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CHAPTER IX.

SIGNING THE CONTRACT.

Iu the midat of the merriment, Msrtbs sud
Margaret re-entered the spartmnt, juat back
from churcb. Martbs vas full of busines. She
bad sent for the notary, vho vas in the next
room readiug the contract 10 the asatily-assem-
bled guesta. Mathias signified bis approval by
a ilent nod, sud thon relapsed jute thought.
Meanvhile, Margaret sud Fritz atood baud-mn-
baud, spart froin tho old folks, off in a quiet
corner together.

"'Wbat a besutiful cap, Ma'mzelle Margaret,"
vbispered the. quartermaster, admiriugly ; "sud
boy it becomes you !"

IdIt vas my dean father vho brought it me
from Ribeauville."

Martha caughl the vbispered vorda. "Yes,"
she exclsimed, "Mathias is a-father Worth bav-
ing." And, lu the bomely fuiness of ber joy,
she stroked ber husbauid's istles face-some-
vbat iucautiously, as it vould seemi by the cry
that suddenly esnaped ber.

IdWbat's the matter r' cried Margaret sud
Fritz lu s breatb.

" Oh, notbiug," ropîied the moîhuer, laugb-
ing, diit vas only Mathiasi' Iristle-s that scratch-
ed my poor old bauds, bard as tbey are."

"IYou see, cried Mathias, merrlly, vbilet al
vore laugbhin g at Martba's sudden accees of ex.
treme sensibility, "id1an 10 happy to-day to
thiuk about sbaviug."

The voice vas morry, the Iaugh cbeery sud
clar; but-il died away into silence. No one
resumed the thread of the broken conversation.
Marîha ast thinkiug. Mathias atood spart,
silent sud hhougbtfal. The loversalsone con-
vorsed esgerly-esgerly ; 1 ut il vas in s mute
sud 8suent lauguage.

The stilîneas became alniost paitifnl. At
lenghh Mathias dispelled it.

id Wéll, quarterruastsr," cried ho, layiug bis
baud atlectionately ou the young man's ahoul.
der. id Well, quitermastor, Ibis is the greal
day, is it iiot V"

«'Il is, Buirgoîater," nejoined the young
mnu, bis eyes stilI fixed upon Margaret.

" Well, don't you knov vhat is customary
vhen father aund mother sud sîl consent! Wby,
3oneinIirace yonr betrothou." And, taking bis
datigltetr'- baud, hoe plsced il agaiu in Fritz'a,
l ooking aItlîhem-boih Ithe wbile, so touchingly,
so lovingly,-ah, Burgornastor, 'that look isa
botter dovry Ihait your bag of' gold. There is
nosail tîere ! No spot to waah out that eau

' neyer ho ctlsc'd !. All's gold there, pure sud
* unanullie4t. The love of s fathen for bis lys

childresi, shroiîgt-r nov than vben there vas but
one.

l4 Iluat truc, Margaret t" vhispered Fritzsoftly.

"I1 don't kuow, Fritz."
But thie yidolding of the nîsuden gave another

asaer, sud voîl could the quarterniastor resd
il. Re.s1mctfuly, almoat timudly, ho presses
bis lips to lier forebead sud folded ber in his
arma. Il vas thie happiest moment of Iheir ives.

Idlmk aIounr eblîdreru, Martha, how làappy
tbey ar-! Wheu I thiuk that vo, too, vere
once as happy, boy atrauge il sos-us 1Ilt's true,
yos, i's *rhue vovere once as happy." And the
soft tender toues retumued 10 the litirgoinasher's
voics-. until ho aened not t beho apekiug, but
raîben playing Rome instrument of vondronm
melody.

M atha vept silentl>t
66Why, you are cryiug, Marha'! Are yousorry to soc otîr cbildreu happy ?"
"1No, uo, Mathias, these are tsars of joy, aud

I caa't lelp tlhmon." And the burgoiunaster sud
bis vife veno joiued in a long loving embrace.

"1A uid nov 10 sign the contract,' cried
Mathias hesrtilv, samd, striding 10 the door, bt
sumiîioned bis fieudsansd ueigbboura te entei
the aparîmeut.

"*Trimkvelt 1 Kohol !" hoe cried, "icorne in!
Lot overy one prosent corne in. The uaost im.
portuat acta lu ife sbouîd slvays lake place ir
the presene of vituesses. Sncb vas our fatbenti
cuutnum, the obti sud boneat custom of Alaîice."

Upon 1 lie Word, a joyous strain burst from lb(
village bauî<, vbich bad bastily asseinbhed t dc
bomour tu lthe magistrats ; sud, to tlie muaic,

* fieude and xeigbours, rich sud poor, yonue
sud old, ail emiling sud happy sud gay iin boli
day gsrb, poured m tb te apsrtmoîmt. Firsi
marcbod lle Kobel, struîliug about vith all
the grand magnificence of s cock vitb Ivo boni§
lu faut, lbe funuy oîd man bad a village beaut3
ou eschb arm,-4eanne, lb. kitcheu-maid aItbh

IThon no more order vas obaerved, but ail rame
troopiug iu one after another, aud lsat of ail,
sud always late, came Bertha Scboenowald, lu
lier yellov ilk apron, the roses blooming on lber
cheek ansd merry saiedimpliug lber prtty
round face, and ahowiug sncb a sot of lO"vely
white teeth that, for my part, I tbink, I sbouîd
bave prefirred ber <-von to Fritz's bride, the ac-
knowlodged belle of the village. But then,
those wbo are old enougb to remember bier wheîi
sev as young, ail agree that sellevas the very
image of vhat bier daugbter Bertha Schwantb.
aler je nov, wbicb, perbapa, accounts for my
partislity.

Did I say Bertha came last? I was vrong;
for once, elle did îuot. 1 had forgotten tao les aa
person than g(>od Monsieur Swartz, the notary,
who entered, portfolio lu baud, and boved te
right and loft , as hoe made bie way to the table
sud seated bimself in the burgomrster's ovu arma
chair ; thon clearing bis throat, hoe begau to
read, in a full sud impreasive voico, the marriage
contract. Wben lho had concluded, hoe ad-
ded-

IlMy friendsansd vitnesgee, I bave juat read
you the contract of marriage betwoen Monsieur
Fritz Bernard, quartermaster of gendarmes, sud
Margaret Mathias, daughter of Hans Mathias,
our good sud 'honoured burgomaster, sud of bis

1no las honourod wife, Madame Martha. lias
any one aîîy observations 10 make ? If you de-
s ire it, 1 vilI read tbe contract again.

IlNo, no," cried several voicea at once
"dou't trouble yourself, Monsieur Swartz."

"lThon vo can at once take tbe signatures."
And the notary gravely rose sud bsnded the peu
to the inagistrate of theo village.

Mathiias took it, but put il down ou the
table.

IlOne moment, Mons§ieur Swartz," said ho
I b ave a fe w vords to say., Fritz, pray listen

to nie. From Ibis day I look upota you as iny
s sou, sud give into your care the future bappi-
.nesa of my darliug daughter, Margaret. You
tkuow that our children are the dearoat treasures

vo possess on esrtb, or at loast, if you do not
ýknow it yot, the day is not far distant whou

you wilI. You vill kuow Ibat in them is
yail onrjoy, ail our hope, ail our life. That
9notbing that cau serve tbom is painful to u,-
sneither toil, nor fatigue, nor privations ; at limes,

not even tain itself. To them vo sarrifice ail
thinge; sud our groatest iuiiseriea are ait notbing

a veighed against the misery of soeiug Ibona un-
s happy. You caîî underataud theu, Fritz, lîov
ta grent is iny conîfidence in you, sud how mucha
d 1 esteeni you, vbeu ho you I ani williug to on-
otrust the bappineas of the ouly ehild I 'have,

it not without fear, but even willi joy. Many rich
suitors preseiîted themsehvos, sud bad I looked

zfor nothiug bnt fortune, I might bave accepted
thoin. But far above fortunte I place courage,
probity, sud bonour, vbich so many affect to

r dospise. These are the true ricbes wbicb our
d foirefathera eateemed before us, sud whicb I prize
d higb above ail. By patience and perseveraruce
as one msy amass much unoney ; by niiserly saving

su ad bourding one may acquire too mncb. Onme
y eau never bave too nucà honour ; therefore, 1
.e rejected those vho bro.ugbt taue notbing but

à, walîlansd I take ihalo my farnily a man îvho
Le lias iiotbiug but bis courage, lis gond conduct,
sa and bais good heart. 1 choose Fritz Bernard
it because 1 kuow ho issau honeat mn, snd because
s I feel hoe vilI ruake my dear child bappy !"

IAnd nov," cried Matbiuas, lot us ig.''
"One moment, Monsieur Mathiua," inter-

ýu rupted the uotary, "lot me,'"in ny turu, say s
few vords." Thon turning to tbe asseuabled

d guesta, the old insu continued, "The word8
d thal yon have just lîeard are good words, any

friends,--wurds of visdomn, vorda of truth.
ýd They show us piainly the vhole character of oui
e burgomaster. I have assited aItuîany mar-
r riages in my life, but always have 1 seen bouse

married 10 acres, orchards te meadove, sud
pioces.of silver to pieces of gold. But to bave a

îbaud lun îarrying fortunte 1 hionour, industry,
ýn and fair faune, that is vbat I like ; sud, believe
-s' me, for I bave some expprionce of tbe vays ofîthis

P world, hlieve me vbeîî 1 say Ibat this marriage
e yl ho a good msrriage- simd a happy marriage.
o0 1 arsy on s ay sncb nions are nol heard of

r' 0ooften iiow as tlîey uso-d 10o. "
ig And the oid man took srnighty pinch of
i. cnf; thon hurning bto te burgoiniaster, bie ad.
il ded, "Monsieur Mathias, I vould like to shake
il bands witb you. You bave spokon veli 1'
8. 111 said vlîat I meat," replied Matîia, car.
Ly dially slîakiug the nid man's baud. IlAndi now
oe to busitacasî," hoe sdded, aud turning fo the desk
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"It is too much, burgornaster 1" expostulated
the bridegroom.

"lNonsense, Fritz, nonsense. When Martha1
and myseif are gone, there'll be more, tbere'll be1
more." Then abandoning the grave solemn toneg
in which hehad been speaking for one lighter1
and freer, but equally impressive, hoe contiuued,1
"'And nov, Fritz, I want you te, mako me one1
promise."1

"What promise, Monsieur Mathias ?" asked1
the q nartermaster, rathor surprised.1

44Youiig men are ambitious ; it's quite na-jtural they should be. Now, no doubt, an active,
enorgetic young fellow like youraelf wiul not
have long to wait for advancement. The profeet
may, in a year or so, namne you lieutenant in
some other. village of the dopartment ; ahould
hoe do so, you must promise meto remembor that
Margaret i8 our only cild-that we canuot live
witbout hier. You must promise me to romain
in this village as long as Martha and myself are
still alive. Do you promis3e that 1"

Did Fritz besitate long? No. What was
ambition èompared to love, compared te, the
duty of striving to cloar off the heavy debt of

g ratitude lie owed the burgomastor?1 Whatever
lingering longings lho might havc ostertaiued
were soon dîaipellod. Margarot's wistful look
decided him.

"I do promise," hoe cried.
"Thon I have your word of honour, givon

before ahl 1"
"'Yes, my word of honour given beforo ail."

A hearty shako of hand clinched the bargain,
wbile acclamations of joy burst sympathetically
from ail around. Mathias only turned aside
and murmured, "l'Twas uocesaary." Ris voice
seemed thon 10 grow cheery again, and turning
te, the notary, hoe cried morrily, Il nov for tho
contract !-

Tbe deed lay atrotchod hefore hitu. Tbe pen
was in bis band, his fingora touched the paper.
Why did hoe pause? Whouce the audden pale.
nes that spread like a ghastly winding-sheet
over bis foaturest Why did hie whi8per to hlm.
seif, "Tho bella-the bella again !" and thon,
with a auddon and suprome efrort, dig his namo
into tho paper ? Why baîf dash tho peu upon
the table, then quddonly pause and lay it care-
fuily dowu, witb a furtive glanco arouud, as if
fearing that ail eyosi were upon him? Why
then turu away, wipe the cold sweat from his
fevered brow, aund drink oagerly the glass of
water beqide him, as tbougb bis throat wero
parclîod ?

No onie noticed bin>, bowever. Ail eyes wore
beut on Fritz, who advanced to aigu the docu-
ment. Fsthor Triukvolt canght the young mn
by the aleeve. "l' t ian't every day you igu
sncb a cantract as that V" Why did Mathias
start sud turu fiercely upon the old forester, and
thon join so freely in the merry laugh that
greoted the old mansa jot? Whetber witb
reason or witbout, hoe did Bo, for Mathias was
jîl at ease to-dsiý.

Martba had mnade bier cross on the paper, and
Margaret lad scrawled ber namne juat below, in
characters as big suid ungsinly as aho hersoîf
was fair and winsome. The contract waa
sigued, and the weddiug miglît begin as soon as
the parties pleaged.

"lAnd nov, just one waltz," cried Mathias,
"aud thon to diiîner !"

111Yea, ve," re-ecbo.,d froin twenty merry
lads and lassos ut once; and Bertha Scboe-e
wald juinped about and clappelier banda with
delight at tbe prospect of a dance.

Stop, stop 1" criel Father Triukvelt; "Ifirat
wo must bave the song of the betrothal. On a

eday like tlîis we can't do withont it. Corne,
Margairet, soing it for us."
1 No foolish mock înodesty hindered our little

Lmaid. All voictes joining in the tequest, Mar-
garet eit once consented. Imiliediately the room
vas eleared for the waltz, wbile the village

1nusîcians tunod up their fiddlea, sud began 10
scraptiout t hié.011 air peculiar to the village, Ihat
is knonui ail the eouutry rouîîd,-yea, and
across the Rhine too, as the. air of Lauter hack.
Margaret sang :

Suitors of wealtb sud high degree,
Inl style superbly grand,

Tendered their love on bended knoe,
And aougbt to win my baud;

r But a soldier bravo came to woo;
* No maid such love could spuru;

Proving lus beart was fond aud true,
Won my heart in returu.

Howdui_ ad a3pi1to w-ds1ok o paer

chatting away, and rattling their enuif-boxes,
unconsciously beating time to, the air. Only
Mathias is uilenat. The last verse has been aung,
the chorus is over and the dance in good earn-
est commenced. kathias starts. " Bells, belle;
belle again !" Hie murmura, and glares round
to see if it be a trick practiced upon him. 0f
those innocent faces none is open to suspicion.
They dance and dirnce, and louder and louder
the belis jangle and janglo, until a perfect storm
of sound seema to howl around. " Ring on,
ring on !" howls out he in return ; and snatching
Martha from old Trinkvelt, round and round
he whirls her in the giddy waltz, frantically
yelling, " 1Ring on, ring on; I defy yon 1"

PART THIRD.

THE OEILS ARE SILENCED.
CHAPTER X.

THE LOYERS' TÂLK.

The belle were drowned in the shouts and
merry laughter of the gueste. The music ceased
at last, and tireil out wlth the waltz, and with
an appetite sharpened by exertion, the burgo.
mastor's friends made tho best of thoir way to
the 6Gaststube to partake of the burgomaster's
dinner. And it was a dinner!1llow on oarth
Madame Mathias had managed to, make so fine
a sproad on so short a notice, was what Bertha
Schoenewald neyer could understand. But then
Bertha Schoenewald had the reputation of neyer
understanding anything. Any one but Bertha
would have known that Martha was not a wo-
man to bo taken by surprise. What a splendid
meal she had providedl Thero, in front of
Mathias, was a great boar's head, fiankod by a
splendid haunch of venison, which Kobel had
especially undertaken to provide,-and good it
was too, juet hung to a nicety. On the oppo-
site aide of the table, for in Alsace our hoat and
hostees ait in the centre, and are not selfishly
stuck. off in state at the two ends, miles apart
from each other ; on the othor aide, 1 say, in
front of Madame Mathias, were two beautiful
sucking pige stuffed with some delicions herba
that gave them a rare and tompting flavour.
Then at the top of the table, where *Father
Trinkvelt prosided, what a mountain of beef
was that that reared itself aloft thore, and ai-
most completoly obscured the old man from our
aight, while botween it and the Westphaiian
hama that guarded the other end of the board,
were scattered rost fowla, Strasburg pies, odor-
iferous omelettes, broiled fiah, and beautiful
plunip brown sausages rolling in oceans of
gravy.

And the wine 1 What Rikevir ! What Huon-
evir 1 Ay, and aparkling white wine too, ail
the way from that precious field, the Clôs'Vou.
goot, on the other aide of the Voages. Nor was
thisalal. There wore better winos nearor home
that had not been forgotten. Even Dr. Olauter
and Kobel, the moat exacting connoisseurs in
ail the country lound, doclared themselves sur-
prised and dolighted. Assuredly the burgo.
master had not beon to Ribeauvillo for nothing.

For awhilo after the dinner had beon con-
sumed the guostasmat still drinking. Then the
room was cloared for the waltz, and frosh bot-
ties brought in. Tho musicians were ready,
nought was wanting but the bride and bride-
groom to open the bail. Whero were they-!
Who had soon Margaret aud Fritz slip away so
unfairlyT1 No one. After sbouting in vain for
the delinquents, the dancera were fain to begin
without them. Were they flot lovera?1 And had
thoy not a right to go off and hide in a corner
alone, to have a quiet chat togethor ? So Mar-
gai et and Fritz thought as tbey mat, baud-mn-
b aud, cosily ouaconced behind the great stove

)in the kitchen. Ever and anou msome one came
)to the door and summoneil tbom, but receivod
Lno açtswer, and soon, in the general revelry, the

causera of ail the mirth woro forgotten.
'Ita it true, Margaret," whiapered Fritz,

"that we are to be marriod to-morrow-quito
true ?"

I think so, Fritz," muruiured aho, in re-
turu. 111 Are you sorry to hear it ?"

"1Sorry ? How can you ask that, Margaret 1"
No, no ; I can scarcely trust my own senses. I
cau acarcely beliovo ao mucb happinesau.
really be mine. As long as 1 livo, Margaret, 1
shall remomber the firat time 1 saw you. It was
in the beginning of last spriug -not a yoar ago.
What an age it seema! You were standing in
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