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CHAPTER XII.

THE BUiWOMA,4TER'8 DREÀM.

The wedding gueste had left the honse. Their
veices died away ln the distance. One by one
the householà ntired te ret, and gnadually, by
imperceptible degrees, utibroke n stillinessesettied
upoti the whiiom ecene of se much jollity.

The burgemaster slept. Was it a good and
entle sleop 1Ud i t rofreeh the weary brain,

brace up again the unetrung nenvo h Soe how
ho str.vee te uinove in the bedi1 Why cannot
y on môve, Mathias, why cannot you move t

Wh at terrible weight weighe upon youn body,
to us invisible? le it the archfiend himseof, in
the hideous forrn the rnenks of the middle agte
clad him in se many years ago, that te nus in
Aleaice it seemn e hoceid net exiet in any
other?1

Ho site on yonr broet, Mathiase; ho site on
yeur breaet. 11ev heavy t hew heavy 1 Look
ut tho, great black winge tretchin g into illimit.
able ace! Hov avfui thoy looki1 And the
oye.!11hov they glaro, while a lurid, euh phurene
glov partly illurnes the thick, cbeking. mnrky
air around thomn.

Ha ! ho turne and pointe! Don't look, Ma-
thias, den't look! What, yen muet!T Thon
try te gran, truggle hard te cry ont 1 Will
iti v ill it! Conquer the speil that helde yen
bound 1 One sound will de it-but ene-but
onot1 What!1 you cantiot utter it?1 Woe te yen,
Mathias, that yen cannet. Summon ail yonr
strength te, bear tho sight. It ie terrible beyend
expression, beyond endurance.

What de yenu eo, Mathias h

I see a groat bal, dirniy ightéd, its %yalls se
dark and gli'omy, i cati but gnose; at vhere tiîey
stand. Graduaily it hecomes ligbtor, li Item,
lighter. 1 cati distinguieh fignres nov. It je a
full court. Tiere muet ho sorne great casies on,
for the public have fiocked front fer and near.
There site the president, with hie; two assistant
judges, ail tlýree lu fuit robes cf etatte. Bëneath

them, anged aronnd, are advocates, lethed in
deep muid sonmbre black, and the clemk, vite reade
eut in a draviig monotone the act of accusa-
tion. I cannot dieitiguiah vbat he says, 50 I
tarit took at the publiic. Who le on trial, I
vendent1 The accuaod muet ho velI kuovu. I
see many of nîy evn triende amouug- the specta-
teuu'. There ie Father Tnjnkveit. 11ev atxieus
ho looks. And old D. Gleuter. Wlîat a eteru,
setemn face ho vease. ý eee Monsieur Svsrtz,
the nctamy, taoc. Ho trioe te speak te the pri-
soner, but a gendarme forbide hum.

What is that lying on the table hofore the
jndges t A dloak, trlmm"d vith sable, and a
fur cap t The cleak is greeni; they look like-
-Ureat Heaven!1 'tis tho case of the Poliih
.ev they are hearimxg. Thot imat is on triai for
hie life. Stay, stay t Ho le innocent t I knov
it ! Who bcvelh Itvwas-

And Mathias itrove te move lu hie bell.

Hush t hushi Matiias,-ieten, iten,-so
much the btter fer yomu if ho is condernned, -se
mnch the botter for yen. They wiilnover bang
atiother for the saine deed ; justice wili ho ap-
peaed tben,-lrt the innocent suifer, vhy need
yen cae ? Look mter yourseif, look atter vour-
self. For yeams the vilogeruî have reproaclied yon
for sbeiteriug those Jokels, and it vas a siliy
thing te d,-do net yen interférê again ; lot
justice take hem course and have ber fi.f

See, themo je the prisonor eeated in the dock.
Strange, hoebnhinke avay fron the cloak vith
a shiver. One end of it iapped oven the table
and tonched hlm as lie pa.-sed. Why shonid ho
shrnuk T On. vould mînet eay ho vas gilty,-
but yen ktiow btter, domt yen, Mathias

Husb!1 dor't talk nov, but listen,-the cierk
bas bogun te speak more plainly. 1 eati catch

* nov ut intervais snob vermis as the twenty-foumth
day of Decembe-a Pelish Jew-Bamnch Keves-
k-i-profonnd cutning-public n(-spect and con-
ideatie- prisonier shi-ted for fiteen yer-

justje ilium d, but tmîierritig-a trivial circumn-
stanco--the brothens Jekel,

Ahu, it munt et oeeoe theiu. There sitei the
prisouer. 11e looks taller and strenger thiàn
either cf the Jokeis. We shall soo know vho
ho ins; ho throvs back tho heod ho hec vwor).
In the dim, uncertain iight ef the court-room I
camutot ditingnish hie foaturea. The nti
breaks throngh a eud andd ehines in at the
vindov full on the pnlsoner's face. Ah, GIreat
tiod it is I11-1, Mathias, the hurgoutmuster
o f Lautemrbah!1 But, oh, God boy chmged!
My chrekt; are sunken aud haggarit, my eyem
hobby sand1 ild. No donbt I have lu,.,,, iuu rri-
soti for sorne timo; my dresaifs naggm-d, nuuil fout
vith dnugîcu filth; my lips coicurles, nuy hein
quite groy. What viii they do te me, I wunder t
i amn safe. They have ne proof. I teck eare
of that t-i teck cane cf that ! Hueh, the pro.
sidêný spoake. Lot ns hear vhat hhmaste say.

* Priscumer, yen have hoard the act cf accusation
read, you have heard the depositiome of the vit-
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oesm as woîl, vo are ready niov te listen te yonr
oefetice.
I start Up ;" ittiesses," I cry fiercely, do yen

Bal such people vittiesses ? people who were
lagues avay at the time the boiNv as etrnck,
oeople vho saw nething. The deed comrnitted
too at night, and in the depth of vintor; and
yet yen call snch people vitiesses.

Yen are right, Mathias, I think te myseîf,
here were ne witneasoe. Defy them, brave
hemn ah, they cati prove nothing againet yen.

The president continues, Ansver wvith calm-
ess, this fury cannet but harrn yen; yen are a

flan full of cunning.
Ne, presidetit, I arn a eimple-minded peasatit.
De net tell mo that, prisoner,-you took

youn measures tee voîl fer a simple peasant ;
you chose the opportune moment, cleveriy
evaded al suspicion, destroyed ail matemial evi-
lence. Prisoner, yen are a manti te feared.

Recause nething cati ho proved againet me, 1
amn a mati te h feared ; thon vhy net foar
every honest matif Telol me thii, vho le my
accusen t

The public voice accuses yen.
Oh, the public voicot1 Liston, president, and

yen too, your honours, judgoe of the court,
when a man prespers in life, and naises himelf
high above the position in vhich ho vas born,
hoe is sure te make secret enernies. Thousanda
en-Ty hlm the prosperity hoe hue attained,-you
know this je tmue, I arn suro it lese lui your evn
case. It is a thing that happons evony day;-
weli, unfotunately for me, for fifteen years I
have gene ou proeperixug, gaining consideratien
and esteem and vealth, and rnakitig hundreds
of hidden foee as weil. They envy me the good
fortune fer which I have vorked. They veuld
gladiy ase me fal; they corne eut nov an~d at-
tack une ini my mifortune, becanse, cevards as
tlîey - are, they think 1 cannot retumti their
blove. But you, you are justt on, yenare mon
ful of good senae, vili yen lieten te envions
vretcbeesncb as theset WiIl yeunont nathen
force thmnto e osuent. I feel enre, i know you
viii.

Yen speak veil, hrisonen ; for years puet yen
have turned over in yonr mmnd what te eay
shonld yen ever ho accueed. But we are net te.
ho foiied by your ineck hnmility ; vo ses vhat
iu passing vithiu you,-tell me this, vhy le it
you hear continually the sonnd of belle?

I do not Itear the eond of bellei.-

And Mathias tupou hie bcd strove agaiuu te
move. * * * *
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'Tie faltie, pisotier, at this very moment yent
bear that sound. Why is it t vhence cones it ? 1

ît le nthing,-it is but the bleod that rushes1
te my head.1

I amn right, 1 thimmk te mnyseif, I hourd the
noise just betore I hall that terrible !strok- ou
Christnmes Eve. It vilI paime avay soolu.

If yen do net cotifese vhence this unoise arises,
vo viilsnmmen the meerneriet te explain it.

It's imite, thon, it's true,-I do hear this
noise.

Write, clerk, that hoe confesses it.
Yes, Ibut I hear it in my dreauns.
Write thattlho beare it in hie dreaine.
I suppose that an honeet mati may drean
0f course,-vlmispers old Swartz te hie neigb.

bour, Father Trinkv- it, -Mathias me ight;
dreame coeein spite of onearîf.

Yes, yes, every one lias hall mreame.
Don't fear fer me, frionils, dent tear fer me.

I auuu in mne danger. Ail this je but a dream,-
yen dem't knov it, but I do. If it vere net a
a drearn, vonld the meemi ho shining in at the
vindev t Mon are net jîdged by moouight.
Should I bo bofore enchjudgee as theqe t Judgee
vho, acting on thlr ovn mmd famîcios, vonld
bang me,-yee, hang me t-me, the Burgommuater
cf Lauterbach, and the meet nespectell maxi in
the province. Oh, it'e ail a deam-a dream,-
a dream,-and I buret eut imte a lonî liangh.

Silence, priâener, cries the president eeverehy,
yen smoea ppoachitig the judgrnent seat of God,
de net dutre te imugh. Thon turtiug te hie
colegnes, hoe contiunues: Gentlemen, thieseumull
ceuuwe froi the prisoner's memery. Memories
unake np the lite cf mani. We bear the veices
cf those we have lcved long mlter they are dead.
The prisoeuer hears tii sont, becamuse hoe lias a
reiuembmsnce that tie vonhd hide freon us. The
Jew's horse carried helle.

'Tis famier; I have mue memorie,-I remeinher
nothing-

Be Bilont.
1 vil1 uut o st enit,-t i mmam'8 life caunot 1*

judged avay oi more enpty suentuitiens like
ithese,-you umumel have tîreel', puooî'i, ttell yen.
.I tumer neo noise of hoe.
1Write fluet the 1 risouom contruulict4 himieoit.

rFirst he onutit'-"soîltehearnilie uoun, mcvho
n etracte hie confession.
3Ne', l hear ohiîêg.

1 put uuy luanmete my rar4 te strivo te ehut
eut th.- hidecueuio. It growe houder amud

i i tender. 11ev they jingle and jaugie, barsh and
discordent erouud me. ît me but the blood,

ough, rushing to my head. It is but the cones home-ho tells me that he has lit the
ood. It i8 but the blood. limekilti fire. I answer-very good-you cati
How awful je this dream! When shall I go to bed-I'll watch the kiln to.nig ht. He
ake from it 1 When shall I wake ? Great goos off to hie room. I amn left alono with the
x, perhaps it je not a dream ; perhape it is Jew, who is warming himseof by the stove.
1real, or may be so, when [ awake. But I Without, ail is at reat. Not a sound ie heard,
Il not wake. 1 will slee"-leep for ever. Ah 1 gave when the Jew'e horso, tethered under the
te foend glare8 at me, and langhs a hideous, ehed noar the kitchen door, from timo te time
eaking, chuckling Ian gi. 1e stys I shallnet shakos hie bolle. Thero are two feet of snow
uop. Hestrives to waIle me. I strugglo .with upon the ground, Mathias."f
im. 1 get weaker and weaker, but 1 conquer. "What are you thinkingof0
do not wake-1 leop on-I sleop on. 1 "Iarn thnking that If muet have monoy.

* * * eThat if I cannot get together three thoueand
Mathia's hand foîl frorn the bed and hung frimes before St. 'Sylveetor'e Eve, 1 shahl be
own by the side. turnod ont of the inn on the rnorrow. I arn

* * * * thinking that there is no one near-that the
Where is Fritz, rny eon-in-law? Why je hoe night je dark as pitch-that the Jew will drive

ot hero?1 I look around to every side, but along the higli road quito alone, in the snow."
nnot find hini. Send for hirn-eend for him; "Are you determined to attack hlm r'

e'll prove that irn an honest man. Send for "Lot me think first. That mantisj stroug.
rn-eend for him, I eay 1 His shoulders are broad. I believe ho would
Ah, thank God, the bells have ceased. I defend himmseif well ehould any one attack

àall not hear them again-I shall not hear hm-"l
àern again. ."lWhy do you turn away ?"

Do you persist in your denial, prisoner 1 I"Ho looki at me. I cannot bear his gaze.
I do. It je groee injustice to keep me here in Ho has grey eyes. Shall I do it 1 Ye-
rison on more suspicion. I arn a martyr lu yes 1"-

ho cause of justice. "You have decided 1"
Yo u ersit?:: Ye,-yes,-I'll do lt-l'il risk it."
I do. "'Spoak on."
Thon hear us. We, Rudiger, Baron of Morse- «"Wait. I muet look round firet. I go out.

ach, Prefeut for Hie Irtperial Majesty in The nig ht i1 black overhead. The snow je
ower Alsace, assieted by our coadjutors, Mas. falingfaut! Ha, hal1 It will hide my foot-
ere Louis Faîkenistein and de Feininger, doc- stops."
ors in ecclesiastical and civil law, conidering "What are yen doing 1"
,bat thie affar took place some fifteen yeare "I arn searching the uledge, te ueo if the Jew
go, and that it je impossible to throw light has any pistole. No, no,-there's nothing-
pon it by ordinary means, firtly, through the nothing at al-I can risk it. The village is as
rudence, cunning, and holdness of the pri. sient as a gravoyard. Our little Margaret e
onor; eecondly, through the death of wit- cryiUg There le no fire in - our rooln, and the
osses who conld have given weighty evidence, poor child le cold. No matter, she shail not be
*nd materially aeisted ne in discharging this cold to-morrow."
,mportant dnty, to which the honour of our tri- "You re.enter t
)nnal je pledged; consldoring also that this "Yes. Ho hu put six francs down on tho
,ril le destiued to serve as a warning to future table. 1 give hirn hie change. He lookse t me
:eneratioue, as a curb to avarice, and a terrible again."
mample tO cruolty and cunaing, we decree that "Doee ho speak te you T
ho court hear the meerneriet. Usher, admit "Yes. Ho ua how fer Mnrtzig le frorn
ho mesmerit, hers. About four leagues. 1 wish him well ou

I oppose it 1 I oppoee it! The mesmeriet hie jonrney. He answers, 1 God bleue ye.'-
au but make nme dream, and drearne prove no. Ah 1"
hing. 'What le it 1"
Sunimon the meemerst! "Sos-the girde! Ho goos out. He is gone.
'Tis abominable ! 'Tie in defiance of aIl the Where's the axe! I cannot find it. It ehould

ules of jistice. be here. Where le it?! Ah, here it is, bohiud
Prisoner, if you are innocent, why fear the the door,-ugh! How cold it le! The enow le

nesmeriet?1 Because ho can read the very sonle falling etill -not a star-not a star. So rnuch
of mon?1 Calm yourself, or believe me yonr the botter. Courage, Mathias, courage! Before
crie8, your terrer itaelf, will prove your guilt. another hour hue paseed the girdlee yul b.

What %hal I do? Hfow fortunate that they youre."
cannot hear une think ? I know that mosmeriet. "You follow hlm r'
1 dare flot face him. I viii got an advocato to "Y..."
speak for mne. H-e will find soute quibble, some "Where are yon now T"
legal excileo. Behind the village-in the fiells-how cold

I dernand an advocate. I wiqh to inetrnct the it is 1"
advocate Linder, of Saverne. He je a good mati. You have taken the path acroas the fielde t"
It will cost me much, but in euch a case as this, "Yes. If saves that great round by Michael's
what do I care for cst ? As for tuy excitement, farrn. I have crossed the firet field. I can ai-
who would not eth excited ? I arn as calrn as I neady s00 the bridge, and there benuath it lies
cati be. As calrn as a man cati be who bas ne- the brook, a mass of solid ice. How the doge
thing on hie conscience. But dreame are dreame. howl over at Danieî's farm-how they howlî!
Icannot help dreaming. Why is Fritz net And old Finck's forge, how rod it glows upon

bore h My honour le hie honotir. Send for him ! the hill-side 1 Kill a mati, Mathiash Kill a
Bring hirn here ! Ho je an honeat man, and mati h Yo'll not do that-you'll not do that.
you know it 1 Ho vill prove that I arn one as Heaven forbide it -
wel! Fritz ! Fritz 1 Fritz ! I have made you I turti to mun home again-then stop and
rich! Corne snd defend me. think. You're a fool, Mathias, liten, think

* * * * how rich you'Illhe, how yon'Il ho able to pay ahl
Agaisi tLe sleeping M tthis strove to movo. you owo, how the bailiff Ott may corne on Novw

* * * Year's Day, and how yen cati ena p yonr fingers
How camne that fellow there, that meemeriet? at him-how your wife and littie Margaret need

I didi uot se0 hlm enter. Hoe peake. What no longer want for anything. The Jew came.
does he eayl? It was not your fault. Ho had no right to corne.

Your boueurs, the preàqi lent and juilges of You muet kill hinu! You muet kili hirn1
the court, by your decree I arn here. Without "I take ti;, the axe again that I had thrown
it, terror wonld have kept me aloof from your down, and run on. The bridge, the bridge, 1
anguet jresence. have reached it already. I lieten. No one ou

Who cauu believe idi the follies of the mesmner- the road h No one 1 Yon are warm, Mathias,
jet ? Why, they only cheat people in rer to warm with running. Your heart bouts. Lieten,
get monçy frern thont. The merest monntebank the church dlock et «Waechem telle ont the hour.
in the street is as clever as they. This fellov I It's one o'clock. Oneh One? Why thon-
kttqw voit. Why, it wae ho whorn 1 saw at my thon the Jew le paeed-he'e gone--oh, God be
cousin'seat Ribeauville. praised!1 God ho praiaod1t Hush 1 Don't yen

Cati yen eend this 'tua t teleep 1 heur the belle tI He'e cuming. He'e cerning.
1 cati. Be careful, Mathias. Don't dabblo your sleeÇea
He glares at me. 1 glare li retumti. We fight lu the blood! Rolthernup tight! Rolthorn

with our eyee. Ugh t 1 cannot boum hie np tight 1 Romember-the girde-the girdie-
ecerching gaze. yFou'1-b-rich-rich-rich-rich. Ah t ah!1
* l'il net be made the subject of this impoeter's I have done it!1 I've done it!1

experirnente. Send for Fritz t Why je ho flot."What vau that h Nothing-only the herse
home e'llprve e en ha TMahia, he uel -n frgh ih h led.1.A_ Ho&le.M-
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