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|hues of the countenance and the fashion of the 1 church festival ; and, as it is very difficult we |successful. Some years ago I received a letter

were forced to bave a great many rehearsals and ; from a lawyer in Vieona, telling me that a dis-
very long onmes. So it chanced that, on this | tant relative, whose name even I had never be-
; very particular mght, 1 was comwmg home very | fore heard, bad died, and left me a small apnuity.

VOL. XIX.

" THREE PICTURES AND ONE
PO (TRAIT.

(From Puinam’s Magazine.)

asked ber to become my wife. Kindly, yet
without hesitation, she refused me.

“1 do not love vou,’ was her answer; ¢and [
can never love you. Let us remain friends,

jdress 7 |
¢ Certainly, sir, replied the artist, courtesusly. |

The picture gallers of the Baron von P ,
at Stuttgart, theugh small, is one of 1he choicest

and mast valuan'e of these pricate collections
which, by the generosity asd public spint of

¢ have copied this picture, not on account of ifs;

great Intrinsic merits, but because il bears a

istrong accidental likeness to a person I once

loved, and who 13 no jopzer hving. I never

knew ber 1 her days of youth and health ; when

their owners, are thrown open to the eeteralyfroy we met she was a delicate suffering wvalid,

public in that charmiog hittle capital. Twice a |
week, namely, on Mondays and Thursdays, from
the bour of ten i the morawg tll six in the
evening, visitors are admitted to feast their eyes
upen its treasures, which mneclude a ¢ Triumph of
Vepus’ by Rubeus one of Paul Potter’s marvel

ous groups of cattle, several fine Rembrandts,
and twa or three portraits by Vandske. Oae

of the latter, a small but charming specimen of | *P

the great portrait painter’s skill, 1s considered f
the gem of the collection, and Las been frequently |
copied and engraved. It is a half leagth por- |
trait, considerably less than life, and represents a |
youog and beautiful girl. 3y some whim of the .
sitter, or some faocy of the artist, she 1s porirsy- ;
ed with the customary attributes of the goddess!
Iiana. A crescent-moon snarkles among her

loosened chesutt curls, she holds a bow ip her
right hand, aod her graceful form is simply at- |
tired in a {lowing pale green robe. DBat the!
slender, pirlish figure, the bloommg countenance, f
and the mirthful curve of the rosy lips, seem |
scarcely fitted for the cold ceiestial huntress,— |
And io the brown eyes there lurks an expression, ‘
strange, altractive and indescribable, at once i
cold and fascivating, alluring and unsympathetic, |
The lair face is that of Hebe, but the wondrous I‘
eyes are those of Circe. Few have paused be- |
fore that engular yet lovely portrait without
asking, * Who was she? What was ber his
tory 7 But on that point tradition and history
are ahke silent ; the name and the destiny of the
beautiful origmal ace unkrown, and the picture 1s
designated only by the title of the ‘ Vandyke
Diana’ :

Oue stormy afternoon in Marcb, two persens
were stationed before the painting we have just
desertbed. Oae was ao o!d man. with bent form
silvered locks, and eyes dimmed by years and
sorrows, who stood with Tolded hands. gszing
upon the pictured face with sn expression of
yearaing and sorrowful tenderness. The other,
& young arlist, sat at his easel, before the Diana,
and was emp'oyed in copying 1t. Handsome,
but pale and ethereal-lookwng, with large melan-
choly blue eyes, and masses of dark bhair pushed
back from his broad white brow, be resembled
nothing so mach as the pertrait of the youthful
Schiller.  His countenance wore the same pen-
swe sweetness, the same 1mpress of inspiration
and genius, aod, alas! the same [ook, too, of |
fragile health <ith which we are familiar in the
hikevesses of Germany’s greatest and poblest
poet. He was working at his copy with earnest
diligence, but it diftered greatly from the ori-
gwal. DBepeath his pencil, the bright youthful
face had been transformed to ihat of a woman
more than 30 years of age. The large eyes wore
a look of melancholy, the beautifully curved
mouth, so smiliog in the orsginal, told of wneas:-
ness and suffering in every line, and a waxen
pallor, indicative of failing bealth, replaced the
roseate bloom that tinted the cheek of the Diana.
1t was the same face, bat the brightoess of youth
bad departed, and the shadow of pan and sorrow
brooded there instead, It was as it the paioter,
in depicting some larr landscape, glowing with
the gelder sunlight and rich hues of summer, had
chosen to represent it with the gray clouded
skies, ti:e witheriog foliage, and the faded flowers
of autumn. He bhad altered, too, the costume.
For the bow and crescent and woodland robe of
the origmal, his pencil had substituted a cloud-
like drapery of black late, enveloping both head
and figure, and whose semt-transparent folds
formed a backgrouad for the pale, pensive coun-
tenance. Oone slender band, on which sparkled
a hamond, beld the floating drapery over the
bust ; not the rosy, dunpled band of the Van-
dyke huntress, but the fragile fingers of a suffer~
g invalid.

It was, as T have before said, a stormy day.—
No intruders bad as yet disturbed the fixed and
sorrow(ul geze of the old man, or the busy pencil
of the artist. But suddenly the great door at
the other extremity of the gallery was thrown
open, a step resounded on the floor, and a tall,
dark, bandsome man came towards the spot
where hung the Diapa,

¢ Good heavens! what a likeness,” ke exclaim-
ed, as his eyes fell upon the picture.

The old manstarted, the artist looked up from
his worlz.

The new comer gazed long and in ‘silence on
the Vanuyke. At length, drawing a long sigh,
be turped, and seemed about to depart; but
pausing before the young pamter’s easel imstead,

‘be examined the nearly completed  copy.with
great nterest, = N

¢ May I ask, sir,’ he smd, ¢why, in copying
this picture, you have altered the expression and

! tined soon 1o deprive ber of life.

already sinking under Lbe maiady which was des-
It was her

face that [ wished to reproduce, not the bloom-

ing beauty of Vandyke's lovely huntress.’

¢ Stranpe ! the original picture 15 marveliousl
8 4 P

like a lady who was once very dear to me.’

The old man turned eagerly towards the

ealzer,
$ Ob, sir/” he cried with clasped hands and

kindhng eyes, ¢ tiis picture is like Roschen, my

Did she whom you koow bear
that pame? Was she a young village girl, with
large brown eyes and dark bair? Oh, tell me,
sir, in heaven’s name, where 1s she ? where canl
fiad ber ?

In his excitement the old man grasped the
stroger’s hand ceavulsively.

* Did you, indeed, koow the Countess Orlzn-
off 7" asked the young artist,

'Mhe new comer looked from one to the other
n astomshment.

¢ The person of whom I spoke, be answered,

lost Raschen.

 was neither a village matdea nor a nobie coun-

tess, Years ago, I knew and loved Ida Rosen,
a ballet dancer at the Imperial House at Pra
gue ; and when I look upon that picture, 1 be-
hold ber again.’

The old man extended his trembling band to
wards the porlrait.

¢ So loocked my Roschen when last she stood
sefore me.’

¢ And o0 looked Madame Orlancfi the nigit [
last beheld ber,? smd the young pamter, pointing
to the canvass en lus easel as he spoke,

A short silence easued.  Each of the three
men was absorbed in the sorrowfol memories of
the past. The wind howled more wildly with
out, and a fine sharp ram dashed noiwsily agaist
the windows,

The !ast comer was the first to speak.

t Gentlemen.” he said, *our adventure is a
cirious one. DBy & strange concidence we have
all three met at this spot, led by a common pur-
pose, and utited, it may be, by a common sorrow,
1 confess | am curious to learn the bistories you
both deubtiess bave to relate, and,in return for
you confidence, if you will gratity me so far, ]
will give you my own. I will tell you how I
fiest met Ida Rosen, bow 1 woed ber, and how I
lost her, What say you to adjourning to my
rooms at the Hotel Marquadt? There, over a
glass of fine old Marcobruager, we can converse
sociably and at our ease; and, perchance, the
very act of tellisg our troubles may cause them
to seem somewbat lighter. Bu, ere you answer,
let me wtroduce myzelf, My name is Theodore
Halm, and I am the leading tenor of the Royal
Opera House at Dresden. .

¢ And 1 am Franz Meissoer, artist, at your
service,’ said the young painter, maing aad shak-
ing Halm’s proflered hand with cordiahty.

¢I am Johaon Keller, organist,’ said the old
man, bowing as be spoke.

¢ Well, friends, what say you? Will you ac-
cept my offer and become my guests ?’

¢ With great pleasure,’ said Meissner, prepar—
tog to put aside Ins palette 2nd brusbes,

¢ Certanly, sir, if you wish it sighed old
Keller.

Hal{ an hour later the three companions sat
around a small table 10 one of the pleasantest
rooms in the Hotel Marquadt. The stove
glowed with a gemal heat, the Marcobrunner
sparkled like molten topaz in flask and glasses;
and, under tke cheerng influences of the wine
and warmth and plessant compamonship, old
Johann Keller visibly revived. A faint red
tinged his willered cheelr, his sunken blue eyes
ganed something of ammation and sparkle, and,
without hesitation, though in a faltering voice,
he commenced Ins narrative.

THE ORGANIST’S STORY.

I was horo, gentlemen, in the hittle town of
Heldensleld, io Saxony. My father was the
organist of Ihe Marien Kirche, and, at his death,
I succeeded lim 10 his post. Iinherited irom
him, too, & small house near the church, where
we had always lived ; and after bis death I con-
tinued to reside there. I led but a lonely life :
my only companirn was ap ofd woman who lived
with me, and who took charge of all household
matters. But my church duties kept me con.
stantly occupied ; and so my days passed away
peacefully enough.

Nearly thirty years ago, however, an mcident
occurred which disturbed the tranquility of my
life. I was coming home, late at night, from a
lonely evening’s practice with the chorr. We
bad been trying to get up Leopold Hllberg’s
Grand Mass in B Mior for an approaching

lute, which was far from beiog my usual habit.—
Just before I reached my own door, T stumbled
cver something Iying o the pathway, which look-
ed like & large hundle. Judge ol my astomish
ment, when, on stooping 1o remove the obsiruc-
tion, a faint ery was heard, and [ discovered that
the seeming bundle was a httlz child, about eight
morths old, wrarped i a dirty blacket, and
oearly hfeless. To pick it wup, to carry it inte
the house, and to call Dame Bertha, was bot the
work of a moment. The poor little creature was
almost dead, but a warm bath, same bread and
milk, and the tender cares of old B:rtha soon re-
stored life and animation to her funbs. Ah!
how pretty she was, the little brown—eyed crea-
ture, whea Dame Bertha brought her to we.
wrapped 1 an old shawl, and silting erect and
saucily upon her arm, that I might see now
strong and lively she looked.

I have always thought that she had been left
bebind by a party of wandering Bobem'ans, who
the dey before, had passed through our town, on
their way to one of the great anaual fairs, where
they go to sell trumpery bits of garnet jewelry
aod glassware, and to pick up what money they
can by doncing and siogiog.  Certain 1t 1s that
no one ever claimed my hitle foundling, and she
bore no marks by which her parentage could be
traced. I called her Roschen. she was so fresh
and rosy and sweet, and she speedily became the
idol of both Dame Bertha and myself. Many
persons advised me to send her to some charitable
institution tor the care of orphans or foundlings ;
but T could not bear to part with ber. My
means were small, it is true; but I knew that,
by care and incressed economy, I could contrive
to meet the extra expense.

The years went on, and the pretty babe
changed to a merry chid, and then to a wild,
romping girl, and at least a fair maiden of six-
teen stood betore me. 1 had taught her reading
and writing and music, and old Bertha bad 1n
structed her n all housewiely art ; and all who
knew ber praised her beauty and intelligence.
But as she outgrew her childhood she seemed to
leave content behind. The calm monotony of
our life seemed to fret and fever her; che
wearied of all occupations, and passed long hours
in walking up and down our little strip of garden
with clenched bands and hurried steps. Aod 1,
too, had lost the calm conteotment which had
filled my hfe with peace. I reahzad that, old as
I was, I loved—loved fur the fi.st time, and
madly-—the fair young creature who had been to
me as a daughter, Aond though I tried to stifie
this inrane passion, T felt that all my efforts were
in vaie. I loved Roschen, and I even boped
(now wildly and vaioly I now reahze) that she
might return my Jove.

Oge day our quaint little town was startled by
the apnouncement that a travelling dramatic
troupe of great excelleace was about to give a
representation at our public ball. Roschen at
once expressed a strong desire to witness the
performances ; aod [, always anxious to call up
one of her rare smiles, consented. Never
shall I forget that evening. The eotertamment
consisted of the usual medley of songs, dances,
and detached sceses from plays ; but it was the
first performance of the kind which Roschen had
ever witnessed, and she was nearly wild with ex-
citem=nt and delight. Thbe soft-rose hue of her
cheek deepened 1o a vivid scarlet, ber eyes
flashed and sparkled like living gems, and under
the influence of the hour, her beauty seemed to
have acquired a more dazzling radiance.

That evening, after we returned home, my
carefully-guarded secret escaped me. T forgot
that I was fifty-five years ofd, and that she was
but sixteen ; and I told ber that T loved her. I
pictured to her how peacefully aod happily our
lives might pass together, and how my love would
ever encircle and protect her. And then T tried
to tell her how well [ loved ber, but I could not;
I could only fall at her feet and implore “her to
say that she would become my wife.

She drew away the small hands which I bad
clasped in my eagerness, and only answered,
smiling upon me as she did so, © Tt 18 late, and I
am so tired. Let us talk about 1t to-morrow.’

T would fain have detcined her, but she van.
ished up the stair-case, calling in a laughing tone,
“ To morrow, to-morrow !’

Tne pext day she did not leave her room at
the usual hour. Old Bertha weat to call her;
but she was gove. She had left me—bad fled
from me~whither I did not kaow, I have never
known, for 1 have never heard any tidings of her
since.

The old man paused. Fe bowed s head
upon his bands, and for several moments be re-
mained silent. At length he continued :

My story is ended, gentlemen. T sought long
and vawly for my lost darl'ng, but 1 was poor,
and my beart was brokez,and I lacked the
means and energy necessary to make my search

i ] sold my little property ; and, havirg been told
by a friend that there was a picture 10 the Barcn
‘von P ’s collection that resembled my
! Rnscheo, I came to Stutigart 10 seeit. The
‘resemblance was so strikiog, and T found such
i deep thaugh mournful satisfaction in gazing oo it,
 that T felt, to leave Stuttgart and the peinting
“would be to lose my Roschen a second time.—
So I remained here. [ have a little room n the
heousze of an old friend wha lives at Cannstadt,
and two days in each week 1 can dJelight my eyes
by gazing upon the pictured face that so vividly
recalls to me tbe [resh, bright beauty of my lost
Roschen.

'The old man ceased. Halm aund Messaer
leaned forward, and each clasped one of lus hands.
No word was spokep, but the simple action was
| elcquent of kindly symprthy aod friendhness.

After a short pause, Halm refilled the glasses,
and laying aside his cigar, said :

¢ As the eldest of us three has commenced the
series of our recitals, I presume that mioe should
be the oext i order.

THE SINGER’S STORY,

for the winter seasom, at Prague. T arrived
there one cold November evemng, and after a

Hotel 0’Angleterre, 1 strolled to the theatre to

seemed el<e to threaten to be interminabhle
performance had already commenced when I en
tered,
lieve, * The Four Elements,” and stupid and
sepseless as ballets usually are. 1 remamned for
some time, but growing heartily weary of the un-
interesting evolutions of the ¢ corps de ballt, 1
was about to retire, when suddenly the mustc
changed to a new and hvely strain, an outburst
of applause from the audience greeted the en-
trance of the representative of Fire, At once 1
resumed my seat, fascinated by tbe fisst glinpse
which T obtamed of the brilliapt face and exqu-
site form of the dancer. I need not describe
ber besuty, for you have but lately beleld the
picture whose loveliness 1s a faithful though fee

ble transeript of that which I then looked upon.
Her dancing was a perfect representation ot the
flame who:ze characteristics she sought to repro-
duce—as light, as graceful; as sudden in its
cbangeful movements. Butin her large brown
eyes there sparkled a more fatal fire than that
she sought to represcnt. When her dance was
over, I retired, strangely agitated, and with my
heart throbbing with a new and powerful emo

tioz,

Connected as T was with the theatre, 1 soon
learped all that vas koown about lda Rosen;
for such was the pame of the beautiful ¢ danseuse.’
I was told that she appeared to lead an irre-
proachable life, and that her character was spot-
less.  She lived in a small, cheap lodgiog, in the
Aatop Strasse, and an old woman, who passed
for ber aunt, resided with her, and always ac-
compauvled her whererer she went. With that
one exceplion, she seemed to have neither rela-
tives nor friends, She was always singularly
punctual and correct in the performance of her
theatrical duties, but she mixed as httle as poss
sible with the other members of the ¢ corps de
ballet, or even with tlhe singers of the opera
troupe. Thus, she was generally voted proud
and disagreeable by premieres, coryphees and
prima doonas alike, and she was left unmolested
in ber self-chosen loneliness.

I obtamed an introduction to her at lest, and
found, for my pams, that my farr Flame-queen
was, in real life, a veritable iciele.  She exacted
from me, as from the rest of ber acquantance, a
respect and courtesy seldom accorded to the
ladies of the ballet ; compliments and badinage
seemed alike Gistasteful to her ; and ere our first
interview ended, she had repelled my attempts at
both with such sharpness of repartee, yet with
such exquisite grace and archness, that I was at
once silenced and fascinated.

However, our acquaintance was kept up, and
on her part slowly ripened into friendship. She
appeared to take some pleasure in wy soctety, at
length ; and many bappy hours have 1 passed in
the Iittle apartments in the Aoton Strasse, seated
by Ida’s side, and watching the graceful dextes-
ity with which she fashioned her gossamer stage
attire, while old Martha sat at the window, nod~
ding over her prayer book, or sewing at some
piece of theatrical fisery. On these occasions I
used, sometimes to sing to her ; and never since
have I so striven, as Faust, Fiorestand, ¢r Raoul,
to delight a brilhaot audience, as I then strove
to sing ballads and popular songs, in a manner
that would satisfy my laughing and exacting
hearer.

Tam ashamed to tell you, my friends, how
short a time our acquaintance had lasted when 1

About ten years ago I was engaped to sing,

hurried meal 10 the cheerless dining—room of the

pass away there the hours of an evening which
The

Theodore, and gever let us mention this subject
again.’

¢ Listen to me yet one moment, Ida,’ 1 said,
earnestly. ¢ Your life 18 a laborious one, aod
your position pamnful. T am not wealthy, but
my salary is goad, and should I retain my voice,
there 13 no eminence 1n my profession to which 4
may cot aspire. Let my love plead with you,
and mduce you to accapt ease and luxury at my
bands.  Quit this life of toil, of exposure, of in-
sult ; give me only a husband’s right to protect
and cherish you, aad such passionate devotion as
rmne will surely win retern at last.’

She laughed low and scornfully, and there was
a mocking riog n the tones in which she repled,
¢ What ! become the wife of an opera singer, for
the purpose of leading an easier Ife? Truly, 1
am ambitious, but my aspirations tend somewhat
lngher. And, as for love—I have never loved
any one in all my life.’

We parted in anger, and T ceased to visit ber;
but I could not so cease loving her. Nav, after
the lapse of all tliese years, as [ tpeak of ber,1
feel that I love her still.

Towards the close of my engagement, the
management decided on producing ¢ Rnbert le
Duable’ 1 was to be the Rabert, and I half
boped that Tda would be selected to perform the
part of the spiciral abbess, Helena. Bat the
“ role’ belonged by right to the ¢ premiere dap-
seuse’ of the ¢ corps de ballet,” an extremely thip
but bighly accomplished dancer, named Teresa
Cortesr. It was with her that 1 rehearsed the
church-yard scene, and learned how to perform

The prece was a ballet, eutitied, | be-

the difficclt task of receiving and supporting ber
properly mn the necessary © poses’ The first re«
presentation rassed ofl extremely well, the opera
was an immense success, and the theatre was
crowded nightly.

Oae evening, as T descended from my dressing-
room, 1 was et by the maoager, who, in a tope
of great excitement, exclaimed—

* What, in the name of Jupiter, are we to do ?
Mile. Cortes has just fallen, in coming from her
dressing-100m, and has fractured ber arm.’

¢ Substitute another opera,’ I suggested,

 That would never do. The house iscrowde J,
and the audience have assembled to bear ¢ Ro.
bert.” and ¢ Rohert’ they must have.’

¢ Well, then, omit the act, or fisd some dan-
spusz who can take the part,’ I rejoined, impa-
patiently.

t‘TEle part was studied by another dapseuse,

ut—

At this moment a messeager arrived bearinga
small note, which he presented to the perplexed
manager, who opened 1t eagerly. Tostantly his
brow cleared.

* Tt 1s all right,’ he cried ;  another Helena 18
found.  Let the opera proceed, aod burry, all of
you, for the audience 13 beginning to grow im-
patient.’

The opera passed off as usual, and at length
the moment arrived when Robert is surrounded
by the spectral nuns. Imagine my surprise when
Irecognized in the representative of the abbess
Ida Rosen herself. She was wondrously beau-
tiful in her white dress and sparkling wreath, her
fair face unprofaned by rouge, and ber perfect
form displayed to unusual advantage by the sim-
plicity and freshness of her ary dress.

Can I describe to you the witchery of her
smile, the 1ntoxicating sorcery of her acting 1—
She seemed, indeed, an evil vision of supernatural
loveliness, sent on earth’ to lure some poor tor-
tured mortal to sacrilege and crime. It was well
for me that TRobert had not to utter a sound
during this scene ; for T was incapable of doing
more than to follow her every movement with a
rapt atlention which certainly was not feigned.

At last came the instant, when Robert, over-
come by Helena’s wiles, receives her in his arms,
and presses his Ips to hers. Then, for the first
tine, I held 1o my arms the woman that 1 so
wildly loved ; I clasped ber to my heart, and 1t
was no shght stage salute, but a long and pas-
sionate kiss that T pressed upon her lips, while, m
hoarse, broken accents, I murmured—¢I love
you P’

The remainder of the opera passed off like a
dream. I do aat know how I got through it ;-
but 1t ended at last.  As I was preparing to quit
the theatre, the ballet-master addressed me.

¢ A superb piece of acting that between you
and Ida in the cburchyard scene,’ he said,—
¢ What a pity it 1s that we bave lost ber.’

¢ Lost her 7’ I eried, grasping his arm.

¢ Yes, I fear she has quitted Prague by this
time. She canceled her engagement yesterday, -
and only danced to-might on account of the acci~

dent to Cortesi,? .

Haif blind, halt mad, scarce conscious of what
I did, ] rushed from the theatre, and took me-
chanically the road that led ‘to Ida’s lodging in
the Anton Strasse. It was a' bright, moonlight -

night,and ere | reacbed the house, T saw a



