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OF ST. SILVESTRE. 
PART I. 

MARGARET, the wifs of Gottlieb, the old 
night watchman, opened, on the ev.ning of St. 
Silvestre, her little window, and, thrusting out 
her head, looked from right to left upon the 
pitehy darkness. “The snow fell silently in great 
feathery flakes in the streets of Residence, 
where she dwelt, and the cold wind played 
with them, and made them dance and whirl 
about, as it knew that to-morrow was New 
Year's day, and it behoved everybody and 
everything to be lightsowie and merry. ~ Mara 
garet gazad for a long time at the busy crowd 
of citizens who besieged the booths and sheps 
to purchase New Year's Boxes, or who 
went into the cafes and cabarets to unite, 
amidst pleasures and joys, the old year and 

THEE NIGHT 

the naw ; bat the cold bit her aged visage eo 
keenly that she was fain at l1st to draw in her 
bead, to close the window, and to say to ber 
husband, ¢ Gottlieb, you muststay at home to- 
night and let Phillippe waich for you, for it 
snows very heavily, and you know that enow 
does not agree with your leg. He shall have 
company all night in the streets, In every 
house there will Se a fete, and there shall be 
ro lack of gnissards also. lam sure that our 
Philippe will not weary.’ 
Old Gottlieb scratched his head. ¢ Kate,’ 

said he, © that arrangement will suit me very 
well, now. That tame knee serves me as a 
barometer, and it has been telling me for two 
days past that thera was to be a change of 
weather. It is right that he should take my 
placa sometimes, in order that he may be the 
better qualified to succeed to my charge.” 
‘Gottlieb Siark had begun life by serving 

mankind as an agriculturalist; and although he 
did not win much gold nor many thanks in the 
service, he still maintained the reputation of 
being tke lightest hearted youth and the light- 
eat dancer in his native village. At the con- 
scription Goutlish was balloted to serve his 
king, und @ hot and short service it was; fir he 
wag scarcely a vear in tt whea a tullet in the 
knee spoiled both his dancing and warching, 
and sent him to the hospital for six months. His 
eaptain, who had encouraged him to mount 
the breach of a redoubt with the promises of a 
cross of merit, recommended him to the com 
missioners of education, who, on account of his 
buing a good caligrapher, made him a school- 
master. From 1his service he was ejected, 
again, when the system of education wae re- 
vised; and,finally, he was named night warch- 
man, in order to recowpense Lim for the loss 
of his scholastic functioas, in which civil ser- 
vice ha was supported by his gon and successor, 

hilippe, who ordinarily followed the professi- 
on of a gardener, 

‘The little household scarcely had enowsh for 
a auhsiat , nevertheless Catharine was sim 
ple and econoniical; and old Gotlieb, uke a 
rue sage, was contented with hig lot Their 
aon Philippe was a handsome youth of twenty 
five, who had not only ingratiated himself with 
the gardener in whose service he was, bat 
who never fuled to win smiles and gifts of 
money from the fair ladies 10 whose great man- 
wions he carried bis flowers. Gottlieb’s family 
were very simple and poor; bat it was a loving 
and virtoous one; and it would ba well with 
many less simple people if they could say as 
much. Y 
Catharine had just thrown her mantla about 

her, and was preparing to go in search of Phil- 
ippe, when the door opened aad the young gar- 
dener, fresh and roy with walking briskly 
thro’ the cold, stond before her. 

¢ My futher.” said the young man, holding 
out his hand to his mother, * it snows, snd 
while it doea 80 you eannot go out. I shail 
take voor place to night, if you please, and 
You can sleep at your asse.’ 

* You are a orave fetlow Philippe,” said old 
Gottlieb, looking fondly at the young mas; 
* thy moth was just about to ask you io do 
this, 

‘ And I have been thinking,” said Philippe, 
looking archly in his mother’s fuce, * that we 
may heve it in our power to spend to-morrow 
gaily, if my dear old mother can mansge it.’ 

“* That shall not enbarrass me much,’ cried 
Catharine; ¢ I have a bottle of sweei-r.apberry 
and some cake for you two. And then, next 
week the watchmen shall have their new year's 
boxes, 50 you see that we can live well ® 

¢ Come vn—a0 much the better,” said Phi- 
lippe kissing his mother, and seriously derang- 
ing her cap. ¢ And have you paid your land- 
ford too?” 
Old Gottlieb shrugzed his shonlders, and 

Catharine looked hard at the hem of her 
apron, 

¢ Come now, futher! harrah mother, who is 
to be sad to-night?” cried the light hearted gar- 

* dener, as he scattered twenty twa florins on the 
tabie, Look, these are my savings for a few 
months past. Take them; they are yours; 
ean easily spare them. So you see we ean 
pwza new year's day happily together; ant 
may God long preserve you in health, and 
multiply happy new years to you.’ 

¢ Ah, my son,” said Gattlieb, while hie man- 
lv voice trembled, € thon art the joy of my 
life, the stay of my old nga. I feel that God 
§2ve thy mother and we a blessing, indeed, | 
when He give usthee. I can never be grate- 
ful enough to Him, nor ean 1 ever reqaite chee, 
This is three hondred and seventeen florins 
which tho hast aow given ua,’ 

¢ Thres hundred and seventeen florins,’ cri- 
ed Catherine with amazement, as ghe turned 
to her som, then laying her hands on his shoul- 
ders, she looked fondly and compassionutely in 
his face through her tears. ¢ My poor child, if 

| you had retained that sum for yourself you 
+ wight have purchised a piece of ground, made 
a garden and married Rose; but we cannot 
thus long conlinae to make thee sacrifice thy- 
self. We are old now, and you will not long 
be sv burdened and kept down.’ 
There was a strange motion in Philippe’s 

manly face for a moment; and then it was suc- 
ceeded by a half sorrowful smile, as he said, 
¢ My mother, Rose is more dear to me than 
Ife, and I know that she loves me. Bat I 
would forego ber hand a hundred times before [ 
would desert ny father and wother; and if I 
were such a heartless fellow as would do so, I 
know she would not have me.’ 

¢ Cherish thy parents, Philippe,’ said Gott- 
lieb, looking at his wife; * it is a sacred duty, 
and will purchase happiness and prosperity for 
thee in after life.” 

¢ Ah! but hope delerred presses heavily on 
a young lover's heart; and Rose may sigh as 
she sees the time speed hopelessly away,’ said 
Catharine. © She 1s poor, but she is beautiful, 
and good, and virtuous, and a skilful house- 
keepor, and some one may prevail on her to 
forget our Philippe.’ 

¢ Ah! do oot fear, my mother,’ said the 
young gardener, with a flush of pride in his 
cheeks; * Rose has vowed never to wed ano 
‘ther but me, and that keeps my heart at 
pesce. Her mother has nothing to say against 
me as x son in-law, and if I could establish 
myself this moment, I would lead Rose to the 
Altar to-morrow, 1 know. All that chagrins 
me is that her mother will not let us see each 
other as often as we could wish, Bat,” add- 
ed he to himself; in a low voice, © to-night at 
twelve o'clock her mother will not be before 
the grea: gate of Saint Gregory, and we can 
then court at liberty.” 
As he said these words, Philippe thraw the 

watchman’s short cloak over his shoulders, 
took his horn and his waist-belt, grasped his 
rough baton in his hand, and sallied oat to his 

ISL. 

Philippe traversed the streets, which were 
now covered with snow, or still flowing with 
citizens, The houses were all brightly lighted 
tp; and numerous carousers, singing snatches 
of bachanalian songs, and cutting grotesque ca- 
pers on the sposhy foot-ways, passed in every 
direction. ‘The animation of the scene enliven- 
ed the young watchman; snd it was with a 
clear, cheerful voice that he cried the hour of 
ten, and then he stood before the door of the 
house where his own sweet Rose was pasring 
the gay hours with her friends. “She hears 
me,” said he to himself, with a smile; ¢ she is 
thinking of me; and she, perhaps, forgets those 
who surround her, but she does not forget 
where we are to meet, 1’'m sure, 

After walking his round he stood again be- 
fore the house where Rose enjoved herself, 
and he gazed at it with esger attention, The 
figures of several women pas.ed in dark sha- 
dows across the windows; dnd, hoping (0 re- 
cognise his lover, bis heart beat wore lightly 
in hig bosom. He stood a long time to watch 
in lover-iike expectation, without thinking of 
the bitter cold and the blinding saow. He felt 
himeelf, nevertheless, almost turned 10 ice 
when the clock struck eleven, and he had to 
resume his walk. His teeth rattled in his 
head like castanets; und he could scarcely 
w.uster strenzth 10 ery the hoor und blow his 
harn. As he passed in this weak plight into a 
narrow, dark street, a strange fizure suddenly 
placed himself before him. Tha fice of the 
unknown was covered with a mask of black 
silk—a short cluak of bright red t:flcta hung 
over his sboulders—and his jaouty little hat 
sit smartly on his ear, wus surmounted with 
an enormous plome of long white feathers. 
Philippe started and gazed for a few seconds 
at the grotesque looking arnknown; then, recol- 
lecting himself, he sought to pass him; bat the 
mask, barring his way, cried, © Stop my 
friend. Who art thou? where goest thou?” 

¢ Into the Marien-gusse to cry the hour,’ re~ 
plied Philippe * 

¢ That is sublime,” said the stranger, in a 
mock heroic voice. ¢ It behoves me to listen 
to thee; but acquit thyself of thy charge to the 
best of thy ability, for it is a judge that thou 
hast to do with inst new.” 

Philippe could not restrain his laughter at 
this strange address. * Why, sir,” said he, © it 
is much more pleasant to chant in a warm 

! room surrounded by friends, than in the mid 
dle of a street amongst snow ; but if you are 
such a lover of music und such a judge, here 
goea—past eleven.’ 

‘The ery was not mora monotonously or lan- 
guidly chanred hat night throughout all Ge:- 
many. 

¢ Pooh!" said the unknown, approsching the 
young gaardian of the night, * You are not in 
voice, friend. Give me y ur horn, Jwill 
blow and cry for you, and you shali judge how 
I do.” 

Philippe conceded to ti:is proposal wiih plea- 
sare. 

After blowing sand chanting lustily two or 
three times, the unknown at last said—¢ Do 
you know friend I have a great desire to watch 
in thy stead for a couple of hours. Give me 
thy great broad hat ard mantle, and 1 shall 
iet thee bave my cloak and beaver. Go and 
wait for wre in Giles Frogg’s cabaret, and 

; drink my health with this cauple of guineas,’ 
Philippe at first refused; bot the mask re- 

i doubled his entreaties, and the poor watch: 
{ mun, whe irembled with oid, could not resist 
. the temptation, He ngreed to let the yomg 
awranger watch Hr him on il midaight, ahen he 

| wae to meet him before the church of St. Gro- 
| gory, to ‘exchange once more tha cloak of 
coarse drab, the horn and rongh baton, with 

{ the mantle of red silk, the gay runic, the mask 
, and brilliant headediess. The dresses were 
soon transferred and the transformation of each 
was comnplete. ea 
“On wy word,” said the young stranger, 

rrr g at Philippe, * you are a handsome gal- 
ant.” 

¢ And you are a bold young guard,’ ssid 
the gardener, fixing his mask, 

* 1 hope you will not abuse my goed natura,’ 
said Philippe, as he clvsped hands with the un- 
known, 

¢ Honour,” said the incagnito, laying his 
hand on his side, and blowing a toot on the 
foro.  ¢ Go and rub your fiozen limbs before 
Frogg’s fire, and weet me at midnight before 
the church of St. Gregory. 

Philippe walked slowly sway, but the new 
night watchman skipped off, flonrishing hia 
baton and shouting the hour right lustily. 
As Philippe passed before the peristyle of 

Prince Julien’s palace, he felt himself suddenly 
canght by a person, also masked, who des. 
cended (rom a carriage; and, standing still, he 
demanded, in a low voice, wilat the unknown 
wanted with hin, 

¢ Your Grace does not mean to pasa the 
door without entering?’ said the mask; * and 
surely your Royal Highness does not ixtend to 
go out on foot?’ 

‘ My Royal Highness!’ said Philippe, liugh- 
irg, at the same time feeling hinwell'in a novel 
and exciting situation; ‘1 am no highaess. 
What pot that idea into your head?’ 
The mask bowed with respect, und =aat his 

glance upon the diamond clasp, which retained 
the crested plome that waved on Philippe’s 
hat. <I beg pardon for intruding on your in- 
cognito, my lord,” said he at last; * but under 
whatever costume it may be concealed, the 
grace of your highness’s person will always be 
en ex Allow me to introdece you to the 
all.” 

“To a ball, ek! Well now, look if my 
coarse shoes are adapted for the dance,’ said 
Philippe, looking down. 

¢ Yoar highness can play if you prefer it? 
¢ Still jess than dance,” wan Philippe’s re. 

ply; ‘ I have no money on we.’ 
* Will your highness deign to accept of my 

parse 2’ said the masis offering to the poor gar- 
dener his long porse full of gold. 

¢ Bat do you know who I really am 2” said 
Phillippe as he pushed back the pursa. 

¢ His Royal Highness Prince Julien 2* mar- 
mured the wask, in a low voice, in his ear. 
At that instent Philippe heard his substitute 

cry the hour, at the top of his voice, in a neigh- 
boring street; und he comprehended no with 
whom he had exchanged raiment and positions. 
The Prince Julien was known in Residence as 
a sprightly young man, amiable and high-«pir- 
ited, who sometimes indulged in the eceentri- 
citiea of youth. d 

‘ Aht well,” thought Philippe, pulling him- 
self up, and looking as brave and hurdsome as 
any prince who ever sprung from the gardener 
of Adam, “if ke plays so perfectly the part of 
watchman, 1 shall see and not be a step be- 
hind him in that of prince, Besides he shall 
bear the blame if 1 commit any blunders. , 
He accordingly wrapped himself wore close- 

Iy 1n his red mantle, took the purse, which he 
hung in his belt, at the same time faying to 

him who presented it. * Who are you? To- 
morrow I shall repay you.? 

¢ 1 am your roynl highuess’s own chamber- 
lain—the Count Pilzon,” was the response. 

¢ Well, ny count, lead on, I shall follow 
on.’ 
The chamberlain obeyed, and nimbly mount- 

ed the great marble steps, while Philippe, 
trembling with anxety, hut at the same time 
powerfully interested, followed hin. They en- 
tered an immense saloon, lighted by a thousand 

flambeanx, whose rays were reflected in a 
thousnnd nnrrois and crystals, A crowd of 
gay masks fliited about in every direction ; here 
might be seen pompous Sultans, with rustic 
Tyrolzans; swash-buckler chevaliers, with 
dark-robed nuns; packmen and fauns: and 
monks; and Jews, luvers, and stately ‘Iurks, 
Philippe s oud for some moments stunned and 
blinded. Never before had such a spectacle 
burst upon his sight; and it was some time be- 
fore he could persnade himself that ha was not 
under the influence of a dream. Several qua- 
drilles of dancers, who gracefully mingled with 
each other to the sound of harmonious musie, 
occupied the centre of the magnificent saloon, 
and gave a most enlivening aspect io the gorge- 
ous scene, 

Philippe, who preserved a sort of self pos. 
session in the midst of all this tumult, was nev. 
ertheless 30 struck with aston’shinent that he 
could scarcely respond, even by an inclination 
of the head, to the crowd ol masks who passed 

before him, some addressing him in a lively, 
wilty strain, and others saluting bim with 
marked respect. 

¢ Your highness will perhaps be pleased to 
approach the dice-table,’ said the chamberlain, 
in a low voice, 

¢« Allow me to recover myself a littla, for tru- 
ly I am frozen,’ rephed Philippe. 

* Your highnessean be cerved with some- 
thing,” continued the officions chamberlain, | 
who wore thedress of a Brahmin snd be forth. | 
with conducted the night watchman to a neigh- 
bouring cabinet, where several splendidly actir- 
ed fovtmen were moving about, hearing maeni- 

i firent flagons full  f the wines of every clime, | The pretended prince made a sign for them | 
to retire, ag hie wished to be alone, aod being | 
speckily obeyed, be served himself, and then 
returned to the ball-room.* 1 
“So you do oot dance, connt ?* gaid ho, ad- 

dressing the chamberlain in a free and floent 
manner, for he was now warm aad self pesses- 
sed. 
The count sighed, shrogged his shoolders.— 

¢ Neither play nor dance have any more at- 
traction for me,” replied he; * my days of plea 
sure are passed. The only person whom I could 
wish to invite—the Countess Bonau—I believ« 
ed that sne loved me—imagine my despair— 
our familes wera wgreed—all at once ahs 
broke with me.’ . 

© "This 1s the first time 1 have keard of this 
rupture,” said Fhilippe, smiling at the cham= 
berlnin’s broken narrative. , 

¢ What! you ignerant of it, my prince, and 
the story the common talk of the covrt 2’ said 
the chamberlain, sighing anew. * We have 
ceased to see one another for a fortnight.— 
She has never permitted me an opportanity to 
justify myself, but has returned three letterste 
me unopened. The countess is the sword 
enew'y of the Baroness Reizonthal whom I 
had promised to slight. Imngine my embar- 
ragsuient, when in the last hunting part “ 
the princess, I was chosen for the cavalier of 
the baruness, What could I do? Could fre: 
fuse ? The countess learned all nest day, sod b 
received wy farewell bow.* det 

« Come, iy dear count, do not despair,’ 
raid Philippe, cheerily. * Pleasure disposes 
us to be indulgent. Js the countess here? 

* Do vou see that Curmelite between t#® 
imps? She doffs her mask; that is she. 
uy prince, a word from vou,’ ¥ 

Philipps advanced towards the Carmelite 
The countess looked at him gravely for som? 
seconds, and then blushed us ne took bis 
place beside her. She was beautifal; bat 
Philippe said to himself that Rose was a hun- 
dred times more so. ; 

¢ My fair countess,’ said he; but he sndden- 
ly stopped forthe inqairing looks of the lady 
discomposed him. = 

¢ Prince,” said she, “I have mome ro 
proacties fo make 10 you; you were less rea” 
sonable ean hour nage.” : 

* Fair countess,” said Philippe, in a low 
voice, * it is that which troubles me and canse® 
wy repentance.’ ri 
AY; munch the better, my Prince,” replied 

she; *in that case I will not be obliged to fiy 
from you this time.’ Lis 

“Countess,” said he, *T have a demand 90 
make of you, Under that nvn’s habit have 
you repented of your faults?’ 3 

“U have none ‘o expiate,” said she, in 
low voice ¢ 

¢ But my fair coantess, recollect your croel- 
ties—your injustice towards the poor ify 
Pilzoa.’ 0 
The fiir countess looked to the ground, wo 

uppeared to be for some tims in a state 
great embarrassment. : 

¢ Do you know,’ continued Philippe, her 
the Conntis entirely innocent of the whole oF 

the 

L § 

that affar of the chase?* 
¢ As wnpocent as you, my Prince,” said 

countess who was constrained to smile; * 
13 not what you told me an hour ago.” } 

¢ Trae, fair countess; but 1 was less reason 
able then, nor could I have told you this #%, 
that time Bat [ assure you now that it 
by order of the princess that the coumnt 
constrained to cavalier the haroness, whom »€ 
detests,” Git 

¢ Whom he detests!” repeated the countef?, 
suffering ier lips to wear the smallest moet 
cum of a scornful, ironical smile. ! 

* Yes, whom the count detests, believe m®: 
He kas passed with her the boads of civility 
and all for vou. He loves no one but "ne 
who repulse him so cruelly.” j 
“How does it happen that you interest 

yourself so warmly in the count’s favor now 
My Prince, it was not always so,” said the, 
countess, al 

¢ Because T did not know as I now kong 
eaid the pretended prince; * 1 wae ignorant 1 
the pain which yon have caused him, and 1. 
assure you that he is innocent, and that he h3? 
more 10 pardon than you’ 

+ Silence!” si! the Carmelite, in 8 low 
voice, © we are observed: let us go (rom bps 4 
At these words she adjusted her mnsk, ® 
gave her arm to Philippe, who led her quick® 
ly from the bu)! room into an adjacent cable 
net, where sha exhaled her complaints ag¥in®, 
the chamberisin,  Cowmpliints which oh 
nothing but the griefs of jealousy.  Whenet 
last a tear appeared am a witness of her dolo=. 
rous condition, the Brahmin glided softly °° 
wards her, und implored her pardon en BY 
knees, Philippe joined their hands without s8Y* 
ing a word, und leaving them, he returned to 
ratify hia curiosity in the ball room, Philip) 
had ‘scarcely re‘entered when a mameluk® 
addressed him, ¢ Good nask,” said ro 
I'm happy to have wet you, deign to I8* 
vor me with a word or two.” As ha spoke 
the mwameluke withdrew into the recess? 
a window. ' 

“What do_you want with me ?® demanded 
Philippe. 
‘1 ti yon,” said the mask, ina deep 

but tromulovs voice, teil me wheres 3 ’ 
flower woman.’ with 

* Tuts, my friend, whet have I todo 
the flower womun?® asked Philippe, “ In 8 : 
impatient tone, in 

¢ But 1 have,’ replied tho mameluke.” in 
voice, the stified intonations of which anncuts 
ced extreme emotion. She is my wife. ps 
you cause my unhappiness? Prince, I : 
seech you do not drive me to despair, but 
nounce your designs’ 4 

¢ With ull my heart,” said Philippe. x 
«Qh prince, prince,’ cried the mameln cs 

«1 am determined to put an end to this, A 
though it should cost my life, Do not hy + 
any longer. All is discovered. Hold! seo 
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