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O,

The Czar and the Cantatrice.

CHAFPTER L

It was a cold, mainy day towards the end of
January, and Gelta Dechon wae loitering through
the spacious rooms of the British Musewn with
that listlessness, with which one is apt to sannter
about & muscum on o duolly rainy day, She some-
times lolled over the glnss cuses of coing, some-
times admiring an Etrusean vase, sometimes
studying the sarcophagns of an Egyptian mummy,
and sometimes trying to comprehend the allegor-
ical paintings on the lofty ceilings.

‘Whilst she was gazing abont in this idle way
her attention was attracted to a distant door at
the end of the room, which, though she had many
times visifed the room before, she had never ob-
served, The door was closed,but overy now and then
would open and some solitary being would stesl
forth, when instantly it would close again. There
was an air of mystery ahout this that piqued her
languid curiosity, and she determined to attempt
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the DEHE T of L'_lmu':._ gtrait, and to explore the
unknown regions beyond. Ble tried to open the
door but found it locked; she knocked, but no
response.  1hen & monotonous volee reached her,
saying, **The bell to the right, Madam!1”

Bhe turned towards the Feyptian mummies,
whenee the sound seemed to come, thinking, ** Can
this be a remnant of Cleopatra’s voiee? '’ Then for
the first time that afterncon she perceived the
attendant who was drowsily sitting between two cof-
fined mummies; and who was now with half-awaken-
ed gestnres trying to indieate the bell to the right.

Gelta saw it and thanked him. Tpon pulling
the bell the door _yiﬂld&d to her hand with that
freility with which the portals of enchanted eastles
yicld to the sdventurous knight errant.

She found hergelf in a narrow, ghort pussage,
and was confronted by an attendant who, indieat-
ing aregister to the left which was on a ]Ligh desl,
said, ** Please sign your full name and address.”

After conforming with the rule, she entered the
only apartment leading from the passage. Bhe
found herself in a sinall, sgoare room whose walls
were surronnded with glass cases. About the
room were placed long stands, which also upheld
glass cases containing preeions gems and some
of the finest enf camecz, A linshed stillness
reigned throngh this apurtment, excepting, as the
guard at the entrance, after baving thoroughly
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serutinized the new-comer, shifted his position of
drowsy watchfulness. While she was standing
before the famous Portland Fase, drinking in its
beauaties, her attention was, for one brief moment,
attracted to a person who had just entered the
room, and who scemed to be gazing at her. He
was about twenty-four years of age, medium
height, and lLad a style of countenance between
the Roman and the Gresk—a head that would have
ploased a painter—his gray-blue eyes, though
eold in expression, had the gleam of a poetical
gonl. There was a dignity in his whole appear-
ange that indicated a beiong of a different order
from the bustling race around him; he was a
scion of ths Imperial Rusgian family, the Grand
Duke Ivan Demetriva.

Gelta, aftor a hurried glance at the new-comor
80 88 to assuro herself it was nob an acquaintanco
whosa attention she had attracted, continmed
deeply interested in the different relies.

Amid the gloom and travail of cxistonce, sud-
denly to beheld a beautiful being, snd as in-
stantaneonsly to fesl an overwhelming convietion
that with that fair form forever our destiny must
be entwined ; that there is no more joy but n her
joy; that in her sighs of love, in her smile of
fondness, hereafter is all bliss; to be willing to
violate in her favor every duty of society ; this is
to bo a lover, and this is real love! Yes, 1t was
this mighty passion that now raged for the first
time in the heart of Demetrius, as pale and trem-



