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I.
MASTER KINK RELATES SOME INTERESTING

PABTICCLAR3 COSCEBNISG HIS APFREiTICE,

KICOLAS BBAND.
lam trulyglad to meet you. This meeting has

warmed my heart. It is one of life's pleasantest
experiences to shake an old friend by the band, and
tolearn from his ovn lips that he has not forgotten
you inhis wanderings, though he and y»u have been
long parted. Iam sorely grieved to hear that you

have lest your faithful mate
—

the dear woman who
was yeur companion for so many years—but we
must bow our heads and submit to the Divine will.
This life is not the end of all things. There is a
Hereafter, thank God. Ihe beloved ones whose fond
eyes we no longer see, whose tender voices we BO
longer hear, are waiting for us in the better land. Ii
is but a question of a little time. Resignation
friend, resignation. It is a lesson we ell have to
learn. Happy the man who beholds, thining inhis
heart, the bright crystal Hope, immutable, imper-
ishable, and who derives consolation f:om it. That
is a so.ace that is born of Faith, the comforter.

You ale anxious to know what has become cf my
people ? Name them, friend. Nicolas Brand, my
apprentice? Aud pretty Katrine Loebeg, too

—you
arc curious about her? Strarge that jou should
bring their names into association, for when you last
visited ice, twelve year* a^-o, there was nothing be-
tween those two. 1 may say that with confidence.
Indeed, itH scarcely possible there, could have been,
for Katrine was but fourteen. Abeautiful maiden,
true, but love hail found no place inher heart. Ita
buds begin toblossom first in the spring of womin-
hood, and Katrine at that time was a mere child.
Twelve jeara tge ! Ah me !ah me !how lime flits '.
Spring, summer, autumn have passed over my head,
and lam in the winter of my life. ButIfeel young
sometimes, even now—yes, indeed. lam good for
mmy a year, 1hope. lam foud of life,anl Ihave
much to be thx.l.ful for, although Istand aioue in
the world, without wife or clii!I.

Nicolas Brand and Katrine Lcebeg ! Gracious
heavens !the lontcwt!A wolf anda lamb ;ahawk
nz.d a dove ;a puiiulHWll weed and a pure, white
lily. But you were as much a stranger to these
two wheu you were here twelve years ago aa you
are at this lreser.t moment. Old Anna was my
housekeeper tiici:. You remember Anna ;you had
more than me good jjke with her, and she likul
you;she said you were a proper man Where is
she low .' DeaJ. She terved mo faithfully, i.nd j
lived to 73. Ah, she was a treasure

—
)>u dint

often see tuoh. Everything went onin the house,

from hour to li:ur, from day to day, from week to
week, like a well regulated clock. And what beau-
tifulEtcws she made !Never shall Itaste the like
again. Ihave no.v another housekeeper— hush !
Sh -is here.

• • •
She is gone, and willnot trouble us again to-

night. You are thoughtful—you have observed
something strange ia her. Her dead. white face,
her long tilvery hair, her great C.ved oyes have sur-
prised you. Why, yes—she seems never to see any-
thing that is before her, but to be forever gczing
into a world invisible to us. What she beholds
there bciven only knows, though sometimes Ibe-
lieveIcan sec with my mind's eye the shapes she
gues upon. On rare occasions Ihave detected her j
speaking to them, but have been unable to calch j
the sense of her words. To me 6he never speaks I
unless Ifirst address her. You will suarce:y be
lleve that dlie was beautiful once- -ver;', very beau-
tiful-and Lji^hthive p'.cked and chosen. No, she
was never UMIM. What a piliJul look inher ejesl
Yes, yes itia enough to move o.ie to sadness. What I
isitjou desire to know? lion't be afraid toask.
Isshe inberriiiht mind? No

—
she is mad.

Ye?, she ismid, but she ia pcrfeclly harmless, and )
goes about her duties we 1enough in her dull, mo- |
notoi ous way,and cooks well, too, buti not as well

'
as old Anna. There never was a cock like Anna. !
My mouth waters when Ithink of her. This one is j
eot old. Youwillscarcely credit it

—
she is only six i

and twenty. Ah, you may well open your ejea |
I'.u: ifyou will think alittle you willnot be able to I
recill any old woman who ever woic her white hair j
loose, as this young one does, almost to her knees.
Itis the wonder of every stranger who gees her. I
Not so many ye rs ago her hair was golden brown, I
and we used to gaze upon itand upon her with do j
light, for her eyes were the brightest of any, and f
,her face had a beautiful color in it.

Fillyour p'i»e :.£,'ain» and draw closer to the fire.
How the wind blows : There are angry rn:r s t9
abroad, and Iwill tell you the ttory if Nicolas
Brand, who worked for me till he was 24 years of :
age, and who was not satisfied with the fruits of

'
honest labor because they did not enable him to

'

grow rich in a month. That was his nne idea o' !
happiness— riches, nothing but riches. The flowers

'

of the field;, ihe einging of the birds, the perfume
'

of the hedjes, the beauty of the Bkies— they were \u25a0

naught to him. He set up an idol for himself, and
'

he worshiped it with all his might. Did a carriage
roll past the door he would look up from his woik

'
withdiscontent inh's eyes and an expression on hi!
face which said, as plain as if he had uttered it.!"

Why haven't / a carriage? Why thould / walk 1

while others ride :
"

Did a gentleman ina fine coat
enter mv shop to leave his watch to be cleaned, there
onNicolas' face was alwa\s the same, miserable ex.!
pretsion."

Usstcr Fink," he said, "thepoor are much to te
pitied."

"So are the rich, Nicolas," Ianswered ;"Idoutt
whether, of the fvo, ths poor liave not the most

'

reason to be grauful.""
Grateful F* he cried.

"
Fnr what ? For having \u25a0

so little, while the rich have to much ?"
"Every bacK to its burden, Nicolas," Is.id;

'
"

every back to it« burden. Go on with your work,
'

m> lad, aud make the best o! things."
But to do that was not Inhis nature. Did he

'

drink beer, he made i* sour by crumbling, because
'

itwasn't wine. He envied everybody who had finer
things than he could buy, and the jiuglingof Bilver
inother people's pockets sent the blood ru-hisg
angrily through his veins. Iknew that he hungered
afler money, bdtIwas not frightened that he would
rob me. Myrrojierty was safe, for I was asbaip
blade at my business. L.t a spring, a pair of handr,

'
the smallest of wheels, be missing, and Iwas sure
to find itcut. He was aware of this. Ihad taken
some pains to make him understand it

—
not ina di-

rect manner, bufin a way he couM not mistake. Be-
'

sides, if he had robbed ma of allIpossessed, it would
not hava contented him.

When liis apprenticeship was out Istill employed
him, pacing him piece by puce for the werkhe per- .
formed. Had 1 ya\i Urn a tegular wage he would
have got the advantage of me. He did not earn a

'
great deal ;after deducting what w;s due fo: hi«
board and locig^g, there was seldom at the erd of
the week more than a florin, or at the most two, for
him toreceive His c'.othts cost him something, I
more than they should have done, f>r he »r>ed the
fashions of his bett?r«. Itwas money thrown aw«j;
the (meet clothes in'.he world coullnot make Nico-
las Brand look like a gentleman. Then he indulged
into a terrible vice whica cat 3into thj soul of a
man—he was a gambler, whichhe had noidea was
known tone. Soull cunning generally overreaches

'
i'-eelf. Then, agsin, he had a poor mother, fifty
miles away, who, he would say with a hypocritical
look at the rafUrj,depended upon him for support,

'
With what aLag face would he come to me and say •"

Master FinK, nsy dear old mother is very sick
— j

very, very aick : Ibeg of you to Iced me fiveflorins
to send tocher. • It willbe an act of true charity, I
Master Fink. You can pnt it down to my account
Do not fear that you willlose anything by me. One !
d>yIshall be rich, and.lwillrepay you everyfloiin/ \u25a0

But he gave hi« mother nothing for all th:t;it
was withinmy knowledge that during all the years
he was in myservice he had not sent her the smaller.
coin. Sometimes it was not forhis mother he wanted
money from me.

"Ah, what an adventure. Master Fink—what a«ai
melincholy adventurer he would cry, bursting in
upon me suddenly."

What is the matter now, Nicolas ?' Iwould ask,
examining his face withintenst, and preparing for
the Bhcxk.

"0, the world—th« cruel, erne! world?
'

he would
mean.

"
You know, Muter Fink, that Iwent bom

here wi;h three fl>rins ivmy pocket, whichIintend-
ed to pay Mull-.r, the tailor, off the just debtIowe
him.""Yes, Nicolas ;"you spend far too much money in
clothes, but proceed."

"On the outskirts of ihe twn Imet with a poor,
unfortunate woman

—
M

"On the outskirts of the town, Nicolas !But that
is not the way to fret to Muller's aliop. He lives but
a stone's throw from this spot.""

Muller was not in when 1 first went to his shop,
so, the day being flue, Itook a walk towards the
woods. Was itfood or bad fortune, Master Fink,
that put the idea into myhead."

"Untilyou inrthcr enligh'-en me, Nicolas, Ican-
not say.""

You shall hear all. On the outskirts of the
town Imet this poor, unfortunate woman. She had
10 shcrs to her feet, and onlyone thin, torn dress
upon her body— and O, Master Fink, Bhe had a
baby inhtr arms, who was sobbing for want of food,
which her mother could not give her, having no
money to purchase itI The wretched creature told
me her dreadful story, and begged me, if1had a
mother of myown, to sive her child fromstarva-
tion. What co-aid Ido, Master Fir.k V lam poor ;
yes, Iam poor, and the money iv mypocket really
belonged to Muller; but could Iresist to heart-
rending an appeal '! Could you have resist rf? No;
your nature is too humane. You would have done
as 1diil,without considering how Ithould replace
the tline florins. Igave them to the roor woman,
who crawled away, calling down blessings on my
head."

"Andycu want nu to lend you the three fljrins
to pay Muller ':""

Yes, Master Fink— to lend it,not togive it, to
me. Iwillnot let yourob me of an act of charity."

To these and numberless other stories Iwould lis-
ten, without troubling myself to contradict their.
What would have been the use ? Asjong as Ikej.t
Nicolas Brand with me itwas best not to(xcitehis
suspicioi p, and Ibore with many things of which I
disapproved. Sometimes, not always, Ilent Mm a
portion of what ho asked for, taking care that he
did not get too deeply in my debt, and Ithought
with wonder of the amazing amount of deceit that
could be hidden inHl2 breast of one human being.
Isee inyour «psa the question, why, ifIdid not

like Nicoias Brand, did Icontinue to employ him!
Why did Ikeep him, an indifferent workman, inmy
shop, when there were so many be. ter men looking
for work, who would have been grateful to ma all
the d»ys of their lives if1ha.taken them on? For
it is Dot workmen that are uifflcult tJ fled;itis
master.". Well, there was a reason, a Btrong, hu-
mane reason, and Imay speak cf it now tecausc it
willhuit none. I:was not for the sake of Nicolas
Brand, but for the take of Us mother, thatIkept
him wi h me.

Friend, Iam going to show you a chapter inmy
life which very tew have seen.

11.
A LOVE-CHAPTER IN THE LIKE OF MASTER

FINK.
The village in which Iwas bom Vies fifty miles

from ibis spot, and is cne of those places biJden in:
some odd Book and corner which the bu-y wirld
Eeems either to have forgotten or torecard as of too
slight importance to take ar.y notice rf. Itmoves
neither backward nor forwird;it is the fame to-day
as itwas a hundred years a;^i. It)houses, lisroute,
its little shops, its bits of garden, its church, are the
same now as then, and unless lomstidag startling
occurs, will b* the same ut the ci.d of another
hundred years.

There are families livingthere whose great g-reat-
grcatgrandfithers lived there in the self same cot-
tages, grown so old that their walls are rotting and
crumbling away. The people with scarcely an ex-
ception are all of them poor, tnd >ive a life of con-
tentmcut. As Ishould have done, perhapa

—
ray

family for five generations having done so befere
me—had itnot happened that Ifell in love with
Louisa Wagner.
Ihave fpoktn of the betuty of Katrine LTebeg.

Louisa Wagner was even more beautiful. Ho not
think Isay so because Iloved her ;it was univrrs-

|ally acknowledged ;acd just in the manner Katrine
Iwas sought after here, so was Louisa Wagner sought

after in the villagein which 1 was born. Imay say,
without running the risk of being thought vain,
that Iwas a well-looking lad. Itisa fact that I
was industrious and not given to tippling. From
my father Ik-arnt the mysterie3 of the art of watch

jmakirg. Our family had been the village watch
,and clock menders for generations. There was n< t
enough business in that line tobe picked up among

Ithe ecanty and poor p-rpu'.ation to suppoit us, so
:mv grandfather, and my father alter him, took to
:cobbling boots and shoes to ike out a living. I'learnt, also, to cobble, and was romean hand at it;

Iwe were therefore the village watchmakers and coh-
-1 biers, ar.d managed to live chiefly itmuat be owned
!by the pitching of leather, which is a degree lower
in' tTSe scale of life than regulating the delicate

jworks cf a watch.
Louisa Wsgner was the only child of a laborer on

the private estate cf the owner of the village land,
and in fulling in love withher Ifellin love with a
girlinmy own Btation inlife.

Heavens, how beautiful she was 1 Her checks
were handsomer than tfce handsomest peach ;her
eyes were as bright as the brightest stars ;her skin
as soft as the ioftest velvet. To me what a vision
of brightness !Where onearth was to be found her
equal?

In iryestimation, nowhere above or upon the
habitable globe. That is the way of lovers for a
time. No feeling so potent is that which agitates
the heart of a lover a] he contemplates the being
upon whom he sets his affections Gradually the
c'lange comes, as we all live to learn. The hetvenly
light fades slowlyaway, and life's hard lessons, no
less than the strange workings cf the human heart,
recall us to a sten.er reality. Happy those who find
themselves cast npon a peaceful shore, where they
can taste and enjoy the calmer and myre enduring
affection which sometimes follows the subsidence of
love's delirium and fever.

For weeks and weeks Icursed my i*Bßion, fed on
it,was made happy by it. For Louisa rt'agner did
not eo«m irdiffeient to U. Nay, the seemed flat-
tered, aiid, aa it appearei to me, had some slight
feeling for roe stronger thßn ordinary friendship.
That she should love nee with euch intensity as I
loved her was not to be thought of. This love of a
yoarg man, when itv pure, as muv; was, ehmbles,
brightens, beautifies all surrounding things. Isang
at my work, though it was even to mean as the
Iatching "f boots. Isoled and heeled them, one
after another, aid my viryheart went into the
stitches. Iheld them inmy hands and kisfed them—

yes, Iam not ashamed to cocfess it.
Ikissed them ina kind of rspture. Itook them

to bed with me. By the siie of mybed hung a cage
witha linnet init. Itold the bird ina whisper that
the boots belonged to Louisa— ah, what foolish,
foolish things we do when the fever is upon us !

—
and the linnet trilled cut in joyfulcst notes. I
1-iughod, Ichirruped, Iehed tears, and when 1 knelt
at my bedside and repeated my prayers Ipressed

Louisa's booti to my heart. Upoa the so'.eing and
heeling cf those boot 4Iwould have liked to chal-
lenge the world. Surely, such excellent workman-
ship could not elsewhere have been produced.

Louisa Wagner thought so, and said so, as she
turned them over and over inher hands."

You jwillsee," 1 said, "they will list for
ycare.""

They are beautifully done," (he eaid ;
"

such
fine stitches !Ytu arc really clever.""
Icm earn a livins,"Isaid, proudly."
But you willhave to wait," she said ;

"
Icannot

pay you fcr them for a long, long while.""
In money you can never pay me"

"O, yes, Ican, Gustave Fink.""
No," Iinsisted, in a trembling voice ;

"
indee-*,

younever can.""
Wh> rshe asked."
Idid not do them for money. Iwi«h you to

accept them from me."
She thanked me pine readily, saying :

"
Well, if

yon will have It to!" and gave me the sweetest
smile.

Iran borne in a tremor of delight, carrying the
smile withme. Itis a fict. Her smilitg face was
before me all the way.

Of course Itold my linnet the news— how that
Louisa had accepted my work,and paid me with the
sweetest Bmile—and the bird tang gaily, tnd the
rhythm and the tenderness of the sorg found an
echo inmy heart. Up to this point tha linnet was
my only confidant. Not to a soul did Ibreathe my
secret. None the lees did Ilook up in myself as
Louisa Wagner's accepted lover. After what hau
passed— which, ao you see, Ihad magnfied into the
most ridiculous importance— how could it be other-
wise ? Tnat when Icould find courage to gpeak
plainly toher she would place her hand inmine, I
entertained not the slightest doubt.
Iwas a proud young fellow the following Sunday

when Isaw her walking- in the boots Ihad repaired
for .her, and which looked like new. She wore a
new cotton dreas and abit of new ribbon round her
pretty throat, whichIsettled inmy mind were worn
forme. No man ever tostud a greater happiness
than Idid on that day. But 1 could not vet tied
courage to speak to her— to teil her of the love
which filled my heart. Iwalked by her side and
was contented. Ah!how itall comes back to me -
the meeting at the church door, the walk through
the churchyard and the village till we came to be.-
-father's cottage, the stupid little Ulk about her
boots'"
Inever in my life felt so comfortable," she

said ;•' they are new, and yet they are as easy as if
1had worn them foryearp. And they do not make
my feet look large."

Her feet look large ! Inmy eyes they were the
feet of a princess. Now, aH she put out her foot,
andIwas gazing at it in admiration, who should
come up to us and stop but a neighbor of mine, a
wheelwright, KarlBrand by name. Ican see the
picture as plainly as ifitwere put bodily before me
in this room. Iturn towards the lire, and Isee the
picture there in the glo.ving coals."

The prettiest foot inall the village," cried Karl
Brand. •'And the prettiest face, aud the prettiest
mcutb, and the loveliest eyes !

"

His voice jarred upon me. It was like the voice
of abrawiix cullingout in a church and interrupting
ihe seriice. No wonder, Ithought, that Louisa
bhould blush as he gazed boldly at her. His look
was a sacrilege. To save the girl1 loved from fur-
ther indignity Ibade her good-by, and left her.
Turning my head fora moment as Iwalked away, it
pierced my heart like a dagger to see that Karl
Brand had followed her into her father's cottage.
Ihave called K»rl Brand a wheelwright. Wtil.he

might ba that for two days in the week—f>r the
ether five,an indolent sot. He bore a bad character
in the village, and there was much suspicious talk
concerning him. How could Louisa Wagner's father
encourage such a character ? ButIcould not forget
tkst old Wagnsr aLd Karl Br^nd were by no means
on unfriendly terms. They were often seen to-
gether. "

When Louisa is mine,"Ithought, "and
Ihave the lightto protect her, she shall have noth-
ing to say to such a vagabond." When Louisa W2S
mine !All,how fullof happiness was the futureI
m»pped out ! Iresolved to speak to her Soon—be-
fore the week was cut, ifIcould find an opiiortu-
nity.

Oa the Monday X?rlBrand popped his head into
my 1 tile uhop where Isat working."

Whut a fine pair of si>!es>oti have put on Louisa
Brand'! boots !

'
he cried.

"
Here— mend mine at

the sime price." And he flung down a pair.

Ithrew th-.in back a. Mai with some passionate
words. He picked them up, and walked away,
laughing. That evening Isaw him and Louisa Wsg-
ner together, and Imade t'.e aciguain'ance of that
torturer, Jealousy. There was no sleep for me that
night. When 1came upon them Louisa had not
seen me, buthe, meeting my eye, gave me a ma-
lic'ous triumphant smile to feed upon. Idid feed
u|K>n itfor days and days till Icould bear it no
longer, and determined to putan end to my t>rture.
Ispoke to Louise ;Ideclared my lOV2 forher. I
told her lh.it Iwas able to support her and Iat-ked
her to be my wi'e. She answered me in a kind,
pityir.g voi c, she had nlready promised tobecome
the wifeif KulBrand. Istood for a little while

1transfixed. Mylifjteemed most ter ibly and sud-
denly 10 have come le an end.

"Donot hate me," ehc said softly.
"
Iam very,

very sorry."
*'
Icannot hate ;on," Irep'ied ;my voice was so

strange inmy rars tint Icould scarcely believe it
was 1 who was speuking."
Ishall ove yoc all my days."

"We arc still fnen.'s, "
she eaid, h.ldirg out her

hand."
Yes, *\u25a0 are Et;1 friends," Itad nechaiiically."

L .vi'iC y-u as 1dr\ it is r.ot p ssible 1should ever
be your cnerav." Itook her i,an ',and Iheld it in
mine. As Ifelt the jrcsiure of her fingers the tears
fu'.l Iron niy <j-.s."

You will see some other girl whom you will
1jvt-,

"
she said ;"you ar3 a good man ;everyone

*•\u25a0\u25a0-.;- well o! you ;ytur wi;'e will be proud of
you."

"Ishall never marry," IBoid s^diy ;"Ilove
only one."

Our convorsation was interrupted by Karl Brand,
who stole abrui't-y upon u\

"No poschhig !
"

he exclaimed.
"

One would
have suM'Osed th&t an honorable man like you
would respect the rivhts ofproperty.""

Itis riot in that wsy, Karl Lrand,"Isaid, at d
at that moment Iconfess Ienterlained a deadly
h.-trtd toward him,

"
Ishould speak cf the girlI

was !>!\u25a0( to marry.""
You choose your way,

'
he retorted,

"
and Iwill

choo*e mine. Nota bad way, is it?" he asked, as
he etood with his arm'arourid Louie-a Wttgntr's
waht; her eyes cast down; she never looked at
me.

"
And agai'i Isay, 1.0 [caching."

•* W-..rds are watted between us," Isaid.
"

Faro-
wel", Louisa Wagner, m&yycu be happy."

He sent a fhout cf mocking laughter after me.
"Truly,'Icould not help thinking,

"
in good feel-

iugIhave the advantage over you."
Isuffeied terribly, and for Borne time nymind

was plunged into such'.dtrki.ess that Icouid see no
gleam of goodness in ali the wide world. 1hat is
the selfUh view we tike of things when sorrow-
comes to our door. Why, 1 aaked, does Loui a
Brand marry that brute and gambler instead of »n
honest, hardworking youngster, who not only
loved, but rc?pected her? IfIcould have answered
that question Imiirht be able to tell yuu more of the
workings 0! a woman's heart. ItU beyond me, and
beyond you, ai;d therefore Ihave kept myself free
from woman's power from that day to this. Ire-
covered my peace of mind, and H> that it might not
again be disturbed by sight cf the womanIloved,I
left my native village with my knapsack on my
Bhoulders and came here, where Iset up inbusiness
for myself as a watchmaker, and have jogged along
ever tince, with a fa r share of happiness and con-
tent. 1here is no condition cf life in which a man
has not good reason to te grateful ;Ihave grown to
know this, and it has betn of value to me inmy
ideas of life's struggles and disappointments. Ihave
my work,Ihare my connection, Iowe no one a
florin. That is happiness enough.

111.
RELATES HOW KICOLAS BRAKD BECOMES MAS-

TER FIXK'S AITBENTiCE.
Year after year ptsst-d peacefully and pro«pfroualy

Iover my head, until sixteen years had cons by. I
was fortunate inmany ways in making fritnds, in
makirg myself /espetted, in forminga connection
and in obtaining the services of ol1 Anna, who
saved much anxiety. She had no wooers, n> men
dancing at her heels ;Idoubt ifImyself h*d of-
fered to marry her, wheiher the would hive aec pted
me. Not that such an idea ever entered my head.
Heaven fori-id:Ihad tco great a resptct for her
years.

One morning, at the end of this time, a woman
entered my shop. A pale, thin, elderly woman,
with an expression of intense anxiety and weariness
on her worn fie;. She gszed at me wistfully, and I
at her in wonder and pity."

Master Fink," she said."
Yes," Isaid, "1am he."

Irecognized her immediately, changed as she was.
Myoldswetth-art, Louisa Wagner, stood before me
It saddened me to see that she had already ar-
rived at the winter of her life. Her eyes were dim,
her hair waa nearly white ;and my hair was still
brown, and my eyes clear and strong, and in my
heartsomeg' illness reigned. Ah,me! Time's hand
had weighed heavily upon her during the eighteen
years whichhad flown byBin?e la»t Isaw htr. Had,
then, allthe flowers of her life withered!No; one
still bloomed, and brought joy to her. But thii I
had yet to learn. No joy was inher face, onlydeep
anxiety and weariness. Isaw that bhe was ready to
faint with fatigue."

Have you come to see me V" Iasked."
Yes," nhe sighed.

'Where from?'"
From our native village.""
You have ridden here T'Ilaid."
No," she replied, faintly;\u25a0Iwalked.""
Gracious heavens P Icried.

"
Walked !ItU

fiftymiles !""Yes," she sighed, "it 13 fifty milts. What a

Ilong, longroad
'

ButIam here at last, thank God!"
I Isaw that it was no lighterrind that had brought

her to me, an iIsaw, also, that her «tlength was al-
most spent. Indeed, it was as much as she could
do to prevent herself from falling to the ground 1
called Anna hastily from her kitchen, and bade her
attend to my visi or. A heart of quick sjmpathy
beat in myold Anna's breast, and, without asking
who my visitor wa«, she administered to her wants.
It was not without difficulty that this was accom-
plished, for Louis* Waguer— itpained me to think
of her by the natse of Brand— w»s so eager to dis-
close her errand that, had she been allowed to have
her way, she would not have tasted fooduntil itwas
done. Eut Anna insisted, and so diet I,and tbe
woman 1 ooce had loved so dearly had not the
strength to reject the kindly otficea which were
forced upon her. When she had drank a basin of
nourishing soup which Anna hid prepared

—
IUkver

really knew what soup was till Anna made it for
me ;what a treasure tM woman was !—and had
somewhat regained her strength, Itolu her Iwas
r \u25a0,\u25a0!\u25a0!}\u25a0 to listen to her."
Ihave conn to you forhelp," the said."
Iwillg've it to you,' Ireplied, "

ifit is in my
power."

She beet h r nead gratef allyand humbly."
You see," she eaid,

"
that Iam very,verypoor.""

Igrieve to see it." And, indeed, Iwas filled
withpity for her. Had the pictu-e of her, as she
was now, been presented to me tighteen years ago,
«ith the words,

"
This is what the beautiful girlby

your eido willbecome in afewßhort years," Ishould
have laughed at itin derision as amonstrous impos-
sibility. Her eyes that were bright as the tt>r>, her
cheeks that rivalel the peach ivdelicate bloom, her
skin that was soft as velvet

—
where were they now ?

Ah!Beauty, Beauty, be not over vain and confi-
dent !Old Father Time has tricks in ttore for you
of which you do not dreim, as yoa walk, erect aud
proud and happy, through the flowery paths of
youth. Be humble, mai.leu, and grateful for jour
fairoutside, and pray to God not to weighyou down
with grief and trouble. These were some of the
thoughts th»t crossed my n.ii.d as Ilooked at the
pale, thin weman, who had walked fiftymiles to beg
me to helpher.

Presently ski dUciosed what she wished me todo
for her. Her husband, Kirl Brand, died six ye»rs
ago, having done his be.t to make her lifeunhappy.
She did not tell me this;she did »ut say that he
had ill-treated her, had pa;sed Us days in the ale
houuo, had made her slave for him, had never given
her a loving word after the first few montha of their
marriage. Iguessed it,and it was ths truth. He
had led her a life of mistry, and wheu he died left
her in a state of direst povertj.

She took up her burden meekly, anlbattled on as
women do more bravdj than men Ithink, aud Hi
her duty to the utmost extent of her power. Her
parents were dead, and the had no frior.ds ina pesi.
tion to help her. Indeed, she had Wme to iufer,
more b> the cinstruction 1 placed upon her words
than by tbe words theirselves, that the iriend* of
her girlhood had fallen from hir one by one—driven
a-vay, at course, by the vajihoad the h?.d IsjMlfcxl
But ska had oke treasure, one dear priceless treas-
ure which coir.pt nMttal le>r aIJ, which kipt hope
alive cveu inher Ead ife. She had a cbild, a Bon,
and hUnume w-s Mculas. T*o o.her children hal
been born to her, but they had died, and Nico'as
was the only ono left. Aheaven'y lightcame ir.to her
eyeß as she ppoke of him ;color touched her cheeks ;
her skin s.imcd tjgrow white and softer. There,
in the Uenher, 1saw once »g»in, for a bncf S[*ce,
the presentment of the beautiful gM1had loved in
my youth. She told me much of her darling that
iHterestei me deeply— Low brave he was, how truth,

ful, bright, intelligent—how that he was the pride
of her Hal and the best sou a lovirg mother was
ever llessed with.

"He i)growing fast," she sa:d, her eyes beaming
with pride;

"
and, please God, in a few years »i]l

be a fine, handsome man. lam anxious about him,
and Iwant to perform my duty by him. Iwish him
to lef.ru a trade from an hone;t master, who willset
him a good ex imple. Your father, GusUve Fink,
was an upright, just man, a: d it was his example
that hei(>ed you to become one yourself. Inour
little village there is no opportunity for a lad to
learn a trade that willadvai.ee him iv the MXM,He
must learn itelsewhere, and myprayer is that Imay
live to etc him prew^rou*. honored, with a wiiuand
children crour.d him, who shall look up to him with
love and resp.ct, as they thou'.d do to a father, aud
with his old mother doing what slfe can in the day
to assist the household matters, tnd in the oi^ht tit
ting ina turner by the firtsilf, praising the great
L>rJ of ail inher grateful heart for the Kcssiugt Ho
has showered upon her. Ah, what happiness, what
happiness! 1

'
Hur Blight form shook, and her face was bedevi-d

with tears, as she spoke of his future.
"Then do you propose,

"
Iasked, "to leave t'ue

villageyourself, ifyju find a master elsewhere .'or
your son f

"0, no," she replied, with eager haste, "I*hi!l
be ac og upou han, a burden. How BhoulJ Ibe
al>:e to live- Iam not clever, and Ishould be
among strangers. No ;Imust stop at home, wheie
ican manage to make a living, and Iwill wait pa-
tiently tillmy son is a man, and sajßtaa-e, 'Mother,
come to me ;Ihave a home for you.' O, Guttave
FiLk,jou took a bold fctep when youleft our village
—a right step. The woiIdhas prospered with you.""
Iacknowledge it gra cfuilv," 1said.

"This shop is your own—you are the master
here."

"Itis luyown- 1 am tic matter h«re."
"Be mysons mas.er— Iha-.e walked fiftymiles

to beg it of joa. Teach ,h':m your trade—
let him profit by your ixtmplc. Coul-

scl him, guide hhx. You will losi m.thiig
by it. He is so gocd, so quick, so «ii!i,ig,
so obedient !Ifjoilsearch the whole world through
you would not find anotiur l.id sd bright,so easy to
teach and mod. Oh, Custavj Fink, Ibegoljou—
Iimplore you!"

So eager was the, so fcr.rful lest I6hould refuse
her, that she would have knelt to me had Inot pre-
ventwl her. My miad was made up while she
spoke. Long btfoie she fiiiah<d her ipptalIknew
what proposal si c was about to make to me, and I
had resolved to do as she wished me to do. Accept
itfrom n,c, tlu.tIwaj not guided byany stupid sen
timeLtility in the matUr. No, no;all that had
passed a».iy, and Iwas now a practical man, who
would not permit sentiment to interfere withhis
business. Ihad n shrew.l cje for a good bargain,
ar.d here was one unexpectedly offered tome. Be-
sides, was itnot a fine rever.ge ? Itwas my stupidi-
ty that i:ever made me thu k bifore today that I
wanted an apprentice. Hut Ireally required one,
and here he was, ready made, in the per&on of Nico-
las Biand, tho son of my old sweetheart, who had
bad the bad taste to choose another man, and be-
etowed upon him the happiness Ihoped to enjoy."

Louißa Brand," Isaid, "Iwiildo what y>u de-
sire. Your weary journey shall not be fruitless.
Iwill take your eon aa my apprentice, and will do
my best by him."

She simply eaiii,
"

God will reward you." >nl
then she turned aside, anl cried quietly to herself.

She remained with me for quite three hourn, rest
ingherself for her return journey home, ar.d ehe
ecceptei a trifle of money from vie to assist her on
her wny. Not a word of the days that were pone
wastpoken by e.tber e-f vi. That wiil show you

that there was no sentiment miXMpup in tlis affair.
Idid not mention the name of Karl Brand, nor did
she, nar did the slightest nfertuce to the loveIhad
borne for her escape our iipj. What we thought,
we thought. Itis necct-earv s-.mctimes to keep a
strict witch over the csiud, so that itshall not upset
our worldly calculations. Her lingquivered 99 she
presfcd my hand, and bade -ne good by. Bat it
was not Iwbe cau3cd her tmotion— it was the
thought of her son Nicolas, from whom suo was
soon to be separated.

But alihough in our waking hours we are gener
allysuccessful in controlling our minds, iti;differ-
ent when we ar? asleep. Then webecome the slave,

and the mini is the master, the magician which
causes vito play the ttoit extravagant pranks, and
to accept whatever itchooses to present to us. Itis
like sitting ina theater, «itcesding tbe representa-

tion of a play which sway* us this way and th»t,
which makes us hugh, whivhmakes U3 weep, which
makes us enj»y, which makes us suff.:r. So I
dreamt that night

—
having no power t> prevent it

—
of the old diys, and Isaw Louisa Wagner in the
springtide of her beauty. Iwas sitting on my low
stool solicg and heeling her boots— golden rootß,
with jewels around the eyelet holes. Asilver ham
mer was in myhand, and as Itapped and ta,ipe ',

and drove in the chining nai s, musical notes rang
out and sang, "Loveis yours !she loves you!!ov»
you

'
loves you!

"
And then the Hnntt which hung

above me ina crystal ctge piped swectlj,
"

Let me
out ! let me out!" Iopened tho door of the cage,

and straight through the window flew the pretty

bird—through tbe open window, froa which Isaw
tbe church and the churchyard so closely associated
with one memorable Sunday in my Me. And who
should come dancing towards me over the tomb-
stones but L'uin Wagner, dressed in the self same
dress the had worr on that Sunday, and with the bit

of ribbon at her throat. The linnet wheeling round

and round her pretty head, encircled it with thin
lines of litfht,ani tang as itflew, "She loves you—
loves you—loves ycu—" Suddenly we were walking
ina great field of flowers, and Iwas gazing in rap-
ture at Louisa's golden boots. A thousand li.intts
were singing above va, the flowers were whisperirg
around us, Louisa's hand was resting on my arm."

Then it is alla dream these eighteen year?," Isaid
to her.

"
Yes," she answered, "

all a dream. How
cjuldyou be so foolish as to believe Iloved any man
b t you? What proof of my loveßhall Igive you?

"
"

Make this field of flowers," Ianswered,
"

grow
above our heads bo that we shall be hidden from the
world, and there shall be onlyyou and 1."

Immediately the flowers began to grow higher,
higher, higher, Bhutting out the light tiil we were
almost in perfect darkness, and then the lina:t came
and perched onmy shoulder, and whispered,

"
She

is foolingyou. She is not a young girlat all;she is
an old witch. Put me in your waisUoat p cket and
you willbe a\ile to see." Idid so, and the bird be-
gan to tick likeiwatch,

"
Ksrl Brand-Karl Brand

-Karl Brand fand through a pathway ef light in
the field of flowen ran a little s-hnvtle 1 old womas
with goid boots on her feet, and Karl Brand, run-
ning after her and catching her, flang her, scream-
ing for help into the air. Irushed with the fury of
a tiger, upon the monster, and ho raised a great
sheet of bright brass and crashed iton my head

Bang! The din was enough to drive one crazj,
and Louisa Wagner screaming all the while as she
flew through the uir with her golden boots

Bang! Bang! Biog!Ijumped out of bed and
ran to my bed-r>om door and threw it open ;and
there Ibeheld old Anna siting in the passage out-
side, screaming out that every bone in Inr body was
broken, while a1,t of mv best pUtca and dishes, all
inlittlepk cc», lay around her. She was coming
down stairs with a tray full of crockery wheu she
tripped and fell all the way down, and that was the
end of my dre.ru. 1could not help laughing at it,
which made old Anna crosi the whole of the iiay.

After breakfast Ithought over my interview with
Louisa Brand ou the previous day, and the njw ap.
prentice who would coon take up his abode with us.
How his mother would grieve at parting with hiir.
But it would never have done for me to have
mprrie-d that trustful woman. She was so unvorld.
ly that she had never even asked me whether Nico-
las was to receive any wages during the seven years
of his apprenticeship. Itwas an act of folly which
would have nudo mti "angry had she been my wife.
But ghe had bt;eu another man's, aiid ho had broken
her heart. That was as clear as the light which,
thiuing through myshop. window, hid txposcd her
gray hairs to tho eyes of ova who, yettra ago, was
ready to die for her. To think that at any time of
life am.-m should be so ginip'e as to have suc-h ideas !
So Nicolas Brand came to me, and, being duly :p-
p.cnliecd, lived inmyhouse, and learnt the trai'e.
Old Anna was against him from the first. Ihad
taken. tbe important step without consulting htr,
and the moment she set eyes upou Nicolas pruj he-
eicHl thai evil would c:me of this innovation."

Have not thmts been going on well enough to
pi ane j"v, Mister Fiuk .'

'
she asked.

"They have ulways gone well,"Ireplied,
"

and I
am well p'eiscd, Aura."

"Iteayremu!'. be growing m
'

lIMIinycur
old »j;e,"she faid.

"IfIbad a vein of avuie-iousnees in my bot'y,
Anna, Iwi>ula pl-*ck it oat by the r.ots." Sue was
as much a co:n;>auion as a son mi, and 1 respected
her too much to be angry at anything sue said."Why do you make the char.ge, then, Master
Fink?1

Ireally could not answer her without e'tceiving
her, to 1 merely shrugged my shoulders and smiled.

"Ah,y<.u may ci'iile,"she txclaimjd, "and make
light ( f it ;that won't alter what you've done. Tell
me one thing, Mister Fink.""

1 willtel! youmany, Anna— that is, as many as
Ican.""

When you have a w-.itch in gocd order, that
has not lost or giined a minute for ten years,
that you can depend upon as you can depend upon
th? sun, is it the act of a g'>od workman, out o1
simple wickedness, to take it to pieee3 and put it
together «gaiu? Answer me that, M.i-t r Fink

"
'\u25a0 1 uudrrstand your meaning, Anna. Bat rely

upon me, Ihave a good reason for what 1have don?.
Let us not anticipate evil. Go down toyour kitchen
and prepare for me my favorite dinner— French
bean?, stewed sweet and sour. You have not your
equal iv Ihzt dish ;you really make ne enjoy my
life."
Ifhired Anna's fears respecting Nicolas Brand

before many mouths had j)a"e:d. Little by littleit
Jot mcd up that he bud a thoroughly bad nature ;
that ho wai sly, greedy, envious, small mindeu,
mtan ,-pirited. Every now and then Ipent to his
mtth ra small sum of money, which Isaid was due
for the services he rendered ;and you may be sure
that, as well as djin;; this, Ipaid him f»ir wages.
But had Iknown how he would turn out, 1 would
as soon huve titen the son of the Arch Fiend him-
self formy apprentice as the sou of Louisa Brand.

IV.
KELATE3 HCW KICOH3 BRAND WAS SEEK

-
BT

OLD ANNA PLATINGCAUIiS WITHTHE I.iVIL.
He grew into a tall, thin, sallow-f eed young

man, about as ill-favored as one cf Pharaoh's lean
kino;with large aphj f.-ct ;with sandy hair;with
a nose which looked us tl:eugh ithad been broken
in tl-jmid. lie; with eyes asduil as theejesofa ti.il.;
»ilh a voco iv whi.h yna l.oviiheard a noto of
natural gaiety. Such men me a nUt-ka in the
world, ai.d hew any }oung woman c.;n fee tlrawn to
'.'..fin i<a mya-ery wh ehIdefy pMuiinllsn to sat*
iJactorily explain. A mother's love for her ugly
bantling ia easily undcrtto. il;but a fine young wo-
rn;j>'s, witii bright eyts in her head, for such a
scarecrow, U beyond ordinary comprehension. Yet
they draw prizes, the illfavored ones, while better
men are kit to si^h iv vain.

You have already luard how Nicolas Brand pisee-1
through his apprenticeship, and how Icontinued to
crrploy him as a workman when his time was out.
110 was twtnty-two3eirsof age when, on accitain
•venirig, old Ann*, who had been tut marketing,
burst in upon roe with a plump goose inher liacd,
and critd ina great heat :"

Fine doings. Master Fink ;fine doings ! Iwoa-
der the world doesn't come to an end !"'"

What in heaven's name has put you in such a
fever, Anna?'1Iinquired, looking up from the news-
piper in which Iwas reading an account of a won-
derful ox which had a man's head giowing out of
one shoulder and a turtle growing out of th? other.
"Ah!"Icried in sudden fear, "That goose —you
have been taken in with it. Itis not a fresh goose
—itought to have been eaten days ago, and the
dealer willnot change it. Give it to me

—
IwiIgo

to him myself
"

"Noneed to tr..ub!c, Master Fink," interrupted
Anna, ina slightlyacid tone.

"
The goose is a good

goose, and 1bought itcheap. Ishould like to Bee

the dealer who could t k.- me in. Look at it."
Idid more than look at it;Ipoked its ribs ;Ifelt

its fatbreast ;myeyes glistened."
Already, Anna," 1 cried joyou'ly. "

Already 1
smell tho stuffing?'* Idon't deny it;Iam fo:id of
good cooking. It's nothing t» be ashamtd of;
we werj tent into the world to eat."

Itis not the goose that has putme iuto a fever,"
said Anna ;

"
itis Nicolas Brand."

Ipricked up my ears. "Has he behaved ruddy
to you, Anna?""

What !" she sore »mcd, ina voice so shrill as '.o
cause me to jump in my chair. "He !A lamp-
post likehim! Ifhe dared, I'd hot hia ears t.ll 1
set them on fire !"
Ilaughed quietly;Icou'd not help it, her indig'

nation was bo comical
"

Well, then," Iasked wip"
ingmyeyes, forIhid brought the ts ars into them,''

What has he done?"
Her reply was briefand startling.

"
Nicolaf Brand

is courting."
"It id not possible," Icried.

"
You must be

dreaming."
"idon't dream," slid Anna, "

with my eyes wide
open. ThU very evening, not t*n minutes ago, as
Iwas coming hemo after buj irq the goose, Isa*-
bim w.th his *rmrrouad her waUt,""

Round the goose's waist?" ItxcUimcd, for
reilly she was speaking in enigma".

She looked at me solemnly, r>proachfully. "
Pray

to-night. Muter Fink," she said, "tJ be fjrgiven for
makirg a joke of my words," and she was about to
leave me.

"Stiy, Anna,"Isaid, "and forgive me. With
his arm around whose waist ?'"

Katrine Loebeg**," replied Anna, sorrowfully"
The child !the roar, misguided child

'
It was

only yesterday Iwas nursing her on my knee and
tossing her in tbe air."

Acna was deeply moved, and Iscarcely less so, at
this discovery. It was hardly to be believed that a
frenh yourjg heart like tha*. which beat in the breast
of pretty Katrine Locbes: should have given itself up
to this (carcecrow. But it was true. Nicholas
Brand had cast a spell upon her, and the was as
securely in his wiles as a trout ona hook.

Street Katrine Loebeg !Whom Ilooked upon
almost as a child of my own;who coald have chosen
from tbe bett, and for whom many aheart was acV

lag. An orphan, too, withno father to protect her,
and no mother to warn her of the pitfalla which lie
open in the path of innocsnt maidenhood. That
made it wone—a thousand times worse. What could
there be in Nicolas Brand to attract that pure young
soul? What unholyarts had he used to draw he'
tJ him? Itwis incredible, but most uohappily a
fact, that he had infatuated her, aud was p«ying
court to her."

Did you speak to them, Anna ?"Iasked."
No;they didn't sea me."

"But,surely, Anna, this was not done in the oi>en
street P"

So;that's where the vil!any of itis. You know
the archway on the right-hand side of the Court of
Public Jus: ice. At this time of the day there is no
one thero, and scarcely any one patse? through it
Islijuld not have done so hadInot wanted to go to
the blind-house to give Mother Morel a paper of
snuff. S^e iB ninety-e'ght, but her nose is in splen-
did cotdition. It is the only sense she has left to
enjoy, ilastt r Fink. She is blind, she Isdeaf, she
cau only nimniile word? it ig impopsiblo to under-
stand, and she h*3 scarcely any feeling in her. Her
no«e is her sole conifoit in this world, for her mind
Ins quite gor.e. Wei, when Iwent through the
aichway there was no one there, and outside the
archway in the open c.mrt there were only tbe
pigeons picking up the crambs. But when Icame
back through the archway, there, in the darkest
part ol it, wisyour treasure, Nicolas Brand—""Don't call him my treasure, mygood Anna," I
Slid, mildly; "Ihavo not a high opinion of him."

'\u25a0 What did you take him as your app er.tice for,
then ? 1warned you how it wouldbe."

Isitpossible,' Itxclaimsd, testily,
"

tJ find in
this world a woman who willtcllastory inaetralght
way, without flying away from it inail directions?
Get out of tii: t archway, Arna.""

There was Nicolas Brand, in the very darkest
part of it,withhis arm round Katrine's waist. ADd
unless myears are mistaken. Master Fink,Iheard
the sound of a kiss.""

Whea '.wojounsj people are together like that,
Anna," Isaid, "

there are more unlikely things."
"VIell," she asked very tharpiy, "what are you

going todo about it?
"

"
What canIdo, Anna?

"
"Do ! Prevent itgoing any further."
"How,Anna? Inwhat way? Youmu-.tnot for-

get that Nicolas is no longer myapprentice. He is
hid own master ;he is an independent workman.""

A flue workman :" the cried, scornfully. "It
was an act of folly to take him as an apprentice;
but w".:en he was out ifhis time it was easy enough
to get rid of him. Over and over agaiu Ihave
wondered why youhavu kept him on."

Sle did not know ot my little- romance wt.en

his mother (adIwere girlaud boy together. Ihad
the greatest confidence in Anna, but this secret tt
my youthful days I*was not likely to divulge to
anyone. Besides ifinan unguarded moment Ihad
confided in Anna, Iam sure ishe wou'd not have
sympathize:! with me. She mijht even h.vve lost
corfiJeDce in me, a:id tUI was a risk Idid not care
to ni^."

You ma'.nj.-o your kitchen," IBid tithis faith-
fulold servant, '\u25a0 and Iwillmanage my simp. IfI
la !; tke libo ty at suggesting to you how you
should cook that plump goose you have b your
hand, Ishould not be surprised to feel itfix ingabout
my head, deal a? itW.

"From the first day Icame here," saiil Anna, nnd
there was rea'.'y a tou;h of patuos in her voice,
"everything has gout- right inmy kitchen. Never
a fatal h»ve Ispoilt, nor abird, nor has an ouiuc
of fat been wasted. Out of what has been saved by
caretu! management wehave even been ablo to feed
the beggars. Go do-.vn stairs now and you willsee
the saucepans and tha pans and the moMs shiDirg
l.ke new biiver ;and if you can find a ppeck of dust
ona plate or a glass, you may cut off my head

"
It was true, every word of it,atd Ishould have
melted ir.tjtears hid itnot been for the tr»gic tone
in which my good old Anna said I might
cut eff her head. "And why," she continue"!,
and now her voice began to swell, "do I
tell you tl.is? To piaiso myself, to make yon
think lam a miracle ? No, Master Fink. No, you
know bettr than that. lam no miracle ;onlyan
ordinary wnn:ao, who is contented ivhen things go
on ina quiet and honest fashion. It is to prove to
youhow easy it ii for one pair of hands to do a
thing well, an] foranother piir of hinds to make
everything go wror.jr. Ilad / taken an apprentice,
some wench who thought irore of her owtietomich
thta her master's, your meat wou'd have been un
dene or dune to rag?, ar.d your favorite dishes served
up burnt to a cinder. BuiIv.ojMhave no appren-
tice ; the work Ihad to do was done, and th;t*was
enough for me. Iwas not going to brirg confusion
into the Louse. And your shop, tcf.ire you took
Nicolas Brand into it,was like my ki'.cl.en, a model.
You got up in the morning ;you had your men's in
place ;you did with your own cno piirof hni.ds
every bit of work jou had to do ;you were putting
bymoney, aud Him house wiga hnu*e of truth and
lwntsty. No lies todisturb ua then. Master Fink;
no deceit ;no treachery ;no unholy work."

"Stop, Anna," 1cried ;"forHeaven's sake stop !
Everything you have said ijtrue, except the last.
Whatever else Ukes ) lace in this house, there v ni
unholy work going on here.""
Itell you, Master Fink," said Anna, and her

voice beca-r.e so solemn that Ifelt the hair rising on
my heal, "that lhcre is unholy work going onin
thi» house. The Evil One visits itregularly."
Istared at ate with my mouth wide open. Hod

the most savory morsel bMB popped into itat that
moment Ishould not have Leen able tomove my
jaws ;there it would hive remained, uneaten."

Explain to me what you mean, "Imanaged to
gasp out.

"Explain to me," she retorted, "wlut Nicolas
Brand mcai.!, bygetting up in the middic of the
night, and playing cards with the Devil V

You may imagine my astonishmei-.t. Yon might
have thrown me from the chair to t' c ground with
your little finger.

"
Playing cards in the middle tf

the night with the devil ."Iexclaimed."
Yo», Master Fink, with the devil. Doesn't

Nicolas Brand sleep in the ntxt ratal to mine, and
isn't there a hole in the wall behind the curtains of
my bid, into which Ihave etuffeil a soft piece if rag
tied to my curtains, so that itcan't be taken out on
the oth;r side nithout disturbing me ? Well, then ?
The fiist time Ikne* .anything of Nicolas Brand's
unholy work was six months ago, whe.i, waking up
in the middle of the night,Iheard him talking to
Some One inhijroom. Myroom was dark—lhive
nothing on my conscience, and can sleep without a
light

—
but inhis the eauile was burning, as Isaw

when Iquietly took the rag out of the hole and
peeped through it. There was no harm in mv
doing it—lam old e-.ough to be his grandmother. I
knew that lawfully there should bi only me, you
and Nicolas Brand ia the house. You,Ikiie*% were
asleep down stairs. Who could it be, then, tnat
Nicolas Erai.d was talking to? Itwas myduty to
see— and Iam thankful Hut I»m not a coward.
Nicolas Brand was siting, inhijshirt s eeves, at his
little table; his back was turned towards mp, and,
as Ihave to!d yo«, there was a candle alight. He
wasshuffl ngmil dealing out a pack of cards, talk
ing aii the time ina voice t/oit never heard, Master
Fi:k, all the years he has been with ycu. He dealt
cards to himself and to Whoever it was that sat rp-
rositc to him. Ididn't see anybody, but it could
have been nobody else but Satan, who has the powei
cf making hin self invisible to any peram he pleases,
and he didn't show himFclf to me. ButNicolas saw
him clearly enough, for he spoke to the fiend, ani
shook his fi.tat him anil swore at him, and, when
he was winning,grinned in his face. Ithought now
and then Icould hear a faint, wicked laugh from
tha fiend, b-tIcould i:ot make sure of that. Nico-
las kept an account of s mething-of his win-
nings and loeirgs, IBuppost- on lieces of
paper, upon which he wrote something every
time he dealt. 'That makes five hundred, 1

Nico'as said ; 'that makes a thousand ; thr»
makes fifteen hundred ;tint makes two thousand.
Where am Itoget the money from, ycu devil :' It
was at those times Ithought Iheird the laughing
of the fi r.d opposite. This went on fjr neariy an
hour Ishould say, and then Nicolas Brand rose
frjm the Üble with a face as white as my table
cloths. Something seemed to vanish, anil then
Nicolas burnt all the little pieces of paper at the
canalc, arid kept the a«hes verycirefully and put
them in the stove. Then he blew out the candle
an-1 went ta bed. The next morning, when Icii
his room, Ilooked in the atove and there Isaw the
burnt ashes of the pieces of paper, and Iknew I
had not been dreaming."

Gut why, Anna,"Iasked,
"

did you not tell me
this before'!""

Because," she replied, "you mvle a scoff of
sacred thing", for which Iam afraid yon will be
punished, unless Ipray you off, and Itryhard to,
every night."

"Yon do me a great wrorg," Isaid; "
i.tvtr

never inmylife have Iscoffed at an) thing sucred."'• You don't believe in th« devil, Master Fink,"
she raid."

Not in the way you do, Anna. But it willbe
foeliib of us to discus religious matters, ridyou
ever see Nicolas play cards again in that wayr. "A doisn times at least. Sometimes he wins

sometimes he loses. When he loses he curses and
swiare, and walks up and down his room, clenching
his lists and waving them in the air. When hewins
there is a light inhis eyes which makes one shudder—

an evil, an unholy light. But ifIhad never seen
what 1have seen itwould not alter my opinion ol
hi». I(he were an holiest man—which he is not,
and a handsome man— which he is not ;and if he
didn't play cards withthe devil—which he does ;he
is no titlover foran innocent girl like Katrine Loe-
beg, and soIshall tell her."

"Do so, Anna," Isaid, "and Iwillalso epeak
withher."
"Itis your duty, Master Fink. You knew her

father and respected him. Ifhe were alive this day,
do you know what he would do* He would take
that comrade cf the Eiril One by t':e neck between
his finger and thumb, and fend him spinning into
the gutter. His proper place— his proper place -
such abit of dirt as he is !You seem to know very
little about this Nicolas Brand of yours. I'lltell
you something else concerning him. Who do you
thinkhe goes to sec every Friday night?""
Icannot guess.""
Pretzel, the miser, who lives inthe Temple ;Pret-zel, your enemy with the evileye, who hasn't a

friendin the world but HtinhiBrand, that the httle
children ran away from when he shows his ugly
face-that the wry dogs in the street bark at INow, I've told you all Iknow, Master Fink, and I
wish you joyof your apprentice."

Anna was very unjust to me, but Iput itdown
to her excited feelings. She made amends tome
that verj night by placing before me fur supper the
goose she had bought for tomorrow's dinner. Ah,
ifwomen ouly knew the effect of such a thing upon
a man's spirits!If » young girl were to come to
me for counsel before she was married—ifshe were
to ask me how she could chain her husband to her ;
how she could ranke him love her all ttcda^sof
his life,Ishould say to her,

"
Look aftsr his stomach,

my child ;make him nice stews and savory dishes.
When he cuts into the beef let him behold the
gravy mimingout of it. Itsolteus the heart ;and
whtn you give him a roast goose be sure that you
give him plenty of stuffing with it." But no one
could rcaet a goose like oilAnna. No one— no
ono!Upon her tombstone ought to ha\ c been cut
the words

—"
Here lieth a woman who made the

finest stews in the world, and who could roast a
goose to perfection."

When Anna placed that gooec ttfure me 1gave
utterance to a long, deep sigh of satisfaction, and
Ilooke :at her with a smile in my eyes. Her face
lighted up inan instant ;you should have seen it;
it was like the tun breaking out.

But there isnever ffg without Borrow. Nicolas
Hraud cam ;into the room just aa 1put the knife
into the breast."

A hot roast goose !" he cried gleefully. "IfI
likeone thingbetter than another, itis a hot roast
goosi forsupper !" and he drew his cliair close to
the table, and held out I.isplate.
Icould not take mv knife oat of the breast, the

f-ittc-t slices of which Iintended furmy owneatirg,
and help him to the long joint o! the leg. Sadly
1 laid the fat slices on Ms plate, and when he said,"

Don't trouble yourself about tho stuffing. Master
Fink ;I'llhelp myself ;" Isubmitted without a
word, but insile:it wrath. He devoured the best
p«t o! that gooie, a' J nearly tho whole of the
stuffing. What could he expected of such a g ur-
niaiid .' As for poor Anna, she went outof the room
in such a etite of vexation that Iam euro she could
not have goia wink of sleep that night.

V.
PHETZEL THE MISER WITH THE EVIL TYE.
Of Anna's revelations, these which troubled me

most were that relating to Pretzel, the miser, and
that relating to Katrine Loeb?g. Of the iLtmiary
which she had discovered by means of the hole in
the wall,between the devil and Nic la« Brand, Isoon
disposed. The world abounds in men who feed on
delusions, who find their greatest comfort therein.
The majority of these men are beings who hunger

aftc- what is not within their reach. Nicolas Brand,
hungering for wealth, and seeing no practical road
to its attainment, flew to hi. imagination for the
realization of his desire. Ho played cards in the
s >Htude of his room with a shadow, and won cf it
or lost to itgreat sums of money. There is a cer-
tain distinction and a certain comfort in this delu-
sion. Itsffordi a triumph and a scarcely less en
joyable desj.air. Imaginary millions are involvedin
the turningup of a card, and the gambler says to
himself, "Ah, this might have been ifIwirenot so
unfortunate as not to have the n oney to stake," or,"

ItUa good jobIha\\! not been playing for rc:il
stakes, or Imight havj been mined to-nignt." So
much for the follyof Nicolas Brand pliyirg cardg

withthe Devil.
That Idid not believe in the personality of the

Evil One was in my old Anna's judgment a terrible
sin. She herself had the firmest belief that he
walked the earth a solid body— horns, hoofs, tail,
and all complete; andIhave no doubt she derived
grea'. satisfaction from her belief. No, the Devil did
not trouble me ;but Pretzel, the miser, did.

This Pretzel was, in my opinion, the wickedest
man in the town. He was a miser and money-
lender at exorbitant interest. One hunJred, two
hundred, even four hundred per cent., did not sfltib*
fy him. He was never satisfied until he h?d ex
tracted the list copper from the unhappy people
who went to him for assistance. Alittle thin, dried-
up old man, with a j.nless laugh. Out of his whole
body Ido not believe you could have Fqueezed a
'eatpoonful of blood. The number of people he
has ruined !Icould not count tinm. And all done
under the shadow of the law. Yes, he was always,
always right, and his victims always, always wrong.
The judges and the lawyers all declared £o.

"
I

w»nt nothing more than my rights," ho would say ;"
look at n>y bond." And there was never a flat- in

it,never the sraal est crevice that a poor wretch
could creep through to escape from his clutclies.
Ah,gracious heavens ! A hearth si money-lender's

bond !Isthere no such thing as moral justice with-
in this strangely -constituted w.rld? Public oiin'on !
Yes, yes ;but what do men like Pretzel care for
public opin'on? Could they not, if they ple&sed,
buy up all the corn and the oilIIfIhad a son,
never, never should he become amoney-lender I
would eooner tee him dead at my feet."

Look at my bond," says the moneylender

'Take what jou demand," says the ju ge. And
helpless womin and children stand by, wringing
their hands, and weeping tears of blood. The
moneylender sees not, hears not. He takc3 what
he demaud?, and when the Sabbath comes he kneels
in church ami prays and humbles himself. Itis a
cheap way of bujing oneself <B. Not that Pretzel
ever went to church, or ever prayed, or ever knelt
to any God but money. Xo,no ;there was no mock
h'imility about Pretzel. He gleried in his deeds,
and when ruin overtook those unfortunate ones who
had been drawn iuto his net, he would heap re-
proaches upon them for their unworldliness and
their want of prudence. Itwas they who wronged
him, not he who wronged them. Of every person,
withone single exception, with whom he had deal-

Ings, he got the advantage. That exception was my"
self. Noone but me Inthe town who had borrowed
money ol him could say,

"Igot something worth
having out of Pretzel, the miser." You may guess
how lie haled me.

Ithappened in this way. Pretzel did rot always
wait for cu?t mere to come to him; he sometimes
went to them ;ho made bushiest, Ihave heard him
say. It was hot always, "I beg, Iimplore of
yon, good Pretzel, to lend me a hundred
florins ; it will cave me from >uin. For
the fake of ncy wife and children

"'

It was he sometimes who said, "
Why don't you

borrow two hundred, three hundred, five hundred
florins ofme ? It will help you on. You can buy
fresh Etock with it,and tain it twL'e over befcr-j I
co:ne to you fjr repayment." He would cast his
eyes vjoiiitr.idesmin who wa? getting along com-
forUbly, and when he had calcu'ated how much he
•.via wonh, he w:>uld go tJ him and tempt h m to
borrow. And he did it so cleverly that his victim
could scarcely ever remember how the whob thing
was done, md how itl.«ppjncd that suddenly ruin
fellupon Urn likea c!ep of thunder. Pretzel -aune
to me

—
it was in the Unt year of McoUs Brand's

apprenticeship ;that is how theso two became ac-
quainted, by Preizel iMSog my ahop well, he
came to me mtny times, admired my workmaruhip,
admired my industry, admired my stock

—
Irclly

believe ho knew to a florin what it w.,uld fetch in
the market

—
and would say :"

Why don't youhave a fine plate glass window
to your shop!Itwould draw custom. A fine plate
glass front, withglass shelves init,and your beautiful
watches a'ld churn all set out on the sln.lv- a in
blue velvet case* !Ev.rvbodv in the town woold
come to look, and a great many would be tempted
tobuy. You would do threo times the trade yon
are doing. You would be a*>lo to buy the ncwett
fashioned good?. Ycu would grow rich.""

Butit would cost a deal ol money," Iwculd an-
swer,

"
to make these alteration*.

'"
What does it matter, Master Fink," be wou'd

urge,
"

how much it cost, so that you*otit back
five times, ten times ever?"'• But Ihaven't »ny spare mor.ev, Ptetiel !all thatIam worth Ues inmy stock. \u25a0

'

Tlien he would laugh slyly, and say, "Anhonor-
able, straightforward man like you could easily bor-
row what you want. Ah,how people would stare
They wouldclap their hands and fay,

'
Whit a won-

dcrfnl man Master Fink ia ;what a wonderfu', won-
derful m»n !' You would be mide a magistrate !"

1thought, Ah!ifIwere a magistrate, and you
were brought before me, Iwould make short werk
of you, iniacr Pretzel. Acd 1 wondered why he wag
go anxious to lend me money— me, who always spoke
of him as a villainous usurer.

Day after d.y, week after week, he continued to
jwstcr me and try to iuflume my ambition with his
cunning speech, until Idetermined to Bet a trap for
him. Ito!d him that, much as Ishould like to do
what he was urging me to do, it was not in mi-power, foronce inmy lifeIhad vowed never to bor-
row money at interest. He opened his eyes very
wide. Idon't suppose he had ever had such a thing
said to him before. He tried to reason me out of
my vow, but Isaid it was no use, and that nothing;
Bhould ever tempt mo to break it. He was <|uiet for
a litt'c while after this;but once or twice Isaw him
locking in at my thop window, counting .'.he
watches and chuns and trinkets therein displayed.
Ha, ha!he was going to walk straitM into my
trap. He came iv very briskly one morning, and
eaiil :

"Matter Fmk, Iwill do you a service against
your will. Iwillcompel you to become arich man.
You shall borrow the money of me, and Iwill
charge you no interest— only you shall, of course,
sign a bond to pay me on a stated day.""

Indeed, indeed, Ido not cure for it," Isaid ;'
am Inot a ready sufficiently well.ff!

"
"

So, you are not," he retorted ;
"
Iwill do you

this kindness go that people shall say,
'

Pretzel is a
good fellow ;we have bee.\ mistaken inhim."

"
"

The devil is Dever as black as he is painted," I
raid, saucily.

"
Ah, Master Fink," he sail,

"
you willhave jour

joke ;you willhave your joke!
"

"
Yes," said Ito myself,

"
and Iintend to enjoy

it,and protit by it."
Within a week, « eager was Into have his fingers

inmy pie, ho had lent me three thousand florins for
two years, without interest, and Isigned a bond.
undertaking to rep.vy the money on a certain date,
and giving Pretzel the power, inrose the three thou-
sand tlorius were not refunded to the minute, to
seize my stock and fum'.ture, and sell me up etcck
and block. Inthis bond Prelzel had inserted word 3
o the effect that the money was to be handed to

him at exactly 12 o'clock ivthe morning by Pretzel's
own watch.

"Mind," he slid with a little chuckling laugh,"
ifyou are aminute later than ,2 o'clock by my

watch Ishall take posseseion ofall your goods.""
Ye?, yes," Isaid.

••
Iunderstand at 12 o'clock

on that day you shall receive tl.c money yoa are so
kind as to lend me without interest."

Ei3evileye ntver had a slyer, wickeder look init
thau when he thook hands with me, and wished mo
good day, leaving his three thousand florins behind
him. With his money tied up in a bag Iwei.t im-
mediately t->the Slate Bank, and depoait;d itupon
interest, and there Ilet it liv, without Pretzel or
anyone else outside the bmk knowing anything
of the transaction. From time to time Pretzel
looked in, and asked whan my j.!ate glass <uid my
nmr-tuMoiMd goods were to amve. Iput eff his
questions with an a»kwardi:c 3s whichIintended
him to no ice. He did notice it at length, acd he
said to me:

"Your new watches and chains aud your plate-
glass windows are ate ng time coming. Rcirembcr,
Ilent you the money to purchase them."

'
"

Xo," Isaid, and Ipretended to be much con-
fuaeJ.

"
You did not lend me the money to par-

chase them ;you timply lent me the money. That
is stated in the bor.d, and it is not stated how I
should employ the monej. A good speculation
occurred to me and Ihave invested init."

1 And if the speculation should turn out bad in-
etead of good?" he replied."

Then IshaU be ruined ! But, no 30U Ere n.y
friend—you would never sell me up ; you would
give me time to repair my losses."

His eves traveled round my shop; there wss a
malicious cxprcsaion on his weazen face."

The devil is never as black as he is painted, is
he, Master Fink?" he said, with a wicked grin.

Thereafter he would ask, whenever he saw me,
"And how is the speculation getting on .*'"

Don't ask me, doa\ ask me f Iwould sigh"
How f jrtunate for me that Iam in the hands of a

friend like yourself !Never have Ibeheld your
money since the unhappy iiay on which you lent it
to me—never haveIseen the color ef it!

"

Which was as true as anything Iever spoke inmy
life;hi3money did not trouble me. It was safe
enough in the bank.

So the first year passed, aud six months of the
second. Pretzel never ceased asking me about my
speculation, and 1never ceased expressing my dis-
pair. During the last few mor.ths he was in the
habit of coming to me with his watch in hia h»nd
and saying :"

Master Fink,Iwish you 10 regulate my watch."'
AndIregulated itfor him on an average once ia

every week.
On the day before the money was to be repaid I

went to tho bank, und drew itout, and received also
the intere-t, with which, having previously so ar-
ranged, Ipurchased that hinds me lever Witch I
have ever since worn, and this handsome fold chain
you see round my neck.

The morning arrived. Ihad a friend to break-
fast with mo who was to wUness what was about to
take place. Suspecting some trick, and wishing to
be prepared for it, the friend tume tomeat 7o'clock
in the morning to stay with me until the affair was
over. Iexpected that Pretzel would present him-
Belf at about a quarter to 12, but to my surprise he
entered nyshop as half a dozen clocks in the place
chimed a quarter to 10. He was accompanied bya
lawyer."

Good maroing, Master Fink," said Pretzel."
Good morning," Ireturned.

Heavens !how cunning and tharp and sly and
malicious his look."

1his is my lawyer, Master Fink," he said.
Ibowed to the lawyer, and said to Pretzel, "

You
will re:.«:w tho bo:.d, willyou not? You will let
the money remain with me fur another two years at
the tame rate of interest?'

He laughed inmy faca.
"

Master Fink," he said,"
attend to me. Fir years before IUnt yeu this

money you wero in the hab;t of speaking against
me whenever you had an opportunity. Yra wero
never tired of callingmt>\illainous old usurer.""

Itis true," Igroaned,
"

but then Ihave lived to
Bee my eiror.""
Ilent youmy money without interest, to provo

toyou and to everybody tha",Iam really a benevo-
lent man." There was something diabolical in his
look as he ut'.cred these words. "Ami even then
you threw into my teeth the taunt that the devil
was never as black as he is painted." Igroaned
again. "Ifyouhave been improvident, that is your
affair. If you have squandered my money and
recklessly lost it,you willba tpoken of as a knave,
and you willlewe the honorable name you have been
S3 proud of.' Igave two long, dig'inetgroans. "I
have come now f.>r my money, and ifyou are not
prepared to pay me 3,000 honest florin?, Iwillstrip
your hou3o and your shop of every article they con-
tain. You shall cot even ha>e a bed to lie upon,
nor a spoon to eat with. You willbe a rogue, a,
cheat, a beggar. Ask the lawyer whether Iam
standing on myrights.'

Ilooked at the lawyer. "By the bond you have
signed, and which Pretzel holds In his han'u," said
the Uwyc,In ?ntwr to my lock, "ifyou do not
pay him the 3,0:0 flTins, he is emitted to cairy
away every hing moveablc within these Wllh""

And Iwill do itP tcrcatted Prc-.zcl, who was
working himself up into a frantic state of exulta-
t on.

"
Ican sec by your face that you have not

g.t the money ;lhat you have squandered it like a
thief because it was not yours to lose. You shall
suffer for it. Youshail suffer for c;llingme a »U-
---laincus usurer. You shall suffer for saj ing lam
not as bUck as Iam painted. Do jou fee thosa
vans at the door? They are mine—they are mine,
and I'llstrip your phce to the bare wa!ls, youhon-
est, honorable maul

"
Sure enough, there at my door stood two largo

strong vacs, ani Itried to tqufeze cut a few tears)

at my impending mm as Pretzel poir.tcd to them
and flourished the bond inmy face."

Ato you quite determined toshow me nomercy P
Iasked, with a euc-cstion of such heavy sig'.s that
Ithought to myself tr.at ifIh»d DMbeen a watch-
maker Imight have become a grrat actor.

"Mercy!" he exclaimed. "What! from a vil-
lainous old sinner ! Why, you u.ll.t lie a fool as
well as a rogue !

"Well, then," IsaiJ, and Ithrew mysiif, quita
heartbroken, ii.to a chair,

"
come at 12 o'clock when

the money is due, and in the mecDtime Iwill tee if
Ican get any friends to help me.""

Itis 12 o'clock now," said IYitzel."
Nay," Ireplied, looking round at my clocks, abet

direc ing his attention to them, "it wants more
thin two hours to noon. Itis exactly five ir.inutea
to 10."

"Bymy watch,
'
said Pretzel, and he pulied itout


