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THE MYSTERIES OF A MURDER ;
OR, THE TWIN SHOTS.

———

Friedrich Count T——, and his brother Franz,
two years younger than himself, were the last
representatives of one of the mostancient houses
in all Germany. = From their parents’ side their
fortune was not very considerable, but Franz,
the younger brother, was looked upon as even-
tually one of the wealthiest nobles in the land,
from the circumstance of his mother’s sister,
Baroness M , having conceived a perfect
passion for him, ere he was well out of his cra-
dle ; and having declared to himself and all the
world, that he alone, after her death, should in-
herit her possessions.

When the boys had reached the respective
-ages of twelve and ten, their father was appoint-
ed guardian to the young Countess G , then
a child nine years old, and the orphan and only
daughter of Count T ’s bosom friend.. Wil-
helmihe’s infancy gave forth all promise of grace
and beauty, which her riper youth so largely
fulfilled, and, naturaily enough, she soon be-
came the object of both the brother’s care and
attention.

When his eldest son had attained the age of
fifteen, Count T died, leaving the educa-
tion of his sons, and of Mademorselle de G
to be completed by his widow, a handqome
weak, vain woman, and yet weaker and vainer
mother., Madame de T thought nothing
upon this earth so perfect as herson Franz; and
whatever good instinets or qualities the boy had
by nature (and he had many) were destroyed
or disgnised by overweening selfishness and
pride, and by a violence of temper, the furious
outbreaks of which led him (whilst the tit was
on) almost to the verge of insanity. Fiiedrich,
on the contrary, though selfish and proud to fully
as high a degree as his brother, was of a milder
temper, and more concilliating disposition. The
two boys were seemingly much attached to one

another, and nearly equally so to Mademoiselle
de G

Wilhelmine, however, showed a decided pre-
ference for Franz, and, by the time she had at-
tained the age of seventeen, it became pretty
weil evident that these two were destined one
day to be man and wife. The elder brother
was perhaps a little grieved at Mademoiselle
de G 's preference tor Franz, but there was,
at any rate, no disappointment in his pain ; for
he had, from his earliest childhood, been accus-
tomed to look upon the latter as more favored
than himself in every respect.

It often happened that the Countess T
‘and her family spent several weeks together at
one or other of the country seats of her sister,
Baroness M——, and, on such occasions, the
aunt would sometimes carry off her darling
Franz, and, when they were all alone, show
him rich jewels to be worn by Wilhelmine,
when Wilhelmine should be his wite. Upon
one of these occasions, the baroness said to her
nephew, who was then near nineteen—

“ Franz, [ have latterly been reflecting much
upon a point nearly connected with your future
destinies. The fortune I leave you is immense,
and numbers you among the twenty or thirty
very largest proprietors in Germany; but it
comes not from me, but from the family whose
name I now bear, and, indirectly, you will be
indebted to my husband, whose generosity left
me absolutely and unconditionally mistress of
all he possessed. Iknow I wrong no one by
making you my heir, since distant cousins are
all that would have remained to Baron M "
having no children of his own. Still, something
18 in justice due to his memory, and it is my
wish you should assume his name joined to
your own.”

Franz sprung from his seat.

“I1” exclaimed he, in great astonishment,
“ I take the name of M ? I, whose ances-
tors were allied to the first Henry who filled the
vmperial throne? 1 ally my glorious name to
theirs !-—my arms to the escutcheon of a family
which does not count three centuries, and whose
founder was an Augsburgher goldsmith! 1!
1 would not do it for all the gold in christendom !”

“Forall the gold in christendom, T can un-
derstand,” replied his aunt ; “ but for me, Franz,

would you not do it for my sake

The denial was a positive one.

“No,” said Franz; “1 would not do it were
my father to rise out of the tomb and ask it of
me.”

“ Good!” rejoined Madame de M We
will say no more about it.” Neither did she,
and there that portion of the incident ended.

A few months later, Friedrich made an ab-
sence of several days, without saying whither
he had gone. On his return, he came straight
to his mother’s apartment, and, taking his bro-
ther's hand—

“ Franz,” said he, gravely, * I have come from
our aunt’s who sent for me while yon were at
D—— You have offerded her mortally, and
she has altered her will!”  (Franz turned pale,
and an involuntary movement betrayed his agi-
tation.) “ Fear nothing,” continued his brother,
“she has made me her heir ; but you know me
well enough to believe that T will never take
advantage of such a piece of injustice and ca-
price. Youremain, inallintents and purposes,
what you were before in my eyes—my zaunt’s
sole and absolute heir ; and when, at her death,
her property comes into my hands, it will mere-
ly be transmmtted into yours. That was my
purpose in coming hither, and that is what I
had to say to you, Franz.”

The two brothers embraced, and as they were
about separating—

“ And will you consent,” inquired the younger
‘“to adopt the name of M M

“ Our aunt does not ask it of me,” was the
answer. ‘‘ She says she hasno right to demand
from me, as from vou, a sacrifice prompted by
affection or gratitude, and she avows that she
leaves me her fortune out of the ncere determi-
nation to punish you ; for no other reason.”

Two years after, Madame de M died,

and at her death, Mademoiselle de G alone
was with her.

The settlement of the Baroness’ affairs wasa
cousiderable work, and required time and atten-
tion in no slight degree. As publicity was, up
to a very late period in Germany, banished from
everything in the shape of legal transactions,
it was easy to conceal the change in the testa-
mentary dispositions of the defunct lady ; and
beyond the men of business employed and sworn
to secrecy, no one was aware of what had hap-
pened. The Couantess T even (such was
the will of the brothers) still believed her favo-
rite son to have inherited his aunt’s property
entire  Mademoiselle de G had, with her
gnardian’s permission, accepted an invitation
given to her by a distant relation of her own, to
stay a few weeks at the residenz, town, and
thither Franz had more than once gone over to
see her. Upon the occasion of one of these
visits, something in her manner had struck him,
and he had abruptly taken his leave. After a
a few mo:nents’ consideration, he went straight
to his brother’s abode, a splendid hotel belong-
ing to the M succession. When he enter-
ed Count Friedrich’s room, the latter turned
deadly pale; and you might have seen, before
a word was spoken, that something wrong was

there—that a gulf yawned between those two,
and held them asunder.

Franz—delicately, at first, and then deter-
minedly—reminded his brother of his sponta-
neous promise touching their aunt’s inheritance;
but neither determination nor delicacy, won,
this time, any direct answer from Count Fried-
rich. He sought refuge in one pretext after
another, until at length his brother lost all pa-
tience, and threw off all restraint.

“ What meant your readiness to act rightly
two years back, or what means your hesitation
now ¥’ demanded Franz with threatening aspect

Friedrich muttered some reply, in which the

name of “ Wilhelmine” was audible. His bro-
ther sprang from his seat—
“ Wilhelmine ?” echoed he. “ What can you

have to do with her?”

“My aunt, upon her death bed, made her
promise to wed her hrir—"

“Well!” pursued Count Franz, “and your
plighted word to restore everything tome? Am
[ not her rightful heir ?”

“1 have sworn to Wilhelmine—"
Franz.

“You lie!” sereamed Franz ; and, had not
the elder brother warded off the blow aimed at
him by the younger, his Jast hour would proba-
bly have been told ; but, strong as was Franz,

faltered

- -

Friedrich was stronger still, and herescued his
own life, and retiring at the same instant, left
his disinherited brother 1o his reflections and
his despanr.

But if despair be really felt, he was tooproud
to show it. That sameevening he wrote a let-
terto Mademoiselle de G——, which, however,
full of contemptmous irony, bore no trace of
wounded affection, and the next day he setout
for a journey into Northern Germany,

It was, alas! too true that Wilhelmine, so soon
as she learnt from Madame de M the alte-
ration of her will, had resolved also upon a
transfer in her own affections and had contrived
to let Count Friedrich know that the love he
had not hitherto dared to avow, might now, 1f
he chose, meet its recompense. Friedrich
loved Wilhelmine to idolatry—there was the
secret; and to that lovehe had given up every-
thing—even his honor, even the probability of
domestic happiness—for he knew that he was
accepted as a suitor for the sake of his fortune
only.

Time went by, and, at the end of six months
Franz returned to D , where nothing was
talked of but the approaching marriage of his
brother with Mademoisell de G Had he
presumed too much upon his own strength,—
upon his own acquired indifference towards
Wilhelmine? This was yeta mystery to him-
self ; but certain it is that from the moment he
beheld Ler again, surrounded by all the anti-
cipated splendors of a fortune it should have
been in his power to offer her, and transporting
her newly affianced bridegroom into a seventh
heaven of delusive joy by her pretended attach-
ment—from that moment Franz became a prey
to jealousy, hate, and a blind thirst for revenge.
The work of the tempter was done.

The marriage was to be eelebrated in ten
days. A portion ot the family diamonds of Ma-
dame de M were at a country residence of
hers, distant about ten miles from D , and
Friedrich set out, one afternoon, to fetch a cer-
tain necklace which his bride wished to wear
at the nuptual ball. When he was about to
return, the regisseur of the chateau pressed him
not to go alone, but to take with him at least
Johann, the gamekeeper, who was standing by,
leaning on hisgun. This, however, Le refused,
and, springing on his horse, went his way be-
neath the rising moon. There were two roads
to D , one by what was termed the Marki
Stape—a dusty chaussee, encumbered by wagons
and peasants’ carts—the other,somewhat longer,
but beautifully picturesque, through the forest.
Count Friedrich chose the latter, and, half an
hour after he had left his deceased aunt’s park
gate, he was as deep in the woods as his own
love-like pre-occupation—somewhat deepertoo,
for before he had journeyed very far, he had
lost his way, and was alone in the midst of
briery paths, tangled copses, and stony ravines,
which were to him utterly unknown. The
moon shone in all her purestdustre, and the so-
litary traveller was enabled, by her brilliant
light, to see that his watch marked nearly ten
o’clock. He bad just emerged from the deep
shadow of a wood of pines, and found himself
upon the edge of a sandy hill, leading down
between thick plantations, on either side, to a
valley, at the opposite extremity of which a
number of lights indicated some tolerably large
town, probably D The descent was so
steep that he thought it prudent to dismount,
and, passing the bridle rein over his arm, he
commenced his downward progress on foot.—
With some difficulty he reached the bottom,
and when there, cast a reconnoitering glance
around.

A straight path lay rather to the left, whilst
to the right the moon’s rays were reflected ina
large pond, surrounded with blooming heather
to its very edge, and in parts overgrown with
wild iris and water lillies.

The spot was so widely beautiful, the night

so serene, that Friedrich stopped for an instant
in contemplation.

But this was an instant
stolen from Wilhelmine, and he hastily gath-

ered up the reins of his horse, and put his foot
in the stirrup. , But never was Count Friedrich
to sit in.saddle more, and never was gallant
steed to bear again his living load. The still-
ness of the night was broken by the sharp re-
port of a gun or pistol, and—with hand falling
from the mane, and floot gliding from the flank
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—the

cry ‘or groan. ‘Almost simultafcons ‘with his
fall was heard a plash; as of ' something heavily
dropping into water ; then arose a cry so fear-
ful it might have aroused the etérnal sleepers,
and from out the thicket darted the form of a
man, who ﬂung himself, with every mark of
the mldest agony, upon the corpse.
Franz the fratricide !

The details are useless, 'The crime was,
committed, the victim sent to his long account.
by a brotbers hand, and that brother, seized
with harrowing remorse, instantaneously npon

the perpetration of the horrid deed, denounced
himself to the magistrate of D
derer.
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l?nelpé horseman, sank to earth without

It was

as the mur-
The trial was not a long one, for there

was little or nothing to unravel, since the eri-
minal withheld no detail of his guil, but called
loudly and unceasingly down upon his head
the vengeance of both Godand man, The body
was submitted to the process of dissection,
nevertheless, and the bullet was found to have'

literally trav exsed the heart, thus causing imme-
diate and total suspension of vitality. Franz
was condemned, but not to death. His bitter,
despairing repentance,and the provocation given
him by his brother, were taken into considera-
tion, and he was sentenced to hard labor i in the
mines of for life.

His mother went mad during the trial, and
never recovered her reason. What became of
the Countess Wilhelmine, no one séemed to
know, and after the ]apse of a year or so she
was fowolten and so was the tragedy of the
T f'lmx]y, when an event occurred which
suddenly recalled the awful event to every one’s
mind. A noted poacher and thief, who had for
years rendered the forest i insecure, was seized,
and bronght to trial at D Amongst the
witnesses, an elderly man swore to his having
once had the prisoner under his orders as game-
keeper,in the service of Baroness M . whose
steward or regisscur he, the witness, had been-
The crimes laid to Johann L s charve being
amply prov ed, he was condemned to death ; but
the day before his executxon, he'made a «eneral
confession of all his sins, not only to the minis-

Something contained in these revelations was
judged so important that an express was des-
patched to the highest authority, and Johann
L 's execution was deferred.

An order was also sent to the overseers of the
mines at , and one of the convicts was
dispatched instantaneously to D——. That
conviet was Count Franz T , 80 changed
that his mother, had she enjoyed the use of her
senses, could not have recognized him ' He
was made to submit, as it were, to his trial over
again, and with great difficulty induced torecall
every particular connected with the crime of
his brother’s death. 1In the midst of this, which
was a private examination, a man entered the
apartment, holding a gun in one hand, and a
bullet, brown and rusty-looking, in the other.-—-—
He approached the examining ud«ve with marks

of some strong yet strange emotion on his coun-
tenance.

“1t fits!” said he, in a low, mysterious tone.
“1s that the bullet 2”7 asked the magistrate,an
upon the other’s affirmative reply—¢ Good !
added he, “ yon may go.”

The one object which now absorbed se¢m-
ingly, all the judge’s attention, was the disco-
very of the pistol with which Franz had shot
his brother. For some time the conviet could
not farnish any information on this point, until
at length he remembered that, at the very mc-
ment of seeing his vietim fall, he had flung it
from him, and had heard it fall into the pond
behind hlm

The pond was dragged and the pistol found,
and Count Franz was again sent for before his
judges. In one corner of the apartment stood
a ruffianly looking fellow in a prison oarb,
watched over by two soldiers.

“ Count Franz,” said the magistrate, “ fifteen
years ago you were condemned for the murder
of your brother, whom you waylaid on the 17th
of August, 183, in the forest of 8 , and
against whose life you took aim with a pistol.”

Franz kept his eye steadily fixed npon the
ground and neither moved nor seemed to have

more animation than a figure of stone,
“ Count Mranz T ’? coutinved the judge;

“you did net kill your brother. There standn
his murderer.”

ter of God, but to the director of the prison also. ;

ty Zave
gmrrow
ered at

pistol I
—ere |
words-
he had
For
Count
wande
when
truth,
moral
act of
what
work
of M-
Franc
Tw
Coun
Coun
lowe
diam
the t
reve
from
fell
tan
whe
the
thre
asse

1.




