GUY DE MAUPASSANT (1850-1893) is
one of the supreme masters of the short story.
Typically French—uwitty, concise, logical,
naturalistic, he never departed from his high
standard of writing. His work, whether novel
or short story, has the finality of great art. A
“bon wviveur” of powerful physique, he
suffered at the same time from a mnervous
disease that tinged many of his tales with terror.

THE HOSTELRY

Q T the foot of the glaciers, in those naked and rock-bound

couloirs which indent the snow-clad ranges of the High

Alps, you will find every here and there a guest-house.
These little hostelries are constructed of timber and are all
built very much to the same pattern. The Schwarenbach Inn
was one of them.

The Schwarenbach served as a refuge to travellers attempt-
ing the passage of the Gemmi. For the six summer months
it remained open, with Jean Hauser’s family in residence ; but
as soon as the early snows began to accumulate, filling the
valley and rendering the descent to Loeche impracticable,
Jean Hauser with his three sons and his wife and daughter
quitted the house, leaving it in charge of the old guide Gaspard
Hari and his companion, together with Sam, the big mountain-
bred dog. The two men, with the dog, lived in their prison
of snow until the spring arrived. They had nothing to look
at, except the vast white slopes of the Balmhorn. Pale
glistening mountain peaks rose all round them. They were
shut in, blockaded, by the snow ; it lay on them like a shroud,
growing ever deeper and deeper until the little house was
enveloped, closed in, obliterated. ‘The snow piled itself
upon the roof, blinded the windows and walled up the
door.

On the day, on which the Hauser family took their de-
parture for Loeche, the winter was close at hand, and the
descent was becoming dangerous. The three sons set off on
foot leading three mules laden with household belongings.
Behind them fqllowed the mother, Jeanne Hauser, and her
daughter Louise, both riding the same mule. Next and last
came the father and the two caretakers. The latter were to
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accompany the family as far as the beginning of the track, that
leads down the mountain-side to Loeche.

The party first skirted the edge of the little lake, already
frozen, in its rocky hollow in front of the inn; then they
proceeded along the valley, which lay before them, a white
sheet of snow, with icy peaks dominating it on every side. A
flood of sunshine fell across the whiteness of this frozen wilder-
ness, lighting it up with a cold, blinding brilliance. There
was no sign of life in this sea of mountains ; not a movement
could be seen in the limitless solitude ; not a sound disturbed
the profound silence.

gradually the younger of the guides, Ulrich Kunsi, a tall
long-limbed Swiss, forged ahead of the two older men and
overtook the mule, on which the two women were riding.
The daughter saw him as he approached and there was sadness
in the glance with which she summoned him to her side.

She was a little peasant girl with a complexion like milk.
Her flaxen hair was so pale, that one would fancy it had been
bleached by prolonged residence amongst the snows and
glaciers.

On overtaking the mule on which Louise and her mother
were riding, Ulrich Kunsi placed his hand on the crupper and
slackened his pace. The mother began talking; she ex-
pounded in infinite detail her instructions for wintering. It
was ghe first time that Ulrich had stayed behind. Old Hari,
on the other hand, had already accomplished his fourteenth
hibernation, under the snow that covered the Schwarenbach
Inn.

Ulrich listened, but without any appearance of grasping
what was said. He never took his eyes off the daughter.
Every now and then he would reply : ““ Yes, Madame Hauser.”
But his thoughts seemed far away, and his face remained calm
and impassive.

They reached the Daubensee, which lies at the foot of the
valley. Its surface was now a vast level sheet of ice. On the
right, the rocks of the Daubenhorn, dark and precipitous, rose
above the vast moraines of the Lemmern Glacier, and the
Wildstrubel towered over ali.

As they approached the Gemmi saddle, from which begins
the descent to Loeche, they suddenly beheld, across the deep
wide valley of the Rhone, the prodigious sky-line of the
Valais Alps, a distant multitude of white peaks of unequal
size, some pointed, some flattened, but all glistening in the
rays of the sun.
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'I'here was the two-horned Mischabel, the majestic mass
of the Weisshorn, the lumbering Brunegghorn, the lofty and
fcar-inspiring Cervin, which has killed so many men, and the
Dent-Blanche, monstrous yet alluring. Below them, in an
cnormous hollow at the foot of terrifying precipices, they
caught sight of Loeche, so far away from them that the houses
seemed like a handful of sand, thrown down into the vast
crevasse, which has at one end the barrier of the Gemmi, and
at the other, a wide exit to the Rhone valley.

They had reached the head of a path, which winds down-
wards, in serpentine coils, fantastic and extraordinary, along
the mountain-side, until it reaches the almost invisible village
at the foot. The mule stopped and the two women jumped
down into the snow. By this time the two older men Ead
overtaken the rest of the party.

‘ Now, friends,” said old Hauser, ‘ we must say good-bye
till next year. And keep your hearts up.”

* Till next year,” replied Hari.

The men embraced. Madame Hauser gave her cheek to
be kissed and her daughter followed her example. When it
was Ulrich Kunsi’s turn to kiss Louise, he whispered in her ear:

“ Don’t forget us up on our heights.”

“ No,” she replied in tones so low that he guessed, rather
than heard, the word.

‘“ Well, well, good-bye,” said old Hauser again. * Take
care of yourselves.”

He strode on past the women and led the way downwards.
All three were lost to view at the first bend in the track. Gaspard
and Ulrich turned back towards the Schwarenbach Inn. They
walked slowly and in silence, side by side. They had seen the
last of their friends. They were to be alone, with no other
companionship, for four or five months.

Gaspard Hari began to tell Ulrich about the previous
winter. His companion then had been Michael Carol; but
accidents were likely to happen during the long solitude, and
Michael had grown too old for the job. Still, they had had
a pretty good time together. The secret of the whole thing
was to make up your mind to it from the beginning. Sooner
or later one invented distractions and games and things to
while away the time.

With downecast eyes Ulrich Kunsi listened to his companion,
but his thoughts were following the women, who were making
their way to the village, down the zigzag path on the Gemmi
mountain-side
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They soon caught sight of the distant inn. It looked very
tiny, like a black dot at the base of the stupendous mountain
of snow. When they opened the door of the house, Sam, the
great curly-haired dog, gambolled round them joyfully.

“ Well, Ulrich, my boy,” said old Gaspard, * we have no
women here now. We must get dinner ready ourselves. You
can set to and peel the potatoes.”

They sat down on wooden stools and began to prepare
the soup. The forenoon of the following day seemed long to
Ulrich Kunsi. Old Hari smoked his pipe and spat into the
fireplace. The younger man looked through the window at
the superb mountain, which rose in front of the house. In
the afternoon he went out, and pursuing the road he had taken
the previous day, he followed the tracks of the mule on which
the two women had ridden. He arrived at last at the saddle
of the Gemnmi, and lying prone on the edge of the precipice,
gazed down on Loeche. The village, nestling in its rocky
hollow, had not yet been obliterated by the snow. But there
was snow very near it. Its advance had been arrested by the
pine forests which guarded the environs of the hamlet. Seen
from a height, the low houses of the village looked like paving-
stones set in a field.

Ulrich reflected that Louise Hauser was now in one of
those grey cottages. Which one was it, he wondered. They
were too remote to be separately distinguished. He had a
yearning to go down there, while it was still possible. But the
sun had disappeared behind the great peak of Wildstrubel,
and Ulrich turned homewards. He found Hari smoking.
On Ulrich’s return Hari proposed a game of cards and the
two men sat down on opposite sides of the table. They
played for a long time at a simple game called brisque. Then
they had supper and went to bed.

Subsequent days were like the first, clear and cold, without
any fresh fall of snow. Gaspard passed his days watching the
eagles -and other rare birds, which adventure themselves in
these frozen altitudes. For his part, Ulrich went regularly to
the col to look down at the distant village. In the evening
they played cards, dice, and dominoes, staking small objects to
lend an interest to the game.

One morning, Hari, who had been the first to rise, called
out to Ulrich. A drifting cloud of white foam, deep yet
ethereal, was sinking down on them and on all around them,
spreading over them slowly, silently, a cover which grew ever
thicker and heavier. The snowfall lasted four days and four
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nights. The door and windows had to be cleared, a passage
dug, and steps cut, to enable them to climb out on to the
surface of powdery snow, which twelve hours of frost had
made harder than the granite of the moraines.

Afier that, they lived as in a prison, hardly ever venturing
outside their dwelling. The household tasks were divided
between them and were punctually performed. Ulrich Kunsi
undertook the cleaning and washing up and keeping the house
neat. He also split the firewood. IHari kept the fire going and
did the cooking. These necessary and monotonous tasks were
relieved by long contests at dice or cards. Being both of them
of calm and placid temperament, they never quarrelled. They
never went even as far as to display impatience or peevishness,
or to speak sharply to each other, both having determined
beforehand to make the best of their wintry sojourn on the
heights. Occasionally Gaspard took his gun and went out
hunting chamois, and when he had the good luck to kill one,
it was high day and holiday in the Schwarenbach Inn and
there was great feasting on fresh meat.

One morning Hari set forth on one of these expeditions.
The thermometer outside the inn showed thirty degrees of
frost. Hari started before sunrise, hoping to take the chamois
by surprise on the lower slopes of the Wildstrubel.

Left to himself, Ulrich remained in bed until ten o’clock.
He was by nature a good sleeper, but he would not have dared
to give way to this proclivity in the presence of the old guide,
who was an early riser and always full of energy. He lingered
over his breakfast, which he shared with Sam, who passed
his days and nights sleeping in front of the fire. After break-
fast he felt his spirits oppressed, and almost daunted, by the
solitude, and he longed for his daily game of cards with the
unconquerable craving that comes of ingrained habit. Later,
he went out to meet his comradé, who was due to return at
four o’clock. _

The whole valley was now of a uniform level under its
thick covering of snow. The crevasses were full to the top ;
the two lakes could no longer be distinguished ; the rocks lay
hid under a snowy quilt. Lying at the foot of the immense
peaks, the valley was now one immense basin, symmetrical,
frozen, and of a blinding whiteness,

It was three weeks since Ulrich had been to the edge of
the precipice from which he looked down at the village. He
thought he would go there again, before climbing the slopes
that led to the Wildstrubel. The snow had now reached
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Loeche, and the houses were lost under their white
mantle.

Turning to the right, he reached the Lemmern glacier.
He walked with the mountaineer’s long stride, driving his
iron-pointed stick down on to the snow, which was as hard as
stone. With his far-sighted eyes he sought the small black
dot which he expected to see moving, in the far distance, over
this vast sheet of snow. On reaching the edge of the glacier
he stopped, wondering whether old Hari had really come that
way. Then, with increasing anxiety and quicker steps, he
began to skirt the moraines.

The sun was sinking. The snow was suffused with a tinge
of pink, and over its crystalline surface swept sharp gusts of a
dry and icy breeze. Ulrich tried to reach his friend with a
call, shrill, vibrant, prolonged. His voice took its flight into
the deathless silence, in which the mountains slept. It rang
far out over the deep motionless undulations of frozen foam,
like the cry of a bird over the waves of the sea. Then it died
away. And there was no reply.

He walked on and on. The sun had sunk behind the peaks,
and the purple glow of sunset still lingered about them, but
the depths of the valley were grey and shadowy, and Ulrich
was suddenly afraid. He had an idea that the silence, the
cold, the solitude were taking possession of him, were about
to arrest his circulation and freeze his blood, stiffen his limbs
and convert him into a motionless, frozen image. With all
speed he could, he ran back towards the Inn. Hari, he thought,
must have taken another way and reached home already. He
would find him seated by the fire, with a dead chamois at his
feet. He soon came in sight of the hostelry. There was no
smoke issuing from the chimney. Ulrich ran yet faster, and
when he opened the door of the house, Sam leaped up to
greet him. But there was no Gaspard Hari.

In consternation Kunsi turned hither and thither, as though
expecting to find his comrade hiding in a corner. Then he
relighted the fire and made the soup, still hoping that he
would look up and see the old man coming in. From time to
time he went outside, in case there should be some sign of
him. Night had fallen, that wan, livid night of the mountains,
illumined only by the slender, yellow crescent of a new moon,
which was sinking towards the skyline and would soon dis-
appear behind the ridge.

Returning to the house, Ulrich sat down by the fire and
while he was warming his hands and feet, his thoughts ran on
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possible accidents. Gaspard might have broken a leg, or
fallen into a holloew, or made a false step, which had cost him
a sprained anlle. He would be lying in the snow, helpless
against the benumbing cold, in agony of mind, far from any
other human soul, calling out for help, shouting with all the
strength of his voice in the silence of the night.

How to discover where he was? So vast and craggy was
the mountain, so dangerous the approaches to it, especially in
the winter, that it would take ten or twenty guides searching
for a week in all directions, to find a man in that immensity.
None the less Ulrich made up his mind to take Sam and set
forth to look for Gaspard, if he had not come back by one in
the morning.

He made his preparations. He put two days’ provisions
into a bag, took his cramp-irons, wound round his waist a
long, strong, slender rope, and inspected thoroughly his
spiked stick and his ice-axes. Then he waited. The fire was
burning with a clear flame ; the great dog lay snoring in its
warmth ; the steady ticking of the clock, in its resonant wooden
case, sounded like the beating of a heart. Still he waited, his
ears straining to catch any distant noise. When the light
breeze whispered round roof and walls, he shivered.

The clock struck the hour of midnight. Feeling chilled
and nervous, he put some water on the fire to boil, so that he
might have some steaming coffee before setting out. When the
clock struck one, he rose, called Sam, opened the door and
struck out in the direction of the Wildstrubel. He climbed for
five hours continuously. He scaled the rocks with the help of
his irons, and cut steps in the ice with his axe, always advancing
steadily and sometimes hauling the dog after him up some
steep escarpment. It was about six o’clock when he reached
one of the peaks to which Gaspard often came in search of
chamois. There he waited for the day to break.

The sky above became gradually paler. Then suddenly
that strange radiance, which springs no one knows whence,
gleamed over the great ocean of snow-clad peaks, stretching
for a hundred leagues around him. The vague light seemed
to arise out of the snow itself and to diffuse itself in space.
One by one, the highest and farthest pinnacles were suffused
by a tender rosy hue and the red sun rose from behind the
great masses of the Bernese Alps. TUlrich Kunsi set forth
again. Like a hunter, he bent down, searching for tracks and
saying to his dog :

‘“ Seek, old man, seek.”
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He was now on his way down the mountain, investigating
every chasm, and sometimes sending forth a prolonged call,
which quickly died away in the dumb immensity. At tunes he
put his ear close to the ground to listen. Once he thought he
heard a voice and he ran in the direction of it, shouting as he
ran, but he heard nothing more, and sat down, exhausted and
despairing. About midday he shared some food with Sam,
who was as weary as himself. And again he set out on his
search. When evening came, he was still walking, having
accomplished fifty kilometres among the mountains. He was
too far from his house to think of returning there, and too tired
to drag himself along any farther. Digging a hole in the snow,
he curled up in it with his dog, under cover of a blanket, which
he had brought with him. Man and beast lay together, each
body sharing the warmth of the other, but frozen to the marrow
none the less. Ulrich’s mind was haunted by visions, and his
limbs were shaking with cold. He could not sleep at all.
When he rose, day was on the point of breaking. His legs felt
as rigid as bars of iron ; his resolution was so enfeebled, that
he almost sobbed aloud in his distress, and his heart beat so
violently that he nearly collapsed with emotion whenever he
fancied that he heard a sound.

The thought suddenly came to him that he too might
perish of cold amidst these solitudes, and the fear of such a
death whipped up his energy and roused him to fresh vigour.
He was now making the descent towards the Inn, and kept
falling down from weariness and picking himself up again.
His dog Sam, with one paw disabled, followed far behind,
limping. It was four o’clock in the afternoon before they
reached the Schwarenbach. Hari was not there. Ulrich lighted
a fire, had something to eat, and then fell asleep, so utterly
stupefied with fatigue that he could think of nothing. He
slept for a long, a very long time. It seemed as if nothing
could break his repose, when suddenly he heard a voice cry
“ Ulrich.” He was shaken out of his profound torpor, and
started up. Was it a dream ? Was it one of those strange
summonses that disturb the slumber of uneasy souls ? No.
He could hear it still That quivering hail had pierced his ear,
had taken possession of his body, right to the tips of his nervous
fingers. Beyond all doubt, there had been a cry for help, an
appeal for succour. Some one had called out * Ulrich!”
Then some one must be in the vicinity of the house. There
could be no question about it. He opened the door and shouted
with all his strength ‘“ Gaspard, is that you ?
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There was no reply. The silence was not broken by
sound, or whisper, or groan. It was night, and the snow lay
all around, ghastly in its whiteness.

The wind had risen. It was that icy wind which splits
the rocks and leaves nothing alive on these forsaken altitudes.
It blew in sharp, withering gusts, dealing death more surely
than even the fiery blasts of the desert. Again Ulrich called
out :

** Gaspard, Gaspard, Gaspard ! ”

He waited a little, but silence still reigned on the mountain-
side, and he was forthwith stricken by a terror, which shook
him to the very bones. He leaped back into the inn, closed
and bolted the door, and with chattering teeth collapsed into
a chair. He was now sure that the appeal for help had come
from his comrade, at the moment at which he was yielding
up the ghost. He was as certain of that as one is of being
alive or eating bread. For two days and three nights old
Gaspard Hari had been wrestling with death in some hollow
in one of those deep unsullied ravines, whose whiteness is
more sinister than the darkness of underground caverns. For
two days and three nights he had been dying, and at this very
moment, while he lay in the article of death, his thoughts had
turned to his comrade, and his soul, in the instant of gaining
its freedom, had flown to the ino where Ulrich lay sleeping.
It had exercised that mysterious and terrible power, possessed
by the souls of the dead, to haunt the living. The voiceless
spirit had called aloud in the overwrought soul of the sleeper,
had uttered its last farewell, or, perhaps, its reproach, its curse
on the man, who had not searched diligently enough.

Ulrich felt its presence there, behind the walls of the
house, behind the door, which he had just closed. The soul
was prowling around. It was like a bird of night fluttering
against a lighted window. Ulrich, distraught with terror, was
ready to scream. He would have taken to flight, but dared
not open the door. And never again, he felt, would he dare
to open that door, for the spectre would be hovering, day and
night, round the inn, until the corpse of the old guide had been
recovered and laid in the consecrated earth of a cemetery.

When day broke, Ulrich regained a little confidence from
the brilliance of the returning sun. He prepared his breakfast
and made some soup for the dog, but after that, he remained
seated motionless in a chair. His heart was in agony ; his
thoughts turned ever to the old man, who was lying out there
in the snow. When night again descended upon the moun-
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tains, new terrors assailed him. He paced to and fro in the
smoke-blackened kitchen, by the dim light of a solitary candle.
Up and down he strode, and always he was listening, listening,
for that cry, which had terrified him the night before. Might
it not ring out again through the moumnful silence of the outer
world ? He felt forlorn, poor wretch; forlorn, as never a
man had been, here in this vast whiteness of snow, all alone,
seven thousand feet above the inhabited world, above the
dwellings of men, above the excitements, the hubbub, the
noise, the thrills of life ; alone in the frozen sky. He was tom
by a2 mad desire to make his escape in whatsoever direction,
by whatsoever means ; to descend to Loeche, even if he had
to hurl himself over the precipice. But he did not dare so
much as to open the door ; he felt sure that that thing outside,
the dead man, would bar his passage, and prevent him from
leaving his comrade alone upon those heights.

As midnight approached his limbs grew weary, and fear
and distress overcame him. He dreaded his bed, as one dreads
a haunted spot, but yielding at last to drowsiness he sank into
a chair.

Suddenly his ears were pierced by the same strident cry
that he had heard the previous night. It was so shrill that
Ulrich stretched out his hands to ward off the ghost, and
losing his balance fell backwards on to the floor. Aroused by
the noise, the dog began to howl in terror, and ran hither and
thither in the room, trying to find out whence the danger
threatened. When he came to the door, he sniffed at the edge
of it, and began howling, snorting, and snarling, his hair
bristling, his tail erect. Beside himself with terror, Kunsi
rose and grasping a stool by one leg, shouted :

“ Don’t come in. Don’t come in. Don’t come in or I'll
kill you.”

Excited by his menacing tones, the dog barked furiously
at the invisible enemy, whom his master was challenging.
Gradually Sam calmed down, and went back to lie on the
hearth, but he was still uneasy ; his eyes were gleaming and
he was baring his fangs and growling. Ulrich, too, regained
his wits ; but feeling faint with terror, he took a bottle of
brandy from the sideboard and drank several glasses of it in
quick succession. As his mind became duller, his courage
rose, and a feverish heat coursed along his veins. On the
following day he ate hardly anything, confining himself to
the brandy, and for some days after, he lived In a state of
brutish intoxication. The moment the thought of Gaspard
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IHari crossed his mind, he began drinking and he did not
lcave off until he collapsed to the ground in a drunken torpor,
and lay there face downwards, snoring and helpless. Hardly
liul he recovered from the effects of the burning and maddening
liquor, when the cry * Ulrich !”” roused him, as though a
Ihullet had penetrated his skull. He started to his feet stagger-
ing to and fro, stretching out his hands to keep himself from
falling, and calling to his dog to help him. Sam, too, appeared
to be seized with his master’s madness. He hurled himself
against the door, scratching at it with his claws, gnawing it
with his long white teeth, while Ulrich, with his head thrown
back, his face turned upwards, swallowed brandy in great
gulps, as though he were drinking cool water after a climb.
Presently his thoughts, his memory, his terror, would be
drowned in drunken oblivion.

In three weeks he had finished his entire stock of spirits.
But the only effect of his inebriation was to lull his terror to
slecep.  When the means for this were no longer available, his
fears returned with fresh ferocity. His fixed idea, aggravated
by prolonged intoxication, gained force continually in that
absolute solitude, and worked its way, like a gimlet, ever deeper
into his spirit. Like a wild beast in a cage, he paced his room,
cvery now and then putting his ear to the door to listen for
the voice of Gaspard’s ghost, and hurling defiance at it through
the wall. And when, in utter weariness, he lay down, he
would again hear the voice and leap once more to his feet.
At last, one night, with the courage of 2 coward driven to
bay, he flung himself at the door and opened it, to see who it
was who was calling him, and to compel him to silence. But
the cold air struck him full in the face, and froze him to the
marrow. He slammed the door to again, and shot the bolts,
never noticing that his dog had dashed out into the open.
Shivering, he threw some more wood on to the fire and sat
down to warm himself. Suddenly he started. There was
some one scratching at the wall and moaning.

* Go away,” he said, terror-stricken.

‘The answer was a melancholy wail.

His last remaining vestiges of reason were swept away by
fear.

“ Go away,” he cried again, and he turned hither and
thither in an effort to find some corner in which he could
hide himself. But the creature outside continued to wail, and
pussed along the front of the house, rubbing itself against
the wall. Ulrich dashed to the oaken sideboard, which was
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full of provisions and crockery, and with superhuman strength
dragged it across the room and set it against the door to act
as a barricade. Then he took all the remaining furniture,
mattresses, palliasses, chairs, and blockaded the window, as if
in a state of siege. But the thing outside went on groaning
dismally, and Ulrich himself was soon replying with groans
not less lugubrious. Days and nights passed, and still these
two continued to answer each other’s howls.

The ghost, as it seemed to Ulrich, moved unceasingly
round the house, scratching at the walls with its nails in a
fierce determination to break a way through. Within the
house, Ulrich crouched with his ear close to the masonry,
following every movement of the thing outside, and answering
all its appeals with horrifying shrieks. 'Then came a night,
when Ulrich heard no more sounds from without. Overcome
with fatigue, he dropped into a chair and fell asleep immedi-
ately. When he awoke, his mind and memory were a blank.
It was as if that sleep of prostration had swept his brain clean
of everything. He felt hungry and took some food. . . .

The winter was over. The passage of the Gemmi became
practicable ; and the Hauser family set forth on its journey to
the inn. At the top of the first long acclivity, the two women
clambered up on to their mule. They spoke about the two
men, whom they expected presently to meet again. They
were surprised that neither of them had descended a few days
earlier, as soon as the Loeche road was practicable, to give
them the news of their long winter sojourn. When they
came in sight of the inn, which was still covered with a thick
mantle of snow, they saw that the door and window were
closed, but old Hauser was reassured by a thin column of
smoke, which was rising from the chimney. As he drew nearer,
however, he saw on the outer threshold the skeleton of an
animal. It was a large skeleton, lying on its side, and the
flesh had been torn off the bones by eagles.

All three examined it.

“ That must be Sam,” Madame Hauser said.

‘Then she called out for Gaspard, and from the inside of
the house came a shrill cry like that of an animal. Old Hauser,
too, shouted Gaspard’s name. A second cry came from
within. The father and his two sons thereupon endeavoured
to open the door, but it resisted their efforts. They took a
long beam out of an empty stable, and used it as a battering-
ram. They dashed it with all their strength against the door,
which gave way with the shriek of splintering planks. ‘The
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sideboard fell over on the fluor with a great crash, which shook
the house, and revealed, standing behind it, a man whose hair
came down to his shoulders, and whose beard touched his
chest.  His eyes were bright ; his clothing was in rags,

Louise alone recognized him.

‘* Mamma ! ” she gasped, it is Ulrich.”

And the mother saw that it was indeed Ulrich, although
his hair had turned white.

He suffered them to come near him and touch him, but
when they asked him questions, he made no reply. FHe had
to be taken down to Loeche, where the doctors certified that
he was insane.

The fate of old Gaspard was never known.

During the following summer Louise Hauser came near
to dying of a decline, which was attributed to the rigours of the
mountain climate.



