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CHB1MTMAH CAROL..

ar i. e. ik iu is .

There's a aoag In the aid 
There's a star in the skyl 

There’s a mother's deep prayer 
Ind a baby’s tow cry!

And Itoe star rains Its lire while the Beautiful SSsg, 
I’m the monger at Bethlehem cradles a King!

There's a tumult of Joy 
O'er the wonderful birth.

For the Virgin’s sweet boy 
to the Lord of the earth.

Art the Mr rains its tire, and the Beautiful dug, 
Bor the manger at Bethlehem cradles a Kiagi ,

1IL
In the light of that star 

Lie the ages impearled;
And that aoag from afar 
He. swept orer the world, 

t n n  heart is shame, and the Beautiful aug,
U, the hsmca of the nations that Jesus is King.

We rejoice in the light,
And we echo the song 

That comes down through the night 
From the heavenly throng.

Art we sbont to the lovely evangel they bring.
And we greet in his cradle sur Savior aad King.

fWritten for the Kew Orleans Republican.) 
AUNT OLIVER’S GHOST

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

BY A HBW ORLEAK3 LAST.

Jn the town of Perth Amboy, which is 
situated on the Raritan river just where 
that stream empties itself into Raritan bay, 
stands an old stone dwelling, which for 
generations has been called "The Castle.” 
I Ought rather tp say did stand fifteen years 
ago, as it is possible that the improvements 
and innovations of these last few years have 
swept away, with others, that old land
mark.

It must be remembered that I am writing 
now of Aipboy, as it was in the far post 
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 unbelieving age have learned to laugh. 
That veracious personage, the oldest in
habitant, can not remember when "The 
Castle” foundation was laid. It is said, 
however, that it was some time before the 
reign of good Queen Anne, of England, 
who delighted the hearts of her loyal sub
jects in Amboy by presenting them with a 
church bell. Upon it can still be traced this 
inscription:

* Presented to Perth Amboy, our pride 
ad joy. ANNE, REG."
Which poetry speaks more for the Queen’s 

dad heart than for her poetical ability.
The castle belonged to the descendants of 

)he McGregdrs. It hod been built by a 
Scottish chieftain of that name, who hod 

been obliged to flee from Scotland 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-looking 
square building of rough stone, and stood 
directly on the bay,whose waters, it was said, 
in old times, had washed the foundations. 
The lower story, or first floor, far below the 
level of the street, contained the kitchen, 
laundry, etc. The windows of the second 
floor opened on to the little flower garden, 
which was fenced off from the street. This 
story comprised the parlors and sitting 
rooms, largo, 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 
these apartments, called by every one “the 
haunted chamber," there were many suspi
cious-looking stains, made, it was said, by 
the blood of a hero of the house, spilled 
there during the first American revolution.
' The castle had a guardian spirit, who 

watched over it, and appeared to the family 
warn them of approaching danger, or to 
ield them from it. Many and various 

Were the stories related of this ghost— 
"Aunt Oliver,” as it was called. Aunt 
Oliver, a virgin of some fifty winters when 
she died,seemed tohave had but two passions 
in life—a huge black cat, her constant com
panion and friend, and her money bags— 
for the good old lady was a miser. She 
had hoarded her treasure, and had hidden 
it so securely that her descendants had 
never profited by it, Although each heir, on 
assuming possession, had instituted striot 
search through all the numerous nooks and 
crannies, odd dork closets and other hiding 
holes with which the old place abounded. The 
chief ornament of the parlor was a huge and 
hideous painting of the McGregor, Aunt 
Oliver’s uncle, and the founder of the Amer
ican branch of tho house. If the picture re
sembled the original at all, old MoGregor 
must bave been a close-fisted, hard-hearted, 
hard-featured old fellow. He ■was rep
resented as being dressed in Highland cos
tume, and wore a tuft of feathers in his cap. 
As if to render his face more uncanny, au 
English soldier had run liis bayonet through 
the rebellious old Scotchman's eye. Hut iu 

tc of its defacements, this picture had 
»r been tho pride ot tho family, as they 
d that it proved their descent from a 

: hie Scottish lord.
The popular belief was, that the stout old 
atekraan was somotbiug of a smuggler 

and that when ho built the castle on the 
water’s edge, ho had also constructed under
ground passage-ways leading far back iuts 
the country, and had been even hardy 
enough to dig one finder the churchyard, up 
into the family vault. Hero the. noble 
McGregor and his descendants, who feared 
neither God nor man,stored in coffins, beside 
the mouldering bones of the dead, contrar 
band goods. It was a marvel the good folks 
said, how the church stood steady, and Queen 
Anne's gift rung out pure and dear each 
Sabbath day, when such evil deeds were 
doing under its shadow. However, with 
these facts or fancies my story has little to 
do. At the time of the breaking out of the 
American revolution the castlo was in the 
possession of a widow lady, .Mrs. White
hurst. Sho was the last direct dessendant 
of the McGregors.

Iler family consisted of herself and her 
two children, a son twenty-two years of age, 
McGregQr Whitehurst, familiarly called 
Me Whitehurst, and a daughter, a handsome, 
tiigh-spiftted, noble-looking girl—Edith 
Whitehurst.

Mrs. Wliiteburst was by no means 
wealthy; her chief dependence waa in  her 
son. The young man had been well edu- 
ated in England, and, having a lancy for 
iroiession, had studied' medicine. In the 
mitive days I am writing of, the doctor 
a villago was also an apothecary, and 
upounded the medicines he prescribed, 
young McWhiteburst Vas chemist, 

ruggist and doctor. He was really a 
sing man, and bade fair to displace, in the 

hearts of the villagers, the old Aisculaplus,

who had dosed them daring half-a oentury, 
aad to rebuild the fortunes of the Mo. 
Gregor Whitehurst, with drugs, in place 
of the sword. Perhaps the profession of 
the doctor and the soldier, in those unscieu- 
tifio days, was not so widely separated, as 
both believed in free blood-letting.

McGregor's chum and beloved friend ond 
comrade in the town was a handsome, 
rather wild young man—Edward Mortimer. 
Ho was of good family, and had some prop
erty. At first sight, he had fallen deeper, 
otcly in love with Miss Edith, and had 
gained her promise to sham his fortunes, 
much to her brother’s delight, and to her 
mother’s annoyance, as she had hoped that 
her beautiful daughter would marry wealth. 
The mother had insisted that Edith should 
not wed until she reached the mature age 
of eighteen. * » • * » *

Perth Amboy, like every other little vil
lage and towu throughout the colonies, was 
divided into two factions, and party spirit 
burned strong between the royalists and 
patriots. The Governor of New Jersey was 
loyal, and os he considered Amboy of some 
importance—it was at one time expected 
that it would become the great city that 
New York hue since become—stationed a 
number of British soldiers there, os a gar
rison.

Not tor iron Mrs. Whitehurst’s, there 
lived an Englishman, a Mr. Bruin, who 
prided himself upon his loyalty, lie was a 
widower, tho wealthy man of the town, 
aad the chief magistrate; indeed, a sort of 
petty prince, whose word was law.

Binoe the difficulties between the two 
countries, ho had made himself rather ob
noxious, and was strongly suspected b^his 
neighbors of giving the Governor such in
formation as had led to the arrest of many 
ol' the patriots, who had determined to join 
the colonial forces; at all events, he was 
greatly feared by the town folks. He hod 
never been received by the aristocracy of 
the place with cordiality.

Mr. Brujn had long admired, at a respect
ful distance, tho beautiful Edith Whitts 
hurst. But os her family, by right of 
descent, belonged to tho aristoertiey, and 
occupied a position, which, in those days, 
money could not purchase, he had never 
succeeded in being admitted into the family 
on a ffinudly footing. "Now then,” thought 
he, “is my time; these Whitehursts ore 
rebels. I will call, and in a friendly, neigh
borly way, warn tho old lady to keep her 
young folks quiet, and tell her that the 
Governor lias written to me about her son, 
and that 1 have bad some difficulty iu keep
ing him from molesting them, and quarter
ing soldiers in the castle. It must earn me. 
some gratitude, and who knows but that 1 
may succeed ia dazzling Edith by my 
wealth.”

Mr. B ruin proceeded at ©ace to put his 
plan into execution. He went to Mrs. 
Whitehurst’s. Edith met him. Whqn she 
heard his errand, she thanked him courte
ously, but informed him ic a spirited man
ner that he,r brother and Mr. Mortimer had 
left the night liefore, to join the army of 
th eir heroic chieftain.

Never had Edith looked as beautiful as 
at that moment, when her eyes flashed and 
her whole being seemed to dilate with en
thusiasm.

"I ain glad, young lady, that they have 
got off safely. I wish to play a neighborly 
part,” replied her visitor, as he looked at 
her with greedy eyes, “and if your mother 
will look upon me os a friend, will do my 
best to keep ths soldiers from being quar
tered here. Indeed,” ho continued, “fair 
Mistress Edith, I have done all I could, and 
even stretched my authority to keep all our 
towns folks from being disturbed, although 
I have received neither credit nor thanks 
for my efforts.”

Edith Wliiteburst was naturally impul
sive. Her conscience reproached her, as 
she remembered that she lia<l’ tlionght and 
spoken harshly of her visitor; her nature 
was generous, and to make amends, she 
thanked him more warmly than she other
wise might have done, and invited him to 
call and see her mother.

Perfectly delightful with his unexpected 
success, Mr. Bruin went homo, full of hope 
for the future. He now became » constant 
visitor at Mrs. Whitehurst’s, and tho two 
ladies had to thank him for more than one 
favor. It was lie who prevented soldiers 
being quartered on them, when all the other 
rebel families in the villago were annoyed 
in that way; he, who kept them well supplied 
with good fuel, from his own extensive 
forests, when money would hardly purchase 
a oordof woqfl, .and he, who saw that their 
larder was well filled with poultry uml 
game, and their table supplied with fine 
fruit.

Mrs. Whitehurst had objected to receiving 
these things as presents, and as she had 
some money during the first year of tho 
war, Mr. Bruin, to satisfy her scruples, had 
allowed her to pay his steward. But ns 
everything was going out, and Mrs. White
hurst was naturally very liberal, iu the be
ginning of the second year sho found her 
means entirely exhausted, nnd herself aiul 
daughter dependent on tlyir wealthy neigh
bor.

“Now,” thought Mr. Bruin, “is my time 
coming,” uml ho was more attentive than 
ever; as the soeond year drew to a close, 
tired of his slow progress with Edith, his 
attentions grew so pointed that his inten
tions became evidcut; and as the old lady 
knew that her daughter was engaged to 
Edward Mortimer, she felt that she could 
no longer accept any fuvors from her 
friend. She at once spoke to Mr. Bruin, 
explained to him Edith's relationship to 
Edward, nnd declined receiving anything 
more from li<4 rich neighbor.

1 am sorry, dear madam,” ho replied, 
“ to learn that Mistress Edith is -already 
promised to another. I admit trankly 1 
did have hopes; they are gone now. But 
you must still let me aid you. This war 
cannot last mtich longer; it î iust bo de
cided in the spring, in one way or the other. 
Your rou will then comd home, and wo will 
settle everything.”

The old lady shook her bend doubtingly.
“Well then,” he continued fraukly, “if 

you dou’t like that, let mo advance you 
some money on any security you like; this 
house for instance.” “ And,” he continued 
laughingly, “to satisfy your over nice 
scruples, I will name a certain sum, in the 
mortgage papers, as payment for what 1 
have already advanced.”

Mrs. Whitehurst accepted Ids kind offer 
eagerly, sho waa warm in her expression of 
thanks, and when he lnul gone, extolled his 
generosity and delicacy to her daughter. 
Of course, when ho brought the paiiers, 
made out l>y his lawyer, she signed, with
out taking the trouble to read them. How 
could sho but place implicit confidence in 
ono who, for twoyears, had been a consistent 
and generous friend.

As Mr. Bruin put up these documents, he 
was a proud man. He felt that with Mrs. 
Whitehurst’s signature to them, ho was, to 
all intents and purpose^ the possessor of the 
old oastle. Ho felt certain that oven should

the war-mine to •  done, an* he had so con
fidently prophesied, HoGneger Whitehnnt 
would i»e unable to pay him in the time 
specified. And thou ho thought, exultingly, 
“pretty Mistress Edith will have to ehoooe 
between me and beggary. She shall have 
the castle for her dewer when she accepts 
me," he said, perfectly oociident what her 
choice would be. * • * * *

A third year was com tag to a dose. Mrs. 
Whitehurst liad not heard from her son, 
and poor Edith was without nows of her 
lover.

The two women were seated quietly 5a 
tho parlor talking one night, ia the latter 
part of November.

“Mother,” said Edith, “T wish yon had 
understood the contents of those papers be
fore yon signed them. Do you know it iB 
rumored through the village that Mr. Bruin 
owns our house, and San turn us from it at 
any moment!” ' ■

“Nonsense, child,* replied the mother, 
“but here comes our good friend, 1 will ask 
him.*

As soon es Mr. Bruin was quietly seated, 
Mrs. Whitehurst repeated to him as village 
gossip, what Edith hod heard.

“Gossip! my dear madam," he answered 
in a questioning tone. “Do not call it gos
sip, it is fact But of course, the question 
can never aria*; we shall find an amicable 
way of settling it," and he glanced at Edith, 
with a look which sho could not mistake. 
“I am glad you broached the subject; I in
tended to do so myedf. Ths time for you 
to redeem your .pledge expires just one 
month from to-day, and this is the twenty- 
fourth of November," be continued, as the
ladies sot silent from mtonishmout and ter-\ror.

Edith saw all, and fully understood the 
dreadful position ia which her mother's 
confident generosity had placed them. She 
also saw that it was expected that she 
would sacrifice bereelfr in order to save ber 
mother.

Their visitor did aot like the silence 
which both maintained. He went on to ex* 
ourc h im self:

“ I would not have mentioned this now, 
madam,” he said, " but unfortunately I am 
pressed for money; indeed, I shall have to 
raise it at any sacrifice,” and again he 
paused.

“ Mr. Bruin,” said Edith, rising, “we 
have still a month, sir."

“ Certainly, Miss Edith; but I have a plan 
to propose that will prevent your disturb
ing yourself in any way; ” and Mr. Brain 
told Edith of his love; be painted to her in 
glowing colors, the life she should lead os 
his wife. He promised to give her the castle 
as her own, and then dimly threatened 
her with what she would have to endure, 
if she dared to drive him to despair by a 
refusal.

When ho erased speaking, Edith, .who 
was m pale as a giiost, but -perfectly calm, 
said, in a firm voice:

“ hir, I do not fear poverty', bnt I do love 
wraith; and my mother needs tho comfort* 
it brings. Give me this month to think 
your offer over. I do not bid you hope ; I 
dare not bid you d<*pd:r.'’

Mr. Bruin profuse in his thanks. He 
had at lisist expected a scree, tears and en
treaties.

Ashe took his leave, he said: “ May I 
visit you still, Mine Edith.”

The poor girl consented; she dared not 
refuse.

Onto they were nloce: “ Mother,” said 
Edith, “ lor the next month I wish to go 
where I please, and do what 1 please. 1 
must try to save us, and \  have but one 
chance, nnd oh t" she moaned, “ it is so 
•lender."

The wealthy man went home, his way led 
him directly past ths church-yard; the 
tomb bpilt over the McGregor vault looked 
gi-im and ghostly in the silent eity in w hich 
it stood.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" laughed he, rs ha snapped 
his fingers toward tho tomb; “ that for you, 
old Mac, I am going to buy one of your 
dainty dosocndiMits; you and Aunty Oliver 
must have beo» hobnobbing somewhere, 
wlien the old lady signed that paper, or you 
would have appeared mil stopped her, I 
never had very groat faith ia your ghost- 
ship, though the imrson himself swears to 
having Nwn old Aunty," said tho sacrilegious 
wretch.

Tti© month was fast drawing to a close; it 
lacked but a few days to Christinas, when, 
as Ur. Brnin stood ono afternoon at his bed
room window, he saw a lady closely wrapped 
up in her shawl and veil, approaching the 
house. Though ho coaid not seo the face, 
he recognized Edith Whitehurst. “ Ha I ’ 
thought be, “ *»y pretty mistress Is coming 
to pay me a visit.”

Hut tho veiled lady turned down a lane 
that led past his house, into tho subarlis of 
the viliage. Tlie watcher was filled w ith 
curiosity and suspicion. “ I will see 
what this means,” lie said, “ that little 
relnd Is daring cuougli for anything,” 
nml putting on hia hut and cloak, Mr. 
Bruin followed the vailed figure. It was 
growing dark rapidly, find he had no diffi
culty in doing so unobserved. At length he 
saw the lady enter an old deserted house on 
the outskirts of the village. “ Treason,” 
thought Mr. Brnin, and as he hurried for
ward lie met one of liis servants, whom he 
immediately sent hack to tho village to 
bring a squad of soldiers to his aid.

The spy advanced cautiously until he 
stood before one of the low windows of the 
house into which the lady had gone. Tlio 
ill-fitting shutters allowed him a free view 
of the room. In the chimney a small wood 
fire was burning; before it stored two men; 
between them, her bonnet, and veil off, 
stood Edith Whitehurst. Each of the men 
hold one of her hands, and they were both 
looking at her with passionate ail'crt-ion* 

“Yes, Me,” sho was saying, “the miserable 
villain managed to get mother to give him 
a mortgage, and now ho threatens to sell 
tho place end turn us out, unless f many 
liitn.”

“ I'll squeeze his throat first,” exclaimed 
one of the two men, “bo to marry you, my 
bottiilifu! Edith. The wretch !’’

“But, Edward, what am I to do, where 
can we get fifteen huuiLrcd pounds! and 
without it 'lie will turn us out into tho 
street."

“Sister," exclaimed McGregor White
hurst, for (ho two men were Edith's brother 
and lover, “you and mother must go with 
us, and leavo tho castle to that villain, 
until, at least, the war is over and vo can 
ge.t our uwji again." •

So the young folks talked of tlio long 
happy future before them, laughed scorn
fully at their foe, and laid their plans for 
flight. “Why, a week, Edith darling, is an 
eternity, and we can do all wo want in it, 
and then laugh at your old beau." whispered 
Edward, as he Saw his mistress to the door, 
MoGregor, tho brother, generously stand
ing with his back to them, that they might 
part without witnesses.

At a sudden scream from Edith, he 
turned hastily, to see hia sister struggling
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fat'' tho anna of her foe,\lr. Bruin, and his 
friend In the grasp of two soldiers; before 
he ootid reeovur himsslf or setae his old 
fffetJoek, McGregor Whltehurrt was 
also a prisoner in the hands of tho British.

“To the guardhouse with them I” shouted 
Mr. Bruin. “They axe spies, and shall die 
the death,” ho added, shaking poor Edith 
roughly, “unless Christmas morning sees 
you my bride. So you thought to escape 
me, you jade, and have only been playing 
with me, while you sent word to your lover 
and brother to oome and carry yon off; but 
they shall all pay deorlyjbr it, unless this 
hand redeems them." • * • *

Mrs. Whitehurst set (done ta her parlor. 
“What can keep Edith out so late,” she 
marmored, “it is very cold and dark. My 
poor child, what will she do I”

As the good old lady spoke, the door was 
burst open, and Edith, pale and trembling, 
raebod in, and throwing herself on her 
know; before her mother, shrieked:

“Oh. (pother 1 I thought to savo us all, 
and I have just them. X sent them a letter 
tolling them of our troubles; they came 
here t* carry us off, and he has arrested 
them os spies.” •

“Whs! Who!" questioned Mrs. White
hurst.

“Edward and MoGregor. But. do not 
tear, mother; they shall not be lost. I will 
marry him, and, wheu they are safe, kill 
myself. Yes, my bridal bed bhali bo the 
grave.*

8o the poor gfci raved through that long 
night.

Bariy the next morning, Edith and her 
mother went up to the Judge’s house to try 
aad move him to compassion. As they en
tered Ids hall, one of his servants, a foster 
brother of Edward Mortimer's, met them, 
and whispered to Edith, “ Make no rash 
promises, mice; pet him off; give me three 
days and I will save them."

Mr. Bruin was remorseless. “ No, Edith,” 
he answ ered to her pleadings, “ unless yon 
swear to marry me on Christmas day they 
shall be tried and condemned; this day is the 
twenty-first of December; and on the 
twenty-fourth they shall die. Perhaps, 
proud girl, when you hear that they are con
demned, you may change yonr mind. It is 
that certainty alone which mokes mo grant 
them the three days’ respite you ask for. 
Yea and your mother, girl, shall eat your 
Christmas dinner in the street, unless you 
prefer te take it at the foot of tho gallows, 
in oompany with your previous relatives; 
for they.shali not be shot, they shall be 
hanged, and their bodieetatfi as warning to 
rebel sympathizers. I have full authority, 
and shall use it, unless—" and ho laughed 
and looked at Edith with a hideous leer.

Unfortunately for the prisoners, (evident 
had given Mr. Bruin the means of fulfilling 
at least a portion of his threat. Tho two 
young men wore trisd that very morning. 
Mr. Bruin appeared against them, and told 
a long story of a conversation that ho pro- 
tended te haTo overheard, in which fact and 
fiction were so mined np that tho prisoners 
themselves would have 'found it difficult to 
sift it. The. tact that they had been found 
within British lines would have bivn, of 
itself, enough to have caused their arrest; 
exaggerated by Mr. Bruin’s malice, it 
brought about their condemnation.

His morning’s work completed' to his 
satisfaction, tho rich man went home and 
ate his dinner with a sense of inward de
light at his success that was edifying. 
Dinner over, he sat in his comfortable arm
chair, and thought: “Well," he said, “oneo 
those two fellows are out of tho way. I am 
euro of tho oastle. Owning it, when this 
little matter is blown over, will give me a 
position in the town. But shall I ever be 
»bio to livo iu the castle! Won’t it be bet
ter to pull it down f ’ He had uttered his 
thought* aloud, und an he spoke liia last 
thought, ho heard a distinct, though 
smothered groan. Ho started, and looked 
around. “How foolish I am,” he continued, 
“though they do say tha place ia haunted, 
and I bavo heard strange sounds there. I 
wonder if that old fool, Acnt Oliver, docs 
watch over her treasures! May bo if I raze 
tho old place to the ground. I shall find 
thorn." Again Mr. Bruin heard a groan. 
“Pshaw !” he said, looking around uneasily, 
“I won't think of these things any more, 
but will take my nap;” aad the rich man 
stretched himself out comfortably before 
the fire, and closed Lis eyes. His 6leep was 
not a peaceful one.

He suddenly found himself in the midst 
of a largo, excited crowd, which hurried him 
along in spite of his efforts, toward the jail* 
yard. All nt once he saw before him tho 
two unfortunate young men, MoGregor 
Whitehurst and Edward Mortimer, ftieir 
hands were tied behind them, and their 
shirt collars were turned down. They were 
being helped up tho scaffold steps by two 
men in priestly robes, whose faces ho coaid 
not see despite his efforts, bat whoso heads 
he recognized us strangely resembling his 
own, as ho daily saw it reflected from ono to 
the other of tho two parlor mirrors.

At length tho prisoners stood erect on the 
scaffold, und looked proudly over tho as
sembled multitude. Suddenly their eyes 
met his, tho ropes which had tied them foil 
off, und raising their r.rms with one accord 
they pointed ut him, saying; “There is our 
murderer; we nre innocent.” Immediately 
.a fearful clamor arose around him, the 
crowd uttered dreadful curses, ho tried to 
flee, his feet wore glued to tho ground; he 
tried to close his eyes, they were kept open 
by some invisible and irresistible power. 
The next instant the two men's bodies wore 
swinging in tho air. it was either ho, ©r his 
doubles, who had been supporting them, that 
had knocked tjie scaffold from under their 
foot. They had on no caps, anil ho could 
see their convulsed limbs, staring eyes and 
agonized fuc'n. Ho awoke with a shout— 
bathed in cold sweat; as ho opened liis eyes, 
u huge black cat, just snch u one as he hud 
heard described as Miss Oliver’s nightly 
companion in her wanderings, sprang from 
his lap and ran under tho table. His shout 
had brought his servants into tho room. 
Tho first who entered was Edward Morti
mer’s foster brother, Jock Spencer. Their 
master bade them “ put the black cat out 
of tho room ; ’’ but as none could Ire found, 
they glanced at ono 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 recov
ered from tho effects tho next day, and did 
not leave the house. As he was seated 
quietly by tho firo just after dark, one of 
his servants rushed in, shouting in terror:

“ Oh 1 sir, master, tho prisoners have es
caped ; a big black cat with fiery eyes ran 
down the wall. YVhea the guard looked into 
tho room, the prisoners were, gone, and over 
tho chimney, in fiery letters, was written,
1 Aunt Oliver’s work! ’ ”

Mr. Bruin started up. “ D— tho cat ond 
Aunt Oliver," he cried.

“ Oh,-please don’t,” groaned tho Loan, 
crossing himself, aa he fell on his knees. 
“They will catoh us.” . '

“ Get np, yon fool, and give mo my cloak

e&M
and hat I will carry that paper on my 
person, though,” thought Mr. Brnin. “ If 
those two rascals have escaped, they are 
just bold enough to steal it when I am 
out.” And he pat peor Mrs. Whitehurst’s 
mortgage carefully in his pocket and sallied 
forth.

Mr. Brnin, for greater nitty, had locked 
the prisoners np in tho second story *f the 
jail. Soldiers bad been posted around to 
watch. When the guard had gone to re
lieve the sentry nnper the window, they 
bod found him lying senseless on the 
ground. As soon as he eoeld speak, he told 
them, in tones ef terror, that a huge black 
cat,t m big as a bear, with eyes that emitted 
flames of fire, had rushed by him and gone 
up the wall. He had been unable to call 
out, and remembered nothing more, untilhe 
found himself in the jailor’s room.

Tho guard immediately rashed to the 
prisoner's room; it 6as empty. On the 
wall, ta targe old English tatters, was the 
inscription which the servant had repeated. 
Tho men were in an indescribable state of 
terror, and Mr. Brnin found that it would 
be impossible to organise, that night, a 
proper search. He started at ones for the 
castle, determined, if the women seemed to 
know of the escape, to remain there all 
night. He found ths widow and her 
daughter alone, and seated silently ever a 
little fire of ai few .chips which Edith hud 
picked np.

“Well, Edith,” he sold abruptly, aa he 
sat. down uninvited, “are yon still obstinate, 
and bent on murder ! They are both con
demned, you know."

“I can not marry yen, sir," replied the 
poor girl, in a dreary, hopeless tone.

“Yon moan yon will not. Now look at 
your old mother, and toll me if you are not 
•shamed of yourself! One word from your 
lips would give her back her son, give her 
wealth, and every comfort she needs. 
Surely, dear Edith, you wili not go forth 
with tho curse of Cain on your brew, for 
you will kill ycur brother. Why not find 
shelter in these arms f” and heedless of her 
mother’s presence, the miserablo wretch 
strove to clasp her ta hie arms.

Edith started bock. Her sudden move
ment aroused the old lady. She turned her 
pale faee toward her visitor, and aa sho 
eyed him, rose slowly, and drawing her tall 
figure up to its full height, pushed back her 
dishevelled gray locks from her face, look
ing, ta the dickering fire-light, like some 
Pythoness of old. She slowly rolled her 
hand, and pointing to the oil painting of the 
McGregor, said, in a hoarse, awe-inspiring 
whisper:

“Man of sin ! be silent here, in that pres
ence, and iu this, the lost stronghold of our 
race. Lost night, for the first time in many 
nights, I slept. He; my nnoestor, McGregor, 
the strong and true, eame to mo. By thfe 
hand he led the protecting seirit of our 
house, my Grand-Aunt Oliver."

“Oh I" groaned the magistrate, trembling, 
“Aunt Oliver, again.”

Hoodless of the interruption, the old lady 
went on:

“He bade mo not to fear, lie told me 
that tho wronged should bo righted, the 
prisoner freed. Man of Mood, I uwrit the 
lulfillment ef the prophecy. So do not dare 
to insult this maiden, for those who have 
ever cursed or offereddnsnlt to tho maidens 
of our house have met with terrible punish
ment.”

As the old lady stopped, a sudden and bril
liant red tongne 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 McGregor 
so tearfully that be looked as if about to 
step from his frame. The terrified magis
trate did not wait for a second bidding, but 
snatching up his hat odd cloak, fled from 
the room. But fate had not ordained that 
the worthy judgo should reach home 
without further adventure. * * *

The night was cold, and dark and stormy; 
tho times 'were troublous, and few peo
ple oared to be abroad after nightfall, and 
Mr. Brnin met no one. As he approached 
tho churchyard he became suddenly con
scious that some one or something was fol
lowing him softly. He glanced timorously 
around; two fiery eyes glared at him 
through the darkness, aad as bo reached 
the churchyard gate, a dork object brushed 
against his legs. He looked down. Horror 
ol horror t could he believe his own senses ! 
There, at his feet, nibbing against him, par- 
ring and looking at him with fiery eyes, 
was a monstrous animal, which, eonseience 
whispered to him, was Miss Oliver's oat. 
His hair bristled on his head, his knees 
knocked together, his teeth chattered, big 
drops of sweat rolled down his face. His 
first thought, as he found the animal did not 
tear him, was to seek safety ta flight. “But 
what ohunoe should I have against a out, 
and a diabolical one, at that!” ho said.

“Avaunt thee, Sathanas 1” he cried in fal
tering tones, as he made the sign of tho 
cross.

“Mew, mew," answered the cat, rubbing 
harder than ever against his legs.

The wretched man heard a slight rustling, 
as of long garments dragging on' his other 
side. He looked aronnd. A tall female fig
ure, in white robes, which glowed all over 
with sulphurous light, Btood there. He felt 
that it was Aunt Oliver's spirit; he glanced 
behind him ond there ho saw tho redoubted 
McGregor us ho had looked that night when 
the fire-light flashed over him, as the old 
lady spoke of her dream; on© eye seemed to 
stand cat, anil glowed fiery red, far back in 
the socket, where tho Englishman's bayonet 
had been pluugod, ho saw tho other glow
ing with a paler light. Tho two ghosts 
joinod hands behind him and slowly edged 
him toward tho graveyard. Tho McGregor 
tomb blared with sulphurous light.

“Oh 1” orb'd the terrified wretch, “Mrs. 
Whitehurst warned me; she saw them both 
last night, and no w my turn ia come." He 
tried to full on his knees; tho cat with its 
fiery eyes reared np. "Not yet,” he groaned, 
as the three visitants from thdAother world 
pressed him along, “I am not ready to go in 
there yet; dear, beautiful Miss Oliver, forgive 
me; noble McGregor spare me; I didn’t mean 
to insult any of you.”

Slowly, gently, bnt remorselessly, they 
pressed him onward; bine flames playing 
around and over them, leaping from them 
to liim, and passing over tho fur of the 
black cat.

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

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

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

And again he was obliged to yield and 
move forward. They reached the glowing 
tomb, the vault that was always kept so 
carefully locked, yawned black and dreary 
at his Feet.

One more desperate effort ho made to 
move the ghosts, bnt they were relentless. 
The eat backed down the steps of tha vault 
before (hem, her eyes glowing more fear*

fuRy than ever from
her. Again he felt himself moved fbrward
by an irresistible power.

At length he reached the bottom of the 
steps and fonnd himself in •  brgfi 0W| 
dergronnd room, lighted by a bine tongne 
of flame, that seemed to aome frsm a veiy 
large coffin which stood in the center of the 
vanlt. At the head and foot of this large 
coffin were two others, directly across it, as 
if they had been placed for seats. The ca 
had taken np its position at tho further end 
of the vault, and, mounted on another coffin, 
watched them as it paced restlessly back
ward and forward, like some wild beast 
ready to seise and tear its prey, bnt it never 
moved its horrible eyes from the unhappy 
magistrate.

“ Sit," said Aunt OJivert ghost, as she 
pointed a skinny hand toward one of the 
coffins. More dead than olive, the judge, 
obeyed.

“ Herbert Bruin,” ox claimed the same 
spirit, “ we have brought thee here, to this 
last home of our race, that then mayesthave 
one more chance of repairing some of thy 
evil deeds. Wilt thon sign a paper swear 
tag never to molest those of our descend
ants who weakly nnd foolishly believed in 
thee, <md gave thee a writing-which, in the 
eyes of weuk mortals, enabtaot thoe to harm 
the widow und orphan f”

“ I will. I will sign anything. Nay, I will 
do better, dear Msis Oliver, I will give yon 
back the paper that good old lady signed,” 
cried the Judge.

“ Good,” replied tbe ghost; 14 thoa shalt 
not be defrauded of one penny. Pat the 
paper there,” she said, pointing to the ooffin 
before him, “ and sign thy name here,” and 
■he laid an old, tmuldy pleae of parchment 
before him,
• “ Oh r* he groaned, “ by signing I do not 
•ell my soul to—to—” aad he hesitated fora 
polite word, one that might not shock ths 
sensibilities of his visitants. *

“ Fear not, man," replied A nut Oliver, as 
she placed a curious old silver pea and ink- 
horn beside him.

He hastily and with trembling fingers 
wrote his name. Aunt Ofivc-r traced heir's 
ill fiery letters, while the McGregor stalked 
forward and made his mark, a cross, to the 
document.

The sight of that cross was bringing a 
gleam of comfort to the terrified magistrate, 
when suddenly the eat, vbo bad been 
pacing restlessly on the ooffin. disappeared 
from sight, with a hideous yell. The two 
ghosts started.

“ Depart in peace J” cried Atmt Oliver to 
the magistrate.

He did not wait for a seooml bidding, 
but flew, rather than run, np tbe stops of 
the vault. Once he reached tbe fresh air, 
he mode for the village, whoso glimmering 
lights he oonld sec in the distance; nor did 
he stop in his headlong course nor look be
hind him until he was safjp in his own boose.

“ Jock, dear Jack Spenser,* cried Aunt 
Oliver's ghost, when the magistrate had 
disappeared from the vault, as sho rushed 
to the coffin, npon which the Mack cat had 
been prancing, “ where have yon cone! ”

“ Oh 1 I am here,” groaned a voice from a 
dark hole. “ This comes, Edward, of jok
ing about ghosts and playing with that 
awful blue firo that don't born that Dr. 
Me Whitehurst made."

“ Nonsense,” replied McGregor’s ghost, 
who had been divesting himseif of bis 
ghostly trappings, and was now peering 
down into the aperture from which the 
voice came. “ I do believe,” he continued; 
“ that you have tumbled into the under, 
ground passage way tbe Uadi lions of the 
castle speak of.”

The young men soon lighted a lamp 
they had concealed in the vault, and climb
ing down into the hole "helped poor Jaok 
Spencer, Aunt Oliver's black eat, to his 
feet, and as soon as they found that he was 
more frightened than hurt by his fall, com
menced to laugh over their adventure, and 
to exomino with care the bole in which they 
fonnd themselves. The dim light of the 
lamp showed a black opening before them, 
but before they proceeded to examine it, 
MoGregor returned to the upper vault and 
secured the door. • • • • •

Edith was as impressed with her mother’s 
words as the jndge had been, and aa she 
•at hoar after hoar gazing into the dicker
ing fire, and thinking, felt something like 
hope awakening in her. She waa alone, for 
she had pursuaded the eld lady to retire to 
her bed.

All at once she became conscious that 
there was a strange and unwonted noise ta 
the chimney, as of some one dragging a 
heavy rattling body up stone slope. The 
noise ceased, and the distinctly heard 
whisperings in the chimney, behind the Mc
Gregor’s picture. Suddenly, to her horror 
and terror, the picture, frame and all, 
which had seemed to bo built into the 
stones of the wall, moved slowly towards 
her. She sprang up to flee from tho 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 appear
ance was explained, and Edith was told of 
the ghostly pranks which Jack Spencer, tho 
judge’s servant, who had bidden her to 
hope, had helped them to play.

“You would have taken us for ghosts, 
Edith,” said Edward, “if you hod seen how 
horrible we looked, with tho blue fire, Dr. 
Me here made, running all over us. ‘Phos
phorescent light,’ ho calls it, and says ho 
learned how to make, it in tho old country. 
I think he brought it straight from the in
fernal regions, and so does poor Jack, 
though he helped him mako it in prison, and 
frightened the guard under the window ta 
death with his eyes, when fco played cat 
and helped na ont. The poor judge's terror 
was too funny, Edith, he will never epeak 
ill of Aunt Oliver again. But tho dineovery 
of the subterranean passage from tho vault 
hero was a miracle,” he ©ontinned, “why, 
will yon believe it, ths 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 aa 
he jumped around, broke through and tum
bled him into the hole. liis fall saved old 
Bruin something, for we packed him off in 
a hurry.”

“ And sister,” said McGregor, “ his fall, 
poor fellpw, benefited ns, for just behind 
the coffin I. fonnd this hag of money—Annt 
Oliver's'treasure, I expect. It is not a very 
large bag, but there was more than enough 
to pay old Skinflint's mortgage. And 
Edith, ns mother had signed tbe paper, and 
we had got it from him, I sent him the 
money by Jack, as coming, however, from 
Aunt Oliver. Bnt, dear Sister, wo hare no 
time to waste; go and wake our dear 
mother, and get ready at onep. You shall 
not risk that man’s anger, in ease he should 
suspect anything, by staying hero. Beside, 
Edward says, as yon* are nineteen on 
Christmas night, ho will wait no longer. 
Our ta valuable Jack has •  covered wagon,

and ctaong nage not far off, sad we wtah to
be beyond British tinea before daylight*
• • • • • • • • a

When Mr. Brnin awoke from a troubled 
deep, the morning after hia strange night’s 
adventure, which he had aa yet kept h •»■ 
cret, be cat np in bed and rubbed hia eyes. 
Had be really seen and oenversed 
with ■ ghosts. or had he had 
anfttbjw frightful dream t Ha sprang 
from his bed, hie fsot struck 
against something hard, ha locked down; 
there lay a mouldy bag; on ta wan written 
in old English letters:

“Annt Oliver pays her debt*
He opened the bag aad counted out gold 

enough to pay him for tha mortgage in pn 
per money, on the old ensile. He dared not 
question his servants to see if they knew 
how the bag had coma there ia hie ow\ 
room. » • • • • • »

It was Christmas night; bright camp fime 
glowed all around a small village fa New 
Jersey.

The eld barn, occupied by tbe officer ta 
command, was lighted with unusual, and 
in thoae days, extravagant brilliancy.

Beside an extemporised altar, ia tha 
grand saloon of tho barn, a mom, ■tleaet, 
of lofty proportion n̂ itood a white-robed mte- 
ister. He was jnst pronouncing the mar
riage benediction over a kneeling eoople. 
The bride (need I name her) waa beautiful, 
though ebe woe not dr cased fa satin and 
laee.

The bridegroom was noWe looking, fa his 
hbme-epun suit.

The ceremony was aver, and friends 
crowded around.

“ Oh, Mrs. Mortimer,” cried seme, “ you 
must tell ns all your strange and wsnderfti 
adventures, of jonr old Annt Oliver, whs 
youg husband says, brought yau mwnj.n%

“ Not jnst iov, fair ladies,” cried 
Mortimer, coming to his bride's 
“ Please remember that we only 
here a few bears ago, after a long 
fatiguing journey. At ita end, I would 
have taxed this tittle lady if I did net * 
to be fa the reddle again to-morrow, 
off te give information to the gen 
And, Edith.” he whispered to hie wife, 
wanted yea to oblige old firuiu, and get 
married Christmae night I can forgive the 
old fellow now, for it was his persecution 
which brought us together.”

ZmMRRIIAIPS DOG.
The Woader and the Gtorr of NfMoto 

Garden—The Bln Ban of (he Btoch 
Creak—The Pa bile to be Terrified.

The Hon. Jacob Zimmerman has raised 
on immense dog, which will appear fa .the 
forthcoming representation of the “ Black 
Crook ” at Niblo's Gardeu. This dog is said 
to possess remarkable ancillary qualities. 
He ia eight feet long, three feet ana a half 
high, and two feet thick. His head ta im
mense, and his eyes are as large as Henry 
D. FMter’s eyes were when Colonel Warn, 
of Paris, Kentucky, disappeared with fifty 
dollars borrowed money. By an ingenious 
mechanical arrangement, this dog is made 
to move his ears, wag his toil, roll his cyoa,
Eat ont his tongue, scratch himself̂  stand on 
is head, play the fiddle, donee, and eat 

Warren Leland’s country sausages.- It is 
a most wonderful dog, and Mr. Zimmer
man expects a most wonderful crowd to 
look at him.

The Block Crook will be reproduced with 
Zimmerman’s dog, at » cost of $45,000. Tho 
scenery, properties, and Zimmerman's dog 
ore of tOe most magnificent description.

Half a dozen rooms at Niblo’s are now 
filled with rich costumes, and over fifty 
women are at work on others. Over osa 
thousand ballet dresses are heaped np fa 
two rooms. Tho new armor to be worn bv 
Stolacta and Zimmerman’s dog is richly 
jeweled, and the dresses of the demons are 
glittering with gold and green tinsel.

Over fifty men are engaged fa the prepa
ration of toe scenery, and the feeding of 
Zimmerman's dog, which ta of the most 
elaborate kind. Two largo tanks have been 
specially erected for the water scenes and 
for the use of Zimmerman's dog, and four 
others for the supply of the calcium lights 
.and of Zimmerman's dog. Candelabra of 
an original design have been constructed, 
unlike anything of the sort ever before put 
upon a stage, and standing over ten feet 
high. Several miles of rope of toe best 
quality are to be used for scenio purposes 
and for tying Zimmerman's dog, ana th* 
entire outfit, including the dog,Is such to 
to make tbe puhlio stare.—Jfete York Sim.

The Pickled Watch.
The New York Ledger says: The other 

day wo met Wiggins, and he had a silver- 
rased watch—hunting eases st that. We 
had ksown Wiggins five aad twenty years, 
and never knew him to carry a watch be
fore. We asked him where ho got it. Hp 
gave os a nod and a leer, aad said he’d fau 
us.

“Lost fall,” he continued, “I killed the eld 
brindle cow, and put the best part of her 
into the beef barrel. She was fat, and tha 
beef was nice, aad I bad nigh onto a fUI 
barrel. I didn't want to make it very salt 
so I set it ont fa the shed, where the frost 
might touch it and keep it, and you’d better 
believe it made good eatin’.

“One day my wife says to me—says she— 
'Wiggins, ’pears to me oar beef is gefa* 
migbtv fast.’ I went and looked, and, sure 
enongn, It was goin'—goin’ rather fasterta 1 
thought it ought to. ‘I’ve noticed it lower
in’ onacconntahly this.long time,' said my 
wife. ‘Somebody is steal in’ it. Why dons 
ye set a trap!’

“Bnt my neighbors were all kind-hearted 
kind of folks—though one or two of ’em 
might be just a little inolinrd to poke 
aronnd where they didn't belong—and 1 
didn’t want fcp hurt 'em. I concluded, bow- 
sumever. that- it would be best to put th# 
burrel, with what little of the beef was left, 
down cellar—and I did it.

Well, when the beef was all used np, and 
I went to clt%r out the barrel, 1 found this 
wateh. in tho piokle. It looked to me like 
Tom Grammon's wateh—Tom had worked 
for me oomdderable, and 1 had seen him 
have the watch—or one very much likm 
When I saw Tom, I showed him the watch, 
and he said right off, it was his.

“ ‘How did ye lose it?’ said I.
“ ‘I carried it in my pocket without any 

ehain, and must have dropped it out whon I 
was stoopin’,’ said ho.

“Wei," said I, ‘then von must have been 
stoopin’ over my beef barrel, for I found it 
in tlie pickle!’

“ Withtoat, Tom looked kind of sheepish, 
and I guess he saw the twinkle in my eye.

‘“ Let mo look at that ’ere watch again,* 
said he.

“He looked at it a littlo while, and then ha 
banded it back to me.

“ ‘On tho whole, Mr. Wiggins,’ says he, *1 
gneesthat ain’t mv watch arterall. It must 
belong to somebody else.’ And with that he 
walked off.

“I carried that watch to our jeweler* and 
he fonnd that the cases had shat so tight 
that tho works hadn’t been pickled a bit 
and for a dollar he cleaned it np in good 
shape and set it ronDin’. It’s a first-rate 
timekeeper, and I reckon that whoever took 
my beef paid all 'twos worth.”

Matches were formerly made by hand, 
which was a very slow process, and as too 
demand increased it was fonnd that this 
process Was not eqnal to furnishing aa 
adequate supply, and delicate machinery 
was'introduced by which all sorts of them 
little articles are" now made in immenao 
quantities and ut very low rates. Matches 
are more heavily taxed than any other, 
article in use, tho tox being ono per cent 
per box on a bunch of one hundred, which 
is twice tho cost of manufacture. This 
tax was originally a very great incon
venience to manufacturers, as they were 
obliged to double their capital or decream 
their capacity one-half, and many were 
compelled to adopt the latter alternative. 
One factory uses eleven hundred and fifty- 
two dollars worth of stam|>s daily, and, 
since the passage of tho tax bill fa 1864, has 
paid into the treasury a million and a half 
of dollars in exchango for one oeat stomps.

Coraiota and liquors of every variety, at 
W. H. Heating’s, 75 Comp streets
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