred word of honour—in eight
days from this yon shall be paid.”

“ You swear! You give your word of honour
What, think you, is the value of your oath and
of your word of hononr? You have broken the
one to your uncle, the other to the Priuce, and
you expect me to trust ineither? No. I must
be in Paris next Monday, and I want to leave
here on Thursday. You must make up your
mind-—either the one thing or the other. 11 you
do not satisfy my claim at noon on Thursday, I
post you as a defaulter, as one who, under the
shield of high birth and supposed great wealth,
stakes his credit and honour against hard cash,
and when the cards and the dice fall against
him, would pay the debt of honour contracted
by him with idle promises to settle at some
future time—promises which he means never to
keep, most likely.”

“Jiar! DBase liar and slanderer !’ shouted
the baron, the fair colonr of his face turned to

_ashen gray, and hia blue eyes flashing with un-

controliable fury. ‘“ You shall bitterly atone
for this insult. Tuke that!” And with his
delicate white hand he struck the chevalier a
heavy blow straight in the face.

The swarthy complexion of the man thus as-
saulted grew a shade deeper and darker, and his
evil black eyes shone with intenser malignity.
He scemed to gather himself up for a ead{’y
spring upon the baron ; but this first impulse

was suppressed on the imstant. He stood mo-
tionless for the space of a few seconds, then,
with apparent calm, he took out his handker-
chief, and coolly wiped the spurting blood off
his face.

*¢ Meseems, Sir Baron,” he cried, with sneer-
ingirony, “ you fancy you have felicitously dis-
covered a new way of paying debts of honour.
Pity only that there is a.fatal flaw in your most
ingenious device. I will not fight you before
you have paid me, yousee. So your crafty cal-
cuiation comes to naught.”

The baron, by a powerful etfort, regained his
composure.

“ Be it so, sir,” he said calmly. *“‘Come here
on Thursday, and vou shall be paid.  You had
better provide yourself with a second meaunwhile.
We shall fight after.”

And with a haughty gesture of dismissal, he
turned on his heels, leaving the room in pos-
session of his visitor.

The chevalier jooked after him with a malig-
nant scowl.

“ Yes, be it s0,” he mutter~l ; ** his money
first, his life after.  Cosrse German brute, to
dare tostrike me ! Not that, but that the fire
is burning my nails, it might have been as well
not to drive him to desperation. But that cursed
affair at Berlin has completely upset me., 1
somehow feel as if the bloodhonnds wers on my
track, and my only safety lay in immediate
flight to Puaris. | dare not stay here, and 1
must gather every sou I can lay hands on.  As
for this German clown, I'll spit or shoot him
like a dog before [ go, or my trusty right hand
must indeed have lost its cunning.”

The Chevalier 8t. Hilaire belonged toa collat-
ers] brauch of the ancient Lenencourt family.
He had in early life squandered a rich inherit.
ance left bim by his mother, only daughter and
sole-heiress of Admiral Kerouart, a Breton noble-
man, who had amassed great wealth by success-
ful privateering in the wars between France and
Great Britain. OF expensive tastes and prodi-
gal habits, and utterly unprincipled and un-
scrupulous, the chevalier had, when his estates
and money were gone, sold himself to the vile
camarills elique surrounding Marie Antoinette.
A few years later he had gure over to the win.
ning side, and had served HKobespierre, Barras,
and Fouché in succession.  He was still in the
pay of the French police, though he trusted
chiefly to cards and dice 1o supply him with
the means of living to his liking. His age was
about fifty.

Baron Walter was a8 young man of twenty-
four, descended from an ancient patrican family
of Frankfort-on-the-Main, which had been en-
nobled by the Gertnan emperor about a century
back. He wasthe last of his race, and bhad only
one relative surviving on the mother’s side, an
uncle, to wit,;Councillor Miller, & very wealthy
old bachelior. The youngibaron was handsome
and accomplished, and of most engaging man-
ners. Unhappily, self-indulgence, self-conceit,
and weakness formed the chief ingredients in
his character. He was one of those neutral bein
who, lacking alike exalted virtues and notable
vices, are for that reason the most susceptible of
yielding to the opportunity or force of circum-
stances, even to the committal of crime.  More
unhappily still, he was an ingrained gamester.
He had gambled away his patrimony, and his
uncle, who allowed him the very handsome sum
of ten thousand florins a year, had more than
once paid his debts. So had alse the then Grand
Duke of Frankfort, Charles Theodore { Daltwrg,
Prince Primate and President of the Rhenan
Confederation, who had made him his first
chamberlain, and with whom he was a great
favourite.

He had recently had recourse to both these
generous friends and protectors to free him from
a load of rashly-incurred debts, and he had
pledged his oath and his word of honour that he
would Lenceforth reform. Nay, the very day
before our story commences he had obtsined
from his uncle ten thousand florins, to take up
an often-renewed bill given by him to one Laz-
arus Levi, then a rather well.-known denizen of
the Jewish quarter in Frankfort. He was aware
that the uncle had taken care to inform Lazarus
Levi that the baron would settle with him on
the day the bill would fall due (Weduesday),
and to request notice of the settlement to he
forwarded to him ; and he kuew his nunecle's
sternness and firmness of character too well to
dare to turn to other uses the money intrusted
to him for this specific purpose.

Some ten days before the openiog of eur
story the baren had lest to the Chevalier St.
Hilaire some five thousand florins in cash, aud
ten thousand on his written pramise to pay im-
mediately when called on.  This in brief ex.
planation of the steme with which our story
opens,

Later in the evening of the same day Lazarus
Levi sat in the innermost sanctum of his house
in the Jewish quarter, about three dooms from
the dwelling of the great Meyer Anselm Rotha-
child. It was a short time before the social and
political emancipation of the Frankfort Jews,
decreed by the noble and enlightened Dalberg.

In the free imperial city of Frankfort the
Jews had bad a specially hard life of it, awl it
continued atill the habit with them to live ap-
parently in misery and squalor in ths wretched
Jewish quarter. But although the outside and
the outer rooms of the honses looked wretchedl
ennugh, there was to be found in not a few of
them an inner part handsomely and even lux-
uriously a{; ointed in every rempect, where the
family really lived. {{ wassoin Lazarng Levi's
dwelling,

It was in a richly-furnished apartinent then

that Lazarus Levi sat at supper with his wife and
his two grown.up daughters. To look at the old
man in splendid Oriental attire, his fingers be-
dizened with dinmonds and rubies aud sapphires
and emeralds and costly pearls (8 weakness iu-
dulged in to excess by most Orientuls), no one
surely, not intimately ncquainted with the man,
could possibly have taken him for the grimy.
faced, dirty-handed old Jew,in ragged gabendine
and greasy headgear, universally known in
Frankfort and for many miles round as Lazarns
Levi, mouney-agent and diamound-broker ; for, of
course, hn professed to be too poor to have money
of his own to lend, or to own precious stones.

He had been telling his wife and daughters
that he inteuded to go to Mayence next morn-
ing, a neighbour of his, one Aaron Veit, having
proposed to take him there iu his trap ; that he
expected to do a good stroke of business in pre.
cious stones offered for sale there; and that hs
would set out on his walk back early i the after-
noon, so as to reach home before nightfall {it
was in the mouth of Julyy; and his wife was
just enjoiniug upon him to onler a butt of wine
of their old frieud, the landlord of the Golden
Lamb, at Mayence, when the servant of the
family, old Rachel, entered the room, to inform
her master that a gentleman was waiting out-
side the street-door—for, without hey master's
orders, she wonld admit no one into the honse—
who had told her that he must see Mr, Levi that
very night.

After a few moments’ refliection the old man
rapidly stripped off his rings, divested himself
of his splendid upper attire, cast off hix satin
slippers, and, taking theoil-lamp out uf Rachel's
hand, proceeded to the outer room, where he ex.
peditiously puton his old shoes, his raggred gab-
endine, and his greasy cap.  He then went to the
door, opened the little window in the centre, and
threw the light of the lamp on the face of his
visitor.

He found, to his very great amazement, that
itwas Baron Walter who had risked himself
thus late at night into the Jewish quarter. He
cautiously and noiselessly undid the bolt, snd
admitted the Christian nobleman to the wretched
room in which he generally trausacted business
with customers who called upon him,

The baron clearly had an important object in
view ; he was charming in his manner to the
Jew. With condescending affability he gave
the old mau a friendly pat on the back (with
an inward shudder at the contact of his aristo-
cratic hand with the Jew’'s dirty, gresasy vest-
ment). **Ah, Lazarus, my good {riend,"” he
said, in a jovial tone, ** you did not expect to
sae me to-night, I wager. I come on businesa,
old man ; to put a chance in your way to make
a thousand florins. What thiuk you of that 1"

The old Jew darted a swift sly glance at the
young man’s face, in which he at once detected,
beneath the assumned mask of jauntiness and
mirth, unmistakalle traces of deep anxiety and
care. ‘“ The gracious Sir Baron,” he said, in a
slow hesitating way, ““ i8 very good and vers
kind to think of befriending poor old Lazarus,
who will pever live to be able to do anything in
return for the gracious Sir Baron's great good.
nexs to him."’

“ Now drop that, Lazarus, | say. You know
that’s a crammer,” said the baron, giving the
old man a friendly poke under tho ribs, “The
fact is, old man, | want you to remew my nil,
which falls due to-morrow, for another two
months, aod Ul sign this new bill for eleven
thousand florins instead of ten thousaud. There,
you old cormorant, there is an offer far you! Bot
¥ou must, of course, hand me the bl document,
and tell my uncle that [ have paid you the
monev. What say you I”

“What can | :ay, most gracions Sir Baron t
All | can say is that I cannot doit, You should
know that 1 have got uo moueys of my own.
I am only the poor agent of Meyer Apselr, wha
has advanced t‘w money to you through we, and
has iutrusted your bill to me simply for collec-
tion. Hw knoews that yoar gracious Sir Uncle,
the great Councitlor Muller, has given you the
money to take upthe bill, and he expects me to
pay it aver to him on Friday morning, as | am
obliged to-morrow to go to Mayence, and, hav-
ing to walk all the way hack, shall not be homn
in time to see him at night,  Meyer Anselm
is & good friend to me ; | and my family live
by him. But ha is a strict man, and a man of
business, and if he is not paid his mioney on
Friday morning he will go to your gracjous Sir
Uncle to get hix money thers, as your griacious
Sir Unele has promised him.”

“¢ Nonsanse, Lazarus ; you know that you can
ilo thix for me,” said the poor baron, his voice
trembling with ill.supprvssed emotion aund
unxiety. *‘Look here, ‘1 will make the inter-
est two thousand lorins, instead of one thousand
—nay, 'l make it three thoussnd ; only fet
me keep this mouey twn months longer—1 shall
have plenty of money then.”

“ Would I not doanything to ohlige the gra.
cions Sir Baron, who is s0 good to me! But how
can It It is Meyer Anselin's moneys, which
must by paid to him on Friday. Next week
perhaps Meyer Anselm may consent to adsvance
the money again to the gracious Sir Baron ;
but nothing can be done till then.”

“ Li-ten to me, Lazarus,’' said the baron
‘desperately. . ““1 must keep this monay ; | ean-
uot part with it to-morrow. Do not tell me you
cannot do this for me. 1 know that old Roths-
child has nothing to do with the matter. It is

‘fonr own money that yon huve Jent me. If yon

et mo keep it, | will sign you an undertaking
to pay you thirty thousand Horink at my uncle's
death. You know the old man is above seventy.”

The old Jew pondered deeply for some time,

SNt ool

The offer was & mosat tempting one. But h,
had in his pocket Councillor Muller's lotter, in
which he was plainly told that, in the event of
the money not being paid by the baron, he, the
couuncillor, would discharge the debt upen im.
mediate application to him ; but that he woulg
umder no circumstances and on no consideratiog
ever again be auswerable for any debt whatevey
contracted by his nuphew, whom he was doter.
mined to cast off utterly and disinherit if after
this he should ﬁo on drawing bills or contrace.
ing debts.  And Lazarus knew both the council.
lor nnd the baron too well to have any doubt
but that this was most likely to be the ultimate
upshot of the matter.

So, having duly weighed in his mind the
chances in favour of and against the baron's pro.
posal, he resolved to have nothing to do with it
—at least not just then. ** The gracious §ir
Baten,” he saul at last, with sharp decisio n,
* muxt pardon me if I am forced to decline hiy
gracious affer. 1 tell the gracious Sir Raren
once more that | am but a poor agent inall loan
transactions, and the gracious Sir Baron may ask
Meyer Anselm, if he will not believe me. ~ Ryt
I will talk to Meyer Anselm about the matter. |
douht not he will do it ; I cannot, by the Taous.
vef Jontof { which the gracious Sir Baron knows
is & most solomn asservation for a Jew to
make.”

Alter this the baren felt that it would be usa.
less to pursue the subject further. He was even
on the point of handing the amount of the bill
at once over 1o Lazarus Levi: but he suddenly
chanpged his mind.

s+ Well, then, Lazarus,”’ he said, with assomed
indifference, ** 1t must even be as you will have
it. Youn must try to raise the monev lor me
next week. A you are goiug to Mayeuce ta-
morrow, you way call at my {))ace in going, and
bring the bill with you. will pay you in
nntes, so thit you will have no heavy load to
carry along with you on your journey. Good.
night.”

Vith much bowing and seraping, nnd many
hollow asservations of his willingness to do any-
thing in his power to serve the gracions Sir
Baron, the Jew let out his visitor, wha mpidly
got away from the Jewish quarter to the ruspect.
able part of the grand-dueal vity,

Early next morning Aaron Veit's trap drew
up at the door of Baron Walter's villa, outside
the city, on the road 1o Mayence. Old Lazarus,
having got down, was speedily ushered intn the
baron's reception-room, whera he was scon
joined by the master of the place. Bsfore hand.
ing the notes over to his Jew greditor, in ax-
changs for the bill, Baron Walter maie one last
desperate effort 20 imince the olid man to let
him keep the money. He offered him a2 post-
obit for enc-hundred thousand florins, It was
in vain. The dazaling offer, instead of alluring
the Jew, as the baron clearly had expected,
tended only to make the Hebrew still more
cautious. He firmly declined again, telling the
baron, by way of consolation, that hie had evary
reason to belisve Mever Ansalm would do it for
him next week. XNo the baron handed the
tooney over at 1as?, with a deep sigh, looking
fixedly at Lazarus, saying with curisus abrupt-
ness, and {n somewhat sharp tones, *‘ There,
take vour money; and may you not have
reason to repent your morniog's work befors the
day is out

Larazas Levi jaid little heed to this cuthurst
of angry leeling.  He climbed up again into the
trap, rejuiciog that he had got his ten thousand
Borins safe in his pocket, and he and his {riend
were 5000 rolling on the mad to Mayence.

Aboat an hour after, Baron Walter left his
villa upon hamweback. He rode into the city,
wher he called upen one of his intimates, »
gentleman in the Grand Dukes's servier, with
whow he took coinsel abont next day’s hostile
mevting with the Chevalier St Hilaire. Ha
theu rode off in the direction of Hanaa.

In the large guest.room of the Golden Lamb,
at Mayeuce, xal two travellers, looking like
journeytmen oaftamen, with their knspsacks
deposited on the ground near them. They were
Jdiscussing with evident rolish a magnum of
Riienish wine, which the host had served to
them along with a hugr omelet and a copious
salad., The one was a handsome, olive.com-
plexioned, dark-eyed man of abont forty, clearly
either an Italiau ora Spaniard :© the other wasa
fair-faced fair-haired blur.eyed unmistakable
son of the great German Fatherland, which at
that time, however, way simply a2 geo phical
aml othnical expression. To judge by tho eager-
ness and gladsomencas of their conversation, and
the many handshakiugs across the table, it was
cleat that they were old frieuds who had ac-
cidentally met here after a long separatian.

They were conversiug in a language evidently
unknown to the other inmates of the reom. Aa
miue host, however, was casting from time to
time an intelligent glance in their dimetion,
he perhaps understood what they were saying,
though it certainly did not seom to interest him
much,

Besides, the host’s attention was soon alto-
gethor taken off the two strangers by the en-
trance of Lazarus Levi, whom Boniface heartily
weleomed 1o his houss ; Master Ephraim Troll,
the host of the Golden Lamb, being, thougha
vory good Christian, a most intimate friend o
the money-agent and his family,,

A anceulent dinner wan soon’ placed befare old
Lazarus, who dit full justica to it, nnd to the
bottle of Rhenish out of the landlord’s own
specinl bin, which the two set abont discussing
with o hearty will,

S0 much good cheer apened the Jew's heart,
and made him forget his habitual caution, to the
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