THE WEST

A MYSTERIOUS DWELLING.

THIRTY years have rolled away gines I established

mysalf as & notary in the old maritime and ssmemer
cial eity of ——, where my maternal grandfather, and
great-grandfather—influential merchants—had dwelt for
the previous fifty years. The house I had selscted for a
residence was situated between two others, fotally unlike
each other. On onme side stood s pictaresque, cheery
habitation, resounding with children’s MErTy voices; on
the other, a massive and gloomy dwelling, whose narro,
hermetically sealed windows displayed a goodly array of
spiders' webs. The paint on its walla and on its entrance
door had long since disappeared. The bronse handle
and the lion's head knocker were covered with verdigris.
Although situated in the centre of a bustling thorongh-
fare, this house remained silent ns death. All through
the day the stillness was unbroken, no signs of life were
visible within; but at night, when all else was at rest,
rumor said that something moved nbout its rooms,

At the back of the house a long building jutted out
into the garden. The upper portion of this wing—the
only part I could see, in consequence of an unusually
high wall which divided the two properties—waa pierced
by a row of large windows. I made up my mind that
this had once betn a ballroom, for when the sun shone
full upon the dusky windows, silken draperios, Inded and
threadbare, were distinotly visible,

It was commonly supposed that this mysterious dwell-
ing was inhabited by a vary old woman named Jansen,
the widow of a wealthy merchant who had been dead
many years. People believed in the existence of Madame
Jansen, although no one had ever seen her. More than
onca in the early morning, before the work-day life had
begun in the busy city, an old woman, who sold edibles
at the street corner, had been seen to knock st the door
of the deserted house. On these occasions the door
opened on the chain, a wrinkled hand and arm protruded
into the old woman's basket to take what was needed, and
then the arm was withdrawn, the door closed softly, and
all was silent ns before.

These rumors served to heighten the mystery im-
mensely. My vocstion as notary often took me among
people who professed to know a great deal about Bievart
Jansen and his widow; and these stoutly maintained that
Madame Jansen was dead, that she had only survived
her husband a few months, and that she lay buried at his
side. T once had oceasion to senrch the archives of the
Tribunal. In my search I stumbled across Madame Jan.
sen's will, duly signed and sealed necording to the legal
formuls. 1 saw st a glance by this document that my
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was not only still living, but had dealings with the outer
world, It was only by idle gossip that she hiad been
buried all these

M:’,&,uhmm,..y-mm: enlled on & Mon-
siour and Madame Vorbist, who lived on our right. Our
conversation seemed M’hhﬂhth
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t of the house on my left; and after saying | begun
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looking dwelling, both my wife and myself said that we
intended to pay our respects in that direckion also, At
these words my frionds Jaughied in our faces.

“You will never got in thers,” said Monsieur Vorbist;
“for years, I beliove, no one has crossed the threshold.
The old Iady keeps house all by herself, no one knows
how; and even if you contrived to foroe an entrance, your
politenoas would be ill requited,”

“But," 1 obwarved, “I am informed, on unimpesch-
nble authority, that she gives a quarter of her fortane to
the town and the remainder to a logal charity, Such
genorosity raises her high in my esteom; she cannot be
wholly unapproachable.”

My noighbor shook his head dubiously.

“That may be true," said he, at length, * for she had
her hands tied by her husband's will. But, alter all,
what is this charity? The objeot of her generosity is an
institution which pauperizes and makes worthloss those
who might otherwise become useful citizens, This richly
endowad charity is for old soldiers and sailors, and the
institution in so shametully mannged that it benefits only
tho most idle and dissolute. Its foundation is due to o
hrother and sister who wore both wealthy. The brother
was n rotired major, and 1 never heard mueh good of
him; the sister was the widow of & non onptain, They
had no children, and spent tho last few yoars of their
lives in & large house situated on an eminence
the North Gate. You may still seo, in front of that
house, groups of these penwionors, earousing with shame-
loss impudence on the proceeds of a charity to whioh
they have no just elaim; and if you oare to wateh them,
you will mee them drink, and will hoar them swear at
harmless folk, in & manner which disgusts all respeotable
people, It in to such a orew that the bulk of your neigh.
bor's fortune is devoted.”

I folt indignant st thia waste of precious bounty, and
only hoped that the desoription was overdrawn. At the
same time the mystorious bonelactross beoamo more and
more interesting to me, and 1 resolved to make her no-
quaintanoe,

“The old Iady must be a charsoter indesd! I think
weo will rink a visit," said L, lsughing.

“We wish you every mucooss," sald Mouvsieur and
Madame Vorbist, and so we parted.

Weo weore not admitted. In response to our knook fhe
house door opened just far enough to insert & hand, but
there it stopped, held fast by the chain on the inside, 1
tapped again, and heard the echoos dio away in the long

Just as | wus on the point of knooking for the
third time, my wifs chooked me,

“Don't you see that everybody is lnughing at ue?*

And, in truth, so it was, The passers.by seomingly
enjoyed our discomfiburs, and had many pleasant things
to say to sach other al our expense.

SHORE.,

The summer was drawing o a closs. Autumn had
o w of the dread things In store for us.
One day my wile snd I weat down into the garden to col-
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