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WILL the rest, there i DOE~-pare 1
had to turn the pag-e——“poor‘A.rno
Dotzky.”

T fell insensible to the floor.

CHAPTER VI

"It is all over now, Martha! Sol-
ferino is decisive. We have been
beaten.” With these words my father !
hurried to me one morning, as 1 was ‘
sitting under the linden trees iv the
garden,

I was back In the home of miy girl-
hood with my iittle Rudolf. wight
days after the great battle which left
me a widow, I returned to live with
my family in Grumitz, our country
place in Lower Austria. Just as it}
had been before my marriage, I was
surrounded by the loved ones—father,
sunt, two growing sisters, and my
fittle brother. Their kindness and
8ympathy touched my grief-stricken
' « My sorrow seemed to have
#obsetrited me In their cyes end
falsed me adove the ordinary. level.

- Next to the blood poured out by
the " soldiers on the altar of their
eountry,® the tears of the bereft
mothers, wives, and children are com-
sidered  the holiest !bations poured
oR the same altar. What was almost
a feeling of pride and herolc dignity
took poseession of me, for te have
sacrificed a beloved husband In battle
conferred upon me the equivalent of
mflitary merit, which grew to be quite
a comforting thought, and helped me
¥0 bear my sorrow. But then I was
but one of many whose loved ones
slept beneath the Italian sod. ®

No particulars were brought me of
Arne's death, other than that he had
®een found dead, recognized, and
burled. No doudt the.badby and I
were his last tuought and consolation,
and with his last breath he had groan-
ed, “I have done my duty, more than
my duty.”

“Yes, we are beaten,” sadly repeat-
ed my father as he sank on to the
bench.

“So the victims
sacrifice,” 1 sighed.

“Indeed they are to be énvied, for
they know nothing of the disgrace
which has come upon us. But we
shall gather ourselves together soon
though they say that peace must now
be concluded.”

"May God grant it!” 1 {nterrupted
“Though it 1s too late for my poor
Arno, yet thousands of others will be
spared.”

"You seem to think only of your
own sorrow, and that of private In-
d*viduals. This is Austria’s affair.”

“But is not Austria made up of in.
dividucls?”

“But, my dear child, a state and
empire has a longer and more impor-
tant existence than an individual.
Men disappear, from generation to
&encration, but the state goes on and .
on; it grows In power, fame, and
greatness, or {. crumbles, sinks, and
is lost, It it allows itself to be sur-’
passed or swallowed by other states. ]
Therefore, it 1s the highest duty of
every individual to sacrifice, suffer,
and even die, that the gxlatence, the |

wer, apd welfare of the state be
"g:?boiuted and increased.” ;
I These impressive words féemalned in |
my thought, and I noted them In my;
diary.@ They were curiously like the'
sentences in my old schoo! books, |
whose strong, clear convietions had
been quite driven from my mind of
fate, especially since Arnc” @leath,
by the confusion, fear, and pity I had
experienced. I once more hugged them
to my heart, and found consolation
and encouragement in the thought
that my darling had deen sacrificed in
& great cause, and that, in giving up
-my husband, I had done my share in
the service of my country,

Aunt, Marie had a different source
of consolation ready, however. “Stop

wera a needlees

Just before our departure from
Vienna the great mourning ceremony
had been celebrated in the cathedral
of St. Stefan, and I attended. The
“De Profundis” was sung for all our
warriors fallen and buried on foreign
soil. A catafalque had erected

In the centre of the church, lighted '

with a hundred candles and hung with
flags, arms, and military emblems
The grand pathetic requiem came from
the choir and flooded the congregation
mostly women clothed #n black and
weeping aloud. And not for her own
alone, but for the same sad fate of
all, each woman wept—for all these
poor brave brothers who had given
up their sweet young ilves for us, for
their country, the honor of their na

{ tion! And there in the backsground
stood several regiments of ilvirs .o
diers, listening to the ceremony—a. |

waiting and ready to follow the r
fallen comrades without a murmur or
fear. These clouds of incense, th-
swelling voice of the organ, the fer
vent petitions, the common woe pour
ed out in tears and groans must surely
have risen to a well-pleased heavenly
ear, and the God of armies and battles
must certainly shower down His bless-
ing on those to whom tais catafalque
was ralsed.

These were the thoughts that came
to me, and which I wrete in my journal
when. [ described the mourning cele
bration. @ e
'+ Two weeks after the defest of Sol-

ferino came the news of the peace of |

Villa Franca. My father gave himseif
B0 end of pains to explain to me how
Secessary for political reasolm @ this
Peace had Decome. | assurek Alm
that 1t was very joyfu! news to me
to know that there was an end to ail
this fighting and dying. But he ocoa-
tinuad at leneth to avaleie
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“YOu must not ror one instantiningk,”
he sald, “that even though {in: this
peace we have made concessicas, we
have thereby sacrificed ourguigrity.
We Austrians know perfectly what we
are about. It {s not the little check
we got at Solferino whioh makes us
gilve up the game. - Far from it. We
could easily have routed them with
another army corps, and forced the
eaemy from Mllan, but, dear Martha,
there are other thinga involved—great
prineiples and objects. We do not
cease to push the war further, lest
these Sardinian robbers and their
French hangman-ally should yash tato
other portions of Itaiy—Modena and

uscany—whers dynastles are fn
power which are related to our im-
pertal family; pay, they might ad
vance even aguinst Rome itself, and
endaneer the -Holy Father—the Van-
duls!® By giving up Lombardy we
. :ap Venetla, and can assure the Holy
See and the southern Itallan states of
our support. Thus, my dear, you see,
it is only for political reasons and
for the sake of the balance of power
in Burope——"

“Oh, yes, father, I see it I broka
in. “It is a pity that they could not
bave planned it all before Magenta!”
I sighed bdittorly, and, to change the
subject. I poifuted to a package of
Dooks which had Just arrived from

your crying, my dear,” she would say | Vienna,

when she found me crushed anew with
‘my grief. “Is it not selfish to mourn
for him who is now 80 bappy? From
‘up among the saints he is even now
fooking down and blessing you. The
years will pass quickly when you will
join him there. For the Neroes of
battle heaven prepares a speeial place
of rest. Happy are those who are
_called from this earth while perform-
ing a sacred duty. Next In glory to
td% Christian martyr eomes the dying
soldfer.” gt Tl
“Then F am to refoice that Arpo~"
“No, not refoice, that would be aek-

:::tN_IGQ. You mue@ deir yoyr
bl thin trinl to purity and sire

&R your faith.” Sl A3 :
© “And o order that my . &t be

my faith strengthoned.my
“—-i:-" .

“See, father, the bookseller has sent
us several things on approval. Am ng
the rest {s the English naturalist
Darwia's “The Origin of Specis. He
Pecommends ft as an epoch-making
Pook in modern thought.”

“He need not bothe?r me with i -
replied my father. “In such atirring
times, who can be interested :m such
rubbish? How can a stupid book
about plants and animals and their
origia make an epoch of say impor-
tance to us men? The federation of
the Italian States, the torming of the
Germaa Bund, snd the consolidation
of Austria—such matters make epochs

0 . on | 12 history and mark the great-strides
resign yourself, ‘.lluv?‘ 'in human ad

yoara old,
court. “Why should I aet return to

socfety?” I thought. Time had done
its work and quleted my grisf. 1D .-
spair had mellowed into sorrow, sor-
row into nwlanchely, thea came lict.
| lessness, and finmlly | felt & renewing
of my interest iu life. I woke one
fine morning with the reaitzation that
I was & woman te be envied -tweunty-
three, beautiful, wobly born, rich, the
mother of & darling boy, and one of
a devoted famfily, What had I sti]
to ask to make lite delightful?
Behind me like a sWeet dream lay

the short period of my macrried iffe. |

The shadowy past bégan to swwbow
up the memory of my desperate love,
my handsome Huzzar, my married hap-

plness, my terrihle separation and
grief. The duration of ## had .ot been
long enough to creste a closa sym-
pathy Our devotion had bcen too
ﬂh(“".'_\' cut off to have grown inw tho
friendship and reverence wiich fs
ofted® felt by those who hgv..;uped

Could 1

have been indispensadie to him when,
for no cause, he rushed Into the war
and left his regiment, which wagsnot
callud out? Yes, four years made mo
'a different being. My mind had
brosdaned, and Enowledge and culture
'bhad eome to me which, I teit, Arao
, would have hed no sympathy with,
i If he could coma back Le would be &
i stranger to my present spiritnal .ife.
i How d'd 1t all come about?

One year of widowhood passed fn
‘despalr, decp mourning, and Yeart
breaking. Of soclety I would aot hear.
Rudolf's education should be my eae
thought. The “bady” turned tato
“my son,” and becarre the ceantre of
my hope, my pride, and my existence.
To be able some day to be his guide
luld intellectual companion, [ burted
| mayself In ti.e treasures of the chateau
' library. History, in which my in-
| terest had cooled, became my passfon
asaln, as well as my consolation, for
 the account of bdattles and harolcs
' seemed to relate me to the grand his-
| torteal esses, for which I, too, bad
lived. Net that I ever got dack the
‘old emthwsiasms of girlish days for
the Mald of Orleans. Many of the
overwrought accounts now sounded
hollow and mocking, when I thought
of the horrors of war.

Can the pricecless gem life be paid
for with the tinsel coln of posthumous
fame?

But the history-shelf of my father’s
library was soon exhausted; T b-gged
the bookseller to send me more. He

wrote '—
&

“I ».nd you Thomas Buckle's ‘H's-
tory of Civflization in England.” The
work is unfinished, but these two
volumes form a complete whole, and
have attracted great attention, not
only in England but over the world
They say that the author is introdue-
Ing a new conception of history.

New, Iindeed! Reading ane re-
reading it, I felt like a creaturs taken
suddenly from the bottom of a nar-
row valley to the mountain tops and
viewing the world for the first time.
out, beyond and beyond, to the bound-
less ocean. Not that I, a superficial
mind of twenty, could grasp the boek

' years of joy and sorrow,

—dut, to keep to my picture, 1 saw | éaaverastion turn on some political

that lofty monumenta) things lay de-
fore my astonlshed vision. was
dazeled, overcome, my horison moved
out into the immensities of life.
Though the full understanding only
came to me later, yet that one vision
I caught even then, that the history
of mankingd itself was pot formuylated
by wars, kings, statesmen, treatiea,
greed, cunning, but by the gradual
deveclopment of the intellect. Court
chronicles gave no explanation to un-
derlying causes, nor a picture of the
civilisation of the time. Buckle did
not paint war and devastation with a
glamor, but demonstrated that the re-
spect for arms diminished as a people
rose in culture and intelligence. The
lower into barbarism you g0, the more
war and its romance will dfe out of
our culture and cease to exist. Just
£®:hildhood’s wrangling ceases, so
must soclety outgrow its childighresa.

How all this appealed to t“ con-
victions of my heart, w"' ' | Lad so
often dismissed »a- orthy and

‘weak! I now fe' . . these growing
ideals in me - 4 echo of the spirit
of the a~ { saw that thlukers were
losin® " cir f{dolatry ‘ur war, and

dolliting its neeccssity. The book
guve me the opn.site of what I wought
yet how it sulaced me, enlightened,

fused to follow me to the mountaip
top, that is, he refused to read the
book, 80 It was useless to diacuss It.
During the second year of my sor-
row 1 studied with renewed ardor,
and as the mind expacnded the old
‘unhappiness disappeared. Bukle
had unconaclously givea me a taste
for the larger world again, and I
satisfled my craviag to fellow out his
idea In other authora. The passlon
for life renewed itself, and the-meisa-
isappeared. Taeu®he third

Was wrought in ./ie, ~“Books

aloas would not sstisfe we (v -- -

T oMtlmi which my auni | BOOK II.' fage vere not bein

1F € gratified—life’s
offered were rather coyfusing :ld dls- r TIME OF PRACH Rowers ‘were ‘still for me to plusk’ if
trestiag, but | allowed myeel ‘o1 : I euly _stretched out' the hend.@ %o
%Q’, m,.qlcg{ tangie, and bo..ove | .. i A - u-n.dthtor of 1863 I entered wee
tha(“ary' dear victim wae now enjey- CHAPTER I #sl4ns of Viennese socisty ouce maore,
tag )uv:n a8 a reward h: his ugony - v %o atroduce my younger sisters there.
of sacrifice, and thet his memery “Martha, Countess Dotsky, the rich
would be glorifled on earth with the | Wour vears passed .,':.“z' oalt my young widow,” thus epoken of, 1 took
falo of heroic martyrdom. aldtern, m‘:"'x. ”I“M."M wy pdrt in the egreat comedy of the

| tween

elevated, aud pacified me. Once 1
rtried to talk to my father about it
but he would have none of it; he re-

bushand stepped in.

Every one ex
cept myself gseemed to hay rgotten

his existence. My
but his im
out. Dally Rudolf's evening prayer

! otosed with: “God keep me good and
Srave for love of my father, Armo.”
We sfaters snjoyed soclety in the
"extreme. 1t was really my frst
glimipea, too, for 1 had married so
#oon that [ had missed the galety and
attentic My crocwd of admirers,
however, did not lmpfess me much,
for between us there lay a chasm.
Orililant young beawg chatiing of
baliroom, courl, and @Weatre had not
the faintest Zimps® @f the things
which sy BIb wap begiwaing to de
pend upon. Thaagh { dué en!ly begun
to lisp the iamgeage of the higher
things of seud end aciames, yeot that
Was fardier ramoved from these chat-
terary Gaa Grask or eves Patagouian.
i bad Megus te thiak in the wague
ith wikilh mea of solence weuld
slls Qay delate. and fnally salve the
greatest riddiss of the world.
i quite certaln that ln guch

drole | .would soarcely fad & con-
gealal » end 1 carefully®avoided
«

3| uandlng rumors, devoted my-
olf to"my doy, plunged ianto study,
a9t In toweh with the intellectual
' verid, read and relished Xeen!y aill
fde Ilatest things. This barred me
{rom \nany of the frivolities, and yet
I koquly enjoyed the gafety, the com-
pal Pand daucing. 1 longed to open
my salon to a few of the upper world
of scholarship, but my soclal position
made that impossible, I dared not
hope to mix the classes in Viennas.
Since that day the exclusive spirit
has changed, and fashion to-day finds
it acceptable to open its doors to
braina of the rarer sort. But at that
time it would have been quite im-
possible to recelve except such as
were presentable at court-—counting
at least sixteen ancestors. Our own
social set would not have been able
to converse with the thinking class,
and the latter class would have found
it intolerably dull to mingle with a
drawing-room full of sportsmen, ¢l is
ter-bred girls, old generals, and
canonesses. All the talk was a vapld
recital of where the last ball had been
and the next one was to be-—perhaps
at Schwartzenberg’'s or Pallavineini e
who was the latest adorer of Baroness
Pacher, and the latest rejected of the
Countess Palfly: how many estates
had Prince Croy; was Lady Amalay's
title from her father's or mother’s
side? Could such drivel possibly have
‘Bterested the intellectual set?
Occaslonally an able statesman,
diplomat, or man of genius cropped
up smong us, but they always assumed
i the frivolous conversation of the rest.
{ A quiet after-dnner chat with some
of our parliamentarians or men of
, mark would have been made im-
pessidle almost, for hardly would the

oF ecientific subject when it would be
faterrupted with, “Ah, dearest Coun-
tess Dotzky, how charming you look-
ed yesterday at the picalc! And are

{ you going to the Russiarn ombar*rv.h-

morrow ?**
o ® 2 "

“Allow me, dear Mar&i." sald my
cousin Conrad Althaus, “to-intyoduce
Lieutenant-General Baron Tilling.” 1
bowed and arose, thinki the intro-
duotton meant an invitation™tp dance.,

“Pardon me, Countess,” he said,
with a slight smile, showing a per-
fect row of teeth, “I do not dance.”

“80 much the better, for I would
Ilike & moment’s rest,” I said, reseating
myseif,

“l was bold enough to ask for the
tatroduction, for I had some inform-
ation for you,” he continued.

1 looked up at him in surprise. He
w8 no longer young, somewhat grey,
and with a serious countenance, but
withal a distinguished and sympa-
thetic face.

“I will not intrude, Countess, but
what 1 have to tell you is not suited
to (. Yhallroom chat. If you wiil fix
the hour, I will come to you with it.”

“T am at home on Baturdays be-
two and four.” -
.1 would rather see you alone.”

“Then come to-morrow at the same
hour,” The Baron bowed and left me.
Later, Cousin Conrad passed; I called
him to my side mnd questioned him
concerning Tilling.

“Ah ba! Has he so impressed you
that you are setting sa investigation
‘on foot? He ts aimarried, but a dis-
tingulshed princess of the reigning
‘house has him entangled in her siiken
web, and therefore he does net wish
to marcy. His regitaent has just deen

ords;ed here, but he iy mo “fend of
soclety. 1 meet him every ¢affat the
‘Noble’ Club.’ where he 7o sesms

‘abeorded iu the pavers or ¢ same of

world aeain. The part suvited mo,
and I was' erected, foted, spoilcd on |
{ all sides, much to my delizht, after
[ four years of gncial starving

The entire family quietiy presumeq |
that 1 wouold remarry My aunt no
longer referred to my so'dier saint
above. The future promised mee'i g
might not be so agreeable if a secord
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GBEES. ( weo Lsvwamiswce w "ow e
&ere, but the hostess is his cousle.
After@speaking with you he weng
away fmmediately "

“And he was introduced to RO Ouhens
ladies?”

“Ne; but do not imagins that it was
Your beauty that brought him down
ot long range, and therefore asked to
know you, lle merely questioned :
‘Could you teil me whether A certain
Countess Dotzky, formerly an Althaus,
probably a relative of yours, {8 hare
today? [ want to speak to her.' I
pointed to you. ‘“There she sits io
the blue dress.” ‘Oh,’ gaid he, ' thab
is she? Wil you {ntroduce me?
And I Drought him over with no ides
that I wouwld diaturd your peace of
mind.”

“Buch nonsensa, Conrad, as though
nﬁm Wero 80 easily ruffed!
Tiling! WVibat family {8 that? The
name i3 new to me.”

"Se you are interested’ Perhape
be fa tde lucky fellow. I who have
tried for thres months to intereat yow
In me must step aside for this cold.
hearted lieutenantcolonel. Let me
Warn you, he is without Hooling. The
Tilliag family, | belisve, ta_of Han.
everfan origin, although hlw, rather
was an Austrian officer 'and his mothes
& Prusaian,
German accent?” d

“He apeaks beautiful German

“You find everything about him
beautiful, no doubdbt” Conrad rose.
“1 bave heard enough. Let mes leave
Jou 0 dream—I can find pleaty or
beautttul ladies who— »

“Wbho will think You charming.
Oonrad. Iadeed there are plenty."‘

] waa wenessy and left the ball
earty. SBurely not to be able to think
uninterruptedly about the new friana,
although I found myself doing '
At midnight I enriched the red dools
with the oconversation given abdove,
and added my unpleasant doubts that
he might even them de sitting at tha
feet X the princess. 1| ended my
sentence by envying her—aot Tilling,
oh no!—for deing bdeloved by some
one. My waking thought was once
more—-Tilling. Naturally; had he not
made .n appointment for that day?
For some tme nothing had escited
fae like this visit,

At ten minutes past two the Barom
ven TUllag was aznounced.

'.‘,'A‘.;n Yyou ree, Countess, ] am prompt. "’
he sald, kissing my hand. <

“Luckfly, for ) am overwnelmed
with curiosity to know your news.”

“Then, without delay, J will tell you.
It is this: | was in the battle ot
Magenta,”

~

Continued on vage 5

Wilhelmina Cargo Before Prize
Couit

Falmoutb, Feb. 11, via Lons
don—The cargo of the American
steamer Wilhelmina was seized
by the British authorities here
to-day in accordance with the
decision of the Foreign Office.
The cargo is to go to a prize
court,

-

Some of the suspects ars adamit.
cedly of German and Aunstman
birtb, whije others of varions for-

eign pationalities are onder sus<

picion of disloyal tendencies.

Did you note is North
. y
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