168 THE WEST SHORE.

A SILESIAN LOVE STORY.

TOT far from Breslau lies & wild plain, whers the
A broken, rocky soil throws up fir trees, bushes and
myrinds of wild flowers, that elamber careasingly among
the stones, while moere patches of vegetation stud the
Innd.  Btill, ench fow miles, clusters of huts, s church
and a fow big houses, testify to a population. One vil-
lnge bousts of u large castle, whose white towers are n
feature in the landscape.  Within the massive walls there
are vast halls, rich in earving, and full of old armor and
trophies of ancient weapons.  One wing of the eastle is
ocoupiod by the countess—a tall, stately lady of some
fifty yoars. Hor still golden masses of wavy hnir are
carefully rranged, deawn back from her high forehend.
Bhe moves her blue ayes slowly, her lips unclose eare-
fully, for the countess is fighting a daily duel with Time,
and has sequired many s little knack of purrying his
thruste. Bhe has so far sucoeeded in hoer fight against
Time that ss she reclines in her muslin draperies in an
arm-chair—her profile cameo-like ngainst the velvet, her
white arus carolossly poised —she still is undoubtedly a
handsomn woman,

A tall, well-mado girl, with long plaits of dark brown
hair falling upon the blue and white dress, which seems
somehow to wateh the blue eyes that look out of her cloar
skin, in standing bofore the countess, her hands crossad.
On one of her fingers is & plain gold ring, This is Lise,
the deughter of Herr Barmann, a well-to-do farmer—a
distant connection of the noble family—who after his
wife's death, when Lise was o child, came to take charge
of the ostate, snding his little daughter to be brought
up by » married sister in Drosdon,

AL first Lino used to stay with her futher during the
summer, and sho and the young Count Alexis were groat
playmates. Bat when they were both fourteen some
little incident that oecurred caused the countess serions
thought. From that time it so happened that Alexis and
Lise nover came home simultancously. When Count
Aloxis, who was now lioutonant in the Prussinn Army,
happened to got leave, Lise would be suddenly summoned
by her aunt on some pretoxt.  Just now the countess re.
memberod with satisfaction that Alexis' lust furlough was
only a month ago. It was botter 80, even though Lise
wia now engaged to & serious-minded, most satisfactory
young solicitor in Dresden.

Just now she was talking to Lise of her betrothed,
Frans Ulrich, whise suare, sensible fnoe was pictured in
the photograph Lise had brought to show the conuntess,
which the lady beld in her hand, glancing ut it as ghe
concluded a long spesch, coutaining much moral ndvioe,

the engagement will not be o long,

“ How—why, what is this, Alexis?" There was more
annoyance than surprise in her tone, and she glanced at
Lise with a look that meant, “CGo—as quickly as you
please.”  DBul Lise slood, amazed, with parted lips, wide-
open eyes and heaving breast. Taken aback by the
strangeness of the tall figure, that one word “mother” by
its familiar tone took her back years in her life.

The tall young soldier, with the bright boyish face
and fair close-shaven head, turned, gave a short, staid
bow us he saw that a young lady was present, then sprang
forward, and clasping both her hands, eried, “ Lise! Is
it possible? Can it be you?"

“To-morrow, my child,” and the countess nodded sig-
nificantly.

Lise vanished, but Alexis sprang after her. *Lige,
don’t go 0 soon. I have so much to say to you" But
she was gone,

“ Why, mother, you never told me how beautiful Lise
had grown,” said the young soldier, as he unbuckled his
sword.  His mother picked up the photograph and
handed it to him. He looked puzzled. * What has this
ugly fallow to do with me?"

“He is to be Lise's husband.”

“Lise mumried? Why, she is a child. What are you
all about?*

The countess detailed Lise's engagement. “But this
is waste of time,” she continued, talking over the affairs
of the intendant's dnughter. How was it you got leave?"

While Alexis replied somewhat sulkily, his mother
was thinking how to get Lise away. Lise had anly been
home u few days. What subterfuge was available? Ah!
a sudden idea flashed across her.

“I'am glad it happened that you came to-day,” she
began. “Had you arrived a day later you would not
have found us. To-morrow we start for Warmbrunn, I
am anxious about your father’s health, and shall persuade
him to take the baths."

To her discomfiture in walked the count himself, a
fine old man, with piercing dark eyes and white hair,

“1 am sorry you are not well,” said Alexis, bending
from his altitude to kiss his father's hand.

The old man stared.  “ T nover falt better. Who said
L was il1?" he said iraseibly, tarning to his wife.

The countess was equal to the ocension. She gave &
Ienxt{-)r. roundabout explunation of her opinion of his
“waning health" to the count, and then, without pausing,
smilingly suggested to Alexis that he required rest before
rejoining them at dinner. As soon as the door closed the
countess’ manner changed. She always carried her will
with her husband by storm. 8o she burst into a tirade—
how _eruel, how annoying it was, that after keeping
Alexis and that girl apart all these years, they should
have met like this, She had always had a presentiment
some mischief would come of that companionship. If it

were not that Barmany was simply indispensable to them,
t‘“ﬂdmrﬂdﬁmdm&—-ﬁm there would be no
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¥ nottobe! The unplessant excitement produced an




