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THE HAPPINESS OF BEING RICH.

BY HENDRICK CONSCIENCE.
CHAPTER II,
- (Continued.) .

Mother Smet remained below and listened
awhile to the noise that her husband made with
- bis sabre, hewing and thrusting at the rats m the
attic. But soon the noise ceased, and she fell
into a deep reverie and dreamed of silken clothes,
and- diamond ear-rings, and footmen with gold
Jbands round their hats. _ .

She remained same time lost in contemplation
of the happiness of being rich; a sweet smile
illumined her countenance, and she kept nodding
with her head as though her mind were giving
reality to the images which her fancy shaped.

At last she heard the stairs creak beneath the
neavy tread of ber husband ; she looked up in
astonishment, for she saw no light on the stair-

2.
= Is your lamp gone out ¥’ she asked.

The schouwveger stalked down the stairs in
silence and came close to ber wi.lh unsteady
steps. e was trembling in every linb, and the
perspiration stood in the thick drops on his pale
face.

His wife uttered a cry of terror; then she
sprang up, and exclaimed—

¢ Good heavens! what has come over you1—
What have you seen ?—a thief 2—a ghost 7

« Silence | silence !—let me fetch my breath,
murinured the chimney-sweeper, with liushed and
stifled voice. i

« But what has happened, then ¥ shouted his
wife ; % you make me feel more dead than alive.”

« Silence, Isay! speak softer, Trees,” mum-
bled her Lusband, as if paralyzed by fear.—
¢ Don’t let anybody hear us.”

He came closer to her, stooped his head over
her shoulder, and whispered-— . _

«'I'rees, Trees dear, your dream is come true
—a treasure—such a great treasure.’ _

¢ Oh, poor, unhappy Stoet,’ shrieked lus wife
in alarm ; © he has lost his senses."

“ No, no; don't make any noise, or we are
lost,” said her excited lusband, imploringly.

¢ But spesk out, then, for goodness® sake, what
has happened ¥’
~+1 have found a treasure, exactly as you
dreamed.’

¢ A lump of gold? )

¢No, a bag ot money—all silver and gold !—
Come, take the lamp ; DIl et you see it.’

His wife now grew pale in her turn, and trem-
bled with astomshment. Now she began 10 be-
lieve that he was in earnest, and amud all her
emotion a warm smule played about her lips.—
Following ber husband, she said, beseechingly—

0, Swet, don’t deceive me ; il it isn’t true, [
shall die of vexation’—

¢ Hold your tongue, I tell you,” muttered the
schouwveger between his teeth, as he wenl up
the stairs ; ¢ you will betray us. _

¢But how came you to find it? asked his
wife, with hushed vaice.

Master Smet stood still, as though he wished
to gratify the curiosity of bis belpmate betore
showing her the treasure.

“You heard well enough, Trees, said be,
“how I struck about on the floor with my sabre.
When I got up stairs there wasw’ta rat to be
seen, but those blows of mine mwde two jump
out of a corner ; they ran between my legs, and
disappeaved close to the centre-beam on  which
the roof is supported. I went up to the place
with my lamp, but I found no opening nor cre-
vice. After [ had hunted in every hole and cor-
ner I went back to Lie great beum, lor I couidn’t
conceive where the two rats had gone to.—
Though I didn’t see any hole, or crack even, in
the beam, I struck it with my sabre—I dont’s
know why, exactly. It sounded so hollow and
made such a strange voise that I struck it barder
and larder, thinking that the rats had taken up
their abode insde. All of a sudden a little
square plauk started from the beawm ; and plump |

down came soinething on my foot, so heavy that|

was going to cry out wilh pain’—

‘A lump of gold ¥

* No, not exactly j a bag of money, It burst
it falling, and all sorts of gold and silver coins
rolled about the fogr. 1 felt asif I had a good
blow froma Lawmer; the lamp fell out of my
‘hand, I shook all over, and L was obliged to hold
by the wull 0 come down stairs. Everything
seeined Lo be turning round and round before my
eyes 3 I felt like a drunken man.' Now come,
walk on the tips of your toes; and jrhen you
speak, lower your voice as much as you can.’

When they reached the attic, 1he. chimney-

&weeper led his wife towards the centre-beawn,
and let the light of the lamp fall ou a large linen
bag which lay on the ground, with pieces uf mo-
‘sey all around it. ' B
Dame Swet fell on her kaees with a suppress-
ed ery of jay, tore the bag open sull tarther,
buried her tands in the pieces-of muoney, Fewali-
ed 4 short tine sunk in silent - amazemvat, ‘and
then sprang to her feet. She ruised her. baud

above her bead, ran round and round the attic,
and danced and jumped, and at last shouted, with
a loud ery—

¢ Oh, ob, I am bursting! I shall split! Let
me speak a bit, Obh, blessed heavens! we are
now rich--rich as Jews.? '

Full of terror, the schouwveger seized- his
wife violently by the arm, with one hand, laid
the other on her mouth, and growled angnly,
and with a threatening voice—

¢ You stupid, thoughtless fool. Be quiet, or
'l pinch your arm black and blue. Do you
want the newghbors to know all about 1t

¢ Good beaveus!” groaned Ius wife, quite ter-
rified ; ¢ what is the matter now? You are mak-
ing a face as it you would kil me outright.—
How money alters a man! All the five-and-
twenty years we have been married, I never saw
your eyes glare like that I’

The chimney-sweeper seemed surprised at his
own vehemence ; he let go ber armn, and conti-
nued more calmly—

*No, no, Trees, I don’t mean it; but [ beg
you, talk more softly, and don’t make any noise.
‘Teil me, where shall we put all this money ?’

¢ Well, let us put-it down stairs in the great
chest, and lock it up.’

* Aund suppose thieves were to come !’

* Why should they take 1t into their beads to
come just now? ‘The chest basstood there
these hundred years.’

‘Yes; but you can’t be sure about it

* You must put it somewhere, anyhow.’

¢ Suppose you hide it under our bed, in the
straw 7 ‘

¢ Uh, one can see you are not used to money,
Smet. Do you think rich people hide their mo-
ney in -their beds? Put it in the chest, I tell
you. If you find a better place to-morrow, it
will be time enough to change our minds.’

Taking the second lamp from the floor, the
chunney-sweeper said— ‘ .

¢ Trees, you take the money in your apron.—
I will go down and lock the door, that nobody
may take us by surprise ; and take care you don’t
let the money chink as you carry 1t.”

While his wife was descending the stairs with
a heavy freight of gold, Master Smet locked
the door, aud drew the night-bolt : then e went
to the window, to the trap-door of the cellar,
and the back door, and tried all the bolts aud
bars. Meanwhile Ius wite had locked all the
treasure in the greatest chest, and she was al-
ready seated at the table, staring into the air
with heaving bosom, and lingering on the sweet
contemplation of Lier wealth.

Her busband came close to ber, stretched out
his hand, and satd, with a stern voice—

¢ The key.’

¢ The key 7" exclaimed Dame Swmet, in haugh-
ty amazement. ‘1t hasn’t come to that in our
old days—that you should keep the keys. I
have kept them in all honor these five-and-twen-
ty years. You would like, maybe, to squander
the money in your schouwveger elub ; but stop a
bit—1 keep the money-box.’

Master Smet shook his head impatiently.

¢ No, growled he; *1t is to hinder you from
wasling all the meoney. When we had but little,
it didn’t seem worth while 10 save ; but now Il
take care that we'll leave by something for the
time when we are old and infirm, else we may
fail into poverty and misery betore we die.

¢ Well, well, Smet, iny lad, money doesn’t do
you any good,’ said the Dame, with an angry,
taunting voice. ¢ You talk hke an old wiser 3—
you make a fuce hke an umdertaker—"

¢« Come, Trees, give me the key.)

¢The key 7 Il I have to fight for it tootl
and nad, | won’t give it up.’

¢ Won't you take auything out of the chest
without my consent?’

¢ Well, that 1 to say, [ won’t go extravagantly
to work ; but that L shan’t buy a few new
clothes, and cliznge my old ear rings that I bave
worn o0 long for « rather beiter pair—are we
not man and wife? 1F I were to listen to you,
we should be poorer than we were before, I
you don’r get soine enjoyment out of your mo-
ney, you bad better paint a quantity of ten-
crown pieces on the wall; you would have the
louk of them all the same, and less trouble with
them.’

¢ You don’t understand me, Trees. If yougo
now afl at once aand let out that we have plenty
of money, by weuring clothes which are beyond
our station in life, the neighbors will begin to
gosstp about 1t, and ask how we came it.

“ Well, und what matter if they do? The
mouey belongs to me; wy forefathers bave lived
in this liouse more thau a hundred jears. Be-
sides. there was na wmauey forthcoming after my
lather’s sudier death-—he hada’t time to say
where he had hidden ‘it.  Auvd whut harm would
tt be if everybudy koew -that U had fouud wy in-

hermitance 7

« What harm, you senseless thing? 10 the
thieves cime (o kuow that we have so much mo-
ney, they would break into the house, steal the
treasure, aod wurder ws, perbaps.”

.with an owl,

¢ How timud the sight of this money has made
you. I shouldn’t know you again, Smet.’

¢ Yes; and then consider that people wouldn’t
so easily believe us if we said that we had found
the money. God grant that we may not have
the police on our shoulders ; they may thiak it is
stolen money. 'Then they would carry off the
treasure to the police office, till the matter was
properly inquired into. If the law once lays its
band on it, get 1t out again if you can. Alas,
alas ! we should be eased of our treasure, and
perhaps die in misery, after all.’

¢ Indeed,” said the dame, anxiously, I think
you are right.’

O Trees, Trees dear, do be a little prudent
for once ; be a little more reserved, and don’t
tell anybody that we have become rich.’

¢ Yes—if only T can be silent,) grumbled s
wife, and she shrugged her shoulders. ¢1I learn-
ed to talk from my mother, and she didn’t let her
tongue grow stiff for want of using.’

“ Good heavens ! ’tis very unlucky.’

“If every rich man were like you, it wauld be
unlucky indeed. But caw’t we let the neighbors
know that we bave had 2 legacy? 1 bave talk-
ed long enough about it, I’m sure.’

A smile overspread the face of the chimney-
sweeper, and his eyes sparkled with joyful sur-
prise. e remained awhile in great meditation,
and then said—

¢'Lhat we have had a legacy—but then people
would know that we have plenty of money in
the house.’

cWell P

¢ And the thieves 1"

¢ Oh, you have lost your wits.)

¢No; what do you think we will say ? that
we shall soon get a legacy—that we have had
tidings of your uncie in Holland—?

€Ot my aunt—that will be better; and it I
buy = bit of new clothes, or any little trifle, peo-
ple will only think that we are using a liti!le of
our legacy beforehand.? ' o

¢ Weli, you see, that will do;inubody will
know that there -is‘any motiey in the house, and
everybody will allow that you are of 2 good fa-
mily. But, Trees, you will be reasonable now,
won’t you, and spare our money a hitile?’

¢ Cawme, now, our money—you mean #1y mo-
ney. I won’t do more than our position re-
quires.” .

¢ And we will tell Pauw the same story, or
perhaps the lad might take a whim in his head
and turh spendibrifit—"

- ¢ There—1 hear him coming,’ exclaimed the
damne: make haste and uvnbolt the door, or le
will ask what 15 going on/

The chiminey.sweeper sprang up, unlocked the
door, and sat dowu again with a calwm counte-
nance at the table, as if nothing at all had hap-
pened.

Outside the door, in the sireet, resounded the
ditty —

* Schouwvegers gay, who live ia A, B,,
Comipanions so jolly,
And frolic and folly—*
and Pauw came singing and capering into the
room.

Coming up to the table, he said, in a sprightly
tone of voice, and tatking very fast—

¢Oh, oh, how we bhave laughed! Tf 1 had
missed such a bit of fun, I should ery out, for
my mouth is sore with laughing. Only Lhink,
they have made me captain of the birdcatehers’
club.*r

¢ Come, come, don’t make so much noise about
it,” grunhled his father.

¢Oh,’t isn’t about that, {ather,” joyously ex-
claimed Pauw. ¢ You know, father, we had lajd
iy sone ntoney to get a new flag made for our
club? The Boe painter in the Winkel street—
him they call Rubens, berause he wears a broad
hat and moustaches—well, now, he was to paint
a great owlop the flag. O, ob, that was a
clever otion. This evening, while we were sit-
uny having a chat, all of a sudden he brought
the new flag. We all jumped up, full of curi-
osity. Pt Kruls rolled the flag open; we
lovked at one another, and then we all burst out
into such a terrible fit of laughter that three or
four of us fell down on the ground, and the
others were forced to hold their sides. But
there was one who ¢ut a very sour face, and
this was the smith, Now guess what was paint-
d an the flag.’

* Oh, always at your childish pranks,’ said his
mother. ¢ What should there be on 1t 1—why,
an owl, I suppose.’

‘Yes, yes,an owl witha head as bigas a
child’s of eight years old ; but the fun of 1t was,
that the owl and. the smith were as much atike
as two drops of water. There was such a laugli-
ing and such a row. The smith, wanted to drag
ou! the painter by the hair of lus head—the inn-

‘keeprer wanted to turn the swith out of doors j—

we wanted to make it all up; three pint stoups

* There are at Antwerp clubs nmong‘ the lower
clasaes, the members of which lay by a little money
regularty, in order to go bird-catchiog In the autama
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were broken and two bats crushed—at last, all
ended in a good hearty laugh, for Rubens pra-
mised to alter the owl. But what has come to
you? You are not listening to me. Father is
is looking so solemn, and you, too, mother. You
are not ill, 1 hope 7’

¢ It is no time for jesting now,’ answered Dame
Smet in a very serious tone of vaice: ¢ Pauw,
my lad, I want to tell you something; we are
going to have a legacy.’

¢ Again? shouted the youth, with mockmng
unbelief.

¢ This time it is true enough.’

‘1 kaow this song well of old. Of course,
from my aunt i Holland 2

‘ Yes, from my aunt in Holland.!

¢ Come, come, mother, you have grown a little
wiser now. 1L iw’t true, father, is it ?

¢ It seems that 1t is true enough this time,’ an-
swered Master Smet, with a confirmatory nod of
his heud.

¢ Ah, well, cried Pauw, laughing, ¢ then I be-
speak a new pair of breeches and a dozen shurt-
collars when the legacy comes.’

Both kis parents held their peace, and looked
grave and solemn. Pauw looked from one to
the other in amazement, and grumbled ;

¢ But, mother—but, father—you sit there quite
in the dumps about the good news ; tell me what
you have heard.’

‘I have a headache,” answered his father j—
‘talking worries me. 1 will tell you to-morrow
what we have reason to expeet.’

¢ And’tis my aunt’s legacy, which has been
coming ever since —long before I cnme inta the
world _

‘ Yes, yes; let us be quiet about it now.’

Pauw shook his head doubtfully, and thought
in himself—

¢ Something has turned up that they won’t tell
me. People who get legacies look more inerry
about it. Perhaps they have had some words;
but I woo’t hother mysel( about that.

-He took the second lamp, lighted it, and then
said—

“T'o-morrow I must get up early, at four
o'clock, to go and sweep three chimneys at the
Cbateau van Ranst. It isa good two bours’
walk from here—so good might.’

¢ Pauw, sud bis mother with a significant
pride in her voice, ¢ we are no longer schouwre-
gers—and when you go out to-marrow put on
your Sunday clethes ; do you hear P

¢ Look now, mother ; don’t take it l,* said
the lad with a smile, ¢ but that is gong rather
too far.’

¢ Aund, anyhow, my lady’s servant has been to
say that you are not to go to the chuteau to-
morrow.’

¢ That’s quite another thing. Then [ shall
get a good Jong sleep. T'o-morrow the legacy
will be flown away up the chunney, just like the
other times. Good night, motler; a pleasant
sleep, father.?

He went up stawrs with light and merry step,
and hummed quite audibly as he went—

‘Scouwvegers gay, who live in A. B,
Qompaninos so jully,
All frolic and folly—'

Master Smet and his wife rewained sitting be-
low at [east two hours longer. Whatever efforts
the dame made to wnduce her husband to betake
himself to rest, it seemed (hat hie could not make
up lus mind to feave the place where his treasure
lay. He bhad already tried ult the doors and
bolts aver and over zgain, when 1t struck md-
night. Then, after one more auxious and pro-
tracted scrutiny, be followed his wife up the
stairs ; and suill, as he went up, he turned his
eyes, (en times at feast, to the chest which con-
tained the riches.

CHAPTER Il

The nerves of the chimney-sweeper were so
much shaken by the finding of the treasure, that
the poor man, exhausted and tired as he was,
could not close his eyes. He turned from side
to side, stretched himself out and yawned, then
twisted his limbs about, and moaned with long
respirations. EHis heart beat violently and irre-
gularly ; every now and thea felt as if a stream
of ice-cold water were being poured down bhis
back.

It bappened at length that he wandercd off
into a light doze; but at the moment when a
man is passing from waking to sleeping life, his
nerves are most quick and sensitive. "I'he schouw-
veger could not pass this moment; every time
the coming sluinber broke the chuin of i mus-
ings, be spraug up in his bed and listened with
terror to some noise he fancied be had heard ;—
and, indeed, the rats in Lbe attic were rushing up
and dowa, racing werrily one after another, or
fighting, with loud squeaking and erying just
as if they were still in ibhe house of a poor wan,
whose sluinbers ure peuaceful and souad, heyond
reach of. disturbances. ’

It wmight be that he had at length, after long
twisting and turaing, got fairly off, fur lie snored
very loud. Gradually hiy ‘Yreathing becamne op-
pressed, and assumed a tome expressive of suffer-
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ing, as though master Sinet were tormented by
uuseen spirits.  The sweat of anguish stood in
beads on his forehead ; all Ius limbs were vio-
lently contracted.

Suddenly the struggling words broke forth from
his constricteil breast, and be shonted, in a tone
of distress—

¢ No, no, it isn’t true ; I have no mouney. Oh,
oh, let e go ; let me go.’

His wife, roused from her sleep, seized her
husband by the arm, gave him a vigorous shake,
and exclaimed—

¢ Kb, Sinet, what are you up to now? Is the
nightmare astride of you? or are you out of
your mind

The husband stared in horror all round the
dusky room, and groaned and shuddered :

¢ Ob, dear, dear.” where am 1?7 I thought I
was dead ! s that you, Trees?’

¢ Why, wha an earth should it bet iy all
your snoring.  You lie there wriggling and
twisting like an eel on a gridirou. "Lis easy
enough (o see that you are not used (o woney.
Tt doesi’t hinder me from sleeping, though I am
5o uncommonly glad; but, you see, [ am of a
good family.

¢ Ob, Trees,” moaned Master Swnet, wiping the
cold, claumy perspiration from  his forchead, —
¢ oh, I'rees, what I have sullered is not o be de-
scribed!  Ouly faney: [ was scarcely asleep,
whea something cume all of o sudden and  sat
upon my chest, and I felt as of it was trying to
crush winy heart with ats knees, [t bad its
claws fastened in iy neck, and -queezed my
throat ull up together. T coulde™ make out at
first what 1t was 3 hat it was like @ wild beast,
with long black hinr, and it had a great knife in
its paw. Jt wanted to make me tell where the
money was 3 and beaause I wouldn’t, it gripped
my throat, and was gowg to stizk the koife into
my hearl, 1 telt ] owas dymg; then my eyes
seented to openy and [ screamed with terror
when 1 saw what it was. Ol Trees, 1 trembie
now only to think of it; it was & thiel, a nur-
derer.?

¢ Come, coine, leave ofl your hoyish tricks,
said his wife, jestingly.  « Why will you he with
your arm under your head ! *Tis thut gives you
the.mightmare.  >Uis very lute; just try to go
asleep, and don’t disturh e wuy more. Now, a
good rest to yon.’

In a few minutes Dame St was fast asleep
apain.

The luckless scouwveger was not so fortunate.
IHe mude no effort 10 fall asleep again, for his
fright had taken away all inclmation to rest.—
For full kalf an hour he lay, with his eyes wilde
open, stariug at darkness, and dreaming, though
broad awake, of policemen znd of thieves, so
that at length he qunped out of bed and dressed,
without making any noise.

Then be went, crecping along on the tips of
liis toes, to the place where he kuew that a table
stood, and felt aver it with his hand, searching
for something. A sigh of glad surprise escaped
him when he discovered s wife’s pocket. He
took oul the key of the chest, and went down
the stairs with slow aud cautious steps,

When he reached the room below, he lighted
a hittle lamp, went to the chest, opened it, gazed
a while upon the money with an ecstatic smile,
then focked the chest again, and sat down with
Ius head in tus hauds aud bis elbows upon the
table.

Alter a little silence, he began musing aloud

« Ia, there it lies all safe.  Hoa, 1o be neh—
to have money—what a bliss!  But, after all,
it brings care and trouble with it, and it breaks
one’s mght, somehovw. My wife bas such grand
notions ; she wanls to live in o hig louse, to
weat rich clothes, ta buy gold and diamonds t—
Pauw is young; he’il-waul to play the young
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gentleman, and spend a gouod deal 5 and o they'll
make my poor money cut a pretly figure, It
will melt away like snow in the sunshine—and at
last—ryes, at Jast—1 shall have to lie upon straw
i iny old age, and perhaps go 2 begging for my
daily bread.?

This thought filled him with alarm ; he pressed
his bands forcibly against his head, and remained
a moment, staring with a pale and bloodless face,
into vacancy. 'Tien he continued :

¢Oh, what a misfortune to hzve a wife who
can’t keep her tougue still in her head! KEarly
to-morrow morning, by duy-break at least, she
will be running about her neighbors, and gossip-
ing and boasting that she is going to havesa le-

acy. Tuousands won't be enough for her ;—
she’ll talk of wullions. Everybody will be. full
of it; all over thy city people will be talking of
the schouwveger who has so suldenly becoine
rich. The thieves ‘will be lucking about our
house, and (lien one of these fiue wights they
will be making off with e treasure. I shall
be poor again poor again. Ob, what anxiety
and misery 2 rich man has to bear.’ o

After a little pause, he coatiuned his musings

¢1t is odd. T was as lively a3 a thit in the
water ; men called me Jan-Grap, because I'was
so full- of fun. . I knew unothing of sorrow ‘or
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