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.. THEIR WEDDING DAY.

They stood together, hand in hand.
- - Amid the havpy wedding cheer,
Uguu the borders of a land
" Whose rare, enchauted atmosphere
They bad not breathed yet : not a blur
doubt her perfect faith could dim—
He was the maun of men for her—
She, the one woman made for him, |
They stood, exchanging troth and plight,
o 1 Five years ago to-night.

Ther kuew the realm that stretched bevond,
* _Held heights whereon the purple play
Of love's full sunshine, fair and omi.
Was pever seen to fade away.
They knew that there were gulfs to cross,
And many a tangled path to tread.
But whether strewn with tlints or moss,
What need they care, since overhead
The lambent honeymoon shene bright,
ive years ago to-night ?

'Twas not to be a setting moon,

Like earthly ones, but heavenly clear,
To pour its beams, a steadfast boon

Of blessing thro” the circling year.
And now into vach other’s eyes

They look and say, ** Qur dream comes true !
But could it, dear, be otherwise

With you to love we so—with you
To pledge we all this strauge delighe,

Five years ugo to-night !’

No_cross has come too hard to bear,
No eare that hid too keen a smart,
With two the burden’s weight to share,
With twa to lift it from the heart.
They had not dared to ask sv much
_ 01 bliss that should not kuow alloy,
Cr hope that time would lay a touch
So geutle on their perfect joy,
As flashed the future on their right
Five ycars ago to-night.

The heights that stretch before their gaze,
Like ﬁeulah's, their rapt vision fill;
The tender sheen of spoussal days |
1a softly lingering round them still.
Her fuot has only felt the moss,
Aud his has spurned the flints aside:
And there has been no gulf to cross,
And she to him i3 still the bride
Tu whom he vowed the marriage plight,
Five yveuars ago to-night!

Gh, happier, richer, gladder far,
With their twain cherubs hand in hand,
Than on that bridal eve, they are,
As here, all dreams fulfilied, they stand!
God grant that when their years shall reach
Anocther lustrum they may say,
With radiant fuces, each to vach,
 Why, 'tis ancether wedding day,
Just like our first, so sweet, so bright —
’ Ten years ago to-pight 1

= ManGaret J. PRERTON.

HOW WE LOST A TREASURE.

Ten years ago I was church-warden, or trus.
tee, or something of the sort (I could never quite
make out my exact legal status), of the English
charch in a well-known French seaside town. In
this capaeity I became involved in & very strange
atfalr, which, though anything but entertaining
at the time, has at least provided me with one
good story drasn from personal experience.

Féteville, if I may so name the town in which

my lot was cast, is by uo means one of those
brand-new watering-places which have sprung
up on the French coast during the last thirty
vears, Itisa place of great antiquity, whose
name is continually met in the history of me-
diwval Framce ; aod is, 1 wmay sadd, eminently
unfashionable, though much frequented by the
Briton whose ideas of a visit to the coutinent
are mild and limited.
In the eighteenth century, before the idea of
travelling for pleasure had entered the middle-
class English mind, Féteville was, [ suppose,
very like any other French provincial town. It
therefore rejoiced in old rampaits, a cathedral,
and {what is more to the point) several monas-
teries and convents. With one of the former
my story is, strange to say. counected; and I
must make a few introductory remarks concern-
ing it, that the whole of my own adventure may
be comprehersible. *

In the year 1789 the Capuchin fathers were
established in Féteville iu the steep Rue des
Vieillards. They were in a flourishing coundi-
iion, and are, moreover, said to have possessed
some extraordinarily fine church-plate. There
was a very considerable quantity of it, the ac-
camulations of five centuries of pious douors,
includivg many valuable offerings to the shrine
of *St. Ambrose of Féteville,” alocal saint who
had flonrished in the fourteenth century. Now
“ane fine day in 1791 the poor futhers shored the
fate of their brethren in other parts of Frauce,
aud were driven out without a moment's notice
by 8 rabid and ragged mob, who were no doult
stimulated by Republican enthusiasm, and not
by a vision of the nice pickings to be had ineide
the chapel. However, the reverend fathers’
wovable property did not follow them, but some-
how appeared iu the houses of various poor hut
virtuous eitizens, Be it observed, however, that
while carved chests and stools were rife in the
back streets, aud though something which bore
a resemblance to a handsome but matilated con-
fessional-box was to be found affording shelter
toa tribe of hens in one retired quarter, yet no
one could be found who would own to having
secured apy plate beyond a few fpaltry silver
ornaments of small size. The conclusion arrived
at by the public wus, that some particularly cool
hand had been the first to discover the strong-
box, and was keeping quiet, to avoid any un-
pleasant investigations that might be "made
when a settled government shoulﬁ be in power.
I bave forgotten to mention that on the night
o after the monastery was pillaged sorue especislly
~excited ‘patriot, wishing to free the town from
+ the taint of baving harboured such an “‘abomin.

- #tion"” ax & body of friurs, set fire to the place,

which was burnt almoest to the ground, with the
exception of its chapal. Of this ouly the shell
was left ; however, after a short time, it was
fitted With a new roof, and was utilised as a
cask warehiouse by au_enterprising cooper, who
had somehow obtained a grant of 1t, The place
where the other buildings had stood, and the
little garden of the monastery, were soon cover-
ed by & hive of small houses.

Now the strange story which 1 am about to
rolate seems.to mﬁ;e it probable that the monks’
hoard was never discovered at all at the time of
the Revolution. If so, it may be asked why,
when settled times came again, the fathers made
no effort to recover their lost ro{perty. Teo this
1 can only answer that several of them are said
to have been so maltreated as not to survive
the pillage, and that among these may have
been all the individuals intrusted with the
secret of the hiding-place of their treasure.

After the great Freuch wars of the early part
of this century were over, the town of which I
am writing, being close to England, bevame
greatly frequented by our countrymen. Among
the various wants of the expatriated Briton a
church was found to have a place ; and whena
suitable situation was being songht, it chanced
that the old chapel, now a cask warehouse, was
chosen, as being cheap, and requiring only &
few repairs and additious to make it all that
was needed. Tor as funds were not plentitul,
it was a desideratum to escape the expense of
erecting a new building. Now of this church,
in the vear 15869, it happened that 1 was a
churchwarden, and thereby met with this curious
experience.

st was a very nice place, that town by the

my face in it these ten years on account of this
wretched affair. Thep, however, there was no
place that | liked better, though I must acknow-
ledge that it was a litile doll and melancholy
in the winter. But with that reason my tale
has no coucern, as it opens on acertain evening,
or rather night, in June.

The hour of eleven had just struck by the
weak-toned clock of the Custom-house, and I
was seated at the end of the long pier. The
waves were leaping and heaving outside the
breakwater, sud showing their white crests in
the bright moonlight ; exultingno doubt at the
way in which they had tormented the late Lon.
don boat, which bad just emptied sutits ghastly
freight of passengers. [ had been amused at the
state those unpleasant-looking Britons were in
after their rough passage, and especially at the
otjurgations on one individual, who appeared
to bave staved off' the qualms of sea-sickness by
copious libations of brandy, and, after refusing
to allow the dvustnicrs to overthaul his luggage,
had attempted to rescue it from them vict aruis,
whence there seemed to be every probability of
hLis spending his firit night abroad in a French
lock-up.

When the bustle was over, | had sauntered
down to the end of the pier, and had seated
myself there. I do not kuow why I lingered ;
but I liked the cool night breeze, and it slowly
lulled me to sleep. 1 was awskened by a step
near me; and as, with 1 shudder and an in-
stinctive movement to feel that my watch was
safe, I recovered my sight, | found that a stran-
ger must have passed very close in front of me.
1 stared after hins, and was surprised 1o see him
turn and walk back till be stood before me,

“*Pardon me, Herr Lamb.”’ :

(Solomon Lamb is roy name.)
¢ * Hallo,” said I, **how do you kuow who |
am?®”

‘U meinheer, | have walked up and down
before you two or three times, and | am sure }
am not wrong in thinking that you are the
gentleman who was so kind to me at Aachen.
Do you pot remember the carpenter who re-
paired vour travellingdesk, which had beer
broken by the carelessness of the porter at the
hotel, and to whom you gave sowe other little
jobs during your stay?! Perhaps you will re.
member my nawe, Carl Muller,”

O yes,” I replied, brightening up more snd
more, ** | remember.  But what are you doing
here 1"

“ Well, sir, it’s a long story, but I have_been
forced to leave Ciermany through being perse.
cuted by the Government. | know a little of
trades, apd I hsve a knowledgs of mining, my
people belonging to the Hanz, 1also had a spe.
cialty for finding lest and buried treasure, and
threc times discovered valuable hoards for th.
authosities : but instead of it doing me any
good, 1 only Lecanie a suspected churacter, and
it ended by my having to fly with hardly a
groschen to help mysell with., 1 have heen
tramping all through Belgium, and now I have
wandered iuto Franee, looking out for work.”
“I am afraid,” T said, “"that you will not find
any trearure Jiere 5 it is not at all a likely plaen
for that.””

¢t No,” he answered ; “but | am a good car.
penter, and know something of boat.building.
I therefore came here after trying Calais and
Dunkerque, and have heen iuquiring for em.
ployment at the different building-vards, but as
yet | have not been auccessful. Perhays, ag I
have had the good fortune of meeting you, you
may be able to help me to get work."”

A happy thought struck me. - | owned a bout
which my boys sailed about in; it wanted a
deck in the bows ; here was o mau who would
do the work chenper and sconer than the dila.
tory workmen of Fireville,

““ Well,” said [, *'I think I can help you ton
small job; so0 if you vome up to my houwe on
the esplanada to-motrow morping we will talk
it over. It will be sbout dolug up o boat.”

sen, and no doubt is still; but [ have not shown”

The man seemed very thankul, bowed, and
then walked away. [ told my wilo when \
reuched home of my meeting Muller, aud how
strangy it was that he knew me, and said what
[ had promised in the way of work.

1 know he is a clever follow, and 1 want to
see what he can do with the bont ; if he is
good carpenter ho way be of great use, n_ﬁ}‘mcmlly
as these Féteville people are so very indepen-
dent. Rut 1 do not quite understand that
rigmarole about his reason for leaving Ger-
many."’

Muller eame in the morning, very puuctnally
at the hour [ had uamed to him. [ walked with
him down to the basin, showed him what 1
wanted doune, and advanced him a few francs,
as he said he was penniless. .

In a day or two the results of his work made
it apparent that he was very skilful, and_ both
wy {)oys aud myself were delighted at his hand-
iness. 1 found him one or two other swmall jobs,
and also recommended him to several of my
friends. Among thess was Mr. Dawkins, our
parson, and it struck him that Muller would be
the very man to do sume repairs that were need.
ed about the church cheaply and well.

He finished this work also—did everything
so cleverly, and made himself so generally use.
ful; that st last he was installed in & couple of
rooms close to the church, and acted as & sort
of decorator, verger, aud, in faet, Jack-ol-all
trades.

In a fow months Muller's appearance improved
wonderfully ; a wife and child, of whom he had
told us nothing, joined him from Germany. He
bought some furniture, and, being a general fa.
vourite, seemmed in s fair way to secure n res-
pectable living, He appeared very devoted to
his family, was quite sober, and very seldom
left his house, except to look after the iunterior
of the church, which seemed to have some great
charm for him.

He was a Protestant, of course, and appeared
ta be such a thorough Christian, that the cler.
gymaun and all the devout old ladies of the con-
gregation took quite an interest in him and his
wife. When he took to halding the plate at the
door on Sundays, in a full suit of bluck and a
white tie, evervbody was quite welted, if 1 may
use the expression. As a finish to his execl-
lences, he suggested two or three ornamental
improvements to the pulpit, did some very
pretty carviugs for the altar-rails, and repainted
the table of Comwandments under the east win-
dow not at all badlv, This work kept hiw about
the church all day for some weeks.

In.July 1370 | wanted some repairs done to
the mast of my boat, which had been slightly
aprung, so went to Muller’s early in the worn-
ing to ask his advice and assistance,  lknocked
at the door, but no one answered, 1 called
through the keyhole for Mrs. Muller. As no one
came, | tried to look in at one of the windows.
At last I banged at the door with my heel till 1
nearly foreed it in ; still nobedy stirred.

‘* Very strunge this,” I thought; “I'll go
aud ask the parson whether be knows anything
about it.”’ [ walked off at a tremendous pace to
Mr. Dawkin’s house, knocked, aud was admitted,
und went straight after tlie servant into the
breakfast-roo.

I fear that without saying ** Good-morning ™
to Mrs. Dawking, who was just pouring out the
tea for breakfast, I began by blurting out,

“ Where's Malley 7

 Muller " said Mr. Dawkins, taking off his
spectacles and looking at me in great surprise ;
“ I'suppose he 15 at his hans:,” ’

“No,” lreplied ; “or if heis, he is dead,
and his wife too,  He's gone.”

* What !” said Me. Dawkins, noarly upsetting
bis tea-cup. - What do you sy 1’ .

0, 1 mean he’s bolted—-gone oil.”

Visions of fruncs advenced for the repairs and
alterations must have crossed Mr, Dawkin's
mental disc: but he evidontly could not casily
helieve anything wroug of Muller, He got up
hastily, and, with a slight tremor in his voice,
said, :

1 think we hud better go down again 1o his
bouse and see.” .

We went as fast us we could walk, and hame
mered at the door agaiu, but could get no ro-
sponse.  Then I suggested that we shonld send
for s locksmith, and get the doot opened,

This was scon done, and behold! there wern
the rooms exactly as they used to be, but not a
soul in them. ~ None of the furniture had been
removed, and the plates und erumbs of the lust
meal were still on the kitchen-table. The
clothes-press in  the bedroom, however, wus
empty and open,

Mr. Dawking and 1 looked at cach other, bnt
could not guess in the leust what had become of
Muller and his family.  We then tried the
neighbors for information, and ascertained from
an old washerwoman, who lived two doors off,
that she had seen Muller leave in Jean Dubois’
cart at daybrenk that very morning. ““And a
nice lot of boxes he bad with him. They seemed
0 heavy that he and Dubois could hardly lift
them into the cart.” ‘

*“Boxes V"' remarked Mr. Dawkins inquir-
ingly.

“ Yes, boxes of good white deal, four of them,
all with. the sides bound with iron clamps,””

‘“ And do you know where Madame Mullerjst”
I asked, )

“Q yea; she told Madame Chevert yesterday
that she wan going ol in the morning by train
to Dunkerque, to meet her mother, who was
coming from Germany ; and she-took the child
with her."”

The old womun directed us to the earter's

house, to which we at once walked, and found

that he had sturted very early that morning with
some boxes for Mr. Muller, He liad gone by the
Calais road, and would not be back ‘till the
ovening, or perhaps net till next morning. Here
wias a nice state of things!  Mullar had evi-
dently absconded, and we could nov find out any.
thing abouat him till the carter retarned. B

But the puzzle way, where did the heavy boxes
come from 7 I had an inward consciousness that
souiething serious he-d happened,but what it way
1 had pot the least idea.

Mr. Dawkins suggestod that we should go and
see if the interior of the church was ull right,
We found everything thero as usual, Then we
began to ook ahout in an objectless sort of way,
tosee if we could find any traces of the lost one ;
and at last, looking into the shed built against
our bonudary wall, whore we kept the coals for
heating the church in winter, | saw a large quan.
tity of freshly-dug earth.

This seemed strange, and going in 1 stumnbled
overa henvy board, which was thus slightly
displaced, and revealed part of a hole, [lifted
the board away, and saw a neatly-cut circular
opening. but how deen 1 conld not toll. 1 called
Mr. Dawkins, and, tying a piece of string which
was in my pocket to his walking-stick, we feolt
for the bottom, bat failed to tind it.

“ We mast get shme one to go down and sen
what this mewnsg,”’ said 1 ; ** it strikes me that
thero may be a prs-uga through this hole lead-
ing under the church.”

*“That is not at all improbable,” said Mr.
Dawkins;, “and now [ come to think of it,
Muller spoke to me rather mysterionsly a fow
weeks ago of his havieg au idea that thers must
be a crypt under here, and that some day it
might be found out.” i

** Shall we put this into the hauds of the an-
thorities, Mr. Dawkins | asked.

Mr. Dawkivg, however, thought that we Lad
better wait for the returu of the carrier, and ser
if there was anything in the hole.  For if there
isanything wrong, and we call in the police, we
may be involved in a lot of trouble before the
bosiness ig over.”

Accoridingly we agreed to eonduct ourexplars-
tion ourselves, and to meet again at the charch
after lnneh, with eandles and 4 rope, and g fow
tools. I was teo excited my:e'f to make much
of & meal, and was waiting st the church long
before two o'clock, with 4 couple of lanternsand
» packet of candled. A fow minutes after, Mg,
Dawkins appeared, anl with him his eldest son,
a lght aetive boy ol tiltern,  They had brought
with them a coil of rope.

Ouar first act was o let a lantern Jown the
hole, W vould then see that it had been made
hy an e-xrwrimn‘r:d \vorkmau, as we fonnd that Al
adepth of a few feet it was carefully shored up
with short pieces of tiinker.  We conld suon sce
the Lottom, at a great depth. We then pulled
the lautern up, and let down young Dwkins,
who was in high glee at the prospect of an ad-
venture.  Alter some ten or vleven fest of Top:
had passed throngh our hands, he eried, “Stop !
1 have reached the bottom.”  We then gues hing
the lantern, and asked what the place was like.
He angwered that there was plenty of room to
tnrn about in, and that the hole was eantinued
in a horizontal dicection towards the chorch, At
this I became thoroughly excited, stripped offf
wy coat, anad lighted the otherlantern, and then
gat Mr. Dawkins to lowsr me.  Down | went,
and inokad about me.

The tunnel, leading towards the ehuareh, was
regularly supported at- intervals with sids posts
and cross pieces of wood, and was big ezough to
allow n man to erawl on his hands and kuecs
very comfortibly. - As there seenied no great
diffienlty in the matter, 1 shouted up to Mr,
Dawkius.

“ We are goinyg up the passage ; you had bec
ter go into the chareh, aud if you hear a knock-
ing, you will know that we e below.”

The wall of the church was only some twenty-
five fect frowm the conleshed ;| we soon penetrated
ta that distanee, and voung Dawking, win pre-
ceded me, said,

CWe have come taa holein a wali ) and the
grottud seems lower on the other side”

After lowering his luntern he fonnd that there
was a full of abwut three feet, down which he
stepped, 1 followeld, and bolding up vue tao-
terns we stond upright,  We were in an angle of
# stono-Luilt chamber, evidently u portion of the
erypt of the old mouustery, whose existence had
never been snypected,. Phe opon spee in which
wo stood was some twenty feet square; two of
its sides were formed of ol stone walls, the
other two of heaps of rubbish, reaching quite up
to the Jow arched roofr

Looking carefully around, traces of Muller's
handiwork were to be seen everywhere; here
was a passage tunnelled throngh the rubbish ;
there a wall bored through, and the bones of
seeeral skeletons proved that he had disinterred
some bodies in his search.  Oue stone coflin lay
in n corner, with the lid off; within was the
skelotou of its tenant, quite. perfect, with a
lenden crucifix resting against the ribs,

After deliberating a little we deternined to ex-
amine the largest of three openings into the
rubbish, s it showed signs of having been well
trodden down, and was of »-good size. We fol.
lowed it for some little distance, and again
emerged into the open erypt,

Almost the first thing that we noticed way a
swall iron door, half-eaten awny with rust, - It
had been taken ofl its hinges and lay at our feet,
In the wall opposite was a small mnnssively bailt
recess. . And now it was that we found evidence
of theo success of Muller's searcly, for on the floor
of the recess was u quantity of old. nnd rotten

wood, soma of it atill joined together with muty




