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pect anything. Yes,” he added, sottling him.
solf quietly in his chair, *“ yos, they are great
fools. But—after all, that Parisian, whom I
saw at Ribauville, -he wan the real cause of the
whole atluir. The fellow had actually made
me norvous. When he wanted to send me
asloep as well a8 to rest, the thought instantly
cawe into my mind, *Stop, stop, Mathias ; this
sending you to sleep may be an invention of
the devil, you might relate certain incidents of
your past life, ou must be cleverer than that,
Mathias ; you mustn’t run your neck inte a
halter, you must be cloverer than that ; ah, you
must be cleverer than that., You'll die an old
mun yot, Mathias, and the most highly respect-
able in all the country round.  You'll ave your
children happy in each other's love, sud round
your knees grandchildren will cluster. Then,
after a while, they'll put a fine large stone over
your grave and carve on it, letters of gold
from top to bottom, describing your virtues,
and say at last how calinly you sank to sleep in
the pence of the Lord.'  Only this”-—and the
mocking curl of the lip was gone, the mouth
was close shut as if to show the immutability of
his resolution. ““Ouly this, Mathins, —as vou
dream and are apt to talk in your dreams, and
poor dear Martha caunot help chattering like a
magric when the doctar's about—for the future,
you'll sleep alone, in the reom above, the door
locked and the key safe under your pillow,
They say walls have ears,—~well, let them hear
as much as they will )"

And taking another long pinch of suuff, the
burgomaster rose from his chair, and began
weing the apartment. He was thinking., At
{cngth he stood still, and drew forth a bunch of
keys fromm his pocket.  “ And now,” he c¢on.
tinued in a low voice, scarcely above a whisper,
‘““and now to count the dowry of sweet Mar-
paret—to be paid to our dear son.in-law,” and
the words camne slowly as if with diffienlty,
' that our Jdear son-in-law may love us 1~

Oh, what « sigh was there!  Go on, burgo-
waster ! Go to your desk, unlock it, and take
from it your bag of gold,  Empty the contents
on the table, and pass vour fingers gloatingly
threugh the shining pieces!  You say there are
three thousand crowns? 'Tis a great deal of
money. How brightly those beautiful new
lonis glisten ! Had 1 that bag full of gold, |}
could set up as a master saddler myself, instead
of working in eld Ferrus's shop, and that cross-
grained old curmudgeon, Bertha Schwanthaler's
father would not lmﬁ( Ao soUr at me from behind
his great choppen of beer which he sits drinking
in the shady arbor of a Sunday afternoon,
whilst Bertha and | are waltzing on the green
just bevond., There would be no chance for
young Ferrus then, whom I kuow to be an utter
fool, not fit to be a robbler, much less master
saddler, anid pretty Bertha's husband. But |
suppose he wi‘l be both, for 1 have not the gold,
and he has. Wil vou sell your bagful, burgo-.
master?  Shall T tuke home with me the golrfen
load? Yes, 1 may have it and welcome, if 1
will take the load from your consciencs as well,
No, burgomaster, no ; keep vour mouney. Not
for ten times as much would [ be laden with
the rross that you mast bear for everand ever.

“Theee thronsamd crowns,” muttered the bur.
gomaster, counting the pileces together, and
deing them up iuto long rouleanx,

from the piece of gold, though he stretched out
his hand towards it. Instinctively he scemed
to dlstm{guiyh it from the rest, e raised it and
conveyed it mechanically towards the bag,
guzing furtively round the room the while, as if
foarful of spics and watchers. He had opened
the sack, and was just about to drop the gold
in, when a thought struck him. Seizing the
bug in one hand, the money in the other, he
held them at arm's length spart. ** No, no !
he cried, *“not for them.” How inexpressibly
soft and tender the words were, ** Not for them,
for me {**

He uttered no groan as he placed the blood-
stained gold in hiy own pocket, and moved to-
wardy the desk to got another piece to replace
it. Willingly would the weary heart have
poured forth sighy and moaus to ease it of its
choking burden. It was not to be. He had
begzun, —he must go on.

Mathias stood by the table, half leaning, half
sitting on the great high-backed chair. He was
thinking.

“That girdle,” murmured he, *“did us a
good turn. Without it, without it, we were
ruined ! Yey, in another week the bailiff Ott
would have driven up in his sledge. 1n another
week we should have Leen houseless, homeless,
penniless, turned out into the snow to starve.
But,”” and he smiled a ghastly, bitter, sickly
smile, ‘‘ we were prepared. We had the mouney.
Martha's uncle Martin died and left us a great
legacy. If Marthsa only knew the legacy he left
us ! Poor Martha "' Aud the weary head sank
again, Snddenly it rose.  Mathias stood erect.
He listened. ¢ Bells! bells " he muttered,
and held his hands to bis ears.  *“ Bells ! bellg !
Oh ! they imust come from the miil.” He
rushed to the door and flung it open, shouting
in a harsh, coarse voice, for Jeanne. The little
kitchen-maid entered, decked out in her Sunday
finery, the innocent girlish face wearing a look
of wouder at the grufl summons.

‘“1s there any one at the mill ¥’ asked Ma-
thias, roaghly.

** No, Burgomaster,”

*“Why, don’t you hear the sound of bells 1"

** No, Burgomaster, 1 hear nothing."”

t“&trange,”’ he murmured to himself ; ““it’s
gorie now.”  Then he added aloud; ** What are
vou doing ¥’

‘1 was realding, Burgomaster.”

‘“ (thost stories, eh

*“Oh no, Burgomaster, [ was reading such &
srrange story ; about a band of robbers being

i discovered after twenty-three had passed. They

lived in a little village in Switzerland, and the

i whole history of their murders was brought to

light through the blade of an old knife having
been found in a blacksmith’s shop, hidden away
under a pile of rusty iron. They captured all of

i thewn at once: the wother, two sons, and the
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dowry for Margaret--a tine dawry for the hus. *

band of Margaret.
lucky.
to start

Those youug folks are very
in iife with.

ol his voice suited well with the sombre expres.
sion of his feataures, as he foreed the wornds out.
Y Well,” he continued, ** he's a clevar fellow, is
Fritz. Yes,
blind. No, no! he's n clever fellow 18 Fritg,
and quite capable of getting on a right truck.
The first time 1 saw bun 1 said to myself, * You

i master to admire.

grandfather. They were tried, and then hanged
side by side. Look, Hurgomaster, there's the
picture,” and Jeanne held the book up for her
He dashed it angrily to the
ground,

* Have you nothing better to do?’ he asked,
then, without waiting for an answer, he added,
““fio, go 1"

The girl picked up her bock and retired, sore-
ly puzzled at her master's strange conduct.
““ What's got into his head,” thought she, asshe
sitered ber kitchen, At that moment, however,

i Kobhel pussed her window, and the little maid's

No one gave me three thousand crowns |
[ had to earn it all-~to |
earn it all-—to earn it all,” and the gloomy tone

1

uot a helz, half deaf and half

tloughts ran on something else. )
“Not like that,” ejaculated Mathias, fiercely,
“ ot like that, awn 1 to be caught.” Then hear.
ing A tap st the casement, he added, *‘It's
Fritz.  Come in, Fritz, comein,” and sweeping
the remainder of the gold into the bag, ke locked
it up in his Jdesk, and turned to shake hands

s with the quartermaster.

sbhall be my son-in-law, awd then if anything

should come to light, vou'll hush it up for vour
own sake.”

The dowry was almost conuted,  From time
to time the burgomaster had stopped to examine
some ona piece particularly, weighing it well on
the end of his fiuger, as if determined that his
daughter and her husband should have good
measure,  This occupation lasted for some time,
saud now it was almost finished.  Only abont a

¥

the and Margaret were al churcht

seore of lovin lay scattered about on the table,

Oue of these attracted Mathias® eye.  He took
it up and exawmined it more attentively.

A })iecc of old gold,” said he. Suddenly he
cast it from hito with & cry, and in a scarcely
audible whisper, murmured, ** That came from
the girdle.”
Mathiay's hend sank on

hia breast. What

CHAPTER VI
WHY THE QUARTERMASTER CAME LATE,

* Well, burgomaster,” cried Fritz, as he en.
tored, ' 1 hope you ure better 1"

“Oh, I am well, Frite 1" returned Mathias,
in a boisteronsly wmerry tone; ““1'm  well
What do vou think I’ve been doing while Mar.
Can't you
guess, el I

“ Not 1,” rejoined the young man.

“Well, I've been counting Margaret's dewry
—-it good soundiug louis Jors, There's always a

“ groat pleasure in looking at the gold you have

The piece fell on the table, and’

thoughts were passing in that aching brain t
Had the sight of that old dull louis taken him

back to the titne when he was poor and in debit t
when his house was to be seizpd for rent ! when
his wife and their littlo baby were denied the
comforty they sorely needed, because, forsooth,
the innkeeper was poor and could not pay for
them 1—bnck to the time when the Jew had
sought shelter {rom the storm in the Gusistube
at the other end of the house, and brought with
him the heavy ginlle full of gold 1 to the time
when Mathias had no weight on his counscience,
when no bad dreams haunted his sleep at night,
and no bells jangled in his cars by day ! Yes,
Mathias was young again. His hair was brown,
his eye open and cloar, "There was no “Chi“li
in hia brain such as now throbbed and throbbed
thero. ~He was in debt, but he was not an—
but Mathins raises his head. Tho past is gone,
There ia

-—lot us no longer dwell upon it.
enough to think of in the present. .
Mathias raised his hoad, but kept his eyos

carned, even if one has to pay it away again. It
recalls memories of one'’s youth, of hard work,
of good conduct-—~ay, and of good luck, some-
times. 1 saw all my early days passing in re.
view hefore me, and I thenght to myself, * All
this money is of no use to me, it's true ; but it
will make my children happy. It has been
gained by hard work. Not a piece huy a stain
upon it. It will Uring them no curse, but a
blessing 1" And the thought softened my heart,
Fritz, until 1 conld have shed tears—and I'm
not fond of that.” Awnd the burgomaster
pressed his future son-in-law's hand, who re-
turned his grasp firmly and heartily.

¢ 1 quite agree with you, burgomaster,” said
the young man. ‘ Money gained by honest
labour is the ouly profitable wealth after all. It
is the good seed which in time is sure to bring
a rich harvest.”

“ Yos, ves,” added the burgomaster, with
preoccupied air. ‘1 counted the money this
morning, 5o that all might be ready on Martha's
return flom the mass, when 1 wish to have the
contract signed.”

“To-day !" asked Fritz, in eager astonish-
ment.

** Yes, to-day I'" reiterated Mathias. ¢ Thae

sooner it is done the better. I hate putting off
things to the morrow. Once decided upon, why
adjourn the settlement of the business from day
to day? It shows a great want of character ;
aud men ought to havecharacter.”

* Well, burgomaster, nothing could be more
agreeable to me ; but Margaret—""

‘“ Margaret loves you.”

‘¢ Ah, she doey

‘* And my wife considers yon slready as her
son, So why should not the afluir be settled at
once ¥ The dowry is ready. [ hope my boy,”
Mathies added, laying his hand on Fritz's
shoulder; * I hope, my boy, you will be satis-
fied."”

“Well, burgomaster,” responded the young
man, looking up ingenuously into his elder’s
face, ‘““you know I do not bring much.”

““You bring courage, my boy,”" responded
Mathias warmly and feelingly ; * courage and
good conduct. T will take carc of the rest. And
now,” he added, seating himsell before the
stove, ‘‘let us talk of other matters. You
are late to-day. I suppose you were busy. Mar-
garet waited for you as loug ay she could, but
her mother became impatient, so, at last, she
was obliged to go without youn."”

“Ah " responded Fritz, as he unbuckled his
sword and seated himself opposite Mathias; “*it
was a very curious thing that detained me.
Would you believe it, burgomaster, I was read-
ing ald depositions from five o'clock till ten.
The hours flew by, but the more I read, the
more | wished to read.”

¢ And what was the subject of these dejosi.
tions, then ?*

*“'The murder of that Polish Jew."

Mathias trembled, but checked himself iu-
stantly. Fritz had noticed nothing. He talked
on unconsciously.

“ Father Trinkvelt told me the story on
Christinas Eve, whilst we were waiting for vou,
burgomaster. [t scems to me very remarkable
that nothing was ever discoversd.”

‘* No doubt, no doubt ! said Matkias ah-
stractedly,

And the voung man, full of his theme, 1alked
on, heedless of his companion. *“ Ah, the mur-
derer must have been a clever fellow. When
one thinks that the deed was commitied in the
open air, and that Lie had every one against hiim,
judges, gendarmes, police, and all—and yet
that nothing was discovered, it seems to me
positively astounding.”

** Yes,” interposed Mathias, **he was no* a
fool."’

¢ A fool!™ re-echoad Fritz; **not he. He
would have made one of the cleverest gendarmes
in the departmeut.

“ Do you really think so ¥ asked the bur.
gomaster, with an air of interest.

] am sure of it. For there are so many ways
of detecting criminals, and so few eseape, that
to ecommit acrime like this, and yet go uapun-
ished, showed that he must have possessed ex-
traordinary address.”

¢ 1 quite agree with you, Fritz ; and what
you say shows your good sense, | have always
thought that it required a thonsand times more
address for a rogue to escape the gendannes
than for the gendarmes to detect a rogus, And
for « very good reason. He basall the werld
against him."’

*Clearly.”

4 And besides, when a man has eommitted a
critue, and by it galued money, and for awhile
vacapes detection, he pets emboldened by im-
panity. He becomes like a gambler, amd tries
his seeond and his thinl throw. He finds it
very agreeable to have mouey without working
for it, so he goes on and ou until he is canght.
I should think it needs a great doal of courage
to resist the first success {n erime.”

*$You are quite right, burgemaster ; and no
donbe the author of that Jdreadful tragedy pos-
sessed the courage you speak of. He evidently
stopped  after his first suecess. But what s
mast astonishing to we is, that no trace was
ever found of the corpse of the muriered man.
Nuw do you know what my idea s 7"

“ No, no——bmt—what was your idea ¥ Anid
Mathias, taking the young man’s arm, began
pacing the room with him,

“Well, you wmust know at that time there
were a great many limekilns o the ueighbour-
bond of Waechem. Now itis wy notion that
the murderer, to destroy all traces of his erime,
threw the body of the Jew iuto one of these
kilus, and only by accident veglected to destray

the cloak and the cap. QU Kelz, my prede-
cessor, evidently never thought of that.”

“Very likely,—very likely,” drawled out
the hurgomaster, stopping in the middle of the
room, ‘“Do vou kuow that idea certainly
never occurred to me.  You're the first who
over suggested it.”

““ And this idea leads to many others, Now
suppose—suppose inquiry were to be made
amongst those persons who were burning lime
at that time t”

What excited the burgomaster so terribly?
Fierce he broke forth, with a wild hysteric
laugh, * Take care, Fritz, take care. Why, 1
myself—I myself had & limekiln burning at the
time the crime was committed.”.

‘“ What you, burgomaster, you !’

And the two burst out into a loud laugh to-
ether. The idea of suspecting the honourable
irgomaster of such adeed ¢ No, no, the notion
was too ridiculous !

(To be continued.)

A New sixpenny journal is about to appear
in London ealled the Anchor,

A SOUTHERN CASE OF WITCHCRAFT.

“If the town of Salem, in Massachusetts,"
said Bob Billingsby, ¢ thinks she has had the
onliest witchesin this country, all I gat to say
about it is that she is simply mistaken. Now,
there was old Brother MeGraw and old Sister
Hutton—"" .

Job's story in short, waa thus:  Old Brother
McGraw and old Sister Hutton were members
of Philip’s Bridge Church. Brother MeGraw
was & consistent mermber, but old Sister Hutton,
to yay the truth, was regarded somewhat 23 a
heathen, and even addicted to witcheraft, A
calf of Brother McGraw's, of uncommon pro-
mise, dwindled in spite of uncommon pains, and
finally died, and the good man, persuaded in
his mind that his neighbour, although a spir-
itual sister, had bewitched it, set outin his wrath
for her house, and taking her by the head, gave
her a vinlent wrench,  Sister Hutton reported
the case to the churcl; and at the Conference
one Saturday, Brother McGraw, being mildly
remonstrated witlh, went so far as to say that he
wauld have to think about it. The Moderator
hlandly suggested to him to withdraw for a few
moments, retire into the woods, retlact, and pray
over the matter,  He did 99, Oun returning, the
Moderator and the brethren were gratified to
ohserve the calm regret that was visible upon his
countenance. This Maderator was a manp of
ypower, both as to ivtellect amd character. [t was
Silas Mercer,  Then this Jialogue ensued :

Mr. Mercer @ ¢ Well, Brother MceGraw, | see
vou've returned, end I think you've come to a
Just zonelusion in the matter abont which you
have been reflecting.'”  He looked inguiringly
st the aged brother, and the aged brother an-
swered his iuquiring losk with meek silence.
01 think von teel sorry, Brother MceGraw,” sug-
kested Mr. M., in a kindly, leading toue,

- Yes, Brer Maderator,”” answered the aged
Lrother, * wery sorry; I'm wery sorry.”

Yot there was some gruffness in his tone,
which 12d tha Moderator to doubt the nature of
bis regret.  “* Brather Meliraw,” said he, * will
vou let the church know what sort of sorrow it
isyoufeel? Isit agolly serrow, Brother Me-
Graw 1’

Theu the aged brother lifted high kis head,
looked the Moderator fall in the face, and an-
swered, ©¢ Brer Moderator, 'm sorry—1'm wery
worry —that 1 didn't break her neck." —Harper's
M(l:/z’!:ﬁ:d.

JOHN DENNIS aND GENERAL FLOYD.

Farly in the late civil war, John Dennis, a
‘ull negro, believing himself fired with patriotic
zeal, and able to serve hiz country, besought his
master, a Georgian, and obtained permission to
accompany a regiment from that State, which
was soou placed nnder the command of General
Floyd. The history of that campaign is well
known, On the retreat John bhecame home-
sick, apd was allowed to depart. He Lad became
well kuown to General Flovt and all his com-
mand.  On his departure he went to tuke leave
of the general, when the following dialogue was
had:

General Floyvd, Well, Jokin, you are goiug
to jeave us, eh 7

Jolim. * Ves, Mars Floyd o it "pears like |
conhd do wore gead ar Liome now dan bein’
here 5 a1 theught I'd go howe and "eanrage ap
our prople tohold on”

General Foo “That's right, Jaha,  But ara
vour oy te ted] e that von leit us when rau-
ning from the Yankees

Jolin, *“Na, sir; ne, Mars Floyd, Jdat | ain't.
You may "pend upan my not teliin® nothin® to
‘maralize dem people,”’

General F. * But how will yvoun get aronnd
telling them, John #*

John. f Fasy enough, Mars Flovd, frowon't
do to ‘moralize dem peopde. 'm goin' 1o tell
‘em dis—~dat when I left dewrmy it wis 1n frests
rate sperrits, and dat, owin® tade situation of Js
(.‘uuu{ry nud dv' \\‘1&}‘ de '.:ln«i 1:t)‘. W WS - {.
vanein' backards, and de Yaskess was a-re-
treatin’ on to ws A’y Mapadae,

HUMOROUS.

CorsETx, like men, are fight when on « bust

A vorse lady in New York has appropriately
named her dog Penny, becnuse it wisone gotit to bhoer.

WniN & thief steals tive cents he don’t think
nelf the dime that sowme day perhaps old nickel geot bim

“Hovesty is the best paliev.™ But you
have to pay the premiums in thiv world, and realize on

your insaranca in the next,

A MaN baing tormented with corns kicked
his foor through o window, and the pain was gous in-
stantly.

Magrk Twaix says nothing seems 1o please a
fiy s tnuch as to e takan for A huckisberry. and if it
can be baked in g eake and palined off oo the unwary as
a carrant it dies happy. :

[N a recent article vn a fair in the locality, the
wditor of a Wastern paper -u¥s a brother editor took &
valuable prestium, but an unkind pollceman made him
prt it right back where e took it from.

“T ¥EVER argyagin a suceess,” said the Iato
Artemus Ward ; © when 1 sve & ruttlosonin’s head stick-
ng out of 1 hole, 1 bear off to tha lefl, and say to mysalt
That hole belongs to that anaix. ' "
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ORGAN FOR S4ALE,

From one of the best manutactories of 1he
Dominion. New, and an excellent instrument,
Will be sold cheap.  Apply at this office.




