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CHAPTER X.—(CoxTixurn.)

¢ Suroly, you won't allow this matter
to vex you, aunt ¥ she said, in o sweot
caressing voico, when the mechanic
had left tho room. *“My busband
nover approved of these progressive
workmeon, and thoir clubs were an
abonunation to him. Ob, thero is
Carolino !”

She motioned toward the door of
the kitchen, through which a young
girl bad passed noiselessly some time
before the carpontor left the room.
Whoever had seen the juggler’s fair
young wife, as she stood in front of the
soldiers’ muskets fourtoen years ogo,
would have involuntarily started ot
the striking resemblance which made
the girl scom like an apparition
risen from the dead. Tho graceful
figure was the sawme, though perhaps a
little slighter, and clad in coarse, dark
waterial, while the hapless woman had
been surrounded by the glittering dis-
play of theatrical splendor. There was
the same faultless outline of the head,
the low white brow, aud the almost
impercoptible droop at the corners of
tbe mouth, which lent ths facoa be-
witching expression of melancholy.
This expression bad been heigbtened,
in the unfortunate wife, by the tear-
ful glauce of her dark-gray eyes; but
as the young girl at this moment raised
her lids, they disclosed sparkling eyes
of dark brown. These eyes revealed a
nature which would not submit, would
not be subdued to mere passive endur-
ance ; there was strength and defiance
in their glance—Polish blood flowed
in her veins, stray drops from the
ardent, noble stream which ever rises
anew to vain struggles againat superior
power.

We now know that the young girl
standing at the deor is Felicitas, though
ste bad been forced to answer to the
simple name of Caroline. Frau Hell-
wig, at the very begioning of ber ruls,
had discarded the * theatrical name”
with the rest of the * theatrical rub-
bish” in the lumber-room.

Felicitas went up to the mistress of
the house and laid an exquisitely em-
broidered cambric handkerchief on her
work-table. The couucillor’s widow
burriedly seized it.

« Jg this to be sold for the aid of the
mission, aunt ¥’ she asked, unfolding it
and exswining the embroidery.

*“Why. of courss,” replied Frau
Hellwig, * Caroline worked it for that
object—sho has dawdled over it long
coough. I think it ought to bring
threo thalers.”

*t Parhaps 80,” said the councillor's
widow, shrugging her shoulders.
« Where did you get the design for the
curners, dear child ¢

A faint flush mounted to Felicitas’
face.

« ] drew it myself,” she replied, ina
low tone.

The young widow looked up quickly.
¥or a momert her blue eyes seemed to
sparkle with a groen light.

«Drew it : ~craelf1” she repeated,
slowly. “Don. bs vexcd with me,
child, but with my best efforts I can't
understand such boldoess. How could
you attempt sanything of the sort
without the requisite knowledge$ This
is real cambric, and must have cost
aunt at least o thaler, end now itis
gpoiled by the awkward pattern.”

Frau Hellwig looked up angrily.

« b, don't be vexed with Caroline,
dear aunt; she undoubtedly meant
well,” pleaded the young widow's sweet
voice. ** Perhaps the difficulty may be
remedied. See, dear child, I have
nover studied drawing thoroughly—a
pencil in a woman's hand dees not
please me—but I bave a veory, very
keon oyo for any defect of outline.
Good beavens?! What a monstrons
Jeaf that is V"

Sho pointod to & long leaf, whoso tip
was gracofally curved, standing forth

in strong relief from the transparent

foundation. Felicitas made no reply,
but, compressing her delicate lips, gazed
fixedly into the faco of her censor,
Tho councillor'a widow bastily turned
away and covered bor oyes with her
hand.

“ Oh, my doar child, that piercing
glance again 1" she eaid, complainingly.
“ ]t really is not propor for a young
girl in your situation to stare at other
peoplo so defiantly. Remomber what
your true friend, our good Seorotary
Wellner,always suys : * Sweet humility,
dosr Caroline” And thero is that
scornful curl of the lip again—it is
enough tv vex anybody. Do you really
mean to play a romantic part and
obtinately roject the worthy man's
‘proposal because—you do not love
him? Absurd! But my cousin John
will bave something to say about it!”

How thoroughly the young girl
must bave trained hersolf to sclf
control! At the widow's last words
she started, and the hot, reballious
blood mounted to her forehoud—her
head, suddenly thrown proudly back,
for an instant showed a face almost
demoniac in its expression of bate and
scorn. But she replied coldly snd
calmly, * I shall be readr to liston.”

“ How often must I beg you, Adele,
not to aliude to that annoying affair?,
gaid Frau Hellwig, angrily. * Do you
expect, in & few weeks, to bend this
obstinato creaturs, this stick of wood—
after 1 have tried nine years ic vain?
As soon a8 Jobn comes home, the
whole matter will be over, to my great
delight, Now go and get me my
bonnet and cloak,” she said to Felicitas,
“] bopo this pieco of botch-work,”
tossing the handkerchief scornfully
aside, ¢ will be the last you have to
spoil in my service.”

Felicitas silently left the room.
Soon afterward Frau Hellwig snd her
guest walked across the market-place.
The beautiful widow led her sick child
tenderly by the hand. Many faces
watched her from their windows ; the
lovely woman bestowed a gentle, art-
less smile on all. Ross, ber maid, and
old Frederica, followed with baskets.
They were to have tea in the garden
ountsido the town, and wreaths and
garlands were to be made.

The young professor was expected
to return home the next day, after his
nine years' absence, and though Frau
Hellwig grumbled over the * folly,”
tho councillor's widow insisted upon
decorating the young man’s room for
his arrival.

CHAPIER XL

Heinrich shut the street door, and
Felicitas ran upstsirs. How dear and
familiar to tho young girl was the
rarrow corridor abovs, with its close,
musty atmosphere, down which she
now hurrded! Then zame & quiet
landing ; a flight of rengh, worm-caten
stairs led upward from the mysterious
gloom below to an ancient door, cover-
ed with stiffly painted talips aad brick.
red roses, dimly lighted by the faint
rays streaming through bottle.green
glass, Felicitas took a key from her
pocket and noiselessly opened the doar,
beyoud which appeared a narrow, dark
flight of steps leading to the rooms
ander the roof.

The young girl had never been
obliged to repeat her break-neck vxpe-
dition over the house-tops. From tho
time of her appearanco adwittance to
mam'selle’'s hermitage bad never been
denied. Daring the first year her
vigits had been limited to Sundays,
and then she had always gone up with
Heiorich. Bat afterber confirmation,
the old mam’sello had given her a key
to the painted door, and aiter that she
bad taken advantage of overy leisure
moment to slip up there.  So sho led a
two-fold lifa It was not only in
external things that she passed from

the depths to tks heights, from tho
dim twilight below to tho bnght sun-
shine above—her soul experienced tho
samo trapsition, and gradually became
so strong that all the shedows, all the

trinlzs of the lower world wore .oft

bohind as soon as she ascended the
dark and narrow stairs. Down-etairs
sho ironed and cooked, using her so-
called * loisure " in embroidery, whose
price was devotod, as we have seen, to
charitable objeots ; and reading, except
in her Bible and prayor-book, was
strictly prohibited. DBut, in the rooms
under the roof, all tho marvels of the
human intellect lay wide open boefore
ber. Sho had an cager thirat for
knowledge, and the learning poseessed
by the mysterious hermit was liko an
inexbaustible fountain, a woll-out
diamond, emitting sparks of light in
every direction it was turned. No
ong it tho houschold, except Heinrich,
know of this intercourse—the least
suspicion of it cn Frau Hellwig's part
would have given it its death-blow.
Still, the old mam’selle had always
charged the child to tell the truth if
sho should ever be questioned on the
subject. But this never happened ;
Heinrich was always on the watch,
and kept both oyes and ears open.

Tho dark stair.case was olimbed.
Felicitas paused at a door to listen,
then pushed a little pauel aside, and
looked in smiling. There was u perfect
uproar of sounds witusin—a strange
melody of singing, chirping and scream-
ing. In the middle of the room were
two young fir-trees, along tbe walls
grew perfect groves of plants, as fresh
and green 88 any in the garden, and on
their boughbs perched flocks of merry
birde. This was the only life which
mam'selle could surround Lerself in
ber solitude. True, the musical little
throat always poured forth ths same
melodies, but on the other hand there
was no fear of that terrible change of
buman voices, which to day cry * Ho-
sanna!” to-morrow * Crucify kim "

Felicitas closed the panel, and opened
another door. Tho reader has already
had one glimpse of this ivy-growa
spartmont, and knows the collection
of grave busts ranged along the walls,
but is not aware how clogely they arc
connected with the big books bound in
red worocco, lying in yonder antique
cabinet with the glass doors. A mighty
flood pourcd forth from those grave
brows-—tbere is no solitude, no desoln-
tion, for those who can unchain it.
The busts and the works of the great
masters of melody of various times
sharea the old mamselle’s retreat, and
as the ivy wound its tendrils impar-
tially around all the busts, the lonely
pianist reveled sometimes in the old
Italion, sometimes in the German
music. But the antique cabinet, with
its glass doors, contained treasures
which would have thrown an autograph-
collector into transports of delight.
Manuscripts and letters of these great
composers, most of them of rare value,
were portfolios bebind thesa doors.
The collection hud been made many
years before, when, as old mam’selle
said, smiling, her blood flowed swiftly
through her veins, and her youthful
energy supported her wishes—many a
yellow sheet had been gained by wach
perseverence and bard sacrifices.

Felicitas found the old lady in a
room beyond her bedroom. She was
sitting on a stool before the open cup-
board, and around her, on chaire and
on the floor, lay rolls of white linen,
fiannel, and a quantity of the little
articles o human being requires im-
mediately after it bas uttered its first
cry in this world. As the young girl
entercd, she turoed her head—ber
delicate features bad perceptibly al-
tered, and though they were now
bright with pleasure, the traces of
declining health could not escape un-
noticed.

« It is fortunate you have come,
my dear Fay " shecried.  *The stork
may visit the carpentar Thienemann’s
bouse at any moment—and bis wife
has not even tho smallest article of
clothing for the poor baby. Ourstock
is still tolerably awple, and we can
make up quite a good bundle, this is
all that 18 wantod”"—she held out o
pink calico cap in one hand, and lsid

somo narrow whito laco ogainst it.
Could you eew this on at once, Fay t”
sho added, * the things must be ready
this ovening.”

* Oh, Aunt Qordula,"” said Folicitay,
taking up hor needlo and throad, * this
isn’t all theso poor people need! I
know that Master Thionemann wants
woney, too ; twenty-flve thalers.”

The old mam’sollo reflected.

« ]t is almost too large a sum for
my prosent finances,” sho said.  * Still,
ho must have i%."”

Sho roso slowly. Folicitas gavo hor
hor arm, and helped hor to the music-
room.

« Aunt,"” sho said, suddenly stopping,
“do you recolloct that a little while
sgo, Frau Thiencmann refused to do
that washing for you, that sho might
not offond Frau tellwig ?”

« ] believe you want to lead your
old aunt astray ¥ cricd the old mam’.
solle, half angrily, but thero was a look
of amusement in hor cyes, and she
lightly tapped the girl's cheek with her
finger. Both laughed, and wont to the
cabinet with glass doors.

This clumsy, old-fashioned pieco of
furoiture had its secrets, too. Aunt
Cordula pressed an innocent looking
ornament, snd instantly a little doorin
ono of the sides flew open. The spaco
rovealed was the old lady’s bank, and
in former days had scemed to Felicitas
a perfect treesure-house, for she was
rarely permitted a timid glance at the
valuables it contained. On the narrow
shelves lay soveral rolls of gold, sowme
silver-plate, and articles of jowelry.

While the old lady opened one of the
rolls of gold and counted the thslers
carefully, Felicitas seized a littlo box in
one of the darkest corners and eagerly
opened it. On tho bed of cotton-wool
inside lay & gold bracelet ; no precious
stones adoraed it, but it weighed beavily
in the hand, and must have been made
of massive gold. The most striking
thing about it, however, was its size—
it would surely bave slipped over any
woman's hand, and seemed to bave been
intended for the muscular wrist of a
powerful man, It was considerably
wider in the middle, and here the
graver's tool had carved marvelonsly
well a wreath of roses and foliage,
beautifolly executed, around a wedal-
lion, on which were the following lines:

“ Swa zwel liop eln avder meineut,
Herzenlichen ane wanc
Und «ich beldut 80 serelnet.”

The young girl turned the bracelet
in every direction, looking for the reat
of the verse; for, though not very
learned in ancient German, she easily
translated the last line into:

« And whera both are so united ”—
but there was no end.

“Don't you know the rest, aunt?”
she asked, still scanning the ornament.

The old mam’selle, keeping her fin-
ger upon the thaler she had just laid
down, looked up from her counting.

4 Oh, child! what have you there 1"
she exclaimed, hurriedly. Indigpation,
terror, ond despair were all blended in
her voice. She hastily seized the brace-
let, replaced it in the box with tremb-
ling fingers, and closed the cover. A
faint flush suddenly glowed on her
cheek, and ber frowning brows gave her
expression o gloomy earnestness which
the young girl bad nover seen before.
Nay, it scemed as though the present
had completely vamshed uuder a flcod
of memories, and tha old lady was no
longer aware of Feliuitas’ presenco, for
after thrusting the box into its cornor
with foverish baste, she scized another
one covered with gray paper that stood
besido it, and passtd her right hand
caressingly over its worn corners. Her
face softened, and pressing it to her
bosom, she murmured :

“ It wust die before me, yot I can
nob seo it perigh.”

Felicitas throw her arms around tho
fragile little figure, which secmed at .
this moment so feeblo and helpless Tt
wag the first time, during the nino
years of tbeir acquaintance, that she
had over scen her aunt loso her self-
command, Tender and dolicate in ap-



