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& bardfeatured old fellow.
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Jn the tewn of Perth Amboy, which is
situated on the Raritan river just where
that siream empties itself into Raritan bay,
stands an ofd stone dwelling, which for

ca has been callod “The Castle.”
lmquaumdm@
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and janovations of these last few years have
swept away, with others, that old lni—
mark. L

It must be remembered that I am writing
now of Amboy, as it was in the far past
when ghosts and goblins were believed in,
and the famous Dr. Dee was named with
emotions of awe and respect, at which we of
this anbelieving age have learned to laagh.
That veracious personage, the oldeet in-
habitant, can not remember when “The
Castle” foundation was laid. It is said,
howaver, that it was some time before the

McGregor's chum and beloved friend and
eomrade in the towm was a handsome,

ately in love with Misa Edith, aud bad
gained her promise to share his fortunes,
much to her brother's delight, and to her
mother's aunoysnce, es she had hoped that
ber beautiful deughter would marry wealth.
The mother hud insistod that Edith sheuld
not wed until she reached the matarc age
of wm- . . - - - L

Perth Amboy, like every other listle vil-

me,” he said, ectly confident what
cholce would be. * * * ¢

A third year was eoming to @ close. Mra.
Whitehurst had not heard from her eom,
and poor Edith wae without nows of ber
lover. >

The two womea were seeted quictly ia
the purlor taiking ene nighs, in the latter
part of November.

“Mother,” said Bdith, “T wish you had
understood the contents of those papers be-
fore you signed thems, Do you know it is
rumored through the village that Mr. Bruin

ber
L

lage and town tirougl the oolonics, was
divided into two factions, and party spirit
burned strong between the royalists and
patriots. The Governer of New Jersey was
loyal, and ns he considered Amboy of come
importance—it was at ons time expected
thas it would booome the great city that
New York haa sinco become—etatioued a
number of British soldiers there, as o gar-
rison.

Not fur from BMrs. Whitchurst's, there
lived an Englishman, & Mr. Bruin, who
prided himself upon his loyaity. He wasn
widewer, the wealthy man of the town,
and the chiel magistrate; indeed, a sort of
pelty prince, whose word was law.

Bineo the difficaltios between the two
eountrics, ho had made himself rather ob-
nexious, and wus strongly suspected binhis
neighbors of giving the Governor such in-
fermation us had led to the arrest of many
of the patriote, who had determined t4 join
the cvlonial foroes; at all events, he was
greatly feared by the town folks. He had
nover been received by the aristocrnoy of
tho place with cordiality,

Mr. Brujn had long admired, at o respect
ful distance, the besatiful Edith White
hurst. But as her family, by right of
doacent, belonged to the aristoethoy, and
eccupiod & position, which, in those days,
money could not purchase, he had never
suocecded in being admitted into the family
on a frinndly footing. “Now then,” thought
be, “ia my time; thess Whitchursts are
rebels. I will call, and in o friendly, neigh-
borly way, warn tho old lady to keep her
young folks quiet, and tell her that the

reign of good Queen Amne, of England,] Governor hna written to me about her son,

who delighted the hearts of her loyal sub-
Jecta in Amboy by presenting them with a
eburch bell. Upon it can still be traced thie

inseription:
* Presented to Perth Amboy, our pride
ad joy. ANNE, REG.”
Which peetry speaks more for the Queen’s
tind beart thun for her poctical ability.
The castle belonged to the desorndants of
ho McGregors. It huod been built bya
/sottiah chioftain of that name, who had
been obliged to flce from Sootland for fight-
ing against the reigning monarch, in favor
of some one of the numerous pretenders to
the throne, {
It was an old-fashioned, heavy-locking
square building of rough stone, and stood

and that I have bad some difficulty in keep-
ing him from meolesting them, and quarter-
{ng soldiers in the castle. It must earn me
some pgratitude, and who knows but that 1
may succosd in dawzling Edith by my
wealth."” ; 1

Mr. Pruin proceoded at once to put his
plan ifto exccution. He went to Mre,
Whitchurst’s. Falith met hira. Whyn she
bheard his errand, she thanked him courte-
onsly, but informed him ir a spirited man-
ner that ber Lrother aod Mr. Mortimer had
left the night before, to join the army of
their heroie chieftain,

Never had Edith looked as beautiful as
at that moment, when her eyes fiashod and
her whole being scemed to dilute with en-
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directly on the bay,whose it id,
in old times, had washed the fonndations.
The lower story, or first floor, far below the
Tevel of the strect, contained the kitchen,
laundry, etc. The windows of the eccond
floor opened on to the little flower garden,
which was fenced off from the street. This
story comprised the parlora and sittng
rooms, large, cheerful, airy chambers, with
wide chimneys, and high mantel-pieces,
‘Their peculiar forms and odd nooks showed
the primitive times in which they had been
built. In the third story were the bed-
rooms. On the dark oaken floor of one of
theso spartments, callod by every one “the
hauntad chamber,” there were many suspi-
cions-looking stains, made, it was said, by
the blood of a hero of the house, spilled
there during the first American revolution.
" The castle bad o guardian spirit, who
watched over it, and appeared to the family
fo warn them of approaching danger, or to
ield thom from it. Muny and various
wero the stories related of this ghost—
“Aunt Oliver,” as it was called. Aunt
Oliver, o virgin of some fifty winters when
she died, scemed tohave had but two passions
in life—a huige black cat, ber constant com-
panion and friend, and ber money bags—
for the good old lady was a miser. She
tiad hoarded her trensure, and hisd hidden
it so securely that her descendants had
never profited by it, dlthough each heir, on
assuming , had instituted striot
search throngh all the numerous nooks and
odd dark closets and other hiding
“holes with which the old place abounded. The
chief ornament of the purlor wasa huge and
hideous ting of the MecGregor, Aunt
Oliver's uncle, and the founder of the Amer-
iean branch of the house. If the pioturs ro-
sombled the original at all, old MoGregor
must bave been a close-fisted, hard-hearted,
Ho was rep-
resented as being dressed in Highland cos-
tume, and wore a tuft of feathers in his cap.
Asif to render his face more uncanny, an
English soldier had run his bayonet through
the rcbellious old Scotchman’s eye, Bat in
te of ita defscemecuts, this picture had

»r been the pride of the family, ne they

d that it proved their deseent from a

| ble Scottish lord.

Fhe popular belief was, that the stont old

stehman was something of a smuggler,
and that when he built the castle on the
water's edge, ho had also eonstructed under-
ground passage-ways leading far back inte
the country, and had been even hardy
enough to dig one inder the churchyard, up
jnto the family vault. Hero the. noble
McGregor and his descendanta, who feared
neither God nor man,stored in oogins, besido
the mouldering bones of the dead, contra-
band goods. It was a murvel the good folks
said, how the’chureh stood steady, and Queen
Anne's gift rung out pure and clear each
Sabbath day, when such evil deeds were
doing under its shadow. Towever, with
these facts or fancies my story has little to
do. At the time of the breaking out of the
American revolution the custlo was in the
possession of n widow lady, Mrs. White-
hurst. She was the lnst direct desecndant
of the MoGregors.

Her family consisted of herself and her
two children, s son twenty-two years of age,
McGregor Whitehurst, f{umilinrly called
MoWhitchurst, und a daughter, s handsome,
highspifited, mobledooking  girl—Edith
Whitehurst. 3

Mrs, Whiteburst was by "no means
wealthy ; her chief dopendenc: was dn her
pon. The young msn bad been well edu-

ated in England, and, having a fancy for
yrotension, had studied’ medicine. In the

‘mitive dsyad sm writing of, t?o doctor

a villago was also an apothecary, and

wpounded the medieines he prescribed, |

young McWhitehurst whs chemist,
. ruggist and doctor. Ho was really &
sing man, and bade fair to displace, in the
hearts of the villagers, the old ZEsculapius,

“] wmn glad, young lady, that they have
got off safely. I wish to play a neighborly
part,” replicd ber visitor, us he looked at
ber with greedy cyes, “and if your mother
will look upon we ae afriend, will do my
best to keep the soldicrs from being quar-
tered here. ludeed,” ho continued, “fair
Mistress Edith, I have doneall I could, and
even stretehed my authority to keep all our
towns folks from being disturbed, although
I have reccived ocither credit nor thanks
for my «forts.”

Edith Whiteburst was paturally impul-
sive. Her comscience reproached her, as
she remembered that ehe had thonght and
spoken harshly of her visitor; her nature
wus genorous, and to muke amonds, whe
thanked Limm more warmly thun &he other-
wise might have done, and invited him to
call and see her mother.

Perfectly delight?d with his unospected
sucoces, Mr. Bruin went homoe, full of hope
for the future. He now became n constant
visitor at M. Whitchuret’s, and the two
ladies had to thank him for more than one
favor. It was ho who preveated soldiers
being quartered on them, when all the other
rebel families in the village were aanoyed
in that way; he, who kept them well suppliod
with good fuel, from bis own extensive
forests, when money would hardly purchase
a cord of wogd, and he, who saw that their
larder was well filled with poultry and
gume, and their table supplied with fine
fruit.

Mrs. Whitehurst had objected to reeciving
theso things as presents, and as sho had
some money during the first Year of the
war, Mr. Bruin, to satisfy her scruples, had
allowed her to pay his steward. But as
everything was going out, and Mrs, White-
hurst was naturally very liberal, in the be-
giuning of tho second year sho found her
means entirely exhauvsted, and heeself and
daugliter dependent on'thpir wealthy neigh-
bor.
“Now,” thought Mr. Bruin, “is my time
coming,” unid he was more attentive than
ever; as the socond year drew te a close,
tired of his slow progress with Edith, his
attentions grow so0 pointed that his inten-
tions became evident ; and aa the old lady
knew that her dsughter was engaged to
Edward Mortimer, she felt that sbe could
no longer aceept uny fuvors from her
friend. She at once spoko to Mr. Bruin,
explained to him Edith's relationship to
Edward, and declined receiving anything
moro from hd® rich neighbor.

“1 am sorry, dear madam,” ho replied,
“to learn that Mistress Edith is .alrendy
promised to amother. I adomut frankly 1
did have hopes; they are goue now. But
you must still iot me aid you. This war
cannot lnst much longer; it tust bo do-
cided in the epring, in one way or the other.
Your son will then cvmé home, and wo will
settle everything.”

The old Indy shook her head doubtingly.

“Well then,” he continued frankly, “if
you don't like that, let mo advance you
80ME MONEY on uny security you like; this
house for instance.” * And,” he continued
laughingly, *‘to satisfy your over mice
scruples, I will name a certain sum, in the
mortgage papers, 88 payment for what 1
bave alrcady advanced.”

Mrs. Whitochurst accepted his kind offer
eagerly, sho was warm in her expression of
thanks, nud when he had gone, extolled his
generosity and delicacy to her daughter.
Of course, when ho brought the papers,
made out by his lawyer, sho signod, with-
oul tuking the trouble to read thesm. How
could she but place implicit confidence in
one who, for two years, had been a consistent
snd generous friend.

As Mr, Bruia put up these documents, he
was s proud man. He felt that with Mrs.
Whitchurst's signature to them, ho was, to
all intents end the posscasor of the

old castle. He felt certain that even should

owna our house, and eau tura 2 from it at
uoy e €3
“Ni olild,* vopiied the mother,

“but here comies our gocd friend, I will ask
him.”

As soon &8 Mr. Bruln was quictly sended,
Mrs. Whitehurst repestod to him as village
goseip, what Edith bad heard.

“Gossip! my dear madam,” Le snawered
in & questioning tone. “Do not eall is gos-
#ip, it is fuct. But of eourse, the question

e eonid resover himesit ‘or seise his old

h {
the grasp of twe ; before
fintloek, - MpGregor
alse o prinenerin the hands of the

*To the guardhouse with them " shouted
Mr. Bruin. “They are spies, and sball die
the death,” ho added, shuking poor Edith
n‘hly.“uhl Christmes moring sece
youmy bride. 8¢ yon thought to escape
me, you jede, and have omly been playing
with me, while you sent word to your lover
aad brother to come and ety you off; but
they shall all pay deariyJSor it, unless
band redeems them.® ¢ . :: >

Mre. Whitehurst sat elons in her parlor.
“What can keep Edith ont eo late,” she
murniered, “it is very eold sad dark. My
poor ehild, what will ghe do?

Az the good old lady spoke, the door was
buret open, and Edith, pale and trembliog,
rashod in, end throwing herself on her
kooee before her wother, aluinked:

“Oh, ggothar! I shought to savo us all,
aad I kave Jost thom. I scad thom o letter
telling them of our troubies; they came
hore te earry us off, aad be bas arrosted
them ne spics.” .

“Whe! Whe ' questiomed Mrs, White-
huret.

“Bdward aud MoGreger. But do not

can never arise; we shall ind an amfeabl
way of settling it,” and be glanced at Edith,
with & look which sho could not mistake.
“I sm glad you broached the subjeet; I in-
tendod to do o mywelf. Ths time for you
to redeem your pledge expires just ous
month from to-day, and this is the twenty-
foarth of November,” bo oontinued, as tke
!ndim set ailent from nstomistunout and tee
ror,

Edith saw all, and fully nnderstood the
dreadful position ta which her mother's
confident generosity had pluced them. Bke
also saw that it was expectad that sbe
would sacrifice herwelf, in order to save ber
wother.

Their visitor did wot like the sllonce
which both maintuined. He went ea to ox*
ouse himself:

“I would not have mentioned this now,
madam,” ke said, ™ but unfortunately I om
pressed for money; indeed, 1 shall have to
raise it at uuy sacritice,” and aguin he

Y Me. Bruin® sald Edith, rising, “we
bave still & month, ehr.”

“ Certainly, Miss Edith; but I have & plan
te propose that will prevent your distarb-
ing yourself ia any way;"” and Mr. Bruin
told Edith of his love; be painted to ber in
glowing colors, the life she sbould lead na
his wife. He promised to give her the eastle
a8 hor own, snd then dimly threatened
her with what she would have to endure,
if ehe daved to drive him to despair by o
refueal,

When be ccased epealing, Edith, who
w4 as pale as a ghost, but -perfeotly calm,
said. in o firm voice: ¢

*8ir, [ do not fear poverty, bat I do love
wealth; and my mother needs the comforts
it bringe. Give me tlis wmonth to think
yonr offer over. I o mot bid yon ope; I
daro not bid you despdir.”

Mr. Bruin was profuse in his thanks. He
had at leest expeoted a sccoe, trars and ea-
treatios.

As Ire took hia leave, e said:
visit you still, Mise Edith.”

The poor girl eonseated; she dared not
refuse.

Omnoo they wezo alome: © Mother,” eaid
Edith, “for the next month I wishto go
where I ploanse, and do what I plesse, 1
must try to savo ug, end khave but ono
chsnce, and oh!” &lhe moencd, '“it is so
slender™

The wealthy man went home, his way led
him directly past the church-ysrd; the
tomb bpilt over the McGregor vault looked
grim and ghostly in the silcnt eity in whiok
it stood.

“ I, ha, ba|* langhed he, o8 ho enspped
his finzers toward tho tomb; * that for you,
old Mae, I am going to buy one of yonr
dainty doscendnnts; you and Aunty Oliver
must have beem hobnobbing somewhery,
when the old Iady sigued that paper, or you
would havo appoared sad stopped her, 1
nover had vary groat faith in your phost
sLip, thongh the pareon himself swcam to
having seen old Aunty,” said the eacrilegious
wrelole

The month was fast drawing (o a olowe; it
lacked but a fow days to Chrisimas, wheo,
as Mr. Brain steod omo afternoon at his bad-
room window, he saw s lady closcly wrapped
up in her shawl and veil, approuching the
house. Though ho ocould mot seo the face,
he recoguized Edith Whitchurst, “Hal’
thouzht he, “my peetty mistress is coming
to pay me o visit.”

But the veiled lady turned down & lane
that led past bis house, into the suburbs of
the viliege. The watcher was filled with
curiosity nod suspicion. “I will see
what this means,” ho said, “that littio
rebel is daring coough for anything,"
aud putting on his hnt and cloak, Mr.
Bruin followed the veiled figure. It wos
growing dark rapidly, and he had no diffi-
culty in doing o unobserved. Atlength he
saw tho lady enter an old deserted honse on
the outskirts of the village. “Treason,”
thought Mr, Bruin, and as Le hurried for-
ward ho met one of his servants, whom he
immoediately sont back to the villuge teo
bring a aquad of soldiers to Lis aid,

The spy sdvanced owutiousiy until he
stood before ene of the low windows of the
hovso into which the lady had gone. The
illfitting shuttors allowed him a free view
of the room. In the chimney a small wood
fire was borning; before it stood two men;
betwoen theas, her bounnet wnd vei! of,
stood Edith Whitehurst, Each of the men
hold cne of her hands, and they wero both
looking at her with passionate sifcgtion

“Yen, Me,” sho was saying, “iho misernble
villain munaged to got mother to give him
o mortgage, and now ho threatens to sell
tho place snd tarn wa out, unless I mairy
him."

“May 1

“1 wqueeza Liis throat "first,” exelaimed
onc of the two men, “ho to marry you, my
beantiful Edith. The wretoh !

“But, Edward, what am I to dp, where
can we get fifteen hundred pounds? wnd
withont it<he will turn us out into the
strect.”’

“Yswster,” exclaimed MeGregor White-
hurst, for tho two mea were Edith's brother
and lover, “you and mother must go with
us, und leave tho castle to that villain,
until, at loast, the war is ovor und woe can
get our owp sgain.”

8o the young folka talked of the long
happy future before them, langhed scorn-
fully ut their foe, and laid their plans for
flight. “Why, a woek, Edith durling, is an
eternity, and we can do all we want in it,
and thea laugh at your old beaw.” whispered
Edward, as he éaw his mistress to the door,
MoGregor, the brother, generously stand-
ing with his back to them, that thoy might
part without witaesses.

At a suddon scroam from Edith, he
turned bastily, to seo Lis sjster struggling

fear, mother; they shall no be lost. I will
warry him, and, when they aro safe, kill
myself. Yes, my bridal bed shall bo the
grave.®

8o the poor gird raved through that long
night .

Barly the psx: worning, Bdith acd her
mother wert up to the Judge’s house to try
and move bim (o eompassion.  Ag they en-
tered his hall, one of his servants, o fostor
brother of Edward Mortimer’s, met them,
sud whispered to Edith, * Make uo rash
promises, mise; pus him off; give wme three
days and I will suve them.”

Mr. Bruin was remerseless. * No, Edith,”
Le answored to ber pleadings, “ unless you
swear to morty me on Christmas day they
shall be tried and condemned; this day is the
tweaty-first of December; snd ou the
twenty-fourth they ehsdl dle. Perhups,
proad gird, when you bear that they are econ-
d d, you may change yoor mind. It is
that ecrtainty alone whish makes mo grant
them the throe days' respite you ask for.
You and your mother, gird, shall eat your
Christmas dinsor in the stroet, unlosa you
prefer te take it at the foot of the gallows,
in gpompany with your precious relstives;
for they shall not be shot, they shall be
hanged, and their bodica®eft as warning to
rebel sympathizers. I have full suthority,
and shall use it, unless—" and ho langhed
and looked at Edith with a hideous leer,

Unfortaastely for the prisonems, nocident
had given Mr. Bruln the mesas of fuolfilling
at leaet a portion of his threat. Tho two
young men wore tried that very moruing.
Mr. Bruin appearcd ogsinst them, und told
8 lung story of a conversation that he pre-
tended te kave overheard, in which fact and
fietion were 8o mixed op that the prisoners
themeelves would have-found it difficnlt to
eft it. The fact that they had been fonnd
within Pritish lines would have been, of
iteelf, enough to have sinsed their arreet;
exaggerated by Mo Brain's malice, it
brought ebout their condempation.

His morning’s work occmploted to hia
satisfaction, tho rich mwan went home and
ote his dinner with a sonse of inward do-
lizht ot his success thas wus odifying.
Dinaer over, he sat in his comfortable arm-
obair, and thonght: “Well,” he suid, “once
thowee two fellows are out of the way, I am
sure of the castla. Owming it, when this
little mutter is blown over, will giveme a
porition inthe town. But shall I ever be
ablo to Livo in the castle! Won't it be bet-
ter to pull it dowa? He had uttered his
thoazhis aload, end as he spoke his loaet

thought, ho heard a distinet, though
smothered groun. Ho started, and looked
aronnd, “How foolish I am,” hecontinued,

“though thay do sey the plaeo is haunted,
and T bavo hoard strange sounds there. I
wonder if that old foul, Aent Oliver, doce
walch ovor her troasures? May bo if [ raze
tho old place to tha ground, I shall find
thor.” Agam Mr. Bruin heard ‘8 groan.
“Pskaw!" hoe said, lookiog sround uneasily,
“Y won't think of these things any more,
but will take my nsp;” sad the rich man
stretohod himself ous comfortabiy bofore
the fire, and clesed Lis eyos.  His sloep was
not a peaceful one.

He suddenly found himeelf in the midst
of a largo, excited crowd, whioh hurried him
along in spite of his efforta, toward the jail-
yard, All at once ke saw before him the
two unfortunate young men, MoGregor
Whitchuret and Edward Mortimer, their
hands were tied behind them, and their
shirt collurs were turned down.  They wero
being helped up tho scaffold steps by two
men in priestly robes, whose faecs ho counld
not see despite bis efforts, but whoso heads
he roeoguized 88 strangely resembling his
own, a6 he daily saw it reflected from one to
the othér of the two parlor mirrors.

At length tho prisoners stood erect on the
scaffold, and looked proudly over tho as-
sembled multitude.  Suddealy their eyes
met hia, tho ropes which had tied them fell
off, nnd ruising their srms with one accord
they pointed st him, saying; “Thers is our
mnrderer; we are innoocnt.” Immediately
o fearful clamor arose around him, the
crowd attered dreadful curses, be tried to
flee, his foet wore glued to the ground; he
triod to close his eyes, thoy were kept open
by some invisible and ifresistible power.
The next instant the two men's bodics were
swinging in the air; it was either ho, er his
doubles, who had been supporting them, that
hed knocked the seaflold from under their
feot. They had en no caps, and he could
gee their convulsed limba, staring eycs and
agonized fuces. He awoke with a shout—
bathed in cold sweat; ns he opened his eyes,
@ hugo hlack cat, just such » one as he had
heard deseribed aa Miss Oliver's nightly
companion in her wanderings, sprang from
his lap and ren under the table.  His shout
had broeght kis servants into the room.
Tho first who enterod was Edward Morti-
mer's foster brother, Jack Spencer. Their
master bude them * put the black eat out
of the room ;" but as none could be found,
thiey glanced at one another suspiciously.

Mr. Bruin did not dare to go to bed that
night; his dream had made too terrible an
impression upon him. He had not récov-
ored from the effects tho next day, and did
not leave the houks. Aa he wns seated
quictly by the fire just after dark, one of
his servants rushed in, shouting in terror:

“Oh! sir, master, tho prisoners have cs-
vaped ; a big black eat with fiery eyos ran
down the wall. When the guard leoked into
the room, the prisoners wero. goue, snd over
the chimney, in fiary lotters, was written,
¢ Aunt Oliver's work!™"

Mr. Bruin started up.
Aunt Oliver,” be cried.

“ Oh, please don't,” groaned the iman,
crossing himself, a» he fell on his knees.
“They will catoh us.” -

“D— the cat and

)

Mr. Bruin, for greater safbty, had locked
the prisoncrs up in the seeond story of the

‘Juil. Boldiers had been posted around to

watoh. When the guard bad goue to re-
lieve the sentry ungder tbe window, they
bad found him lying senseless on the
ground. As soon as he eonld speak, ho told
them, in tonea of terror, that & huge black
oa big a8 a bear, with eyes that emittod
flames of fire, had rushed by him and gone
up the wall. He kad beea unabie to call
out, and remembered nothing more, until he
found himself in the jailor’s roonw
" The guard immediately rushed to the
priscner's room; it %as empty. Omn the
wall, in large old Englich letdors, was the
insaription which the servant had ropeated.
The men were in an indessribable state of
terror, and Mr. Bruin found that it would
be impossible to organise, that night, a
proper search. He started ot onon for the
castle, doter d, if the d to
know of the eecape, to remain there all
night. He found the widow and her
daaghter alone, and seated silemtly evera
little fire of & few .chipe which Bdith hod
picked up.

“Well, Edith,” ke sald ebruptly, es he
s2t down uninvited, “are you still obstinate,
and bemt on murder ¥ They are both eon-
demned, you know.”

“I can not mmiTy yeu, «ir,” replied the
poor girl, in a dreary, hopeless tone.

“You mean you will not Now look st
your old mather, and tall me if you are pot
sshumed of yourselfi Owme werd from your
lips wonld give her back her som, give her
wealth, and every comfort sho needs.
Burely, dear Edith, you will mot go forth
with the ourse of Cain em your brow, for
you will kill your brother.. Why not find
sholter in these wrms ¥’ and heedloss of her
mother’s presenoe, the miserablo wroteh
strove to clasp ber in his nrms.

Edith started back. Her sudden move-
ment aroused the old lady. 8he turned her
pale faow toward her visitor, and es she
eyed him, rose slowly, and drawing her tall
figure up to ite full beight, pashod back her
dishevellod gray loeks from her face, look-
isg, in the flickering fire-light, like some
Pythonesa of old. She slowly raised her
hand, and pointing to the oll painting ofthe
McGregor, eaid, in o boarse, awe-inspiring
whisper: ’

“Man of sin ! be silent here, ia that pres-
enoc, ond in this, the lost stronghold of our
race. Last night, for the fires time in many
nighta, I siept. He; my ancestor, MoGregor,
the strong and true, came to mo. By thé
hand ke led the prosecting snirit of our
house, my Grand-Acnt Oliver.”

“OL!" groaned the magistrate, trombling,
“Aunt Oliver, ngain.”

Heedless of the interrapiion, the old lady
woent on:

“He bado mo not to Year. Mo told me
thas the wronged shonuld be righted, the
prisoner freed. Man of blood, I aweit the
tulfillmens of the propheey. Sodo not dare
to inault this maiden, for those who have
ever cursed or offeradvinanlt to tho waidena
of our hous have met with terrible punish-
ment.”

As tho old lady stopped, o sudden and bril-
liant red tongue of flame leaped from the
expiring embers, and threw a ruddy, pre-
ternatural glare over the whole room, and
lighted up the oil painting of the MoGregoer
80 fearfully that be looked as if about to
step from his frama. The terrified magis-
trate did not wait for @ second bidding, but
snatching up his bat efd cloek, fled from
the room. But fate Lad not ordaified that
the worthy judge should roach home
without further adventure, > = e

The nizht was cold, and dark and stormy;
tho times “were troubious, end few peo-
pie oarad to be abroad after nightfall, and
Mr. Bruin met no one. As he approsched
tho churchyard ha became suddenly eon-
scions that soma one or something was fol-
lowing him sofdy. He gianoed timoronaly
sround ; two fiery eyes glared at him
throogh the darkness, aad as be reached
the churchyard gate, o dark objcot brushed
agoinst his legs. He looked down. Horror
of horror ! could he believe his own senses |
There, ot his feet, rubbing agniast him, pur-
ring end looking at him with fiery eyocs,
was 8 imal, which, i
whispered to him, was Miss Oliver's cat.
His hair bristled or his head, his knees
knocked together, bis soeth chattered, big
drops of sweat rolled down his fasce. His
first thought, as he found the saimal did not
tear him, was to seck safety in flight. “But
what chance should I have against & cut,
and a diabolical one, at that 1" bo said.

“Avsunt thee, Sathanss I he eried in ful-
tering tones, ne he mede the sign of the
cross.

“Mew, mew,” answered the cat, rubbing
harder than ever against bis logs,

The wretched man heard aslight rustling,
aa of long garments dragging ou' his other
side. Ho lookod aronnd. A tall female fiz-
ure, in white robes, which glowed a!l over
with sulphurous light, stood there. He felt
that it wus Aunt Oliver's spirit; ho glanced
behind him and thers ho saw the redoubted
McGregor as he had looked that night when
the fire-light finshed over him, as the old
lady spoke of her dream; one eye scemed to
stand cut, and glowed fiery red, far back in
the socket, where the Englishman’s bayonet
had been plunged, ho saw the other glow-
ing with a paler light. The two ghosts
joined hands behind him and slowly edged
him toward the grave yard. Tho McGregor
tomb blazed with sulpharoua tight.

HOR!" cried the terrified wretoh, “Mrs.
Whitehurat warned me; she saw them both
last night, and now my turn is come.” Ho
tried to fall on Lia knees; tho eat with its
fiery eyoa reared up. “Not yet,” he groaned,
as the three visitants from thofother world
proseed him along, “I am not ready to goin
there yot; dear, beautiful Miss Oliver, forgive
me; noble McGregor spurs me; I didn’t mneen
to insult any of youn.”

Slowly, gently, but remorsclossly, they
pressod him onward; blue flames playing
around and over them, loaping from them
to him, and passing over the fur of the
black cat.

As they reached the gate, the desperate
man stood still.

i “Carry me in, if you like,” he eried, “I
will not cross that gate of my own accord.”

“Thou art & man of sin,” said Aunt
Oliver's ghost, in deep, sepulchral tones,
“but unless thou resisteth us, fear not; thy
time hath not yet come.”

And agaln he was obliged to yicld and
move forward. They reached the glowing
tomb, the vault that was always kept eo
carefully locked, yawned black and droary
at his Toet,

One moro desperate effort ho made to
move the ghoets, but they were relentless.
The eat backed down the stops of the vault

#Get up, you fool, and givo-o.-yduk

before them, her eyes glowing mare femr-

if they had been pluced for scats. Tb'e:
had taken up its position at the furthec &
dmm&md.monuduumwﬁﬂ.
watehod tiem as it peced restlessly back-
ward and forward, like some wild beast
rudytoldnndteuihm,mnm
moved its horrible eyes frem she unhappy
magistrate. /

#gis" said Aunt Oliver's ghost, as sho
pointed o skinny hand toward oue of the
cofine. More dead than alive, the judge,
obeyed.

« Herbert Bruin,” cxelaimed the same
spirit, “ we have broaght thee here, to this
last home of our race, that thou mayest have
one more chance of repairing some of thy
evil deeds. Wilt thon sign 8 peper swear
hgwrumolenthudmdmnd-
ants who weakly and foolsbly believed in
thee, and gave thee » writing-which, in the
eyaofwwkmortﬂl,mhmmnm
the widow and crpban ¥’ :

«] will. I will sign anything. Nay, I will
do better, dear Msia Oliver, I will give you
“back the paper that good old ledy signed,”
cried the Judge.

* Good,” replied the ghost; *thoa shalt
not be defrauded of one penny. Pat the
paper there,” ahe said, pointing #o the cofiin

crot, be sas up in bed and rubbed his eyea

The bride (need I narue her) was besutital, |
mh:ghch-mdm-dh.h-l

The bridegroom was noble looking, in his

“ Oh, Mrs. Mortimer,” eried some, “ you
must tell us all your strange aad weaderful

before him, * thy name here,” and
she laid an old, Jdy piees of paveh t
before him,

e “Oh!" he groaned, “by sigaing I do not
sell my soul to—so—" and be besitated forn
polite word, one that might net shoek the
sensibilities of his visitante. ©

“ Fear not, man,” replied Auat Otiver, as
she placed » curions eld ellver pon and ink-
horn beside him, .

He hastily and with trembling fingers
wrote his pame. Aunt Ofiver troeed her's
in flery letters, while the MeGregor stalked
forward and made his mark, @ eress, to the
doocument.

The sight of that eress was bringing »
gleam of eomfort to the terrified magistrate,
when esuddenly the eat, who hLad been
pacing restlessly on the eoffin, disappeared
from sight, with a hideons yell. Thes two
ghosts started.

“ Depart in peace P’ erded Auns Olives to
the magistrate.

Hs did pot wait for a seeond bdidding,
but flew, rather than run, up the etdps of
the vault. Once he reached the frueh air,
bo made for the village, whose glimmering
lights he could see 1 the distasee; nor did
he stop in his headlong eoursé nor look be-
hind him until he was in his own house.

“ Jock, dear Jack Bpeneer,” cricd Aunt
Oliver's ghost, when the magistrate had
disappeared from the varit, ss sbo rushed
to the coffin, upon which the black cat had
beeu prancing, * where have you gonel”

“Oh! I am here,” groaned a voice from a
dark Lole. * This eomes, Edward, of jok-
ing about ghosts and playing with thut
awfal blue fire that don’s bura that Dr.
MeWhiteharst made.”

* Nonsense,” replied MeGeegor's ghost,
who lkad been divesting himaeif of his

ady , of your old Aunt Oliver, whe
your husbend says, bronght you sway.” |

 Not juat mow, fair ladics,” eried
Mortimer, coming to kis bride's
“Please remember that wo oaly
here a few heurs age, after a lomg
fatiguing journey. At its end, [ would
have taxod this little lady if 1 did net
to be in the suddle again to-morrow,
off te give information te the -
And, Edith,” he whispered te his wife, *
wanted you to oblige old Bruim, and
married Chirlatmas night. I con forgive the

which brought ua tegesher.”
ZIMMERMAN'S DOG.
The Wonder and the Glery of Nibie's

an immense dog, whieh will $he
fortheomin, Y “ Blaek
e T o e
‘l‘l, dght;:enon three feet [
oE s
high,ndtvoht‘m. His head is Im-

mense, and bis ¢ are ae .

D. Felter's eyes %-mmm
3'u...u}‘:xk"“" B; ::-hu
money,
meebanioal %, thia dog is made

(9

$o move bia ears, wag his tail, rell kis
Knmt&m‘umﬂu

is head, play the fiddle, dance, snd eat
Warren Leland's ecuntry seusages. I is
2 most wonderful dog, sad Mr.
man expects & most wonderful erowd %o
look at him.

The Black Crook will be
Zimmerman's dog, at o cost

soenery, propertios,

mdsﬁ:m
Half s d

filled with rieh

women sre st work on
th d ballet drossce are

|

ghostly trappings, and was now poering
down into the aperture from which the
voice came. “1 do believe,” he continued;
“that you bave sumbled into $ho moder.
ground passage way the treditions of the
custle speak of.”

The young men soom lighted & lamp
they had eoncealed in the vault, and elimb-
ing down into the hole helped poor Jaok
Spenoer, Aunt Oliver's black ecat, to hLis
feet, and a8 soon as they found that he wae
more frightencd than hurs by his fall, com-
menced to luugh over their adventure, and
to examiue with care the bole in which they
found themselves. The dim light of the
lamp showed a black opening befors them.
bus before they proceeded %0 examine i,
MoGregor returned to she upper vault and
socured the door. * L . SR

Edith wos as impressed with her mother's
words as the judge had been, and as she
sat hour after hour gazing into the dicker-
ing fire, and thinking, fels something like
bhope awakening in her. She was alone, for
ske had pursuaded the eld lady to retire to
ber bed. '

All at onoce she beecame eounscious that
there wob a strange and unwonted noise in
the chimney, as of some one dragging a
heavy rattling bedy up steno stops. The
noise ceased, and she distinetly heard
whiaperings in the chimney, behind the Me-
Gregor's picture, Saddenly, to ber horror
and terror, the pieture, frame and all,
which had scemed t0 be built into the
stones of the wall, moved wowly towards
her. She sprang up to flee from the room,
but before she could reach the door two
men leaped from behind the picture, and
she found herself clasped in her brother’s
and lover’s arms,

Their strange and unexpected sppear-
ance was explained, and Edith was told of
the ghostly pranks which Jack Bpencer, the
judge's servant, who had biddem her to
hope, had heiped them to play.

“You wounld have token us for ghosts,
Edith,” said Edward, “if you bad seen how
horrible wo leoked, with the blue fire, Dr.
Me bere made, rnaning all over us.  ‘Phos-
phorescent lighs,’ he ecalls it, and says ho
learned how to make it in she old ecountry.
I think he brought it straight from the in-
fernal regions, and so does poor Jack,
though he helped him maks it in prison, and
frightenced the goard nunder the window to
death with his cyes, when ko played cat
and belped us ont.  The peor judge's terzor
was too fonny, Edith, he will never epeak
ill of AuntOliver again. But the discovery
of the eubterranean paseage from tho vanlt
hero was a miracle,” he eontinned, “why,
will yon believe it, the very coffin upon
which Jack mounted, when he played cat in
the cavern, had been put over the entrance
to conceal it. The wood was rotten, and as
he jumped around, broke through and tum-
blod him into the hole. lia fall saved old
Bruin something, for we packed him off in
a hurry.”

“ And sister,” said MoGregor, “his full,
poor fellpw, benefited ue, fur just bohind
the coffin I found this bag of moncy—Aunt
Oliver's’treasure, I expect. It is not a very
large bag, bat there was more than enough
to pay old Skinflint's mortgage. And
Edith, as mother had signed the paper, and
we had got it from him, I sent him the
money by Jack, as coming, however, from
Aunt Oliver. Bat, dear sister, wo have no
time to waste; go and wake our dear
mother, and get ready at once. Yoa shall
not rik that man's anger, in caee he ehould
suepect anything, by staying hero. Beside,
Edward says, as yous mre nincteen on
Christmas night, bo will wait no loager.

.and of Zi - ; 3
an original desi Vo

nnlikan_vthla[‘:f the sort ever before put
upon @ stage, and standing over ten
high. Beveral miles of rope .of the best
quality are to be used for scenio

end for tvilﬁ“ﬂmmn'l lhi.
cutire outfit, inclading the dog, is such
to wako the pablio stare.—.
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The Pickied Wailch
d.m Io" &o'rk-hlp' says:

y wo met Wiggins,

had K 'mh;.:':.. and
nown ve twenty

and pever knew him to
fore. We ssked him where ho
geve us o nod sod a leer, and
us.
Drindlasow, and. Deb fhe’ beat paoet

rindle eow,
into the beef hm&nm was and
beef was nice, and I bad unto &
barrel. I didn's want to it very m
'o’ll;“ it o:l.:‘m Mit. .:llnntho
might touch i 'd
Tl et s S o

“‘One day my wife says to me—asays she—

V ars to me our beef is goltt?
mighty faat.’ I wentand looked, and, swre
enon
thought it onght to, noticed it lower
in' onaccountably dm,lon* ’ sald
wife. *Somebody is stealin’ it. don'
ye set @ trapV

_“But my neighbors were all kind-hearted
kind of folks—thongh one or two of 'em
wight be just a little inolined to
aronnd where they didn's
didn’t want tp hurt 'em. I conel
«umeover, that it would be best to put the
burrel, with what little of the beef was left,
down cellar—and I did it.

Waell, when the beof was sll used up, and
I went to cl@r out the barrel, 1 found this
wateh, in tho piokle. It looked to mo lile
Tom Grammon's wateh—Tom had worked
for me oonsiderable, and I had
have the watch—or one very much like.
When I saw Tom, I showed him tho watoh,
and he said right off, it waa hia.

‘* *How did ye lose it " aaid L

‘I earried it in my ket without an
ehain, and must have &;ped it out when
was stoopin',’ said he.

“Wel,"said I, ‘then you must have hoen
stoopin’ over my beef barrel, for I found i
in the piekla !’

“With-that, Tom looked kind of sheepish,
apnd I guees ke saw the twinklo in my eye.

f'd'l:"l mo look at that 'cro watch again,”
8l .

‘“‘He looked at it a littlo while, and then ke
hudoc: &:ul’ to me. - he, I

X whole, Mr. Wiggina,’ seys
E:mthu ain't my watch arterall. It must

dong to somcbody else.’ And with thathe
wnllked off.

“I eurried that wateh to our joweler, and
ho found that the cases bad shut so tight
that the works hadn't boen pickled s
and for & dollar he cleaned upinpoi
shape end set it runnin’. It's a first-
timekaeper, and I reckon that whoever
my beef paid all 'twane worth.”

Matches were formerly made hand,
which was a very slow process, and as the
demand increased it was fonnd that this
adequate supply, and. delicate. machioery

uate supply, an olicate

'_l:gmuodnwul by which sll sorts of these
little articlee are mow made in immense
quantitics and at very low rates. Matohes
are more heavily taxed than any other
article in use, the tax an cent
per box on a bunch of one , which
18 twico the cost of maunfi This
tax waa originuﬂ; a very great incom-

to as thgv wers

obliged to d their capital or

their capacity one-half, snd many weres
compelled to adopt the latter alternative.
One faptory uses eleven hundred and

two dollars worth of stamps Mlk'
sinoe the paseage of the tax bill in 1864, has
paid into the treasury a million and @& half
of dollars in exchango for one ceat stamps.

Corainls and liguors of every yasisty, ot
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Our iavalusble Jaek has & eovered wagon,

W. H. Heaning's, 75 Camp atreef

old fellow now, for it was his porsecation -

hvupin'—ﬁ:‘ " ruther fastern ¥

Had be roally scen and  csnversed

with - ghosts, or had had

another frightful dream? He sprang

against something hard, he losked downm;

there lay & mouldy bag; on i was writtew

in old Puglish letters: )

#Auns Oliver pays her dobt.”

He epened tho bag snd eounted out goid
money, on the old castle. Hodared nos
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