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A CHAPTER XXXIII. ‘

The autumn had come round- again,
a dismal, rainy November. A bright
{ire . was burning in the doctor's study,
and he was silling on_the sofa, with a
lelder in his hand.

He was reading the two sheets for the
twenticth time since they had been giv-
€n-$o him the dey before,

Frau von Tollen had come to see him;

side him on (he sofa, and asked about
his health, and how he had borne {he
venlure out after his illness, which had’
t‘gken him his ‘0ld class the day be-
fore.
“Thanks,” he replied.

Little more last night, and
for ‘insists upon m

“I coughed a
now the doc-
Y spending the win-
fer in the south. It is very hard., 1
bvas glad to see my bays againl A fee-
ling of new life came over me- when
I-saw all thelr happy, smiling faces,
and e joy expressed on -their Yeoun-
tenances at having . their old tyrant
tack again, whom they had almost giv-
en up for lost, “Aftseward I went to the
hurchyard,” ‘he added“id a low tone,
and he laid his emaciated hand on that
bf the Frau Majorin,

“I have somelhing to give you, dear
Moctor, that Katie left for you. 1 dig
not give it to you before, for I was
afraid of agitating  you, but now—
8nd she laid the leller that Katie had
Written the night she was taken iil
Bown  before him, and prossing his
hand she got up quickly and left the
room, -

It gave him a strange feeling o see
th's crushed let'er, which bore his name
Written in  hurried characters. The
slender little hand {hat had wrillen
had long been mouldering in the dust,
This last sign of her thought of him,
like a message from another world,
gave him a strange feeling of courage.

He had been thrown back in his re-
covery for weeks by the news of Kualie's
death, although it had been broken to
him as carefully as possible. - The an-
nouncement that that young, fresh life
;:"IS snalched away had overwhelmed

im,

Poor liltle Katiel
for every t'me

He felt remorseful
he had shown her n grave
face. She was such a child of sunshine,
and she was so very fond of him.

Almost reverenlly he opened her Jot-
fer, bul for a moment his heart, beat
50 fast that he was unahle to read it,
It scemed almost like a voice from the
grave. At length he forced himself to
read.

“Dear Ernest:

“I scarcely know how to bagin to tell
Jou all I havé to say in this letter,

“In the first place I must beg your
forgivencss for all the wrong I have|
tone to you that you know of, and for
@l that you do not know of, which is
the worst.and greatest. Dear. Ernest, 1t
Is very hard to cenfess this to you, but
1 know you will console yourself, for
you do not love me: you love lLora,
Don’t shnke your. head, Ernest, I know
it as well as you do. You hawe never
forgotien Lora, any more than she has
fforgotten you. | really fancied at one
time that I loved you, and so I did not
give you Lora's messages. 1 tore up
the letter she entrusted to mo for you,
and 1 made you think ill of her, and
‘when she absolutely refused to marry
Becher, I urged her to do it, and told
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misery.. He threw {he letter on thé table
and clenched
‘his grief. :
undil the ‘twilight gradually slole- over:
the _quiet room. It seemed to him all’

him in all her sweet freshness and love-
3 ness,
‘came to him frgm*her lelter, made the

ling of her dress beside him, hé seemed
t see her magnificent eyes, which had
smilingly betrayed~ Mm, and 1o hear
the sweet, caressing voice saying: “You
do not love me, Ernest, you love Lora;
you could not farget her any more than
she could forget ‘you.” v
What a riddle 1s a man’s heart! The

melted at these words. A t tear
‘tolled down his cheek, beneath the hand
Yhat covéred his eyes, and fell on his
beard,

“You shall be forgiven for the sake
of these words,” he murmured to him-
sell. And he teok up
Yead it again-and again,

This explainad Wegstedt's anger.
Poor fellow! Who had ever looked inta
Those eyes without suffering for it?

Wegstedt did not come back to Wegl-
'enberg again—only once, when Katie
tvas buried, and at that time he had
Leen here at the Schonbergs, and had
Hemanded to see the doctor. But the
Mnother had refused this in her grief,

then, and could nol have understosd
anything. Then Wegstedt had spent
$ome time at his father's estate; then
the doctor had seen in the paper that
h. had exchanged into an Tast Prus-

his fist in his wrath and.{;
He sat thus for:-a long time.,

‘al -once as if she were- sitting beside|:
The breath: of  ‘violets, which |

4Hus’on perfect. - He could hear the rust- |-

wrath that had seized upon him against ||
the deead, when he had read her letter, |-

the lelter  and'|:

Bnd, moreover, the doctor was very ill |.

Yian garriscn—far away from the place
MWhere his youthful love had had
ragic an ending. But first he had u
Bergone his punishment for His share in
"he duel—imprisonment .in the fortress
at Magdeburg.

The doctor had this still to lcok for-
ward to when his heallth was restored.

His mother came up and asked if she
disturbed him.

“No, no, mother.”
clearer and fresher tha
for a long time.

“Your trunk has come, and the bur-
gomaster has sent you a passport, Er-
nest; so now you can go any day you
tike. You have only to decide when.”

“It is hard to go, mothor,”

“Yes, but you must do all you can
w0 get your health back again. I think
myself it takes §dfme resolution to un-

Hs voice sounded
n it had done

they tell such’ tales about it, I shall be
glad when you get safe home again,
‘Ernest.”

“Ah, I am not afraid of the south,”
he said smiling. “I have always wanted
"'to go there, but now I feel as if the
<only ‘good thing in life was to be well
in body and mind."

“Oh, yes; it is all very well to wander
in foreign lands, but not to be ill there.”

“And how will you get on all alone
here, mother?”

“I? Eh, I am no Dbelter than other
people; the poor Frau Majorin is all
alone, But I was going to tell you—
Helen is married at last to her long-
suffering betrothed, I sat in our pew
and saw the ceremony. There wasn't
a soul in the church oxcept the young
couple, the mother, the old uncle, who
1s an excellency, and Lora.” . -

her that her duty to her family ought
to come before her own inclinations,
And when she had sacrificed herself
khe wanled me to ask you to forgive
her, and I would not do it. I don't
know why I write this, I did rnot mean
to, but I cannot help it—it scems as if
Eomeone were standing behind me and
Baying. ‘Confess, confess, before it s
toc later

“Forgive me, 1oo, for breaking my
engagement wilh you now. I have
known since yesterday that what I fe!t
for you was not love, but caprice. jea-
lousy. perverseness. | wanled you {o
belong to me. and | sucreeded in my
endeavor. I love [ans Wegstedt; and
yesterday, at the riding lesson, I gave
im my promise, which I had no gight
%o give. So now I take it back from
you, dear Ernest. and beg you to for-
give mo if I have given you pain. I
do not love you, really—nmol at all—
T only love you as a girl is fond of her

He slarted and his mother's story
droued on in his ears; w sorrowful
the black-robed company looked before
the allar, though to be sure the poor
things had suffered enough, and ought
not to wail another whole year in ad-
dition to their long engagement. “Yes,
and as I was going lo say, afler the cere-
mony I congralulated the newly-married
ccuple and the majorin, {o>, only very
quickly, for we ‘have seen a great deal
©of each other in all this trouble—and
then my. ecyes fell on Lora, and.” she
continued with a deep sigh, “and I
must say, Ernest, she is still beautiful,
‘perhaps even more beautiful than she
'was before, and she looks as if she had
grown, she seemed so tall and slender
besido the old general—but——-

“Well?"

“Well, I felt anxious about her—her
face looks as if it were cut out-f mar-
ble. with great hlue rings under the
leyes: If T were the majorin 1 should

teacher. I confess frankly that I can
bnly be happy in, such a posilion in
life as Hans has to offer me, and 1|
should be perfectly miscrahle as a poor
man's wife,

"I know I am very wicked and I should
dike to be better. When I am Hans |
‘Wegstedl's wife. T will be kind fo the |
oor and do all {he good T can, Onlyl
forgive me, Ernest, and da nat duspise,
me. If vou scorn me I shall never he
happy again, not even as Han's wife,
T cannol help loving Hans. 1If only Tara i
might be happy again. Frnest! Ask
your mother to forgive me. and do you
Horgive me. toa. Frnest, and keep one
ind thought for your

“KATIE VON TOLILEN.”

He dropped the letter and hid his face
Bn his hands,

And ‘this child, this light, frivolous.
Hoolish glrl, without one serous thousht;
®ad boen (he causeiof all this frightful

be afraid she was going to he i11.”

“Is she going to’ slay hera, mother?”

“No, the majorin said the old general
would not let her go. and had gone
and insisted on her leaving the hos-
pital.  He declared he was il himself
and needed a  nurse, and the family
aught to come first, She will stay ail
Swnter with him. the majorin told ma,
They have already gona” back to Ber-
lin.  Fraulein Melilta js going to stay
with her sister-in-law far (he present.
We have entered in'o a comnact that I
am to @0 {o her somelimes and sle ig
k¢ come to me somelimes. The winter
will pass somehow.”

CHAPTER XXXV,

The .general had engaged the same lit-
{I> apariment near Trajan's Forum. In
suife of his rheumatism the 41d gentle
man had . remained longer in Berlin
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