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v 0 " T Br vv. the public Ee or r wandered away to Tide | 

coil espn mmm ome | i$ wrelcnedncss in the forests and lonely valleys 

PRIDE. around the neighborhood of the town. Sometimes 
' he would mingle with the gay crowd in the Ker- 

BY JOHN G. SAXE. haus, and taste the biiler waters; sometimes 
linger mournfully round the tables of the gaming 
company, gazing enviously, vet with a kind of 

| virtuous horror, at the glittering heaps of gold and 
i at the packets of erisp, yellow notes, which there 

changed hands so swiftly and in such profusion. 
But Albert Von Steinberg was no gambler He 
had seen and experienced the evil of that terrible 

| vice to keenly already in his own father, to fall 
la prey to it himself. Years azo he had vowed 
| never to play ; and he had kept his oath, for no 
card had ever been touched by his hand. 

"Tis a carious fact as ever was known 
[n human nature, but ofte; shown 

Alike in castle and cottage, 
That pride, like pigs of a certain breed, 
Wil! manage to live aud thrive on * feed” 

As poor as a pavper’s pottage! 

Of all the notable things on earth, 
The queerest one is pride of birth, 

Among our * fierce Democracy ! in 
A bridge aeress a hundred years, 
Without a prop to save it from sneers— 
Not even a couple of rolton peeis— Even 
A thing for laughter, fleers and jeers, now, when he found himself, as it might happen 

Is AMERICAN ARISTOCRACY! how and then, looking on with some little inter- 
Depend upon it, my snobbish friend, est al the gains and losses of others, he would 
Yourfamily thread yeu can’t ascend, | shudder, tan suddenly away, and rot return for 
Without good reason to apprehend, | days. Nothing conld be more regular than his 
You may “find it waxed at the farther end, mode of life. 1a the morning he took the waters ; 

By some plebeian vocation ! 
' at noon he walked, or read, or wrote ; in the eve- 

ning he strolled out again and heard the band, 
and by the time that all the society of the place 
was assembled in the ball-roem or at the ables, 
he had retureed to his quiet ledgings, and per- 
haps, already gone to bed, in order that h 
rise early the next morning to study some scien- 

tific work, or to take a pedestrian excursion to 
the ruins of some old castle, within the limits of 
a long walk. 

It was a dull time for a young man—especially 
with that sweet sad recollection of Emma Von 
Hohendorf pervading every thought, 
ment of the day. 

Or, woise than thai, Lyon boasted line 
May end ina loop of stronger twine, 

That plagued some worthy relation 

Because you flourish in worldly affairs, 
Don’t be haughty and put on airs, 

With insolent pride of station ! 
Don’t be proud, and turn up your nose, 
At poorer people in plainer clothes, 
But learn, for the sake of your mind's repose, 
That wealth’s a bubble that comes—and goes! 
And that all Prond Flesh, wherever it grows, 

Is subject to irritation. 

every mo- 
And all because he was poor! Select Ele, 
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ghould be punished for it thus? He had a great ; 4 i ‘Je 
Love and Hot 2 1ind to throw himself off the reck where he was 

A STORY OF EMsj. | standing —or to throw himself into the river, if it 
en was deep enongh—or go to the Bardn’s own eas- 

Ems is a charming place. It lies about twelve tle-gate, and shoot himself—or—or, in short, to 
miles to the southeast ot Cobleatz, in the valley anything desperate, if it were only sufliciently ro- of the Lahu-—that miniature Rhine, all bordered mantic ; for his hot young German head, full of : arle ¢ Ove Js and Ay. WwW 2 0 - ’ with 0 ey and Wheyards, and elesp wooded sentiment and Schiller, would be content with 
hills. : Nothing can be more romantic than the nothing less than an imposing tragedy’ 
situgtion of the town, which consists of one long He thought all this, sitting in a little fantastic 
irregular line of hotels and lodging-heuses, with summer house, perched high on a ledge of steep 

2 ha } - J .2 2 . E a ‘ . ihe mountains at the back, the river in oe and rock, jnst in front of the gardens and publie build- 
: bE fy 8 . § . \ ’ long, donble rows of accacias and lindens planted ings. He looked down at the gay company far 

at each side of the CRIS way. Swarms of don beneath, and heard the {aint music of the roval 
keys with gay saddles, attended by drivers in blue band. The sun was justsetting—the landscape 
blouses and scarlet trimmed gaps, loiter beneath | as lovely—Ilife was still sweet, and he thought 

La Al oo go = ) 

the trees, The Duke of Nassau’s | jo would nd commit suicide that e vening, at all 
soliciting hire 

] ~]- woe ] ATI). A RL vi} “J 3 - . 17 

band play alternzie selections of ( erman, [talian events. Se he went moodily down the narrow 
and French music in the pavillion in the public pathway, across the bridge, and, quite by chance, 

wandered once more into the Conversation-[laus. 

The gaming was goinz on, the 

garden. ¥Fashioneble invalids are promenading. 
Gaming is going forward busily in the Conversa- 
tion-Haus alike daily and nightly. Ladies are 
reading novels and eating ices within hearing of 
the band : or go by, with colored glass tumblers in 
their hands, toward the Kurhaus, 

elittering gould 
pieces changing hands, the earnest players sitting 
ronnd as usual. 

unhappy. 
where the hot| «- 

The sight only made him more 

I'wo handred thousand florins 1” he thought 
spryngs come bubbling up from their nauseous | 1; nimself. “ Two hundred trousand (orins would 
sources down in the low vaulted galleries filled make me the happiest man on earth, and 1 ecan- 

| not get them. These men and loose two 
hundred thousand florins ten times over in a weck, 
and think nething of the good, the happiness, the 
wealth, they would be to numbers of their fellow 
creatures. What a miserable dog [ am! 
And he pulled his hat on fiercely, folded his 

arms, and strode out of the rooms, taking the road 
air, handsome young man; an excel | 1g ji own lodging with so dismal an air that the 

men of a German dragoon. You could | people in the streets turned and looked after hind. 
never suppose, to look athim, that anything of ill- | saying, “ he has lost money—we saw him come 
ness could be his inducement for visiting Ems ;| © oc pha gaming rooms.” 
and yet he suflered from two very serious mala- “Lost money !” muttered he to himself, as he 

dies, both of which, it was to be feared, were in- went into his garret and locked the door, “lost 
curable by any springs, medicinal or otherwise. money, indeed ! I wish J had any to lose.” 
In a word, h2 was hopelessly in love, and desper- dad poor Albert Von Steinberg {ell asleep, la- 
ately poor. The case was this: His grandfather menting that the age of faries ®md gnomes Hall 
had left a large property, while his father, an ir- passed away. 

gu > - } . ’ - . 4 reciaimable gambler, had spent to the utmost| pic sleep was long, sound and dreamless—for 

with bazar-like shops, loungers, touters,and health 
Ww in 

scekers. and flirta- All is pleasure, indolence, 

tion. 

To Ems, therefore, came the Herr Graff Von 

Steinberge-or, as we should say, the Count Von 

Steinberg and to while a- 

summer seasons. {le 

—to drink the waters, 

way a few weeks of the 

was a tall, | 

lent speci 

farthing. The youth had been placed in the a= | young men, in spite ot love and poverty, can sleep 
my, chiefly through the interest of a friend. His pleasantly. Ile woke somewhat later than he 

had intended, rubbed his eyes, yawned, looked 
lazily at his wateh, laid down again, once more 
opened his eyes, and at last ‘sprang violeatly out 
of bed. 

Was he still dreaming? 1s it an hallucination? 
Can he be mad? No, itis real, true, wonderful! 
There vpon the table lies a brilliant heap of gold- 
en pieces—hard, ringing, real golden pieces, and 
he turns them over, weighs them in his hands lets 
them drop throngh his fingers te test the evidence 
of his senses. 
How did it come there? That is the important 

question. He rings the bell violently once—twice 
—thrice. The servant runs up, thirking some 
dreadful accident had ocew. ved. 

“ Some one has been here 10 call upon me this 
morning *”’ 

“ No, monsieur.” 

‘ Are you sure 

father was now dead; the inheritance forever 

gone ; and he had abselutely nothing beyond his» 
pay as a captain of dragoons, and the distant 
prospect of one day retiring with the title and half 

pay of major. A sorry future for one who was 
disinterestedly and deeply in love with one of 
the richest heiresses in Germany ' 

“ Who marries my daughter will receive with 

her a dowry of 200,000 fiorins, and I shall expect 

her husband to possess, al least, an equal for- 
tune.” 

So said the Baron of Hohendorf, in cold reply, 
to the lover's timid decaration ; and with these 
words still sounding in his ears, weighing on his 

spirits, and lying, by day and night, heavily upon 

his heart, came to the Count Ven Stemberg, to 
scek forgetfulness, or, at least, temporary amuse- 
ment, atthe Brunuun of Ems. But in vain. Pale 

and silent, he roamed restlessly to and fro upon 

Was poverty a crime, he asked himself, that he 

Gayighon euinel.) (S 

| by-and-by. 
e might 

1 in his head. 
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g Quite sare, Monsieon? 
“ Now speak the: truth, Bertha ; some pue has 

been here; you are paid to deny it. - Only teil 
me who it wasand | will give you donble for your 
information.” 

~ The servant jooked both astonished and alarm- 
ed. - 
“{udeed, there has not been a soul. Does Mon- 

sieur miss anything from his apariment ! Shall | 

I send for the gens d’arines ?” | 

The Count looked searchingly in the girl's tace. | 
She looked wholly sincere and truthful. He tried | 
every means yetleft—adroit questions, insinuati- 
ons, bribes, sudden accusations—but in vain.— | 
She had seen no ene—heard no one ; the door of | 
the house was eloged, ard had not been left open. I 

ec 

{ 

No one—absolutely no one had been there. i 
| Puzzled, tioubled, bewildered, our young friend 

dismissed her, believing, in spite of his surprise, | 
the truth of what he stated. He locked the doer, | 
and counted the money. Ten thousand florins? 
nota groschen more or less! 

Well, it was there, but whence it came remain- 
ed a mystery. “ All mysteries clear themselves | 
up in time” said he, as he locked the money up 
in Lis bureau. ‘“ I dare say I shall find it all out 

la the meantime I shall not touch a 
single florin of it.” 

He tried not to think of it, but it was so strange 
a thing that he could not prevent it {rom running 

it even kept him awake at night, | 
and tcok away his appetite by day. At last he 
began to forget it; at all events, he became used 
to it, and at the ead of a week it hai ceased to 
trouble him. 

About eight days from the date of this oceur- 
rence, he woke, as before, thinking of Emma, and 
not al all of the money, when, on loeking round 
lo! there it was aguin, The table once more 
covered with glittering gold! 

His first impulse vas 10 run to the bureau in 
which the first ten thousand florins were stored a- 
way. Surely he must have taken them oot the 
night before and forgot to them. No, 
there they iay in the diawer where: ke had hid- 
den them, aud there upon the table was a second 
supply, larger, if anything, thar the first! 1 

Pale and trembling, he turned them over. This 
time there were some notes— Prussian and Freach 
—mingled with the gold—in all, twelve thousand 
florins, 

replace 

He Lad locked the door—gould it be opened 
rom without by a skeleton key? He had a bolt 

PUP —— - - - .- - -— [adhe Sa om  ——— a a ee on 

“ Yes, Hatt Con ni} hs Said diy. © 

yesterday wt this place. You dil not 
see me." 

“ Indeed, no. 
N 

I arrived 

expect to 

It is a pleasure—a—delight—u 

He was z0 agitated that he forgot his vi- 

sitor was standing, and sat down ; but he rose up 
again directly. 

“And yet T raw yon Herr Count, yesterday 
evening, as yon came out of the Conversation- 

Tooms.” 

“Me? Indeed, sir, T never visited the Conver- 

sation-rooms at all yesterday ; bat [ am very sors 

that 1 was not there, since 1 should have had he 

honor of meeting yon.” 

** Pardon me, Herr Count, | saw you. [It is nae- 

less 10 argue the point with me, for | stood elose 

oehind your chair for the greater part of an hour.— 
Do you know why [ am here this morning in your 

, {apartment *”’ 
The young man bloshed, faltered, turned pale. 

He knew but one season that conld have bronght 

him a visit {rom the baron, Had he relented 7— 
Could 1t be his generous design to make two lovers’ 
hearts happy by granting that consent which he 

formerly refused ? 

possible. 
There were things more m- 

The baron was capable of such goodness. 
Something to this effect lie sia mmered in broken 

| sentences, his eyes fixed upen the ground, and his 

hands playing nervously with a pen. 
The baron drew himself up to his full height. If 

he had looked stern before he locked furious now. 
For a few moments he eould havdly speak for rage. 
At last his wrath broke forth. 

‘“ Impertinence such as this, Herr Count, | did 
not expect. | came here, &ir, to give some words 

of advice to your father’s son—to warn—to inter- 
puse,if possible, between you and your destruction. 

L |] did not come to be insulted !” 

“{usulted, baron!” 

somewhat hanghtily ; 

repeated the young man 
“ have said nothing te call 

for euch a phrase at your lips, unless, indeed, my 
poverty insults you. 

could 

The richest man in this land 
do no more thun love your daughter, and 

were she a queen, the homage of the poorest would 

not disgrace her. Explain yourself, 1 beg.” 

“ Permit me first 10 a i you one question. What 

brings,you to Ems ?”’ 

The young man nesitate 
ironically. 

d, and the baron smiled 

“1 came, sir,” he said at length, “ In seareh of 
of peace, of for- 
l was not happy, 

— 1 will ecanfess it—in search 

getfulness, and of consolation. 

YY ey pa 

fixed withic that very day. . Honest. Albert Von The baron laughed aloud—a harsh, mocking Sans é . “4 . 5 ¢ is | " v ‘ : Steinberg ! He took as mach pains against for={ laugh that caused Albert to raise his head with a 
tune as others do agwinst robbery J 

'wo days later, however, his invisible benefac- 
tor came again, notwithstanding all his precauti- 
ons; and this time he found himself fourteén 

ns the richer! It wus an inexplica~ 
No one could 

thousand flor 

ble predigy! have entered the 
bolted door, widow, or from the for he lived in 
a garret oun the fourth stery=—or- b+ the chimney, » - o J 

for the room was heated by a stove, the funnelof 
which was no thicker than his arm! Was it a 
plot to ruin him? or was he tempted by the pow. 
ers of evil? He had a great mind to apply 10 the 

or to a priest, (for he was a good Catholic.) 
—still he thought he would wait a little longer. 

police, 

Alter all, there might be more unpleasant: visita~ 
tions ! 

He went out greatly agitated, and walked about 
the entire day, pondering this strange problem. | 
Then he resolved, if ever it occurred again, to 
state his case to the chef de police, and set a watch 
upon the house by night 

Full of this determination, he came home and 
went to bed. In the morning, when he woke. he 
found that fortune Lad again visited him. The 
first wonder of the thing kad now worn off, and 
he arose, dressed himselt, and sat down leisurely 
to count the money over before lodging 
claration at the 

his de- 

bureau de police. While he was 
engaged in making «up little rouleaux of gold, 
twenty in each rouleau, there came a sudden 
knecking at his door, 

He had no visitors, no friends in Ems ; he start- 
ed like a guilty man, and threw his overcoat 
hastily upon the table, so as to conceal the gold. 
€ould it be that this summons had anything to do 
with the money?” Was he suspected of some- 
thing that—? The knock was repeated this time 
more loudly, mera imperatively. He opened the 
door. It was the Baron Ven Hohendorf * 
“How! The Baron Von Hohendorf in Ems! 1 

am rejoiced—this honor—I—pray, be seated.” 
The poor young dragoon’s heart beat so fast, 

and he trembled so with pleasure, and hope, and 
astonishment, that he could scarcely speak. 
The baron looked at him steadily, but sternly, 

thrust back the proffered chair, and did not deign 
10 take the slighiest notice of ihe extended: hand. | 

upon the end of his walking stiék. 

movement of sudden indignation, 

“1 have not deserved this treatment at vour 
hands, Baron Hohe tiehors’ "he said, turning away 
toward the window. “ Your position as the father 
of one whom 1 Seni love proteets you from the 
satisfaction which | might demand; but I trust 
the time will come when you will recoanise and 
acknowledge vour injustice to me.” 

“ What effrontery ! You forget, then, that it is 
in my power to confront you with the proof of vour 
vice ; nay, even at this instant to confound and con - 
viet yon. What gold is this ?? 

And the old gentleman, whose eyes had already 
detected the glitter of the coin beneath the coat, 
extended bis hand, and lifted the garment away 

The lover turn- 
ed pale, and could not speak. 

“ Der teufel! for a poor man you have, it seems, 
a well-filled parse for travelling! Ah! you never 
gamble ?? 

“I Never, sir.” 

“Indeed! Pray. then, if your gold be not the 
fruit of the gaming table; from whence does It 

ei come!” 
“I know not. You will not believe me, T am 

aware; but [ swear that I speak the tmth. This 
gold comes here, T know not'how. This iz the 
fourth time | Rate: found it upon my table. 
discovernothing of the source from whence it ar- 
rives. I know not why it is here, who brings it, 
or how it is brought. By my hanor as a gentleman 
and a soldier—by all my hopes of happiness in 
this life or the next, I am utterly ignorant of eve- 
rything about it.” 
“This is too much !” cried the baron, Gifiouats ‘ 

“Do you take me for an idiot or a fl 1 Good 
morning to you, sir, and I hope I may never see 
your face again.” 
And he slammed the door violently behind hia, 

and went away. Albert was utterly overwhelmed 
and broken-hearted. * Cursed gold!” he exelaim- 
ed, dashing it upon the floor in his anger, “ what 
hors ght thee here, and why dost thou torment me 1” 

I ean 

| Then the poor fellow thought of Emma, and of 
how his last ehunee was wrecked, and he was eo 
miserable that he actually threw himself on his bed 
and wept bitterly. All at once he remembered 
taat the baron had a sister at Languesghwalbach ; 
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