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LOedd wouiw fned U2 lewer paraaes
and reviews, fewer men to slay as
food for builets. That would kardly
be a misfortune” s
Much provoked, y father said:
*Oh you women! Luckily the young
do not ask your permission, when sol-
@ler's.blood flows ia thelr veins. But
Rudol? will not remaln your only son,

my

you will marry again. By the way,
what has become of all your admirers?
There is Captain Olehsky seriously in

love with you. Ju

it all out to me, and I should like him

a3 a son<in-law.”
“l do not care

band.” @ L)
“How about Major Millersdorf?”
“You may call the whole army roll,

And

is th

for him for a hus-

but I want nane of them.”
turned the subject: “When

JAdinner?”
“At five. Come down earlier, Adieu,
I must go. Kiss Rudi for me—the

future Field-Marshal of the Imperial
Army." g
Could the dimner be a “stiff, tire-
-.pome - affair,” when the presence of
Baron Tilling moved me in such a
singular way? We had no occasion
" to speak at the table, being separated,
and even after the dinper, while
. serving the coffee in the drawlng
.room, the two old generals remained
my faithful attendants. 1 longed to
"speak to Tilling again about the
‘ battle-scene, and hear his sympathetic
voice. But the circle lleft no oppor-
. tunity for me to talk with him. The
<onversation ran on the usual toplec.
“It will soon break out again,” sug-
gested one old general.
- “Hum,” said the other, “next time
it will be with Russia.” »
“Must there always be a next
time,’ 1 interrupted, but no one took
notice. ;

“Italy first,” persisted my father.
"“We must get back Lombardy. We
should march into Milan as we did

with Father Radetzky in ‘49. I re-
“member, it was a bright sunny
morn——"

“Ob!” 1 exclaimed in a panle, “we
all know the story of the entry into
Milan.” »

“lAnd the story of the hrave Hupfauf,
also?" asked my father.’ :

“Yes, and it {8 mo&t revolting.”

One of the group broke in dip'o
matically: “Let us hear it, Althaus.”

My father mneeded mno encourage-
ment.

“Hupfauf was a Tyrolese Jager, and
the best shot imagirable. He pro
posed to take four comrades to the
roof of the cathedral and shoot down
on the rebels. The four did nothing
but load, and he shot, hitting the
mark every time and killing nipety
itallar-.” ,

“Horrible!” 1 exclaimed. “Each on?
shot had a mother or sweetheart at
home, and bad a right to his young
life.” '

“My dear, thaer were all enemiél. ‘

and that alters the point of view.”

“Ah,” true,” sald Dr. Bresser, “the
whole worid s turned upside down
so long as .here is racial enmity, and

the laws of humanity will receive but }

slight recognition.”

“What do you say, Baron Tilling?"
{ asked. : ‘e

“I would have decorated the gal-
fant breast of the man, from the point
of view of war ethics, and then put
a bullet intc his stony heart. He de
served both.”
* 2 save the speaker a gratetul look,
&nd, except the doctor, all the gnestd
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seemed unpicasantly affected, and a
ahort pause ensued in the talk.

The doctor then turned to my father,
asking, “Have you read the new work
by the English naturaiist, Darwin?"

“l kmow nothing of 1t.”

“Why, paps,” 1 emolaimed, “that is
the book you told me would soon be
forgotten by the world.”

"And, so far as I am concerned, ‘it
fe forgotten.”

“But,” continued the doctor, “it has
quite turned the world upside down
with 1ts new theory of the origin of
spacies.”

“You mean the ape theory?” asked
the general at the right. “The idea
that we are descended from the ounr
aag-outang?’

“Upon@ the whole,” the cabinet
minister began, nodding (and when

began thus we all trembled, for
he was getting ready for a long dis-
eourse)’ “the thing seems absurd, but
We dare not take it as a joke. The
theory 18 powertully built up on col-
focted facts, and ingeniously worked

#ut. Like all such rash couceptions |

it will find its foilowers and produce
4 Oemain effect on modexn thought.
St fs & great pity it has
wd> mucH consideration. Of ’
the clergy will a TAY itself ayaimst
the degradiag theory tuat maa ie de>
oiypd funia the\. hante  rotlap then

st lately he poured

Of Barss,

|

rom uou- image. [MNO wonaer tney
sre shockdd esud denounce it. But
ehurch condemnation cannot prevent

'v——i' b

“What folly!” droke Ta my father,
fearingthiat his guests might be
bored. “One mneeds only a ‘bit of
common-sense to reject the absurd
notion that man has descended from
apes.”

“Darwin has certainly wakened
reasonable doubts, and apes and man
do greatly resemble sach other,” th:
minister added, “but it will take som:
time to bring about a unity of opinlon
among the scientists about it.”

“These gentry ‘live by disputing,”
said the old general to the left, in »
heavy Viennese dialect. “I too hav
heard something about this ape bu i
ness. But why Ubother one's head
with the chatter of the stargazers
and grass-collectore and frogdissec-
tors? I saw a pleture of this Dar
win, and I could well balicve that h's
grandfather was a chimpanzee.”

The entire company enjoyed th
joke.

Then the quieter general spoke:
“Can you imagine an ape inventin;
the telegraph? @peech alone rais d
men so fdr above beaests— "

“Pardon, your Excellency,” inter
rupted Dr. Bresser, “but the art of
speech and the capacity for invention
were not among man's origina’
powers. After all, it is the result of
evolution and development.”

“Yes, I know, Doctor,” replied the
general, “‘the warery of the new
school is evolution, but one cannot
develop a camel.from a kangaroo, nor
do we find apes to-day developing
into men.” -

I turned to Baron Tilling: "And
what®io you think of Darwin? Are
you a follower or an opponent?” @

“Although I have heard much of
late about Darwin, Countess, I can-
uot give an oplhion, for I have not
read the book.”

“Nor have 1,” the doctor acknow-
ledged @ L

“Nor I—nor I—neor 1” came the
chorus from the rest,

And the cabinet minister gravely
wound up: *“The subject is so popular
today that the expressions, ‘evolu-
tion,” ‘natural selection,” ‘survivai of
the fittedt,’ have passed into current
thought.  You find many defenders
emong those who thirst for new ideas
and change, while cool-headed, critical
people who insist on preof are found
on the other side.”

“Thers s always opposition tc
every new idea as soon as it come’
up,” said Tilling; “but one must have
penetrated. into the idea in order t
be able to judge. Conservatives as
sall anything, auyd often for the wea®
est and most absurd reasons, and th
masdses only repeat what they hea
To judge of sclentific theorfes withou
investigation {s absurd. Even Coper
nicus was thundered down by Rome—

“But, as I said before,” interrupte.
the minister, “not orthodoxy bu:
science iige!f cries down false hy
pothesas In our day.”

“New i{deas are always objected t-
in the' beginning by the old fogey:
who pever like to give up thelir settled
dogmas and views,” Tilling replied
“For my part, 1 shall read the book
and the opposition of the narrow
brained speaks rather for than against
ita truth.”

clear-thinking
the

“Oh, you  brave,
spirit!” 1 silently apostrophised
speaker.

CHAPTER [IL

The dinner-party broke up at eight
o'clock although my father insisted
on detalning them. I politely urged
a cup of tea, but each had an excuse
and felt obliged to go. Tilling and
Bresser had also risen to take leave,
dut wers easily persuaded to stay.
Father and the doctor were soon
seated at the card-table, while Baron
Tilling joined me by the fire.

“l1 Lave & scoiding for you, Baron.
After the first \visit you forgot tha
wag to my house.” = :

"You néver asked meo.”

“l told you, Saturdays.”

“Pardon m>», Countess, it I find

_ roception days abominable.
To meet a lot of strange people, bow
to the hostess, sit a minute, hear the
weather discussed, meet a stray ac-

& desperato attempt to start & con-
versation with the hostess {s inter-
mipted by a new arrival, who starts
the weather talk again, and then a
frezh bunch comes in—-perhaps a
mother with four marriageable daugh:
ters—you give up your chair, and
@mally In weariness take leave aad
€9. No, Countess, my talent for so
clety is weak at best.”

“lI meet you nowhere. Perhaps you
hate people, and. are a bit misan-
thropic. No, I do not belicve that,
for I conclude from your words that
you love all men.”

“Hardly that; it i{s humanity as a
whole I love, but not every mar, not
the coarse, worthless, self-seeking. - 1
pity them because thelir education and
circumstances made them‘unw‘orthy

of love.” : :
“Bdveation and clrcumstances?

Does ®.¢ the character depand on

heredity .

“Cur circumatances are also a mat-

-~

4 ter qt( inheritapcs™ . .

Quaintance, ventured a stupid remark;

“We»: ;v uD DOt DOIA K Mmea iv-
sponsible for his ‘bedaiess, and: there-.
2ot to he hated?” - .

the of ideas that come '."e «d ena does not aivays won 4
GrLYL acience, Until mop of v uoce.| oa the other. - A mea iproften'te be
themselvas “ reduce {t to an suburd-|oondemaed, though he is mot Tespen-

sible. You are aise not respounsible
zour beauty; - and get one may
adinire—-" i '
“Barou Tilling,” 1 sald reproach:-
fully, “we began talking seriously
and sudden'y you treat me like a
compliment-seeking soclety miss.”
“Pardon me; [ only intended to us:
the illustration closest s hand.”
An awkward pause followed. Then
I said abruptly:— ;
“"Why did you become a- soldier,
Baron Tilling?” ¢ ?
“Your questlon shows that yo.
have looked mto my mind. It was
not I, Frederick Tillilng, thirty-nin:
years old, who Las seen three cam
paigns, who chose the profession. i
was the ten-yearwold lttle Fritg, who
spent his babyhood playlng with lsad
soldiers and toy wardorses, It was
this boy, whose father, a decorat-d
general, and whose leutenant uncle
were always asking, 'What
going to be, my boy?” And the boy

with a real sword and a live horse!* "

“M; g on had a box of leadcn sol-
diers _.ven him to-day, but he shall
never have them., Tell me, why did
you not leave the army after the
little Fritz had grown into the big
Frederick? Had not the army become
hateful to you?” »®

“To call it hatefud is saying too
‘much. The coadllon of affalra
which requires that men shall eater
the cruel duties of war, that 1 bhats.
But if such conditions asre inveitable,
I cannot hate the muew wiio fulfll thesa
duties conscientiously. If I left the
service, would it diminish war* An-
other would hazard his life in #y
place. Why not 1?”

“Is there not some better way for
you to serve your fellows?"

“Perhaps. Dot I have been taught
nothing thoroughly except the artg of
war. I think a man can do good and
de useful in almost any surrounding,
and find opportunity to lift the hurden
of those dependent upon him. I ap-
preciate the respect the world holds
m> in because of my position, My
career has been quite fortunate, my
comrades love me, and I enjoy my
success. [ have no estate, and as a
civilian § eould not help even myself.
80 sheould I consider abandoning
the milltary service?”

“Because killing people is repnisfve
to you.” ®

“Yes. but {n self-defence the rpe-
sponsibility for killing ceases. W.a
is often called murder on a big scale.
but@the soldier never feels r_ self
& murderer, Naturally the at: ° Jdes
of the hattle-field are revolting to me,
and fill ‘me with pain and dsgust
even as a seaman might suffer during
a storm. B8till a brave sailor is un-
daunted and ventures the sea azain.”

“Yes, if ne must. But must there
be war?”

“That {8 another gquestion.
individual
that gives
pleasure.” -

“And 80 we chatted {n a low tone,
that we miglit ‘not disturdb the card
players. Neither would our conver
satien - have suited the others, for
Tiiling told of the bhorrors he ex-
perienced in war, and I to'd him eof
my reading of Buckle, who argued
that the war spirit would die out as

The

him - strength  and even

confldence as he displayed his inner
feslings to me, and a certain curreat
of sympathy was established between
us. -
“What are you two plotting and
whispering about?” my
denly called out. °

“l am telllug the Couantess old war
storles.” 2

them from her childhood.”

me@ 7bile cpeaking in a sympathetic

AWay, " '

“Why did y.ur face change, Count-
ess? Did my words offend you?’

I assured him it was nothing, but
the econversation became rather
strained. At last 1 rose and looked
at the clock, and dbade my father
good-night, Tillilng offered to take
me downstairs.

“l tear I hava offend
e3s,” he sald, liftlr
riage.

“On m- °

He - « my hand to his lips.
W way I call?”

“On Saturday-—— -"

“That mea~- zuot at all.”
ed and st - ped back.

I wanted to speak again, but the
carriage ¢oor was shut. 1 should
have liked to cry tears of spite Jike
a vexed child, to think I had been so
cold to one whose warm sympathy
I had so enjoyed. Oh, that hatefu’
princess! Was it jealousy? Taen it
dawned on me with a burst of
astonishment—I was 1in love with
Tilling! “In love, love, love,” an-
swered the carriage wheels. @ “You
are in love,” the street lamps flashed
at —~  “You love him,” breathed the
scelt of my glove, as 1 pressed the
spot he kissed to my lips.

Next day in the red book [ denisd

it all. 1 erioved 2 cvmaatlatiy ;“'.‘_".‘--_.'.‘

dy Coﬂnt'
in my car-

"
Ly,

He how.

|

r ,oo- 8o disturbed resterday? Yo-
LP ¥ 1 conld !u’xih at my silliness. |

love. 1 wou™ meet him the next u.01
quiteg-aimly, and find pleasurggin
oonversing with him. How cou!l |

““Fas same dar ! calied on my gicl-
hood frisnd, Lori Griesbach, from
whidse lottdr 1 Tead the mows of my
husdand’s death. Through our child-
ren we had: much-in mon, an-i :
saw each qther ain t daily, scd, It
spite
nature, w ! ! friends (h |
two boys were the s age, and her |
Httle daughter Beatr ths |
old, we had playtully destined shou!d |
be some day the (Countess Rudolt Dot- I
1
1

Con

ol Ay  didfference in - our

MO
Hon

gky. The conversation ran on dreszs
eur children tan =
lats n h no

As
she knew d s:
about Tiiliiig aud Lhe princess. *»

“Kyeryhody kuows there §s nothing
0 !, Why, have you any interest
fn Tilling? . Dear Martha, vou are
blus..ing Tow appy I would be

allu ' Ha

Wit

are you |

S0

you i { : But ]
ing i : ! ’

| nothing, and is too o!d. Ah, shall
would always answer, ‘A real soldier |

eéver torget that sad :
read my letter? War ‘
ness for somwe, and others find it ex- ¥
cellent. My isband. wishes for
nothiug more ardentky than that he ,
may distiaguish himselr”

“Or be crippled or-shot o l

“Oh, that only 'uappons g
ene's destiny. Your destingy,
Wus to he a Young widow.”

“And the war with Ytaly had to be
to bring it about,” | added.

*And 1 hope it may Le my destiny to

my dear l

be the wife of a brilliant young
general” said Lori, lavghingly.

“Bo another war must break out
that your ' bhusdand may be quickly
promoted, - as though that were the
simple and only purpose of the

government of the world.”

The coanversation changed to pure
goselp, of "ousin Conrad Althaus and
htﬂ.‘le\'oﬁon to Lilli; of the latest
mearciage; the last new English nove',
“Jane KEyre”; of the misdeeds of
Tor!’s French nurse; of the trouble
of changing servants, and all the
usual chatter of idle ladies.

“Now, my dear,” 1 broke in, “I must
really go, for 1 have other calls which
{ cannot put off.” At another time 1
could have been eutertained for hours
with the tittle-tattle. But today wmy
ming was elsewhere. Once more in
my carriage, I reallzed that again
there was a chauge lu me, for even
the wheels took up the refrain: Ah,
Tilling, Frederick Tilling! 3

When should I see him again? was
my one thought, for in vain I went
nightly to the theatre, and from there
to parties with the one hope. My
reception day failed to bring him.
Had I offended him? What would 1
do? I was all on fire to see him
again. Oh, for another hour's talk
with him! How I would make
amends for my rudeness! The de-

should do his duty, and ! now,

clvilization advanced. 1 felt Tlllh“l,

i you. My cousin Frederick went away
father sud- |

“Qh, she likes that; she has heard

- We resumed our whispered talk | ;i3 mother's deathbed. He adores her,
Suddenly Tilling fastened his gaze on

voles. I thought of the princess, fol | jaeeer. from Berlin in an unknown
a sydden stab, and turned my head '

' sure of that.

light of such a conversation wou'd b2
incredased a hundredfold, for I was
lling to confess what was be-
coming more than plain 1o me, that
f loved him.

The (followlng Saturday bdrought

Tilling’s cousin for a call, and her
appearance made my hearf. beat.
Would ®she tell me of him who so
constantly filled my thought? I could
not ask her directly. To speak his
name would betray me, for I even
@ushed at the thought. We talked of
in#ifferent things, even the weather,
aad the one name that Jay most at
@y heart I could not mention.

At last, without warning, she said,
“Oh, Martha, I have a message for

day before yesterday, and begs to be
rfemembered ‘o you.”

The. blood left my face, and I
gasped: “Went away? Where? Is his
regiment moved?”

“No; he has hurried to Beriin to

poor fellow, and I pity h'm."’
Two days afterwards 1 received a

hand. Without reading it I knew ft
was .from bim:— °

: Berlin, Wilhelm St., 8,

; March 30, 1863. Midnight.

My Dear Countess—I1 must tell my
gorvow to some one, yet ask myself
why do I turn to you? 1 have no right
to do so, but do 8o by irresistible im-
pulse. You will feel with me, I am

Had you Ynown :my mother, how
you would have loved her! And now!
this tender heart, this fine mind, and
charming disposition, must we put it
fato the grave—for there is no ray of
tope. Day and night I am at her bed )
—and this is her last night. Such
sullcil .z, though mow she {is quiet,
poor darling mother. Her senses are
numb and her ‘heartbeat is almost
finished. Her sister and the physiclan
are here with me. §

How terrible i3 death and separ-
ation! It comes, but how we resist
it when {t would snatch a loved one
away. What my mother means to me
{ can never tell you. She knows she
is dying. e )

This morning she recelved me with
an. exclamation of joy when I ar-
rived: “Iait you? Do 1l see once more
ay o7 Fritz? 1 feared you would
he to’.&to." @

“You will get well again, mother.”
{ cried. '

“No na thara {a-ma hane for that.

- pour out his griet?
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L.t us not waste ouyr
ss in meaningless words.,  Let
our good-bye visit.” 2Z- fell at

wde sobbing “You are “erying,

son, 1 will not tell you to stop,
for it should grieve you to part with
your best friend, and | am sure |
sha!l never be forgotten by you. Ra
member, also, that you have made my
lite very happy. Except your small
childish sickness, or the dread that |
might lose you during the time of

War, you have given me nothing but

the keensst happiness;” you have'

shared all my burdens with ma, and
for this I bless you, my darling ron.”

Another attack came on, and her
groans ol pain almost crushedgmy
beart. Obh, this last frightful enémy,
death! 1 remembered the sights of
agonized sufferers on the battle-field
and o hospitals! When I reflect that
we =oldiers sometimes joyously driva
others on to dea*h, that we urge tull-
blooded eager young men on te sacr!-
fice themseives willingly to this ter
rible enemy, agalust whom even thae
weak and bhroken-down old people
fight so bitterly-—ls it not reve'ting?

This.night Is frightfully long. If
only sleep might quiet her. But thers
she 1les, with her lids parted, suffer
ing @ Fvery balf-hour I bend over her
motionfess; then I come away to write

a few more lines-to-you, and then !

g0 to her again. It strikes four, and

one shivers at the unfeeling strides of
time as it 1nrelentingly presses on to
eternity, and at this very moment for
this ooe passionately 1loved mother
time must cease—for all eternity.

But as the cold, outer world turns du!!

to our pain, so much the more longing

ly do we seek to fly to another human.
heart which we trust and hope may
feel someé unison of feeling. And so
this white sheet attracted me, and
theretore 1 wrote this letter to you.

Seves o'clock in the morning, It
fs over. Her last words were, “Fare
well, my dear boy.” Then she closed
her eyes and slept. Sleep sourndly,
darling mother.  In grief I kiss your
dear hauds.—Yours in deepest sor-
row,

SOn.

FREDERICK TILLING

I kave this lettar still. Frayed and
faded the pages are now. For twenty-
five years it has withstood my kisses
and tears. It was sent “in deepest
sorrow”; 1 received It “shouting with
joy, @ or though there was not a
singie word of love in it, yet whers
was a plainer proof that the writer
loved me than that he should turn
to uie at his motker’s death-bed, to
In answer I sent.
& wreath - of a huadred white camel-
llas enfolding a single half-blown red
rose—the scentless white flowers for
the departed, and the glowing bloa-
som-—that was for him,

CHAPTER 1V,

Three weeks had passed. Poor
Conrad Althaus had proposed aud
been rejected by Litli. But his cour-
age remained undaunted, and he
visited us as belore,

Expressing my surprise at his loyal-
ty, 1 said, “It delights me that you
are not offended, and it proves that
youv_are not so serious, for despised
lov’otten turns into resentment!”

“You mistake me, dear cowsin; [
love Lilli to distraction. @ @irg¢ |
thought it was you whom [ omred for,
then Rosa, but now [ am certate- it
32 2nd elwarg will remain LW

Continued on  age §



