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COUNT WALDEMAR.

1Continued.)

1said I did not think that I should Lo in Hjéres very long, but that
Mrs. Clifford, I believed, intending remaming for several months ; after
which I conld’hardly avoid adding that I hopud soon to have the pleasure
ot introducing my wife to Mrs. Seymour.

The truth is that my satisfaction at meeting with tat lady was tempered
by some misgivings as to the probable nature of her reception by NMis,
Clifford, who is not a htile panticular in the matter of chance acquaintances,
and who has never had any confidence at afl in hier husband’s powers of
discernment.  In the present nstance, however, wmy fears proved to be
groundless ; for when Mrs, Seymour came to eall, it transpired, in the
coursc of conversation, that before Ler marriage she had been one of the
Warwickshire Greys (whoever they may be), and that, of course, made it
all right. My wife pronounced herto be aeally delightful persen, and
declared emphatically that she already felt a sincere interest in her future
welfare.

The full significance of the latter phrase, which at the time | thought
rather uncalled for, did not stnke me umil a few days luter. It had
happened that, upen our artival at the Hotel d'Qrient we had tound already
ingtalled there a certain young man named Balfour, a budding diplomatist
with whom I am upon tolerably intimate terms, and whom 1 had been much
astonished to discover spending his leave i a spot so remote from the
charms of society. It was not until I had found out that he was in the

_habit of passing the greater part of his days and the whole of his evemngs
at Mrs. Seymonr’s pictty vilia on the wooded hillside that my sagacity led
ric to suspect what Mrs. Clifford, with her finer feminine wit, had divined
from the ontset. Now, as this young man was a prime favorite with my
wife—for indeed he was connected with I huow not how many noble houses
—and as, owing to an unfortunaic tardiness of birth for which he was in no
way responsible, he had but a joor share of this world's guar, it was not
difficult to understand that lady's Lenevolent anxicty with regard to Mrs.
Seymour's prospeciive happiness. .

1 solemnly declare that I had no objection in the world to the scheme
hinted above. I simply touk no interest in it at all, one way or the other.
It had nothiug o do with me. and I make it a rule aever to interfere 1wy
neighbors’ afiairs.  And yet Mrs. Chifford avers to this day that I cons:steut'y
opposed it : that I did so mercly with the objzct of annoying her, and that
certain vexatious cvents which subsequently occurred would never have
taken place at ali'but for me.  Cf the injustice, not to say the absurdily, of
these accusations, I will leave those to judge who shall have the patience to
pursue this narrative to the close.  One thing, at all events, 1 can conscien-
tiously affirm ; that it never s0 m.ch as entered my head to think of Count
Waldemar in connection with the subject : for how could [ possibly foresee
that a licutenant of German hussars, quartered in remote Stutgard, would
appear in the extreme south of France without a moment’s notice, and
create all manner of discord and unpleasantness in our midst?  Thus,
however, is precisely what happened.

It was a bitter cold evening in December.  All day long a furious and
icy mistral had been sweeping over the bare hills, driving clouds of dust
before it, ripping branches from the olives and evergreen-oaks, ctulling the
poor exotic palms, hursting open windows, slamming doors, and 1rnitating
heyond all bearing the nerves of luckless strangers. 1 was sitting in the
smoking-1oom of the hotel with young Balfour, cowering over a wood-fire,
and bewailing the inclemenicy of this quasi-southern climate.

“Is it for this,” 1 moaned. * that we have left our comfortable L.ondon
home at the mercy of a crew «f unprincipled servants 2 Is 1t for this that
1 have sacrificed my club, and my rubber of whist, aud the wproving
socicty of my fiiends?  Is nt fur this that we have cressed the Chaunel ina
gale of wind, and faced the miscries of the most comfortless railway journey
in the whole world 2 Is 1t for this—"

“There's the omnibus come in from the station,’ interrupted Balfeur.
“ More deluded unforiunates in scastn of warmth, I suppose,  How they
must be cursing their doctors !’

The front door was flung opea, letting in a gust of cold air from without.
A beavy trunk was let down with a bang upon the stone fror.  Some

noisy, cheerful persen came stumping in, Jaughing and talking with the
landlord.

= Aol fraziments of hisuihty veice
Cane rollitgg on the wind.™

# Not much wrong with Zix lungs, anyhow,” remarked Dalfour.

Could I doubt for a moement the origin of that tremendous lo-ho-ho ?
It nceded not the landlord’s smiling  announcement that “ un ami
monsiewr,” had arrived , it needed not the sight of a stalwary, fur-enveloped
figurc following closzly ujron his heels to prejare me for the agonizing grip
of both hands wherchy Count Waldemar evineed his joy and surprise at
this unexpected renewal of our fricudiy relations

He sat down before the fire, stretched ont his interminable legs, and
explained that he lad got a month's leave of abscnce from his regiment.
He cntered at once into conversation with Balfour, and would have divulged
the causc of his journey to Iyeres in the course of the first five winutes if
1 had not contrived to catch his 2ye, and check him by a succession of
hideous grimaces. He acknowledged these signals by a wink of surpassing
craftiness, and a laughing cjaculation of ** Sekhon selom £ Werde nielit mehr
plaudern,” which, sccing that Balfour speaks German as well as he docs
English, was not exactly calculated to allay any suspicions that might have
begun to trouble that young gentleman’s mind.  Still, the evening passed

off without any uutoward incident, and that was really more than I had
ventured to hope for at first.

The next morning I had to introduce the count to Mrs. Clifford, and to
this hour I cannot imagine how I could have been so insane as to tell her
privately, beforehand, that he was related to the Grand Duke of Halbacker,

Sometimes I am almost temnted to think that even white lies—and
this one, I do mainlain, was of the most harmless order—never prosper.
My sole aim was to give my young friecnd a chance of securing Mrs.
Clifford’s good will ; but, alas! the result achieved was the exact contrary
of thi. For Ballour, who, as I ought to have remembered, had served as
alluchd at more than one German court, assured her that the grand duke had
o such conuections, and my lame explanation that I was always making
mistakes about people, and that [ must have been thinking of somebody
else, did not avail to prevent her from sctting down poor Count \Waldewmar
as an impostor, and openly speaking about him as such to the other inmates
of the hotel.  Alogether it was a most unfortunaie occurreace, and did me
much harm in the estimation of those about me.

I have neither spiace nor desire to speak of the botheration which
cnsued ; of the solemn warning which my wife thought fit to address to
Mrs. Seymour ; of the latter’s appeal to the person principally concerned,
and of my own clumsy attempts to get out of an awkward predicament.
The upshot of it all was that I believe I was looked upon, for some time,
as more or luss of a detected swindler by everybody, except, indeed, by my
dear and excellent count, who would never hLave understood the mean
feeling which had led me 1o make him out a greater man thanhe was.  Now
the Von Ravensburgs were of just as good descent as the Grand Dukes of
Halbacker, he gaid : and if 1 had made a liitle mistake, who was the worse
forit? ‘Tell me, my dear Mrs. Scymour, why does Mrs. Cleefiord go out
of the s0om whenever I enter 7 Does she take me berhaps for a peeck-
pucket 1" He roared with laugiter at this funny notion.

The malter-of-course way in which Mrs. Seymour had taken Count
Waldemar's sudden appearance upon the scene puzzled me so much that at
last 1 felt impelled to ask her whether she had not been rather astonished to
see him again.

% Oh, no,” she answered quietly. ¢ He has written to me several times
since we parted at Homburg, and he always spoke in his lotters of paying
us a flying visit in the course of the winter.”

“Oh, really,” said I.  * I didn't know ,” and then I changed the schjeat,

A man does not reach my time of life, ncr spend the best part of half a
century principally in cultivating the society of his fellow-creatures, to be
scaudalized by the flirtations of a pretty woman. Consc.ousnes. of my own
wmany iufiumities has ever ‘mposed upon me u large measure of toleration for
those of others ; and when all is said and done, flirting, taken in the -
abstract, is no very heinous offence.  Nevertheless, Mrs. Seymour's conduct
n the present instance disappointed me. I had given her credit for less
vanity and more consideration for the feclings of her neighbors. Was ot
worth while 1o inflict an expensive and fruitless journey upon this innocent
young German, to sct a hitnerto harmonious party by the cars, and to get
me into trouble with Mcs. Clifford, merely for the amusement of playing off
one admirer against another 1 I was really vexed with Mrs. Seymour, and
all the more so because I had scen a good deal of her during my sojourn at
Hy¢res, and had discovered the existence of many excellent qualities
Leneath her somewhat conventional exterior.

At the same time I could not but admire the skill with which she
contrived to receive both the young men every day, and yet so to arrange
matters as that their visits should not clash. I myself, having so fex
sources of amusement at command in the place, strolled up to her vila
pienty frequently, and invariably found onc or other of the rivals there, bt
never the two  of them together. There was always some pretext, directly
traceable to Mrs. Seymour’s influence, for the dismissal of the absentee.
Now it was Baliour who had iaken Miss Grey out for a ride ; now it was
Count Waldemar who had kindly undertaken to exccute a few commis-
sions at Toulon, and who was to be driven back from the station by Mrs.
Seymour in her pony carriage. Sometimes the German, somctimes the
Englishman, was sent down to the sea-shore, three miles away, to pick up
the many colored shells which abound on that coast. I happen 1o have :
clementary knowledge of conchology, and I had the curiosity to put a fer
questions 10 Mrs. Seymour on the subject, thereby convincing myself that
if she knew a crustacean from a mollusk it was about as much as she did
She laughed when 1 1axed her with deliberate deceit, and frankly admined
that she had found it advisable to keop her friends as much as possible
-nart.

** ‘They did not get on well together from the first,” she said ; “ a1d 1
think it is always so much beiter not to try and make people Yike cach othe
unless they arcinclined that way. Count Waldemar is much too good
natured to quarrel with anybody, but he has a way of criticising you to yout
face, and of contradicting you flatly if you do not happen to agree with hi,
which people who do not know him are sometimes apt 1o take amiss. o8
Ehcn, you know, he docs rather monopolize the conversation. When heis
in the room nobody clse gets much chance of making himself heard, ad
AMr. Balfour, who is _very wellinformed and clever, and all that, is acees:
tomed 10 be listened t0."

* Preciscly so 3 and thay, of course, is quite enough to account fortwo
good fcllows hating onc another like poison,” said I, with dclicate irony.

_* Well, you kaow, Englishmen and forcigners haidly cver do manage»
hit off," he answered, in the most innocent manner in the world ; ¥ but!
should not say that they hated one another.”

They did, though, or somcthing very like it. Although, owing toth:
able tactics above alluded to, they scldom or ever met at \Mrs. Scymour’s,
every day brought thein together half a dozen times at the Hotel d'Orient:
and, to use Mrs. Clifford’s cpigrammatical expression, they never foll inwig




