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OR niany years a small hut
stood in an opening in
he heart of the Black
Forest. There ivas flot
another dwelling within
iweiity miles. The hut

2was solitary, as the forest
was a solitude. An old

i couple of singularly sim-
Q~~~ pie habits had lived here

'~2T"for forty years. A haîf
acre of forest land cleared away was their
garden; and twvice a year they trudged on
foot to the nearest market and sold wvhat
they could spare from their ownecessities.
Aside from this journey they neyer went a
mile from the cottage door.

It needed but one look at the old mnan's
m-imhIing lips and bleared eyes, or to se
the childish way hie followed his wife about
and did ber bidding, to know that he wvas
a foolish, harmless felloiv, baif idiot, haif
paralytic. As for the wor-nan, hier face
showed more intelligence, but ivas even
less p!easing. Her small blue eyes were
crafty and relentless, and ber parchment
'skin had sunk into forbidding lines about
hei niouth. However, she kept herseif,
as well as the foolish old man, and the
cottage sp(otlessly dlean. If she bad been
expecting the arrivai of some dear friend
every moment, she could Pot have been
more scrupulous about swveeping the dlay
floor of ber but, or more careful to keep,
the husk rnattress in the sleeping-bof t fresh
and dry.

She and her -.husbanci workced side hy
side in the garden, seldomi exchariging a
word, in stolid peasant fashion, except
when she çalled out, Il ere, Ludwig ! »-
wantirig him to do something for hier.
The old man followed ber, indoors and
out, bis trembling lower lip banging down,
hi% vacant eyes watching her miotions and
trying to imitate thern, like a small child.

Silently thety worked together during the
day, and sileriîly they sat and srnoked
together on the bench in front of tbe 'iouse
in the evening.

As it began to grow dusk, the old ivo-
man (whom her husband called Huinta),
would take the pipe from, her blackened

teeth, and hobble down td the road that
rose aùid fell and crept away irito the dark-
ness of the forest. As long as the light
lasted, she would stand, looking întently
down the road, !:hadinig ber eyes witb both
gnarled and crooked hands; even after
pight had cor-ne she waited, listening for
hiany moments longer. WVas she expect-
ing guests?

Twelve years before, a man bad stopped
at nîgbt-fall and asked for a place to rest.
He was made welcome, as the family
depended largely for their living upofl the
G2casional travellers through the forest.
The man looked flot only tired but sick,
ate the merest mouthful of supper, and
went up èarly to the dlean hit loft, wvith
his bed of sweet-smelling husks. He did
flot corne down the next morning. To-
ward noon Hunta went up to waken bim,
thinking he would want to continue bis
journey, and found himi lying dead, with a
stain of blood onthe pillow under bis cheek.
There seemed to be nothing for then to
do but to bury hlm. It often bappened
that for six weeks together no one came
near tbe but, and Hunta's brain wvas .so
low in expedients that it neyer occurred to
ber to go twenty miles, to the nearest town
for assistance, or for a purpose other than
to seli cabbage and potatoes twice a year.
Otherwise someone rnight have corne ou.
to help) give the stranger a decent burial,
and see if there was *any clue to bis
identity.

But to Hunta, a dead man was a dead
man:. there was nothir'g to -do but to, bury
hlm. So witb only Ludwig, like a terrified
child, to help) ber, she tried to muke pre-
parations as sbe bad seen onice or twice in-
her life. Iloder the stranger's vest, she
found a heavy leather beit. She looked it
over, felt of it, and at last cut it open.
Handful after handful of gold coins slid
out on the floor. Ludwig sprang.to snatcb
some of the shining objects, but Hunta
held bis bands back.

IlNo, Ludwig, no!1" sbe cried out
sharply, *"they are for Erfurt: we'l keep
themn for hlm, tbere's a good Ludwçig."
Tremblitig with eagerness, she gathered
the gold into lier apron, and Ludwig neyer
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