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asking. Some day some rich young fellow will
come by hore, the son of a great brewer, or
notary, or burgomaster, and he will say to him-
solf, ¢ That little girl ploases me 1’ Then good.
bye toall iy hopes.  She will marey him the
day after.

“ But 1 would not,”

¢ Not il you had loved him 1"

¢« How could I do that,” whispered she softly,
almost innudibly, ‘“ when [ loved another 1

“ Oh, Margaret, you will never know how
heppy those words make mo--no—no —you will
never, never know.”  And Fritz pressed his
lips to her forehend, and she held down her
head and blushed, but not for shawe.

 Anddo {ou remember, Margaret, that other
“day, when the harvest was nearly over, when
they were bringing in the last load of sheaves,
and you sat on the top of them on the waggon,
with three or four other girly of the village
You were singing old, old nirs.  Your voice 1
heard from afar, and at once 1 said to myself,
¢ She is there ' ‘Then 1 beran immediately to
gallop down the road after you. Then snddenly,
when you saw me, you ceased singing. The
others cried to you, ‘Sing, Margaret, sing.’
‘Why did you refuse

1 don't know-—T—1 wus ashined.”

“¢ Bot you did not care for me then 1

0N, yes, indeed,”

* Youloved me then, Margaret 17

““Yes,”

¢ Sweet Margaret ' You don't know how sad
it mademe. 1 thought to myself, * She is too
proud to sing before s poor quartermaster of
grendarmes,

“Oh, Fritz!”

“Yey, it made me very sad, and 1 was silent
aud melancholy, until old Riber asked me what
was the matter. T would not confiss it to him,
wo 1 answered him xhortly, ¢ Nothing.  Look
after your duty ! Yon had better do that than
took after me.” 1 was angry with myself then,
and went home, and made so many mistakes 1o
wmy report that I was obliged to get up early the
next day to write it afresh.”

“Noyou loved me then "

¢ Indeed, 1did. }iv-.-r}' tiane that | ]m:«’ﬂn:d
your father's hotuse, and saw vou look out ="

“ 1 always looked out.
g well enough.”

“Every time 1 saw vou 1 thought to myself,
* What apretty girl 1 What a pretty girl ! Who-
ever gets hier will be ucky -luckier than 1 shall
}Il',.' '

*CAwld yet vou canme every evening.'”

“Yex, after T had finished my daty. 1 was
always first in tne fPaststuie. 1 opretended |
came for a glass of beers and when you brought

Oh, | heard you com-

itme yourself, 1 conld not help Blushing,  Was
it not foolish for an old soldier to bhlush ——one

who had been five vears fightiug iy Spain > And
vet it is trae. Perhaps you saw me blush o

“Oh, ves:and T owas glad 17 And the happy
lovers looked wt one another, and laughed at
their own happiness,

*Oh, Margaret, Margaret,” cried he, press.
ing her hands, © how 1 dove vou, how 1 lave
you "'

“And 1 too, Fritz ¢ | ove youl”

“ Rince when I

< oh, from the very beginuing : from the
cvery day that T aaw yeiro 1 was siting at the
window spinning, when Jeanne, who was with
we, looked up at me and said, © Here comes the
new quartermaster.’ 1 drew aside the curtain
and looked out. Then | saw you on horseback
1iding away, amd at once I thonght to mysell,
* 1 wonld Jike to have him for my hostand.” ™
Aud the little maiden hid her face with her
hands, ashumed of the geutle confession.

Fritz drew her close to him, and continued, in
= whisper, “And to think that, hald it vot Leen
for old Riber, I would never have dared to ask
your {ather for you. You seemed so much above
a simple quarternister of  gemdarmes that 1
should never have ventured.  Shall T tell you
how it ull came abont, and will you believe
wme !’

“No
same.”’

CWell, one evening as we were washing
down our horses, old Riber turned suddenly
round to wme, and said, ** Quariermaster, yvou
Tove Ma'mzelle Mathias! 1 was too ashamed to
reply. ¢ Why don't you ask ber father to give
herto you U What ! to me { Do you think 'm
afool ¥ How can a young girl like that ecare for
a quartertnaster of gendarmes 2 Yon dou't kuow
what you are talking about, Riber I ¢ Don’t I'?
Ma'mzelle always has o pleasant ook for you.

Whenever the burgomaster meets you hie cries
out to you, from across the road even. ** Good
day, Monsieur Fritz, how are yon?  Why don’t
you cotne to sev me oftener? My cousin Bloek
has sent me some Wolxheimer ; come in, we'll
have a gluss together. T like active voung fellows
like you," ' And Riber was right. Yoeur father
was always very kind to me.”

“ Oh, yes 5 he ix so good.” .

“ Yes, indeed, that 1 knew ¢ but how could 1
believe that there wasany hope for me 7 He was

"vory kind to give me his good wine, but there
was a vast ditlference between that and giving
ute his deughter. Ko | said to Riber, * To show
you that 1 am not so foolish as you think, [ am
going to apply to the prefect to be sent to an-
other arrondissoment.” ¢ Don’t do that, don't
do that,’ he cried ; “don’t do that. 1am sure
all will go well.  Take courage, quartermaster
--take courage. For a brave man, who has
faced the enemy’s fire before now, you seem
strangely to lack heart. However, if you are

matter about that, Tell me all the

afraid, and don't dare to ask, why, 1 will’
““You? 'Yy, I,

And, without another word,

off he went, without giving me time to answer.
Oh, Margaret, he had scarcely passed the door
before I ran to call him back? ~ But ho was out
of sight. My head swam. I way ashamed of
mysell. 1 hid behind the shutters of my bed-
room, and watehed and watched, waiting for
Rtiber to come down the road, Hour after hour
seemed to pass, and yet he did not come. All
the while | was thinking to myself, * The bur-
gomaster is very polite ; he will make no end of
excuses ; he will tell Riber that his danghter is
too young; that she has time to wait; and
finally, they'l turn the old man out of doors.’ ”

¢ Poor Fritz 1
C O Welly at last Hiber turned the coruer, ory-
ing out, * Quartermaster, quartermaster, where
the devil are yout” So I came down from my
hiding-place, and asked, ¢ Have they refused
‘Refused! Notabitof it ! They are all de-
lighted - the burgomaster and Madame Martha.’
¢ And Mademoiselle Margaret " 1 asked. “‘Ma-
demoiselle Margaret, too, of course,’” he ecried
merrily.  Then, when 1 Licard that, 1 was so
bappy that—you know old Father Riber is not
Yreuy to look at !'—well, ugly as he is, 1 caught
i round the neck, and hugged and hugged
him for joy.”

Aud suiting the action to the word, the young
man embraced his betrothed, who laughed mer-
rily.

The laugh betrayed them. It was heard by
the watehful mother in the next room, who had
begun to feel anxious at the protracted absence
of her ehild. *“ There they are, there they are,”
sried Martha.  And in another moment the kit.
chen was filled with the gibiog friends of the
voung couple, wha to escape their jests were
fain to take retfuge in the danee,

CHAPTER XI.
THE BURGOMASTER 15 GRSTINATE.

It were easy to dwell upon the festivities,
which, begun after church time, were continued
until midnight. 1t were pleasant to tell how
Tony  Schwanthaler  kissed pretty Bertha
Scheenewald in the corner, and how old Kobel
heard the sonad thereof, and exposed the cul-
prits on the spot, causing ne little hilarity
amone the puests at the time, and what was far
more important, the marriage of the twe otfend.
ers six months afterwards, a4 marriaze which
Tony had every reason to rejoice in, It were
pleasant, tos, to tell how Kobel himself was
caught tripping # minute after, tryiug to snatch
a kiss from little Jeanne 1 how the laugh was
turned against him, and how bravely he bore it.
A thousand merry fucidents could be narrated
that would fill a valume, but they would but
hinder the progeess of our story, to fet them b
forgotten.  Late at wight, long past eleven,
Mathias bade good-night  to the most of hi
visitors, and with a few more intimate friends
retired from the merryomaking, vot to his own
chamber on the ground floor, but to a smaller
one abave.

He wonld sleep thereo Tt was no use argning
with him. The room below was too hot,
bargomaster had evidently been dvinking hard.
His voice was thick. e reeled to his chair, aud
fell into it,

“ Aud w0 vou have determined to sleep here
to-uight, Mousienr Mathias ¥ It was Fiitz
who spoke. He could not understand the burgo.
master’s eaprics.

“Yes, T have determined,”” answered Mathias,

* 1 have determined. 1 want  air.
what is necessary for my condidon.
was the catise of my aceident. This room s
cooler. 1 shall not need to fear a return of the
fit.  Leave ure here alone, and Jet me do as 1
please, will you t”

© et him alone, Frity,

I know

’

witte —far too much, and when he is thus, he iy

o

very obstinate.
A barst of langhter tang ont from below.
¢ Listen,”” cried Kobel, who wasin much the

same condition as the burgomaster, *¢ listen to |

those jolly topers below.
velt, come lot's rejoin the revellems,”

“ No, no,” eried Trinkvelt. “not 1. I won't
ga back without Mathins. Why should he desert
us just when we're beginning thoroughly to en-
Joy ourselves

“ Becanse ] please,” cried the bargomaster,
impatiently.  * What more wonid you have !
From noon to midnight is surely enovgh 1

* Matbias is perfectly right, Trinkvelt,” in.
terposed Martha.  Dr. Glauter told him to be
eareful of the white wine he drank, or it might
some day do himan ill turn.  He has already
taken too much since this morning,  1f he be.

gins again now, he will beill to-morrow. Heis

not strong enough vet to run such risks.”

¢ Lot Jeanne bring me « glass of water 1 that
isall T want, It will ealm me—it will calm
me.”

The burgomaster was interrupted by the ap-~

pearaneeat the door of half-adozen more of his
friends, all slightly elevated with drink.

“Good  evening, burgomaster,” cried Touy
Schwanthaler, stamding in the doorway @ ¢ we're
sotting on very well down-stairs.  Ouly what
30 you think has happened ' The night watch.
man is below, and wants to have us all driven
homie and the house closed.  He says it's long
pust hours.”

¢ (iive him hisfall of wine,” cried Mathias to
his wife, ¢ and then-—good-night to you all t”

“ pPshaw,™ eried Trinkvelt, staggering as he

+

spoke ; ““pshaw, for a burgomaster there ought
to bie no regulations !

The H

The heat .

" whisperel Margaret ; .
“ he has been drinking a great dead of white |

Come, Father Trink.

Matbias turned fiercely. ¢‘ Regulations made
fa{]r gll," cried he angrily, *“ must be obeyed by
all!

“Very well, burgomaster,” retorted Trink-
velt, “ dou't get angry. We're going, we're
going.” )

““Yes, yes ; go and leave me to myself.”

“ Don’t thwart him,” interposed Martha ;
¢ you had better let him have his own way."”

‘ Very well, burgomaster,” cried old Trink-

velt, cheerily ; ‘1 wish you calm repose and no
unpleagant dreams.”

Mathias started.  “1 never dream,” he ex-
claimed fiercely. Then he added more com-
posedly, “ Good-night, good-night."”

The good-night was re-echoed by the revellers
as they made their way to the (Zuststub below.
Mathias was alone with his family. Even they
did not gtop long. * One after another bade the
head of the houschold good.-bye, and descended
to do the same for their guests, Margaret was
the lut to leave the room.  Mathias was
alone.

The solitude seewed to please him. He rose,
und staggering 1o the door, locked itaud put the
key into his pocket. Then in a thick, husky,
drunken voice he exclaimed exaltingly, At
last I am alove ! To-night 1 can sleep in peace !
Should any new danger threaten me--me, the
father-in-law of the quartermaster, 1 could sunap
my fingers at it! Oh, what a power —what a
power it is to know how to guide oneself throngh
life ! You must hold good cards, M wthias, good
cards as you have done ; and if you only play
them well, vou can laugh at ill-luek® Luek?
Tuere’s no such thing as Juck ' We maks our
own luck, and they are lucky who wateh the
chance of making it te suit themselves.”

At this moment the door of the inn oprued
below, und the merry revellers were heard leav-
ing for their homes, singing in chorus as they
went.  Mathias raised the curtain to watch them

“Ha, ha!” he murmured ; *“those jolly
topers have all they ean carry ! What holes in
the snow they'll make before they reach their
homes. How strange ! Wine—one gliss of wine
—makes everything around ane look beantiful.
Drink—drink ; how strange thai drink shouid
drive away care ! Well, Mataias, evervthing
gees well with vou.  Your daughter’s contract
signed, your genduarme caught, vou vourself rick,
prosperous, respected, happyt No one can hear
you how, so dream as much as vou please,  No,
no ! No more folly, no wore dreams, no wore
bells janzhing fo vour vars. You have conguer-
edthat: its over @ it will trouble vou no mare.”’

And Mathias extinguished his light and sank
upon his conch-—ta dream.

i To he comitinesd

A TITRKISIT N0yl WEDDING.

The following d =seription of the recent mar-
Lringe of Nuile Sultang, one of the two imperial
{ brides, is Ly an English Jady who was an invit.
¢ ed guest 1 —On our arrival at the house, @ large

Cbhwlding situated up a steep narrow street, not |

Var from Dohma PBaghrehe Palace, we were
ushered by halfa.doson eunuchs  through an
ante-room, in which lounged & few attendants,
intoa ige aparrment crowded with shaves, There
e were requested to wait, as the sultana hal not
cvet completed her toilet s cofee and cigareties
being placed befure us to while away time,
Searcely a pretiy face was to he secnamony them.
The women were fat and coarse, the giels Sl
and sallow ; all xeemed out of hedth, all had the
same sullen, submissive, Lalfiidiotte air which
the hard lot of these poor crestures nearly in-
variably stamps npon them, and which even the
excitement of the moment could nat banish.
. Not a Turkish lady was present, the pridhe of the
Cfreesborn forbidding them ever to visit, save by
express comiand, the Imperial seraglios, where
¢ they would have to humiliare themselves to mere
purchased slaves.  But in their stead, perhaps a
couple of hundred gaviyv-attired wttendants from
the other palaces mingled with the household as
; representatives of the princess’ relatives. We
cwere  just begiuning to tire of watching the
throng, when the stiv without proclaimed the
coming of the bridegroom, a mun of twenty-four
years of age, short, and inclined to stoutness,
but uot wantiug in certain comeliness.  Naile
Sultana had berself chosen hinr at the Fridav's
selamdik. This power of selecting s husband,
by inspection as it were, is @ privilege of prin-
cesses of the House of Othiman, and is carried 1o
csuch an extent that even if the Tavared gentle.
man already possesses a wife he must divoree her
amd wed the sultana.  Cases of this kind are
rare, hut one at least ha< occurred during the
latter halt of the present century, when an otlicer
was campelled, much against his will, to comply
with the custom.
“ consolation in keeping his diseardel love ina
Cseparate  establishment, 8 proceeding which is
_supposed never to have reached the ears of his
royal partuner. In the present instanee, on the
contrary, Mehemet Bey was quite ready to em-
brace the chance which fortune offered him. Poor
and without interest, a simple aide-de-camp,
uneertain of promotion, he suddenly tinds him.
self the husband ol his sovereign’s sister, @ ge-
neral and highuess to boot. His appearnes
was the signal for a frantic rush, to which he
responded by seattering quantities of silver pins.
tres (in olden days they would have been golden
liras) among the slaves. The scramble that en-
sued batlles description. Funuchs and  girls
fought aud tore each other in their eagerness to
obtain the coveted coins, whicl are understond
to bring extraovdinary good luek to thetr happy
possessors, 8o greal was the confusion that the

bridegroom could not force his way, which being
perceived by an old woman, chief of the harem,
shie seized n thick rod and laid indiscriminately
around her with unsparing fury. On breasts,
hacks, heads, and legs deacended the sharp cats,
but the slaves seemed not to éare; long acquain-
tance with the stick had possibly rendered them
callous to its sting, or else the pressure from
behind did not allow the foremost to retreat, till
at length, every piece having been picked up,
the mass of heated, disheveﬁed, and bruised
women fell back and permitted the bridegroom
to pass, for the first time, into the presence of his
bride. The ceremony of marriage was then
immediately performed, but only witnessed by
the sultana’s mother. It merely consisted in the
imaum tying them together with a rope, and
declaring them man and wife.  Directly this was
over, Mehemxt Pacha escaped by a side entrance,
to avoid being mobbed andbuffeted, according to
the common practice of the slaves, who must
have been appeased by unlimited backsheesh. As
soun as the doors were thrown open the whole
mob poured helter-skelter into the inner cham-
ber, where the bride was sitting in state with a
sister by her side.  All the slaves, and also the
few Armenian ladies who had been invited, bent
humbly down, and kissed the hem of her gar-
ment: but with us she shook hands without
rising, aud motioned us to chuirs very near her.
A fudr, sweet-faced wornan of some twenty-two
summers is Naile Sultana.  She was dressed in
a loose-titting Turkish robe of rose-ceolored silk,
s - with gold, whilst a lang white gauze veil,
likewise embroidered with gold, droaped down
from hehind the little cap that surmounted her
tightly drawn up hair.  On her shapely hands
and bosom sparkled magnificent diumonds, Her
single-button gloves had burst in fastening, and
altog-ther her toilet was far luss perfect and rich
than we had expected.  Close by stood her mo-
ther, a iight-eyed, plain-featured old lady, whe
being a slave, cannot publicly sit in presence of a
prineess, although her own daughter, but whao,
gool woman, accepted the strange position with
the strongest marks of pride anl pleasure, con-
tenting herselt with arranging from time to time
the folds of the bride’s enormous train orsweeps
of the veil, and repulsiog several attempts made
by the slaves to pay ber o much mespest. o
the suter room further refreshinents wers: broughs
ns and with them appearsd the sultana's sister,
win wished thus to pay us a compliment,  Her
shaves tunmedi dely han le d her elgarettes: but she
steaadily refitse | to shock oar Exiopean prejadices
by smoking, aud when we left she rose with
ready courtesy to retura in the graceinl Turkish
ashion to our parting bow,

THE NN DTHO GOT VR

Three or four davs agoa vitizen of Bronson
street callad at the Gratton Avenue Station to
say to the captain that he suspected o plot on
the part of his wife to elops with 2 neighbour of
his who was not only a warried man, bat the
father of seven children,

“What makes vou suspect
asked the capain,

CCWell, my wife has been kiwder pickin® up
Ler duds, asking abour traiox, and tryving to get
me to g0 away on a visit,”

¢ Auul about this neighbour ¥

SOWell, he and my wite are talking over the
feace about half the time and throwing Kisses
weh other the other half. 1 don’t care to
aise a row over this thing, but I'd kinder like
to stop ‘emn from runnin’ away.”

“AWell, you must take your own way to frus-
trate it, unless vou go to the poalice justice.  Be
careful, hoewever.  Anger or jedousy may get
vou into tronble."”

f9ah, T be eareful,” was the ealm assue-
ance, as the citizen went his way, to be heard
of 1o mwore until vesterday evening, Theu he
ealled a passing patrolman into his house to ask
farther advice.

“You see, they had it all planned to elape,”
he explained:

b \‘!‘S."

“ But 1 ogot Tem.”

¢ How 17

He took the luvp and led the way to the
wood hed,  The neighbour, deessed in his San-
day suit, was tied up in one corner, and the res
ereant wife occupied an enpty dry
in the other. .

HGot e last might at ¢ oeloek,” said the
husbamd, *and Pve put in the whole day
telling ‘em what 1 thiuk of such business.
Guess ['d better et them off now, hadn't |¢7

The afli er thonght so, and the neighbour
was ledd to the door, and the hasband sad 1—

suchoa plety”?

. i
RO is hox

Being rich however he sought |

¢ Now you tret, and il you ever try to run
away with my wife again PH—1"1 be hanged if
1 don't go over and tell your wife about it '™

He then tarned to his wife, wantied the cords
and said 1 *¢1 amess vou teel ashamed of this,
and there ain’t no need to say any more about
it. 1 atn't very mal this time, bat if you try
it again there’s ne knowing what 1 may Jdo.™

“Well 17 gasped the odicer, as he drew along
breath.

CAVell, didn't Toget ‘em ¥ chuckled the
hushand i proud delight. 1 may look like s
spring chicken, but Uav uo tool, and don’t yon
forget it.—Detrait Free Press,

ORGAN FOR SALK.

From one of the lLiest manutictories of the
Dominion.,  New, and an excellent instrann ut
Will be soll cheap. ~ Apply at this ottice.




