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■ 11 20 THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.■ ; Jan., 1886: I1 to the gratification of my wounded vanity, the 
lovely Pole leant forward and said, “Lord Courton

—3-------- » 1 would beer you to hand me to mv
carriage. My chaperon deserted me, leaving me in
amHeft me alon^’ a“d h6' t0°’has playcd trua“t 

I could not but be sensible of the honor Intended 
me, and with a triumphant glance at the disap
pointed swains around me, led the coun
tess from the room. I fancied that she 
leant on me rather more than was absolutely ne
cessary, and in return for the discrimination she had 
shown In choosing me from among the common 
held, I begged permission to call the next moraine 
which request was graciously granted.

“Come and sit down on the sofa by me,” I said, 
resuming -nv usu 1 drawling impertinent manner. 
Hith»rto I bad been uinat rally polite.

“I s all do nothing of thelind, s e said, drawing 
up her slieht figure. I hate 1 our Engli h wax s 1 It 
you wan to talk to me, go and sit en that chair and 
give me the sofa.”

WasTaBguage like this ever addressed to an 
“eligible” with forty th-usand a year? I was so 
surprised, that I forgot to be angry.

“But we are cousins. Effie,” said I. “ 
that make anv difference ?”

“Yes,. enerally,” she replied : but then-----” She
blushed intensely, and stopped in gre t conf • sion.

“Hut then—what?” 1 repeated,—‘"O nothing 1" 
said Effie.

“But I want to understand this mysterious, ‘noth
ing,’ ” said I.

Well then,” said she, speaking with an effort, 
“perhaps it is better that I should tell you at once 
Before you came, T heard that you were one of those 
men who fancy that every woman tv y meet has 
designs urn n them, and I detest w en of thaï sort. 
You may ne quite sure that you are safe wit 

For t: e first time for years 
shame. What a f ol I must npear in the eyes • f 
the world, * hen a mere child could talk to me in 
this way 1

“I am sorry you think so badly of me,” I said. 
“What can I do tj induce you to change your 
opinion ?”

“Well, if yon like, we will be friends,” she rep'ied, 
and with a charming mixture of childish hesit tion 
and womanly dignity she held out her hand. “To 
tell th*- truth,” she continued, laughing, “it is no use 
yi ur doing ‘the grand’with me ; for ever since I saw 
you asleep w ith your mouth wide open I nearly die 
of Liugnter every time 1 look at you.”

Breakfast appeared, and Effie busied herself with 
the coffee ; she evidently wished to be a friend by 
deed as well as word.

1 had not felt so free from ennui for a long time, 
and I mental!" compared my solitary bachelor 
breakfasts in London with the pleasantness of my 
present quarters. I do think that, confiding in 
Effie’s youth and consequent freedom from designs 
on my person and property, I should have proposed 
on the spot, had not the entrance of my aunt cnang- 
ed the curent of my thoughts. Her ladyship en
tered with the contents of the rouge-pot fresh upon 
her cheeks. I cannot imagine why she persisted in 
that vile fancy. She was pretty enough for her age, 
had a fleer figure than either of her daughters, and 
w-s altogether an elegmt-lookV-g woman. She 
greeted me most affectionately, »nd praised 
Euphemia for being such a good little housekeep r.

Abouta week after mv arrival I escorted tie 
ladies to the Opera. Effie loved music, and on her 
account I had been at some trouble to procure the 
best available box in the house. Czillag sang, and 
the whole of the music was admirably rendered. 1 
noticed a crowd of glasses turned towards our loge, 
and looked at Effie, expectin if to see the usual 
young ladyish conscious unconsciousness on her 
face. To my S' rprise I saw that the piece had en- 
gr ssed her whole attention. She leant forward on 
the scarlet cushions, her lips apart with ea erness ; 
one Utile hand supported her glowing cheek : the 
other, ungloved, lay on her lap ; and ever and anon 
as the reroine passionately reproached her false 
lover, or bemoaned h's desertion, she clinched her 
slight lingers or let her arm fall listlessly to her side 
At the end of the stcond act, she drew a long 
breath.

“What do von think of it, Courton ?” she asked • 
“is it not eau1 if 1’” ’

“Beautiful indeed !” I repeated abstractedly for 
watching her and not the heroine on the

1
~—e turned from me impatiently. Had she ex

pected some more sensible remark ? A knock »t the 
door of the box, and a tall slight man entered He 
was remarkably handsome, ai d 1 felt furious when 
my aunt and cousin greef ed him with every app 
ance of pleasure. He was introduced to me as C< 
Stabletski.

1 hated the man before I saw h'm : for ever since 
I had been in Vienna I had he rd of nothing hut 
these confunded s tabletskis, first the count a d then 
the counte-s. I instantly set him donnas some 
rascally Pole, who imagined my little cousin a mil
lionnaire. Fearing he might be successful made me 
perfectly savage, and turning my head towards the 
stage, I left him undisputed possession of the two 
ladies.

“But where is Pauline ?” asked Effie in French.
She was obliged to rem in with mv unele'to-

nieht," was t e reply. “He is called-----”
The rest of the sentence war l ist, for the count 

le8nt forward till hi- ling moustaches almost 
touched the flowers in my cousin's hair, and I loric- 
ed to knock the fell w down.

ToeoDt-rr. over, and I wap obliged to offer 
Lidy Casile-Cmnell my arm to tbe carriage, while 
the horrid Pole esc rted Effie. That nlgot I was 
nearly in love! Morning co led my brain. T per
ceived that mv aunt and cousin hid combined and 
laid a deep plot (in whi -h the Pole bad a part) to 
entrap me, and I was determined not to be entrapped.

I would no*, however, expose r.tvsalf to Effle’s slv 
attempts at fisdnation. That childish 
all put on. Women are sc 
to md, an 1 Effie was 
l would not avoid

tried in vain to draw me into conversation. Effie 
langted, and said that I had fallen i- love «in 
some unknown fair one at tbe Opera, and 
b* arablv cross in co> sequence.

Nr w I never liked bt ins langhed at ; T was not at 
all accustomed to i ; and I thought itex’remrlv 
strange and uncomfortable to be made » butt for 
Effie's amusement. It was n > good trying t ■ st p 
h-r, and my onh res urce wss to inform her V a 
the horses would be kept waiting. Sbe did not de
tain me, bat came down In got d time— looking 
lovely in her dark blue rWIng-hault a> d 11" tie 
plumed bat. I was not to be can ht though by this 
aVention to my wishes: so I as«is*ed her into the 
saddle without a word. I remember toat my heart 
heat when I held her tiny foot in my band. At the 
time I wondered why-1 know now.

Oar ride was delightful. Effie. like all Irish girls, 
rrde well aid fearlessly. N-arlyeveryone we met 
turned round and looked at her admiringly. I 
thought her very designing that afternoon. ‘The 
Pole (I hate tne man’s name) bad been calling on 
the ladies that morning, and I felt sur- that hi- 
visit accounted for Effie’s' extreme am>aii ity t'>- 

a*ds me The brute wants to induce me t > marry 
Effie, that he biros- If may make an ea«v victim < f 
mv aunt. He doubtless thinks “maiadi” a rich 
join tare.

A few nigh's after onr ride in the Prater the 
long-talked of ball at he British Embassy came off. 
Enohemia was wild with delight, and for two or 
three d-ys beforehand express, d such childish 
pleasure at the thought of coming formally out, 
that I was almost thr wn off my gnard : not qt lie, 
though. Lady C stle-Connell was too knowing,— 
she over-reacted betself. S-m talked so much of 
her daughter’s Innocent delight that my old auspi- 
ci ns of the P lisb p'ot was revived.

On the night rf the ball I managed to get Mr.
C---- . th • secretary rf tbe legation, to give bis arm
to my aunt and thus secured Effie for myaelf.

I am not fond < f being encutr bered with mi<*dle- 
ag* d females ; they bor“ one even more than girls : 
and besides, no’witbst nding her aup'icity. I had 
some regard for my cousin, though I bad not gi 
no mv idea of falling in love with some one else to 
a, ite her.

I wa« looking about me for a obair whereon to 
dep sit my cousin, when al-idy entered so extreme
ly beautiful, that a fert of bushed mnrmar or ad
miration arose. Imagine the most exquisite G reel in 
statute, tti fate illumit ed by a pair of wondr- -us 
eyes, its long waves of hair bound bv golden fillets 
and bright jewels ; clothe it in crinol'ne, and in othe r 
respe.ts, modern at ire, and you have before you 
the figure I was looking at.

“Go d Heaven - !”I ex Jaimel. touching Effie’s 
shoulder, “how surpassingly lovelv! Wh . is she ?”
‘Why that is C urt Stabletskis sist-r,” s-e re- 

nl'ed. She is thought the greatest beauty in 
Vienna. Pei haps yon would like to be introduced,” 
she added : rather sarcieticolly I thought.

I hnrg back ; I was annoy ed at findi- g my Grecian 
divinity was sister to the odious Pol** j however a 
pretty woman is worth knowing anywhere, so 1 
» ent through the ceremony of presentation The 
nymph with ’he wondrous eves slightly lif ed thorn 
and bowed mdifferertly; then, seizing on Effie! 
poured forth a long speech ib the 1 urest French 
expressive of her rapture at seeing her again Au ’ 

“J only returned yesteidiy.” she said.’“or 1 
should have paid you a visit before now. I caught 
a glimpse of you on horseback from 
You were with your cousin, I think ?”

I had par'll- withdrawn fr< m theim lediate circle 
round the enurt-es, but she so oirected her qu- s- 
tlon that I could not but advance and reply 

“You are v*ry fortunate in having snob a lovelv 
cousin." she remarked, as Effie went off under her 
partner’s charge.

The countess did not dance ; It was not her style 
and she knew it. 1 ’

I mattered some vapid compliment “that mv 
cousin’s beauty was as comoetely eclipsed by the 
speaker’s o-n charms as the sun outshines *he 
moon and I did but express mv thoughts. Coun
tess Stab'etski s was the verv perfe -tion of loveli
ness-form, cont ur, and col-ring. She must' have 
been beautiful anywhere : and. attired as she was 
with almost regal magnificence, her head and bust 
blazing with jewels, sie completely dimmed Effie’s 
ideal face : for my cousin’s charm consisted far 
more in refined delicacy of expression than in her 
really pretty features.

I am n t fond of dancing, so f took up my station 
rear the fauteuil in which the Grecian g >ddess was 
worshipped and rejoiced like a demon when I ob
served the descairing glances wi:h my lady aunt 
cast at me 'rom time to time. I can’t flatter my
self that I enjoy* d much conversation with the 
beautiful Pauline : there were far too manv candi
date* for words and sooth s for me to obtain more 
than a scanty portion, and the pri cijal pari of mv 
evening was spent in watching her prrfe tface.

I he guests were departing; and I, forgetting mv 
suspicions, advanced to hand my cousin to the 
carriage. I had almost reached her, when I saw the 
Pole, who had made himself so actively obnoxious 
ever since my arrival In Vienna, offer'his arm. 1 
angrily stood aside to let them pass.

What a consummate flirt!” I thought, as Effie 
passed me without recognition. 
fiftn5r.n*î!Sef f *° believe then that any woman from 
fifteen to forty-five could be oblivious to my pre- 
sence.
J/£U™fd,towards Vie Countess Stabletski, who 

H* depart. A whole crowd of adorers and 
o. h 1 v i stK°d wai.tine, m hopes of being permitted 

. bouquet, to cloak her, or to hand her 
down the staircase. I stood sulkily aloof; 1 had 
todr,?nvUg^ for 0ne evening, and was determined 
to make no more advances. To my joy, or rather
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she said with her bewitching smile; “I loW.our 
Snhappy^ountry.*” truly 8ympatW«> with my

Her beautiful eyes filled with tears as she spoke- 
then, mastering the momentary emotion, and fixing 
them, bright and glowing, on me, as though sheW?“^elf ine'^at you'too love6 Poland!” pass^,nate‘

,1::i
■4

me.” 
crimsoned with

iy.
I don t know what the deuce was the matter 

with me that night: I am almost ashamed to own 
it; but it Is a fact that I, who had withstood the 
most desperate efforts of the most rabid 
hunters living—the mothers of Belgravia and May- 

11 "became spooney under the ardent gaze of the 
Polish Circe, and like any love-sick boy fresh from 
sake t0 d her 1 could love anything for her

The next morning I breakfasted in my room. I 
hadresolved to fall in love with the Countess Stab
letski and thus destroy Effie’s schemes for an es- 
tablishment. Fully did I realize the awful change 
which would take place if I transformed the penni
less daughter of an Irish earl into an English peer- 
ess. Farewell, then, to that soft brown dress and 
plain white collar, bought and put on for the ex
press purpose of winning not me, but my broad 

* FarÇweH to the tete-a-tete breakfasts, which 
i had found so dangerously pleasant: The simple 
dress, the domestic habits, the winning smiles, 
would be discarded like a masquerade dress on the 
thealtar “ whlch 1 led my newly-made bride from

lived with an aunt who was never oft the sofa, 
her obnoxious brother had taken himself off some
where. I had had to give satisfaction more than 
once on her account-to an Hungarian officer, 
to whom she had been rather gracious before my 
arrival, and to a fiery Roman Prince. I enjoyed 
sarie8“Preme p easure of winging both these adver-

My aunt was in despair at my infatuation, and 
actually took upon herself to call me to account 
for my devotion to "that foreign adventuress,” as 
she presumed to call Pauline. To her horror, I in
formed her that I should consider myself the hap
piest man on earth the day that I presented Pau
line to her as a niece. Lady Vastle-Connell posi- 
t’rely shrieked when I made that avowal, and
ifÆi!r‘roVenry P?le- J suppose she did not like 
to thmk of the Courton diamonds on Pauline’s brow, 
bhe had probably accustomed herself to think of 
them as in her own possession.

Several months thus passed away. I had made the 
countess a formal offer, and had met with such an
on in Vienna^8*1’38 induced me to remain hanging

One evening hastening as usual to Pauline, I 
found her fearfully agitated. Her breath came by 
hard, labored gasps, her bosom heaved with emo- 
tion, while her glittering eyes and clenched hands 
showed the volcano about to break forth. I in
quired the cause of her sorrow.

Lisez," she replied, in a choked voice, and tossed 
a newspaper towards me.

I took it up, in hopes of an explanation, but it 
was in Polish.

Pauline’s aunt explained the cause of her niece’s 
agitation. The paper contained the first news of 
th.® . Warsaw massacres, and my Pauline, 
with her noble heart, felt every blow struck against 
her unhappy country like a dagger piercing her 
breast.

My admiration and love went on crescendo: and, 
as Spring advanced, and the tiny spark of just in
dignation wrung from a few agonized hearts, 
was fanned into a mighty insurrection, I grew al
most as enthusiastic as Pauline, and would at one 
time have freely given my whole fortune for 
Poland.

Countess Stabletski seemed at last to understand 
and appreciate mv entire devotion to her: and when 
1 again implored her to be my wife, she accepted 
me, making only one condition-I must win her with 
the sword’s point; in other words, I must join a 
band of insurgents then waiting in Galicia to cross 
the frontier. In a moment of infatuation I actual
ly consented. Pauline arranged everything for me. 
She wrote to some relations in Austrian Poland, 
with whom I wras to remain until the detachment 
was ready to set out, and even consented to 
forward about five thousand pounds, which 1 de
voted to the cause of my immorata’s country, to 
the proper authorities.

The night before I started on my wild-goose 
chase, I returned to the hotel earlier than usual.
I considered it my duty to inform my relations of 
my departure, and gloated in advance over Lady 
Castle-Connell s anguish when she should find her 
fine schemes so entirely frustrated; for, in spite 

devotion to Pauline, I think the fair lady 
stui had hopes of my estates, entailed and unen*
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„ .. . , société as I had intended I
would rat.ner s ek it, a d, if possible, I would faM 
V love ^ith, and marry «ome foreigner ; that would 
be the he-1 nunhhme't f.'r Effie’s duplicity. I 

l mPirin ^orv day- I had arranged to ride 
wi h Effie 1 • the Pnter, a d w uld there fix on 
some obj -et wor'by of my afferiion. I remained on 
the defensive all the morning. Lady Castle-Connell
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