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DIPLOMAT’S DIARY

Desgmber 30,—Would -God I had never
seen the Princesse Flavie, or Madame Harnay,
thut miscralle sycophant, as cruel and wicked
8 epunsellor to her royal mistress as sho has
been & false fricnd to me and others! Waa ever
# vt caught in goch & hole! What! Tamin
bad oder al courl; and with the Empress;
must decamp [or the nonee because a slly
woman and & base one have . o .

Well, they fancied, did they, that they eould
k0 dispose of me, so encompass and frap me?
Did they think that becanse I um a bluff, honest,
outapoken sort of fellow, and loyal to my sov-
ereign, I could be taken in such a broken net?

There were too many holes in it, mesdames, and
"8
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you forgot that a grizzled diplomat who has
lenrned the arts of dissembling and of strategy
goon recognizes and fuithoms such jejune ma-
NEILVTES,

Gott in Himmel! here I am sent off on this
fool’s errand in the depth of what promises to
Le s Siberian winter, so that & broken heart
ghall have time to mend itself and a ripple of
idle gossip to subside. Itiz too absolutely ab-
gurd! What a twinkle there was in the old
man’s eyes, to be sure, when he bade me fure-
well! ¢« This mission is & delicate one,” he
gaid, “ but w man who eun cxtricato himesell
feom the hunds of his encmies as you did at
8, can beard the Czar in his den, Narishkine
et Cig! Only fo you woald I intrust this
secret trust.” Beloved old man! He pressed
iy hand warmly.

“ Va, fu ez un brave garpon I he said.

“Brave?” Yes, brave, as the world goes
here! Brave to prefer my own name and my
own laurels, my own modest fortune and self-
won honors, to the slavery of a hateful union
the titles won by a low compact and the ill-
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starred gains of a wealth wrung from the
foolizh affeciion of an hysterie girl.

Bsh! And to say T did hesitate one mo-
ment! There is the blemish on my ‘senteh-
eon! The one weakness L blush for to-night
under my eap, in the stuffy wagon of this
dirly train, which is puffing me away towards
the haven where T would not be.

Yea, T wus lired. I, strong, selfnurtnred,
seliveliant I, hesitated a moment.  What was
it for? The girl? The iMustricus conneetion
The hunting-grounds in the Hartz Mountains ?
Leisure and indolenco? The . . . booty?
No! Ten thousand times no!

What was it, then, thut made me chicken-
hearted for an hour? Tired, old wan, tirad !
1 remember that an anclent sage aaid, ® Go
not thon o meet thy fite; it is secking thee,”
or words to that cffeet (I was never an apt
guoter), and 1 told myself this was the shib-
boleth, and that the Princesse Flavie was my
fate, and Madame Harnay its messenger. Not
an angsl one, surely !

Bon! Tere we stop; the Ruesian oppogite
1#
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enorts as londly as the engine, and, waking
up, asks me to give him a light for his ciga-
rette. I light my own, and T look out through
the dim smoke on the litile wayside station,
People are getting out hurriedly to take a
train for Breslan.© A splendid couple are
walking up and down, hoth hogely tall and
wrapped in fors. The lady has wesry blue
cyes, which aro effective. They are fillowed
by “smart” servants, as the Tnglish suy. I
think they wmst be themselves English or
porhaps Eussian. They are nnknown to me.
The lady is efie 1o a big, grand way; not like
a Porisivn, The man looks like an offiver,
There! they have vanished into the waiting-
roony, snid I ghall sce them no more forever.
My neighbor, the Russian, wishes to talk
My thovghts not being agreeable, T am not
averse to Tlistening,  Tle tells me his naymo is
Panl Pantchoulitzew, Tle gives me his card,
and I find he is a gentiThomme de la chambre de
S M. PEmpereur de Rusede, u title somowhat
vague, and wlich, I believe, is conferred on
nobody in particular for no particular motive,



