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“Yeou,” growled out Trinkvelt, ** Mathias i8
8 great deal too good to the vagabonds. He
ought to have sent them packing long ago.”

At this moment Martha returned from the
kitchon, followed by her daughter. She brought
with her the explanation of the crash they had
heard. Of course, she knew she was right,
Jeanne had left the kitehen window unfastened,
and now every pane in it was smashed, ¢ By
the way,"’ she added, addressing Fritz, and in a
rather more placable tone, “ Your gendurine is
outside and wants to see yon. | asked him to
come in, but he wouldn’t, He said it was on
somte matter of duty.” -

“Oh, 1 know what itis.” And obeying the
call of duty, the young fellow roge, threw his
great coat over his shoulders and bent his steps
towarils the door.,

“You'll not be
Margaret at the door,

' No, Ma'mzelle Margaret.
minute,"”

And a sound was heard at which Kobel
wiggled, wherenpon  Madame  Martha rather
crossly exclatmned, **Will you shat that deor.
or do you want us all to catch onr deaths 1

The door had closed before Madaine had fin-
ished speaking, and Fritz was Jeft out in the
anow.  Well, he deserved hix ek after all. He
wag & brave, manly -ves, and gentle yoang
fellow, and the burgomaster hiad beon Tortunate
in secaring ~o goud 4 son-indaw,  Bat there,
evervthing had sucecedel with Mathias,  Why
here, this very inn, why Mathias bongebit it just
after it had rined George Houte,  Fvervbody
said it never could pay, —when suddenly every-
body was wrong, for the best customers kept
coming there continually.  Then Mathias bays
—always wisely aml always welll First, the
great meadow by the Bricie o then that little
wood at the bottom of the Houx valley, then
his twelve arpenta on the Finckmath, then his
sawmill at the Three Oaks, and lastly the tour
will that he had only rented before Theu he
lends out money on good sonnd security, amd st
last bie is named burgomaster. His danghter,
Ma’mzelle Murgaret, has grown up in the
meanwhile, aud all Mathias can wish ({;r now is
a soncin-law, Not some wild miisleap, but a
sensible, plain-dealing, honest man, one that atl
shall  respect, and that Margaret may love.
Well, wha giras up but Fritz Berand 3 Frity,
of whom nobody can say any L Ascuredly,
Mathins was born uuder o Incky star.”

CAnd the bestof G0 eried out Trinkvelt,
“that vou deserve it all, Madwme  Mathias
Nuobady envies von. QOu the contrary, every
ane says, f they are goud honest people,” wha
have carned all they have by hard work.”

At this woment footsteps were heand outside,
and all looked upinquiringly.

CPerhaps 1s Frite retarning, as bhe xand he
would ©°

*“Neo, Mangret, wo,” veplivd the wmothe,
Then after a seeund’s panse, with a Yot shout
of joy, shie exeluimed, 1t is b, vonr father
Mathias 1™ )

Audon the word, the dovr lung open, and
the burgomaster entrred,

long, Fritz t”  whispered

I'l} return in a

CHAPTER 1V,
THE BURGOMASTER'S EELURN,

He was o fine man, was Mathias. Tall aml
comneuiling in appearance, with a habit of
haunching up his great <healders, that seemed
toadd to rather than detraet from the dignity of
s demeanonr, 1t was a ine head, the forelewld
high but veceding, the nose an eapgle's, the
mouth perfeet, with a massive underjaw aad
chin like a lon's,  There was danger in the
ook of that mouth and chin, joined to such
forehead.  The fiereest passions of a heast of
prey seemed to lurk there, uncontrolled by the
finer feelings of the sonl.  Still jn the prime of
life, his black hair had just begun to turn grey,
bat this every oue sabd was more the elfset of
thinking over hisbargaive than a sign of ap-
Yrm\ching olld age.  The face was likely to grow
iandsomer as it grew older.  The dark flashing
eyes, full of fire i weaning, were not of akind
to pale and fade with vears. There was an in-
describable brightness about them at times.
Yot the excitement of aver-indulgenee, although
the burgomaster often did drink, and drivk
rather heavily, It was more an expression of
incessant instability, a continuous search for
something that was not, a restless, ceaseless ine
quiry that found no answer.

None conld have detected anything of the
sort in the burgomnster now though. In fact,
you could searcely see him, mutlled as he was in
an enormous houppelande, or driving coat of
bearskin, with gloves to mateh, fur-lined boots
veaching half-way up his thigh, big head securely
protected by o sighty enp of budgerskin, with
wor Grimbart’s tail hanging down behind, and
1is face decorating the front, the glass eyes just
peeping out from the midst of the snow in which
the hurgomaster, from head to foat was smoth-
ered,

“ Ha, ha,"” excliimed he joyously, still stand-
ing on the mut, and throwing open wide his
arms; “ liere 1 am, safe home again ! Aud
mother and daughter were clasped for a moment
in a close embrace.

“ And so you are back aganin, really
Martha, overjoyed.

“Yes, yos, thank goodness!  What a storm !
Why, 1 was {orced ta leave the waggon at Wae-
chem. Nickel can go over for itin the morning.
You must have these things well dried,”" added
Mathins, pointing to his coat, gloves and cap.

¢ Nuvar fear,” answernd Martha, folding them

eried

together, ready for Jeanne to take into the kit.
chen.,  Then, turniog to Mathias and embracing
him, she added in a softer tone, ** Tt was very
kind of you to coie ont home to us through the
snow i we were getting so frightenod abont
you.

**Sa I thought, my dear Martha, se I thought ;
and that was why 1 determined to reach home if
I possibly eould.” And Mathias embraced his
wife and daughter again, shook hands with old
Trinkvelt and Kobel, and ngain turped to his
own loved ones. How full of gontleness and
affection was this hard man of the world. Could
he have anything on his mind, any secret re.
morse hidden in the intnost recesses of his sou) 1
Impogsible !

Margarot was kneeling at his feet with his
house shoes,

“Don’t touch those, dear,” remarked he, as
she was about to unfasten the buckles of his
great jack-boots ; “*don’t touch those, dear,
they're nasty and wet.” Then turning to old
Trinkvelt and Kobel, “You'll kave nice weather
w go homein, Why, by tho side of the river
the snow’s at least six feet deep !”

‘“ Poar dear father,” ejaculated Margaret.
“T'a think of your coming over from Waechem
such a night as this ! and all to please us too

““ We thought your cousin Block would not
let yougo away soon in the storm."

“ Obh, I finished my business with him yester-
duy marning.  In fact, | wanted to start away
then, bt he would make me stay to see a sort of
performance,””

‘A performance ! cried Margaret, and the
round wirlish face lighted up with joy at the
thought ; **is Hans Wuarst at  Kibeauville
then '

Hans Waust is a sort of travelling Punch that
we have in Alsace.

*“No, it wasn't Hans Wurst,"”' answeredl
Mathias, drawing oft’ his great boots, and jock-
ing lovingly first at his daughter, then at his
wife, as both knelt at his feet with his house
shues. ¢ No, it wasn't Hans Wurst, No, it
was some fellow who came all the way from
Paris.  He certainly did do the most astonish
ing things,  Why, he pasitively sent our cousin
tosleep.”’

“What 1" re-echiord Martha, “* sent him to
sleep 77

Y

“Oh,” eried Martha with a merry laugh.
*He uave Block some new liquor to -Jdrink.
Bloek's ready enough for that. That wonld send
Lim to sleep fast enongh.”

“ No,”" answered  Mathias, merrily ; “ no, it
wasn't that. It was certaiunly a wost remark-
able thing,  Assuredivif | hd not seen it, 1
should uever have believed it.  He did nothing
hat fook stedily at him, and make a few signs,
ated ol he went fast asleep " And the burgo-
master lent down to fasten the strings of his
house shoes,

“Yes," stiuek in Kobell  * The Brigadier
Stenger was telliug me about that the other day.
He waw exactly the same kind of thing doue at
Saverne,~~pethaps by the same man. At all
events, it was, as you say, a Parisian, who sent
prople to sleep, and when they were asleep, he
made them tell all they bad wpon their con-
sivnee.”

Wiy did the burgomaster Iook np 7 And what
wis the eaning of that curions uneasy expres.
sion iu his eyes 0 Whatever it was it was soon
come, tar turning to Margavet, he exelaimed, in
wvoiee so cheery that it seemed almost unna-
tural, * My darling, look in the big pocket of
wy ceat. Aby Jeanne” he continued, as the
smiling little maid entered to earry off the bur-
ponaster’s boots, Y how are you ! You must
Pave those spirs seoured, and then Nickel ean
haug them with the harpess””

*Yex, burgomaster,” amd Jeanne vanished
into tie depths of the Kitchen to see to her mas-
ter'ssupper.  In the meanwhile, Margaret had
followed her father's adviee, searched in the
pocket and drew thenee a box of eardboard.

 What is it, futher

< Open the box, child, open the box,"” ex-
claimed Mathias, playfally, The box was nlpenpd,
aud frem it there issued an Alsatian cap of crim-
sou velvet, trimmed with ermine, and decornted
all over with glittering gold aud silver spangles.

“0h, how lovely 1t is! Is it for nie,
father ¥

“ Well, 1should think so!
Jeanne, eht”’

Aund Margaret ran to her father to kiss hin,
and so more than repay the present. Then off
to the glass, with the happy mother to put on
the cap, first undoing the silk bow : while
Kobel and Trinkvelt left their pipes and jogsed
over to the other side of the Guststucde to admire
the belle of the village in her new finery.

“ How well it fits you, and how beantiful!
why one would think it had been made for
you.”

T ¢ What will Fritz say when he sees it 1

“tSay, child?  Why, he'll say you are the
prettiest gitl in the village.” And the burgo-
master folded his daughter in his arms as it his
whole sonl were bound up in her, and as if,
without her, life would not be worth the living.
Aud that was strange, for was he not rich and
the burgomaster )

“Phat is my wedding present to you, Mar-
mret,” he added, taking the blooming girl on
his knee ; ** T want you to wear it on your mar-
ringe-day, and then to keep it as long as you
live. ‘Do you believe, my darling, do youbelieve
that in fifteen or twenty years {rom now you
will remember that it was your father who gave
ityout”

il

It's scarcely for

* 1'm gure 1 shall, father," replied Margaret,

Jacetious, ““for your sake, we'll try and make

touched, and she buried her head on the burgo-
master’s shoulder.

**Don’t ery, my pat, don't cry. Don't you
know that I'ask nothing better than to see you
happy with Fritz, and living here with vour
little ones about you, and the old grandfather
sitting behind the stove. And now,” he added
cheerily, *“let me have something to eat, and
tell Jeanne to fetch a bottle of white wine."

And Martha hurried off to the kitchen to
hasten the supper. Meanwhile, Mathias turned
towards the two old foresters. * Well, Kobel
and Trinkvelt, you'll have another glass of wine
with me hefore you go ¥*

““Oh, with pleasure, burgomaster; with
pleasure,”’ and Father Trinkvelt's old eyes
twinkled as he spoke,

“Yes, burgomaster,” wilded Kobel the

that lastlittle ettort.”

““ Ah, here’s the supper,” cried Mathiag, and
he settled himself to the table, where Martha
proceeded to spread forth a tempting  ropast.
There was a ham than which Westpnalia could
boast no better, and steaming hot gansagos, with
potatoes half-baked, half-fried in the gravy.
Jeanne came at last with the bottle and glass.
Mathias fell to, nothing loth, and seemed to eat,
drink, and be merry. Where was the furtive
look of uneasiness that just now peered forth at
hiseyes 2 Had it ever Jurked there ! Surely
not : it was but our fancy,--the burgomaster
could have no sceret weighing on his con-
scienee. tieh, respected, happy, what more
could he wish for in this world? what zause
could he have to hazard losing the worid's re-
gard ¢

{To be continued.y

SNAKE FASCINATION,

The phenomenon of smuke faseination hus
never heen satisfactorily explained, though
many explanations of it have been attempted.
One of the most recent and most plausible of
these has just appeared in a scientific paper, and
is given.

““In 1859,"" savs the writer, ““1 followed in
the rocks of Avon, closa by the Park of Fon-
tainebleau, the fairy paths of Denecourt, when
the approach of « storm induced me to leave the
blue arrows, indicating the right path, for a
short eut.  Isoon lost my way, and found mv.
self ina maze of brambles aud rocks, when | was
startled by seeing on my left hamd, at a distance
of about ten yards, a snake, whose body, lifted
up from the ground, at a height of about a yard,
was swinging to and fro. | renmined motion-
less, hesitating whether toadvance or to ratreat,
but soon pereeived that the snake did not mind
e, but kept on maintaising its swinging mo-
tion, and some plaintitf shricks attracted wmy at-
tention to a greenfinch perched on a branel of a
youug pine overhanging the suake, with his fea-
thers ratled, following by a nod of his head on
each gide of the branch the motions of the suake,
He tottersd, spread his wings, alighted on g
lower branch, and so on nntil the last branch
was reached. T ttung iy stick at the snake,
but the point of a rovk broke ity and the snuke
disappearad with the vaphlity of an arrow.

“On approaching the spot——a real abale of
vipers—which T did with the groatest precaation,
knowing by observation that death may be the
result of the bite of a viper, | saw the greenfineh
on the gronwd agitated by convalsive aud spas.
madic motion, opening and shutting his vyes
P put him in my hosow to try the eflect of heat,
atd hastened to reach the park of Foutaiueblean,
The Jittle elaws of the bird, opening and <hut.
ting, perhaps as an effect of heat, made e think
that he wight be able to standd on my finger,
awd hedid elntel it, and held on with spaswo-
die squeezes.  In the park | got some water, and
made him drink it.  In short, he revived, and
tinally Hew off inthe lime-trees ol the park.

¢ Now, while following the motions of the
snake and bird, T experienced o stngular sen-
sation, 1 felt giddy ; a sqneezing like an iron
hoop pressed in my temples, and the ground
seeted to me to be heaving up and down. In
fact, the sensation was quite analogous to that
experienced on a beginning of sea sickness.
From these facts, would it not seem probable
that fascination is nothing more or less than ex-
treme fatigue of the optie nerve, produced by a
rapid gyratory motion of a shining object, and
resulting in n nervous attack aud a coma. Cur-
iosity rivets at first the attention of the bind,
unconscious of any danger, and when giddiness
warns him of his peril it is too late.

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

Tur pronunciation of the Doerby winner's
name is being agrued.  *“Iro-quaw® seems to be
the favourite way, but how is it to be justified,
for Iroguois is the name of a tribe of North
American Indians, not of a French town or
statesmen. Yankee friends say Irp.quoise—the
Tast syllable to rhyme with our word ¢ poise.”
But it will always remain & vexed question.

Tur phenomenal success of Mr. lrving's
management of the Lycoum Theatre is strik-
ingly illustrated by a fact that has just
been made public. The aniud of which Mr.
Irving took the theatre on lease is drawing to n
close, and the question of renewing the tenancy
has been rnise:}. Mr. Trving propose to s-ttle
the matiter in a most effeetive manner. He is
going to buy the freehold of the theatre. The
sum named is £128,000, and this he will be able
to pay out of the net earnings of his manage-

ment during the few years that have elapsed
siuce he became lessee and manager.

It will perhaps shock many to hear that Sun-
day dances are spreading, and threaten to be-
come n regular social institution. Sunday has
long been a fashionable day for quiet dinners,
especially among artistic, literary, and theatrical
sets, because it is the only day that many of
them seem ta have quite free ; but three or four
years ago everybody began to give dinners on
Sunday, and now Sunday dances are spreading.
In the suburbs people play temnis—you may
hear it going on in all the gardens around town,
and in two or three of the big squares. Think
what people will, it is done in spite of comment
or even protest. Recent]y the fact being dis-
cussed in the presence of a clergyman, he said
he and many fellow clergymen approved of lawn
tennis and ericket on Sanday !

AN Ofibway chief has appeared among us s a
clergyman and is o somewhat remarkable man.
His name is I'ahtahquahong Chase, hereditary
Chief of the Ojibway tribe.  He wears on his
hreast two medals, one given to his grandfather
by George 11, the other presented to himself
on bebalf of Qu-en Victoria by the Prince of
Wales during his visit to Canada in 1360, when
the chief was selected by the Indian tribes to
present an address 1o his Royal Highness. He
is wbout sixty yuars of age, of midde height, and
of the dark reddish brown hue which marks his
race. His conversion to Christianity arose from
an attendanee at Divine service, in which he was
deaply impressed with the solemnity of Chris-
tian worship, aud having been ordained by an
English bishop in Canada, he has for about eigh-
teen years been emploved as a missionary in
conneetion with the Colonial and Contipental
Chureh Seciety.

THE satirists of the day are loud in the depre-
cation of the shortened petticoats and lengthen-
ed stockings of the little maidens who, some-
titnes even up to the age of fourteen, are seen
fluttering about the park like so many sylphides
displaving «lmost indelicate bareness of limb.
The censors of modern manners declare that all
the fast habits, carelessness of language, and
bold address of the young English ladies haye
their origin in this” baring of the legs up to the
very kuee, which is observed in the school-girls
of the middle class.  The French, whose watch.
fulness over the retiring and modest appearance
of their youny girls was once proverbial, wereat
first mnnst indignant at such exposure, hut have
ended by adoping the fashion, although with.
out the exaggeration which otfends all taste in
the cuse of the English girls.  They call the
made @ Ja valet dr piod, Because lackevs alone
display the shape of their leus to the knees.  Les
demoizslles en wallets have became a favourite
subjret of earicature in the cowie journals, the
letpicaes on piodlots being the familiar appellation
of the footmen in Pavis. The Princess of Wales,
whase exquiite simplicity of taste is exhibited
in the atore of her daughters, has never adopt.
e this immodest fashion,  The dresses of the
vouny Princesses are made to reach just above
the ankle for convenienee sake—never to show
the ealfl of the leg, u8 sometimes seen even in the
vase of otherwive well-dressed children in the
ark.

Ty fashion of wearing natuaral flowers in the
hair hasx received a terrible check in the acci-
dent which befel a ¢ rtiin distingnished lady,
the other evening at a targe dinner party given
in Portuan-squave. The Tady's hrow was erown.
el with a wreath of 1oses~—pink, white and
ciimson, It beeawe her exceedingly, softening
the usually stern expression of her beautiful
eountenance, for she is considered in the world
as a S furte, fearing nothing, investigating
the canse of all effects without shrinking, in
shart a kind of moral amazon, always ready to
place hersell at the head of every kind of reform,
aud proclaiming slond the rights of woman te
every one willing to listen.  The laly wasseated
next to a gentleman whose opinions on soecial
matters differ entirely from those which were em-
anating with extreme amd decisivevolubilityfrom
the lips of his fair neighbour. Her idea of the
sovereignty in all matters of domestic policy
had just been submitted to the consideration of
her listener, who was opposing it with all his
eloquence. At some objection made by him the
lady shook her head in re<olute defiince, declar-
ing that women, although not possessed of the
physical strength of men, were endowed with far
more cournge, which apherism she was about to
prove by quotation of facts, when suddenty turp.
ing deadly pale she uttered a terrible shriek and
began tearing the roses from her head, flinging
thie wreath to the other side of the room iu the
wost frantic manner, as she rose and stamped
about as if in agony, exclaiming all the while,
“ Help me, help me, for Heaven's sake! An
earwig ! an earwig !""  And sure enough, as she
jumped away front the table, upsetting soup
plaie and wine glasses in her sudden movement,
the peor miserable inyest was seen running across
the snowwhite tablecloth towards the ladies op-
posite, who in equal dismay began to shriek and
serean with equal vehewence,  The tumult was
comiplete, and it was some time hefore quiet was
redored. The earwig meanwhile had trav-lled
no one knew whither, and the conversation grew
cold. The anxiety mumfested by every one of
the fair guests concerning the destination of the
insect put a stop at once to the feast ol reason
and the low of soul which had been promised by

? utterol by the beansiful jomme forte,

the host through the brilliant argumeunts to be




