"THE DEAD GUEST,

Iie who exeels in nonsense, slavery, and butche-
¥y, they cover with orders, Gitles, eud lace.  All
that we have now nhuu_ und Lelow, is sup
fion, '.“I(‘ first All\cm. Sunday in’ winter wea-
ther comes—see there!  The fools erawl into the
corners, eross and. bless themselves, imagining
thal the Dead Guest mnkes the Sunduy rain, and
such nonsense.”

Madem Bantes Inughed softly, as she said:

“J'apa, be not so angry—Dbe not so wicked—

-the thing is not worth your while.” ‘

“ Not worth- my while!' Yuu, even, huve a
touch of the belief.  But, mamma, donot uphold
your superstition to me—none of that nonsense!
When 1 die, I will leave a k-"m.\' n( ten thousand ¢

_ forins, merely for the, sulary o(‘ @ tencher ina

school where soud Tensan may bo tanghts “Ile

fwlio ean believe such stories of spectres, devils,

pparitions of the dead, and Dead Guesis, would

o Vrendler the whole: world to become n bedlam, nnd

' " every Jand a-slave dungeon, where one. haifl of

the people are Lound. in-snceage-service, and the

wther e armed \\uh mnal‘cls tnd cannon

1o enforée that service” ] A

e D, p"rpn.,“hcrc are’ you wandering to?” .

e Cur:c alt =u'1crsuuun' but 1 well knew that

it woilld: be so. Ko, that is' the trrie Enrrhah-

ran—the more stupid the people, the vasier they

“deecive us.  There will not be nuything better

till another Joln (1) Bonuparte comes with an
iron rail to keep sehool for the fuols.” = |

W lnlc Tlerr Lintes continued lluuuleuuﬂ' onin

“fall e.unur, cwalking haquly thyough” Lhc rooht,

el from umc (o time s(nppm'r still i m ‘the mid-'

dleof his course, ln> bool\ l\eepcr came'in softly,

o

xu"' : |

. ]L is nll ‘correet, Herr Dantes.” :

“ What is corveet?” . .

il hias’ xu.tuull) arrived, nnd lod'ros at the

Llaek Cross.”

“Who \nd-roﬁ at the Dhuek Crass"‘

“The ])c:ul Gucsl.

© Folly ! miist you, an mldlwrm man, hchc\e

all that is tald you by old women s
. * But my eyes ave notold women. T went out
‘."nl'umnsuy to'the Black Cross, ' The elork of
2the Count, 5o to spealks, was my companion, We'
tonk a glass of okl water, merely for a pretence,:
‘50 10 spenk, to see him.” There he sat—"
CoeWher :
#} knew him-on tho spot. The host also,

seemed to know hine . Tlen when we were going,

out of the dour, lhc clerk turned his: fuce sile-" ¢ Meetered themselves thut -they ;would soon’ leurn
Cnore of th
lom' puon ol lim at the

; , glineed | bacls, and clc\ ated his eye-braws,
a3 if he \nshcd 50 {0 spr:uk o mhm-nc llm ey g
whowas cnun« lhorc, bwu'rhl, no gnnd T
* Rigmarele!™. & )
ony h\. (u\ Lollcdor, \\hn l.nc\\ lum flonl lhc

.§ stor,

.bloumlf and pouring most drewlfully,™

“lis face, he s

1"'

;
door, left jmmedintely to go after the polico
fientenunt, e told us sp, as we were rclurmuw e
from the Black Cross,” s

L %The tax gatherer is'n suporstitions fool.

He ought to he ishamed—on my soul he bad.”

@ All' well; but I beg leave to say, if this |s' L L
not the Dead Guest it is his twin brother, An‘ '
unearthly pale countenance—dressed entirely in
Llack from head to fuot—four or. five olls in sta-
ture—n three-fold gold chuin on his Lreast for
his watch.  On all his fingers he has shining dia- )
mond rings, A splendid equipage!”

Herr- Buntes gazed long ot the boolx-l‘oopor,
with n fixed look; in which unbchuf and astonish=
moent aliernated—then lm.xlh )uu"huw loud and.
‘otitrageously, lie snid: P P

¢ Lhen the devil exercises )na .spurls, ns if he
lind veally come on the first Sunday in Advent.”

# Aud just as chureh was out,” said the book-
keeper; * and Jjust ‘as the people ran into the -
streets, wind and rain, so lo speak, comwenced

4 Tlow don: the stranger call himself?
41 do not Lumv » llll:\\L‘rL‘(] ‘the lmok-lm(-pcr-
4 but I have no |'oubt e \\xll msiume a nme m
e end..” Sometines o Count’ of Gravdd e
sometimes o Gount of the Ollen Cross. .He has,
put up at the Black Cross Tnn—lho nume seeims
to pease him,” :

“Herr Bantes was silent forn )onf' lnnc, musing
seriously; (nmll), [).lSaHl"‘ lllb lmnds qun.l.ly over

“leis nn(hm" It chnncc—slr'\n"e ﬁc.lk of
(.'lllllILL. “Think not of the Dead Guest, tud the
‘like. ‘Pudge!:butivisa ﬁp(‘(.l'll aceident, o m'ul
story, * {recisely in the time: of Adu.nt—lu tho
‘most dreadfil \\c.llhor—lall —blm.l.—uneurlhl_‘,"
mmplc\xon—lhe Im"er ring —the l‘r[mpn"c' T
would not Uelieve o word of it ]n)o!\-kccpcr, it
you wer¢ not a sensible.man.. Iut exeuse e 5
you heard the story of the Dead, Guest—you snw
u stranger—he hud on bluek’ eluthes,—and :in-"
stantly

un impious lmngmnuon made o ghest
and supplied what was \\"nnliuﬁ theretn,””

There the watter rested, . 116rr Bantes would
nol. ullu\\ himself' to give it unolhcr lhuu"h(.

Cemarrin 1w

THE APPEARANGE.
Tz Dead Guest was the suhjeet of *cony

sation £t the “table, during the repast. T lug

s(rnn"or, L0
winter momu'* pnrly

* i oabern,” the namie of the first Dead Grest, 4 on
reruders will reenlleet, signifies Grave.dizzersy anal A
ponkroes” means* Ulden (.russ. —T. nnsl(uori.\olc




