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- CHAPTER 11
THE PRINCE KOSTALERGL.

MauricE KEARNEY had once a sister
whom he dearly loved, and whose sad
fate lay very heavily on his heart, for he
was not without self accusings on the
score of it, Matilda Kearney had been
a belle of the Tnsh court and a toast at
the club when Maurice was a yonng
fellow in town; and he had been very
proud of ker beauty, and tast«d a fall
share of those altentions which often fall
to the lat n! brothers of hand«ome girls.

Then Matty wsr an heires—that is,
she had tweive 1lousand pourd« in her
own right; and Ireland was notsuch a
California as to make a very pretty girl
with twelve thousand pounds an every-
day chance. She had numerous offers
of marriage, and with, the usual luck in
such cagses, thera commonplace, unat-
tractive men with good means, and there
were clever and agreeable fellows withont
a sixpence, all alike inelligible, Matty
bad an infusion of romance 1n her nature
that few, if any, Jrish girls are free from,
and which made herdesire that the man
of her choice shonld be something out of
the common. Sbe would have liked a
soldier who had won diatinction in the
field. The ides of military fame was
very dear to her Irish heart, and ehe
fancied with what pride she would hang
upon the arm of one whuse gay trappings
and gold embroidery emblematized the
career he followed. If not a soldier, she
would have liked a great orator, some
leader in debate that men would rush
down to hear, and whose glowing worda
would be gathered up and repeated as
though inspirations : after that a poet,
and perhaps—not a painter—a sculptor,
she thought, might do.

With such aspirations as these, it js
not surprising that she rejected the of-
fers of those comforteble fellows in
Meath, or Louth, whose military glories
were militia drills, and whose eloquence
were confined to the bench of magis-
trates.

At three-and-twenty she wasin the
full blaze of her beanty; at three-and-
thirty she was still upmairied; her looks
an the wane, bul her romance stronger
than ever, not untinged, perhaps, with a
little bitterness toward that sex which
had not safforded one man of merit
enough to woo and win her. Partly out
of pigque with a land 8o barren of all that
could minister to imagination, partly in
anger wilth her brother who had been
uarging her to a match she disliked, she
went abroad to travel, wandered abuut
for a year or two, and at last found her-
self one winter at Nuaples.

There was at that time, as seoretary to
the Greek legation,a young fellow whom
repute called the handsomest man in Eu-
rope. He was a certain Spirdion Kesta~
lergi, wbhose title was Prince of Delos ;
though whether there wae such & prin-
cipality, or that he was its representative,
gociety was not fully agreed upon., At
all events, Miss Kearny met him at a
court ball, when he wore his national
costume, looking, it must be owned, so
splendidly handsome that all thought of
his princely rank was forgotten in pre-
sence of & face and figure that recalled
the highest triumpha of ancient arv. It
wag Antinous come to lfein an em-
broidered cup and a gold-worked jacken,
it was Antinous with a voice like Mario,
and who walized to perfection. This
splendid oreature, a modern Alcibiades
in gilts of mind and graces, soon heaid,
among his other triumphs, how a rich
and bandsome Irish girl had fallen in
love with him at tirst sight. He had him-
self Dbeen struck by her good looks and
her stylish air ; and learming that there
could be no doubt about her fortune, he
Jost po time in making his advances.
Before the end of the first week of their
aequaintanoe, he proposed. She referred
him to her brother beture she could con-
sent; and though, when Kostalergi in-
quired among her English friends, none
had ever heard of a Lord Xilgobbin, the
fact of his being Irish explained their
jgnorance, not to say that Kearney’s re-
ply, beipg a positive refusa] of . cunsent,
go lully satistied the Greek that it was
g good thing,” he pressed hissuit with a
most passionate ardor ; threatened to
kill himself if she persisted in rejecting
him, and go worked upon her heart by

his devotion, or on her pride by the
thought of his position, that xhe yielded,
and within three weeks from -the first
day they met she became the Princess of
Delos. .
When a Greek, holding any publicem-
ploy, mazries money, his government is
usuaily prudent enough 10 proraote him.
It is a recognition of the merit that others

| have discovered, and  wise administra.

tion marches with the inventions of the
age it livesin. Knstalerei’s chief was
onmequeut.l{l recalled, suffered to fall
back upon his previous obscurity —he
had been a commitsion agent for a house
in the Greek trade—and the Prince of
Delos gnzetted as Minister Plenipoten-
tiary of Greece, with the firat class of St.
Salvador, in recognition of his services to
thestate ; noonebeing indiscreet enough
to add that the aforesaid services were
comprised in marrying an Irishwoman
with a dowry of—to quote the Athenian
Hemera—* three hundred and fifty thon

sand drachmas.”

For awhile—it was & very brief while
—the romantic mind of the lrish gir.
was raised to a sort of transport of en-
j yment. Here was everything—more
than everything—her mosl glowing im-
agination bad ever conceived. Love, am-
bition, station, all gratified, tnough, to
be sure, she had quarreled with her
brother, who had returned her last letter
unopened. Maurice, she thought, was
too good-hearted to bear a long gradge ;
he would see her happiness, he would
hear what & devoted and good husband
her dear Spiridion had proved himgelf,
and he would forgive her at last.

Though, as was well known, the Greek
envoy received but a very moderate
salary from his government, and even
that not paid with a strict punctuality,
the legalion wis maintained with a
splendor that rivaled, if not surpassed
those of France, England or Russin. The
Prince of Delus led the fashion in equip-
age, as did the Princess in toilet ; their
dinners, their balls, their fetes attracted
the curiosity of even the highest to wit-
ness them ; and to such a degree of no-
turiety hud the Greek hospitality attain-
ed, that Naples at last admitted that
without the Palazzo Kostalergi there
would be nothing to attract strangers to
the capital.
Play, so invariably excluded from the
habits of an ambassy, was carried on at
tnis legation to such an excess that the
clubs were completely deserted, and all
theyoung men of gambling tastes flocked
here each night, sure to find lansquenet
or faro, and for stakes which no public
table conld poesibly supply. It was not
alone that thialife of a gambler estranged
Kostalergi from his wifle, but that the
scandal of bis infidelities had reached
her also, just at thetime when some
vague, glimmering suspicions of his at
ter worthlesaness wers breaking on her
mind. The biith of a little girl did not
seem in the slightest degree to r -new the
ties between them; on the contrary, the
embarrassment ot a baby and the cost it
must eutail were the only considerations
he would entertain, and it was a constant
question of his—uiterad, too; with a
tone of sereasm that cut her tothe heart:
“Would not her brother—the Lord Ir-
landais—like to have that babv? Would
she not write and ask him ?” Unpleasant
stories had long been rife about the play
at the Greek legation, when a youag Rue-
sian secretary, of high family and in-
fluence, lust an immense sum under cir-
cumstances which determined him to re
fuse payment. Kostalergi, who had been
the chief winner, refused everything like
inquiry or examination—in fact, ke made
investigation impossible; for the cards,
which the Russian had declared to be
marked, the Greek gathered up slowly
irom the table and threw them into the
fire, pressing his foot upon them in the
flames, and then calmly retorning to
where the other stood, ne struck him
ncruss the face with his open hand, eay-
ing, as be did it: * Here is another debt
to repudizate, and before thesame witness,
algo I

The outrage did not admit of delay,
the arrangements were made in an in-
stant, and within half an hour—merely
time enough to send for a surgeon, they
met at the end of the garden of the lega-
tion. The Raoveian fired first, and, though
& consummate pistol-shot, agitation at
the - insult 80 unnerved him that bhe
misesed ; his ball cut the knot of Kouta-
lergi’s cravat. The Greek took a calm
and <deliberate aim, and sent hie bullet
through theother's forehead. He fell
without & word, stone dead,

Though the duel had been & fair one,

and the proces verbal drawn up and agreed

on both sides shnwed that all had been
loyally, the friends of the young Russian
had influence to make the Greek guvern-
ment not only recall the envoy, but
actually the mission itself.

Forsome years the Kostalergis lived
in retirement at Palermo, not knowing,
nor known to,any one. Their means
were now 80 reduced tha* they barely
sufficient for daily life, acd though the
Greek prince—as he was orlled—oon-
stantly appeared on the public prome-
nade weil dressed, and in all the pride of
his handsome figure, it was currently
said that his wife was dyinz of want.

It was only after long and agotizing
suffering that she veatured to write to
her brother, and appeal to him for ad-
vice and assistance. But at last sha did
80, and a correspondence grew up which,
in & measure, restcred the affection be-
tween them. When Kostalergi discover-
ed the sonrce from which his wretched
wife now drew her consolation and her
coursge, he forbade her to writea more,
and himeelf addressed a letter to Kearney
80 insulting and offensive — charzing
him even with ecausing the disconi of his
home, and showing the letter to his wile
betore sending it—that the poor woman,
Jong failing in health and broken down,
gank soon after, aand died so destitute
that the very funeral was paid for by a
subscription among her countrymen.
Kostalergi had lelt her Bome days before
her death, carrying the girl along with
him, nor was his whereabouts learned for
a considerable time.

When next he emerged. into the world
it was at Rome, where he gave lessons
in music and modern languages, in many
of which he was & proficient! His splen-
did appearance, his captivating address,
his thorough tamiliarity with the modes
of society, gave him the snirse to many
houses, where his talents amply reguited
the hospitality he received. He possessed,
among his other gifts, an immense
amouat of plausibility, and people found
it, beaides, very difficult to believe ill of
what well-bred, scmewhat retiring man,
who, in circumstances of the very nar-
rowest fortune, not only looked and
dressed like & gentleman, but actually
brought up a daughter with a degree of
care and an amount of regard to her edu-
cion that made him appear & model
parent.

Nina Kostalergi was then about seven-
teen, thongh she looked at least three
years older. She was a tall, alight, pale
girl, with perfectly regular fealures—so
classic in the mold, and so devoid of any
expression, that she recalled the face one
secs on & oameo. Her hair was of won-
drous beauty—that rich gold-color which
has “reflets* through it, as the light
falls full or faint, and of an abundaonce
‘hat taxed her ingenuity to dress it.
They gave her thesobriquet of the Titian
Girl at Rome whenever she appeared
abroad.

In the only letter Kearney had re-
ceived from his brother-in-law after his
sister's death waa an insolent demand for
a sum of money, which he alleged that
Kearney wae unjustly withholding, and
which be now shreatened to enforce by
law. “I am well aware,” wrote he
* what measare of honor or honesty [am
to expect from & man whose very name
and designation are a deceit. But bro-
bably pradence will suggest how much
better it would be on this occasion to
stimulate rectitude than risk the shame
of an open expostre.”

To this gross insult Kearney never
deigned any reply ; and now more than
two years passed without any tidings of
hie disreputable relation, when there
came one morning & Jetter with the Ro-
man post-mark, and addressed, © & M.n-

Chateau de Kilgobbin, en Irland.” To the
honor of the officials in the Irish post-
office, it was forwarded to Kilgobbin with
the words, “Try Maunce Kearney,
Esq.,” in the curner.

A glance at the writing showed it was
not in Kostalergi’s hand, and altera mu-
ment or two of hesitatson, Kearny open-
ed it. He returned at once for the
writer’s name, and read the words,
* Nina Kostalergi?—his sister’s ohild !
“ Poor Matty,” was all he could say for
some minutes, He remembered the
letter in which ahe told him of her little
girl’s birth, and implored his forgiveness
for herself and bis love for her baby, 1
want both, ny dear brother,” wrote she :
“for though the bonds we make fur our-
selves hy ovur passions -—"  And the
rest of the sentence was ernged—she evid-
ently thinking she had delineated alil
that could glve o ¢lew to u despondent

reflection,

sieur le Vicomte de Kilgobbein, a son |8

The present letter was written in Eng-
lish, but in that quaint particular hand
Iialians often write in. It began hy agk.
ing forgiveness for daring to write to him,
and recalling the details of the relation.
ship between them, as though he cnunld
not have remembered it. “Iam, then,
in my right,” wrote she, “ when [ ad-
dr-ss you as my dear, dear unele, of
whom 1 have heard 8o much, and whose
name was in my prayers ere I knew why
Tknelt to pray.”

Then followed a pious appeal—it wae
actually a ory for protection. Her
father, she said, had determined to de-
vote her to the stage, and already had
taken stepe tosel her—she said she
used the word advisediy—for so many
yenrs to the impresario of the Fenice at
Venioe, her voice and musicul skill being
such as to give hope of her becoming s
prima donna. She had, she said, fre-
frequently sung atb private parties at
Roe, but only knew within the luat fow
days that she had been, not a gnest, but
a paid performer. Overwhelmed with
the shame and indignity of this false po-
aition, she implored her mother’s brother
10 compassionate her. ‘** If I coull not
become a gnverness, [ could be your ser-
vant, dearest uncle,” she wrote. “I only
ank a roof to shelter me and & refuge.
May [gotoyou? [ would beg my way
on foot, if only knew that at the last
your heart and your door would be open
to me, as I fell at your feet, knew that I
was gaved.”

Until a few days ago, she said, she had
by her some little trinkets her mother
had left her, and on which she counted as
s means of escape; but her father had
discovered them, and taken them from
her.

“1f you answer this—and oh, let me
not doubt you will—write to_me to the
care of the Bignori Cnyani & Battistella,
bankers, Rome. Donot delay, but re-
member that [ am friendless, and, but
for this chance, hopeless  Y.ur niece,

* NINA KOSTALERGL”

While Kearney gave this letter Lo his
daughter toread, he walked up and down
the rcom with his head bent and his
hands deep in his pockets,

“J think I know the answer you’ll
send to this, papa,” said the girl, looking
up at him with a glow of pride and af-
fection in her face. I do no! need that
you should say it.”

“It will take fifty—no, not filty, but
five-anid-thirty pounds to bring her over
here, aud how is she to come uli alone P

Kate made no reply ; she knew the
danger sometimes of interrapting his
own solution of & difficulty.

‘She's a big girl, I suppose, by this—
fcurteen or fitteen?”

“ Over nineteen, papa.”

“ 8o she is—I was forgetting. That
scoundrel, her father, might come safter
her here he'd bave the right, if he wish-
ed to enfurce it, and what a scandal he'd
bring upon us ail”

“ But would he caretodo it ? Is he not
more likely to be glad to be disembar-
rassed of her charge 7"

“ Not if he was going to sell her—not
if he could convert ber into money.”

““ He has never been in Engiand; he
may not know how far the law would
give him any power aver her.”

“ Don't trast that Kate ; a blackguard
always can find out how much is1n his
favor everywhere, If he doean’t knowit
now, be'd know it the duy after he
landed.” He paused an instunt, and then
snid: ¢ There will be the devil to pay
with old Peter Gill, for he’ll want all the
cash I ean scrape together for Loughres
fair. He counts on having eigh'y sheep
down there at the long crolts, and a cow
or ]two besides. That’s money’s worth,
irl”

Another silence followed, after which
he said: “And I think worse of the
Greek scoundrel than all the coat.”

“Somehuw, I have no fear that he'll
come here,”

“You’'ll have tn talk over Peter, Kitty
—he alwayssaid Kitty when he meant
to coax her. * He will mind you, and at
all evenis you don’t care about his
gruombling. Tell him it’s a sudden ecall
on me for railroad share, or—" and here
he winked knowlngly—*suy, it’s goin
to Rome the money iy, and for the Pope!”

“That's an excellent thought, papa”
said she, langhing: “ T'll certainly tell
the money is gning to Rome, and yon'll
write soun—yon see with ‘what anxiety
she expects your answer.” :

“ 'l write to-night when the house is
quiet, and there’s no racket nor disturb-
auce sbont me” No, though Kearney

said this with a perfect conviction of its
_truth and reasonableness, it would hava



