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THE CATHOLIC REGISTER.

The Old Mam'selle’s Secret.

CHAPTER X1V.—(Coxnxuen.)

“ Frau Hellwig calls him ¢ the choson
of the Lord,’ tho tireless champion of
roligion,” said Folicitas, hositatingly,
after o pnuse. * Ho must bo a storn
bigot, ono of those gloowy zealots who,
living themselves with tho meat iron
consistenoy, according to God’s decrocs,
for that vory reason nre inexorable to
the faults and weakuossos of their
follow-mon.” A strange, low laugh
reached Folicitas's car. The old maw’-
sello hrd one of thore peculiar faces of
which wo nover ask, ¢ Are they beau-
tiful or ugly ¥ The winning expres-
sion of feminine gentleness and kind-
ness, and o deeply thoughtful mind,
hero modiated botween the rigid laws
of beauty and the irregular forms of
nature—whero the outline deviated
from the rule of benuty, oxpression
repaired tho defect ; but for this very
reason this sort of countenance sud-
donly becomes unfamiliar as soon &8 its
usual harmony is distarbed. At this
moment Aunt Cordula looked actually
uncaony, her laugh low and subdued,
was full of scorn; her face, ususlly eo
calm and sweet, was almost Medusa-like
in its inexpressible bitterncss and
unuttersble contempt, The remark,in
connection with the strange manner of
the old mam’aelfe, threw a faint light
upon her mysterious past, but not
oven one clew was visible amid the
dark web, and she now made every
effort to efface tho impression her
momentary self-forgetfulness might
have produced upon the young girl.

Several large portfolios lay open
upon the round table in the middle of
the room. Felicitas was perfectly
tamiliar with the scattered sheets and
papers.  Illustrious names—Handel,
Gluck, Haydn, and Mozart, appeared
on the coarse yellow paper, often in
almost illegible hieroglyphics, written
with faded ink. It was Aunt Cordula’s
manasaript collection of famous com-
posers. When Felicitas entered, the
old lady had been tarning over the
papers, which after having lain andis-
turbed for years behind the glass doors
of the cabinet, exhaled a penetrating
odor of mold. Now she quietly re-
gumed her work, replacing them in
portfolios with the utmoat care. The
table was gradually cleared, and a
thick book of wnsnuscript, which had
Leen at the bottom of the pile, appeared.
Oa the title-page was written : ¢ Blusic
of the oporetts, ¢ Wisdom of tho
Magistracy in Establishing Breweries,’
by Johann Sebastian Bach.”

The old mam’selle laid her finger
significantly upon the composer’s name.
#+'You have nover seen this, have you,
Fay ¥ sho agked, with a wmournful
smite, * It has been lying for many
years in the upper drawer of my secrot
cabinet. This morning all sorts of
thoughts flitted through my old brain
—all reminding we that it was time
for me to prepare for my last jouruey,
and among theso preparations I must
put this book in the red portfolio. It
is probably the only copy in_existence
—and will be worth its weight in gold
goms day, my dear Fay. The libretto,
written specially for our little town of
X-———, mainly in the dialect of this
place, was discovered nearly two
decades ago, and creatod somo stir in
the wusical world because the music
belonging to it was supposed to have
been written by Bach. This musie,
for which the search is still going on—
the melodies, which have slept on this
paper for more than a century, are &
sort of Nibelungen treasure to musi-
ciaus, cspecially as they are the only
opera airs Bach over composed. In
1705, the pupils of the public school
here, and some of the citizons, brought
out tho operctta in the old town-hsll.

Sho turned to the title-page, on the
back was written, in o delicate hand -

«“Seoro written by the hand of
Johann Sobastian Bach, and received

from him as & momonte in tho yoar
1707. Gotthelf v. Hirschaprung.

¢ Ho sung in the oporutta,” said the
old mam’sells, in a somowhat tromulous
voice, pointing to the last name.

« And how did tho book come into
your hands, aunt {”

By inheritance,” foll curtly, almost
barshly, from Aunt Oordula’s lips, as
she put the MBS, into the red portfolio.

At such moments it was quite
impossible to prolong a conversation
the old mam'selle desired to break off.
The fragile little figure expressed such
resoluto reserve, in gosture and bearing,
that only the most utmost want of
tact and the mout shameless curiosity
could persevere. Felicitas cast a long-
ing look at the disappearing MS.; the
melodies, which no living being excopt
Aunt Corduia possessed, oxcited the
<concst interest, but she did not ven-
ture to ask for a glimpso of them, as
she bad just avoided mentioning the
bracelet in her account of what bad
happened—rever would she have in-
tontionally touched for the second
time any chord that vibrated painfully
in her old friend’s memory.

The old mam’solle opened the piano,
and Felicit:a went out upon the bal-
cony. The san wae just setting The
view of the distant landscape opposite
was veiled by what scemed like a mist
of whirling, golden dust, that dazzled
the oyes and made tho lines of earth
sod sky blend into a shapeless mass.
Like grain cast far and wide by the
sowers hand, long shafts of crimson
and golden light streamed from the
sinking sun, tingeing the tops of the
forests, clothing the mountains and
the blossoming trees in the valley.
Oertain portions of the scene stood
forth in remarkably clear, distinct
outlizes, like a new thought in the
kuman mind.  The little village, whoso
last cottages boldly climbed the moun-
tain slope, were no longer touched by
the light, but the top of the high
church-tower sparkled brightly, the
open doors of the houses showed the
red fire-light on the hearths, where the
potatoes for the aimple evening meal
were cooking. The sweet repose of
the evening brooded over the whole
region, and up here the flowers poured
forth an intoxicating fragrance; not a
breath of air was stirring to bear it
away or to lift the leavesand branches
still drooping from the heat of the sun.
Often a clumsy beetle fell clattering on
the balcony, or a pair of swallows,
intent on fulfilling their parental
duties, whirred by ; thero was no other
gound to disturb-the solemn stillness.
The notes of Beethoven’s funeral march
floated out into the balcony with a
weird melody, bat after a few bars
Felicitas raised her drooping head and
glanced anxiously into the rcom—there
was no more music. A whisper, faint
and spectral, fell upon the young girl’s
ear with the might of an incompreben
siblowarning. The bandagliding over
tho keys were weary, mortally weary,
apd the notes that echoed beneath
their touch wero the fluttering pinions
of a soul that longed to escaps from
. "t world forever.

CHAFTER X\,

Tho baptism by fire and flood wag
attended by serious coascquences to
both participants. Tho child was
violently attacked during the night
with catarrhic fover, and Felicitas
woke the next morning with o severe
headache. Novertheless, sho attended
to the houschold dutics intrusted to
her charge with her usual care; her
wounded arm gave her little trouble—
the healing cintment had done its
work daring the night.

The professor came home in the after-
noon. Ho had just successfully per-
formed an operation on the eyes of ono
of his patients which no physician had
yot ventured to undortake. His goit
and bearing showed the samo quiet,
cool indifference, which nothing could
apparently disturb, the color in Ius

faco was not a ehade deeper than usual,
but any one who was familiar with the

expression of his oyoes could not have
failed to nutico the unwonted luster
that blazed Lononth his bushy brows,
So those cold, stcol-gray oyes, which
scomod mado ouly to gcarch and probo
the souls of others, could at ccrtain
momeonts glow with warmth and
pleasure.

1To stopped at tho door of tho court-
yard and asked Frederica, who was
just coming into the house with a pail
of water, how sha folt aftor hor fllncss.

“ Oh, I'm perfoctly well again, Horr
Professor,” sho replied, putting down
tho bucket, * but tho girl over there”
—sho pointed across the court-yard to
awindowon theground floor—*Uaroline
wmust have got some hurt yesterday.
I could hardly slecp a bit last night,
she talked so fast_in her dreams all
night long, and to-day she is going
about with & faco like scarlot, and—"

“ You ought to have told me of this
before, Frederica,” interrupted the pro-
fessor, sternly.

*1 did tell ray mistross, but she said
it would soon pass away. She has
nover had a doctor since she cams here,
and sho is all right—ill weeds grow
apace. It's no use totry to treat her
kindly,"” shoadded, apologetically, notic-
ing the cloud gathering on bis face;
“ from the time sho was a little child
she was always an obstinate thing,
holding berself aloof as though she were
a princess—she, Lord preserve us, a
playor's daughter! Often when I've
cooked or baked somothing espacially
nice for your mother, I have sot aside
some of it for her—dear me, we all
have kind feelings! Bat do you sup-
pose she wounld touch it? No, indesd.
I alwayr had to put it away again.
You see, Herr Professor, she has bs-
haved just so ever since she wss a
child. She has never eaten balf enough
since our master died ; it's a wonder
that she ever grew upsotall. Andits
nothing but sheer obstinacy and sinful
pride—she doesn't want to accept any-
thing. I heard her with my own ears
tell Heinrich that, when she had once
left this horrible house, she would work
her fingers to the bone, and send every
penny she earned to Frau Bellwig un-
til every mouthful she had eaten under
this roof was paid for.”

The old cook had not noticed how,
while sho was pooring out her heart,
her listener's face had become more and
more desply flushed. She had scarcely
finished speaking ore, without a word,
he strode across the court-yard to the
window she had pointed out. It was
g large bow-window cased in stone, be-
lonaing to the room where Felicitas
and Frederica slept, and now stood
open, revealing the bare, whitowashea
walls and scanty furniture. It was
the same small, desolate chamber in
which the little girl oaly four years old
had endured her first agony of loneli-
ness. There she was now—the ob-
stinate, forsaken girl, who would not
eat thq bread of charity, who would
work her fingers to the bone to rid her-
self of every obligation—there was
pride which she bad preserved with
mascaline determination in the midst
of the deepest humiliations, an energetic
soul, sustained by thomost indomitable
will, all living in the young creature,
nestling in an attitude of child.like
grace, apparently asleep. Her head
was supported by her arm, which rested
on the window-sill, the satin-like
smoothness of her cowplexion and the
glittering radiance of her hair forming
a strong contrast to tho moldering
gray stone. Innocence and grief were
expressed in the. pure profile, with its
softly closed lips and the sorrowfal
droop at tho corners of tho mouth—the
dark lashes atill lay heavily on the palo
cheeks, concealing the eyes whick so
ofton flashes defiant wrath.

Tho professor noiselessly approached,
stood watching her a moment, and then
bent ovor her.

¢ Felicitas 1” foll from his lips in
to..es full of gentloness nd sympathy.

Sho started up and gazed incredul-
ously into tho eyes bent apon hor—her

namo uttered by his lips had acted up-
on her liko an eleotric shook. 8he
drow up hor tall figure, which had just
taken an attitude suggostive of the
careless case of childhood, and, with
ovory muscle tonse, stood as if 1eady to
ropol somo anticipated attack.

The professor ontirely ignored his
transformation.

“I learn from Froedorica that you
aro ill,” ho said, in the friendly tone
genorally used by a physician.

“I feol quite well again,” sho an-
swored, coldly. ¢ Undisturbed rest
restores me.”

“H'm—yet your appearanco—" he
did not finish the sentence, but put out
his hand to clasp her wrist. She re-
treated roveral paces into the room.

“Be sensible, Iolicitas!” he said,
still waintaining the samo kindneas of
tone, but bhis brow darkened gloomily
a8 the girl stood motionless, folding
her arms almost convulsively across
her waist. Spite of his thick beard,
his angry compression of tho lips was
plaiuly visible,

“\Vell, then, I no longer speak as
your physician, but as your guardian,”
he said, steraly, ¢ and by that author-
ity I command you to come here.”

She did not look up, her lashes
drooped even lower on her checks, now
cimsoned by a burning blush, and her
chest heaved as though she was under-
going some sovere conflict, but she
slowly advanced and, with averted
face, silently Leld out her hand, which
he clasped goutly in his own., The
slender little hand, hardened by toil,
trembled so violently that an expres-
sion of deep pity crossed the professor’s
grave features.

“Toolisb, obstinate child, you bave
compelled me again to treat you harsh-
ly,” he said, with gentle earnestness.
“ And I hoped that we might part
without another unkind word. Have
you uo look for me or for my mother
save one of quonchless hate 7’

*“IWo can reap nothing that we have
not sown!” she replied, in a haif-
stifled tone, trying to withdraw her
hand from his hold, and gazing with
as much horror at the fingers that
grasped her wrist in s gentle, yet
powerfal clasp, as though they had
been red hot iron.

He harriedly dropped her hand.
Gentleness and pity vanished from his
face, he struck angrily with his cane
at some innocent blades of grase grow-
ing in tho chinks between the atonea.
Felicitas breathed more freely; this
harsh, stern mauner suited him ; his
tone of pity was horrible to her.

“ Always the same reproach,” he
said, coldly, at last. ¢ Your overween-
ing pride may have been often wound-
ed, but it was our duty to bring you
up with moderate views. I canaccept
your hatred calmly, for I acted solely
for your best good. As to my mother
—well, her love may be hard to win,
I will not dispute that, but she is in-
corruptibly just, and her fear of God
would never have sllowed her to let
any real harm or iojestice befall you.
You are about to go out into the world
and tako care of yourself. A yielding
disposition is especially needfull in
your position. How will it be possible
for you to associate with others while
you so obstinately cling to your false
views of lifel How can you over win
affection with thoso dofiant eyes{”
Felicitas raised hor long lashes and
looked at him with a calm, firm gaze.

“If any ono can show me that my
opinions are opposed to wmorality and
reason, I will willingly resign them,”
sho answered, in hor low, expressive
voice, ‘’Bat I know that I do not
stand alone in the bolief that no por-
son, whoever he may bo, posscsses the
right to condemn another to intellect-
ua! death , I know that thousands iuel,
with me, how unjust and culpable it is
to deny any human goul the gratifica-
tion of its inmost yearnings, merely
because it 8wolls in the body of ono of
humblo birth. I shall go out inte the
world with confidence, for I bavo faith




